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Wyatt glared down at his two foster sisters as they kneeled before him. Their heads were tilted back as globs of his cum were rolling off their faces. He had just painted both theirs faces with his warm seed in response to their attempt to blackmail him. Obviously, their plan didn’t go so well.

“We’re done now, right?” Bethany asked.

“For now.” He replied, looking back to his phone and editing a Bimbopedia profile for their boss. “For now.”

Until recently, Wyatt was your everyday introverted dork. That all changed when he met a demonic stranger who turned his life upside down, possessing him to make an online wiki database where he could change any woman into a gorgeous bimbo slut. Not only could he change how they looked and make them thirst uncontrollably for his cock but he could alter their thoughts and philosophy.

When his sisters had attempted to blackmail him with threat of a blatant lie, he had used Bimbopedia to turn the tables. Bethany and Maila threatened to tell his foster parents that he was failing in school and that they would take away his source of income. His twin sisters had always done this throughout his life, it had become a common tool for them to get what they wanted out of him. His sister would stop at nothing to get their way, not caring how big of a lie it was or who they hurt. When he called their bluff, his sisters doubled down and threatened to tell their boss he had forced himself on them. Normally, this action would have made Wyatt submit to their ridiculous demands because they interned at the district attorney's office. But with the power of the website he was able to take away their ability to lie. Their plan backfired while in the midst of telling their DA boss, who immediately fired them. 

Wyatt followed with a taste of their own medicine, threatening to file a police report about their false accusations, using their x-boss as a key witness. With their life and turmoil and their ability to lie taken away from them, they pleaded for forgiveness. Wyatt told them he had the ability to put things back to normal, but not before making them submit to a glorious face painting. His years of pain his sisters had put him through rushed out of him when he sprayed their pretty faces with an endless quantity of his cum.

With his punishment dispensed, it was time to for him to follow through with his word. He edited their bosses profile to put everything back the way it was. They would receive a call any moment to get their internships back. But that would be the only thing that would return to normal for his twin sisters. Wyatt was far from done. For after he was done with changing their boss’ mind, he pulled up the twins Bimbopedia profiles.

The smile of the stranger flashed before his eyes. The stranger had stayed with him through the last few days, interjecting himself in Wyatt’s mind, guiding his actions. The stranger didn’t take control if his mind, seldom speaking in Wyatt’s head with his cold tone, using logic to point Wyatt in the right direction. It seemed when Wyatt imagined his smile, it was as if he was following the stranger’s road map to its final unknown destination.

A few days ago, he had met the stranger in the park by his house. After an odd conversation, talking about Wyatt’s upbringing as if the stranger had known him his whole life. The dark man had placed his hands on Wyatt, sending him into a dream state where he had made Bimbopedia. He didn’t remember much of the possession, only seeing flashes of the ordeal and three days had passed when he finally came to. When he woke up, Wyatt had a massive new cock and a supernatural website to use to get his revenge on all the women who had wronged him. First, he used it to turn college hottie Charlotte from a ruthless bitch to his submissive bimbo slave. Next, he transformed his horrible blonde boss and then his spiteful Asian math teacher in gorgeous bimbo goddesses, making them scream his name and beg for his cock. Wyatt had rewarded them with cumming in all three of their holes and letting them become a member of his new harem.

“Go clean your pretty faces and I’ll take you back to your place.” Wyatt said.

The twins got up from the kneeling position and went to their purses in the car. They removed his cum from their cheeks and chin with tissues while Wyatt put his cock back in his pants. They waited for him patiently in the car as he peered down at his phone. He thought about the other bimbos he had been with over the days and how he wanted to bury his cock in them.

But now it was his twin sisters turn, he swiped down on his phone, scrolling their profile to the bottom of the page. The screen of cell phone stopped when it reached the bottom, the only editable field being the one he was looking for. ‘Will be a complete bimbo for.’

‘You should wait.’  Wyatt heard the stranger's voice sound loudly in his mind. The tone was twisted and distorted, the low pitch reminded him of a stereotypical demon. ‘They have something they need to tell you. Making them bimbos will delay it.’

‘Huh?’ Wyatt thought. He looked around as if the voice wasn’t coming from his mind. The stranger’s interjections were beyond off-putting.

‘You’ll see,” The stranger continued. ‘only use the site unless you know what question needs to be answered...’ And with that the voice trailed off.

Wyatt clicked off the twins’ profiles and minimized his browser. While he wanted to fill his foster twins tiny pussies with his massive new cock, it seemed the stranger had better plans. The demon hadn’t been wrong before, this time would be no different. Wyatt joined the twins in his newly acquired BMW and started the car.

He was in the midway through the twenty-minute drive to their apartment when Maila’s phone rang. It was their boss telling them they had their jobs back. A sigh of relief spread across his sisters faces as they heard the good news. Their boss apologized and gave them the rest of the day off.

“I have no idea how you did that, but thank you.” Bethany said.

“No problem.” He replied.

“Wyatt, please don’t tell anyone what just happened.” Maila asked from the passenger seat.

Wyatt frowned and looked over at her. “Pfft. I won’t.” He replied. “Who’d believe me anyways.”

“True.” Maila replied. “Guess I just needed some reassurance.”

The car remained silent for the rest of the ride home, almost awkwardly so until Wyatt pulled into the parking lot of their place. Wyatt thought about the stranger and how they had something to tell him. He just didn’t know what to exactly ask so he may as well just start from the beginning and it will come out eventually.

“So, Bethany, Maila. Why did you treat me so badly growing up?” He asked.

The two twins looked down at their laps and then over at each other. “We’d rather not answer that question.” Bethany responded.

Wyatt knew that his question was the correct one. There was definitely more to their hate than just being spiteful cunts. “Why is that?” He snapped as he pulled into a parking spot and killed the motor. “What’s keeping you from telling me?”

His prying questions were making them squirm, Maila and Bethany were shaking, he had struck a nerve on both of them. “We can’t say, we promised to never tell.” Maila muttered.

“Must be rather important for to not tell me.” Wyatt said.

“It is!” Bethany said. “Please don’t make us answer that. It will just cause more damage.”

“Damage to who?” He asked.

“You.” They both responded in unison.

Now Wyatt really had to know. It must be rather important to them to want to keep this secret. While they had to tell the truth because of his manipulation of their profiles, they didn’t have to answer his question if they didn’t want too. If they weren’t going to come out with it normally, then using Bimbopdeia will make them.

“Fine,” He responded, his tone straightened out, knowing he had other means to get the answer. “Just go inside. I’ll be up in a minute.”

They twin girls grabbed their things and exited the car. Wyatt pulled out his phone and brought up Bimbopedia. While he could just make a simple edit, and make them always answer his questions, but he wanted more. His cock thumped supernaturally in his pants as he edited the final question, imputing his name into the field. Not only would they answer, but now they will obey without question.

Wyatt locked up the car and went to their apartment. He opened the door and went inside. The twins were in standing in the middle of the living room, the look of confusion spread across their faces changed to excitement when he walked in. The identical twins’ faces were filled with desire as their blue eyes looked him over. Their straight red hair was down and framed their pretty faces and their sexy hour glass shaped cheerleading bodies were poised provocatively. Their 36C breasts seemed to press and stretch the fabric of their shirts as their nipples hardened underneath.

“I’m so glad you came back.” Maila said walking slowly towards him. “Don’t know what just came over me, but…” She placed a hand on Wyatt’s chest and looked him in the eye. “... I must see your cock again.”

He knew the transformation had already taken hold. The power of the site was amazing, a moment ago they despised him and now they craved his cock. It was all too easy, just click it and stick it. Wyatt might as well enjoy what was on the menu before finding out the answer to his question. He reached out and touch Maila’s smooth waist and pulled her in towards him.

“Well what’s stopping you sis?” He said before forcing her to her knees in front of him. Bethany joined her sister next to him on the floor. The twins quickly worked at his pants and belt, freeing his cock. It popped out into their view and the two of them looked at it as if they had opened an expensive birthday gift.  

“You have such a beautiful cock Wyatt.” Bethany said

“Mmhmm!” Maila gasped in agreement. “We’re so lucky to have a cock as big as this one.”

The excitement began to rise as the sisters both reached for his cock. It twitched in front of them, awaiting to be serviced. Their hands began stroking his cock and getting him worked up as it stretched to full length in front of their gorgeous faces. Wyatt looked down at him as they played with his hardening cock. The whole sight made him groan in delight.

“I don’t know why we have never done this before today.” Bethany giggled as she lowered head towards his cock.

“Me either.” Maila replied, fondling his balls. “Don’t know what I was thinking before, but now I feel as if I wanted his cock my whole life.”

“Same here.” Bethany agreed, her lips just an inch from his tip. “It’s bigger than any boyfriend I’ve ever been with.”

Maila continued to stroke him in amazement at Wyatt’s wonderful cock. She scooted closer to her sister's face as Bethany extended her tongue, encircling the crown of his beautiful cock. She angled his cock up and the two girls licked the bottom side of his shaft. Bethany then gracefully slid her lips over the crest of his tip of his cock and glided down his shaft until Wyatt felt his cock touch against back of her mouth. She slowly began to bob his shaft and her mouth filled with saliva. She made quiet slurping sounds as she sucked his length, sending waves of pleasure rushing up Wyatt’s spine.

When she had given him head in the parking lot an hour earlier it felt great. The difference from before was that it was forced. Now, Bethany and Maila loved him, the only thought on their minds was to please Wyatt.

“Wow.” Maila said. “You look so hot sucking our brother’s cock.”

Bethany spat out his cock making a loud pop sound. “Thanks,” She replied. “I want to see how good you look.” Without hesitation Maila engulfed his cock and immediately started humming away in glee.

“You look beautiful with his long hard cock filling your mouth Maila.” Bethany said before lowering her head to his balls. She started sucking each one, letting them pop from her mouth before working the other.

Wyatt groaned out as Maila slid up the length of his cock and released it from her red lips. She lowered her head down to the base of his and licked his shaft in a slow upward motion until she reached the head, taking him back again into her mouth. As she descended back down on his she moaned joyfully. Wyatt ran his fingers through her gorgeous red hair as she moved her hands to his hips and began to bounce on his rod without the assistance of her guiding hands, increasing her pace.

“MMMmmm, you’re both fantastic little cock suckers, aren't you?” Wyatt said aloud as his hard length and balls filled his foster sister's mouths.

“Mmhmm.” They murmured as they continued to service Wyatt, Maila swirling her tongue around the head as it oozed with pre-cum while bethany continued her pleasurable assault on his balls. Maila sunk her head back onto his cock again, attempting to deepthroat his entire ten-inch length, but the crown of his dick hit the back of her mouth when she had engulfed about half of him.

“Pump my dick with your hand. Show me how my foster sister does it.” Wyatt ordered

“MMhmm.” Maila murmured obediently began to fist her hand steadily back and forth on his dick with her lips tight around his head. Wyatt groaned as he felt his balls and cock flex in Bethany’s mouth with excitement. Maila was sucking his cock so nicely, it was beyond any blow job he had ever received in the last several days. Good thing he had just fucked three other women and came an excessive amount of times in the last two days. He could hold back for as long as he wanted to and enjoy his sister’s performance. Besides, he didn’t want to come before he sampled Maila’s and Bethany’s tight pussies. But first he was going to have some fun with their mouths.

“Can I suck his cock again?” Bethany asked. She joined her sister next to his cock and Maila angled his cock towards Bethany. Wyatt breathed heavily as Bethany took him back into her mouth, rising and falling on his hardness.

He reached out and gabbed a handful of hair in the back of her head and began to guide her head as she worked his thick penis. She moaned and took him deep in her mouth, almost swallowing the head of his cock. He pushed her head down even more on him as he thrusted his hips up and buried his dick deep into her throat. Wyatt groaned loudly as Bethany’s eyes shot open in surprise and coughed. She quickly resisted and moved her head back up his length.

“Awe, you can take it sis,” Maila smiled, removing her shirt, and revealing to Wyatt her sexy designer bra that held her amazing breasts. “Just relax your throat.”

Bethany didn't want to disappoint him and she heeded her sister's advice. She plunged her mouth down his cock and back into her hungry mouth, slowly descending her head on his length. She pushed her face tighter against Wyatt and as his cock reached her throat. Bethany breathed through her nose as her throat relaxed. She moved her hands around his hips and clasped his ass, pushing him further into her mouth and past the opening to her throat. Wyatt groaned as her throat constricted around his tip as she swallowed him all the way into her throat until her lips were tight around the base of his cock.

Maila and Wyatt couldn’t believe it. Bethany had taken his whole ten inches into her mouth. She rested there for a moment and knew she was about to cough before she had to draw back to keep from choking. Bethany took a breath and looked up at him and winked. Maila rubbed her sisters back as she repeated deep throating him, each time she was able to rest her lips at the base, making his cock completely disappear in the mouth. She licked the bottom side of his shaft and top of his balls before she couldn’t handle it anymore and raised her mouth back up to catch her breath.

Wyatt pulled them up to him and looked them over. He wanted nothing more than to bury his cock deep inside them. “Why don’t you both take your clothes off and we can find out how deep you both can take it.”

The twins obediently removed their garments in a sensual strip tease. Rocking their hips as they hooked their thumbs around the waists bands on their jeans and panties. They bent over in front of him letting them slide off their perfectly round asses and revealing their luscious sexy figures. Their slim waists and shaven pussies were calling to Wyatt, letting him know that they were ready for his taking. The twins helped each other out their bras, finally displaying perfect pert breasts with tiny pink nipples.

Wyatt led them over to the couch, sitting them down. He reached out to touch Maila’s knees and she twitched as his hand met her smooth skin. His other hand did the same on the opposite knee and slammed her knees apart on the couch. Maila’s hand went to her crotch and she split her pussy lips revealing to Wyatt her pink pearl insides glistening with moisture. Maila reached farther down and slid her index finger inside herself. Wyatt knelt down on the floor between her thighs and positioned his cock at the entrance of her tiny moist pussy. Bethany sat up on the couch next to her sister, running her hands along her sister's thighs, holding them up for their foster brother.

"Oh, I can’t wait." Maila whispered as she looked across at him. “My pussy aches for you Wyatt.”

The logical side of her was gone, she had completely forgot about any reservations of fucking her foster brother and wanted to get banged like the whore she secretly was. Wyatt nudged himself forward, positioning his stiff member, and pressing forward toward her pussy. When he got close, Wyatt rubbed his cock against her lips, teasing her.

"Please fuck me." She begged.

He held his dick from the base swiping it up and down across her clit, poising the head of his cock between her legs. She moaned as the skin connected with her pussy lips, sending her hips shivering. He paused there, rubbing it up and down between her labia. She tried to press her hips forward on him so he would enter her but he kept sliding it away from her opening. Maila leaned forward, grabbing his hips, and raking her fingernails against his skin.

"NOW!" She demanded.

Wyatt nodded and pointed his rod at her lips and with one slow, powerful plunge, she buried his stiff cock deep in her tiny welcoming cunt. Her tight vagina began to accommodate his thick shaft, stretching to be completely filled by her brother’s huge cock. Her pussy gripped onto it as his hands moved from her thighs to her hips, and he pushed himself slowly into her, filling her up completely and impaling her with his long cock.

“OHHH GOD YESSS!” She moaned, her mouth dropping open and her head rocking back toward the ceiling.

Wyatt began to stoke powerfully away, sinking his cock all the way into her pussy. She lifted her body slightly off the couch and grinded her hips forward when he pressed in, rocking herself back and forth before he backed out. Wyatt began to thrust his hips upwards to meet hers, working with Maila. Her cunt clung to him each time his dick withdrew. Her tits bounced up and down as she sunk his cock in and out. Maila titled her face down and focused on her cunt being impaled by his rod as it slammed in and out of her.

“Oh yes, fuck her tight pussy with that big cock of yours.” Bethany cheered, caressing her sister as Wyatt throttled Maila.

Maila flung her head about as he continued to rock his cock back in forth inside her. Her hands went down to his to his chest to rest on his pecs as Wyatt reached up and grabbed one of her tits, massaging it as he pounded her aggressively with his dick. Her hot tight pussy was sending sensations over his body. Her pussy constricted around his dick as he started rampaging his rhythm, increasing his pace in and out, sinking his rod all the way into her cunt with each thrust. Wyatt looked up into her eyes, they were filled with lust. He felt her body tense up and her breath quicken, she was going to burst all over his cock.

He licked at it quickly as he locked his mouth around her opening and she thrusted her hips forward to assist him. as an orgasm began to climb within her.

"AHHHhh. I’m cumming, I’M CUMMING!!!" she screamed out, loud enough for her neighbors to hear. Maila choked back a short breath and grabbed his hips and grinded it into her she shuddered and bursted. A powerful flood of pleasure swept across her body and out her pussy, Wyatt continued to pound away as she spasmed over the length of his cock.

“MMMMmmm!” Maila cried out as her orgasm subsided.

“My turn?” Bethany asked. “I wanna ride you. Is that ok?”

“Sure.” Wyatt said plainly, sliding his cock out of Maila.

He softly pushed them aside and took a seat on the couch between the two of them. Bethany was quick to act, quickly pressing him down to the couch and swing a leg over his lap. She propped herself up on his shoulders and angled her hips into position. Bethany then reached down to his cock. She swiped his dick in upwards across her opening a few times before driving her hips down, filling her tight pussy with his hard cock. Bethany threw her head back and moaned, she hands grabbed at his skin urgently as he slid inside her, stretching her tight hole.

Eventually she relaxed and began to ride, working his hard prick in and out of her, her moans escalated in pitch. Wyatt moved his hands from her hips and placed them on the back of her ass cheeks. He cupped each one from the sides so they plumped up nicely as she repeatedly mashed his cock into her tight pussy below. Her head whipped about as her hips stroked away on Wyatt’s thick cock.

Maila crawled down from the couch and spread Wyatt's legs. As she leaned her head closer to his balls his massive organ filled her vision as it disappeared in and out of his sister’s cunt, her labia seeming to cling to it as she bounced up and down. Maila extended her tongue and licked at his balls, her juices had covered his sack and she wanted to give it a nice cleaning. As she lapped them up, they were replaced with new fluids as Bethany worked herself to orgasm.

Bethany’s tits bounced up and down and she lowered her head onto Wyatt’s shoulder. Moments later, she forced herself down on his him and quickly took a deep breath and held it in, she tried with all her strength to choke back a moan of pleasure but ultimately failed.

“UGHHHHhh!” she screamed out as her pussy spasmed over the length of his cock, her hips shuddered uncontrollably as her orgasm shivered throughout her body. 

"OHHH! I'M CUMMING!" Bethany screamed and she bucked her head upward, her ass and pussy shuddering against his cock as it stayed buried within her. Her pussy grabbed his cock tightly as she trembled through waves of pleasure.

“You just can’t help but cum on my cock, can’t you?” He asked.

“YES!” Bethany panted, his cock still deep in her pussy. “I don’t know what it is, but I can’t help it but cum... all over you dick.”

He waited for her tremoring to subside and slapped her ass briskly. Bethany rose up off his cock and scooted away. She looked back at him with a longing look as stood up off the couch. He pointed over to the breakfast bar and directed them to bend over next to each other. They did so without hesitation, looking over each other briefly before looking back over at their shoulders to Wyatt. They grinned wildly and rubbed their clits, inviting Wyatt to take them from behind.

Wyatt stepped in behind Maila. He leaned over grabbed her by the hips and slid his cock inside her. She moaned out as he entered lowering her head down to the bar.

“Oh yes! Fuck me.” She begged him as he began to work his cock in and out of her.

Wyatt started with fucking Maila slowly before he stepped up his rhythm and sustained it for several minutes. Maila threw her head back as he lunged into her, moaning uncontrollably as if she was finally receiving what she desired. Wyatt looked down at her curvy ass as he began deepening his thrusts. His cock looked amazing pumping in and out of her from his vantage point. She threw her head backwards and grabbed at her scalp receiving a fist full of red hair. Bethany looked over at her sister with a jealous look smeared across her face. It was obvious she wanted the rigorous pounding from her sister was receiving. Wyatt noticed and slipped his wet cock out of Maila and shoving Bethany down to the bar.

“You want this Bethany?” Wyatt teased, tapping his cock against her pussy lips.

“Oh, fuck yes I do!” She moaned. “Give it to me hard. Fuck me like the dog I am! Make me bark!”

Wyatt was shocked by her nasty words. None of his other bimbos had begged him in such a way. It was time to really make her feel it. “Take this fucking dick you dirty slut!” Wyatt’s tone angry as he sunk his cock into her.

“OHH!” she grunted as slid deep into her pussy below. Lovingly accepting his cock. Bethany wanted him to cum for her and if there was anything she could do make that happen she would.

“YES BROTHER! WHATEVER YOU SAY, I’LL DO IT! I WANT TO BE YOUR WHORE! JUST FUCK ME! FUCK ME HARD! PUNISH MY PUSSY FOR ALL THE SHITTY THINGS I’VE DONE!” Maila screamed.

He pressed in with his hard cock, filling her up with his girth. He excitedly pounded her tiny pussy with savage abandon as his balls slapped against her swollen clit. He continued to drive hard and harder, slamming her body on his hard rod. He began to breathe rapidly as his pace in and out was fast as he could muster.

“OHHhhh fuck me. Faster. Cum for me.” she panted.

“You want for me to cum?” He asked

“OHH GOD YES!” Bethany cried. Maila leaned her head over onto her sister's back. She held her mouth open as if she were awaiting the award of his syrupy cum.

Wyatt tried to hold off but Bethany’s pussy clutched tightly around his cock and he knew he would cum soon. She moaned as she felt his cock beginning to flex and swell inside her.

“I’ll come for you both, but you have to tell me why you treated me like monsters when we were growing up.” He demanded.

“Ok, ok.” Bethany moaned. “We will tell you, just cum for us! PLEAAAAASE!”

Wyatt couldn’t hold back any longer, his balls began to convulse and his toes curled up. “Oh fuck I’m cumming." He whispered as his eyes rolled back in his head.

Wyatt gripped her ass from below with both hands as his cock expanded in her pussy. He felt his balls contract against the base of dick and pulled out. He rested his cock right between Bethany’s ass cheeks with his tip pointing towards Maila’s mouth.

“HERE IT COMES!” She shouted as he sent a ribbon of hot thick cum splashing into Maila’s mouth. She hummed contently as the first round jetted into her throat perfectly.

"Ohhhh FUUUCCCK!" He groaned out as the cum erupted out of him and over Maila’s head, splattering on Bethany's upper back. Wyatt’s balls spasmed as he pumped huge amount of his into Maila’s mouth and Bethany’s back. He fired blast after blast until finally, he had dispensed the full load of his balls.

“Fuck that was that hardest I’ve ever cum in my life!” He exclaimed. His cock still twitching intermittently between Bethany’s ass cheeks as he came down from his peak.

“That was amazing." Bethany replied looking back at him.  A considerable amount of his cum ran down her back, dripping to the floor below. Maila’s pretty red hair was a mess from pulling at her scalp, her brow was sweaty, and her face painted once again with his cum. Maila looked up at him, a strand of his cum hanging from her chin. She caught it with a finger and pressed it between her lips.

“You want to know why we did it?” Maila asked.

Wyatt nodded, somewhat dizzy in the aftermath of his orgasm. “Yes…” He replied. Finally, his sister big secret was going to be revealed.

“Mom made us...” Bethany interjected. “Encouraged us our whole lives.”

Wyatt snapped back to reality with the weight of their answer. The stranger’s smile flashed before his mind. This time it didn’t stay its plain devilish grin, instead it broke into laughter...
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Wyatt sped his newly acquired BMW down the road, pressing the throttle and going well over twenty miles above the speed limit. He had just found out from his twin foster sisters the reason why they had treated him so abusively his whole life. After using the website to turn the twins into complete raging bimbos and filling them completely with his massive new cock, they had told him that his foster mother had been the one that drove them to mistreat him his whole life. Once her heard their reveal, he saw and heard the laughter of the stranger in his mind.

A few days ago, Wyatt met a dark stranger in the park. This man possessed him into creating editable wiki website called Bimbopedia. Wyatt couldn’t remember much of the possession, it all seemed like a distant dream. When he had come to his senses, his roommates told him three days had passed. He quickly found out about his enormous cock while taking a shower. When he came out to his bedroom, the college hottie Charlotte was spread across his bed like a submissive bimbo slave. Wyatt would have never dreamed to have his school bully screaming his name, cumming in her mouth and taking her virginity.

It didn’t stop there, for next he transformed his horrible blonde boss and then his spiteful Asian math teacher in gorgeous bimbo goddesses, making them scream his name and beg for his cock. Wyatt had rewarded them with cumming in all three of their holes and letting them become a member of his new harem, quickly putting them all to work at a local strip club. When his sisters had attempted to blackmail him, Wyatt used Bimbopedia to turn his twin foster sisters; Bethany and Maila into raging sluts. After he painted their faces with his cum and fucked them silly, they told him the truth about his foster mother.

“Mom made us hate you” His foster sister had said. “Encouraged us our whole lives.”

The stranger’s smile then flashed before his mind. But this time it didn’t stay its plain devilish grin, instead it broke into laughter. The stranger had stayed with him through the last few days after the creation of Bimbopedia, speaking in Wyatt’s mind, guiding his actions as he saw fit. It seemed when Wyatt saw the stranger’s smile, it was as if he was following the stranger’s directions to some unknown higher purpose. Somehow that purpose involved him finding out about his mother's dark and abusive past.

Wyatt pulled in the driveway to his mother's home. He noticed his father wasn’t there, must be away on business trip like usual. This was perfect, Wyatt needed to confront his mother for encouraging everything evil that had happened in his life. Growing up with this foster family was horrible to say the least. Nothing was ever good enough for his mother, no matter how hard he ever tried. It wasn’t that they thought he could do better, it was more of a fact that they seemed to never care. He never got any presents on his birthdays nor on Christmas. When he asked why he was told to shut the fuck up and that he didn’t deserve such things. His foster sisters would mistreat him constantly. They would go out of their way to hurt him, pushing him off play sets and pulling him out of trees. The more damaging the fall or the more he cried, the more his sisters would laugh. While he had finally got his revenge on his sisters, his blinding rage now had turned to his foster mother.

Wyatt killed the motor and had exited the vehicle when he heard the voice of the stranger in his mind.

“Forgetting something?” The cold tone said, his laptop bag shifting telekinetically across the seat inside the car. If it were any of his other bimbos he would have taken the computer and powers of the site with him, but this time was different.

“Don’t need it devil!” He spoke back in his mind. It was the first time he had ever spoke back to the stranger. “I’m not here to fuck my mom. I’m here to yell at her! Tell her how pissed off I am. Make her admit what she has done. I need answers...”

The voice laughed cutting Wyatt's thoughts short. “You may get farther in the conversation if you use the site, Wyatt.” The lap top bag raised up of the seat and supernaturally pressed against the inside glass of the car window.

“No!” He screamed in his mind. “Not using it.”

“Hmmph.” The voice echoed in contempt. “Suit yourself...”

Wyatt watched as the laptop case zipper opened by itself and the computer floated out. It flipped open as if done by invisible hands and began to power on.

“What are you doing?!” Wyatt tried to open the car door. Locked. He shook the handle several times as the windows loading screen flickered on. He grabbed his keys and hit the key fob to unlock the doors but there was no response.

“What do you think I’m doing?” The stranger replied, the lap top flickered on. Wyatt went to insert the key into the lock since the fobs electronics didn’t work.

“Won’t be needing those.” The stranger's distorted demonic voice spoke coldly in his mind as his car key were ripped from his hand and flew up on the roof of the house.

“The fuck!” Wyatt shouted out loud. He went into his pockets and fished out his phone. If the stranger was going to use the website to bimbofy his foster mom he’d have to delete the edits before he submitted them.

“Or that.” The stranger's voice crackled through his mind. The phone in his hand went flying up in the air, joining his keys on the roof.

“Better hurry Wyatt. Your mother is waiting...”

He watched as the laptop flickered on. The stranger was most likely going to turn his mom into something Wyatt didn’t want. If he turned her into a bimbo she would come find him at his house like Charlotte had and force herself on him. He quickly made up his mind that he had to do something about it and ran up the path to the front door. Maybe if he got to his mom before the stranger, he could get his answers before she started craving his cock. He went for the handle and tried to push it open but it too was locked.

“Give me back my keys!” He thought to the stranger.

The stranger didn’t respond, instead he just saw the strangers frightening smile flash in his brain. Strangely, his mind began to tingle and he felt his blood pressure rise. His heart began beating rapidly as his thoughts began to rearrange in his mind.

“Just click it and stick it…”

As the words sounded in his brain, Wyatt’s rage toward his mother slipped away. The stinging pain from knowing the truth escaped his thoughts until it was no more. Wyatt had never felt such a sensation in his life, he was shocked that he was forgetting everything horrible about his mother but began to remember everything fantastic about her. And then it was nothing at all. Wyatt looked down at himself and questioned why he was even here. His heart rate calmed and he just stood there in confusion not knowing why he was even standing in front of his parents’ house. The strangers smile, was no more.

Wyatt heard the deadbolt click and the front door open so he looked up. Standing in the doorway was the most beautiful sight he had ever seen. An absolutely stunning woman stood before him. She was tiny and slim, about 5’8” with an hourglass shape the was wide in the ass and breasts. She wore a tight mini skirt that showed off her smooth sweeping legs, curvy round ass and a crop top that carried a huge, mouthwatering rack. Her glossy straight blonde hair bordered her pretty face and cascaded in front of her shoulders. She had minimal makeup on, shiny lip gloss, some blended eyeliner and mascara. She smiled at him through doorway, her luscious lips were perfectly heart shaped, made to be wrapped around his cock. It was the woman of all his fantasies, and his dick started thumping wildly in his pants at just the sight of her. He wanted nothing more than to pin her to the wall and bury his cock deep inside her.

“Hey son.” The woman said.

Wyatt shook his head in amazement, suddenly realizing for the first time that he had the biggest crush on his mom. Even though it seemed new, it felt familiar as if it had always been there in the depths of his mind. He didn’t realize how his mom had become so hot. Somehow a twisted fantasy of banging the shit out of his mom had been brought out of nowhere and to the forefront, it was the only thing he could think about.

“Hey mom...” Wyatt replied.

She crossed her legs in front of her seductively, keeping her thighs close together as one leg rounded in front of the other. Her eyes looked upon wide in excitement as if she had been waiting for him for years. “Come in Wyatt. I was just thinking about you.”

She stepped back into the doorway and Wyatt went inside. As he passed, he couldn’t help but reply to her with words that even surprised himself.

“You look fucking hot today mom.” He said, meaning every word while genuinely smiling.

“Thank you, son,” She replied, a familiar fire of desire filled her eyes. “I must say you look amazing yourself. Look at your body Wyatt. You’re pure candy.”

With all his mental strength Wyatt peeled his eyes away from his mother’s new model body and looked down at his legs. They had changed from no tan white legs to long and toned to the liking of an athlete. He raised his field of vision to his stomach and hiked it up his shirt to reveal a set of solid rock-hard abs. His skin was not the creamy white, but now a full tan. He lifted his shirt even more to see his flat upper chest had been replaced tight sturdy pecs. His jaw dropped open in surprise and he looked back over at his mother who was licking her lips in lust as she stared at him.

Wyatt wanted to cram his cock between her lips, they were perfect cushions for sucking his cock. His eyes wandered down to her breasts and he imagined his cock sliding between them, back and forth as she wrapped her hands around them pressing him against his wide girth. Wyatt’s eyes continued to drift farther down to the mystery of what lied underneath her mini skirt. He wanted to yank it off in one clean pull and bury his mouth in her amazing pussy and make her cum and squirt all over his face.

Just then the thought hit him - the stranger had used Bimbopedia on him and his mother. He saw the strangers smile appear in his mind, laughing once again. But as it faded away, any logic Wyatt had immediately left his mind along with it. He didn’t hate her anymore. In fact, he never hated her. He wanted her. Wyatt wanted to fill her up and ravish her so completely that it consumed him in thoughtless, primal, lust. And by the way she was looking back at him as she sucked on the tip of her finger, she was thinking the same.

Wyatt shut the front door behind him and rushed up close to his mom. He reached for her hips and she instinctively hopped towards him. As he caught her, Wyatt held her up and she wrapped her legs around his waist. Wyatt leaned her back against the wall as he began kissing wildly at her neck. Her hands smoothed along his back as he continued lick and nibble up to her ear.

“I’ve been wanting this my whole life.” She moaned, her breath hot on his ear.

“Me too.” Wyatt replied as his tongue slid along the curve of her neck to her collarbone.

His hand went down to her skirt and quickly slid down the zipper. She straightened her legs toward the floor and with a quick tug, Wyatt pulled it off. She immediately wrapped her legs back around him, grinding her silky g-string into the front of his pants. He continued to kiss and bite her neck as his hands cupped her ass. Her cheeks rested perfectly in his palms as his fingers grasped at them, imprinting themselves into her flesh.

“My pussy is so wet for you.” She groaned. “I haven’t felt this way in years. Your dad has never made me feel this way. I want you so bad.”

“Don’t worry.” Wyatt replied, not thinking much of her words. “You’re going to get what you want.” He removed his mouth from her neck and slid down in front of her, using his strong hands to hold her in place against the walls. Wyatt wanted nothing more than to explore her pussy. To smell it. To taste it. The thought of enclosing his lips around her clit sent a ripple down his back in anticipation.

When his face was in front of her hips she threw her legs over his shoulders. Wyatt leaned in between her legs and pulled her g-string aside. He moved his face closer to her awaiting pussy and extended his tongue. Her musky fragrance intoxicated him as he slowly licked the top at first with the tip of his tongue. His mom started shivering as his tongue finally touched her wet pussy. Wyatt traced the outline of her plump lips, starting just below where her clit peered out from its hood and he slowly flicked his tongue against it. He then worked down one lip, reaching the bottom before working his way up the other. Wyatt repeated this again and again until she was writhing and moaning with pleasure.

Wyatt continued lapping at her pussy. He was amazed with how wet she was getting; her juices were flowing out of her unlike anything he’d seen from his other bimbos. He ran a finger along the underside of her ass and back up her pussy lips. He stopped just below the clit and traced it with his finger. Wyatt then leaned in and closed his lips around her clit. He licked at it quickly as she thrusted her hips forward.

“OHHH Yes!” She screamed her body shaking. Wyatt felt her hips buck as an orgasm began to climb within her. He rolled with her movements like a wave as she began to climax continuing to work his tongue over her velvet pussy lips.

“I’M CUMMING!” She screamed as she grabbed his head and pulled it into as her she exploded in orgasm. Wyatt felt the powerful waves sweep across her body and out her pussy. Savoring the moment as he sucked her clit into his mouth.

“Uh uh uh OHHHHHHHHH!” She moaned. “I can’t believe I came so fast.”

Wyatt lifted his head from her pussy. “Me either.” He responded and then returned to tonguing her clit in the aftermath of her climax.

“I can’t resist your cock.”  She panted. “From what I felt when I was grinding into your pants, it seemed huge. I must see it!

She lifted her legs off his shoulders as Wyatt released his mouth from her clit and stood up. She kneeled and scooted closer on her knees. She reached out and undid Wyatt’s belt, then proceeded to unbutton the fly and pull down the zipper.

“I can’t wait to see....” She said but she was cut short when his twelve-inch cock sprang forward fully erect and slapped her in the face. Wyatt noticed that his dick had grown even bigger from before. The recent bimbofication must have added another three inches to his already massive cock.

“WYATT!” She gasped, wrapping her hand around it and leaning it against the side of her face. “How did you get so fucking huge!?”

“I get it from my father I guess.” Wyatt said, not knowing where the words came from. While his dick had grown because of Bimbopedia, blaming it on genes seemed like a better reason.

“Can I put it in my mouth?” She asked.

“Of course.”

She stroked it for a few seconds looking at it in awe. It was the biggest cock she had ever seen. She moved her head closer and extended her tongue, encircling the crown. She licked the underside of his cock down to his balls and up to his tip before closing her mouth over the head. She lifted her eyes to look up at his face as she tilted his dick at an angle towards her. Wyatt watched as his foster mom began bobbing her head, sucking him hungrily, her lips stretching around him. Her hand began to stroke the shaft below her mouth as she twisted her head around his tip. Her lips glided down his shaft until Wyatt felt his cock touch the back of her mouth.

Her mouth filled with saliva, making quiet slurping sounds and she sucked his length, sending waves of pleasure from Wyatt’s cock and down his spine. He rubbed the top of her head and stroked her hair as she moved her hands to his thighs and began to bounce her head faster. She continued to nurse Wyatt’s cock at a steady pace and moaned softly. As he watched her, Wyatt noticed the front of her panties were sopping wet. Her hips were beginning to shake again, telling Wyatt that she was going to cum just from sucking his cock.

Her hand raised to his balls and she began caress them with her fingers. She was humming constantly while his hard cock filled her mouth. She continued to service him, swirling her tongue around the head of his cock, tasting his oozing pre-cum. Wyatt watched as his mom plunged her head deep onto his cock. His tip pressed up against her throat and kept sliding down even further. Tears began to form in her eyes as her hands cupped his ass cheeks, thrusting his hips into her face. Wyatt’s cock began to swell in her throat and she began to buck at the same time as him, their thighs and hips beginning to tremble.

“CUMMING!” He shouted. “I’m busting in your mouth mom!”

She moved her head off his cock and stroked him furiously as his balls swelled and his cock tensed up. His mom's amazing blue eyes shot open wide as he sent a massive hot jet of cum into her open mouth. He pumped spurt after spurt into her throat as she continued to stroke her hand back and forth. Her hips and body quaked as her second orgasm ran through her, leaving the front of her panties soaked. He kept shooting hot pulses of semen into her pretty mouth, filling it full until some of it overflowed and escaped from the side of her lips.

Finally, they both came down from their peak and her hand went to her lips. She used her index finger to find a dribble of cum on her lips and pressed it against her tongue to join the rest of his load. Then she slowly raised her head as she slowly swallowed, smiling brightly as his cum slid down her throat.

“You taste so good Wyatt.” She said looking up at him.

“You suck cock like a pro mom.” He replied. “I’m still hard and need more.”

She looked back down at his cock, making sure that what he was saying was true. “Oh my god! You are still hard!”

She leaned back in and slid his cock between her breasts. She used the leverage from her kneeling position to work him up and down as she pushed her lumps inwards. The head of his wet cock poked out from her impressive cleavage as she lowered her tits on him. She kept squeezing them around him with her hands, moving them up and down, caressing his cock with her soft mounds.

Something about her titty fucking his cock rushed through him. The sight of her amazing tits as she brainlessly worked them around his length fired something off in his mind and down to his balls.

“Cumming again!” Wyatt groaned. They churned briefly before his cock erupted, sending hot cum flying in front of her face about a foot straight up in the air. When it landed, it splashed between her eyebrows. The second shot fired up and arced down into her hair. His cock began dripping and she was quick to close her lips around the tip and suck him clean.

“Mmmm.” She muttered. “I haven’t seen a man cum so much in so little time! And you’re still hard!”

Wyatt felt it too. His stamina was unlike anything he had before. He had just cum twice but there was no feeling of being spent. His mind and cock kept craving for his mom as if he had an endless supply of energy and cum just for her.

“You have to fuck me with this huge cock Wyatt!” She begged.

“TABLE!” He ordered. “Lay back on top of it.”

She released her grip on her tits and complied with his order, laying down on the dining room table. She looked up at him, licking her lips as stepped towards her, holding his cock from the base. He ran it along her smooth legs before rubbing it across her pussy lips. She moaned loudly as he tapped against her swollen clit. Wyatt paused there, poising it at her entrance.

“MMMmmm. Stick your big cock in me!” She gasped.

Wyatt pressed in past her pussy lips and he slowly buried his stiff cock deep in her tiny welcoming cunt. Her tight pussy stretched to accommodate his thick shaft, her face when from one of desire to one of pain as he began to slowly fill her. Her opening was stretching beyond anything she had ever felt. Her hands clenched at the table, her face grimaced in pain as she hurled her head back.

“I’m half way in!” He said. “You’re so tight!”

“Keep going, put it in all the way.” She panted. “Don’t stop!”

Wyatt took the hands off his dick and squeezed his hands around her slender waist. He used his new leverage to pull her into him, sinking his cock further inside his mom’s tight cunt. Her molten folds wrapped around him tightly as his length inched in until he was finally balls deep. When Wyatt couldn’t press in any more, her pussy began to quake around his cock.

“I’M CUMMING! OHHH GOD! I'M CUMMING!" She screamed and thrashed her head. Her ass and pussy shivered around his cock as it was buried it all the way inside her. Her third orgasm seized her body, her pussy grabbing his cock tightly as she trembled through waves of pleasure. She panted and moaned until she came down from her peak. He waited for her tremoring to subside, before sliding back out. When his tip was the only piece of his cock inside her, he thrusted his massive cock back in.

“OH FUCK ME WITH THAT BIG COCK WYATT!” She screamed.

Wyatt slowly picked up his rhythm, working his fat cock back and forth within her. Each thrust ended with him being fully balls deep. He looked down as he repeatedly sunk it into her, his cock looked amazing pumping in and out of her cunt between her spread legs.

Wyatt began to fuck her with savage abandon, sinking his cock all the way into her cunt with each thrust. She was grinding her hips against him, fucking herself on his cock as he clenched her hard on her sides, adding more force to his thrusts. He pistoned in and out of her for several minutes before he decided to turn her over onto her front.

“OH FUCK YES! FUCK ME FROM BEHIND!” She shouted.

Wyatt loomed behind her, tapping his cock upwards against his clit briefly before sinking his cock back into the swollen pussy.

“AHH! Ohh." She panted, erupting into another orgasm. “CUMMINNNNNNNG AGAINNN!”

He kept fucking her with his hard cock as she came, filling her with his girth while her body shook. He excitedly pounded her tiny pussy below with savage abandon as his balls slapped her clit.

“I NEED THIS BIG COCK! I DESERVE THIS! FUCCCCK! THIS! PUSSSSSSSSSY!” She yelled.

He continued to drive hard and harder, slamming her body on his rod. He grunted loudly as he fucked her. The familiar stirring of his churning balls began to rise with in him. His mom’s pussy clenched tightly around his cock and he knew he would cum soon. She turned to give him a view of her face. She eyes were filled with frenzy from the savage fucking she was receiving.

Out of the corner of Wyatt's he saw something that wrenched his eyes away from the hot mess in front of him. On just the other side of the window he saw his lap top floating in midair. It seemed to bounce as the stranger’s invisible hands held it open for him to see. From the distance, he couldn’t tell what was being changed, but he could see that it was his mother’s Bimbopedia profile that was being edited. If Wyatt were in his right mind he would have cared, but he couldn’t resist fucking his mother's brains out and his eyes returned to her as she writhed on the table in front of him. She shivered uncontrollably beneath him, her tits were pressed against the table with her mouth wide open. Her trembling knees were pressed together as her calves and feet angled out. On the floor below that was a puddle of her cum and juices that were flowing out from her gushing pushy.

“Wyatt!” His mom panted. “I’m going to tell you something, but you have to promise... to keep... fucking me.”

“You can tell me anything you want as long as I can keep burying my cock in your tight pussy!” He replied, still stroking away powerfully with his cock.

“When me...Oh!.. and your dad met…” She panted. “A dark man... with long black hair… Ughh! OH!... Dominated my mind and made me his bimbo!”

Wyatt groaned as he continued to throttle her. He knew who she was talking about but he could resist the urge to fuck her. His orgasm was ramping up and by the way she was squirming she was about to burst as well. The situation began to feel wrong in his mind but his deep primal desires to spill his load was paramount.

He reached out and grabbed a fist full of her hair and yanked hard. “What about him?!” he yelled, his hips still pumping his cock furiously.

“UGHH! He used me... and we cucked your step dad! OWW!” She groaned as Wyatt shoved his cock deep into her, pressing into her cervix.  “OH! OHHH UGHHH! His cock... was just as big...OH!.. and as amazing as yours. He fucked my brains out...just like you’re doing now...He got me pregnant.”

His balls clenched up and his cock swelled inside his mother. A massive rush unlike no other he ever had rocked his body as he began to gush cum from his cock. The first shot blasted out his dick splattering into her womb.

“I’M YOUR REAL MOTHER!” She screamed as his cock spurted hot, thick, jets of cum into her. His seed filled every fold and crevice in her pussy, sending her body shaking into a mind-blowing orgasm. The reveal sunk into Wyatt but he couldn’t stop railing into her. The demonic powers of Bimbopedia had taken over his will. He wanted nothing other than to be his mom’s complete bimbo.

As the pair came down from their peaks, Wyatt collapsed onto his mother's back. Their breaths were ragged, their bodies exhausted. Their smiles from the massive orgasms they just had shined brightly. But as Wyatt looked up to the window with the floating laptop, he saw the computer drop out of sight. Wyatt felt pain in his brain at the same moment the computer hit the ground outside. His head shook wildly as he saw the laughing face of the stranger in his thoughts. The laughter seemed to come in from all around him and he started to have his previous thoughts back. He stepped back from his mother, his massive cock slipping out of her cunt and leaving a stretched opening oozing with his cum. Her pussy was completely soaked, dipping fluids down her legs and to a puddle on the floor.

Wyatt’s head began to fill with rage as he came to his senses. He started to forget all the wonderful things about her and remember all things horrible. Wyatt’s face went red, contorting in anger and flush with embarrassment. His blood boiled knowing that the only reason his mother had treated him so badly his entire life was because the stranger was his father. His fury was blinding and he was going to snap and go crazy any moment. Wyatt back peddled away from his mom in horror and quickly grabbed his pants.

His mother didn’t seem to snap out of her hypnosis, she just looked back at him with an unprecedented satisfaction. “Where you going?” His mom said innocently. She then noticed his face and his rage. “Why are you so upset?”

“I...I... Have to go.” He stammered. He wanted to shout, but he took a deep breath in attempt to settle himself. Yelling at his mom while she was in her current state was not going to do him any favors.

“Why are you leaving?” She said.

“To find the stranger…” He snarled, pulling his pants up. “I know where to find him.”

“But he’s a demon!” She said.

“No, he’s the devil.” He said. “And he’s my father. You have a lot to explain mother, as do I. I’ll be back, but I must go. I really have to do this.”

Wyatt quickly left the room with his mother still standing in their mess of fluids and went to the garage. She watched him leave, her face smeared with cum and confusion. “Don’t leave me Wyatt!-”

He shut the door behind him. He wasn’t listening to his mother as the apologies of how she treated him his whole childhood sounded through the door. While it was nice to hear a sincere apology from her, Wyatt had only one purpose right now and nothing was going to talk him out of it.

He grabbed a ladder and propped it up against the side of the house and grabbed his phone and keys. He left the ladder resting there and hopped into his BMW. He drove furiously back to his house, but instead of going inside his home he walked down the path to the park that where had met the stranger for the first time.

When he made his way down a set of concrete stairs, he looked over into the grassy area where the shady bench was supposed to be. If the stranger was going to be anywhere it was going to be there. However, he was in for a surprise - instead of the newly landscaped grassy field, it was just an undeveloped lot of dirt, tall weeds and overgrown bramble bushes. Wyatt stopped suddenly in his tracks, a sudden rush of defeat washed over him.

Wyatt remembered when he had met the stranger he had asked him: “You seem like you want to hit someone, but haven’t hurt anyone your entire life… I’ve corrupted many people and I couldn’t get Wyatt here to hit anyone! Why haven’t you?”

Wyatt remembered back to the time before he met the stranger. He did have a hard life; constantly bullied by his family and peers, ridiculed, but most of all he was lonely. Even though the circumstances were burdensome, Wyatt struggled on through it all. When he had spoken to the stranger he smiled because this endearing force of will empowered him in that moment and he even questioned the devil's existence.

But that was when the devil pointed out: “The greatest achievement of the devil was convincing the world he wasn’t real.”

But he was real, in fact the devil was actually his father. His father had possessed him, given him a website the ability to transform women into raging bimbos. Through this website, Wyatt transformed to normal virgin nerd to master of a harem. His father had finally found a way to corrupt him, but he didn’t really leave Wyatt much choice in the matter. The last few days his father had guided him through his revenge fuckings on the women who had mistreated him. It was as if the devil was preparing him for something. And Wyatt had to know that that something was. But at the same time, it all didn’t make sense. The reason for his existence was because of the stranger. Why would his father go through all that just to mind control him and his mother to tell his family’s darkest secret?

“Son.” He heard a voice behind him.

Wyatt spun about to face the voice. It was him. The stranger. He stood there on top of the steps in his long black leather trench coat and sunglasses. His hair was shiny, black, long and straight. His skin was pale, matching his calm cold demeanor. His father looked down at Wyatt and smiled, a smile that gave him multiple shivers throughout the last few days.

“Why?” Wyatt asked, his tone full of contempt and hate.

“To see if you can handle the power that is your lineage.” He said flatly, coming slowly down the steps. “And you can. Most men would have fucked the whole city by now.”

“Why didn’t you just tell me?” Wyatt demanded. “You could've saved me the time and torment.”

“Sheesh. You’ve wouldn’t have believed me.” He answered calmly. “I have many tricks and I could have just hypnotized you into knowing the truth, but what would have been the fun in that?”

“Fun!?” Wyatt snarled. “You made me fuck my-”

“Don’t tell me you didn’t enjoy it. I saw all that cum flying everywhere.” He said.

He was right, Wyatt thought. Even with how sickening it was and he’d never admit it outright, there was a primal part of him that enjoyed fucking her. But it was still wrong on several different levels.

“That’s not why I went there…” Wyatt said.

“She would have never told you without the powers of the website Wyatt.” The stranger continued. “Besides, you would never have been able to have closure on your upsetting past without a little push. Without meeting me, you would still be a depressed loner mess - jacking off in your bedroom to some fantasy about the campus hottie. Now look at you! Not only did you fuck the hottie, but also your boss, teacher, and twin sisters. They apologized while they took your cock in their mouths and now you know the truth. You faced that truth and turned the tables on them. Instead of being the slave, you are now the master.”

Wyatt knew he was right. He couldn’t go back nor would he give up the last few days. His father’s words seemed to magically soothe his rage. His will to resist this man seemed to be taken away just from being near him. Everything just seemed so logical. While he could sit here and dwell on the past and beat himself up over it, he decided to just move forward. But Wyatt still had some questions.

“Am... I the devil?” He asked.

“No.” He replied plainly. “But you are a devil. Devils are a whole species, there are many varieties and races of them. You and I are Incubi…”

Wyatt was well read and knew what his father was speaking of. An incubus was the male version of the succubus. They had the ability to lure the opposite sex into bed, making them succumb to their primal desires, but usually such encounters resulted in death.

“Bimbopedia is just a conduit to your incubus powers.” His father continued. “You may think that it was I that possessed you into writing all that code. That was you Wyatt. I just brought your powers to the fore front and gave you an interface in which to use them. You see, I was like you back in the 70’s Wyatt. Our stories are the same. I was given the ability to access my powers by a supernatural encounter with my father. After that, I went on a rampage, fucking all the women that deserved wrath. I bimbofied your mother, and that’s how you came to be. I was just coming back for once you came of age.”

“So, if I’m an incubus. Why didn’t my harem die? Why didn’t you take me back to where you came from when I was born?” Wyatt asked.

“Only the eldest incubi can cause death.” His father responded. “You and I are just babies in the grand scheme. Our journey has just begun, and there are many worlds to explore, and many, many bimbos to fuck.”

“That’s exciting and all.” Wyatt said. “But why did you leave me here?”

“Trust me you were better off here on earth then in the underworld.” His father snarled. “You would have been dead the moment I took you back.”

“But I fucking suffered!” Wyatt yelled.

“Yes, you did.” His father said. “But now you are a better because of it. Now let me ask you this then. I’m giving you a choice son, either go back to your ignorance and live as a mortal or come with me and live as incubus and keep your powers?”

Wyatt thought long and hard. He had gotten so used to being able make any woman his bimbo, there was no way he could go back to a normal life. “Where do we go from here?” Wyatt asked.

“You could stay here with these mortals.” His father said. “But trust me you will grow tired of their shit. I’d suggest you come with me back to the underworld and learn more about your true identity.”

Wyatt instantly made his decision. His devil blood coursed through his veins, intriguing him. He wanted to see these other worlds, and sink his massive cock into other bimbos. He wanted to learn more about his powers and see what being an incubus was all about. He would come back to his harem someday, check to see if he had an heir.

“Let’s go.” Wyatt said.

“Wise choice my son. Wise choice.”

-END-
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Lady Marella Byrnell’s caravan trotted onward down the Bimbeau road. The large group had been traveling for a score of days in order to be on time for its meeting at Sovereigns Harbor. Their journey had been uneventful in the long summer days of the land. With the caravan being guarded by the men of house Byrnell, many commoners knew better than to disturb a convoy of such high stature.

Lady Marella spent most of her days during the journey in her posh carriage, staring out the wooden window, accompanied by her mother; Lady Kristania and their handmaidens. She would wonder about how the recently widowed King Bjorn would accept her arrival. Would King Bjorn be cheerful when she came upon the gates of the keep, or would he be indifferent and bored in the midst of the tradition of the upcoming convention.

“Why do you look so dull child?” Her mother asked.

“I was just thinking mother,” Marella replied. “What if King Bjorn doesn’t choose me?”

“It doesn’t matter,” Her Mother said. “We only go to Sovereign's Harbor for sake of sacred tradition. We... well you must play your part in the King's decision of whom he will take for his new wife. We’ve went over this before. This rite had been long tradition and is older-”

“Than Sovereign’s Harbor itself.” Marella finished her mother’s sentence.

“It should be an honor for you to take part in this and serve our King in this time of need.” Lady Kristania continued. “The queen had passed recently during childbirth, and now a convention must be held to find a new queen. This is a good opportunity for house Byrnell to make a name for itself and honor these traditions. Besides you have one of the best chances as any, you are the fairest noble bachelorette in all of the Rose Highlands.”

“It’s a silly tradition, why can’t all the eligible noble ladies just line up and the king points a finger and we’ll all be done with it?” Lady Marella said, her tone annoyed.

“BAH!” Her mother replied. “And risk angering the old gods and the new? I should smack you for saying such words! Besides, how is the Kingdom of Solice supposed to get the materials to build the new queens throne?”

Her mother spoke of the dildo throne. Whomever the king had chosen to be his new queen would sit on a throne made of all the failed participants dildos. The last time a queen’s convention was held there was over three hundred noble ladies that took part. All of which brought their own personal dildo to show the king how they would be able to service the king before privately taking the real thing. This contest was an audition of sorts that could take up to a year for the king to decide. For the first few months, the king would narrow down the pool of candidates, few would stay and many would leave. If Marella made it past this first round should could be asked to perform for the king on several occasions during her stay. During this time, Lady Marella and her caravan would live at Sovereigns Harbor until the king made his final decision. The throne would then be made in the new queen's honor, she would then sit on throne made of the unworthy contestant’s dildos, accepting her new position at the right hand of the king.

The conversation came to a lull as Marella thought about the history of the convention. While it was a ridiculous tradition, she did want to participate. Not only participate, but win. The thought of being the queen of all of Solice intrigued her and she had been ‘practicing’ to make sure she would at her best when she auditioned for the king. Part of her caravan was a battalion of soldiers to protect her during her stay as well as many of their best servants to make sure Marella was always at her finest. But the mere fact there would be hundreds of other noble ladies that would be preparing themselves just as much, if not more. Other houses would have more resources and political influence, and Marella knew that there would be other reasons and incentives for the King to make his final decision. Marella would have to watch herself during her stay, because all these house envoys in one city, some of which whom were at odds, could become dangerous. But with the resources of her house and wise mother being at her side to guide, advise, and reassure her, she would have fighting chance to make to the end of the game.

“Have you been practicing with your dildo at night?” Her mother asked bluntly, a hint of worry in her voice.

“Yes mother...” Marella responded plainly, keeping her gaze out the window. Normally, a daughter would be flush with embarrassment with such questions. The dildo she spoke of was her prized possession, in fact, it rested in Marella’s personal satchel that she kept with her at all times.

The handmaidens that accompanied her in her carriage seemed to pay no mind to her mother’s question, for Lady Kristania asked it at least once a day. She was speaking of her recently crafted dragon glass dildo. The smiths of the Rose Highlands had crafted it with such care knowing it would not only be used by fairest noble lady of their land, but will exist for prosperity on the dildo throne whether Marella was chosen or not.

Most dildos would be made of elaborately blown glass or precious metals, but Marella’s was made from the breath of a dragon by the name of Shatterstar, one of several long extinct magical beasts that could melt rock with blasts of fire. Over the eons, dragon glass had become extremely rare and her family was lucky enough to own a small quantity, which her father insisted it be used for this event. ‘Anything to give my daughter an edge over the competition.’ He had said to before they embarked on their journey to keep.

“And have you been practicing your fellatio on your stallion?” Lady Kristania asked.

Marella rolled her eyes. “Yes…” She responded.

Marella didn't roll her eyes at the awkwardness of talking about such things with her mother like normal commoners might, but because she was annoyed that her mother asked so often. Marella smiled inwardly thinking about her stallion’s cock filling her mouth. The thought excited her, even making her pussy tingle with moisture.

The amount of resources her family had put into this journey amazed her. A few months ago, after hearing the word of the queen's death and the proceeding announcement of the convention, House Byrnell immediately began preparing their daughter for the games. From the battalion of knights, servants, and spending an insurmountable amount of wealth on a dildo, and even priest’s spell to protect her womb. The family also had hired studly bard for her to lay with. Other families would send their prettiest virgin daughter, while that may excite the king for one night, House Byrnell knew that experience would keep the King’s attention. The family wanted to make sure Marella was well practiced in sexual arts before she met the king. Oleander was the bard’s name, and while he was handsome and experienced man, he did his job well. Their first engagement was awkward at first, but Marella quickly unraveled and succumbed to her primal desires, letting him ravish her beautiful virgin body.

As the caravan prepared for its journey to Sovereign's Landing, Marella met with Oleander at least once a day, increasing to several times as she started growing accustomed to their ‘training’ sessions. She learned every position he knew, but when it came to act of sex, the best lesson learned was that it came down to attitude. While looking pretty and reacting to your partner's movements without any awkwardness were a must. It was more about letting your partner know that you were into what they were doing, letting him know that he was pleasuring you.

When the fellatio lessons started, the same sort of attitude came into play. While wrapping your lips around one’s cock will get any man to spill their seed. They will spill it faster if they know you want your mouth being around his cock. “Don’t just do it because he likes it.” Oleander had said. “Do it because you love it or don’t do it at all.” And love it Marella did, the first time he came in her mouth she happily swallowed him down, moaning with glee as he erupted. In the following months, she would spend hours with Oleander’s cock deep in her mouth rubbing her tiny pussy to ease the excitement she got when she sucked him.

Once, Oleander had an engagement in the nearby village, leaving Marella without her daily lesson. She was so eager for him to return that she grew impatient. Marella had paced around her chambers until she called in a male servant and made him disrobe. She took his cock in her mouth before he could say anything and not even a minute past before the servant's eyes rolled back in his head and he exploded into her gorgeous mouth.  This excited Marella that she was able to please a man other than Oleander in such a way. She proceeded to call in all her of male servants one by one, blowing them all. She took care to implement Oleander’s advice, reacting to their movements and moans, learning with each man how they wanted her to perform without a word. She would tirelessly rub her clit and cum with each one of them as they would spill uncontrollably into her mouth.

When Oleander returned and heard of Marella’s conduct, she was surprised that he was in fact pleased she had taken the opportunity to practice without him. From the recent boost of the morale of all the male servants, she had definitely passed his test and that she was almost ready to head to Sovereign's Harbor. He had one final question for her before he would give his recommendation to her father to ready the caravan.

“Marella,” Oleander had asked. “What do you say to the King’s cock?”

Lady Marella had thought about his question for a moment, immediately realizing it was a trick, made to confuse a lady that wasn’t ready for the convention.

“You don’t say anything, you just put the King’s cock in your mouth.”

“Good Lady Marella!” He had cheered. “And why is that?”

“Because good ladies don’t think.” she responded. Marella had changed considerably from his training, now having insatiable craving to please men.

Oleander was pleased with her answer and gave his recommendation to Lord Ranald Byrnell. Within a week, the Byrnell caravan was prepped and making its journey from the Rose Highlands and east down the Bimbeau road to Sovereigns Harbor. They were well ahead of schedule and should arrive well ahead of the start of the convention. This will give Marella and her caravan ample time to get familiar with their surroundings at Sovereigns Harbor. Marella would be able to size up of all the competition as the other noble houses envoys arrived. While Kristania and Oleander would reach out to their contacts within the keep and city in efforts to find out valuable information to assist them with Byrnell’s chances at merging houses with the throne.

“Well I’m glad that you have been keeping up on your… studies.” Lady Kristania said, pausing at the end because she wasn’t able to find a suitable word for slut training without sounding like a raunchy peasant.

The words snapped Marella away from her thoughts and back into the elegant interior of the carriage. She finally looked over to her mom and decided to put her mind at ease.

“Would you like to see a showing of what I’ve learned?” Marella asked. “Would that calm your mind?”

Lady Kristania cocked her head, being slightly off put by her daughter’s words. But her face quickly turned up to smile from Marella’s confidence. “Strangely enough, yes it would.” She answered. “While hearing the tale of you with our servants may be one thing, seeing your new-found skills is another. That just might remove my doubts.”

“Well then, choose a man from our caravan and invite him in here.” Marella responded. “Make sure he’s a handsome one.”

“Alright,” Kristania said, looking over to her reliable servant and pretty handmaiden named Alexnia. “Alexnia, send for rider Duncan. He should be at the head of the caravan.”

“Yes, my lady.” The handmaiden responded. She was about to open the door before Kristania spoke again.

“Get stable man Vertane as well.”

Alexnia nodded in response before quickly opening the door to the carriage and hopping down to road.

“Duncan is a good choice Mother, he’s our second in command of our battalion and quite handsome.” Marella said. “But I fail to see why you want Vertane. While he isn’t ugly, he just came of age over a year ago, he’ll spill in mere seconds.”

“Vertane isn’t for you.” Kristania responded. “He’s for Alexnia.”

Marella was taken back. “I fail to see why Alexnia needs a stable keeper.”

“To test your skills Marella.” Kristania answered plainly. “If you can make experienced Duncan spill before Alexnia can make Vertane than I’ll be appeased and stop pressing the issue.”

“That’s quite a test mother...” Marella said, slightly worried. When the caravan stopped last night at a wayside Inn, Duncan and his men had taken services from a group of local whores. Marella remembered seeing the prostitutes leaving the men's tents bowlegged and pockets clanking from overflowing coppers. Since Duncan had been serviced the night before, making the man spill before Vertane would be fine test of Marella’s abilities.

“The amount of resources and training our family put into this venture should give you an edge over the Alexia and the young hair trigger.” Kristania said. “Keep in mind that you are not the only one who will be bedding with the king, there will be many other ladies that may have their appointment before you. Let us hope you’ve been paying attention to Oleander’s lessons.”

“You’re quite wise mother.” Marella replied, sending the other servant away, she was going to need room in the carriage if she was going to succeed in the challenge. “I won’t disappoint.”

A moment later, Alexnia returned with rider Duncan and Vertane. The handsome soldier and the average young man gave respectful bows and greetings and took the seats across from the ladies at their request. Alexnia stood hunched over in the carriage, with no place to sit she braced herself with a handle that was mounted to the interior. While Vertane looked boyishly confused and shy, Duncan had an air of mature confidence and was the first to speak.

“You summoned me lady Kristania, how may I be of assistance?” Duncan asked.

“Thanks for coming so promptly,” She replied. “We need you both to drop trou.”

Alexnia, Duncan, and Vertane eyes widened in confusion. Again, Duncan decided to respond first. “While I’d be honored to drop my trousers for the loveliest ladies of the Rose High-”

Kristania rolled her eyes and clapped her hands. “Honorably drop trou!” She directed, cutting off Duncan mid-sentence. “Enough with the pleasantries, remove your riding leathers, come on now. Out with your cocks, let us see them.”

“Yes, my lady.” Duncan said, not skipping a note. He instantly began the chore of removing his riding leathers and boots.

“Yes…M’lady,” Vertane stammered, still shy.

“Hurry up now stable hand.” Kristania said. “You’re going to enjoy this. Alexnia, help rider Duncan with his leathers.”

Vertane was quick to follow the lady’s orders, with a tug on the string of his trousers, they loosened up and he pulled them off around his ass. His average size cock fell out into the open air and immediately began to harden at the sight of the beautiful lady Marella. Duncan had many more garments than the common stable hand, but with the handmaiden's assistance, finally, his cock too came out from beneath his trousers, still soft, but Marella looked upon it with desire, instinctively licking her lips.

“Very good.” Kristania continued. “Now this is what’s going to happen, Alexnia is going to suck Vertane’s cock while Marella sucks Duncan’s. All you men need to do is sit there.”

This was the first time Alexnia had heard the news that she was going be doing this. When she had left the carriage, she thought she was fetching both of the men for Marella. While she would do anything for the lady she served without question, it was still quite a shock. She came around in front of Vertane and knelt obediently in front of him.

Marella was quick to slid off her seat and knelt on the floor in front of Duncan. His cock began to harden as he saw her ample cleavage bursting out her finely embroidered corset. She spread his legs and leaned in closer to his cock, she took his cock in one hand and began smooth her fingers along it with the other. Duncan looked back at the gorgeous Marella and perfect body. Her slim hourglass figure with perfectly round natural breasts and flowing brown hair that framed her immaculate face. But most of all, those pouty heart shaped lips - perfect soft cushions to be wrapped around his cock. Just the mere sight of her face just inches away from his cock made it harden before her eyes. It was quite a nice cock; any woman would be lucky to have it. Marella felt no different, her new-found desire to please it was rushing through her.

“You may begin sucking cock.” Kristania announced.

Before the noble lady even finished her sentence Marella extended her tongue and ran it along the underside of Duncan’s cock. With one quick movement, she went from the base to his tip, sliding her lips over his crown and taking him into her mouth. Alexnia looked over at Marella as she began furiously sucking Duncan’s cock. The rider groaned out as the beautiful lady began to pleasure him. Kristania noticed her servant’s procrastination and shot her a glance of disapproval.

“Go on Alexnia.” Kristania said. “Suck the stable hand’s cock. The hourglass sands are wasting.”

Alexnia wasted no time, taking the stable hand’s raging hard cock past her lips. Marella knew Alexnia had her reservations with sucking the man’s cock because she had a lover back home that she was devoted too. But she had to do as her mistress directed out of fear of losing her status and position with the house. Alexnia did as directed, sliding her lips down the young man’s cock, knowing that it was probably the first time he’d ever been this close to a woman. Her lips sucked him eagerly and she twisted her head slightly as she descended, trying to take as much him into her mouth and appease her mistresses wishes. Vertane groaned, but it was mere whisper compared to the sturdy Duncan being serviced next to him.

Marella looked up into Duncan’s eyes while nursing his cock at a steady pace, moaning softly all the while. She was the most beautiful girl he’d ever imagined sucking his cock. The rider moaned out in glee as the noble lady lowered her head down to his balls and licked his shaft in a slow upward motion until she reached the head, taking him back again into her mouth. Her soft lips sucked him eagerly and she twisted her head slightly as she descended, trying to take as much him into her mouth as she could. She moved her hands to his hips and began to bounce on his rod without the assistance of her guiding hands, increasing her rhythm.

Even though he had been fully serviced the night before, Marella’s skills were beyond any common whore. The sheer excitement of his wildest fantasies being fulfilled before his eyes was wearing him down and he began rising to his peak. Marella noticed his balls shake and she released him from her mouth and looked up at him, stroking his cock with her right hand. “Cum in my mouth.” She begged.

Duncan didn’t know what came over him, but just as she said the naughty command, his balls swelled up and he felt a wave rush up his spine. Normally he would have been able to last several minutes longer, but her words sent him over the edge instantaneously.

“I’m already there my lady!” Duncan groaned.

A ribbon of hot cum erupted from his cock and splashed into her open mouth. Her right hand stroked the shaft while the other cradled his balls. Lady Marella laughed in glee while everyone in the carriage stopped and turned to look. Duncan grunted in rhythm as each burst shot from the tip of his cock, coating her tongue in his pearly white seed. Marella grinned mischievously and milked his cock as Kristania cocked her head in acceptance.

As Vertane looked over and saw Duncan erupting into Marella’s open mouth, he too went over the edge of the sight of the eager noble lady taking a hot load from the rider. Vertane sent a massive rope splattering against Alexnia’s turned cheek. She flinched in surprise but let him finish, raising her tits in her corset like a platter, letting him spurt like a fountain on her breasts.

“The god’s graces must be in your favor Marella, that was quite a feat.” Kristania said. “This display comforts me greatly.”

Marella smiled as her mother admitted her acceptance. “Thank you, mother.” She replied. While the words of her mother empowered her that she had good chance at the throne, she was still enthralled with Duncan’s cock and wanted more. Marella continued the stroke his spent cock and began licking him along the length of his shaft. Kristania noticed her daughter's desire to go above and beyond and looked over to the stable hand.

“Vertane, leave us.” Kristania directed.

“Yes, m’lady.” Vertane responded, fumbling to pull up his trousers as he stood. Not a moment later, he opened the carriage door and hopped down.

Vertane turned to the open carriage door once he had exited. “Happy to be of-” But Lady Kristania quickly closed the door to shut him out before he could finish.

She turned to face her daughter and Duncan, Marella was attempting to disrobe. Alexnia came to her aid to loosen the lacing in the back of her dress. Once her dress and corset was removed, her garments dropped to the floor of the carriage, displaying her perfectly curvy body and pert ass to Duncan. He tried to overt his eyes as if he wasn’t worthy to look upon her.

“I’d hate to protest my lady,” Duncan stammered. “But isn’t your body promised to the King?”

“It is,” Kristania answered for Marella. “But house Byrnell needs the assistance of your cock to test what we are promising. Now stay quiet and seated Duncan. Don’t move or speak unless it’s to groan or fuck my daughter.”

“But her womb my lady, I’d hate to give plant my heir in a lady meant for his grace.”

“Your concern is appreciated rider Duncan,” Kristania replied. “But house Byrnell called in the prayers of a powerful priest to protect her womb of such things while we prepare her for the King. That is no worry to you.”

“You’re going to enjoy this Duncan.” Marella added.

Duncan nodded his head in acceptance knowing the power of the gods went way beyond just mere belief. He grinned delightfully as the beautiful naked Marella approached him. She swung a leg over his lap and sat astride him. She positioned her opening above his stiff cock and reached between her legs to hold him straight. Marella accurately guided into her awaiting pussy as lowered her hips onto him. Duncan placed his hands on her sides, just above her hips, assisting the noble lady as she pushed herself down onto him. The pair gasped and moaned as he slid into her, his cock filling Marella’s tight pussy.

“OHHHHhhh!” Marella screamed as she bucked her head toward the ceiling of the carriage.

She moved her hands to his shoulders and began to rise and lower herself on him. She clenched her pussy around him, tightening herself around his dick. Marella increased her pace, sinking Duncan’s hard cock all the way into her cunt with each bounce. When she was fully down, she rocked her hips against him. She continued to fuck herself on his cock adding more force to her bounce. He looked at her face and looked into her eyes. The noble lady’s face was flushed with arousal as she stared back with a look that only asked for one thing.

“Come for me rider Duncan.” Marella begged. “Show me how well I can service a man.”

Marella felt his body tense up as Duncan choked back on breath, he was going to burst any moment. She kept working his cock in and out of her at a furious rhythm, her moans rising in crescendo. His balls were beginning to tense, and moment later his cock twitched and swelled enormously inside of her.

“I’m cumming my lady.” Duncan whispered.

Marella forced herself down on his him and quickly took a deep breath and held it in, she bucked her head back again as she felt him erupt inside of her. Her hungry cunt clung to his cock eagerly accepting his seed as he thrusted his hips up to plug her. He kept his hips pressed into her, keeping his cock deep as his balls spasmed and he pumped huge amounts of his cum into her. The rush she felt knowing that she had pleased him overwhelmed her and sent her body into ecstasy. As he sent another ribbon splashing against her cervix, the waves of her own orgasm rippled through her.

Marella unleashed a banshee scream as her pussy spasmed over the length of his cock. “UGGGGHHHHHHhhhh!” The sound was so loud that it was obvious to the whole caravan.

Her hips shuddered uncontrollably as her orgasm resonated throughout her body. Kristania watched as her daughter shook in the midst of her peak. It was obvious to everyone that house Byrnell would be staying at Sovereign's Harbor for a long time.

Duncan was panting from as he came down from his peak, but Marella began to rise and fall on hips. The smell of musky sex filled the cabin of the carriage as Marella’s insatiable desire to fuck and please men returned to her face. With just the sight of her desire, his spent cock began to hard immediately.

“I’m not done with you yet Duncan...” Marella said.

Kristania was overjoyed as she sat smiling across from her daughter as she rode the rider.

“We may have a better chance at the dildo throne than I thought.” Kristania said, looking to Alexnia. “Send word back to Rose Highlands, we may need winter clothes.”
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As the convoy from house Col came over the crest of the hill, Lady Vasna took in the sight from atop her horse. The hot summer wind swept through her long black hair as took in the view for the first time in her life. The light from the clear day illuminated the vast city of Sovereigns Harbor. The thousands of buildings within its township seemed to grow in size as her eyes gazed along them up to the magnificent spires of the King's Keep. The rest of city may have bared a larger foot print on landscape, but nothing reached higher in the sky than lengthy spiraled towers of the King’s castle.

The skyline was a welcome sight for Vasna Col. She, her brother Brant, their servants, and men at arms had been traveling the southern portion of Bimbeau road for over a month to get to Sovereigns Harbor. Recently, the ruler of Solice; King Bjorn Knotts had sent a royal decree to all the houses of the kingdom. His wife, the queen had passed during childbirth some months back and the king sought a new wife. Bjorn enacted the sacred tradition of the new queen’s convention, sending missive to the hundreds of noble houses through his lands to send their finest maidens. All the eligible noble ladies were to complete for the king's love and hand in marriage.

With such high stakes and a chance at becoming queen, Vasna’s father, the Count of Col immediately annulled his decision to wed her to off to House Suzail. Vasna was surprised at her father brash choice, known throughout Solice as an honorable man of his word. But as the counts only daughter, he’d take this once in a lifetime opportunity for a chance to merge houses with the throne. Vasna, while surprised, was happy with her father’s choice. She didn’t take up to Marco Suzail in the slightest, knowing that her father had chosen him because house Suzail’s access of mines of precious metals. These mineral veins provided house Suzail with great wealth and strong labor force. While House Suzail would have been a good choice to further the assets of house Col, it paled in comparison to the throne and Vasna would take her chances.

While the cancellation of her marriage to Marco was abrupt, it was commonplace in today’s political climate. Many of the noble houses abolished any agreement to join together through wedlock for chance at the throne. House Karib dissolved the relation between their daughter Symphony and her brother Brant. Things would be awkward between the three houses during their stay at Sovereign Harbor, but there were many houses with more grim relationships than theirs, making all the noble families sojourn to the capital city a dangerous one.

Vasna heard the trot of an approaching horse and turned her head from the view of Sovereigns Harbor. She was pleased to see it was her brother Brant as he brought his horse alongside her. He wore his riding leathers and his banded mail armor adorned with the crest of House Col, a wide rook that was much like the one they lived in back home. He had a polished look to him, always holding himself with confidence alongside neatly trimmed black hair and shaved face, giving any commoner the distinct impression of nobility and importance.

Brant was sent with two score of men to protect Vasna while she competed at the convention for the king's hand. The count would have come himself, but chose to stay home at the Rook of Col. Many of the other house decided to do the same, fearing that something may happen to them in the tumultuous city during the convention. While the king had a massive city guard to protect the families during their stay, it was best not to take the risk from a would-be assassin. Brant was a fine choice to send along with Vasna. He was an experienced swordsman and fine negotiator. Whether it be words or weapons, Brant was would see to his sister's safety.

Vasna looked upon her brother as he sat astride his stallion, noting the new dagger that was scabbarded at his side. While it was finely crafted piece, it was just a mere shadow of its predecessor. Brant has given up his heirloom dagger to assist Vasna in the convention. The convention had a sacred tradition that needed to be honored. All the ladies that took part had to bring their own personal dildo to present to the king. They would perform a show with their dildo for Bjorn before servicing him sexually in his private chambers. After fucking all the noble ladies, the king would narrow down the pool of candidates. As the pool woman decreased in size, the ones that were sent home would give up their dildos to be made into a throne in the new queen's honor. The victor would then sit on throne made of the fallen contestant’s dildos, accepting her new position at the king's side in grand ceremony.

Brant had given up Widowmaker; his family dagger made of Ancient Everese steel to make Vasna’s dildo. The Everese were long expired kingdom of the ancient world when magic existed. Apparently the magocracy were so powerful in the arcane arts that they would sheer off the tops of mountains, turn them upside and build cities on them. The high wizards would then use their powers to make them float about the world of Thayrune. Her brother willingly bestowed it to her, knowing it would definitely give her an edge over the other ladies, hoping its magical properties will make his sister stand out among the many. Even if Vasna were not to be chosen, the dildo would still exist for prosperity as part of the throne. Vasna was pleased with her brother’s endearing sacrifice of the family heirloom, quickly renaming it to Queenmaker once the smiths of Col were done with the long craft.

“The men and servants have the wagons packed and horses tacked, Vasna. We’re ready to finish the journey.”

“Aye.” She responded, keeping her gaze on the sprawling city in the distance. “Will the hand be expecting us.”

“Aye sister, I sent a rider at dawn.” Brant replied. “Lince will be greeting us once we check in at the city gates.”

She smiled as she heard that name, Lince Demockly was first advisor to the King Bjorn. While Vasna had never met the met, his reputation and good looks proceeded throughout Solice. He was a noble of a smaller house, similar to Col, but was able to amass power through bargaining and business. Supposedly, Lince had put more coin in the king's coffers during his tenure than the last three hands combined. Vasna was glad that she’d made the decision to leave to Sovereigns Harbor so early. With the opportunity to meet the hand of the king before the convention started, it could hopefully result in a new ally.

“Brant,” Vasna turned her horse about and looked upon her brother. “You think we’ll be able to make it far in the games?”

“I do.” He replied immediately. “Father has spent the entire coffer of the Rook on this. Not only that but we have our best men to protect you, your handmaiden is here to keep you at your finest. But most of all, we have you; Vasna Col. The one they say who is as clever as she is beautiful. And I agree.”

The complement cheered Vasna’s face. She was always praised for her logic and wit, but on the outside, she was blessed with a gorgeous curvy figure that many a man would beg for. With the breath-taking beauty and the brains to back it up, she knew that she would still have an uphill battle. The competition was immense and fierce. Hundreds of gorgeous ladies bred by the richest houses of Solice with just one purpose - please the king. All brainless nympho maniacs that would take his cock in every hole without him even asking. Vasna had no reservations about her audition with the king. She could suck and fuck just as good as any of the other noble bimbos, but she feared that to get a leg up in the competition, she may have to shed her thoughts and worries and rely more on her primal instinct to please.

As her mind released itself from its cage of thought. She began to think of Queenmaker. She loved pleasing herself with it, even doing mock up shows in her private chambers of how she’d use it in front of Bjorn. Every time she used it she felt liberated and transformed. Finding herself craving men’s cocks and an unexplainable desire to please them. Vasna had choreographed a whole routine, one time when she rehearsed, she squirted so hard that she screamed and woke up several servants of the Rook. Now atop of the hill overlooking the Harbor, the thought of the Queenmaker and Bjorn made her tiny pussy twitter. She couldn’t wait for it to be filled with king’s cock.

“Very well,” Vasna replied. “Let us show Sovereigns Harbor and all the other families how the House Col plays the game.”

“Aye!” Brant replied, his smile bright with resolve as the siblings snapped their reigns to rejoin the convoy.

~~~~~~ ~~~~~~ ~~~~~~

The banners of house Col were raised high as the Vasna and Brant’s group came upon the gates of Sovereigns Harbor. They were approached by several mounted men bearing the Icovellavna, the stylized decorative knots that made the crest of the king's house. Realizing it was the city guard, Brant and Vasna waved their company to halt. As the king’s men rode forth to greet them, their commander was quick to address them in formal fashion.

“Be pleased.” The commander nodded as he gave the common greeting of house Knotts. “Lord Col, Lady Vasna, Lince is expecting you at your assigned lodgings in the high quarter.”

“Our many thanks commander.” Brant replied. “I’m… we’re pleased that his grace and hand held no reservations with our accommodations.”

Vasna knew her brother was happy with the assignment, for the high quarter was walled off from the rest of the city. Other than the keep itself, it was commonplace for a visiting noble family to stay when visiting the king. It was well guarded and there were many lavish inns and posh parlors to keep them clean and rested.

“Only the very best for House Col while they participate in the new queen’s convention.” The commander replied, turning back towards the walls. “RAISE THE GAAAATES!”

The sound of chains running along torqueing wood filled their ears as the portcullis raised, allowing them entry into Sovereign's Harbor. The group made their way through the filled city streets and down the wide dusty lanes of the marketplace. The common folk of the city busily rushed about their daily chores and vending their produce and wares. As they made their way to the high quarter, Vasna took in the sights of Sovereigns Harbor from ground level. She was surprised with the amount of people within just one city. The population was at least tenfold that around the Rook of Col. It made sense that the populace would congregate here, and all roads led to Sovereigns Harbor, making it a fine place for the capital of Solice.

As they came upon the inner gate to the high quarter, Vasna saw several banners flying through out. House Brynell, Lavont, Suzail, and Karib were already here. Vasna saw Brant gaze waver slightly as he looked upon House Karib’s crest. Although he never mentioned, the cancellation of his arranged marriage to Symphony had pained him. Him and the lady had spent many nights together and grown quite close. But when Symphony had heard about the convention, she immediately left the Rook and returned to her father's side. Brant had thought they had more of a connection established for Symphony to run off so suddenly. Her actions when she had heard she had a chance to be queen made him feel like less of man than he indeed was. Vasna still wondered if Brant had resolved the issue with himself. Maybe he had a second motive to be here, as if Brant had come to Sovereigns Harbor to make sure Symphony didn’t win and hopefully win her back.

The inner gate opened, and house Col went through. Suddenly the landscape changed from wide and busy dusty lanes to slender stone streets only broad enough for a wagon. The place was quite clean and easy on the eyes, filled with artistic stone masonry and large fountains. The commander guided them to the center of the quarter to a decently size two story inn with a large stable attached. The place carried a nautical theme it seemed from the name that was burned into the wooden sign; The Polished Cutlass.

“This inn is yours during your stay for the games.” The commander stated. “The king had refurbished the hall of the first floor with bunks for your men while you can take rooms on the second floor. The proprietors have been paid generously for their troubles and are happy to accommodate your wishes if you so desire. Hand Lince will be about within the hour.”

“Thank you, Commander.” Vasna said, dismounting from her mare.

“Anything further my lord and lady?” He asked out of formality.

“No that is beyond enough.” She responded

“Be pleased.” He parted courteously, waving his men to return to their post at the outer walls.

“Be pleased.” Brant and Vasna replied.

They spent a decent half hour going through their new accommodations as their men and servants unpacked their wagons. Brant gave the largest upstairs bedroom and thorough once over before he approved it was good enough for his sister. After making sure there was no hidden weapons and smelling the carafe of wine for poison, he let her handmaiden be to themselves while he prepared his own room next door.

The room was quite posh, bearing a large four post bed with birch wood chairs padded with Vasna favorite fabric, velvet. There was an open tall window that faced the street and Vasna took the opportunity to hang her personal Rook of Col banner from the sill. It was a one of a kind and carried a pinkish field that was different than her family's usual maroon red. She unrolled the lengthy banner and it came to a rest on the outside the inn, announcing her arrival the other houses.

“It belonged to your mother, did it not?” A calm voice said from the doorway behind her.

Whomever was speaking must have known her family, because he was correct that he had belonged to her mother before her fatal accident. Vasna had brought the banner so that her mother would at least be here in spirit in lieu of her absence. Her mother's death had hit the kingdom hard with sadness and tragedy. Vasna remembered gifts and letters pouring in throughout the land. Whomever just spoke must have been one of the names on those letters.

Vasna turned to see an impeccably clean and dignified man in his early forties causally leaned up against the frame of the door. He was tall of stature and had finely groomed black hair and smooth skin. His clothes were well made and obviously custom tailored. Atop a shoulder and looping under his arm was a knotted tassel, a telltale sign he was Lince Demockly, the hand of the king.

Her heart jumped at the sight of the man, she had never seen a man that was more handsome in Solice. One time when she was rehearsing her routine with Queenmaker, her thoughts had drifted to thinking about Lince and what he’d be like if she were to lay with him. If she were to not have the throne than Lince would be a fine suitor. But for now, she had to see what he wanted, hopefully she’d be able to get in his favor. And any help or insight up the path to the dildo throne would be advantageous. 

“Why yes,” Vasna finally spoke, bending her knee slightly while lifting a fold in her dress to a curtsy. “It had belonged to her. May I ask how you knew that?”

“I gave it to her as a congratulations gift, had my tailor fashion it with a more feminine colored field.” He replied plainly as he paced quietly towards. He came to her side next to the window, looking over Vasna in her thin velvets. Her ample breasts plumped out her top into sightly cleavage as she brought her arms to her side and squeezing them slightly against her chest.

“A gift?” She asked, looking at him with intrigue. “For what?”

“Your birth.” He replied, pulling the shutters closed and removing visibility from the street.

“Why... thank you.” She replied. Vasna already liked this man, his gift from long ago was a pleasant surprise.

“You’re welcome.” He said glancing down at her cleavage. He grinned and then immediately straightened back to his noble composure. “I also welcome you to Sovereigns Harbor my lady. I hope the accommodations at the Polished Cutlass are to your liking?”

“They are.” She replied, having noticed his eyes checking her curves. It was a good sign, one that she had hoped for.

“Good.” He said. “While I hate to be hasty Lady Vasna, there’s another matter I came here to see to before I carry on with my schedule.”

“How can I be of service Sir Lince?”

“The king has tasked me with reviewing all the ladies that have come to participate in the new queen’s convention.” Lince said formally. “The reason for this is the King’s safety during the auditions. I’m sure as you know that all ladies to audition with the king are to bring a personal dildo to his chambers.”

Vasna’s eyes lit up with the thought of the queenmaker sliding in and out of her pussy, but she quickly forced herself back to the conversation at hand. “I do know.” She responded and then a grin spread across her face. “Would you like a showing?”

“Yes, I need to give all goods entering the King's chambers a…” His eyebrows lifted slightly as his eyes wandered back to her magnificent breasts. “thorough inspection.”

She noticed him gawking at her beauty and stepped up closer to him. Letting him get a closed view of her goods. She was wearing a sexy velvet dress that flowed around her body. But her breasts lumped out the top of her lavish dress, showing ample cleavage but still leaving some to imagination as his eyes wandered over her, checking her lovely curvy figure fully. Her mind began to fill with primal desire for this man. Vasna felt her nipples tingle and harden, hoping he’d touch them immediately through her dress. “Please start your... inspection Lord Lince.”

He smiled down at her, his body language showing his indifference in her advance. “The dildo, Lady Vasna.” He asked.

Realizing it wasn’t her body as she had hoped, she kept her gaze on his and clapped off to call her servant. “Handmaiden, bring me the chest with Queenmaker.” She ordered.

Her handmaiden quickly found the ornate box and set it on a nearby table. Vasna found a key that hung from a necklace and undid the lock. Lince watched as she opened it for him. Inside the custom padded case laid the Queenmaker. It’s polish ancient steel twinkled to his sight, its smooth etched runes spanned the length of the cylinder before coming to a domed tip at one end.

“Quite a beautiful piece Lady Vasna.” He said, reaching his hand out to touch it. Vasna wished he was reaching to touch her and that she was touching his rod. But it seemed that he was wrapped up in his protocol. He picked it up with two hands, his fingers holding it from the ends. Lince raised it closer to his eyes to read the runes when he noticed the weight of the queen maker.

“Extraordinary! Is this Everese?” He asked, giving the queenmaker slow shake up and down, letting her know that it weighed much less than normal steel.

“It is.” She responded. “Brant had his Widowmaker dagger melted down and smithed into this dildo for my use in the audition.”

“That was quite kind of your brother.” Lince said. “But unfortunately, there’s a problem.”

A look of shock and worry spread across Vasna’s face. “Problem?!”

“Yes, Everese steel is magical and the king has requested that no items that hold arcane power be used in the auditions.” He said as if reciting a law.

“Supposed arcane power,” She replied. “While the steel is ancient it's nothing more than that. The real power behind it comes from the fact it was made from a family heirloom of House Col.”

She gingerly took Queenmaker from him. Vasna felt her hand tingle as she gripped it, knowing that it always infused her with mounting lust and the desire to serve and pleasure men. She let the horny instincts wash over her before she continued. “Would a showing of its use be able to determine its magical significance?”

She raised queen maker to her breasts, gliding it along the underside and up to her nipple. Lince watched her as she encircled her nipples through the velvet fabric of her top and then guided up her neck. She raised her head in pleasure as the steel touched her skin, just the thought of its rarity and history gave her a feeling of empowerment over men. Lince gasped meagerly as his eyes brightened up, transfixed as Vasna brought it up to her mouth and smoothed it along her luscious soft lips. She held it there and kissed it before sliding her lips over the tip and into her mouth. Vasna held queenmaker at an angle and pressed it against the inside of her cheek, it’s phallic form bulging its impression from the inside of her mouth. She backed out queenmaker and pressed it back against the inside of her cheek, keeping her lustful eyes locked on Lince.

Impressed, Lince turned his head in the direction of Vasna’s servant. “Handmaiden, send a word to my men downstairs that I will be longer than I had expected.”

“Yes, my lord” she said quickly.

“And close the door behind you.” He added. With a soft clunk of wood on wood the door closed as Vasna’s handmaiden exited the chambers.

“Now,” Lince continued. “I’ll keep a secret about the origins of your dildo from the King. If he finds out that it is Everese steel then I’ll say you must have switched it with another when I inspected it. Understand?”

“Mmhmm.” She replied. The queenmaker still filling her mouth.

“Now why don’t you remove that magical rod from your mouth and replace it with mine?”

“It’d be my pleasure, Lord Lince.” She replied, finally removing the dildo from her mouth. She placed it back in the chest at the tap and closed it before turning to Lince. She stood up on the tip toes of her sweeping legs and leaned forward, swung her arms arm his neck and embraced him in a deep kiss. He raised his hands slowly to her breasts, massaging them through the fabric of her velvet top with his palms. As his hands pressed along her luscious mounds, her tongue continued to brush against his, making her forget the reasonable side of herself. Lince continued caress her surging breasts, working his thumbs across her nipples and she moaned softly. He moved his left hand down to her ass and palmed her curvy ass through her dress. Vasna slide her arms out of the sleeves of her dress and slipped the hem of her top below her tits. They popped into Lord Lince’s view and her smiled as he gazed upon the wonderful sight her perfect curves.

“Grab my breasts Lord Lince.” She whispered, only taking her mouth far enough away to speak before pressing backing and filling his mouth again with her tongue.

His hands ventured in and made contact with her large firm bare breasts. His cock began to twitch in his trousers as it pressed up against her dress. Vasna gasped slightly in his mouth as she felt him shift in his pants, his hips pressing against hers. The skin on her breasts was silky smooth and her hair smelled of vanilla. Her scent was a pleasant one and he couldn’t wait to taste her skin and suck her nipples into his mouth.

As the kissing continued as Vasna decided to become bolder, moving a hand down to Lince’s bulge in her trousers. She undid the single tie and slid her hand inside. She quickly found his cock and began to stroke it to full length. He gasped as her fingers brushed along his length and Vasna whimpering slightly as his hand grabbed hold of the folds of her dress. Pulling it down along her body. She now stood before him wearing nothing but a sexy pair of embroidered panties. He drew up close to her and his hand went down between her legs as he slipped his finger along her pussy and began to rub her through the fancy fabric. She rocked herself forward onto the balls of her feet and leaned into him heavily, moaning into his mouth as he explored her entrance through her panties. Vasna was lost in the moment wanting nothing more than to carry out his wish and fill her mouth with his cock.

Vasna others hand slowly ran along Lince’s chest, down to his stomach, stopping at his trousers and pulled them down with a quick yank. A moment later, his cock was out in the air and she began stroking it lightly. She kissed again at his ear as she quickened her pace with her hand. Vesna broke away from his hands and kneeled on the floor in front of him. She lowered her head and he gasped as he felt her hot breath against the side of his flexing cock.

“You have such nice cock, Lord Lince.” She said, and then she extended her tongue and encircled his tip, twisting it around him. Vasna’s mouth slid over his head and down his shaft, engulfing his cock, flicking her tongue along the underside of his rod as she did. Lince rubbed the top of her head as she began bouncing on his rod. She nursed his cock at a steady pace and moaned softly as she felt him tense up from the pleasure of her servicing.

Lince groaned in pleasure as Vasna continued to suck intensely on Lince’s hard cock, swirling her tongue around the head and tasting his pre-cum. She sunk her head back onto his cock again, attempting to deepthroat his entire length, but the crown of his dick pressed up against the back of her mouth. She pushed her face tighter against Lince and as his cock reached her throat, Vasna breathed through her nose and relaxed her throat. She moved her hands back around his hips and pressed them against his ass, pushing his cock further into her mouth and past the opening of her throat. She swallowed his tip, pulling him all the way into her throat until her lips were finally tight around the base of his cock. She rested her face there for a moment before she took a breath and looked up at him and smiled.

Lince couldn’t believe that she had just deep throated him completely. There was only one other woman that had done it before with such precision. Lord Lince held many secrets, and the one he thought about at this very moment was definitely one that aided his decision to lie to king on Vesna’s behalf. ‘Like mother, like daughter.’ He thought as Vasna licked the top of his balls before she couldn’t handle it anymore. Lince groaned out in ecstasy as her pretty face enveloped his whole length. Vasna then rose her head slowly back up his cock, keeping her lips tight around him until it exited from her soft lips.

Vasna wiggled Lince’s trouser down to the floor and shimmied out of her panties. Lince took control and guided her to the four-post bed to lay her on her back. He quickly joined her at the foot of the bed and reached out his hands, spreading her thighs. He moved his head in toward her tiny welcoming pussy and extended his tongue. He slowly licked the outline of her glistening lips, and then worked up to her hood. Her clit felt like a lump of velvet as he flicked his tongue across it. Vesna propped herself on her elbows and looked down at him rocked as waves of pleasure washed through her.

“Mmmm.” She moaned softly. Vasna pressed on Lince’s shoulders with her palm and he moved his face to look up at her. “I want your cock in me Lord Lince. Give it to me now.”

Without needing further instruction, Lince crawled on top of her. Vesna spread her legs earnestly, getting herself into position. Lince’s hard cock was pointed at her opening, and Vesna reached down and looked him in the eyes as she guided it into her warm wet hole. She moaned as he slid down his long rod inside her and caressed her hands over his firm body. He held him all the way inside her for a moment before rising his ass back to thrust his hips back down on her again. She rocked her hips back onto him when he was lunged into her, filling her completely until he was balls deep. Lince raised his hips back up before thrusting back into her tight pussy.

“Oh, yes!” Vasna moaned. “Fuck my pussy Lord Lince! By the old gods and the new, that feels so good!”

Lince began to bounce his hips between Vasna spread legs as he leaned down to kiss her breasts. Her cunt was becoming tight and slick, and she began to feel a rush within her and didn’t how long she’d be able to hold it in. She continued to pound her, sinking his cock all the way into her pussy. This mature man had an incredible amount of stamina and Vasna was surprised he hadn’t spilled his load. Her welcoming cunt clung to him each time his cock withdrew and she leaned her head down to focus her vision on his rod as it worked in and out of her. 

They began moving faster with each other, grinding harder against each other's hips. She flung her head about as he continued to thrust his cock back in forth inside. Vasna’s hands went down to his to his chest as he reached up and grabbed one of her breasts, massaging it as he powerfully stroked away. Her pussy constricted around his dick as Vasna started to ramp up to a peak. And with a slow thrust, he sunk his rod all the way into her cunt.

“OHHHhh! Lord Lince!” You’re going to make me cum!”

“Come my lady,” He replied. “Come all over my cock!”

He felt her spasm uncontrollably around his cock. Her orgasm washed through her, making her body quake and erupt as she screamed out.

“UGHHHH!” Vasna moaned, her peak resonating over her.

Her shuddering pussy sending sensations over Lince’s body. He knew he would come any moment now and buried his cock in her for moment as Vasna settled back from her climax. He withdrew from her and grabbed her hip, flipping onto her front. Vasna quickly raised herself to her hands and knees as Lince and poised his cock at her opening. He swiped his dick across her pussy lips several times before slamming it back into her. She threw her head back and moaned towards the chamber's ceiling as he slid in, filling her tight little hole again.

Lince moved his smooth hands to her hips and began thrusting into her in a constant rhythm. It gave him a perfect amount of leverage as he repeatedly mashed his cock into her tight pussy below. Her head whipped about as his cock stroked away at her. He looked down and his massive organ filled his vision as it moved below, thrusting in and out of this noble woman’s delightful cunt. He drove deep and hard for several minutes as his balls slapped against her clit below. Lince could feel her clasping pussy beginning to swell, she was approaching orgasm again.

“OHH god yes!” She cried out. “I’m cumming again! Oh yes! I’m cumming so hard. OHHHH!”

Her body shuddered once, then twice and finally a third time. Before her orgasm subsided, Lince finally worked himself over the edge. Lince quickened his rhythm as his toes curled up behind him before pulling out of Vasna and groaning loudly. Vasna groaned as he shot a ribbon of cum across her ass and back. Vasna looked back at him as he burst like a geyser. He stroked himself in rhythm with each burst as he unloaded his balls, sending his seed flying across her gorgeous body.

When he came down from his peak, Lince rested his cock on top of her round ass and leaned over her back and towards her ear. His breath was heavy and quivered along her earlobe as he spoke.

“The king is in for quite a treat Lady Vasna.” Lince said, his voice a deep whisper. “I want to thank you for your cooperation in letting me inspect the goods. And because of that and my loyalty to your family I’m going to tell you a little secret.”

Vasna was immensely pleased to hear those words coming from the hand of the king. This encounter was turning out to be everything she had hoped for. Not only would she be able to use the Queenmaker for the king but she would have some insight into what was going on behind the curtain of the king's council.

“Do tell my lord.” She responded in a loving whisper, turning her head to glide her tongue along the ridge of his earlobe.

“Mmmm.” He groaned as her tongue flickered and sucked at his ear. “Lady Vasna, you’re not the only noble lady with a magical dildo…”

“Is that so?” Vasna inquired, her tone still lustful.

“Why yes,” Lince continued. “Lady Marella Brynell has one made of Dragonglass, so I hope you have prepared a show to make yours stand out over hers.”

She turned around on the bed to face him, keeping her body on her hands and knees as she came about. “Thank you for that information Lord Lince.” Vasna said. She leaned in toward his cock and it began to harden again as she moved her head closer to it. “Any other information you are willing to give me will be appreciated. Please accept my mouth as your reward.”

Vasna wrapped her lips around his cock and began bob on him slowly, sucking him so intensely that his length extended as she pulled away. She knew that Lord Lince had a wealth of information and was hoping he’d give up more than just another load from his balls. She couldn’t help wondering if he had reacted with Marella the same when he had found about the dragonglass. While dragonglass may have been made by magical beast, it didn’t carry magical properties as far as she knew.

As she continued to service him, Lord Lince thought inwardly. Lady Marella had serviced him about an hour before, making him come in her mouth in mere moments. That was much of the reason Vasna had cum two times before he even spent his first. If Vasna was going to have a fighting chance at pleasing the king, she was going to need practice. Lince leaned back on the bed, watching her beautiful face make love to his cock. A pity, he thought - she was going to be sucking him for a while. But he was going to take this gift of her mouth while he had it, it was the upside of being the king's hand during the convention. He had many more secrets to tell, and many more to find out. But the only other thing he’s be spilling to Vasna, was his seed into her hungry mouth.
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Lady Symphony Karib sat at her place in the stands overlooking the jousting ring. The sun of the clear summer day beat down on her shiny, wavy blonde hair as she looked upon the gathering. It was opening day for new queen’s convention and King Bjorn held a royal joust to start the games. The former queen had passed suddenly during childbirth several months ago and King Bjorn Knotts had sent a royal decree to all the houses of the kingdom seeking a new wife. Bjorn enacted the sacred tradition of the new queen’s convention, sending missive to the hundreds of noble houses of Solice to send all the eligible noble ladies to Sovereigns Harbor. They then made the long journey to complete for the king's hand in marriage through a strange audition process that was the will of the gods.

Once her father had received the missive of the upcoming convention, he annulled her arranged marriage to Brant Col and made her return home immediately. With a chance at sitting on throne with the King, many houses throughout that land cancelled any merging of houses. While Symphony had grown to like Brant Col, she’d rather take her slim chances with the King and came to Sovereigns Harbor once the travel arrangements were made. But she was in a large pond with many other noble ladies, all of them just beautiful as Symphony. As she sat amongst them in the stands watching the joust, Symphony knew that her chances of winning might be meager, but the ends definitely justified the means.

The competition would be great. All the other noble houses, hers included, had spent an insurmountable amount of resources preparing themselves for the new queen’s convention. Not only did they send their best eligible lady, but also men at arms, servants, and personal handmaidens to keep to hopeful brides to be always looking their best. As part of the convention, all the ladies were to bring a dildo and pleasure themselves in front of the king. Once they had put on a show, they were to lay with king. If the rumors were true, the other houses had spent fortunes on crafting their maiden’s dildos. Supposedly some were made of rare ancient materials, other made of solid gold and jeweled with precious gems. Symphony’s however, while ancient, was neither of these. Hers belonged to her family and had been passed down from mother to daughter knowing that someday another convention will be held. It was a piece of Birchwood from an ancient mystical tree that had been shaped, sanded, smoothed and lacquered to a deep rosy color to keep the wood from splintering. Grandmother had said that it was a gift to house Karib from a druid of an old god whom had given it her blessing.

Normally when a maiden competed in the convention for the king's love, they would have to give up their dildo if they were not chosen. The dildos of the failed contestants would be fashioned into a throne for the new queen. All the dildos of the participants went to making the throne. All except for one, the victor. It had been well over five hundred years since a King had enacted the rite, but the last time it happened, her ancestor; Lady Tiffany Karib claimed victory and sat upon the dildo throne. Their rule only lasted for several generations until they were overthrown in a rebellion. But even still, Symphony Karib was considered by all to be the returning champion.

Symphony’s mind snapped back the joust unfolding in front of her. It was a grand joust with plenty of seating for all the royal houses and vast amounts of standing room for the commoners. There were two main bleacher boxes, the one she sat in held all the noble ladies that were to compete in the new queen’s convention. The box of seats was rather large and carried so many beautiful ladies that she couldn’t care to count. The stands across the jousting ring sat King Bjorn Knotts, the king's hand; Lord Lince, as well as his family and other advisors. Symphony smiled at the sight of Bjorn, he was tall and large man. Extremely muscular and just as handsome with long golden blonde locks that were common of his linage.

Lord Lince saw Symphony’s smile from across the arena and he nodded and smiled back. His smile was a reminder of when he had come to give the king’s “inspection” when she had arrived at Sovereigns Harbor. He had come to look over the things Symphony was planning on bringing to the king's chamber for audition. It was easy to provide those things for him because all she was bringing was herself and her dildo. Lince had looked over her dildo and told her that it wouldn’t do. Saying that it had been blessed by an ancient druid and had magical properties. Supposedly the king had requested that nothing magical be brought to his chambers, whether it was of faith, the ancient, arcane, or otherwise. After a short debate, Lince was willing to let Symphony keep her apparent magical dildo a secret, as long as she wrapped her lips around his cock. She was pleased to do so, letting him cum down her throat so that she could keep and use the dildo of her family's heritage in the audition.

Again, Symphony’s thoughts snapped back to the present moment as the knights in their full plate filled her vision. They were wearing the surcoats of their houses atop their barded steeds as they came about and readied themselves at the ends of the tilt barrier. The horses whinnied and snorted, awaiting the riders command to snap their reigns and charge at their opponent. The knight and horse to her far right was Marco Suzail, the obvious giveaway was the golden lion of his house on his shield and surcoat. Across the barrier from Marco was Brant Col, Symphony’s ex-fiancé. His full plate armor dazzled on the jousting ring and the sigil of the Rook of Col stood out proudly on almost every piece of gear he wore. The woman commoners in the standing areas called out for him, begging for the rose that he may win.

The circumstances of the upcoming match were intriguing for Symphony. If Brant were to win would he give her the rose? Apparently, he still cared for her deeply, protesting greatly when she left the Rook of Col when her father had called off their upcoming wedding and recalled her for the convention. The whole situation would be awkward for Symphony, if she did get the rose it would look good in front of the king, but receiving it from her ex-fiancé were to mean something else entirely.

“I hope you get it.” Lady Vasna said from behind her. She was Brant’s sister; a black-haired beauty was just as curvy as Symphony and had a figure common men would fight and die for. And like all the other ladies that sat with her in the stands, she was also competing for the dildo throne. The situation of Marco and Brant jousting was awkward for her as well. She had been promised to Marco Suzail by her father, but again when the word of the upcoming new queens convention came, he too broke off their engagement to merge their houses through wedlock. Seemed like a common political practice this day in age. Besides, any house that didn’t want a chance at the throne would crazy.

“If he gives me the rose I’m refusing it.” Vasna continued. While the predicament was similar for the two ladies it still had its differences. Vasna obviously didn’t like Marco all that much, Symphony’s feeling for Brant still lingered even though she didn’t show it.

“You can’t refuse it child.” Lady Kristania said from a few seats down from Vasna. “It’s forbidden to show any sign of disrespect to the winner of a joust while he is still on the field. What you do with the rose after words is your decision.”

Kristania was the mother of Lady Marella, coming to Sovereigns Harbor to see and advise her daughter through the games. She had a reputation of being witty and knowledgeable about all things royal and noble. It was strange that she was even allowed into the stands with the ladies for even the handmaidens were barred. But Lord Lince happened to make a change of policy for Marella’s mother. Marella was seen as Symphony’s highest rival at the queen’s convention. Not only did she match Symphony in the realm of being incredibly alluring, but if the rumors that Lord Lince had told her were true, then Marella was the most experienced out of all the ladies in the stands when it came to pleasing a man’s cock.

“Be damned.” Vasna muttered.

“Be pleased.” Kristania shot back with common greeting and closing used in Sovereigns Harbor.

A loud horn sounded, giving the signal for the jousters to begin. With a snap of the reigns and a loud yah, Marcos and Brant charged their horses at each other. The lances righted forward as the steeds carrying their full plated masters kicked up the soil beneath them. The crowd yelled and cheered as the riders came closer. Vasna encouraged her brother while Symphony hoped Marcos would dismount him. However, Symphony didn’t get what she had wished when Brant hit Marcos square on the shield, dismounting him from his warhorse and sending splinters of shattered joust through the air. Marcos’ fully armored body fell to the earth with a heavy thud, the heavy full plate adding serious momentum to his fall.

“Seems he’s just as lousy at a joust as he is in bed.” Vasna said, adding insult to embarrassment.

Symphony rolled her eyes, knowing what was to come. Brant discarded his joust and shield, brought his horse about and flipped up his visor. He looked towards the stands and trotted his steed to the flower bearer. With a quick grab, he picked up a single red rose with his gauntlet and rode slowly to the stands filled with the noble ladies. He looked upon the stands filled with the beautiful vixens of all the houses of the land. To the other ladies, it was hard to tell which one of them Brant was looking at, even from beneath his open visor.

“Give me the rose Lord Col.” A redheaded maiden called out.

“Give it here handsome!” Said one from the front row.

“You can stick me with your joust any day.” Said another and giggled.

Brant waved the rose in front of his body, silencing the ladies before he spoke. “You there,” He said pointing into the crowd. “The one that is slim of waist with fair skin, long gorgeous locks and big of breast.”

Every lady in the stands stood up except for Lady Kristania. She rolled her eyes as all the standing ladies except for Symphony and Vasna erupted in chatter, begging for the rose. The men from the stands opposite exploded in laughter as did the commoners in the standing room nearby. Brant let the laughter persist for moment and waved the rose through the air to silence to crowd again.

“I meant the one whose beauty shines more than her wavy blonde locks...” Brant continued and two thirds of the ladies sat down. “That has blue eyes deeper than the ocean her houses castle sits aside…”

His last description narrowed the pool considerably leaving just Symphony and one other as Brant continued.

“The one that bears the sigil of her house's Hedgestone on the choker around her neck…”

The other lady sat down, leaving just Symphony standing amongst the many. She stood in silent composure, hands folded in front of her as the wind picked up into a slight breeze that flowed through her hair sweeping it around her face and under her chin.

“Lady Symphony, the rose is yours…” Brant said, holding the rose aloft.

The woman in the seats before her parted to let her pass among them and Symphony gracefully went to the front and took the rose. Cheers echoed through the crowd as she took it from her ex-fiancé. She looked across the ring toward King Bjorn, whom was watching vigilantly as the exchange took place.

“Thank you Lord Col.” Symphony said pleasantly. “Congratulations on your victory in the joust.”

“Many thanks my lady.” He responded, turning his horse and trotting away from the stands.

As he ambled his horse away, Symphony wondered about Brant and his obvious feelings he still had for her. Would he try at every turn to show his love? She hoped that his advances wouldn’t hinder her attempt at the throne. She looked upon King Bjorn in the stands across from her, their eyes locked and she smiled. The next day, she and all the ladies would meet in the grand hall of the Kings keep and hold the opening ceremony for the new queen’s convention. She would finally get to be next to the king and the thought thrilled her more than Brant Col ever would. Bjorn smiled back at her, but as he did lord Lord Lince leaned in towards him and whispered something in his ear.

~~~~~~ ~~~~~~ ~~~~~~

“Bring in the Bimbos!” Shouted King Bjorn from his throne on top of the dais overlooking the grand hall of his keep. His loud and deep voice echoed throughout massive stone halls as his private guard pulled the rings to the large double doors. They opened slowly to a hallway filled with the gorgeous ladies of the land, all wearing fabulous gowns and hair done up in extravagant pageantry. They ladies of the houses walked in slowly two by two, their long sweeping legs stepping out from their dresses in perfect, practiced posture. As they got to the end of the pews, the women bowed and the right column of ladies split from left, forming a half circle around the throne. The procession of women was followed up by their handmaidens and other guests who took seats among the pews. The room silently filled until there were hundreds of ladies filled the large speaking area at the foot of the dais shoulder to shoulder.

As Symphony took her place in the circle, she stood composed in her fetching gown, her face vibrant with life as she looked up at the king. On her left stood Vasna Col, and to her right was Marella Byrnell. The three of them exchanged cordial glances before returning their gaze back to Bjorn, their faces turning bright with hope and lust as they did. Marella touched a finger to her lip as her eyes glossed over his crotch, her eyes intoxicated with desire. King Bjorn sat on his exquisite throne looking back at them, his hand, Lord Lince standing behind him.

Bjorn looked down from the throne upon what seemed like an endless of sea gorgeous ladies. All of them looked impeccable in their custom dresses. Their slender waists hour-glassed up to their breasts. All their tits being pressed together by the corset tops making the hall a field of impressive cleavage. As his eyes went over the crowd he smiled pleasantly as if the next year was going to the most memorable in his tenure. But then the look on his face turned to one of unease, it would take a year just to get through the first round of auditions, he would have to make haste if he were to name a queen and have a male heir with in wedlock.

“Begin with introductions.” Bjorn requested. “Keep it brief or we’ll be here till winter.”

The first lady to his far right stepped forward. She wore a dress unlike the others. Instead of the normal flowing gown, hers had a series of hoops to extend the skirt into what the lady thought was a more fashionable shape. It guided the skirt away from her legs and enlarged her ass. While it was different, it looked absolutely ridiculous and stuck out obnoxiously from the rest. Symphony looked upon at the lady’s dress in confusion. While it would keep your legs cool in the summer months, it stood out like a tarnished copper among gleaming platinum.

The lady bowed, pulling a hoop up with a curtsy and spoke with a voice that was absurdly high pitched. “I’m Lady Chantal or the Summer Isles your grace, I hope-”

“WHAT IN THE NINE HELLS ARE YOU WEARING!?” He shouted.

“It’s…” Chantal replied, her tone embarrassed. Obviously not the reaction she was hoping for from the king. “a dress my grace, it’s called a hoop skirt, it’s the forefront of fashion in the Summer Isles, ahead of its time, custom made by our family’s best seamstre-”

“It’s ridiculous, hideous, a spawn of Lazmashtu!” Bjorn interjected, comparing it to the unholy goddess of all things horribly monstrous to drive home his point. “Imprison your seamstress for designing such a hideous thing…” The king rolled his eyes in disgust. “...and hand over your dildo. You’re dismissed from the convention!”

“I’ll change... to different dress if you so please your grace.” She pleaded, her face was mortified with tears swelling in her eyes.

“My decision is final.” Bjorn Said flatly. “I’ll never have my queen setting fashion precedent of this sort for the ladies of my land. Hand your dildo to Lord Lince and send a decree to the Isles banning these atrocious hoop skirts. Not in my lands!”

“Yes, my lord, my apologies.” Chantal said, her head hanging low.

Lord Lince came out from behind the King’s throne and approached Chantal. Her handmaiden came up alongside her and gave her a small case containing her dildo. Chantal’s hands trembled, still in shock as she fumbled open the case. When she did, she presented Lince with a transparent glass dildo. It was an ornate piece, with streaming flecks of gold dust that spiraled from base to tip.

“My apologies Lady Chantal,” Lord Lince muttered, taking the dildo from her. “While it was a valiant attempt to stand out from the rest, you should have heeded my advice.”

Symphony glanced in interest as Lord Lince said what he had. Seems the man knew a lot about the women competing for the King’s hand in marriage. Apparently, he had paid all of them a visit within their first days at Sovereign's Harbor when he did his ‘inspections’. Symphony noticed Marella smiling like mindless bimbo when he said, ‘my advice’, while Vasna smirked deep in thought.

Chantal handed her dildo over to Lince and turned from him bursting into tears. She was quickly escorted out by her sympathetic handmaiden. Some of the ladies stood there in shock while King Bjorn sat atop his throne without empathy. When she left the grand hall, Lince gave the dildo to an artistic furniture maker by the name of Leopold to begin the creation of dildo throne. Lince then rejoined King Bjorn behind him on the dais.

“On with the introductions.” Bjorn ordered.

And so it went. One by one each lady would step forth and state their full name and their land of origination and then step back in line. This process would repeat unless the King spoke up with a question. Symphony, Marella, and Vasna’s delivered their introductions with perfect formal etiquette with no incident. The whole process took about an hour, when it was finally done, King Bjorn had dismissed several other noble ladies. One for not liking her eyebrows, others for nontraditional alternative hairstyles or unnatural dyed hair, and the last one for not liking her shoes. All them gave their valuable dildos to Leopold, some left in tears, while others taking it in stride and leaving with grace and dignity.

When the last lady delivered her introduction, the king rose from his throne and addressed his congregation. His tone had changed from harsh critic to pleasant. “I thank you all for coming today and making the long journey to the Harbor for this convention. I look forward to spending time getting to know each and every one of you. I apologize that you all had to see my conservative side, but I can’t have a queen that doesn’t present themselves to my liking. See the new queen needs to be perfect, anything less and you’ll be dismissed. The new queen had to be able to handle everything thing that comes her way… The queen has to be prepared.”

He looked around the room as all the hopeful bimbos smiled back. “All of you have been prepared enough to pass my first visual inspection, but can you pass the second? We will begin the personal auditions this evening. Lord Lince will assign each of you a time and day. I bid each one of you... good luck. I hope you are all... prepared for what I have in store for you. In fact, it’d be best to show you all now...”

With quick tug at his trousers from his massively muscular arms, King Bjorn ripped them off in one clean rip. His enormous cock sprang free, sticking out from the part in his robe and all the ladies that stood beneath him gasped. Their hands came up in front of their mouths in surprise and awe as if it had bounced against their faces. Most of the lady’s eyes fired open in shock, but Symphony raised a finger to her mouth and instinctively sucked the tip. Vasna shivered lust as she cupped her breasts and Marella rocked her body and while her hand went between her legs in excitement. King Bjorn was so big that his length was easily as long as their forearms. The tip would barely be able to pass through her mouths, but they were begging inwardly to find out.

Lady Marella was the first to speak. “Can I go first your grace?”

~~~~~~ ~~~~~~ ~~~~~~

Symphony and her handmaiden showed up to the King’s keep the next day. Lord Lince had the ladies draw chips in the hallway after the king’s surprise to determine the order of the auditions. Symphony was lucky enough to be able to go the next day. She had stayed by her window at her private inn in the High Quarter for most of last night. She had spent the better half of the night sitting next to her window and looking up at the spires of the King's Keep. She had played with her dildo from her vantage point of the keep knowing that King Bjorn’s enormous and magnificent cock was pounding in and out of one of the ladies in his private chambers. While most ladies would have felt envy and jealousy, Symphony was pleased that king was being gratified.

As she came upon the great hall where they had the opening ceremonies the previous day she was greeted by Lord Lince. He was to welcome all the competitors before sending them off to the King chambers. Leopold was also present in the grand hall, keeping himself busy with building the dildo throne. Not only was he fashioning the ones from opening ceremony, but it seemed that there was a new one added to the pile either last night or this morning.

“Lady Symphony,” Lord Lince addressed her as she entered the hall. “You’re an hour early.”

“As they say in lands of house Karib, the early bird…” She grinned thinking about taking Bjorn’s huge cock into her mouth. “gets the worm.”

Just as Symphony finished her sentence a side to the great hall opened and a noble lady returning from her audition came through. She was in tears with her dress thrown on in a hurry and quickly followed by her handmaiden. She gave her dildo to Leopold and went for the door, but Lord Lince stopped her to show comfort and concern.

“Gratefully sorry, Lady Felicia.” He said trying to slow her escape from the hall.

“He didn’t like my dildo…” Felicia sobbed, quickly side stepping away from Lince with apprehension.

“If it’s any consolation, it will exist for eternity on the dildo throne.”

“I bet if I would've fucked you the night of my arrival my chances may have been better.” She said coldly, her tone full of grief.

“I would never have done such a thing…” Lince said in his purely calm composure, her stated to give an explanation when Lady Felicia turned to Symphony.

“Good luck Symphony!” She said as she rushed for the door. “No woman will be able to tame Sovereign's Harbor. You have to play their game to win, and even if you win, you still lose!”

Lord Lince rolled his eyes “Bye Felicia.” He said as the large double doors closed behind her. “She was an experienced prude anyway, her dildo lacked fine craftsmanship and historical depth. Not fit for queen.”

Lord Lince was about to continue when a servant came into the hall.

“Lord Lince,” The servant said. “His grace wishes you to send for the next lady.”

“Tell his highness that Lady Symphony has showed early, and she will be up momentarily.” Lince responded. And the servant went back the way in which he had come.

“You ready my Lady?” He asked.

“I am.” She grinned, her hand going to her satchel that carried her dildo and patting the fabric.

“Very well,” He grinned. “This way.”

Lord Lince led her from the grand hall. The halls of the King’s keep were expansive and vast. It would take over a half hour to climb the steps to the top of the spire. A previous king had grown tired of the long walk to his private chambers and had man powered elevator system installed. Before they knew it Bjorn’s chambers. At the solid oaken door guarded by two men Lord Lince stopped and gestured Symphony to carry forth.

“Our grace awaits you inside.” One of the guards said.

“Thank you Lord Lince.” She replied, as the guards open the doors to the King's private chambers and she confidently walk through.

Symphony strode into the king's room, the welcoming sight of Bjorn sitting shirtless on the edge of his bed. His long golden blonde hair hung over his shoulders and around his muscular pecs. Symphony’s eyes wandered to his solid rock-hard abs. His skin was clean and carried a soft tan. Her jaw wanted to drop open at the sight of his delicious man body when she noticed that her was staring at her with his blue in the same manner she was at him.

“Lady Symphony, thank you for coming so soon.” He finally said after he looked her over. Her flowing gown framed her exceptional hourglass figure and plumped out her cleavage. Her wavy locks were a similar shade to the king’s which was an attribute that he appreciated, reminding him of the woman of his homeland.

“My pleasure your grace.” Symphony responded, bowing pleasantly. “I couldn’t help but show early after your big... reveal.”

Bjorn smiled at the compliment. He was about to rise to greet her and maybe pour some wine but Symphony wasn’t wasting anytime. She placed her satchel on a nearby table and approached him as he stayed seated at the edge of his bed. She hiked up her flowing skirt and straddled him, her hands caressing his chest as she glanced down once and back up to his eyes.

“Sorry if I’m being so forward your grace.” She finally said. “But I didn’t get much sleep last night. I couldn’t stop thinking about your perfect cock.” Symphony grinded her hips against his trousers. She felt his enormous rod press up against the inside of her thigh, barely an inch away from where she wanted it. His stiff member made her shiver slightly as his hands clasped around her slim waist. He wrapped his large firm hands around the curve and ran his fingers along the small of her back as Symphony grinded her hips into him yet again. His massive cock with thumping to life in his trousers as it pressed through his fabric and against her under garments.

“I can’t wait to have your cock all to myself your grace.” She whispered and then moaned lightly as he did the same.

“Perhaps,” He responded warmly, his hand rising to the back of her corset top dress, undoing the ribbons that held it in place. “Things are going well for you so far and I appreciate you being so forward. The others needed much more direction and seemed to have their reservations. Let me see your body and what you have brought with you.”

“It will be my pleasure your grace…” She whispered into his her, her breath hot against his earlobe.

Symphony did one final grind into his hips before raising herself off him. She walked slowly toward the table where she had her satchel but turned quickly about to face him again. She began to slowly rub her hands over her dress, wrapping her palms around her curves. She keeping her eyes fixated on him as she sexily rocked her hips in a figure eight.

Symphony continued her sexual samba. She turned away from him and kept her hips rocking slowly. She looked back and flashed Bjorn a naughty smile as her arms went to the back of her undone corset and slowly removed her arms from the sleeves. Symphony had the dress designed specifically for this moment, knowing that she didn’t want it to delay her undressing. She turned to face him as she held the corset in place, hiding her breasts from his sight. She then dropped it, revealing her gorgeous tits and neatly trimmed pussy to Bjorn.

He smiled as he looked upon her curvy figure. Symphony’s body was amazing. She had a flat smooth stomach and her naval was indented in with perfection. Her long smooth legs stepped out of her dress wearing only her leather calf high heeled sandals. He began to feel his cock to stiffen at the sight of her as Symphony turned away from him and slowly bent over. She let him awe at her curvy round ass for a moment before her legs parted and a hand came up from between them smoothing over her heavenly pussy.

Symphony ran her hands over her curves, slowly rocking her body. She looked back at him and licked her lips. She turned back around and straightened up. She tossed her hair back and looked up at the ceiling as she rubbed her impressive tits. She backed up to a tapestried wall that bears the decorative knotted sigil of the King's house and slid up and down on it, all the while caressing her body. She spread her knees as she came to crouch on the floor. Her hand went to her tiny pussy and she rubbed her clit gently and blew a kiss at the King. Bjorn watched in glee as she caressed herself in front of his house’s symbol, it was one of the most erotic sights he had ever beheld.

She stood up and strutted over to the table that her satchel sat atop. She loosened the drawstring and reached inside and withdrew her dildo. The mighty piece of lacquered Birchwood glimmered in the light as she turned around. Bjorn gazed upon it curiously from his vantage point. Symphony saw his intrigue and brought it along the curves of her hip.

“This is not the first time this dildo has been in these chambers your grace.” She said looking down at it as she smoothed it along her flat stomach. “As I’m sure you know house Karib once married into the throne many generations ago.”

“I remember.” He said, knowing that it was his ancestors that had fought to overthrow that dynasty.

“When house Karib went back to the Hedgelands, they returned with the dildo that had helped my ancestors win the last queens convention and the dildo throne.” Symphony said as she ran the smooth rosy wood along the underside of her breasts.

“The champion returns.” He smiled. Her family may have been the champion of a previous queen’s convention, but house Knotts now sat on throne. It would be pleasing to take Symphony’s pussy as an offering of submission from her family again. But first he’d have to wait for the tradition of her show with her dildo, a sight he was going to fully enjoy.

She glided the dildo along her body and between her legs. She rested her family’s dildo against her entrance and rubbed it gently against her clit. Symphony looked up at her King and decided to give him a closer view and came up in front of him, sitting on the floor and spreading her legs. She worked the dildo around her entrance briefly before pushing it fully into her pussy. Symphony just held it there for several moments as her body adjusted. After a moment, she began to pump it into herself, running it in and out slowly at first working up to a steady pace. Bjorn watched in complete amusement as Symphony’s nipples began to harden on her breasts, her clit throbbing and thighs trembling. She continued to work the dildo faster in and out of her pussy for her king.

“OOOOH! Your Grace, I am going to…” Symphony moaned as she took her finger and started to rub her clit. As she worked it in and out the rosy dildo began to shine from the wet fluids. Symphony started to breathe heavy, sucking for air just like her pussy was sucking in her family heirloom.

“Feel free my lady.” Bjorn said.

“But I want... to wait... for your magnificent cock... your grace.” She whispered between moans.

“I insist Lady Symphony.” He replied.

Almost immediately. as her king gave his demands, Symphony started to have many short and fast multiple orgasms one right after the other. She began screaming and moaning wildly as her orgasm took over her writhing body. Symphony continued to work her fingers along her clit with her hand as she pushed the dildo in deeper.

“OHHHHhhh!” Symphony moaned out uncontrollably as she hit the perfect spot in her pussy, popping the rosy dildo out of her pussy followed by a big gush of her juices onto the stones of the floor. Her orgasm was strong and intense as she must have squirted about 3 more times shaking wildly on the floors of the chamber.

“That was quite a show Lady Symphony.” Bjorn said, his cock coming to life within the fabric of trousers. “Now are you ready for the real thing?”

“I was ready before I came to Sovereigns Harbor, my Liege.” She answered, placing the dildo aside. She crawled up to him, her eyes filled with desire as she should him in the eye. Bjorn knew the look, it was one that told only one tale - I want to please you.

Before he knew it, Symphony was between his legs, she placed her hands on his knee caps, spreading them before leaning in. Her fabulous naked body bared out in the open for him, making the excitement rush to his head and cock. She reached out and felt his chest, caressing her hand over his pecs and abs, as a naughty smile spread across her face.

“Ever since you showed us your cock in the grand hall yesterday. It's been all I could think about.” She said softly. Her hand went down to feel his sizeable cock through his trousers. He smiled widely as her fingers grazed along his length through the fine material holding his cock from her sight.

“I can’t wait to see this magnificent cock up close.” She said looking down at the bulge his prick was making.

She pulled the tie on his trousers and reached inside. She wrapped her hand around it, her fingers barely touching around his girth as she retrieved him. Symphony’s jaw dropped astonished as she brought it out into the open air, his cock was easily eleven inches now and much thicker. From the look on her face, Bjorn knew that Symphony was falling in love with his cock. A low grunt escaped Bjorn’s lips as Symphony’s fingers enclosed around his hefty cock. When it rose to full mast she grabbed it by the base briefly, letting it point towards her in its sheer vibrant beauty.

“MMmm.” Symphony groaned in glee as she lowered her head next to his cock, her face suddenly going slack. She cupped her mouth along the side of her Kings cock, flicking her tongue along the underside of him as she slowly lowering her head towards his balls. Her lips pressed against his pulsing shaft and she moaned in ecstasy as her hand went to the folds of her pussy. As she licked him along his shaft she felt a slight bit of unease about if she would be able to fit it in her mouth. Her tongue kept running along the underside of his cock, lapping at it as she squeezed his balls and tugging them gently downward.

Symphony raised her head up briefly and made an ‘o’ shape with her lips. Bjorn’s hips unconsciously thrusted forward as she slid the head of his huge cock into her mouth.

“Hmphh.” She groaned out as he slid past her lips.

‘Thank the gods... it fits.’ She thought.

Her velvet lips treated his cock like the ruler he was as she took him slowly. Symphony worked down on his cock, taking him deeper an inch at a time further into her mouth. Soon his cock pressed up against the opening of her throat and she kept pressing in. Bjorn’s fingers went to the back of her head as she deep throated him.

Symphony let his cock pop out of her mouth and lowered her head back toward his chest. She pressed his cock against her cheek; it was so massive resting against the side of her tiny head. She extended her tongue and licked at his balls for moment before sucking each of them one by one into her mouth.

“You like it when I lick your balls your grace?” She whispered.

He groaned contently in response as Symphony’s hand worked up and down along his long shaft, flicking her tongue in and out rapidly on his testicles. She licked and lapped at them, teased them with her tongue, before sucking one between her lips, then pulling back and servicing the other.

Symphony lifted her head away from his balls and straightened his cock toward her lips.

“You can cum in my mouth if you wish your grace.” She said as she reached up and caressed his abs.

She worked her mouth up the sides of his length until she finally reached the head. She opened her mouth wide as she guided it back between her lips and slid her mouth down the shaft. Symphony took him as deep as her mouth would let her, almost swallowing the head of his cock. She moved her hands to his hips and began to bob her between his thighs. She sucked on him eagerly, keeping her lips circled around his girth, twisting her head slightly as she descended.

Bjorn and Symphony groaned in delight as his cock swelled up even bigger in her mouth. His cock throbbed as she took it in like the good little whore she wanted to be for him. Symphony seemed to have no gag reflex, showing no hesitation as she took him deep into her throat. She bobbed between his thighs again and again until it felt like he was fucking her sweet little face.

Bjorn’s ass tightened and his toes curled on the floor as he felt himself ramping up to a peak. Symphony felt him swell in her mouth and thrust her face down on his cock. Pleasure washed over Bjorn as thick ribbons of cum shot from his cock. Symphony’s eyes popped open wide as he erupted into her throat.

“Ughhh!” He groaned as he filled her mouth with burst after burst of his hot seed. Symphony kept her lips encircled around him as he spilled copious amounts.

“Mmmmmmm…” She hummed blissfully as his sperm continued to spill into her throat, both of her hands stroked his shaft, milking it for everything it had. She held his cum it in her mouth, as he came down from his peak, she slowed down and cleaned him off. When Symphony was done she spat his cock out and showed him his load in her mouth, then quickly swallowed down his seed.

Lady Symphony stood up in front of him and Bjorn reached, grabbing her by the waist and brought her up on his bed. She leaned back and her hand went to her pussy and began to finger in circle around her hood. Her lips parted slightly and Bjorn viewed the glistening moisture sopping from her cunt. She was wet as can be, wanting to be filled.

Symphony stared at him, not believing how big and beautiful his cock was. She leaned up, pulling him on top of her and took his cock in her hand and kissed him deeply. She stroked him along his length as Bjorn got into position on top of her. She had no idea if he’d be able to even get his head past her little pussy lips. Even if he did she would be sore for months, but in the end, it was for the best.

Bjorn held his cock from the base and pointing his massive member at her awaiting pussy. She thought briefly that she wouldn’t be able to take in his massive length. Her forehead started to glisten with sweat, her eyes wide with anxiety. He grabbed his shaft and swiped it across her clit, and then tapped it at her lips. Symphony bit down on her bottom lip and readied her body.

“Please. Fuck me your grace.” She stammered.

Bjorn placed his head at her pussy lips, he paused there, rubbing it up and down between her labia. He attempted to slowly slid into her tight pussy with his cock. But moved out a bit as he touched her resistance, her lips had parted for about half of his head. He backed his hips out and then slowly pressed back in. He got the crown in to where it felt resistance before, her pussy lips parted around his tip. Then, with one slow, powerful lunge, he pressed in.

Symphony felt her opening stretch far beyond anything she had ever felt before. Her hands grabbed at the bed spreads, her face grimaced in pain as she hurled her head back.

“Oh, by the gods that's huge!” Symphony groaned, her drenched vagina readily stretching to accommodate the thick girth of his shaft. She would never have dreamed she could be so completely filled by a man’s cock. Not to mention her King’s. His cock slowly slid in, impaling her, stretching the walls inside her clasping cunt. Bjorn pressed it in, until half of his length was inside and it touched up against her cervix.

“OHHHHhhh.” Bjorn groaned, feeling Symphony’s pussy for the first time, her molten folds wrapping around him. He felt a warm pleasure shoot down his cock through his balls and up to his brain. He looked down at Symphony, her mouth was wide open in shock as her white knuckles gripped the sheets to braced her body on the bed. She was breathing fast, her gasps for air turned into painful moans as her pussy stretched. His long stiff cock was lodged inside of her, but there was plenty of his length that still remained outside her cunt. His girth and length looked unnaturally disproportionate to her tiny hips and slender long legs.

“OHHH FUCK MY LIEGE! It won’t even go in halfway!” She screamed as he started to back his cock out of her. Before the head popped out he pressed back in slowly.

Her molten mound began to relax as the initial friction began to reside and he slid back out and pressed back in. Bjorn slowly picked up his rhythm, moving back and forth within her. He looked down at her pussy as he attempted to deepen his thrusts. They could feel every little ridge in each other, the feeling sent pleasure throughout their heads and bodies. His cock looked amazing pumping in and out of her.

“UGGGGH!” She howled as he impaled her yet again with his cock. The tip of his dick rested against her cervix.

“OOOHhh. Blessed be the gods! I can’t believe I’m taking your dick!” she moaned. Her hand went to her scalp and pulled at her long blonde hair.

Bjorn let out a low groan as Symphony’s tight vagina clenched onto his long hard length. He began to feel her body shudder around his massive cock, sending her deep into orgasm. His cock slid right back out and Bjorn tilted his head back and gasped as her tiny pussy vibrated around him in the throes of her climax. Her eyes rolled back into her head as her pussy tightened around his dick and he continued to throttle her.

"OHHHhhh! Your dick is so fucking huge! I can’t believe I came already." She screamed out, furiously gripping her scalp and bed sheets.

Bjorn pulled out and flipped Symphony over onto her front. She propped herself up on her hands and knees as Bjorn watched her drenched pussy flow with her juices, inviting him to continue.

His cock was at full strength as he stepped in behind her. He grabbed his shaft and swiped it upwards against her swollen clit, and then positioned his head at her wet opening. Bjorn sunk his rod back into Symphony as far as he could. Symphony threw her head back as he lunged into her, moaning uncontrollably when she finally received what she desired. His cock filled her up from behind, this time sliding in with ease. Bjorn looked down at her curvy ass as he began deepening his thrusts. She must have started to get comfortable and she began to rock her hips against him. She glanced back at him over her shoulder, her eyes flushed with arousal.

“Fill me with your big fat cock my King!” She screamed.

Her naughty words seemed to make an impression on Bjorn and felt his body buck and his breath quicken, he was going to cum any moment. Bjorn grabbed her by her hair on the back of her neck and yanked, sending his cock deep inside her. He kept working his cock in and out of her, her moans rising in pitch.

Symphony felt him begin to climax and bucked her head up, her hips beginning to shudder yet again as he pounded her. She wanted this, wanted to be treated like the whore she was. She lived for this man’s cock, and wanted nothing short of being filled by it.

“Fill me up with your seed.” She begged.

“OHHH FUUUUCK!” He moaned as he shot a rope of hot thick jizz against the back of pussy. Her eyes widened as his cum splattered against her cervix, sending her into another orgasm. She continued to rock her ass back against him as her hips quaked. Bjorn shot round after round of his warm semen, groaning happily as his sperm filled her pussy, the tightly locked walls of her cunt spasming around the girth of his cock.

“UHHHHHH!” she screamed out as her pussy erupted over her King’s hard cock, her hips bucking as Symphony’s orgasm resonated throughout her body. Bjorn continued to work his cock deeply into her as peak to her. She choked on a breath and screamed out- “OH! BY THE GODS!!! OHHH!!! YESSS!!!! Oh, fuck yesssssssssssssss!”

Bjorn’s body fell on top of Symphony’s back when their orgasms finally finished. He wrapped his arms around her and cupped her breasts as they laid in a heap of flesh. Several moments passed as their heart beats and breathing began to slow. Finally, King Bjorn pulled away, sliding his half hard cock out of Symphony's beaten pussy. A mixed glob of their cum oozed out of her as he removed the tip and stained the bed sheet. He rolled over next to her, his breath slow but still heavy.

“I’ve never been fucked so hard in my life, your grace.” She whispered, cuddling closer to him.

He looked her over, got up from the bed and pick up her dildo. He held in his hand looking it over curiously as if making a decision. “Well Lady Symphony,” He said after a long silence, and holding the dildo out for her.

“You’re your dildo will be staying with you and house Karib for another day.” He said, his face pleased.

“Thank you, your grace.” Symphony said pleasantly, taking her family dildo from his outstretched hand. Her mind was racing with triumph, ecstatic that she would be seeing the king and his massive cock again. Her hand went down to her beaten pussy, hopefully it would heal in time.

“Lord Lince will send for you once the first auditions are complete. I look forward to our next audience.” He said as he looked her over again. His eyes wandered down to hand that was cupping her sore and swollen pussy. He went to the solid wooden to door of his chambers and opened it.

“Guard!” He commanded in rough tone. “Send for a small block of ice wrapped in cloth, Lady Symphony is in need of it.”
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“OH MY GOD!!!!!!!” Kat screamed when she opened the box her husband, Norman, gave her.  Tickets to a concert for her birthday present.  Not just any tickets, but front row tickets with VIP access and backstage passes.  Norman had gone all out to make her happy.

“You are the best husband ever!” She jumped in his lap and threw her arms around his neck.  She pulled him into a deep kiss.

“You are worth it.” He laughed and kissed her again.

Metal-lick-a had always been one of Kat’s favorite bands.  She had a major crush on the lead singer, Allen Hatefield.  Since she was a young teenager first discovering why boys were so awesome, he was on her list of sexiest men alive.  There was something about his voice that just gave her chills in a good way.  It had been roughly twenty-five years since she first discovered how attractive he was and her lust for him had not died at all.  If anything, it had just grown over the years.

“Thank you so much!” She said then kissed him again. She could feel him starting to grow hard against her from their making out.  She was so damn excited, she thought she would reward him.

With a huge smirk on her face, she slid back off his lap and on her knees in front of him.  She started unbuckling his belt then undoing his pants without a word.  He lifted his hips up off the couch so she could slide his pants and boxers down around his ankles.

“And this is why you are worth it.” Norman said with a laugh as she gripped his hard cock by the base and begin to lick up and down his shaft.  After several times, she looked up at him then began to lick the head, circling it with her tongue, while stroking up and down the shaft.

Her grip became firmer and her strokes faster as she took his head in her mouth and began to suck it. Norman sat back and enjoyed the view of seeing her on her knees, her mouth worshipping his rock-hard dick.  She was taking more and more of his length into her mouth slowly but he was growing impatient so he reached up and grabbed the back of her head and pushed her head down until the head of his cock hit the back of her throat.  He released the pressure from her head and she got the wordless order and now was doing her best to deep throat him.

Norman was not huge but he was plenty large enough that she was having a hard time breathing while taking as much of his length as she could.  It was turning him on so much to hear her breathing stop as he felt his cock hit the back of her throat.  He reached up and grabbed her hair again and took control of her speed and depth.  She did her best to keep sucking as he fucked her mouth.  It wasn’t long before he was feeling the urge to cum and thinking about cumming down her throat just made the feeling more intense.  He picked up the speed a little as he felt himself getting so close. 

Kat was doing her best to deep throat him.  She had always had a really sensitive gag reflex but over the years had been getting better at it for Norman.  She loved hearing him moan in pleasure as she sucked his cock.

“Remember to swallow all of my cum, you naughty girl.” He said to her and that pushed him over the edge.  He tried to keep himself as deep in her mouth as possible, without gagging her, while he pumped his cum into her.  When he was done, he pulled out of her and sure enough, she swallowed it all. 

~~~~~~ ~~~~~~ ~~~~~~

The months leading up to the concert, Kat couldn’t stop talking about it.  She was too excited!  She even decided not to drink at the concert because she didn’t want to risk not remembering every single moment clearly.  She went all out with a new sexy outfit, getting her hair done, and spent forever getting her makeup perfect. 

Norman knew that she wasn’t really putting in the effort for him.  He also knew that he was going to get to reap the benefits as well so he didn’t mind.  He would have her looking her best on his arm all night and when they got home, he would be the one taking that outfit off her.  He thought there was no point in feeling jealous about her crush on Allen.  Nothing would ever come of it right?

~~~~~~ ~~~~~~ ~~~~~~

At the concert, Kat was like a teenage girl watching her favorite boy band.  Norman could help but notice she wasn’t the only 30-something or 40-something woman acting that way.  He found it adorable.  He was just glad to see her so happy.  Of course, he loved the band too and they both had an amazing time.

Backstage, Norman had a great idea to try to make this night even better for Kat.  When the band walked past the crowd, he thought of something he thought might help them stand out.

“Allen!  Sign my wife’s tits please!” Norman yelled out as he surprised her by pulling down the front of the low-cut tank top she had on, showing off her large tits in the sexy lacy bra she was wearing. 

Just like Norman was hoping, his odd request sure got attention.  Allen couldn’t resist turning his head and then laughing.  He made his way towards Kat and Norman. 

“That is a request I would be a fool to ignore.  What’s your name sexy?” Allen asked, taking the sharpie that Norman was holding out for him.

“Kat…” She replied, trying to sound as sexy as possible.

Despite taking the sharpie, Allen didn’t go straight for signing the autograph.  Instead he leaned in and whispered in her ear.

“Does your husband like to watch you with other men?” Allen asked her.

“I bet he would if it was you, not that I would give him any choice if I had the chance.” Kat replied with a giggle while running her fingers through the back of Allen’s hair.  The decades had turned it pretty grey but she loved it on him.  Grey hair just makes men look more mature not old.

“Perfect, you can come with me, sweet desire.  We will give him a good show then.” Allen said with a chuckle and wrapped a strong tattooed arm around her waist, pulling her into a deep kiss.  She melted into him, returning his kiss.  She kept playing with his hair with one hand while the other slid down his chest then around his waist.

Norman stood there in shock.  He wanted to protest, another man was kissing his wife.  But it wasn’t just any man, he couldn’t ruin this moment for her.  This was a once in a lifetime type chance for her.  He wouldn’t want her to complain if the tables were turned and it was some female musician he adored.  The small crowd cheered but some of the women looked quite green with envy too.

Allen then broke off their kiss to lift Kat by the waist up over the short railing that was keeping the fans back, setting her down in front of him.  He might be in his early 50’s now but he was aging like a fine wine and was still really muscular.

“You can come too.” He said with a laugh to Norman as he began to lead Kat with his arm around her waist. 

Norman climbed over the fence and tried to nonchalantly catch up, knowing that everyone was watching this all take place.  He followed behind, wondering just what he had gotten himself into.  He just thought that Allen would spend 30 seconds signing her tits and saying something charming and then move on.  This was not at all the reaction he was expecting. 

~~~~~~ ~~~~~~ ~~~~~~

Down a maze of corridors they went until they arrived at Allen’s dressing room.  Allen and Kat talked the whole way in whispers.  Norman just followed along, feeling like this night was getting out of control but he didn’t know what to do. He figured he would just play along, realizing there wasn’t much else for him to do.

Allen opened the door and led the both inside.  Norman closed the door behind them.

“You can just sit there and watch.” Kat said sternly and then giggled softly, pointing at a chair while Allen led her to the couch.  He hadn’t released his grip on her waist or even really acknowledged that Norman was still with them.

Allen sat on the couch and pulled Kat into his lap, blocking his view of Norman and started kissing her deeply again.  Norman couldn’t help but wonder how far this was going to go.  He wanted to object but he felt totally ashamed and wasn’t sure how to handle the situation.  I mean this was Allen Hatefield, but this was also his wife cheating right in front of him.  But was it really cheating if he didn’t protest?  He just didn’t know what to think…  He was regretting drinking so many beers now because he knew the booze wasn’t helping him think clearly.

It wasn’t long before Allen was lifting Kat’s tank top up over her head.  He playfully threw it at Norman.

“You can hold that.” He said with a laugh then went back to kissing Kat.

The chair Norman was sitting in was off to the side of the room so he could see enough to know that Allen was now fondling Kat’s tits.  It wasn’t long before she was softly moaning as her tongue danced with Allen’s.  Allen took the cue from her moans and reached around to undo her bra.  He unhooked it quickly but slid the straps down her arms slowly in almost a teasing manner.  Once it was off he again tossed it towards Norman but didn’t say anything this time.

Allen was too busy exploring the upper half of Kat’s now naked body with his hands.  He broke off their kiss and began kissing his way down Kat’s neck.  Norman wondered if Allen would figure out just how much she loved to be bitten on her neck.  He pondered pointing it out but decided not to help Allen out.  Norman couldn’t help but just sit back and watch while noticing that he was getting an erection from this, despite his mixed feelings about the whole situation.  Sure enough, while Norman was pondering his hard-on, Allen nipped at Kat’s neck which got a loud moan out of her.  

“You like a little pain mixed with your pleasure huh?” Allen asked and then bit her harder.

“Oh, fuck yes!” Kat cried out in response, her fingernails digging into Allen’s back and shoulder.

“Your wife is a hot one, isn’t she?” Allen asked Norman.

“She sure is…” Norman answered truthfully but quietly.  Kat has always had a high sex drive which Norman never complained about.  Sex with her was never boring.  He considered himself lucky in that regard.

Kat laughed which then turned into another loud moan as Allen moved a hand up into her hair and gripped it tight.  She arched her back as her head fell back with his grasp.  This pressed her breast into his other hand more firmly.  He continued his assault on her neck and also began to pinch and roll her nipple between his fingers. 

Kat sure wasn’t laughing now.  Her breathing was becoming rapid between moans.  She slid a hand down from Allen’s shoulder, across his chest and abs, making her way to his growing hard on.  She began to stroke him through his jeans as he worked his mouth down to her free nipple.  Norman realized as worked up as Kat was now, this wasn’t going to end anytime soon.  She was really going to fuck Allen right in front of him.  And Norman, well his dick was now rock hard, and he still couldn’t say a word to protest.

Kat began to unbuckle Allen’s belt then worked on unbuttoning and unzipping Allen’s pants. 

“Don’t go looking for snakes, you might find them.” Allen whispered with a chuckle before lowering his mouth to her nipple again.

“I was hoping I would!” She laughed.

When she got it done she reached into his boxers and began to stroke him the best she could with his clothes in the way.  Allen released his grip from her hair and nipple long enough to slide his pants and boxers down so his hard cock was free for her attention. 

“Wow Allen, this is even bigger than I’ve dreamed!” Kat exclaimed, looking down while beginning to stroke him in earnest now that his clothes were out of the way. 

“Mmmmm.  You dream about me often, don’t you?” Allen asked while watching her stroke him.

“I dream about you almost every night.  But the real you, is even better than anything my mind has dreamt up.” She told him honestly.

“Let’s see if we can’t keep that up and make you cum hard for me.” Allen said with a devious grin on his face.  He raised an eyebrow and cocked his head slightly with a soft chuckle.  He then grabbed Kat by the hair with a firm grip and pulled her into a deep kiss.   Allen’s other hand found its way up Kat’s thigh and slid her skirt up a little bit.  He began to rub her clit through silk of her panties in a circular motion. He began to moan softly in his mouth as they kissed their tongues exploring each other.             

“Oh fuck.” Norman muttered under his breath. He absolutely loved when she moaned in his mouth like that. Norman began stroking himself through his pants. He didn’t even realize he had started doing it. He just couldn’t help himself watching her so turned on.

Allen was working her clit in a circular motion firmly through her panties.  She began to rock her hips back and forth a little bit, trying to increase the pressure of Allen’s fingers. Allen broke off their kiss and looked down at her crotch smile.

“These panties aren’t sentimental, are they?” Allen asked her.

“No, they are not, they are actually brand-new, I bought them just for tonight.” She said with a giggle.

“Perfect.” Allen said with another smirk and raised his eyebrow. He released his grip on her hair and reached down, ripping the panties off her with a quick forceful tug.  She squealed in delight.  Norman was shocked, he was never this aggressive with her and she seemed to be loving it.  Watching her with Allen was like seeing a different woman and he couldn’t help but like what he was seeing.

Allen tossed the torn panties at Norman and then brought his hand back between Kat’s legs again.  Without the thin material in the way, her moans were even louder in response to him rubbing her clit.  She was grinding her hips into his hand, trying to increase the pressure.  She still hadn’t released her grip on Allen’s hard cock, pumping it quickly now.  Allen slid his finger down and thrust it inside her.  He rubbed her clit with this thumb now while pumping his finger in and out of her wet pussy.

“Fuck I’m gonna cum…” Kat cried out between moans.  Allen pulled her by the hair into a deep kiss again while he slid a second finger inside of her.  Norman couldn’t see the actual penetration from this angle but from what he could see, it was clear to him that Allen was fucking her with his hand. 

“Oh god yes!” Kat exclaimed as she threw her head back and began to cum hard.  She whole body shook from the intensity of her orgasm and her moans turned into screams of pleasure.

“Cum for me baby.” Allen commanded and kept up his pace until her orgasm finally subsided.  By the time her orgasm subsided, she was panting hard.  Allen pulled her into a deep kiss then whispered in her ear.

“My turn.  Get on your knees and give me that which I desire.” He commanded with a stern tone despite the whisper.  His actions mirrored his words as he gripped her hair with one hand and pulled firmly, leading her as she obeyed.

“Yes Master.” She said with a big smile and a slight giggle.

“Good girl.” Allen said with a laugh as he continued to guide her face towards his awaiting hard cock.

Norman gasped loud enough for everyone to hear but no one reacted to it.  Seven years and she had never called him Master.  He felt as though it wasn’t his Kat he was watching, but her slutty twin sister or something.  He was shocked but he was also very turned on.  He could feel the precum dripping down the head of his rock-hard cock from watching her act this way.  He would have to find a way to get her to act this way too!

Kat looked up at Allen with a huge smile as she gripped his cock around the base and began to lick the underneath up and down like a lollipop.  Allen’s grip in her hair tightened as he let out a slight growl, his gorgeous blue eyes focused on her servicing his cock.

“Fuck yeah.” Allen said with a slight gasp as Kat took the head of his cock in her mouth and began to bob her head up and down.  She took a little more of his hard length with each descent of her head.  It didn’t take long before she was taking him deep enough to hit the back of her throat with each decent of her head.  Kat couldn’t help but moan each time.  She gazed up at him, loving the look of pleasure on his face.

Kat shifted both her hands to his hips and began to speed up her bobbing.  She nursed his cock at a steady pace and moaned softly as she felt him tense up from the pleasure of her servicing.  She sunk her head back onto his cock again, attempting to deepthroat his entire length, but the crown of his dick pressed up against the back of her mouth. She pushed her face tighter against Allen and as his cock reached her throat, Kat breathed through her nose and relaxed her throat. She moved her hands back around his hips and pressed them against his ass, pushing his cock further into her mouth and past the opening of her throat. She swallowed his tip, pulling him all the way into her throat until her lips were finally tight around the base of his cock. She rested her face there for a moment before she looked up at him and smiled.  She licked at his balls for a moment before raising up until just the head of his dick was in her mouth.  She sucked hard and caught her breath for a moment before sliding back down, once again taking his entire length into her mouth and throat.

She continued this pattern, her moaning growing louder every time she got a groan or growl out of Allen.  Norman couldn’t believe how much she was enjoying this.  She sometimes moaned a little while sucking his dick but never like this.  Allen tightened his grip in her hair and held her in place while she felt him tense up.  He shot ribbon after ribbon of hot cum down her throat, so deep inside her throat, she couldn’t even taste his cum.  Her moans intensified as streams of tears began to streak down her face.  Norman couldn’t help but notice her hips and legs were shaking.  He recognized that movement in her body, she was cumming with Allen!  He wasn’t even touching her, except the grip in her hair that was holding her in place.

When he was almost finished he loosened his grip on her hair, allowing her to come back up enough that she could finally breath through her nose again.  The last burst of his cum filled her mouth and she moaned in response.  She sucked him hard and bobbed fast, trying to milk every drop of cum from him she could.  When she felt his body relaxed, she looked up at him.  Her face was streaked with tears and she was still gasping for breath as she gripped the base of his cock and stroked it gently while removing her mouth.  She smiled widely and swallowed his cum.

Allen immediately pulled her up into a kiss while she continued to stroke him.  Kat couldn’t help but be impressed by how hard he was staying.  He pulled her to her feet and yanked her skirt down, she stepped out of it and used her leg to toss it back towards Norman.  Allen laughed as he pulled her into his lap with her straddling his legs.  She positioned her opening above his stiff cock and reached between her legs to hold him straight. Kat accurately guided his still hard cock into her awaiting pussy as she lowered her hips onto him. Allen placed his hands on her sides, just above her hips, assisting her as she pushed herself down onto him. The pair gasped and moaned as he slid into her, his cock filling Kat’s tight pussy.

She began rocking her hips as she shifted her hands to his shoulders to balance herself but Allen quickly took control.  Using his grip on her to lift her a bit, he began to thrust into her hard and fast.  She leaned into him, allowing him to set the pace, and began kissing him deeply.  Norman couldn’t help but reach into his pants and stroke his hard dick.  He knew he shouldn’t be this turned on watching another man fuck his wife but he couldn’t help himself.  As hard as Allen was fucking her, it didn’t take long before she threw her head back, her moans becoming almost a scream.

“Fuck I’m gonna cum again Allen!” She screamed as she bounced on his dick, matching his pace.  She screamed in pleasure as her hips began to shake again, her orgasm hitting her so hard that she couldn’t continue to bounce on Allen.  He kept the pace up for her though, growling from the pleasure of watching her cum all over his dick.  When her orgasm subsided, he lifted her up to standing and then moved over.  He pulled her down to the couch next to him then guided her roughly to get on her hands and knees.  He turned and positioned himself behind her, gripping a hip with one hand and guiding his cock back into her with the other.

He thrust into her hard, burying his cock to the hilt.  He grabbed her other hip and began pounding her fast.  She quickly tried to match his pace, rocking back to meet his every thrust.  Each thrust was filling her completely at this angle, the tip of his dick hitting her center just hard enough to barely hurt.  She felt completely filled by his large cock and loved every second of it.  After a couple of minutes, she could feel another orgasm building inside her.  She dropped to her elbows, burying her face in the couch and changing the angle of her hips so he could get just a tiny bit deeper.  The couch muffled her screams of pleasure as she began to cum again.  Her body shook so hard Allen had to tighten his grip on her hips to keep up his pace. 

“That’s right, cum all over my dick.” Allen’s voice was so deep it sounded like a command and a growl at the same time.  She began to shake her head back and forth, the intensity of the orgasm and his words bring her to a new high.  Allen reached out and grabbed her by the hair pounding her with everything he had as he began to cum as well.  Pumping her tight pussy full of his seed while she was still spasming around him, her pussy helping to milk him dry.

As both of their orgasms subsided, Allen pulled out of her and collapsed back on the couch, pulling her with him.  She adjusted herself into Allen’s lap and began to kiss him again.  Norman couldn’t help but think about the fact that his wife’s pussy was filled with Allen’s cum.  He felt ashamed yet felt an overwhelming desire to fuck her.  Like he didn’t think he would be able to wait until the made it all the way home, he wanted her so bad.  The conflicting feelings were really confused but his dick being so damn hard made it clear what was winning out in the conflict!

Allen broke off their kiss and Kat laid her head on his shoulder, still trying to fully catch her breath.  He looked over at Norman and laughed.

“Sweetie, I think you need to let your husband take you home and fuck you as hard as I just did.” Allen said looking down at her.

Kat blushed, she had almost forgotten that Norman was still in the room after that hard fucking.  She glanced over at him and smiled when she saw the bulge in his pants.

“That is a good idea…” She said with a laugh as she turned back to Allen.

“We should do this again next time I’m in town.” He replied then kissed her again.

“I would absolutely love that and I think Norman would too.” She laughed and kissed Allen again.
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Greg adjusted the tiny camera behind the plant. He looked over at Jacquelyn, sitting on the edge of the bed. “See, the camera has a view of the whole room. I’ll be able to see everything.”

Jacquelyn sat nervously on the edge of the bed, looking very uncertain.

Greg kissed his wife. “Honey, come on, we’ve talked about this. We both want it. It’s sex, not love. It won’t affect our marriage, I promise.”

Somewhat reluctantly, Jacquelyn stood up. “Are you sure?”

Greg kissed her again. He was beaming, and sounded upbeat. “I’m sure. You’re going to love this. You know I definitely will.”

Greg was pressuring her to go further in their little game of sharing her with other men. So far, she hadn’t let any guy fuck her yet. Just making out and fondling. The last time was the farthest she had ever gone, letting the guy touch her between the legs. But Greg seemed to want her to do more. She was putting on her bra when Greg said, “Why don’t you go braless tonight?”

“What?”

“You heard me,” Greg said grinning. “It’ll be fun.”

“Fun for you, maybe,” Jacquelyn said skeptically.

Greg came up to his wife and kissed her neck. He was still grinning mischievously. “Oh, come on. It’ll be exciting. Most girls go braless when they’re out clubbing.”

“Most girls?” Jacquelyn asked skeptically. “How would you know?”

Greg’s grin widened. “It says it right here,” he said as he held up the current issue of some woman’s gossip magazine.

Jacquelyn scowled. She pulled the magazine from her husband and threw it at him. “I’m not going braless.”

“Oh, come on! Look, you can wear this blouse.” Greg pulled a blouse from the suitcase. It wasn’t as revealing as the one she had picked out to wear. “No one will be able to tell you don’t have a bra on.”

“No one except the guy trying to pick me up,” she said defiantly.

Greg smiled again. “Well, that’s the whole point, isn’t it?” Greg reached under his wife’s mini skirt. “See, you like this idea. You’re getting wet.”

In the end, Jacquelyn relented and agreed to not wear a bra. She couldn’t believe she had agreed. She hadn’t gone out without a bra in so long that she couldn’t even remember the last time. Jacquelyn went downstairs to the lobby bar. It had the reputation of a major meat market, and Greg knew his sexy wife would have no trouble picking up a stud to fuck her. Jacquelyn was a blonde beauty, slim and petite, with long shapely legs, especially with the high stiletto heels she always wore. Even at 33, Jacquelyn still looked so youthful that she was almost always carded when buying drinks.

Greg waited for a short while before he decided to go down to the bar himself. When he got there, the place was packed and there was no sign of Jacquelyn. He went to the bar and got himself a beer and took a seat in the corner. Greg took a drink of his beer and scanned the crowded bar, his gaze going from person to person until he saw a blonde sitting across the room. There were too many people between them to get a good look, but he thought he recognized her as his wife. He pushed his way through the crowd, only stopping when he was about 10 feet away. Her back was to him, so he couldn’t see her face. She was wearing the same top that he had picked out for her, it had to be her.

Jacquelyn seemed to be paying most of her attention to a tall guy. He was ruggedly handsome with a dark complexion. He looked Italian. He was fairly broad shouldered, with thickly muscled arms. Greg chuckled to himself. His wife was so predictable, going after the tall dark and handsome types.

The Italian placed his hand on her back, and she seemed to tense. It was pretty clear that the Jacquelyn wasn’t entirely comfortable with the Italian’s forwardness. Still, she didn’t push him away, and the Italian inched his hand downward. Greg watched as the Italian’s hand slowly moved down his wife’s back. She seemed to stiffen when his hand moved from her blouse to her skirt, but still, she didn’t pull away. The Italian’s fingers slowly caressed the curve of her ass. Jacquelyn took a half step back. This didn’t move the Italian’s hand from her ass, but it at least caused him to stop his fondling of her body. Before he could start groping her again, Jacquelyn motioned at a just vacated bar stool. Almost reluctantly, the Italian pulled his hands away and grabbed the stool. Jacquelyn sat on the stool. As she did her skirt rode high up her thigh. “God my wife has great legs,” Greg thought.

She glanced in his direction, and their eyes locked, and Greg saw recognition, but he saw something else in his wife’s eyes. Was that anxiousness? Jacquelyn’s lips parted, as though she was about to say something to him. But before she could, Greg took a few steps back. Jacquelyn seemed to scan the crowd, but Greg disappeared behind a group of business men. Greg pushed his way to the other side of the bar. He began to move closer to Jacquelyn and the Italian than before, but still hidden in the crowd.

Greg could see his wife’s face. Jacquelyn was still flirting with the Italian, but she looked somewhat uncomfortable. Greg’s heart lurched when he saw the Italian place his hand on her knee. Jacquelyn’s face flushed, but she didn’t push him away. The Italian took her inaction as permission to explore further, edging his hand higher up her leg. He was getting perilously close to the edge of her skirt. She forced a smile and moved her hands over his, stopping his movement. But still she didn’t push him away. The Italian continued to smile. He leaned closer and whispered something in her ear. As he did, he wrapped his other arm around her waist. Greg couldn’t see, but he assumed the Italian’s hand was again caressing his wife’s ass.

The tall man’s face was so close to Jacquelyn’s that their cheeks were almost touching. Maybe they were touching. The man adjusted and suddenly his lips had moved from her ear to her neck. He was kissing his wife’s neck! Jacquelyn’s breathing became labored, and Greg wasn’t surprised. Her neck was one of her most sensitive erogenous zones. This guy really knew how to seduce women! Greg had no sooner thought this that the Italian’s hand began again to edge up her leg. The Italian was trying to get under her skirt! Greg looked around. The Italian’s seduction of his wife had caught the attention of a bunch of guys. Maybe they were the Italian’s friends? They were all smiling and whispering to each other, probably marveling at how easy Jacquelyn appeared to be. Jacquelyn was still flirting with the Italian, although it appeared forced. She wasn’t explicitly acknowledging the Italian’s hands on her body. But her face was flushed and her breathing labored.

Greg moved in a little closer to get within earshot, wanting to eavesdrop on what they were saying and hopefully get a better view. But just as he got close enough, a slow song began. The Italian stopped groping Jacquelyn and held out his hand. “This is my favorite song. Would you like to dance?”

Jacquelyn smile nervously and nodded. She gulped the rest of her drink, and slid off the stool.

“Sure Curt.” She said hesitantly.

Curt led her to the crowded dance floor, and then wrapped her arms around her. They slowly danced to the music. Jacquelyn was beginning to relax, the strong drinks calming her nerves. She was actually beginning to enjoy herself. Curt’s muscular arms around her felt good.

One slow song followed another, and Jacquelyn felt Curt begin to caress her back. His fingers seemed to linger over the area where her bra strap would normally be.

“He can feel I’m not wearing a bra,” she thought. Jacquelyn almost shuddered at how naughty she was acting, braless and alone in a bar full of horny guys. In a silent confirmation of her thoughts, Curt pulled her tighter, pushing his crotch against her tummy. Jacquelyn almost jumped when he did this, but Curt continued to hold her. He was hard, and he felt big. Despite herself, Jacquelyn was getting turned on. The drinks were also making her a bit lightheaded. Curt led her across the dance floor, the pair swaying to the music, Curt’s hard-on pressing into her.

Finally, the music changed to a fast song, and Jacquelyn seemed to awaken from a daze. She was a bit disoriented. Somehow Curt had maneuvered her into a dark corner of the bar. She could hear voices all around them, but she couldn’t see anyone.

“Thanks for the dance, but I should be going.” She said.

“Come on baby, stay awhile,” Curt said. He leaned over and covered Jacquelyn’s lips with his. He swiftly worked his tongue into Jacquelyn’s mouth. Jacquelyn tried to push away, but Curt held her tightly. Jacquelyn didn’t want to make a scene and she knew Greg was probably watching. So, she relaxed and allowed Curt to kiss her. Soon Jacquelyn was returning Curt’s kisses, tentatively caressing his tongue with hers. Soon she was extending her tongue into Curt’s mouth, exploring him back.

Their passionate kissing seemed to drive Curt wild. He abruptly pushed Jacquelyn against the wall. With his tongue still deep in her throat, he took her arms and raised them above her head. With her passion building Jacquelyn didn’t resist. Curt held her hands with one of his hands. Then, before Jacquelyn could react, Curt lowered his other hand and began fondling her breasts.

Jacquelyn’s body tensed with Curt’s hand on her breasts. No one but her husband had touched here so intimately for over ten years. She tried to pull away, but Curt held her firmly. “Come on, baby, you know you like this,” he said before kissing her again. Jacquelyn thought fleetingly of her husband Greg. Jacquelyn allowed her body to relax, knowing that being kissed and fondled this way was probably exciting her husband.

Curt released Jacquelyn’s hands when he felt her relax. He continued to fondle her tits with one hand. With his other he brought Jacquelyn’s hand to his crotch. “Feel what you’ve done to me baby.” With a start Jacquelyn felt Curt’s hard-on, but she didn’t try to pull away. Her inhibitions were melting away. Curt had gotten her so hot, and she felt so naughty. “Greg would want me to rub Curt,” she said silently to herself.

Jacquelyn rubbed Curt’s cock, outlined in his jeans. He was hard, and big, and as she rubbed him he got even bigger. “Uh, yeah baby, that feels good,” he grunted.

Jacquelyn was so fascinated by Curt’s cock that she didn’t notice him unbuttoning her blouse. Suddenly, Curt’s calloused hands were on her bare skin. She tried pulling away as Curt cupped her braless tits, but he was too strong. “Oh god,” she moaned as he rubbed her hard nipples between his fingers. Seeing how sensitive Jacquelyn’s nipples were, Curt lowered his head and began sucking them. “Mmmm!” she groaned as waves of pleasure erupted inside her tight body.

He smiled and ran his finger along Jacquelyn’s cheek, down her neck, and then along the neckline of her blouse. Jacquelyn shuddered as electric sparks coursed through her body. “Let’s get a hotel room,” he said.

“No need, I already have a room upstairs.” She responded.

Greg watched Jacquelyn and Curt break their embrace in the corner of the bar. She nodded at him and the pair began to walk to the elevator bank. Greg was quick to react, getting to the elevator first and making it to the hotel room before them. He went into the adjoining room, and locked the door. He quickly double checked his TV and video equipment. He’d be able to see and record everything.

He sat in the chair and opened a beer. Now all he had to do was wait. Second thoughts flashed through his mind. He was lucky to have a wife as beautiful as Jacquelyn. Most guys would think he was crazy to let other men near her, much less touch her and fuck her! He couldn’t help himself. This was his burning desire, to watch another man fuck his wife.

But the second thoughts continued. Jacquelyn had never been with another man. She had been a virgin when they married. His was the only cock to ever be inside her. How many husbands could say that? After tonight, that wouldn’t be true anymore.

While the thought made him jealous, it also turned him on. He got so hot by the image of Jacquelyn being groped, fondled, and soiled by another man! His cock was so hard it began to hurt.

Greg was brought out of his reverie as Jacquelyn’s door opened. He quickly hit the record button. Jacquelyn stepped into the room, and then was quickly followed by her Italian date.

His wife looked a little nervous, but also a little disheveled and flushed. Greg knew they been had sucking face and groping each other down in the bar, but by the looks of it maybe they had been making out in the elevator too. Greg’s thoughts were quickly brushed away as Curt took Jacquelyn in his arms and put his mouth over hers. Jacquelyn seemed to tense up at first, and then she relaxed. Jacquelyn’s cheeks bulge as Curt pushed his tongue down her throat. Greg’s heart pounded as he watched his wife make out with this stranger and he unzipped his pants and pulled out his hard dick.

Curt’s hands freely explored Jacquelyn’s body. He reached behind her and unzipped her mini skirt, letting it fall to the floor. Greg stroked himself as Curt cupped and fondled Jacquelyn’s tits. Curt reached behind Jacquelyn and pulled her blouse over her head. Jacquelyn let the lacy material fall off her body, and Curt’s hands returned to her tits. Greg felt almost lightheaded as he watched this stranger fondle his wife’s naked breasts.

Jacquelyn moaned as Curt expertly rubbed her hard nipples between his fingers. Curt seemed to sense that this sexy blonde wife was his for the taking, and abruptly pushed Jacquelyn down to her knees. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. Greg couldn’t believe his eyes, it was fucking huge! Curt’s size surprised Jacquelyn too, and her eyes grew wide. Curt saw the look on Jacquelyn’s face, and grinned. “Bigger than you’re used to baby?” he taunted. Jacquelyn nodded slightly, and Curt rubbed his cock on her face, the pre-cum making her cheeks glisten.

“Is this the first time you’ve cheated?” Curt asked, continuing to rub his cock across Jacquelyn’s cheeks and lips.

“Yeah,” Jacquelyn said.

Curt’s cock pulsed with excitement. He loved fucking other men’s wives, especially first-time cheaters. He pushed his cock between Jacquelyn’s lips.

“Suck it baby.” He demanded

Jacquelyn almost gagged as Curt pushed his thick cock into her mouth. She recovered after a few moments and licked around his shaft. “Yeah, that’s it, fucking suck it.”

It felt strange having another man’s cock in her mouth. She had only given Greg head, and Curt’s cock was much different. So much bigger, and lined with thick veins that seemed to pulse as she licked them. She wrapped her hands around Curt’s shaft and slowly stroked him, while still sucking on the big cock head.

Curt’s hands were behind Jacquelyn’s head, clutching her soft blonde hair. Shit she turned him on! He watched as her pretty face bobbed on his cock. Her hands were moist from pre-cum and saliva as she stroked him. He noticed her wedding and engagement rings. They glistened from his pre-cum, and the sight made him raunchy. He pulled his cock from Jacquelyn’s mouth and rubbed it across her face.

“Do you like it, bitch? Is this what you want?”

Jacquelyn was so aroused, she couldn’t help herself. “Oh god, yes.” She said taking his cock deep into her mouth. Her mouth filled with saliva, making quiet slurping sounds and she sucked his length. He rubbed the top of her head and stroked her hair as she moved her hands to his thighs and began to bounce her head faster. She continued to nurse Curt's cock at a steady pace moaning all the while. As Greg watched her, he noticed the front of her panties were sopping wet. Her hips were beginning to shake again, telling him that she was going to cum just from sucking this stranger's cock.

Her hand raised to his balls and she began caress them with her fingers. She was humming constantly while his hard cock filled her mouth. She continued to service him, swirling her tongue around the head of his cock, tasting his oozing pre-cum. Greg watched as his wife plunged her head deep into Curt’s cock. His tip pressed up against her throat and kept sliding down even further. Tears began to form in her eyes as her hands cupped his ass cheeks, thrusting his hips into her face. Curt’s cock swelled in her throat and she began to cum at the same time as him, their thighs and hips beginning to tremble.

She sucked him furiously as his balls swelled and his cock tensed up. Greg watched as Jacquelyn’s amazing eyes shot open wide as Curt sent a massive hot jet of cum into her mouth. He pumped spurt after spurt into her throat as she continued to press her face forward. Her hips and body quaked as her own orgasm ran through her, leaving the front of her panties soaked. He kept shooting hot pulses of semen into her pretty mouth, filling her throat full of his seed.

Greg was in awe. Jacquelyn rarely sucked his cock, and when she did, she’d never swallow. Greg felt the jealousy creep into his thoughts. They both came down from their peak as Greg watched on. Jacquelyn's hand went to her lips and she used her index finger to find a dribble of cum on her lips and pressed it against her tongue to join the rest of his load. Then she slowly raised her head as she slowly swallowed, smiling brightly as his cum slid down her throat.

Curt sneered. “You suck it like a pro! Why’re you cheating? Not getting enough from your husband, is that it?”

“No,” Jacquelyn almost whispered, seemingly mesmerized by Curt’s huge cock. “He doesn’t have enough to give me.”

In the next room, Greg furiously stroked himself. He was trying to hold off, but the scene was too fucking hot. If watching her swallow another man wasn’t enough, hearing her say, “He doesn’t have enough to give me,” pushed him over the edge, and his sperm shot high into the air.

Back in the other room, Curt easily lifted Jacquelyn from the floor, and tossed her on the bed. Cumming in her mouth was amazing, but Curt wanted something else. He quickly undressed, revealing a highly muscular body.

Curt pulled off Jacquelyn’s flimsy panties, and positioned himself between her long legs. “Wait,” Jacquelyn said. “You said you’d wear a condom!”

Curt grinned. “I always keep my promises.” He reached into his pants and pulled out a condom, and handed it over to Jacquelyn. Jacquelyn opened the package with her teeth, and unrolled the condom on Curt’s thick shaft. It took a few tries because he was so thick. When she was done the condom only covered the top half of his penis, but she judged that was good enough.

Curt laid Jacquelyn back down and kissed her. Then he moved down to her tits and sucked on her erect nipples. Jacquelyn moaned as pleasure shot from her nipples to her clit. Then Curt moved between her legs and licked her pussy. Jacquelyn shivered and bucked as he teased her clit, and soon her hands clutched the sheets as her tight body writhed under his tongue.

Knowing that Jacquelyn couldn’t see, Curt reached down and quickly freed his cock from the condom. Nothing was going to keep him from fucking this hot bitch bareback. The thought of blowing his load in this pretty wife’s unprotected womb made his cock throb.

On the TV screen, Greg clearly saw Curt take off the condom. Fuck, he’s going to cum inside her, and she’s not on the pill! But Greg couldn’t move, he was mesmerized by the scene in front of him.

Curt held Jacquelyn’s legs against his chest, so she couldn’t see his raw cock. He positioned his hard cock with his hand and pushed inside her.

Jacquelyn grimaced as she felt the intrusion. “Ughh, god!” she cried between gritted teeth. It hurt! Curt ignored her cries. He dug his feet into the mattress and pushed hard, pushing more of his thick shaft inside her soaking pussy.

“Stop!” Jacquelyn cried. “It hurts!”

But Jacquelyn’s protests just made Curt more excited. He loved to hear them beg for him to stop, they all did at first. But he knew that soon she’d be begging him to pound her.

Curt covered Jacquelyn’s mouth with his, and pushed his tongue down her throat. He opened her stocking-clad legs wide, and impaled more of himself inside her. He grabbed Jacquelyn’s blonde hair and pulled her head back, and sucked on her neck. Then he moved to Jacquelyn’s ear. “Half way in now.”

Jacquelyn shivered from Curt’s hot breath in her ear. But only half way in? “It hurts! I can’t take it all!”

“You’re getting it all bitch!” he growled, and pushed another two inches into her. He roughly fondled Jacquelyn’s breasts, pulling and twisting her sensitive nipples. Jacquelyn’s cries were muted with Curt’s mouth over hers. She braced herself as she felt Curt tense, and then he thrust more of his cock inside her. Tears were flowing down her cheeks. Oh god, where was Gregory, didn’t he see Curt was hurting her?

But there was no way Greg was going to stop Curt. He could see everything on the TV. Curt between Jacquelyn’s long, stocking-clad legs, working his thick cock into her pussy. God, he had cum when Curt first penetrated her. Finally, his fantasy had come true, he was watching another man fuck his wife! Jacquelyn’s cries were like music to his ears. He was already hard again, and each time she cried out he seemed to get even harder. “Fuck her,” Gregory hissed. “Fuck her!”

Curt concentrated to avoid cumming. Shit this bitch was tight! And she was so fucking hot! Her tits were small but perfectly shaped, her stomach flat, her ass tight and her long legs fucking amazing! And even beaded with perspiration, her face was gorgeous! Shit she was hot!

Curt dug his feet again into the bed, and pushed hard into Jacquelyn again. Jacquelyn squealed as more of Curt entered her. “I’m all the way in now, bitch!” he sneered triumphantly. “All twelve inches!”

Jacquelyn’s chest heaved under Curt. God, it felt like he was splitting her in two! But after a few moments the pain started to subside. She had never felt so full in her life. It actually felt good.

Curt started rocking back and forth, a few inches of his thick shaft slowly moving back and forth in her pussy. Jacquelyn clutched his muscular arms as his pace quickened. Curt’s thrusts got longer and more forceful. Jacquelyn began moaning. It felt good! He was hitting spots she didn’t even know existed, and his cock was so thick that the friction against her clit was amazing. Her orgasm was building. She wrapped her long legs around Curt’s waist, and dug her heels into his ass, urging him to pound her harder and deeper. “Oh goddddd,” she wailed as Curt’s huge cock sent her over the edge and she began to cum. Jacquelyn’s nails dug into Curt’s back as pleasure filled her, her toes curling in her high heels.

Greg came again as he watched his wife orgasm under Curt. After his orgasm, doubts started creeping into his head. Seeing Jacquelyn getting so thoroughly fucked by another man was making him jealous. That Jacquelyn was so clearly enjoying it made him even more jealous. But, still, the scene in front of him was so hot, he started getting hard again.

Curt held Jacquelyn’s legs wide apart as he continued to pound her. Jacquelyn’s orgasm had been incredibly intense, and it felt like another was building. Her moans were almost continuous as, with each thrust, Curt seemed to stimulate both her clit and g-spot, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her writhing body.

Jacquelyn was almost breathless as she glanced between her legs. She marveled at how big he was, the huge thickly veined shaft glistening with their combined juices as he moved in and out of her. Then she realized he wasn’t wearing a condom. “Curt, wait,” she said startled, pushing against his chest. “The condom.”

Curt continued to fuck her. “It must have fallen off,” he lied. “Don’t worry, I’ll pull out.”

“No!” Jacquelyn said, panic building inside her. She wasn’t on the pill. She pushed against Curt, but he grabbed her hands and held them above her head. He was almost there. He pulled Jacquelyn’s legs over his shoulders, making her completely at his mercy. He wanted to get deep inside her when he came.

Curt’s thrusts became almost frantic as he neared his orgasm. The thought of getting this pretty blonde wife pregnant made his dick throb. The feel of the bitch’s silky stockings against his chest made him even hotter, and finally his orgasm came. Curt lurched into her repeatedly, each time ejaculating thick streams of his sperm deep inside Jacquelyn’s unprotected womb.

Jacquelyn’s hands clutched the sheets. Despite herself, she was on the brink of another orgasm. “Fuck me, fuck me!” she cried. Curt released her hands and she pulled him to her, opening her mouth to his. The feel of Curt’s cum shooting inside her send her over the edge, and her body shuddered almost violently as she came. Curt kept his cock deep inside Jacquelyn long after his orgasm, purposely trapping his seed inside her.

Greg watched as Curt turned Jacquelyn over onto her front. She kept her face buried in a pillow and lift her ass toward Curt, begging for his cock. She had lost all reservations and now needed his big cock with every ounce of her being.

“OH FUCK YES! FUCK ME FROM BEHIND!” She shouted.

Curt loomed behind her, tapping his cock upwards against his clit briefly before sinking his cock back into the swollen pussy.             

“AHH! Ohh." She panted, erupting into yet another orgasm. “CUMMINNNNNNNG AGAINNN!”

She’s cumming again? Greg thought, she just fucking had one!

Curt continued fucking her with his hard cock as she came, filling her with his girth while her body shook. He excitedly pounded her tiny pussy below with savage abandon as his balls slapped her clit.

“I LOVE YOUR BIG COCK! I DESERVE THIS! FUCK! MY! PUSSSSSSY!” Jacquelyn yelled so loud that the neighboring rooms could definitely hear her.

He continued to drive hard and harder, slamming her body on his rod. He grunted loudly as he fucked her. Jacquelyn’s pussy clenched tightly around his cock as it impaled her over and over again. She turned to the plant that the camera was hidden in, giving Greg a view of her face. She eyes were filled with frenzy from the savage fucking she was receiving. Greg couldn’t resist watching Curt fuck his wife’s brains out. She shivered uncontrollably beneath him, her tits were pressed against the bed sheets with her mouth wide open. Her trembling knees were pressed together as her calves and feet angled out. On the bed below that was a puddle of her cum and juices that were flowing out from her gushing pushy. Gregory had never seen her so wet in his life. Where were all these juices coming from?

Curt’s balls clenched up and his cock swelled inside Jacquelyn. A massive rush unlike no other he ever had rocked his body as he began to gush cum from his cock. The first shot blasted out his dick splattering into her pussy.

“UGH! I LOVE YOUR CUM!” Jacquelyn cried as her body began shaking in orgasm yet again.

Greg was in complete shock as the words escaped her mouth. His wife had turned from modest wife to complete whore all because she was taking a massive cock.

As the pair came down from their peaks, Curt collapsed onto Jacquelyn’s back. Their breaths were ragged, their bodies exhausted. Finally, he pulled out and got dressed. He looked at the freshly fucked beauty and couldn’t help smiling. He loved fucking other men’s wives.

As Curt left, Jacquelyn rolled over and started sobbing.

As Jacquelyn cried into the pillow, the realization and guilt of what had just happened were overwhelming. Greg opened the connecting door and approached the bed. Jacquelyn’s back was to him as she hugged and cried into the pillow. Between her legs he saw a copious amount of Curt’s and his wife’s milky cum. Greg’s eyes ran down his wife’s slim legs. Her stockings were laddered, and the lacy stocking tops were wet from the cum leaking from her pussy. She still wore the ankle strap high heels.

Greg was hard again. He got on the bed and softly rolled Jacquelyn onto her back. “I’m so sorry,” she sobbed. “I tried to get him to pull out the first time.”

“It’s alright,” Greg soothed as he gently kissed the tears from her cheeks and she calmed down. Her breasts were bruised from Curt’s rough groping, and the sight made his dick twitch with excitement. Greg positioned himself between his wife’s legs, and then pushed into her. God, she was loose! Usually she fit him like a glove, but now he could barely feel her pussy walls. Instead of being upset, her looseness turned him on even more. The sensation of fucking his wife’s freshly fucked pussy, filled with another man’s cum, was incredible! Within moments, Greg lunged into his wife and added his cum to Curt’s.

Greg collapsed onto his wife. “We have to do this again,” he said, panting.
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