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1. It was just bad timing, she thought. Any other time, he would have been just another attractive older man. He just had to walk into the gallery at a bad (or good, insisted part of her mind) time. Martin, her fiancé, was away on a long trip, covering the meeting of G-7 Finance ministers in Tokyo and she was feeling the emptiness of her sex life rather acutely that afternoon. She was appraising slides of Polynesian masks, with her office darkened and the ferocious features began to look rather erotic. Try as she might, she would not will the feeling away. She began to feel the heat in her loins and soon she was moist.
She was wearing a wrap-around black skirt, a black garter belt and stockings and a pair of black thong panties. She had on a thin white silk blouse and had come in without a bra that day, entrusting the modesty of her attire to the black jacket that matched her skirt. The jacket now hung on a peg by the door and her nipples began to harden against the soft silk.
She began to knead her breasts slowly, first through the blouse. Then she unbuttoned the blouse, and pulled it out of the waistband of her skirt. Her nipples were now rock hard and she was breathing in shallow gulps. Her right hand spread her skirt apart and she began to knead her crotch, quickly wetting her panties. She raised her bottom off her chair and hurriedly pulled the panties down. Her long middle finger found her clitoris and she moaned softly.
At this point her intercom buzzed. She paused and hoped it would stop. It buzzed again. She stopped and pressed the 'receive' button. 'Yes, ' she said, failing to keep the irritated note out of her voice.
It was Sophie, her secretary. 'There's a gentleman here. He's interested in one of the Taylor landscapes that you appraised yesterday. '
She sighed. 'OK, ' she said. Before she could say anything further, her door opened and Jack stood there. He shut the door behind him quietly. She just sat transfixed.
Her blouse hung open and her magnificent breasts were naked, covered with a fine sheen of sweat. Small droplets clung to her nipples. Her skirt was open at the seam and rucked up almost to her waist. Her garter straps and stocking tops were in plain sight. She was still breathing heavily.
He deliberately took off his tie and jacket and advanced on her.
'Please give me a moment to get ready... ' she said weakly.
He did not appear to hear her. He was attractive and in her present state, she was vulnerable. He sank to his knees in front of her and buried his head in her crotch. He was rough, but amazingly adept. His tongue raced around her thick nether lips and found her clitoris unerringly. Within a minute she was gasping again, this time more quickly and sharply. Wordless cries came from her mouth. Within another minute, she began to come. He slowed, but did not stop. She was arching her back and bucking as she came, but his grip on her thighs remained firm and his tongue did not lose contact.
The next thing she knew, his hot musky breath was on her neck and she felt his hard manhood at her crotch. He entered her without ceremony, not gently, but with a smooth thrust. He was huge, thick as well as long, bigger than anyone she had had before. She was consequently very tight on him and stripped back his foreskin effortlessly. He was six inches into her with his first thrust, another two with his second and entered her completely only with his third.
He began to piston her, with a hard, driving rhythm and now her cries were loud and unrestrained. She began ascending to a second climax very quickly and just as she felt its contractions engulf her, she felt the flood of thick, hot, viscous semen shoot into her womb and fill her. He kept pounding at her in short stabs for another minute before he slowed and stopped. He withdrew gradually and she felt his thick come slowly sliding down her thighs like lava. Her fingers fluttered down and she felt herself wet from belly to lower thigh.
His face rested between her full breasts. Then he sat back on his haunches.
'I'm Isabelle de la Roque, ' she said faintly.
'I'm Jack Grierson, Martin's father, ' he said.
He held out his hand and she shook it gingerly. 'I have an attached bathroom here, ' she said, 'I'll be right back. '
2. They were sitting in Martin's mother's boudoir, just a few minutes before dinner. Isabelle and Martin were visiting his parents' country home for the weekend and Carmen had drawn her away for a little 'chat'. Carmen was blonde and very well-preserved in a country sort of way.
'I am so pleased about your engagement, ' she said earnestly, 'Martin is such a wonderful boy, I am sure that we agree. I don't know where he gets it from. Certainly not from his father. '
Isabelle, who had just had a quick but unsatisfactory afternoon romp with Martin in his bedroom upstairs, found that she could agree wholeheartedly. 'Why do you say that?' she asked carefully.
'Oh, I am sure that Martin has told you everything, ' she said, only slightly nervous., 'Jack's not a very faithful husband. In fact, he's probably one of the worst philanderers in the Western world. ' She paused and sighed. 'We have a good arrangement. He's been a good father to Martin and is good for Kelly. ' She sighed again. 'I won't say that some of the young hussies don't get to me sometimes. One of Kelly's Norwegian au pairs had the nerve to tell me that she would be generous to me after Jack divorced me. And that Farah Hojjat, his assistant who is up here working over the weekend sometimes. Its always awkward when we have company and he's banging her in the summer house. But you're not interested in this... ' She trailed off.
'No, no, ' she assured her, 'I am always keen to learn about my new family. ' She leaned over and put her hand on Carmen's thigh. 'You are very good. My mother was not nearly as forgiving when my father had his affairs. '
They sat in silence for a few minutes.
'But Jack is good to you as well?' Isabelle queried gently, 'If all these women want him, he must have plenty to give?'
'Oh, once a week or so he rings my bell all right. ' Carmen giggled and Isabelle hugged her. They rose and walked down to the dining room hand in hand.
3. It was after dinner, and Jack and Isabelle were walking in the garden with thirteen-year-old Kelly. Martin and Carmen were going over the wedding guest list and other arrangements, while Isabelle declared an interest in going outdoors for a breath of air.
Isabelle was wearing a flowery knee-length dress, a pearl choker and white open-toe high-heels - dressing the part of the English upper class, country bride. She had on white stockings and out of sight, white thong panties and a white garter belt. She was confident in her firmness and so had not put her bra back on after her afternoon romp with Martin. She wondered if Carmen had noticed during their little chat before dinner. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see that young Kelly had certainly noticed.
'I was wondering if you could explain the principle of subsidiarity to me, Jack, ' Isabelle said, 'I've been reading the Treaty and the principle makes no sense to me. '
'Certainly, ' he said, 'I'll need some paper and a pencil. Back in the house...'
'Don't you have any in the summer house?' she asked, 'Its stuffy in the house. '
'Sure, I always have some there, ' he said.
'Daddy, are you going to have some boring talk?' Kelly demanded.
'Yes, munchkins, I'm afraid so. '
'Then can I go over to the stables with Fiona?' Fiona was the chauffeur's daughter. Jack nodded.
They entered the summer house together. 'I hear that you're always banging your hussies here, ' Isabelle whispered.
'Not all of them are hussies, ' said Jack, laughing. Then more seriously, 'But I don't think that we should do this. That thing in your office was just bad timing. '
She stopped and looked him straight in the eye. 'Do you think that I would go ahead with marrying Martin if it meant that I couldn't have you?'
He hesitated. 'What would you do?' he asked.
'I'd gently break it off with Martin and become one of your hussies, 'she said evenly.
Jack hesitated no longer. He was a man of action, not words. He undid his trousers and dropped them. He was already half-tumescent. He reached behind her and found the zipper of her dress. It slid off her and pooled around her feet. He stood back for a moment to admire her. Just her pearl choker, white thong panties and garter belt and white high-heels. He picked her up and laid her on the long couch that he always used. She lifted her rump and allowed him to strip her panties down.
He was on her in an instant. What Martin had been unable to do through the whole act, Jack did on entry - he drew a gasp of pleasure from her. And whilst she had not even been aroused in the afternoon, she felt as though she had a fever by the time that Jack had entered her completely. She tried to muffle her cries, but within a few minutes she was rising to climax and all was forgotten. She cried out hoarsely, and bucked and twisted as Jack kept pistoning into her. She came.
He did not stop. She was now soaking wet, but her cunt was still tight and hot on his huge dick. She was begging him to take her now and then felt herself rising to another climax. 'Yes... yes... YES...YES!! YES!!' she was saying in a continuous litany that rose to a crescendo. As she began to come again, he erupted, pumping hot, viscous semen into her through half a dozen pounding thrusts.
Back in the house, Carmen tapped her pencil and cocked her head to one side. 'Did you hear something, dear?' she asked.
'No, what were you thinking of?' Martin said absently, ticking items on his list.
'It sounded like Kelly whooping in one of her chasing games again. You know, yes, yes, yes, yes, that sort of thing. '
'No, didn't hear it, mother. Your hearing's always better than mine.'
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It was two years since Lynne had graduated magna cum laude with a major in Modern American Literature. She'd met George, an unemployed drifter, in a bar and it was lust from the first night. George had done several stretches in jail and when her wealthy parents learned of the relationship, they cut off all contact. Lynne found herself uniquely unqualified to work and after a few temping assignments, where her terrible keyboard and phone handling skills did not earn her many assignments, she ended up as a checkout clerk in a grocery store. Meanwhile, George was content to laze around in the modest apartment they shared, taking the lion's share of her weekly paycheck while complaining that it was meager.
1. The first thing that Lynne felt was a warm feeling between her thighs. She stirred gently in her sleep, and moaned softly. The feeling grew more real and insistent. This was a very vivid dream, she thought. She came awake very slowly, and gradually became aware of George's head between her thighs and his tongue gently teasing her vulva.
'Oh, God, its almost nine,' she cried, suddenly sharply awake, 'I'm going to be late and Mr. Bledsoe will kill me... '
'Relax, baby,' George said soothingly, 'All in good time. '
He returned to working on her crotch. He now became rougher, but was amazingly adept. His tongue raced around her thick nether lips and found her clitoris unerringly. Within a minute she was gasping again, this time more quickly and sharply. Wordless cries came from her mouth. Within another minute, she began to come. He slowed, but did not stop. She was arching her back and bucking as she came, but his grip on her thighs remained firm and his tongue did not lose contact.
The next thing she knew, his hot musky breath was on her neck and she felt his hard manhood at her crotch. He entered her without ceremony, not gently, but with a smooth thrust. He was huge, both thick and long, bigger than anyone she had had before. She was very tight on him and stripped back his foreskin effortlessly. He was six inches into her with his first thrust, another two with his second and entered her with practised ease completely only with his third.
He began to piston her, with a hard, driving rhythm and now her cries were loud and unrestrained. She began ascending to a second climax very quickly and just as she felt its contractions engulf her, she felt the flood of thick, hot, viscous semen shoot into her womb and fill her. He kept pounding at her in short stabs for another minute before he slowed and stopped. He withdrew gradually and she felt his thick come slowly sliding down her thighs like lava. Her fingers fluttered down and she felt herself wet from belly to lower thigh.
His face rested between her full breasts. 'Can't let you go to work unless you're well fucked,' he grinned.
She rolled her eyes. 'I'm really going to pay for this,' she said.
2. As soon as she go to work, Mr. Bledsoe, came by her station. 'Get someone to relieve you and come back to the stock room,' he said curtly.
'You mean your office...?' she began.
'The stock room,' he repeated, sharply.
She nodded miserably. He was waiting in the stock room with his back to her. He swung around as the door to the stock room swung shut.
'I'm afraid I'm going to have to fire you, Lynne,' he said.
'No, please Mr. Bledsoe,' she pleaded, 'I really need this job. George isn't working at the moment... '
'Then, we'll have to work out an arrangement, won't we,' he said, grimly.
Without preamble, unbuckled his belt, dropped his trousers and stepped out of them. He never wore underwear and his manhood swung out in its semi-tumescence. Lynne gasped. She would never have associated Mr. Bledsoe with such a cock!
'This is a sexual harassment suit right now,' she said tightly.
'I know, I know, but we can discuss a settlement afterwards,' he said thickly, advancing on her. She backed away and by the time he reached her, her posterior was against the stock room door. He did not waste time with pleasantries. His left arm went around her and his lips were on her throat, his thick tongue flicking out to tease and excite. His right hand slipped through seam in her skirt and unerringly found her crotch. He felt her full breasts and hardening nipples against his chest through her thin blouse and lace brassiere, as she struggled to push him away.
It was a hopeless fight, in more ways than one. His strength was overpowering, but in addition, her will to fight began to melt away. 'Lynne, I'm going to fuck you or fire you,' he hissed, as his hand expertly kneaded her clitoris through her panties and his tongue worked quickly and adroitly on the sensitive skin of the sides of her throat. Her breathing started to give her away. She gave a deep groan and almost immediately thereafter, her crotch began to moisten. He found the catch of her wrap-around, red uniform skirt and unfastened it. It slid off and pooled around her feet. Then he pulled her thong panties down and she willingly stepped out of them.
His hands found her round derriere and he lifted her off the ground. Her legs scissored around his waist with practised ease. 'Not the first time, is it, darling?' he thought, 'Drunken romps in college dorm rooms, no doubt. '
His cock was now fully erect and rock-hard. He bent his knees to guide the tip of his huge prick to her thick nether lips. The residual wetness of George's semen burbled out of her and her breath came in quick gasps. She wiggled her bottom to help him position himself. Then he straightened his legs and pushed into her. He could feel George's jism in her cunt. 'Been fucked already this morning, have you darling?' he whispered. She cried out and he grunted as her tightness peeled back his foreskin. She had not realised how big he was – he was as big as George! - and she felt stretched and her throat felt constricted.
Her tightness and wetness drove him on and he sank the rest of his eight-inch length into her, grunting his satisfaction as he did so. She was moaning now, her crotch firmly ensconced against his belly. She arched her back, bracing herself against the door. With this signal, he began to rock into her, slowly and unevenly at first. Then he found his rhythm and soon he was working his cock like a piston in her cunt, each pile-driving thrust resulting in a wet smack of her mount against his. Her torso began to twist and he felt her nipples thicken further as her breasts slipped free of her brassiere.
'Oh... OH... Aaaaahh... OH... AAAAAAAAAHH... my God... fuck me... fuck me now!!!... oh my God... I'm coming!!!... I'm coming!!!... Now!!... Now!!!... NOW!!!... '
She continued to cry out inarticulately, as she came. It was a wrenching, powerful orgasm; he could feel her tight cunt contracting spasmodically and milking his prick until he too climaxed. He erupted, groaning, and began to pump his load into her in rough, uneven thrusts.
When he was done, he slid out of her, and leaned on her, pinning her to the door. She was oblivious to his weight and to the thick, viscous semen oozing out of her cunt, running down her stockings and into her shoes. They were both sweating in spite of the air conditioning in the stock room. Finally he led her to some full cardboard produce boxes at the back of the stock room and they collapsed on to them, his arms going around her, even now undoing her blouse and unfastening her brassiere. 'I think I won't need to fire you after all, Lynne,' he murmured.
Her mind was a whirl. First George, now Mr. Bledsoe, all within an hour! And she had come really hard with both of them!
3. They left the stock room separately, within a few minutes of each other. Lynne went to the ladies and cleaned up as best she could. Her stockings were damp from her attempts to sponge off Mr. Bledsoe's semen. To her horror, she would not find her panties. Leaving the ladies', she returned to the stock room, but they were nowhere to be seen. She knew they were soaking wet with her smegma, and hoped that they would not be found immediately.
She returned to her station and took over again. She had been there just a few minutes when Mr. Bledsoe came by again. She was serving a customer and tried to ignore him, but he leaned over her cash register to whisper in her ear, 'Don't worry – your panties are safe with me. '
Time inched by and finally it was eleven – time for her break. With great relief she gave over the register and went out of the store with Tracy, one of her co-workers. Tracy was smoking a cigarette and telling her about her problems with her mother about coming home late, when Lynne saw George's beat-up old van pull into the parking lot. She hoped he wasn't going to ask her for money, as he usually did when he came by the store. He drove up to them and leaned out of the window. Lynne saw that he had a big black man in the front with him.
'Lynne, you on break, right?' he said.
'Yes,' she said uncertainly.
'Come on with us, I'd like you to meet me friend, Dave. '
She waved. 'Hi, Dave,' she said.
'Come on, Lynne,' George said, with exaggerated politeness, 'Let's get a quick coffee and I'll run you back here. '
'George, I'll see you after my shift. I was late this morning... '
'Lynne, Dave's got to go very soon. Come on. ' George's voice acquired an edge.
'Oh, all right. But just a few minutes. '
She walked around to the passenger side and Dave opened the door. He leaned down and swept her in, onto his lap just as George gunned the motor, throwing her back into Dave's arms. 'George, what's going on? I have to get right back... ' neither one of them paid any attention to her and by the time George drove out onto the main road, Dave was kneading her full breasts through her thin blouse and lacy brassiere.
'Oh, George, this is really great,' Dave said thickly. While bigger and stronger than George, Dave did not appear to be overly bright.
'Dave helped me a lot in prison, Lynne. I'd like you to be nice to him. ' George drove out on to the road out of town that was virtually devoid of traffic after rush hour. Lynne was twisting in Dave's lap, but not very successfully. He had managed to unbutton her blouse and then manhandled the catch of her brassiere till it came undone. Now he giggled as he kneaded her naked breasts, pinching the nipples roughly. For the third time that morning, her breath began to grow shorter and her nipples began to harden.
Then, holding her across the breasts with one hand, his other slipped through the seam in her wrap-around skirt and found her crotch. 'Oh, George, like you said, she's really ready, she's not got any panties on!' Dave said excitedly. He undid his fly and pulled his trousers down, freeing his dick, which was now rock hard.
Her legs were splayed over his lap and he hiked her skirt up around her waist. He now pushed her forward until her cunt was positioned over his cock. He arched his back and pushed up. A deep groan escaped him as he entered her and her tight cunt stripped back his foreskin. A mixture of George's and Mr. Bledsoe's semen burbled out and oiled his huge dick. However, Dave was oblivious.
She let out a low moan and sank down, taking the rest of him into her. Soon she was bouncing on his lap, her hands gripping his knees. He grasped a breast in each hand, kneading and tweaking her nipples.
"I'm coming,' she gasped, 'Hurry, hurry, HURRY! My God, my GOD! Oh, my GOD!! OH, MY GOD!!! I'M COMING, YOU BASTARD!!! YES! YES!! YES!!!'
Her contractions were too much for Dave and he came in a series of mighty eruptions, pumping hot semen into her through several deep thrusts.
4. George and Dave dropped her off without ceremony and drove off in a cloud of filthy exhaust. Her legs felt weak, but she managed to make it to her station, relieving Sarah, a young teenager. What a day! And it wasn't even noon yet!
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1. Leia had been alone for nearly a year now. She was tall and blonde with sleek musculature. Eighteen winters had passed since her birth and she now had full and firm breasts, a narrow waist and rounded hips that bode well for childbirth. The cruel winter was behind her and the green shoots of spring had begun to appear in the valley. Early berries that she had discovered the previous year began to appear again and she was able to come off her diet of pine nuts and other dried roots that she had saved the previous autumn. She had her sharp spear, but her skills as a huntress had not been sufficient to bring meat to her fire. She recalled the tang of the raw and smoked meat from her days with the Clan of the Stag and grew wistful over it. But she put it behind her. She would continue to try and eventually she would master the art of bringing down the antelope, as she had seen her clan brothers do many times.
This morning, however, she felt a human presence. It was near and while she could not see it, she instinctively welcomed it. Loneliness had been gnawing at her all winter and she hungered for human contact.
Aablar had been hunting alone. He was a tall, powerful Neanderthal with a sloping forehead on a thick skull that was covered with matted jet-black hair. He had too much of manhood in him and the chief had caught him lying with one of his women. The punishment for this was death, but the chief feared Aablar and did not wish to face him in combat. He was banished from the group and now was traveling alone and in search of his basic bodily needs.
He smelled the woman long before she was aware of him. He approached cautiously, staying below the ridgeline and making quick surveys every few hundred yards. It had been over a month since he had fucked his woman and she was now lost to him, taken by the hated chief. His manhood hardened and thickened as the woman's smell grew stronger. He grasped his bone-headed club and his spear more tightly and quickened his pace. Another glance over the ridge and he saw her. She was sitting on a thick polar bear skin and eating some red berries. Every so often, she looked around as though she was looking for something.
Aablar saw that he could approach within a few yards of her position if he stayed on top of the ridge. There were bushes behind her and he could remain invisible as he descended from the top of the ridge. He was a skilled hunter, both of game and of women and he was soundless as he flitted down under the cover of the undergrowth. She wore deerskin panties and a deerskin halter with cunning leather ties. She had fashioned leather bound knee-high deerskin boots. The clothing was worn from over a year of use as she had not been able to replace it with her own hunting.
Aablar undid his bearskin robe and placed his club, spear and stone dagger on it. Now, naked save for his moccasins and club he covered the last few yards to Leia in an instant. She had not time to cry out before he seized her and threw her to the ground. Grunting in his urgency, and expecting resistance, he struck her hard with his open palm - once on each side of the head.
The blows disoriented her and her head rang. Before she had time to recover, he pushed her onto her back and with one hand on her throat, he choked her till she felt a red haze descending over her eyes. Thus incapacitating her, he manhandled the clever knots and stripped off her deerskin panties and pulled off her halter. But before anything else, he took a handful of her berries and in the custom of his clan, chewed them to a pulp before kneading her full breasts and sucking and biting on her nipples, smearing the red pulpy berry juice all over her torso.
As he sucked and kneaded her breasts, his other hand slid to her mount and began to knead it roughly. He found her clitoris and began to manipulate it with an expert touch. Soon Leia was panting, her hormones were raging and all her animal instincts were signaling her brain saying, 'Fuck this man! FUCK THIS MAN!!' Still she wished to resist, for something emanating from deep in her conscious mind told her that this was not right, that this was not what she wanted.
But she had not choice in the matter. Aablar spread her legs and pushed her thighs up till her knees were almost by her head in the bearskin. She whimpered and attempted to twist away, but this sparked an enraged grunt from the Neanderthal. He struck her head again with his open palm and this time she tasted blood in her mouth.
The next thing she felt was his manhood at her crotch. Leia had never been fucked before, protected as she had been by the old medicine woman in the Stag Clan. However, something told her that this was not right. She cried out as she felt the tip of his cock penetrate her and then she screamed as he rammed several inches in. He had entered her ass! This was his special treat and the pain it caused gave his satisfaction an extra edge. His cock was huge – fully nine inches long and extremely thick, so Leia, relax as she might, still felt as though she had been penetrated by molten metal. She was crying now, sobbing and begging him to desist. This drove him on and he began to piston her savagely. The coupling continued for fully twenty minutes – Neanderthal and Cro-Magnon – until Leia was hovering near unconsciousness, too spent to exhale anything but hoarse pleas for mercy.
Finally he withdrew his shaft. It was still hard and erect. He brought her legs down and mounted her again, this time finding her cunt, wet and slick as it was from all the sex, and penetrating her deeply again. She moaned and her tight cunt peeled back his foreskin. Her tightness and wetness drove him and on and he quickly mounted to a fast tempo. This time her hoarse moans grew louder and in spite of herself, in spite of the pain in her ass, in spite of the voice in her head telling her that this was wrong, she rose with him to a climax and began to come explosively. Her tight cunt gripped him spasmodically, her torso twisted against him, her nipples were as hard as pebbles and her thighs threshed. She gave way to wordless cries of passion. Aablar had never fucked a woman like this. He could not hold back and exploded, pumping gouts of semen into her through three gigantic thrusts.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
2. Aablar rolled off her and hit the side of her head again with his open palm. Weak and dizzy, her eyelids fluttered and she blacked out briefly. When she came to, she found her wrists tightly bound behind her back with a length of supple vine. Her head rang from Aablar's blows and her ass was a mass of pain. Her cunt felt sore and she saw a trickle of blood mixed in with the copious mixture of semen and vaginal fluid at her crotch and down her thighs. She groaned.
Aablar was covered in his bearskin cloak and was gathering his spear, club and dagger. He lifted her spear and hefted it. With a contemptuous grimace, he put it on his knee, broke it in two and flung the pieces into the bushes. He picked up her deerskin halter, panties and boots and threw them to her. She raised her bound wrists and spoke in the language of the Clan of the Stag – 'I cannot put my clothes on.' Her voice rasped from her throat. She wondered if he would understand.
Her speech was thickly accented to Aablar's ear, but understandable. He nodded briefly and leaving his weapons at a safe distance, freed her wrists and watched her dress. When she stood, he roughly twisted her arms behind her back and bound her wrists again. Then he draped her polar bear cloak over her shoulders and motioned her to follow him.
Leia was young and the veteran of many marches with the Clan of the Stag, but Aablar's pace was faster than she any she had known before. She was soon panting and aching quads added to fire of pain in her ass. As the sun began to set, Aablar slackened the pace and eventually stopped just below the crest of the ridge they had been following since she had become his captive. He expertly tied her ankles together with the same type of vine and left her on her polar bear cloak, grunting, 'I'll be back soon.' His speech was guttural like her Clan brothers, but accented differently, so she strained to understand.
The sun had set by the time he returned. Without a word he unfastened her ankles and motioned her to follow him. He led her to a narrow opening the hillside. Once through the opening, it widened into a shallow cave with a sandy floor. He had spread his bearskin on the floor and took hers from her shoulders without ceremony and threw it on top of his. He arranged his weapons by one wall of the cave and unfastened her wrists. She rubbed them and even in the dim light of the cave she could see the angry red marks left by the cord. She held them out to him, saying piteously, 'It hurts a lot …'
He merely took both her wrists and re-fastened them just as tightly in front of her. Then he pushed her down on the bearskins, raised her bound arms over her head and quickly stripped off her deerskin halter and panties. He was hard and impatient and sank his huge cock into her cunt. He rapidly worked up a tempo and this time she began to lose control much sooner. He gripped her biceps tightly and began to grunt as her tightness began to constrict him. She was crying out words that she had heard women in the Clan cry out in the night – 'Fuck me, oh, fuck me hard, mighty hunter, fuck me and give me your children!' She came suddenly and explosively, her contractions wrenching and gripping, but he did not slacken his piston-like thrusts.
His grunting was a monotone now as was her vocal litany – 'Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, FUCK ME, FUCK ME ….'. Her nipples were as hard as pebbles now and she twisted her full and firm breasts against his hard chest. Her vaginal fluids flowed copiously and she felt herself mounting to a second crescendo, higher and more intense than the first. This time she screamed as she came and her jagged and uneven contractions brought him over the edge. He ejaculated, pumping semen into her in thrust after thrust, thick, viscous and extremely pungent – more than she had believed possible. When he was done, they were both spent and cuddled together, swathed in the bearskins. But he did not untie her wrists.
She awoke to find herself on her back again and Aablar astride her. He took her twice more that night, and once again at first light. Each time he brought her to gut-wrenching orgasms.
As the sun rose, bringing light into the cave, she stirred. She found Aablar was already dressed. He was munching on food and she realized that she was starving. She had to eaten since her capture. 'I'm very hungry,' she said. He picked up one of his leather pouches and threw her a thick scrap. She picked it up and smelled it. It was dried and smoked deer meat!
She ate it ravenously as he watched, a slight hint of amusement fleeting across his face. It was her first meat in almost a year and after she devoured it, she looked up at him hopefully. He almost smiled and threw her another thick piece. She ate two more and lay back, her basic needs – sexual and nutritional – sated.
He untied her and allowed her dress. Then he led her to small stream that ran close by and allowed her to wash herself. They returned to the cave and he bound her hand and foot again and lay her on the bearskins.
'I will hunt. I will return before nightfall,' he said, turning to go.
'Please take me with you,' she said, piteously. "I can help you. What will I do if you do not return?'
'I will return,' he said with finality, 'You are my woman.' Then he was gone.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
3. The hours passed slowly for Leia. She could not see the sun, but she could see the shadows in the cave. This gave her a rough idea of the slow passage of time. Her thoughts were centered on Aablar. She went backwards and forwards with regard her to feelings for him. He had brutally raped her, but she did not fault him excessively for it. She had witnessed enough rapine in the Clan of the Stag. Sex and violence were rarely disentangled in the Neanderthal Clans. But for the protection of the medicine woman, she would have been deflowered years earlier. She had seen many of her Clan sisters taken forcibly and sometimes killed by the powerful men of the Clan. She had even seen some killed by jealous former mates.
Once the Clan had happened upon a smaller group of Neanderthals and she had witnessed as the males were slaughtered en masse and the women were raped. Indeed she had stabbed one of the grievously wounded males to death herself. So, barring his painful penetration of her anus, Aablar's violence was no more than she had expected. Of course, she expected that he would not trust her and her present helpless state was not unexpected either.
He needed her for sex, she reasoned. But how long would it be before he tired of her? What then? It was quite conceivable that he would kill her when he had no more use for her. This would probably be precipitated by his acquisition of another woman, for she figured that with his prodigious sexual appetite, she was safe as long as he had no other sex object in his control.
Aablar's sexual appetite kept her captivity from becoming too oppressive. He fucked her four or five times a night and again twice or thrice in the afternoon when he returned from hunting. He would often become almost priapic, retaining his erection after ejaculating to pump more semen into her in the same bout of fucking. She invariably climaxed twice and sometimes thrice during each sexual encounter, so she was having ten to fifteen orgasms a night and another five or six in the afternoon. Bound hand and foot while he was away, she just lay limp with exhaustion. She had seen her Clan sisters fucked many times, but never like this! Aablar was no ordinary Neanderthal.
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1. The weeks passed. Aablar's routine never varied and Leia began to chafe at her long periods of inactivity, bound hand and foot for much of the time. They were continually on the move, covering up to twelve miles a day as Aablar followed signs of game. She was now able to fashion herself a new deerskin halter and panties from the hides he gave her and she dutifully made new bearskin cloaks for both of them.
She continually asked him to refrain from tying her up while he hunted, but it was like talking to a post. Now and then he responded to her pleas by cuffing her head sharply, making it ring for hours. Finally one evening, as they ate some fresh venison, she said, 'I am your woman. Why don't you trust me?'
He looked up and she involuntarily flinched, expecting a blow. But he merely looked at her. After a long pause, he said, 'You are Amazon.'
'But I am from the Clan of the Stag,' she protested, 'The medicine woman told me that I was with them seventeen winters. I know no one else!'
'You are not a Stag woman,' he said shortly, 'You are Amazon.'
'The medicine woman said that they found me with my mother,' Leia admitted, 'My mother was badly hurt when she was found by the Clan brothers and she died. I was but a few moons old.'
'Your mother was Amazon,' said Aablar harshly, 'Amazon women hunt our men from their flying baskets and ride us down on their horses. The Amazon killed my father and they have taken many of my brothers as slaves. The Amazon are have always hunted us. That is why the Stag Clan cast you out when you were full grown.' He paused. 'But I do not fear you. You are Amazon, but I will keep you as my slave.'
'But you said I am your woman,' she pleaded, 'I know no Amazon, they are nothing to me. You are my man, mighty hunter. I will bear your children and rear them and they will become mighty hunters in their time.'
Confusion briefly flitted across Aablar's face. Leia was a Amazon and he knew that Amazon women had hunted him all his life. But Leia was beautiful. Her blue eyes were wide and guileless, not at all like the steely eyes of the dominesses of his boyhood. And while she was fit and strong, her hunting and fighting skills were poor.
He remembered pale blonde Amazon with colorless eyes who had beaten down his father. They knew her only as 'Lady Blonde'. He lay at her feet, his spear broken, his right arm shattered with a blow from her steel shield. The tableau played often in his mind. 'You are a savage,' the Amazon said, 'If we didn't need wild sperm from your kind, we would exterminate you.' With that she plunged her sword into his belly and twisted it as he writhed in pain. She sheathed her sword and turned away from him and from the young Aablar, displaying her powerful bare back. 'Turn the boy loose,' she had said contemptuously to one of her raven-haired lieutenants who had just finished shackling some of his Clan brothers, 'He is too young to be of use to us. Maybe we will catch him in a few years!' She laughed. It had taken his father many long hours to die.
His face hardened. 'I was wrong,' he said firmly, 'You cannot be my woman. You are Amazon. You are my slave.'
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
2. The next day they broke camp before dawn, as was his custom and began moving quickly. They were in hilly country and Aablar moved just below the ridgeline, constantly scanning the distance and surveying the air. This last activity puzzled Leia. She had never feared any of the birds she saw in the air and they made poor eating, so she wondered about Aablar's constant surveillance of the sky.
The sun was high in the sky when Aablar stopped suddenly and sniffed the air. Signaling her to silence, he cautiously made his way up to the ridgeline. Leia followed him noiselessly and peered over his shoulder. The hillside fell away steeply below them into a narrow and rocky canyon. The bottom was sandy and covered with scrub. At first she did not see anything. But then, following Aablar's keen gaze, squinting against the bright sunlight, she saw two figures. They were quite far off, but moving towards them at a steady pace. They were perched high from the ground and it took her a few moments to recognize that they were on horseback. This was a fearsome sight! The Stag Clan was rarely a target of the Amazon, but on the rare occasions that they were attacked, she had fled with the Clan and hidden. Her strongest Clan brothers had invariably been caught and taken. She had learned to tremble with fear at the smell of the Amazon and their horses.
Aablar dropped below the protective ridgeline again and pulled her down with him. Grabbing her by the hair, he twisted her face towards his. 'They are Amazon,' he hissed, 'If you make a sound, I will kill you.' He quickly bound her hand and foot and ripping a strip of deerskin from his pouch fashioned a gag and fastened it tightly. She knew he would beat her if she protested, so she accepted this in silence.
Aablar dropped his bearskin cloak and all his other gear by her. Armed only with his heavy bone club, he emerged over the ridgeline and moved silently through the sparse undergrowth. He was a brilliant hunter and remained undetected by the two approaching Amazon. He found his way to a thick piece of scrub that was on an overhang about twenty feet over the sandy canyon floor. He crouched behind it soundlessly. The canyon was quite narrow here, so that the horsewomen would have to pass directly beneath him.
While the shadow of the scrub made him invisible to the oncoming riders, it was still possible for him to see through it. The riders were now only about hundred yards away and his keen eyes could make them out clearly. One was clearly a dominess, for a long bow, a quiver of arrows, a small round shield and lengths of chain and rope hung from her saddle. She wore a sharp two-edged steel sword around her waist and had a long dagger strapped to her one thigh. She wore steel shoulder pads and breastplates and a very short skirt of thick chain mail. She had on elbow length gloves of heavy leather with steel rings sewn into them. Her thigh high riding boots has similar steel rings sewn into them. She wore a steel helmet with a plume fastened tightly with a chinstrap. She was tall and Aablar could see her sinuous muscles that denoted great strength. The second rider was similarly attired, but smaller and less heavily armed. She wore a shorter sword and dagger and her saddle only bore a shield and some leather pouches. She rode behind the first rider. Both of them rode very erect in their saddles and were approaching steadily, without fear.
Aablar had seen such Amazon pairs attack his Clan several times. He knew that they could kill from afar with their arrows and could hack off heads with their swords. He knew that as the Clan fled, they would separate out one or two brothers to beat down and take away in chains. But he also knew that their attacks always followed their being found and observed by Amazon flying baskets. Like gods, the Amazon could speak into the air and be heard miles away by their sisters on horseback.
So Aablar constantly scanned the sky behind him looking for Amazon flying baskets. So long as he was unseen, he had the advantage. The Amazon had always hunted him, but now he was the hunter. Enslaving Leia had given him confidence. He could fight the Amazon! He would not always run and hide!
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
3. Katnissa and Althea had been riding for three days through craggy and mountainous terrain since they had been put down by their airship. They were on a training mission and had completed their minimum required surface time. Katnissa had decided to do one more unsupported day before calling for aerial pickup.
'I don't know why we must do these stupid training missions,' Althea was saying, 'We can become strong inside the safety of our walled citadels and we can hunt the savages from our airships. Why must we do this dangerous unsupported training?'
'Because,' Katnissa explained again, patiently, 'we cannot stay cooped up in our citadels if we are to rule this planet. All of us must be able to survive in the wild in an emergency till we are rescued. You will never become a dominess Althea, but you may find your airship down on day and it may take some one like me days, if not weeks to find you.' She paused and scanned the canyon walls, glancing at the time-dial on her wrist bracer. 'We are due to call in. But I don't like this place. Let's move on and we'll call in once we're out of this canyon.'
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
4. Aablar's hunting instincts led him a quick decision. He would attack the dominess first. In doing so, he must distract the horse of the second Amazon, hoping that it would give him enough time to deal with the dominess. They passed almost directly below his overhanging perch and Aablar launched himself into the air with a blood-curdling scream. Aablar's screaming descent made Althea's horse rear back and she fought desperately to control it and retain her seat on her saddle. They had been attacked! While they often spoke of it, this had never happened before!
He hit the dominess from the rear, his left arm encircling her neck. All two hundred and eighty pounds of his muscle and bone hit her between the shoulder blades and she was dislodged from her saddle. She hit the sandy floor of the canyon with Aablar on top of her. Together with the surprise of the attack, the wind was completely knocked out of her and she coughed and spluttered, fighting to regain her breath. Aablar had seen Amazon dominesses before and he knew that she was immensely strong and had many fighting skills of which he knew nothing. He knew he had to act before she recovered from the initial surprise. He shifted his hold on her neck so that his left forearm pressed on her throat and inexorably tightened, choking her. At the same time, he raised his bone club and pounded on her helmet.
Her helmet rang like a gong from his blows. While her skull was protected, the power of his blows was such that the shock waves penetrated and concussed her. She felt her eyes lose focus. Aablar could see that her efforts at raising herself to shake him off begin to weaken. However, he did not stop pounding her helmet until her elbows gave way and she collapsed under him. Only then did he roughly grasp her wrists and bind them tightly with one of the lengths of vine he had tied around his waist. He unsheathed her sword and long dagger. He threw the sword some distance away, but stuck the dagger in his waistband.
He now heard a horse snorting and looked up to see Leia launch herself from the overhang at the second Amazon. The two landed heavily, but Leia was unable to control the fall and they rolled. Leia found herself winded and the second Amazon sprang to her feet. She drew her sword and dagger and advanced purposefully on Leia. (Althea recalled the constantly circulating rumors that one of her sisters had fallen into the hands of the savages as a baby.)
Aablar quickly advanced on the pair, his heavy bone club in one hand and Katnissa's long dagger in the other. Althea found herself facing two fronts, for now Leia stopped retreating and began to advance on her. She stood no chance. She raised her weapons to square off against Aablar, but Leia picked up a rock and hurled it at her. It clanged off her steel shoulder pad, but distracted her enough that Aablar was able to hit her arm with his club. The pain caused her to drop her sword. He was now able to come closer because of her shorter reach and feinting with his dagger, he landed a heavy blow on the side of her helmet. Like Katnissa, the shock concussed her. She felt her vision blur and her knees go rubbery. Aablar quickly finished her with two more heavy blows. When she came to she was lying on her back, her wrists and ankles tightly bound with vine.
Katnissa shook her head repeatedly to clear it and failed repeatedly to get to her feet. She continued to try, ignoring the pounding pain in her head. She finally raised herself unsteadily and swayed on her feet. Aablar had just finished binding Althea. He picked up his club and the dagger and advanced on Katnissa again. Leia advanced also, but from a different angle. Aablar's hulking form swam into and out of focus and Katnissa only dimly perceived Leia's blonde form in her peripheral vision. She was acutely aware that with her hands bound behind her back, she stood little chance.
Aablar waved his club at Leia, who trotted into Katnissa's field of vision, arms in front of her. When she was within reach, Katnissa's boot extended and caught her ankle, viciously tripping her. As she fell, Katnissa drove her shoulder pad into the side of her head. Leia crumpled to the ground, but the opening was enough for Aablar. He was on the crouching Katnissa and his club struck the base of her helmet heavily. Already weak and disoriented, Katnissa felt the world begin to whirl. Another blow to the side of the head and she lost consciousness.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * *
5. Katnissa groaned as she came to. A well-trained dominess, she became instantly aware of her situation. She fluttered her eyes, taking in the scene around her. Her wrists and ankles were tightly bound -- she tested them and found them secure. She was in a shallow cave with a view over the surrounding land, so they had climbed up the hillside. She reckoned that not much time had passed, so they had no traveled far -- they were probably at the top of one of the sides of the canyon. Her helmet was gone and her thick long red hair swirled around her head. Gone too were her shoulder pads, breastplates, leather gloves, sword-belt and chain mail skirt. She only had on her black silk strapless brassiere and panties, her leather thigh boots and some small items of jewelry.
She cautiously glanced around. Leia sat at the back of the cave. Althea was similarly stripped of her arms and armor and lay bound beside her. Aablar was at the mouth of the cave, scanning the land and the air. 'Who is this savage that dares to attack us?' Katnissa thought.
At length Aablar came back into the cave. 'I know you are awake, dominess,' he said to Katnissa, 'I saw your eyes.' When she did not respond, he sank his hand into her hair, raised her head and began to cuff her temples repeatedly. He continued to beat her until her body began to go limp again. Katnissa desperately tried to retain her hold on consciousness. She felt him strip off her brassiere with surprising adeptness. Then he spat the juice from the berries he had been chewing onto her breasts and began to knead them roughly and bite and suck on her nipples. At the same time, he began to knead her crotch through her panties.
Katnissa had been pleasured by many of her Amazon sisters including Althea, but never by a man! The savage had no finesse and no concern for her pleasure. Yet she had to fight to remain stiff and disconnected. He untied her wrists and a voice in her head said, 'This is your chance!' But the repeated beatings to her head had left her disoriented and her body refused to cooperate. Try as she might, she could not summon her strength to her arms to strike at him. And the opportunity swiftly passed as he bound her wrists again in front of her. She felt the cold blade of her dagger on her belly and the thought crossed her mind that she was going to die, but she merely felt him slit the thongs of her panties and strip them off.
He roughly rolled her onto her belly and his hand forced her thighs apart. Again he was kneading her now naked crotch and then pushing two thick fingers into her cunt. He rapidly worked his hand like a piston, drawing gasps from her. When she attempted to twist away from him, he pounded her between the shoulder blades with his open palm, driving her face into the sandy cave floor. The blow was so powerful that pain shot up to the base of her skull and white lights flashed before her eyes. Katnissa had fought many hand-to-hand combats, but no one had beaten her like this!
He kept finger fucking her, while his other hand was sunk in her hair, pulling her head back and arching her back like a bowstring. She used her bound arms for support to reduce the pressure on her back. In spite of herself, the finger fucking aroused Katnissa's natural bodily instincts and she began to get moist, then wet. And the sight of her powerful and striving back muscles gave added zest to Aablar's erection. Aablar withdrew his fingers and smeared her vaginal fluid over her crotch and then worked some into the crack between her butt cheeks. She felt his thick fingers spreading her cheeks and then grunted as he drove them into her ass. She was an anal virgin and his fingers created a burning sensation that gradually became less unpleasant.
When he withdrew his fingers, she let herself relax slightly. But where his fingers had been, she now felt a smoother, bulbous entity. In capturing savages, Katnissa had seen cocks before, and had seen the Amazon technicians give them hand-jobs to draw semen. But she had never experienced the touch of a cock, much less a penetration by one. She winced and struggled anew, but Aablar only pulled harder on her hair and arched her back until she felt her neck would break. Then the feeling in her neck and back was as nothing when he pushed his huge cock into her ass. The head entered, and then her tightness stripped back his foreskin as he sank more and more into her. She screamed as the burning sensation engulfed her. When he had fully penetrated her, she felt he was tearing her ass cheeks apart.
Aablar quickly worked up a tempo, pounding her with jackhammer thrusts. Never penetrated before, her ass was very tight and ridged. It gripped Aablar's shaft like a soft vice. She screamed again and again as the pain of his assault wracked her. She felt like she was impaled on a sword. But Katnissa was mentally tough and highly trained. While she screamed, she did not beg for mercy like Leia had. She did not cease struggling. But this only increased Aablar's pleasure. He reached around with his free hand and roughly tweaked her nipples as he rose to the heights of his passion.
Aablar enjoyed inflicting the pain on Katnissa, the Amazon dominess. Althea watched in horror from the back of the cave. Bound as she was, Leia prodded her from time to time with her sheathed sword. Katnissa cries began to crescendo as Aablar began to rotate his hips, twisting his huge cock in her ass. Her iron will to resist oscillated wildly, ebbing as he filled her ass and rising again as he drew back. Finally, her sweating, bound and struggling body, her screams and her pain drove Aablar over the brink. He came through a series of massive thrusts, his copious semen burbling out of her as he continued to pump more in.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
6. Leia watched Aablar and Katnissa's coupling with a mixture of pride and apprehension. Pride in his strength and virility as he fucked her in the ass for fully half an hour - for she still dared to hope that she would be his first woman, the mistress of his household. Apprehension arose from the thought that she must compete for his favor with the beautiful Amazon dominess. She was confident in her ability to match and best the redhead in sexually competing for Aablar's cock. However, in a world where physical prowess was the key to power, she knew that the Amazon dominess' strength and vigor were sexual attractions that were beyond her.
Aablar lay on Katnissa for just a few moments after his release. He feared her and after making sure that none of the weapons were within her reach, he crawled over to Leia's side. 'How did you get down from the ridge into the fight?' he asked her in a rough whisper.
'You were hasty, mighty hunter,' she said in a low tone, 'You did not set my bonds tight. I was able to wiggle free. When I saw you in the fight with the two Amazon, I knew that I must help my man.'



He stroked her soft blonde tresses and kissed her cheek gently, the first show of affection she had ever received. 'You are Amazon,' he said, 'But you are my Amazon woman. You are my woman.'
She thrilled at the sound of his words. She knew that they signified the end of her bondage. But her instincts told her that both the Amazon dominess and her acolyte would be dangerous, both as captives and as rivals for Aablar's sexual attentions.
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It is the middle of the last Ice Age, about 50,000 years ago. The Neanderthals roam the Earth, but co-exist with recently arrived tribe of technologically advanced aliens known as the Amazon. Aablar has captured a Amazon dominess and her acolyte and is now the object of a massive search.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
1. Aablar came from the Clan of the Bear whose members were amongst the biggest Neanderthals. But even among them, Aablar was huge -- he stood almost six feet and three inches in height and weighted over 280 pounds of pure bone and muscle.
However, Katnissa the dominess was also nearly six feet tall and sleekly built in a manner that belied her strength. She was perhaps half his weight, with bright red shoulder-length hair and piercing green eyes. Her breasts were firm without a hint of sag, and while they were rounded and well-sized, they seemed small on her large frame. Her were nipples dark red and meaty with small aureoles. Her waist was narrow and her rear was rounded without being generous. Overall, she was a beautiful and very athletic specimen. However, there was a hardness about her face with its high cheekbones, and a flinty shine in her eyes that suggested that she was used to command and capable of considerable cruelty. Althea, the smaller Amazon, was still about five foot six, but her figure was much more of an hourglass, with breasts the same size and a bigger rear on a much smaller frame. Her hair was jet black and cropped short in a pageboy cut. Her nipples were little buttons atop her full breasts.
Even an hour after her sexual encounter with Aablar, Katnissa was still only semi-conscious. She had never known such pain -- Aablar had really reamed her ass with his huge cock and everything from her waist down felt like it was on fire. In addition, her head still rang from his beating. She knew that she must think clearly to get herself and her acolyte Althea out of this predicament. And to think clearly, she must control the pain. As she had been trained, she began her breathing exercises to achieve a trance-like state and lessen the intensity of the pain. Thus, she did not really respond when Aablar returned from Leia's side and untied her wrists and re-tied them again behind her back.
Aablar surveyed his latest prizes. He was pleased with his efforts, but he knew that his success had brought him grave danger as well. The Amazon dominess was extremely dangerous and possession of her and her acolyte would bring Amazon pursuers. He would be hunted more than ever before, but a part of him welcomed the challenge, sought the chance to do battle on his terms, to seek some more victories before his own death.
He now drew some dried meat from his pouch and wolfed down several chunks. Still munching, he passed some choice scraps to Leia and some drier ones saying, 'See if the little Amazon will eat these. And use some of our deerskin to make panties and halters like yours for these Amazon.'
After satisfying his hunger and drinking some water from his gourd, Aablar 'walked over and stood over the dominess.
'I am Aablar, son of Raritar,' he said. 'What is your name, dominess?'
When she did not immediately reply, he kicked her ribs, viciously. From the back of the cave, Althea reacted with a cry, speaking the savage tongue with her sing-song Amazon accent. 'Don't hurt her any more, savage! Her name is Katnissa Norhill.'
Katnissa feared Aablar would turn on Althea, so she spoke, painfully, 'Yes, I am Katnissa of the Norhill line, one of the oldest among the Amazon. I am a dominess in the Queen's Regiment. My mother is Countess Fiona, Peeress of the Regiment of Susanna. My acolyte here is Althea Spalding, whose mother is Countess Charlotte, High Scholaress of the Temple of Artemis. Our sisters will not rest till they find us. If you harm us, they will hunt you down and kill you slowly, with much pain. You will do well to free us immediately.' With this she turned to Leia. 'We know who you are, Leia. Your mother was a troubled woman -- she fled one of our citadels into the wild while carrying you in her womb. You have been lost to us, but at last we have found you. Don't worry, your sisters will come and free you.'
Aablar listened in silence. Finally he replied, 'I have been hunted by you Amazon since I was a boy. Amazon dominesses tortured my father before killing him. I have seen many of my Clan brothers tortured, mutilated, cut to pieces. My own mother bore three sons, but both of my brothers have been taken into Amazon slavery. Whether or not I free the two of you, my fate will be the same. But for the first time in my life I have control, I can ask the questions. Why do you Amazon always hunt us of the Clan of the Bear? What have we done to wrong you? None of the other Clans are harassed as we are. Why us?'
Katnissa took a deep breath. What did it matter what she told the savage? Her sisters would find him and he would die a slow death. It was a shame to destroy him, for he was such a magnificent specimen -- by far the best and most powerful she had ever seen.
'You of the Clan of the Bear are the biggest and strongest savages. We need strong savages to help us. You would not understand how we use you. But you are the best.'
* * * * * * * * * *
2. Heretofore Aablar and Leia had traveled by day and rested by night, but now he changed this routine. He spent the rest of the day by the mouth of the cave, ceaselessly scanning the terrain that fell away below them and the sky above. As soon as darkness fell instead of preparing to bed down, he gathered his gear. He fashioned a rough leather collar from deerskin and fastened it around Althea's neck. Then he tied the collar to a length of vine.
He took another strip of supple deerskin and tied it around Katnissa's mouth, jerking it tight and then tying it, fashioning a crude but very effective gag. Finally, he looped a long length of vine and fashioned a noose. He slung this around Katnissa's neck and jerked it tight. Only muffled sounds emerged from her tight gag and her eyes grew wide and then began to fade. He then loosened the noose, and she revived slowly, her chest heaving, her breasts quivering, as she strove to recover from oxygen starvation. He repeated this exercise twice more before he was sure he could quickly bring Katnissa under control. Tears coursed down Althea's cheeks and she whimpered at the sight of Katnissa's rough treatment. But apart from the sounds forced out of her, Katnissa herself endured it all with stoic composure and her eyes soon regained their hard and steely glint, promising vengeance.
'Why are we leaving by dark, mighty hunter?' asked Leia.
'The Amazon will soon be looking for these two,' said Aablar, not unkindly. 'The darkness will protect us. But we must move quickly. You must take control of the little Amazon.' He handed her the vine attached to Althea's collar. 'If she misbehaves, pull hard and choke her. Don't give her any slack.' Leia nodded. Althea would get no soft treatment from her!
Aablar himself picked up the noose around Katnissa's neck. 'You will move quickly,' he said to her. 'Any misbehavior, and I will strangle you.' With this, he untied her ankles and helped her to her feet. The testing of the noose had left Katnissa acutely aware of her vulnerability. She did not resist him and matched his brisk pace as he set off purposefully in the moonlight. Leia followed, and with a few sharp tugs, Althea fell into the march as well.
Aablar led the way down the far mountainside and unerringly led them to a swift-flowing stream. The water was cold from ice-melt, but he waded in, pushing Katnissa in front of him. Leia followed with Althea. They were soon in thigh deep water and Aablar led them upstream, to higher and higher ground, never approaching the shore. Katnissa continued to stride in front of him like an automaton. Leia felt her toes and then her feet go numb from the cold water, but Aablar did not appear to notice. Finally, Althea could go no further. In spite of Leia's pulling hard on her neck strap and the choking sensation this brought about, she could not walk no further -- her legs were numb and she was completely spent. She swayed on her feet and then toppled, face-first into the icy water.
Leia frantically pulled Althea towards the bank. Aablar did not aid Leia, as she manhandled the soaking Althea onto the muddy bank and slapped her face twice to bring her out of her shock. He kept a wary eye on Katnissa, suspecting treachery. But there was none. Althea coughed and retched, bringing up some water. She shivered uncontrollably. 'Cold,' she said, 'so very cold.' Leia wrapped her own bearskin cloak around her and she slowly began to return to normal.
It was clear that Althea could not proceed immediately. Aablar emerged from the water and drew Katnissa behind him. They were in a natural bower, sheltered from the sky by a huge willow, thickly hung over with leafy vines. The bright moon was barely visible through the thick undergrowth. There was little wind, so Aablar's nose could not detect distant smells and he was edgy. His hunter's sense told him that something was not quite right. He dropped his satchel and cloak, tightened his grasp on Katnissa's noose and hefted his heavy spear in his right hand. There was something out there, but what was it? His foreboding grew rather than abated. The hackles on the back of his neck rose and he was sure that danger was near. Was it a saber-toothed tiger? No, even on a still night his keen nose would have detected it. It must be the Amazon.
A moment later her heard it -- a swishing sound, so faint yet so familiar. A Amazon flying basket! Katnissa heard it too and looked up. Aablar pulled tight on the noose and threw himself at her, knocking her to the soft earth and pinioning her body. Urgent rasps escaped her gag, but he pulled savagely on the noose again, cutting them off. Leia and Althea still had not heard it and were transfixed by the sudden action.
'The Amazon are here,' hissed Aablar at Leia. 'Hold Althea down. If she moves a muscle or makes a whisper, slit her throat with the dagger.'
Leia pushed Althea down and drew the steel dagger. Grasping it firmly, she rested the razor sharp blade on the side of Althea's neck. Her hands bound behind her back, the acolyte lay perfectly still. She knew that even in untrained hands, the stainless steel blade would slice through her carotid artery like butter.
Katnissa also lay still, the noose biting into her throat. She regimented her breathing to draw in shallow soundless draughts of air through her constricted windpipe. The sharp point of Aablar's spear was under her chin and she knew that he could drive it into her brain in an instant.
They all saw the powerful beam of light through the undergrowth. Tracing it back, they could faintly see the winking running lights of the Amazon aircraft. The Clan of the Stag had never been targets of the Amazon, so Leia had never seen an aircraft and she was wide-eyed with wonder. It was moving slowly and the searchlight was making slow circuits over the landscape. Katnissa grimaced as Aablar's muscles tightened involuntarily, pulling on the noose. He drew her even closer to him, their bodies tightly pressed against each other. It was inevitable that this proximity should stimulate him. Katnissa felt his tumescence growing against her rump. Aablar knew that self-preservation demanded that he control himself. Aablar had many strengths, but control of his natural instincts was not one of them. Soon his huge erection was full and raging.
He unfastened the hip ties of the deerskin panties Leia had made and stripped them off, continually choking her completely and then backing off to let her draw a quick breath. Then he brought his sharp spear tip down to her rump and whispered in her ear, 'Try to fight, dominess and I will kill you. I can fuck you just as well dead as alive.' With this he cut the vine on her bound wrists, simultaneously jerking hard on the noose. He never gave her the chance to fill her lungs, so Katnissa fell into oxygen debt immediately. Her arms were now free and her first instinct was to stop her strangulation.
Leia watched helplessly. Mighty hunter, she thought, why do you risk all that you have won? Why do you free the dominess who is so dangerous? Why not kill her and take your pleasure in me and in this weak acolyte?
Katnissa tried to wedge her fingers between the noose and her throat and was beginning to get some purchase, when she felt the bulbous head of his cock at her ass. He pulled even harder at the noose, arching her back and forced his dick head into her. Even with the tight leather gag, the muffled remnants of her scream escaped. He drove more of his huge cock into her ass and her strength began to desert her. Her fingers desperately clawed at the noose, but a red haze of pain was descending over her eyes. But for the red-hot pain in her ass, she would have lost consciousness now.
Then, suddenly, a cool rush of air hit her lungs. He had loosened the noose! But it was only for an instant. He tightened it again and pulled her head back. His cock was now fully sheathed in her ass and he began to thrust into her slowly, watching the powerful searchlight from the Amazon aircraft draw closer and closer to them. He increased his tempo and Katnissa's eyes began losing focus, she could not see the aircraft, was not even aware of its presence, all she felt was the pain of his huge dick in her ass. She was drooling saliva around the leather gag, her eyes were watering but even in this state, her cunt was sopping wet with her vaginal fluid.
The aircraft was almost directly above them now, the beam of its powerful searchlight traversing just yards away from them. Aablar had increased his tempo and was now stabbing into her rapidly, with short inch-long thrusts. Every time he penetrated her fully, his pelvis rammed her rounded muscular rump with a soft smack and he grunted under his breath. Every few thrusts, he slackened his grip on the noose, letting her suck in a small gasp of air. His free hand roughly kneaded her crotch, every now and then inserting two thick fingers into her cunt.
They could all now hear the gentle whooshing of the aircraft engines. Aablar was now pounding her, his grunting now guttural and urgent. Katnissa continued to fight him, but her great strength was worn down and she could only weakly hold on to his wrist holding the noose. Her sisters were only a few hundred feet above them! This thought gave an edge to Aablar's sexual stimulation and he whispered in her ear, 'Feel my cock, dominess, feel how I fuck your ass, within sight of your Amazon sisters. NOW ... FEEL ... MY ... JISM!' This time he impaled himself fully in her and rotated his hips again and again, pumping his semen deep inside her ass. She felt the sticky warmth gush into her innards and now involuntary hot tears began gushing down her face.
The aircraft had moved on, its searchlight beam probing the undergrowth on the far side of the icy stream. Althea's heart and hopes shriveled within her. Katnissa felt only the merciful release of Aablar's withdrawal. His recovery was virtually instantaneous. He had trussed her wrists and ankles with the vines well before she recovered and was breathing painfully through her abused and sore windpipe. Warm semen from his copious ejaculation still seeped out of her ass. He pushed her onto her side and scooping some of it on his hand, began to massage it into her crotch and belly. Digging some more out of her ass with his finger, he untied her halter and kneaded his semen into her firm breasts, roughly tweaking the rubbery nipples between thumb and forefinger. All four of them knew that the aircraft was fading away in the distance.
* * * * * * * * * *
3. The Countess Fiona, Peeress of the Regiment of Susanna was a tall magnificently built blonde. She now strode down the corridor in the innermost sanctum of the huge Central Military Complex or CMC. She placed her face in the final security sensor by the far door for the optical scan and entered the conference chamber of the Council of Peeresses. Vanessa, First Peeress and Queen of the Amazon, sat on a simple wooden throne, surrounded by an elite squad from the Queen's Regiment. As required, they were all at least six feet tall. They were all in uniform -- purple and green leotards with high cut hips and full wrist length sleeves, shiny titanium plumed helmets and black highly shined leather thigh boots. They all wore long barreled pistols holstered on their leather belts, and carried heavy long-range blasters. Their boots had sheaths for long stainless steel daggers.
Fiona wore a similar uniform and sidearm, but her leotard was yellow and red -- the colors of the Regiment of Susanna -- and her sleeves each bore a silver star indicating her rank of Peeress. She approached the Queen and bowed low. 'I am at your command, majesty,' she said.
The Queen leaned forward and drew her into an embrace. Kissing her on the cheek, she said, 'I am so sorry, Fiona. We are doing everything in our power to find them.'
At that moment, the stainless steel door to the chamber hissed open, admitting the Countess Charlotte, High Scholaress of the Temple of Artemis and the supreme religious leader. Since the Scholaresses controlled all learning and science, she was the Amazon Scientific Peeress as well. She was smaller than Fiona and dark haired like her daughter, Althea. She was unarmed and wore the flowing white semi-diaphanous muslin robes of a Scholaress. Her robes were gathered at her slim waist by a red silk sash and under them her white leotard was faintly visible. She too approached the Queen, bowed and was drawn into an embrace with words of solicitude.
The Queen waved both Countesses to high backed chairs by her sides and with a motion of her arm dismissed the dominesses, who retreated to the door of the chamber, out of earshot.
'I summoned you both as soon as I heard. As you know, Katnissa and Althea were on a routine unsupported training mission out of our citadel in the Dacin Alps. The aircraft 'Helena' dropped them off with horses and provisions. They were armed with as usual with non-technical weapons -- swords and daggers, and I understand that Katnissa had a crossbow that she is very good with' (here the Queen glanced toward Fiona, who nodded), 'and had ample rations for their three day mission. The aircraft was waiting in the area of their planned rendezvous. They did not call in yesterday when they completed their three days. And they have not called in today -- it has been almost 48 hours since their last call in. The 'Helena' began a search in the area between their drop-off and rendezvous points just before nightfall yesterday. I have dispatched two more aircrafts to the search. We will find them -- it is only a matter of time.'
'Katnissa often stays out longer than the mission minimum,' observed Fiona thoughtfully. 'But she would never miss calling in to update her log.'
'I have always spoken against these unsupported training missions,' Charlotte said, with a trace of bitterness. 'Aircraft supported dominesses have never failed to deliver us the native Earthmen that we need for our purposes. The regiments will never be required to operate without technical support. All this activity is just to ensure the domination of the military.'
'Come, come, Charlotte, this is no time for rancor,' Fiona said soothingly. 'We must stand united in times of trouble. My daughter is missing as well. As Vanessa says, we will find them soon.'
But the Countess Charlotte would not be consoled. 'You dominesses have always sought domination,' she said. 'Centuries ago, on our home planet of Amazonia, you campaigned to subjugate males and then to eliminate them. We Scholaresses warned you at the time that this would have dire consequences and so it did. The potency of the stored sexual material declined with each passing generation and succeeding generations of our foremothers became less and less fertile. We were within an ace of dying out altogether.'



'If you wish to rake up ancient history, Charlotte,' said Fiona, losing patience, 'bear in mind that it was the dominess regiments that organized the evacuation of our few surviving foremothers and commanded and navigated the spaceships that brought us to this planet five centuries ago. And the dominesses who conceived the idea of using savage DNA to re-vitalize our stored sexual material so that our current generations have regained strength and fertility. Only a thousand of us arrived on this planet we call Eartha. Today there are fifty thousand of us to the four million native savages. We will grow in numbers, conquer this planet and return to the heights we achieved on Amazonia!'
'It is the Scholaresses who run the labs,' Charlotte retorted. 'Our research makes our survival possible. Our work has returned our lifespan to the 150 years it was on Amazonia. It is our work that ensures that fifty-year-olds like us are at the height of our powers. Our seventy-year old sisters are still taut and beautiful and fertile. When we came to Earth, we were not much different from the native Earth people who are dead before they have seen forty winters.'
'We will get nowhere by blaming each other,' the Queen interjected gently. 'Both the scholaresses and the dominesses are essential to our survival.'
'It is the regiments that control the throne, Vanessa,' said Charlotte. 'And they ensure that we remain in this warlike situation with the native peoples of this planet. Why can't we work with them and civilize them, rather than treating them as mere livestock and sources of potent sexual material?'
They were interrupted by one of the Palace Guardians, who approached and bowed respectfully. 'We have word from Captain Rhea Candaris of the aircraft 'Helena',' she said. 'They have news of the Lady Katnissa and the Lady Althea.'
'Put her on the view screen,' said the Queen gravely.
Rhea Candaris appeared on the screen. She was on the bridge of her aircraft and wore the yellow and red leotard of the Susanna Regiment, gold captain's rings on her sleeves. Her voice was level, but her face showed strain. 'We have found their horses and equipment,' she said. 'They appear to have been attacked. Their body armor, helmets and most of their weapons are at the site -- only their daggers are missing. Lady Katnissa's helmet bears superficial dents and appears to have been struck repeatedly with a blunt instrument. The blows destroyed her communicator and it cannot be analyzed. Lady Althea's helmet exhibits superficial damage, but her communicator is operative. We have analyzed Lady Althea's communicator, but there is no distress call and no log, so we have no track of their movements prior to the attack.'
The Queen turned to Countess Fiona. 'What do you suggest, Countess?'
Fiona was all business. 'Set down two fully armed squads on horseback to find their trail from the attack site. I want any and all information about their attackers. Set the 'Helena' to a spiraling course outward from the attack site. What other aircraft are in the area?'
'The 'Hypatia' and the 'Andromeda', Countess,' said Rhea Candaris.
'Set up a concentric search pattern with all three ships,' said Fiona. 'Rhea, I'd like you to take local command of the search mission. Report back to us on the hour or when you have any news.'
'It will be done, Countess. Salutations, your majesty. Out.' Rhea Candaris bowed low and cut the transmission and her image faded from the view screen.
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It is the middle of the last Ice Age, about 50,000 years ago. The Neanderthals roam the Earth, but co-exist with a recently arrived tribe of technologically advanced aliens known as the Amazon. The Amazon hunt Neanderthal men for their wild semen. Aablar has captured an Amazon dominess and her acolyte and is now the object of a massive search.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * *
1. As soon as the aircraft was safely over the horizon, Aablar drove his small party onward. He was under no illusions -- the Amazon search for them would continue. They would soon find the site of the attack and begin to track them. Althea was incapable of walking, so Aablar bound her ankles and threw her over his shoulder. Katnissa was weak from his repeated garroting and anal fucking. So he decided to move over land, hoping that the many miles he had put through water would slow down the Amazon hounds.
Weak and disoriented as she was, Katnissa recognized that they were moving to higher and higher ground. It was getting colder, they were now passing patches of snow and ice and even in the dark she could make out the outlines of vast vistas. Aablar's endurance astounded her. She had been brought up on Amazon science that held that while some of the savages were immensely strong, their stamina was inferior. She had believed that as a dominess, even bound, she would be able to outlast him on a long march. However, she was beginning to flag, while Aablar marched on like a machine, even with Althea on his shoulder. She could see that Leia was tired, but the girl worshiped Aablar and would march to her death if she had to.
As they climbed there was an increasing incidence of ice and snow and the temperature dropped steadily. Katnissa began to shiver constantly, until Aablar wordlessly took off his bearskin cloak and draped it around her shoulders, typing the laces around her to hold it in place. He marched on, carrying his burden, seemingly oblivious to the cold. Even with the bearskin, Katnissa was cold. She thought longingly of the warm temperature shield she could have deployed from her titanium wrist bracers.
By the time the first warming rays of the sunrise appeared, they were on the top of a high ridge. They could see a snow-capped peak that loomed in front of them, with a broad valley on one side and dense forests on the other. Aablar seemed to know where he was going, for he unerringly found a cave in the mountainside and guided them into it. It had been used before, for there were drawings on the walls and bones littered the corners. It was well chosen, for Katnissa's trained eye noted that the mouth was overhung with vegetation making it virtually invisible from the air and while it commanded a panoramic view of the valley below, there were high rocks obscuring its mouth from the line of sight of those at a lower level.
In the inner recesses of the cave the floor became rocky and there was moisture and several stalagmites and stalactites had formed. Some had fused together forming pillars up to a foot in diameter. Aablar bound Katnissa's ankles and then bound her to one of the pillars. Similarly binding the exhausted Althea, Aablar turned to find Leia curled up in her bearskin, fast asleep. Tired as he was, the hard march had fueled his prodigious sexual appetite. He had fucked Katnissa twice in the ass, but that had merely whetted it. He stripped off his loincloth and with relative consideration unfastened Leia's panties and halter. She was only half awake, but his insistent hand and probing fingers at her blonde crotch slowly roused her and aroused her. He was now fully erect and impatient and mounted her without ceremony, driving his huge cock into her wet cunt. As was his wont, he fucked her hard and thoroughly, and she responded in kind, arching and twisting, and crying out. Her cries reached crescendo as she reached a powerful orgasm. But he was just beginning. He continued to piston her, and she came again. And again. Each time she screamed with her release, and by the third time these took on a note of hysteria.
The sight of such rampant penetrative sex was horrifying for both Katnissa and Althea. Poor Leia! To be penetrated so violently by a savage! No wonder she screamed! Brought up from childhood to regard sexual penetration as a religious ritual and a sacred duty required for propagating the Amazon population, they could only view Aablar's fucking of Leia as repugnant. But it left them confused, for they could not understand why such an awful assault should arouse them to the point that their panties were soaking wet.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
2. After Princess Fiona gave her orders to Captain Rhea Candaris, the communication channel was closed. The Queen inclined her head toward the squad of dominesses, and Lady Sophia Stirling, her personal maidservant approached her and bowed deeply.
'Summon Colonel Elizabetha Warren. Tell her I want her here immediately.'
Sophia withdrew to a respectful distance and spoke softly into her helmet communicator. They did not have long to wait -- within minutes the stainless steel door of the chamber hissed open and Colonel Elizabetha Warren entered. She was a very tall and very pale ice blonde with a body that was voluptuous for a dominess. Her rather full breasts were extremely firm and rode high. Her rounded derriere was rock hard and her small waist still managed to display a perfect set of abs. But it was her eyes that held the viewer's attention. They were the palest gray, almost colorless and gave her face a ghostly appearance. Each of her uniform sleeves and titanium wrist bracers bore a single crown denoting her rank. She approached the Queen and bowed low.
'Colonel Elizabetha, I thank you for coming so quickly,' she said. 'We have a terrible situation on our hands. Lady Katnissa Norhill and Lady Althea Spalding have been attacked while on a routine unsupported training mission. They have been out of contact for nearly 48 hours. I would like you should take overall command of this search mission. The aircraft 'Helena' under the command of Captain Rhea Candaris is at the site. Draft as many of the Regiment as you require. If you require forces from the Susanna Regiment, I am sure that Princess Fiona will cooperate with you fully.'
Fiona bowed slightly and addressing the Queen, Princess Charlotte and Colonel Elizabetha, said, 'I think we should call a meeting of the Council of Principals. In such an important matter, we must select our best possible team.'
'Let us wait until we have more information,' said the Queen. 'By tomorrow, we will have their equipment examined and analyzed and the squads on the ground should have picked up the trail. We may even have them back by then, and we will all have happier news to report.'
Charlotte nodded.
'In that case,' said Fiona, 'I shall be happy to command the search in an interim capacity until the Council meets.'
It was well known that there was no love lost between Elizabetha and Fiona. Elizabetha was in her mid thirties and had done her dominess qualification as Fiona's acolyte. They had been very close. Even though Elizabetha was a commoner, Fiona had nurtured her career for many years. However, when Fiona's own daughter Katnissa had done her dominess qualification as Elizabetha's acolyte, she had not obtained the coveted first appointment in an elite unit of the regiments. Fiona blamed Elizabetha for her daughter's appointment to a lesser unit and then for her lack of rapid promotion.
'You are too personally bound up in this matter, Fiona,' said the Queen soothingly. 'Let Colonel Elizabetha command the search till tomorrow.'
Fiona considered her options. She could force the issue, but her enmity with Elizabetha was too well known for her position to be considered unbiased. Elizabetha was now a protégé of Princess Justine Bator, Peeress of the Regiment who was a close friend and ally of Fiona's. Best not to confront Justine over this issue, she thought. Better to retreat gracefully.
'As usual, you are most wise, my Queen,' she said, bowing low. 'Elizabetha, you have my full support. I will leave orders with the Susanna HQ to place all resources at your disposal.' Elizabetha bowed. Fiona impulsively strode over to her and took her in her arms and hugged her tight. In the Amazon custom, they rubbed their nipples against each other but did so cautiously, unsure of each other's reaction. Each felt her own and the other woman's nipples pucker and harden under the thin uniform material. They had been lovers for many years and a brief flash of passion passed between them, ignited by warm memories of orgasm filled nights. Fiona kissed Elizabetha on the cheek and whispered in her ear, 'Find my girl, dearest Elizabetha.'
The Queen accepted Fiona's capitulation with equal grace. 'We hope you will give us the benefit of your advice, Princess. Colonel Elizabetha, keep me informed of all developments. Make sure that the Susanna Regiment HQ is in the comm. circuit at all times.'
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
3. The scholaresses and dominesses were the Amazon aristocracy and had never constituted more than ten percent of their population. The Scholaresses were the scholarly elite and held the highest position in Amazon society. Everything had originally been designed to maintain their power. All Amazon children were raised in state run nurseries and boarding schools. Potential scholaresses were selected at a very young age and went through rigorous educational and physical training. At the age of eighteen, only the very brightest were selected to serve apprenticeships in the Temple of Eos, also known as the Lower Temple. Only by passing a further series of high level tests could they advance to serving in the Temple of Aphrodite, also known as the Middle Temple. The scholaresses in the Temple of Artemis or Upper Temple passed the third and highest level of tests and were at the top of the Amazon intellectual and social pyramid.
The dominesses held a position in society only slightly below the scholaresses and in like manner, potential candidates were selected at a very young age. While they received education along side the scholaresses, their advancement was more dependent on their athletic prowess. Also at age eighteen, the best were selected to serve as acolytes of highly rated young dominesses. At the end of a two-year apprenticeship, only a select few were commissioned dominesses. Those selected were ranked as well, and only the top few were invited to join elite units.
At the height of their power on Atlantis, the Amazon faced no threats and the dominesses had been very few in number. In terms of political power, they had been marginalized. However, ever since the flight from Atlantis, the dominesses' power had inexorably increased. The Regiments had controlled the evacuation, had navigated the spaceships to the life-supporting planet they had named Eartha and had defended the early pitifully weak colony against predators. The discovery of the technique to splice savage DNA into Amazon genes to re-vitalize them cemented the dominesses' control of Amazon society. For the dominesses alone could capture the strongest and best savages for use in the Amazon plans for racial re-vitalization.
The Queen was elected by all dominesses and scholaresses, but was required by law to be a scholaress. She was the First Peeress in the ruling Council of Peeresses, only two whose members were dominesses. These were the Peeresses of the two Regiments -- the Queen's and the Susanna. Apart from the Queen, the other three scholaresses on the Council were the High Scholaresses of the three Amazon temples of Artemis, Aphrodite and Eos.
No scholaress had a chance of being elected Queen without the support of the Regiments. The Peeresses of the two Regiments, together with their cohort Colonels carefully scrutinized all senior Scholaresses and chose the Temple High Scholaresses. Vanessa had been Queen for almost thirty years and before that had been the High Scholaress of the Temple of Artemis. But she knew that she had always been chosen by the Regiments.
Vanessa also knew that she was nearing the end of her reign. She was nearly a hundred years old and age was catching up with her. She was still vigorous, but she could no longer fool the mirror. She was beginning to lose the tautness of her figure and the first hints of sag had begun to appear on her cheeks. The Amazon were lovers of perfection in the female form -- their advanced research enabled them to genetically engineer their children, so that virtually all of them fit one of the Amazon ideals of beauty. The Reproduction and Life Sciences Institute (known as the Health Institute) was the most important center of Amazon science. And while they had succeeded in extending the Amazon life span to 150 Eartha years, they found it intolerable to view the ravages of age. For most Amazon, a hundred signaled the beginning of the loss of physical beauty. At this point they retired from Amazon life to the Exile Citadel far from the Amazon capital of Paradise City. Retirement was mandatory and could be enforced by court order. It was rare for an active Amazon to visit an elderly relative in the Exile Citadel, so retirement ceremonies were very much like wakes.
Who would succeed her? Charlotte was young, just over fifty. As the High Scholaress of the Temple of Artemis and a Princess of the Blood, she was the obvious candidate. However her views regarding the native savages did not sit well with the dominesses. Vanessa suspected that Fiona nursed ambitions of becoming Queen. Like Charlotte, she was young and a Princess of the Blood. She was one of the first dominesses to also serve as a scholaress -- she had earned a position in the Temple of Aphrodite. She had served as a Colonel in the Queen's Regiment and was popular with the dominesses. A dominess as Queen! Vanessa shuddered inwardly.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
4. The HQ of the Susanna Regiment was in outer ring of the Central Military Complex or CMC. A squad in the yellow and red uniform leotards of the Regiment snapped to attention as Fiona approached. She still had to use the security optical scanner to gain entrance to the low building. Her personal staff was assembled in the main situation room and a detailed topographic map of the region was on one view screen while live feed from the aircraft 'Helena' displaying the scene of the attack was on another.
Fiona unfastened her helmet as she entered the room and shook her long blonde tresses loose. 'Patch a link directly through to Colonel Elizabetha Warren,' she said to her chief of staff, 'I want the link with her to be open at all times.'
A second view screen was opened and almost immediately, Lady Sophia Stirling appeared on it. She bowed and addressed Fiona directly. 'Princess, I have been detached from the Queen's staff to serve as Colonel Elizabetha's aide and liaison. The aircraft 'Andromeda' is returning at full speed to pick us up and relay us to the site. In the meantime, we have been told expect a communication from the 'Helena'.'
'Thank you, Lady Sophia,' said Fiona formally. 'I wish you the best of luck. We are standing by to receive communication from the 'Helena.''
Within moments, the view screen linked to 'Helena' filled with the familiar features of Captain Rhea Candaris.
'We have progress to report. At the site of the attack we have DNA evidence of two attackers. One of the attackers has been identified as a savage. The other is unquestionably Amazon, but does not match any active or retired individuals on our central database. One of the mounted squads picked up a clear trail up the hillside from the site of the attack. They tracked it to a small cave over the ridgeline of the canyon. They have forensic evidence of the presence of the Lady Katnissa and the Lady Althea as well as the two attackers.'
Here Captain Rhea paused and her voice grew strained. 'The squad found evidence of a sexual assault in the cave. Copious and fresh deposits of savage semen were found, as well as a substantial amount of vaginal fluid. The assault appears to have involved penetrative sex. Arterial blood, saliva and intra-anal skin tissue have also been found. The semen matches the savage attacker. The female bodily fluids and sexual material have all been identified as the Lady Katnissa's.'
'All forensic material is being relayed back for complete analysis to Paradise City. Both mounted squads are following the trail of the attacker and captives. An electronic signal marker has been placed outside the cave where the assault occurred.'
Fiona listened with a mixture of horror and grief. Penetrative sex! Intra-anal skin tissue! Lady Katnissa Norhill, her darling daughter fucked in the ass by a savage! Hot tears formed behind her eyes, but her face remained steely and impassive. Penetrative sex was taboo with the Amazon and was only performed by scholaresses during ritual impregnation at the Health Institute. Fiona had such a horror of it that even though she had wanted more daughters after Katnissa, she could not bear to go through the impregnation ceremony again. She could only imagine Katnissa's pain and humiliation.
As her imagination conjured up images of Katnissa with a huge savage cock in her ass, the strain on her composure became too much. Muttering, 'My comm. channel is open,' she hurried from the situation room, out of her HQ and out of the CMC into the street. Once there, she used her helmet communicator to open a personal line to Colonel Elizabetha Warren.
'Elizabetha,' she said, pausing only to hear a confirmation, 'you've seen the same report I've seen. I want you to identify this savage's immediate clan and find and kill every non-essential adult. Slowly. Use any methods necessary to get information. When you find this savage, I want him. You inform me and only me immediately. Is that clear?'
'Are your orders confidential?' asked Colonel Elizabetha.
'This is a personal matter, Elizabetha,' said Fiona, 'Inform your women on a need to know basis. I will inform the Princess Justine in due course.'
'Understood, Princess Fiona,' said Elizabetha Warren.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
5. Fiona wandered aimlessly, her mind in a whirl. The news of the attack had confined to the highest reaches of the Amazon government, so the corner news-screens were merely displaying some sports results and the latest results from the labs. The streets were crowded with the lunch hour crowds. Ground-cars shushed by and sidewalk cafes did brisk business. The Amazon favored tight and skimpy clothing that displayed their fine bodies and many wore brightly colored shapes drawn with body paint -- the latest fashion. But today Fiona had no eyes for the beautiful female form. She absently returned the salutes of the few uniformed dominesses that passed her and nodded to a small group of robed Scholaresses.
Without conscious thought, she found herself outside the abode Katnissa shared with Althea, her acolyte. Katnissa drew stipends from both the Queen's Regiment and the Temple of Artemis, but even these could not begin to pay for her extravagant lifestyle. The Amazon aristocracy lived in the acropolis that was constructed on the high hill at the center of Paradise City. Katnissa lived in a rambling bungalow with a pillared portico in the very highest reaches of the acropolis, within a stone's throw of Fiona's own palace. It was perched on the edge of cliff that fell away hundreds of feet, providing magnificent views from all rooms. A powerful ground-car was parked in the garage. The Norhill and the Spalding families were the only two surviving direct lines to the old Amazon royal family from Atlantis and drew a substantial royalty from the Amazon state.
Fiona placed her palm on the front door identification panel and it hissed open. She entered and wandered through the living room into Katnissa's master bedroom. There was a walk-in closet that was open. Fiona walked in and found herself surrounded by Katnissa's regimental uniforms and white Artemis Temple scholaress robes. She had very few civilian clothes. Her pistol belt and blaster hung on pegs on the wall.



Fiona drifted over to the bedroom's picture window and looked out over the city. She recalled the many happy times she had spent in this room and her eyes misted over. The Amazon had totally divorced sex and reproduction from each other. Children were reared in protective state care till the age of eighteen during which time sex was prohibited. However, once children were of age, they had no taboo against incest.
Katnissa had been Elizabetha's acolyte when Fiona had first made love to her in this room. It was late and they had both had a few drinks. Hugging and rubbing nipples, prior to leaving for home, Fiona found herself aroused by her beautiful daughter. In very short order they found themselves in the wide bed. Fiona gently slid her uniform leotard and panties off. Then she had tenderly manipulated Katnissa's clitoris, teasing her and arousing her, making her cry and moan. Her fingers had worked faster and faster until she finally saw Katnissa's whole body tense and thrash as she began to scream, 'I'm coming! Oh, mother, I'm COMING!! Oh, Hera, mother of us all, I'M COMING!!!'
The memory of their lovemaking was very sharp. Fiona was caught up in conflicting emotions -- tears streamed down her face but at the same time she felt warmth descending to her lower belly and moistness in her crotch. She was almost in a trance so that she barely noticed the fingers that reached around her and lightly caressed her breasts and gently pinched her hardening nipples.
Fiona slowly turned and found herself in Charlotte's embrace. She stood nearly a head taller and looked down at her miserably and found her misery mirrored. Words were not necessary. They kissed, first tentatively and then with increasing urgency. Fiona was surprised by Charlotte's sexual aggression. She found her pistol belt unfastened and her leotard unzipped. Soon she was naked save for her thigh boots. In turn she undid Charlotte's silk sash and robes. They stumbled rather inelegantly to Katnissa's bed and Fiona found herself on her back. Charlotte was sucking on her meaty nipples, the tip of her tongue darting out to tease and excite, while her hands kneaded Fiona's firm little breasts. Then her mouth traced lower on to Fiona's belly and when her lips reached the silky blonde down at her crotch, Fiona moaned softly. Charlotte was in no hurry and her tongue traced Fiona's nether lips, the tip darting in and out of her tight cunt, tasting the sweet smelling vaginal fluid and stimulating the emission of more. Finally her tongue found Fiona's clit and began to tease it in earnest. Fiona was now sopping wet and uttering sharp little cries each time her clit was tongued. Her fingers were now intertwined in Charlotte's soft black tresses and she arched her back to draw the High Scholaress' face deeper into her crotch.
Fiona's vaginal fluid flowed copiously now and its strong musky aroma was driving Charlotte wild. Her own moist cunt began to get wet, but she focused on Fiona, her tongue working tirelessly and her hands ranging from her powerful buttocks to tweaking her rock hard nipples. Then, Fiona's cries began to rise in pitch, her fingers gripped the silk sheets and Charlotte felt the powerful contractions of her cunt as she came violently. As her orgasm gripped her, she screamed out, 'Sweet Hera! Oh, my lady!! I'M COMING!! I'm COMING!!!'
Finally, exhausted and drained by grief and passion, covered with sweat, vaginal secretions and tears, Fiona lay prone. Charlotte crawled up and they cuddled each other. Later Fiona very lightly stripped off Charlotte's white leotard and made love to her slowly. Charlotte rose to a very smooth climax and when she came, her orgasm was muted. However, she quickly rose to another climax and came again and again, mini-orgasms that caused her to her breath to rasp and her body to shiver. When she finally lay still, she drew Fiona back into her arms and they dozed -- political enemies, rivals for the throne, but lovers for now.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
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It was to be a long night for Isabelle. After some brandy, Martin was very keen to retire. 'Very tired,' he said, yawning, 'Very long day.' He held out his hand. 'Coming, Isabelle?'
She smiled dutifully. 'Of course,' she said, rising. They walked up the staircase, hand in hand. 'Such a beautiful girl,' said Carmen to Jack after they were our of earshot, 'I think she really loves Martin.'
'Yes, yes, beautiful...' Jack murmured.
On the landing, Martin's arm went around her slender waist and Isabelle knew without a doubt what was on his mind. She also knew that she had to get to the bathroom first. Jack's copious outpouring was still smeared over her crotch, lower belly and upper thighs. Some had dried, but in the warmth of her cunt, it was still wet and viscous. She had to wash.
'I'm going to freshen up a bit.' she said as they entered their bedroom.
'I'll come and help you,' Martin said mischievously.
'No.' she said firmly, 'I need a little privacy. Otherwise what will you have to look forward to after the wedding?'
She was happy to note Martin's submissiveness. Once in the en suite, she quickly stripped off her panties and rinsed them in the sink. Then she straddled the bidet and washed Jack off her. As his semen washed off, she could smell its strong musky scent and was surprised that no one had noticed it downstairs. The smell went to her head and she knew wanted him again just then. But Jack was not waiting outside, Martin was. She sighed.
She slid out of her dress and stripped off her garter-belt and stockings. Then, clad in just her pearl choker and white high-heels, she stepped out of the en suite into the bedroom. Martin gasped. 'God, you're sexy,' he breathed.
Martin had not been idle. He was lying on the bed, naked. He was not a bad figure of a man. Shorter than Jack and not as muscular, he was submissive in bed and let her dominate. This suited her sometimes, but most of the time, she wanted him to be assertive. He groped and fumbled and grew too excited, too soon. It was always the same.
She lay down next to him in the bed and he timidly began to fondle her magnificent breasts. She closed her eyes and thought of Jack, his huge dick pistoning her on the couch. Her nipples puckered and hardened. Martin rolled on to her. She reached down and found his hard cock. She guided him to her. She was moist from the wash. His erection was of modest dimensions and he sank into her quickly. He began thrusting into her jerkily, crying out as he did so. He came almost immediately, in a small rush and pulled out of her. He clutched her in his arms. Then, after a short pause, he said, 'I'm sorry I came so soon, dear. But it was wonderful. Was it good for you?'
'Wonderful.' she said seriously, without a hint of irony. 'Its always good when you love someone.'
He smiled happily and was asleep within a few minutes. She lay awake for what seemed hours. Finally, she made up her mind. She slipped out of bed and drew on her baby-doll nightie from the night-stand. She found her slippers and padded out of the bedroom, down the hall to the master suites. She knew that Jack and Carmen had adjoining suites. She went to Jack's door and opened it a crack. It was smooth and well-oiled and opened without sound. She heard the sound of voices. 'Damn,' she thought, recognizing Carmen's voice. She put her eye to the crack. The bedside lamp was on.
Jack was sitting up against the pillows and Carmen lay beside him, her back to the door. They were both naked. Jack's manhood was rampant in Carmen's hands.
'If you think I'm going to swallow that monster, you better think again,' Carmen was saying, coquettishly, 'Get one of your young hussies to do that.' She jacked his huge cock, drawing some weeping pre-ejaculate. She massaged this into his foreskin, giving it a sheen. Her hands were now shiny in the lamplight.
Still holding him with one hand, she straddled him with the expertise of long practice. Her back was directly to Isabelle now and she marvelled that this was Martin's mother. There was not a hint of fat on her. The line of her back was straight and strong. Her hips and buttocks were rounded and firm. And unlike Martin's timid approaches, she was decisive. Jack was so long and thick that Isabelle was could see him between Carmen's thighs, as she raised herself above him. Holding him firmly, she hovered above him and then, with a sigh that quickly turned to a moan, she impaled herself on him. At first she only took in about four inches. Steadying herself with her hands on his shoulders, she worked up a rhythm, taking in more and more of him, until she had engulfed him completely. She was bouncing on him now, and wordless cries came from her.
Finally, he began to arch his back and push into her. Isabelle felt an ache in her cunt as she watched Jack thoroughly fuck his wife. Carmen writhed on him and came once and then again after a prolonged bout of threshing, during which he roughly kneaded her breasts, pinching her nipples till he was sure he would leave bruises.
Isabelle's cunt was now completely soaked and she was breathing heavily. She could not watch any more. To her ears, Carmen's cries of passion sounded triumphant and they were too much for her to bear. She silently shut the door and retreated to her own bedroom. Martin was still fast asleep. She stole into the en suite again and locked the door. Then she drew her trusty vibrator out of her toilet bag. Switching it on, she quickly began to stimulate her clitoris. She put a towel in her mouth to stifle her cries. She closed her eyes and played out Carmen impaling herself on Jack's huge manhood. Within seconds she was biting down hard on the towel and grunting. She pushed the vibrator into her cunt and pistoned herself savagely. She immediately began to come. The bathroom whirled around her and stars exploded in front of her eyes.
* * * * * * * * * *
Isabelle tossed and turned and only fell asleep in the early morning hours. Martin slept like a log and the bed was big enough that her restless stirrings did not wake him. Finally, she could take it no longer. She rose and went back to Jack's door. Opening it a crack again, she saw that it was dark, though moonlight streamed into the room through an undraped window. She could not believe her luck – Carmen was gone.
She entered swiftly and silently. She shed her robe and pulled back the sheets with one motion. Jack was still asleep when she fell on him, her mouth engulfing his sleeping cock. She began sucking quickly, breathlessly and greedily.
Jack was awake in an instant, in more ways than one. His manhood grew rapidly in her mouth and his hands sank into her hair, pistoning himself into her mouth. He was huge and she had to arch her neck to deep throat him when he thrust and regiment her breathing to avoid choking. Skilled as she was, she could only manage to swallow about two-thirds of his enormous length.
Soon, he released her and she crawled up on him, letting her firm breasts and hard nipples run along his belly and chest. 'I'm one of your young hussies,' she whispered, 'I'll give you head any time you want.'
Like Carmen earlier in the night, she raised herself, steadying herself with her hands on his shoulders. Then, as he guided his cock to her sopping vulva, she sank on to him with a groan. He did not push into her, but let her bounce rapidly up and down, setting the tempo. She was crying out now, and came in a gut-wrenching orgasm, and collapsed against him.
He pushed her back until she was on her back, still with him deep inside her. Now he began to piston her, quickly working up to jackhammer pace, causing her to lose all semblance of control. She was crying, begging, pleading for her release and then got it, ascending to another higher and wilder orgasm. Her contractions were now so tight, that against his will, Jack exploded, pumping another load of semen into her in a series of spasmodic thrusts.
* * * * * * * * * *
When she finally awoke, she was back with in Martin's room and sunlight was streaming into the room. The drapes and curtains had been opened. Martin was gone. She shook her head to clear it and found she had a dull headache. When her glance fell on the bedside clock, she saw that it was nearly noon!
This would never do! She knew that Carmen was planning a big pool-side brunch and had invited some neighbours over. She quickly brushed her teeth and pulled on her floral bikini. She inspected herself in the long bathroom mirror. The hip straps were very high cut and the brassiere was strapless and only just covered her dark red aureoles. Her thick nipples constantly threatened to escape. She usually wore this suit when she planned to go topless, so it did not matter. Today however,... No pool games, she thought.
She put on some Roman-thong slippers with block heels and perched her sunglasses in her hair. She draped a towel around her shoulders and descended the stairs. The first person she met was Carmen. She looked radiant, her blonde hair gleaming, her skin virtually flawless. She wore a yellow one-piece swimsuit with blue flashes on it. It had a low cut front and Isabelle thought she could edges of bruises on her breasts. Jack must have mauled her nipples last night, she thought.
Carmen hastened to Isabelle and took her hand. 'How are you, dear?' she asked, 'Martin said that you did not sleep very well. I slept like a log!' She giggled.
That's because you had Jack fucking your brains out, while I had Martin who came before I knew he was in me, she thought nastily. But don't worry, I slept late because your husband fucked my brains out.
'Oh, I'm fine, Carmen,' she said, 'Really looking forward to the brunch.' She gave her a hug and let her hands stray down from her bare back to her rounded buttocks, which she gave a tight squeeze, while letting her full breasts rub against Carmen's. Carmen drew her breath in sharply, but before she could say anything, Isabelle had released her and gone out to the pool-side.
Her quick feel satisfied her. Carmen was in fine shape - muscled and firm. No wonder Jack still rang her bell when she came to him.
* * * * * * * * * *
As the pool party progressed, Isabelle found that she was enjoying herself. This was certainly more than she had expected. She had expected Carmen's friends to be part of her boring county set and the talk to revolve around rugby and the stock market, both of which were closed books to her. However, the guests turned out to be rather interesting and ever interested in people, Isabelle found herself quite diverted merely lying back on her chaise lounge and observing, while Martin rubbed some suntan lotion on her from time to time.
The neighbours turned out to be a couple in their fifties, Colonel Sir Hugo Black and his wife Vivienne. However, they brought along their daughter and son-in-law. The son-in-law, Cameron Dexter-Smythe, was a hulking, blond rugby-playing city-type as she had feared. The daughter, Nora, was an altogether different kettle of fish. She was a vivacious, curvy and willowy girl with jet-black collar length hair and a china-blue eyes. She wore a bright red bikini; the high-cut panties had tassels at the hips and the bra had a halter strap.
Nora was everywhere. She flirted with Martin, who was abashed. She flirted with Jack, who laughed good-naturedly and managed to get his hands into her panties when no one was looking. She flirted with Carmen who engaged her in banter and pretended not to notice her discreet, darting hands on her bottom, breasts and once on her crotch, so quickly that even Isabelle, who was watching out of the corner of her eye, could not be sure that it had happened. Cameron was deep in the pages of a book and was not part of the scene.
Isabelle recognised Nora immediately. The tall, supermodel looks, the interest in Carmen and even in Kelly, whom she twice manhandled into the pool with much more physical contact than was necessary, the sly banter with the blushing Martin and the amenable Jack, all pointed to one thing. She was a lipstick lesbian, equally keen on the men and women present. Isabelle was sure of it. She was one herself.
'This is getting very dull,' said Nora, finding everyone settling into chaise lounges, 'Let's play pool rodeo. We've got to use the pool in a pool party.'
'What's pool rodeo?' asked Kelly.
'Each team consists of a boy and a girl. The girl rides on the boy's shoulders and holds on to her while she tries to push the other girl into the water.' She jumped up. 'Come on! Cameron will be my mount. You can take Martin, Kelly.'
Cameron was game - he'd obviously done this before - Martin took some convincing, but eventually, he was talked into it. The men entered the pool. 'You've got to get in shoulder- or neck-deep,' said Nora, 'Otherwise you'll be carrying too much weight.'
She swam easily over to Cameron and smoothly mounted his shoulders. Kelly came up to Martin, but they were not very smooth at all. Kelly rode up on his shoulders, but Martin dropped her in the water twice before he was able to get a good grip on her shins and hold her upright.
'Ready?' asked Nora. Martin nodded and Kelly put her arms out preparing to tackle Nora. However, she did not even get a touch. Cameron moved in very suddenly around Martin's back. Martin was disoriented and floundered about. Nora was now behind Kelly's back and though she tried to twist around, it was hopeless. Nora caught her by the shoulders and pulled her backwards. Cameron backed away, increasing her leverage. Kelly held on to Martin's head for dear life, blocking his sight. He let go of her legs to take her hands off his face and she plunged into the water.
'Ha!' cried Nora in triumph.
Kelly swam to the pool side laughing. Martin was still spluttering, when Carmen said, 'That looks like fun! I'm next.' and dived into the pool and came up to Martin. 'Your next rider's here.' she said.
'No, no,...' Martin expostulated.
'Come on, Martin, be a sport. I'm sure Carmen will do better. Kelly's too light.' said Nora.
Martin acquiesced with bad grace and let Carmen clamber onto his shoulders. The scene was repeated. Cameron moved quickly to Martin's rear, Carmen's thighs gripped Martin's neck and disoriented him and Nora soon had Carmen where she wanted her. Instead of quickly grabbing her shoulders, Nora's arms went around her waist. Holding her tightly, her full breasts were pressed against Carmen's bare back. Carmen twisted and tried to free herself from Nora's grip, but in the process she just pushed Martin's face underwater. Martin tried to re-surface and this weakened Carmen's seat on his shoulders. She slipped to one side and Nora suddenly found that she had Carmen's tits in her hands. She gave them a quick squeeze before letting gravity do its job and dump Carmen in the water.
Carmen was laughing uncontrollably, but Martin said, 'I've had enough of this, thank you.' and waded to poolside and heaved himself out.
'Come on, Isabelle, why don't you try,' called Nora, gaily.
'I think my mount is unwilling,' Isabelle called back.
'Oh, use Jack. I'm sure he'll be happy to mount you,' Nora returned, making sure no one missed the double entendre.
Isabelle turned to Jack. 'Sure,' he smiled.
Isabelle knew that her bikini brassiere was barely up to swimming a gentle breast stroke, let alone 'pool rodeo'. She would be topless within the first minute of the contest. She considered stripping it off before getting into the pool, but she sensed that she had better Nora be the forward one. Who knew where this would lead?
Isabelle mounted Jack's shoulders in the pool. Unlike Martin, Jack knew what he was doing. He gripped Isabelle's thighs lightly, but firmly and moved purposefully in the water. As Cameron approached, he moved to face him and they circled each other warily. Each time Cameron made a sudden move, Jack was just as quick, facing him, so that Isabelle had her arms in front of her and Nora could get no advantage. Eventually, Cameron tired for feinting and moved forward. Jack stood his ground and the two teams were soon face to face. Nora reached forward to engage, but found herself caught by the right wrist, which Isabelle proceeded to twist. Cameron moved forward to relieve the pressue and Nora reached around Isabelle's back to get a grip on her. She found her bra strap and as she caught it, the bra immediately slipped off.
Nora now drew Isabelle into a clinch and the two girls were soon writhing in each other's arms. Neither could get a good enough advantage to unseat the other. As they struggled, Jack felt Isabelle's crotch, tight against his neck. Each time she rocked back, he felt her thick nether lips. She felt his bony vertibrae against her clit and found it hard to concentrate on Nora's advances. 'She must be feeling Cameron on her clit as well', she comforted herself, gritting her teeth.
It soon became clear that Nora was not interested in unseating Isabelle at all. She writhed and thrashed, but most of the time, she found ways to knead Isabelle's naked breasts and pinch her nipples. 'I'll see you in your guest room in ten minutes' she hissed and they were suddenly apart. Isabelle crossed her arms to cover her breasts and Jack gallantly dived across the pool to retrieve her bra.
'I must go and get a T-shirt,' she said as she fastened her bra on. Climbing the stairs, she made her way to guest suite, which was across from the room she now shared with Martin. She was barely in it, when Nora appeared, all smiles. She was not one to waste time. She drew Isabelle into her arms and whispered, 'I wanted you as soon as I saw you, you beautiful thing.'
They fell on the wide guest bed and Isabelle soon lost her bra again. Nora was kneading her breasts again, but now she was kissing and sucking on her nipples. Then her kisses drifted lower, to Isabelle's belly and then with practiced ease, she stripped off her panties. She sank her face into Isabelle's crotch, her tongue darting into her vulva, and then teasing her clit. Isabelle began to moan with urgency as she expertly manipulated her clit with tongue and teeth. 'Yes, yes, yes, ...' she was saying.
Then Nora stuck two fingers into her vagina and began pistoning her in time to her tongue work. Isabelle had been on a short fuse and it took just a little to raise her up and she began to come in a mild and gentle but long drawn out orgasm. Nora felt her drifting down and slowed her tempo, until Isabelle was just lying there, sexually fulfilled – for the moment!
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It is the middle of the last Ice Age, about 50,000 years ago and the Neanderthals roam the Earth. They co-exist with recently arrived tribe of technologically advanced aliens known as the Amazon, who have arrived about 500 years ago. The Amazon hunt Neanderthal men for their wild semen. Aablar has captured a Amazon dominess and her acolyte and is now the object of a massive search.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * *
1. Another dusk and Aablar continued to push his small party onward and upward along the ridge. Althea was soon in trouble, stumbling and in real danger since they were now at a considerable height. Without a word, Aablar picked her up and slung her over his shoulder again. Their night hike was much steeper now and they made slow progress. Aablar called a halt considerably before first light. Leia's exhaustion was apparent and Katnissa was weakening. Again Aablar unerringly found a strategically located cave. As the one before, it had been much used and animal bones littered the rocky floor and crude drawings decorated the walls. It was deep and also had the characteristic stalactites and stalagmites and fused pillars, indicating the run of moisture through the mountainside.
The sun rose soon after they stopped. Aablar had spent the day curled up in the bearskin with Leia and had fucked her twice. Their supply of meat were running low, as he had not hunted in the past few days and they were feeding two more mouths. He knew that a species of mountain goats frequented this mountainside. He brought one down with his spear and returned at twilight. He now used one of the long Amazon steel daggers to butcher the goat quickly and efficiently, wasting little. He passed some bloody hunks of meat of meat to Leia, who wolfed them down with relish. He then ate some himself before walking over to offer some to Althea.
The fresh, raw meat nauseated both the Amazon women. They had both eaten Aablar's dried meat, but the sight of the fresh kill and the thought of eating it uncooked were repugnant. So Althea shrank back from the bite-sized piece that Aablar offered her, dripping blood on her breasts.
'Choke it down, Althea,' said Katnissa in Greca, 'we will both need to keep our strength up if we are to survive.'
Althea opened her mouth and took the piece, chewing on it painfully, expecting retch. But she found it surprisingly sweet tasting. Aablar calmly walked over to Katnissa and hit her hard. Bound as she was, the blow knocked her down. She went down hard, her back hitting the hard cave floor with a thump like a drum. She lay still and through her full mouth, Althea uttered a muffled scream.
'Don't speak in Amazon, Katnissa,' he said. 'Speak my tongue so I can understand you.' Then he glanced over his shoulder at the crying Althea. 'Don't worry, Althea. Katnissa is a dominess. She is very tough. She will be fine.'
As if to prove his point, Katnissa began to shake her head to clear it and sat up. Her abs strained to lift her body weight. One side of her face bore the mark of his blow. The beginnings of purple discoloration indicated that she would soon have a magnificent black eye. Aablar squatted down in front of her and ran his rough calloused hands over the finely defined abs on her belly.
'So strong, Katnissa,' he said wonderingly. 'You dominesses are so strong. And here I am, feeding your strength.' With this, he put a hunk of bloody meat in her mouth and she chewed on it, preparing to be revolted, but was pleasantly surprised that it tasted rather sweet. She suddenly realized that he had addressed the two of them by their names for the first time.
There was silence in the cave as they all ate. Aablar sat by Katnissa and as he ate, he continued to stroke her hard stomach, muttering over and over, 'so strong, so strong,...'. His fingers strayed lower and lower until they slipped under the waistband of her deerskin panties. Her pubic hair was downy, soft and fiery red and he stroked it, before finding her nether lips. Still eating and feeding her, he finally found her clit and was surprising gentle. Her mouth full of meat, Katnissa tried to concentrate on chewing to take her mind off the heat building in her loins. She was getting moist and would soon begin to get wet. She closed her eyes and regimented her breathing. Then, abruptly, he stopped. 'Don't stop!' was Katnissa's first thought, as her eyes jerked open, her mouth still working on the last mouthful of meat.
Aablar went over to Leia and took her in his arms and they kissed deeply, tongues probing. She rubbed her full breasts against his rock hard chest.
Aablar continued to hold her in his arms. Leia was surprised when after kneading her breasts and crotch and getting her quite excited, Aablar did not fuck her again. He just held her and rocked her and his mind seemed far away. For a mighty hunter like him, it was natural to have many women and female slaves and father as many children as possible. His lust for both the Amazon dominess and her acolyte was powerful. Yet his feelings for Leia had changed him and he yearned for her to be his partner, to share more than a fuck with her.
'Mighty hunter, you must make more use of your slaves,' she whispered to in his ear. 'You must fuck the dominess and the acolyte until they beg you to take them. I will always be here for you and the more women you have, the greater my honor.'
Her words released him. His feelings for her, if possible, grew stronger.
'You are my woman, Leia,' he said. 'I will never forsake you. I will bring you much honor. But now we must rest. We must remain strong and alert.'
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
2. Aablar and Leia crawled into their bearskin again. The high altitude meant that in the darkness of the cave, it was very cold. They had barely settled in when they heard Althea's plaintive cries. Aablar rose and went to her.
'Aablar,' she faltered, 'I am so cold. Please, I cannot bear it.'
Katnissa listened, stoic, but resigned.
Aablar stood over the bound Althea. Then wordlessly, he undid her bonds and picked her up as he had on their long trek. He carried her over to the bearskin he shared with Leia, and they both made room to accommodate her between them.
Leia's words were still ringing in Aablar's ears. The scenes of Aablar's huge cock plunging into Leia's cunt and her screaming orgasms were playing in Althea's mind. As the three of them snuggled together for warmth, Aablar's cock inexorably hardened and Althea's cunt moistened.
Aablar's hand slipped under the waistband of Althea's panties and he felt her dark and downy soft pubic hair. The Amazon pubic hair was so different from the rough and coarse pubics of the females of his people. Althea felt his thick fingers and stiffened. But his touch, like his earlier play with Katnissa, was gentle. His rough and calloused hands were unlike anything she had felt before. He unerringly found her clit and the feeling that began to build in her was unfamiliar yet strong. She felt a lump form in her throat and felt she could hardly breathe. The taboo ritual of sexual penetration, forbidden and buried, but now close and desirable fed her anticipation. Her moistness grew and then she was wet. He lifted her rump, pulled her panties down and rolled her on to her back. When his hand returned to her crotch, she felt his fingers tease her clit again and she mewed. Their eyes met and hers were warm, but confused.
Two of his fingers now entered her cunt and quickly worked up a tempo. She had never been penetrated before, but like all Amazon, she had worked hard developing her vaginal muscle strength. Her cunt gripped his fingers tightly and his patience was quickly exhausted. He mounted her. He unfastened her deerskin halter and gripping the back of her neck tightly, kissed her hard. His tongue was rough and demanding, much more so than Katnissa's. She felt his huge dick at her cunt and with his other hand he steadied it. Then with a groan, he entered her. Her tightness stripped back his foreskin and he fought the urge to come immediately. A few inches into her he ran up against a rubbery obstacle. Her hymen!
The hymen was sacred to the Amazon and they worked hard to preserve and strengthen it so that it was intact during ritual impregnation. Scholaresses and dominesses particularly prided themselves on their tough, muscular hymens. Aablar had ruptured Leia's hymen and it had bled, but she was unschooled and untrained. Althea was highly trained and her hymen was extremely tough. Aablar's first push at it did not rupture it, but drew a muffled cry of pain from Althea. He grunted and pushed again. The muscular tissue stretched, but held, forming a tight sheath over his cock. The pain was sharp now and she was twisting in her arms, trying to free herself. Her tongue fought his in her attempts to cry out, succeeding in emitting only muffled sounds of distress. Katnissa watched helplessly and Leia with proprietary smugness.
Again and again Aablar assaulted her hymen, each time with greater force. And each time her writhing grew more frenzied as the pain grew more excruciating. Saliva drooled out of her mouth as her vocal wails were muffled under his oral assault. Paradoxically, his inch and half penetration of her tight cunt increased rather than reduced his desire. His cock grew even harder with the challenge of her resistant hymen.
Finally, he put all his two hundred and eighty pounds behind a mighty thrust and bore down on her. Her hymen stretched even more, allowing him another half inch of penetration. He did not relent and her hymen stretched further and finally, at its limit, it began to give. First a small tear and then it ruptured. His weight and pressure caused him to sink his entire nine inches into her in a single thrust and her scream of agony, even through his muffling lips, echoed off the cave walls.
Gouts of arterial blood spurted out of her cunt, but by now he was beyond caring. He worked up a rapid tempo, pistoning her hard in his need. Her cunt was extremely tight and her small pebble-like nipples squeezed against his hard chest. The pain of her ruptured hymen quickly receded to be replaced by mounting excitement and her bleeding was soon replaced by lubricating vaginal fluid. All too soon, she mounted up to an orgasm. She could feel it coming, but when it came, she could not believe its intensity. He broke his lips free of hers and when she came she screamed on and on, contractions racking her sweat-covered body. The pulsating contractions in the tightness of her cunt drove Aablar over the edge and he began to come. He pumped a huge gout of semen into her and when he thought he had no more and began to withdraw from her, she arched her back and drew him into her once more, eliciting yet another thrust and another ejaculation. They collapsed together, spent.
Leia looked on in satisfaction and pride, her earlier trepidation only a memory. Katnissa's face was stony. Aablar glanced over at her. If the acolyte was such a fuck, what would the dominess be like?
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It is the middle of the last Ice Age, about 50,000 years ago. The Neanderthals roam the Earth, but co-exist with a recently arrived tribe of technologically advanced aliens known as the Amazon. The Amazon hunt Neanderthal men for their wild semen. Aablar has captured an Amazon dominess and her acolyte and is now the object of a massive search.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
1. Elizabetha Warren stood on the glass domed flying bridge of the aircraft 'Andromeda', overlooking the captain's command station. She was armed for combat with a blaster slung over her shoulder, her special issue pistol in a holster on her belt and a long steel dagger in a sheath on her right thigh boot. In addition, she wore her 'singing' sword in a scabbard on herpistol belt, so called because of the whistling sound it made when swung. It had a two-handed hilt and a razor sharp blade. Elizabetha was one of the best Amazon swordswomen and proud of it.
Lady Sophia Stirling, similarly attired for combat, though without a sword, approached her. 'We have received further analysis of the savage's DNA from the Health Institute,' she said. 'It confirms the original analysis done on the 'Helena'. It is from the Clan of the Bear. However, the genetic signature appears to hold some unique impurities. Health has matched it to a boy that was picked up and entered in the database in a raid twelve years ago. His name was recorded as Aablar and he was recorded as verging on puberty. The boy's father's name was recorded as Raritar and he was killed in the raid.'
'Who was the raid commander?' Elizabetha asked.
'You were, Colonel,' said Sophia impassively.
Elizabetha took the statement without comment. She had been one of the most successful (and some said, the most ruthless) of the dominesses in the pursuit of savages. Her love of swordplay was well known and her 'singing sword' had seen much blood.
The ship's captain, Carol Oates called up, 'We have a large grouping of the Bear Clan on the scope, Colonel. There are about two hundred of them. Your orders?'
'Prepare for immediate debarkation. Debark two squads on to the north and two to the south.' She turned to Sophia. 'Quinta Lady Sophia,' she said addressing her aide by her rank, 'you will command the southern squads. I will come from the north. Drive them towards us. I want to capture them all this time.'
Sophia bowed. 'It will be done, Colonel,' she said. They left the flying bridge together and made for the holds where their dominess squads waited with their horses. The debarkation of the two units about two miles apart was completed within half an hour. Elizabetha's plan worked like clockwork. When Sophia's twenty dominesses galloped into the Bear Clan grouping, they had already caught their smell and begun to flee. Chaos reigned, with men frantically looking for escape, women screaming and trying to protect their children, belongings discarded.
'Shoot the old men,' Sophia ordered over her helmet communicator and quickly ten men were blown to pieces with blasters. This served to increase the panic still further and at this point they suddenly found themselves running squarely into Elizabetha's squads. They were brought up short and milling around in confusion, shrieking and begging for mercy.
Elizabetha switched her helmet communicator to megaphone mode. Her use of the savage tongue was heavily accented with the Amazon acent, but quite understandable. 'We want you all to stand still. We will shoot any one who moves. Is that clear?'
Surrounded by the mounted Amazon, the Bear Clan group members subsided into a hum of mutters and eyed their captors wide-eyed with fear. Elizabetha quickly clicked her helmet's magna-vision into place and identified six prime age males for semen harvest. Setting her pistol to its lowest setting, she methodically fired six times, burning two-inch long brands on each of their shoulders. They howled with pain as Elizabetha spoke into her helmet communicator, 'Alpha Squad, take those six.'
The squad moved forward into the milling crowd, pistols at the ready, and golden zircon lassoes whirled through the air. The six branded men found themselves caught and dragged away from their clan group by the Amazon horsewomen. They were quickly shackled and led towards the 'Andromeda', now anchored a few miles away.
Elizabetha surveyed the cowed and crowded mass of Neanderthals grimly. Her long experience stood her in good stead -- she located one older male, taller and more powerful than the rest, surrounded by three or four females and looking at the dominesses defiantly. She judged him to be the chief of this group of the Bear Clan. Without warning her golden zircon lasso whirled through the air and he found himself ensnared. Backing her horse quickly, she pulled him off his feet and dragged him out of the surrounding crowd, which parted with murmurs of fear. She pulled him about twenty yards from the milling group and stopped. He raised himself erect again with difficulty, since his arms where still pinioned to his sides by the lasso.
'Tell me your name,' Elizabetha demanded, 'and point out your group elders.'
'You are evil, dominess,' he rasped, 'I will tell you what you want. I am Genghis, chief of this group of the Bear Clan. I will point out my three elders.'
He proceeded to do so and they were quickly lassoed and brought up to join him by Elizabetha's dominesses. Elizabetha now holstered her pistol and hung her blaster on her pommel by its strap. She dismounted, leaving her horse to hold the lasso binding the chief. She walked up to the four bound Neanderthals and said, 'We are looking for one of your Clan. I am almost certain he is one of your group. His name is Aablar. Where is he?'
The four looked on in stoic silence. Elizabetha drew her 'singing' sword and hefted it with a two-handed grip. The next move happened so quickly that not even the highly trained dominesses actually saw it. There was the sharp whistling sound of Elizabetha's blade and then the head of one of the elders fell to the ground with a thud, his face registering a look of mild surprise. His body remained standing and swaying for a few moments before pitching forward and hitting the ground in cloud of dust.
Elizabetha made slow circles with the bloodstained blade in front of the remaining three. 'That was a very easy death,' she said, poking the chest of one of the other elders and drawing a trickle of blood, 'I can make it much slower and much more painful. I want to know where I can find Aablar.'
'I threw him out of the group almost a moon ago. He was fucking one of my women and I banished him.
'Where can I find him now?' she asked patiently, pushing the point of her sword through his shoulder.
'Please, I cannot speak with this pain! Pull out of your sword!'
'All in good time, Genghis,' said Elizabetha, 'I'm still waiting for your answer.'
They were interrupted by blaster booms as Elizabetha's dominesses began to shoot the old, the feeble and the other remnants of the Neanderthal group.
'All Bear Clan chiefs go to the Cavern of Eternal Spring at the edge of the ice in the week of the vernal equinox.' Genghis paused, laboring for breath. 'He must drink of the Spring and bring up a green stone from the sacred pool to top his staff, since he wants to be a chief.'
'Where is your green stone, Genghis? And where is this cavern?'
'The cavern is on the north face of the Tooth Peak.' Genghis's fought to make his thick tongue form words now. Elizabetha pushed her sword deeper into his shoulder and Genghis's grimaces of pain were giving way to whimpers. 'I left my staff on the ground when I came to do battle.'
'Thank you, Genghis. You have been most helpful.' Elizabetha nodded to one of her dominesses, who quickly went over to where Genghis had been standing with his women and recovered a stout staff that would have been lost among the rocks. Elizabetha hefted the staff, her eyes gleaming. Glued to the head of the staff was an egg-sized raw and uncut emerald.
'Dominess! Dominess! You promised! Please kill me now!'
Genghis's cries finally drew a response from Elizabetha. She returned to her horse, hung her shield on her pommel and carefully placed the staff in one of her saddlebags. Then she hefted her blaster and swung back into her saddle. She looked down on him scornfully.
'Genghis, you couldn't have known it, but banishing Aablar was probably the worst decision you ever made.'
She pointed her pistol at Genghis and shot him at point blank range.
Elizabetha opened a personal line to have Fiona, who responded at once.
'Princess Fiona,' she said formally, 'we have captured the savage Aablar's group of the Bear Clan and your orders have been carried out. All non-essential adults have been killed. We have killed the chief and his elders. They have told us all they know. We have some leads to go on.'
'I knew I could count on you, Elizabetha,' said Fiona warmly.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
2. Dusk was beginning to gather when Aablar stirred. It would be dark within another hour and it would be time to move again. Althea was still lying on her back, an unaccustomed position for her, breathing shallowly and sharply, causing her firm little breasts to quiver. She was unconscious to the world.
Leia stirred with Aablar and sat up, stretching and yawning luxuriously. Katnissa, however, was awake and her cat-like eyes followed Aablar's every move. He drew some more meat from a deerskin pouch and passing some to Leia, walked over and fed Katnissa a few pieces before wolfing down several large chunks himself. When they were done eating and had drunk water from Aablar's leather satchel, Leia gathered up the remaining meat and wrapped it in a deerskin pouch to carry with her. Almost at the same instant, both Aablar and Katnissa froze. Their ears pricked up and they strained to hear more of the faint sound they thought they had just heard. An instant later Aablar flung himself at Katnissa and pinioned her bound body to the ground. He produced the leather gag and tied it on tight, heedless of her struggles. Then he quickly went over to the sleeping Althea and tied a leather gag on her, and ignoring her shocked awakening, bound her wrists and ankles again. Leia was frightened by Aablar's urgency, for though she had heard nothing, she knew that danger must be nigh.
Aablar picked up his spear and stuck Katnissa's steel dagger in his leather waistband. He crouched behind the rocks at the mouth of the cave. Both Katnissa and he knew what they had heard -- blaster booms that meant there were dominesses close by. Aablar peered into the valley below and checking over his shoulder to make sure once again that all was secure in the cave, descended several hundred yards quickly and soundlessly. He made excellent use of the scrub on the mountainside and eventually settled behind a clump of rocks and brush about half a mile along a line of sight from the scene unfolding on the valley floor.
He saw the shooting, his erstwhile group rounded up, the six prime age males selected and taken away. Then he saw Genghis square off against Elizabetha. His mouth tightened. Even at this distance, and after the long years, he recognized her stance instantly. It was the dominess who had beaten, tortured and killed his father!
As if in a dream, he saw Genghis beaten and then tortured and killed. His cries carried clearly up to his ears. Genghis had been no friend of his, but to see him die in this way still gave Aablar pain. He made his way very carefully back to the cave, using every hunter's wile to remain invisible to those below.
One at a time, Aablar picked up Katnissa and Althea and carried them to the rocks at the mouth of the cave. Leia came up and crouched beside them as well. The mounted dominesses were just more than specks on the valley floor far below them. But the even at this distance, Katnissa could make out the purple and green uniforms of the Queen's Regiment. It was clear what was happening with all the dead bodies lying around. Aablar caught a hank of Katnissa's hair and twisted her head, gag and all, to face him.
'See what you dominesses do to my people,' Aablar whispered.
Was it his imagination, or were her eyes less flinty that they had been?
* * * * * * * * * * * * * *
3. Elizabetha opened a channel to the 'Andromeda' and Captain Carol Oates answered immediately.
'We are ready for pickup Captain Carol,' she said. The Amazon used their first names for official addresses.
'We are on our way, Colonel Elizabetha,' Carol Oates replied.
'Andromeda' was the newest, largest and fastest of the four Amazon aircraft and she was hovering above them literally within minutes, her running lights winking. Carol ordered the large platform lowered. It was a huge rectangular metal sheet with grooved wooden floorboards and a five-foot high railings. It was large enough to accommodate two fully equipped mounted squads. It hit the ground with a clang. At an order from Elizabetha, Sophia embarked her two squads. A powerful winch on the aircraft whined and the platform was quickly hoisted into one of the 'Andromeda' holds. A few minutes later, it was lowered again and Elizabetha embarked her squads. She embarked last, leading her huge eighteen-hand stallion. He snorted and pranced. She patted him and cooed in his ear, calming him down. As he calmed down, she surveyed the carnage around her. I was assigned to this search just a few hours ago, she thought. And I already know where that savage is headed. All I have to do is go there and wait.
She surveyed the valley around her as the platform rose. Her sharp eyes were ever watchful, scanning the mountainsides around like a hawk's. Was there a tiny movement on the mountainside in front of her? Her gaze zeroed in on what looked like a minute cave opening. But all was still. Maybe the dim twilight was playing tricks with her sight. It was probably one of those infernal mountain goats that were so plentiful in this area.
Elizabetha made her way to bridge as soon as she settled her horse in his stall. Carol was at her command post looked questioningly at her.
'Take us to the north face of the peak the savages call the Tooth,' she said. 'You know the one?'
'Yes, Colonel,' said Carol quietly. 'Its due north along this ridge to our starboard side about fifteen miles from here. The weather is always awful around there and the mineral deposits in there really impede our communications.'
'Good,' said Elizabetha ignoring Carol's misgivings. 'I'm going to get cleaned up and changed for dinner. I'll see you in the wardroom, Captain. In the meantime, please ask Quinta Lady Sophia to stop by my cabin at once.'
'I will relay your orders, Colonel. And I look forward to dining with you.' Carol's voice was very level, but not very warm.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
4. Aablar and the women lay very still. Katnissa's gaze grew wistful and then desperate as the 'Andromeda' appeared over the horizon. She watched in despair as Sophia's squads were embarked. Then as the last squads were being embarked and she saw the unmistakable form of Elizabetha, tall and erect in her saddle, she gave way to desperation and began to struggle and cry out through her gag.
'Mmmmphphff!! MMMMphphphffff!!!' Her cries did not carry far and her struggles brought forth a swift reaction from Aablar. His powerful hands went around her throat and he choked her, cutting off all sound. Her body continued to thrash for a while, but he was able to subdue her and drag her away from the cave mouth.
Within minutes the aircraft was gone over the horizon again.
Aablar left them in the cave and descended to the valley floor. He took the remains of his former comrades and buried them so that they would not be set upon by carrion. 'Goodbye, Genghis,' he said gravely. 'You did your best as chief. You deserved a better end.'
Then he returned to the cave and pushed his small party onward and upward along the ridge. Althea was soon in trouble, stumbling and in real danger since the path was now narrow and the drop to their left was nearly sheer and hundreds of feet. Without a word, Aablar picked her up and slung her over his shoulder again. Their night hike was much steeper now and they made slow progress. Aablar called a halt considerably before first light. Leia's exhaustion was apparent and Katnissa was weakening. They rested on the path and after an hour, Aablar had them moving again, slowly. They made two more rest stops. The women were too exhausted to talk and Aablar did not make or invite any comment.
Finally, the first fingers of dawn appeared, but Aablar still continued. With the gathering light, they could make out their surroundings much more clearly. They were extremely high! There was snow and ice all around them and the path itself was slippery. The drop to their left was now thousands of feet and there were clouds obscuring the valley far below them. Mists began to surround them as well and Leia grew very afraid.
Aablar sensed this and said to her, 'Don't worry, my woman. We will be there very soon.'
His words were soothing and turned out to be true. A few hundred yards down the path a large rock loomed. As they approached it, it turned out to be a carved stone warrior. It was worked in exquisite detail and held a sword. Leia had never seen anything like it and it defied everything that Katnissa and Althea had been taught about the savages. The stone warrior guarded a small opening in the mountainside. One by one they entered, Aablar last with Althea still on his shoulders. He set her down on the floor and unfastened her wrists and ankles.
It was a cave of wonders! In contrast to the cold outside, it was pleasantly warm. It was more a cavern than a cave and the ceiling was very high, well beyond their sight. It was lit with a surreal bluish light that Katnissa traced to openings in the ceiling far ahead. Shafts of light streamed in and reflected off a luminescent pool of the palest green. A stream of water gushed from the cavern wall, feeding the pool. Steam arose from it, indicating that the water was warm, perhaps hot.
'Aablar,' said Katnissa, in awe, 'I have never seen anything like this in my life.'
* * * * * * * * * * * * * *
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It is the middle of the last Ice Age, about 50,000 years ago. The Neanderthals roam the Earth, but co-exist with a recently arrived tribe of technologically advanced aliens known as the Amazon. The Amazon hunt Neanderthal men for their wild semen. Aablar has captured an Amazon dominess and her acolyte. He is now the object of a massive hunt led by the ruthless Elizabetha Warren, known to the Neanderthals as Lady Death.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
1. At Elizabetha's orders, the 'Andromeda' cruised as low as Captain Carol Oates dared take her in this mountainous terrain. At fifteen thousand feet, she was barely a few hundred feet above the highest known peaks in this area. All her bio-scanners were on full power and a mounted squad was in the ready room to investigate each time they registered a promising hit. Sophia took command of the ready squad for the first two-hour watch. She had led the squad on two fruitless forays. The first turned out to be a small grouping of young adults of the Bear Clan who were quickly rounded up and questioned. They knew nothing of Aablar and had no prime quality males. Sophia turned them loose to breed. The second group picked up by the scanners moved very quickly and scattered by the time the dominesses hit the ground. They rode hard and caught their prey that turned out to be two wild highland sheep. In frustration Sophia blew their heads off with her blaster. She did however, have the squad transport the carcasses back the ship's kitchen for butchering.
After stabling her horse, Sophia clattered to the for'ard cabins and paused by the command stateroom. There was a light panel on the door in runic Greca script spelling out 'Colonel Elizabetha Warren'. She hesitated. Sophia considered herself confident and self-assured, but like almost all who worked with Elizabetha, she found the steely Colonel intimidating. She steadied her nerves and knocked.
'Enter,' she heard Elizabetha's deceptively melodious voice.
She entered and bowed. Elizabetha was lounging on a leather club chair by one of the clear stateroom portholes surveying the thick cloud beneath them. She wore her formal uniform, a purple and green bustier and matching short skirt, high gloss black ankle boots, a titanium choker marked with the single crown indicating her rank and her titanium wrist bracers that dominesses were seldom without. Her pale blonde mane hung loose over her shoulders.
She eyed Sophia up and down, taking in her sweat-stained uniform, the dusty thigh boots with jingling spurs and the plumed helmet. She did not miss the flash marks on the blaster barrel indicating recent use. She rose and said, formally, 'Welcome and greetings, Quinta Lady Sophia.' She advanced with extended arms and they met at the center of the room and rubbed nipples. Sophia was built more like the typical dominess with small breasts and button-like nipples and she always marveled that a dominess of Elizabetha's prowess could manage such full breasts. And maintain their firmness with no hint of sag!
Sophia's strong female smell went to Elizabetha's head like a drug and she held her slightly longer and tighter than formality decreed. She released her and stepped back, returning to her club chair by the porthole. She signaled Sophia to join her and indicated the club chair facing her own. Sophia seated herself, unfastened her helmet and shook her short hair loose. She was a dark blonde with darker streaks.
'I was just preparing to go to the wardroom for luncheon. But I'd like to hear your report first.'
'Unfortunately, there is nothing to report. Just a small herd of highland sheep. We will dine on wild mutton tonight.'
Elizabetha said nothing. Sophia waited respectfully and then asked, 'May I retire to my cabin, Colonel? I'd like to have a quick shower before luncheon.'
Elizabetha seemed far away and did not respond immediately. Sophia was about to repeat her question when Elizabetha asked, 'What's it like making love to the old girl?'
'What!?' Sophia was taken aback.
'You know, the Queen. Surely she asks her maidservants to service her?'
'Really, I am not at liberty to discuss this.'
Elizabetha laughed. 'Such a fine blue-blooded aristocrat! Spoken like a gentlewoman! I am sorry if my crude red-blooded remarks offend.'
They faced each other, Elizabetha's pale gray eyes cool and challenging, Sophia's gray-blue eyes hot with suppressed anger.
'I have nothing to be ashamed of,' Sophia said hotly.
Elizabetha's cool colorless eyes continued to bore into her. 'Come here,' she said sharply. Sophia stood and approached her, leaving her helmet on the chair.
'Get down on your knees.' Sophia's anger churned in her stomach, but she obeyed rigidly, controlling her temper.
Elizabetha's powerful hands went into her hair and massaged her scalp, firmly, but not roughly. She turned her aide's angry face up to her and to Sophia's consternation, kissed her on the lips. She kissed with authority and passion, her tongue aggressive in soliciting a response. Sophia found her anger replaced by confusion and as she opened her mouth, found Elizabetha's aggressive tongue snaking around hers to arouse and control.
Elizabetha's hands unbuckled her blaster strap and it slipped to the thick carpet with a soft thud. Her holster-belt followed. Sophia felt Elizabetha's active hands on her breasts, kneading and caressing them. Her nipples that had puckered when they first rubbed, now hardened into long pencil-like points. They quickly unclothed each other and found themselves rolling on the floor. Sophia indulged her fantasies now, kneading Elizabetha's full breasts and finding them supple and pliant with hard and meaty nipples. She found and caressed Elizabetha's highly developed chest muscles that held her magnificent tits high and firm. Their lips traced patterns on each other's bodies and they playfully bit at and sucked each other's nipples.
Sophia was only slightly shorter than Elizabetha and they fell into a comfortable 69 position with Elizabetha on top. They worked each other into a frenzy of mewing and moaning. Finally Elizabetha returned to her club chair, spread her legs and let Sophia service her clitoris with a will. Her moans turned to groans and she began to buck with both her hands holding Sophia's head to her crotch. Then her climax was upon her and she began to scream, calling to Hera and Athena as dominesses were wont to do. Her contractions were spasmodic and wild. Sophia felt her own excitement rise.
When Elizabetha was finally calm, she drew Sophia up on to the wide chair beside her. With nimble fingers, she quickly worked her clit and brought her to a fever pitch of excitement, and then to a climactic release. Sophia squirmed and moaned and came. Elizabetha's lips found hers and she kissed her through her orgasm, prolonging it as her tongue induced more excitement.
They lay on the club chair together, naked save for boots and wrist bracers. Sophia giggled suddenly.
'You're going to need another shower before luncheon, Elizabetha,' she said.
'When I smelled you in my arms, the peasant in me wanted to strip you then and there,' said Elizabetha without a hint of guile. 'We'll have a shower together. We're late and will have the wardroom to ourselves for luncheon.'
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
2. Meanwhile, the Queen called an emergency meeting of the Council of Peeresses. The Council chamber was hushed, the High Scholaress' maidservants were in the outer reception room. A squad of elite dominesses was dispersed around the Chamber at a discreet distance out of earshot.
The details of the kidnap were explained with Rhea Candaris attending on a comm. channel from the 'Helena'. There was horror all round. Dominesses had been killed on raids before, but attacked and kidnapped by a savage male! Both by breeding and conditioning, male domination was the deepest fear in the Amazon psyche. The findings of the mounted search squads were received with increasing dread. Who could have imagined more prominent victims? The daughter of Princess Fiona fucked in the ass by a savage! Who knew what was in store for the youngest and (some said) dearest daughter of the House of Spalding? Both Fiona and Charlotte sat immobile and received the commiserations of the three other Council members formally and without any displays of their inner emotions.
'I move that we confirm Colonel Elizabetha Warren as search commander,' said Princess Justine Bator, Peeress of the Queen's Regiment. All around the table nodded assent. There were some surprised glances, but Charlotte knew that Elizabetha was firmly back in Fiona's good graces. The details of Elizabetha's work as interim search commander were discussed and her idea of forming an ambush at the Claw Peak was endorsed.
'I would like to place a commendation to Colonel Elizabetha in the official record.' said Fiona.
'Hear, hear,' said Princess Justine.
This too was passed without opposition.
'Before I adjourn the meeting and offer you some refreshment, I would like to make an announcement to the Council,' said the Queen. 'I have decided to retire, with immediate effect. I will, as required by law, supervise the election of my successor. I will allow the minimum period before the election -- 48 hours after the public announcement. I would like your permission to make the announcement this afternoon. I plan to abdicate immediately after the declaration of results.'
There was shocked silence around the table. All in the Chamber had expected the Queen to abdicate fairly soon, but no one had imagined it would be now, in the midst of this crisis.
'You will stay to supervise the coronation of the new Queen, will you not?' asked Henrietta Bucca-Senora, High Scholaress of the Temple of Aphrodite.
'No,' the Queen responded, tiredly. 'The Council can take care of that. You all have my best wishes and blessings.'
'But why the rush, your Highness?' asked Charlotte, voicing the thoughts of all the Peeresses.
'I am tired, Charlotte,' Vanessa returned. 'And I am growing old -- I see it in the eyes of all around me. It is time for someone else to shoulder the burden of presiding over the Amazons. This incident with Lady Katnissa and Lady Althea is the final straw. I don't want to preside over our policies any more. A younger woman with fresher ideas must be Queen.'
'Then there is nothing for it,' said Calliope Philosthela, High Scholaress of the Temple of Eos. 'I move that we accept the Queen's retirement and support her wish to announce immediately.'
They all nodded. Each calculated the impact of the decision on her own position. Charlotte and Fiona were thinking about their manifestoes. Charlotte wondered how she could pacify the dominesses and Fiona wondered how she could get enough support from the scholaresses who outnumbered the dominesses four to one. Heliodora wondered whether she should support Charlotte's bid for the throne, with the promise of becoming the mistress of the Temple of Artemis. Or should she try for the throne herself? Calliope wondered if she should work with Charlotte to try and leapfrog Heliodora to become Abbess of the highest Temple. Their maidservants served fine clove wine in the outer reception room and they maintained exquisite decorum in their talk. But they were all wrapped in their own thoughts and plots.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
3. Elizabetha and Sophia, both freshly showered and wearing their formal uniforms, entered the wardroom for a late lunch. Contrary to Elizabetha's expectations, several of the ship's off-duty officers lounged around over hot mugs of coffee. The buzz of conversation died down as the tall dominesses entered. Among the off-duty officers was Carol Oates, the ship's captain. Carol was a dark brunette whose silky hair now hung loose over her shoulders. She brushed it back as she arose and formally rubbed nipples with Elizabetha.
Technically, aircraft crew-women were dominesses, but practically they formed a very distinct cadre with their own traditions and rules. Nominally two aircraft were assigned to the Queen's Regiment, while the other two were assigned to the Susanna Regiment. Carol wore the purple and green leotard of the Queen's Regiment. Each aircraft had a crew of roughly a battalion and aircraft captains were nominally equal in rank to the cavalry battalion Colonels. In practice, however, cavalry Colonels always took precedence. As Colonel in an elite unit of the Queen's Regiment, Elizabetha was the most senior cavalry Colonel. Carol recognized her as a superior officer and deferred to her respectfully.
'What can I do for you, Colonel Elizabetha?'
'Lady Sophia and I were hoping to have a late lunch, Captain Carol. I hope that will be possible?'
'Of course.' Carol snapped her fingers and a couple of stewardesses quickly laid a fresh table and ushered the dominesses to it.
Carol joined them in their repast, sipping her coffee as they ate. Afterwards, they took their own mugs of coffee and joined the aircraft crew in a lounge area. Several of the crew got up to dance. In the midst of this merry-making, Carol tapped Elizabetha on the shoulder and whispered in her ear --
'Colonel, I've just heard from the bridge. The north face of the Claw Peak is on the starboard bow and the bio scanners have picked up a strong multiple signature. I suggest that the three of us proceed to the bridge at once.'
All the mirth faded out of Elizabetha's eyes.
'No, Lady Sophia and I will join the team in the ready room immediately. Have a briefing for us there in ten minutes.'
Carol nodded. Elizabetha signaled to Sophia and the two tall dominesses hurried out of the wardroom, leaving behind a buzz of excitement.
Both Elizabetha and Sophia were in the ready room in under the promised ten minutes, in their combat uniforms, fully armed. Almost immediately, Carol's face appeared on the view screen.
'The bio-signatures are strong, but the atmospheric distortion here makes them very fuzzy. They appear to be mammalian but we have no accuracy on their size or precise location. They are human size or larger.'
'We will proceed to the surface at once,' said Elizabetha decisively. 'Please prepare an air-boat for immediate launch.'
Carol looked pained. 'I am sorry, Colonel, but that is impossible. The weather outside has become drastically worse. We are now in a major storm system. The outside wind-speed is over eighty miles per hour and below us it is snowing heavily. Big as she is, we are having considerable difficulty holding our aircraft steady and on even keel. A smaller craft would not survive more than a few minutes out there.'
Elizabetha felt the deck sway gently beneath her feet. She looked out of the porthole of the ready room -- the skies were steel gray and the clouds below them had thickened considerably. She cursed inwardly.
Outwardly calm, she said, 'We must get to the surface now. If we cannot pilot an small aircraft, we will have to use power-chutes.'
Carol looked worried. 'Colonel, this is also highly dangerous. A controlled descent with a power-chute in this weather would require enormous skill and a great deal of luck. You want to make a landing about twelve thousand feet up on Claw peak in near zero visibility. Our comm. channels are highly distorted this area due to the large heavy metal deposits in this mountain. We will have virtually no audio contact with your team. I would strongly advise against it.'
Elizabetha nodded. 'Noted, Captain Carol. Thank you for your concern.' She turned to the squad in the ready room, relieved that it was a squad of Palace Guardians, the best dominess battalion. 'How many here have experience with power-chutes?' she asked. Four of the ten put their hands up. Elizabetha glanced over at Sophia, who nodded affirmatively. 'This is a mission of extreme danger,' Elizabetha continued. 'Participation is completely voluntary. Declining to participate carries absolutely no stigma.' The four hands remained up and Sophia inclined her head slightly in assent.
'Then we six will launch. Captain, please have power-chutes prepped and ready on the launch deck. We are proceeding there at once.'
Carol was persistent. 'Colonel, we must have your plan and time schedule for recovery.'
Elizabetha paused and smiled. 'Of course, you are right, Captain Carol. I assume you will keep a rough track of us with your bio-scanners. If the weather does not clear, we will make a laser signal indicating our readiness for recovery. We will reach altitude using the power-chutes. Please have grappling hooks and a recovery team on the launch deck. We will use our tendril ropes if necessary. We hope to complete the rescue within a maximum of twenty-four hours. In the event you have no contact from us within forty-eight hours, you are free to seek further instructions from Princess Selene.'
Carol bowed in the video screen. She knew that everything in their exchange was on the video log. She would review it and made detailed plans later.
A squad of aircraft crew met the six dominesses on the launch deck with power-chutes. They checked them thoroughly before helping each of them fasten the shoulder and waist straps. When they were done, the aircraft squad Seignora bowed and said: 'Colonel Elizabetha, all packs are secure. Please lash yourselves to the bulkhead D-rings before we open the jump-door.'
The troopers lashed their tendril ropes to metal D-rings by the jump-door, while the aircraft crew did the same at the rear bulkhead. The aircraft crewmember was at the door control panel. When Elizabetha nodded to her, she pushed the lever and the jump-door slid open noiselessly. Immediately they were assaulted by the howling of the gale. The temperature in the launch chamber dropped to the outside temperature of about forty degrees below freezing. They all felt a gentle tug towards the door caused by the slight decompression.
Elizabetha was first in line. The light above the jump-door glowed red. She could not hear the jump-count that the aircraft crewmemebr was chanting, so she immediately clicked her helmet visor in place to protect her face. As soon as the light turned to green, she loosed her tendril rope and launched herself into the storm.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * *
4. 'The precise vernal equinox will fall within the hour,' he said, pointing to a small stalagmite. 'My seed must also emerge at that time.'
Aablar now shed his loin- cloth and with his manhood swinging loose, ascended the throne. He sat there with legs spread and beckoned to Leia. He had trained her well and she immediately knew what he wanted. She advanced and dropped to her knees between his widespread legs on the top step of the throne. She began to fellate his semi-tumescent prick with her long fingers, causing him to stiffen quickly. Katnissa had seen Aablar's manhood in dim light and under the part cover of bearskins as he fucked Leia and Althea. But both she and Althea watched in amazement as Aablar's rampant manhood grew and grew.
Finally Leia stopped and glanced over her shoulder, proudly displaying Aablar's nine-inch erection. Then she returned to attentions to Aablar. She began to lick his shaft thoroughly, from the base at his balls to the tip. She let the tip of her tongue gently spear the eye of his cock, drawing out drops and then a continuous dribble of pre-ejaculate. Leia's expert attentions were novel to both Katnissa and Althea, familiar as they were with oral sex between women. They both felt their mouths go dry and their cunts go moist as they watched. 'What's next? What's next?' a voice seemed to be saying in Katnissa's head.
Leia's rosy lips parted and she kissed Aablar's penis head, first once and then again and again, each time opening her lips further and engulfing a little more. Finally, with a shrill sigh that echoed in the cavern, she held his shaft steady with her hand and swallowed his dick head and began to suck it. Aablar now began to grunt and his hands sank into her blonde tresses, working her head so that each time she dived, she took more of his enormous erection into her mouth.



She sucked hard as she sank down on him, and inhaled as she withdrew. As he thrust more of his prick into her mouth, he held her down longer and longer so that she began to suck for air. The suction became more and more pleasurable and Leia breasts heaved with the effort of breathing as she choked on his cock. Even deep-throating him, she had only swallowed six of his nine inches!
Finally, he released her and she sat back on her haunches, breathing heavily, still gently fellating his rampant cock. Katnissa's attention had been focused on Leia, but with this break she found that Althea was no longer by her side. She had wiggled out of her deerskin panties and halter, and now naked save for her thigh boots ascended the throne to Aablar. She kneeled and her hands joined Leia's in caressing Aablar's huge cock. Leia's looked up at Aablar in anger, but his eyes quelled her. He made a slight motion of his head and she withdrew to the bottom of the throne steps.
Now simultaneously Althea stood and Aablar's knees came together. She straddled his thighs, continuing to hold his huge cock in her hand. She now guided it to her cunt and stood poised with it silhouetted between her legs. Aablar's hands came around her to grasp and knead her round buttocks. Even in the silhouette, Katnissa could see the drop of vaginal fluid forming on Althea's nether lips, grow heavy and then quiver and drop onto the eye of his shaft. The thought formed in her head that -- 'God! She's really wet!' -- but at the same time a cry escaped her lips.
'Althea! No!'
No one appeared to hear her. Leia remained on her haunches like a statue. Slowly and with the appearance of inevitability, Althea lowered herself. As Aablar's penis head spread her vaginal lips, her hands moved to his massive shoulders to steady herself. She continued to impale herself, her tight cunt stripping back his tough foreskin. When his dickhead had fully penetrated her, she felt her thighs go weak as if they would no longer support her. His powerful arms held her up by her buttocks. He continued to lower her gently, entering her more and more deeply. Finally, when he was almost completely sheathed in her, he arched his back and thrust till her pliant mount was tightly astride his.
She was looking at him, eyes glazed and panting. She was uttering half moans, straddling his powerful body and impaled on his huge cock. Aablar held her buttocks tightly and began to thrust into her, first slowly and then with increasing urgency. Althea's moans grew louder. Soon she reached a powerful orgasm and her screams echoed off the cavern walls. Aablar did not stop pistoning her and she felt herself rapidly ascending to another climax.
Aablar was intent on fucking Althea thoroughly. He did not appear to notice the passage of time -- the approach of the precise time of vernal equinox. However, Althea seemed to sense it and began urgently squirming and rotating her hips. Her lips found his and their tongues dueled before his held hers in thrall. She felt the onset of another orgasm in a first small contraction. It was followed by a huge, powerful one that gripped him from his penis head in her womb to the base of his shaft at her vaginal lips. As she began a third contraction, he felt his ejaculate course up his shaft and with a hoarse cry he began to pump his load of semen into her. Just as the first gush of semen coursed into her womb, the time of the vernal equinox struck!
Aablar continued to groan and pump semen into Althea, and she in turn was screaming anew with her continuing orgasm. Covered with sweat, Althea was splayed over Aablar's lap, impaled on his still rigid member. His semen burbled out of her, warm, sticky and highly pungent. The smell seemed incredibly sensuous to her. Her own vaginal fluids flowed copiously, intermingling with his jism, her gentle musky scent overpowered and barely discernable even to his keen nose. Her gaze at him was now clear and her gray-green eyes deep and serious.
'Aablar, I will bear your son.'
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It is the middle of the last Ice Age, about 50,000 years ago. The Neanderthals roam the Earth, but co-exist with a recently arrived tribe of technologically advanced aliens known as the Amazon. The Amazon hunt Neanderthal men for their wild semen. Aablar has captured an Amazon dominess and her acolyte. The ruthless Elizabetha Warren, is hot on his trail. Meanwhile the incident has led to political turmoil in the Amazon establishment.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
1. Just a few hours after the meeting of the Council of Peeresses, Fiona rode a few hundred yards from her palace to the Queen’s official residence, on her magnificent chestnut stallion. Her personal maidservant and her military aide from the Susanna Regiment, both mounted, escorted her. The Royal Palace was at the crest of the Acropolis, adjacent to the huge cathedral housing the shrine of Artemis. Fiona could have walked, but this was a very formal occasion and tradition demanded that she arrive on horseback. She wore the white gold tiara of the House of Norhill and flowing red diaphanous robes over a red bustier, a short red skirt and knee length lace-up red boots. Around her narrow waist was a slender silver chain on which hung a short ceremonial sword in a jeweled silver scabbard.
Stacia Dragin, the Queen’s second maidservant stood at the bottom of the wide steps leading up the entrance hall with a squad of dominesses, all in formal uniforms of bustier and short skirt with short ankle boots. They wore ceremonial short swords in their belts. The metal on their uniforms was polished to high gloss. Stacia came forward and took Fiona’s horse and two others did the same for her escorts. All three swung down from their saddles. The squad formed up and stood to attention and saluted. Fiona returned their salute and proceeded up the steps, followed by her escorts, with the squad of dominesses bringing up the rear. The Queen was in the main reception hall, standing by the throne. Charlotte and her maidservant and aide had already arrived.
The Queen wore her ceremonial robes of semi-diaphanous silver clasped at her small waist with a slim white gold cummerbund. The outlines of her finely sculpted body were clearly visible to all, as was traditional at this very formal meeting. She wore the ancient Amazon jewel-encrusted crown, made long ago on Atlantis and the royal scepter was in her hand. She wore very high stiletto heeled thong sandals on her feet with the laces criss-crossing up her calves almost to her knees.
Charlotte wore the white leotard and semi-diaphanous robes of her position as High Scholaress of the Temple of Artemis. However, she now wore the gold tiara of the Royal House of Spalding and a small ceremonial sword similar to Fiona’s hung at her waist.
Fiona approached the Queen and they rubbed nipples. Stepping back, she bowed and announced in a clear voice: ‘Your majesty, I seek your approval to run in the upcoming election for the throne. I seek your blessing.’
Vanessa replied with equal formality. ‘Princess Fiona, the sisterhood is fortunate to have the benefit of your loyal service. We are all honored that you seek the burden of this office. You have my blessing and encouragement.’
‘You are too kind, my Queen,’ said Fiona.
The Queen invited the two princesses into her inner reception chamber. The maidservants, aides and dominesses remained outside.
‘High Scholaresses Heliodora and Calliope have decided not to run,’ Vanessa said as soon as they were alone. ‘It is only fair that I inform you that High Scholaress Calliope has expressed the intention of publicly supporting the candidacy of Princess Charlotte. Princess Justine will similarly declare support for Princess Fiona. High Scholaress Heliodora has not committed her support to either of you.’
If Charlotte wins, Calliope will become High Scholaress of the Temple of Artemis, Fiona thought. But by not declaring, Heliodora is backing me. This is the split in the scholaress vote that I was hoping for!
Charlotte felt her heart sink. Heliodora was very energetic and outgoing. She was better liked than Calliope, who had a reputation for being rather sour and a stickler for rules. Heliodora would campaign hard, though behind the scenes, for Fiona. This was going to be a hard election to win anyway. Without Heliodora’s support, it would be much harder.
They accepted wine that Vanessa poured herself. ‘Please join me on the balcony, royal ladies,’ she said. ‘I would like to give you some parting advice – for one of you will be Queen and you must deal with the throne as well as with each other.’
They stood out on the balcony and admired the setting sun, while Vanessa spoke to them of supporting each other and uniting the sisterhood. It was a beautiful sunset, with some low clouds lighting up with a bright russet color. Ever since the meeting of the Council of Peeresss, a plan had been taking shape in Fiona’s mind. She had been hesitating. But now she put aside her doubts and set it in motion.
‘Your majesty, Princess Charlotte, I have reached a decision. My beloved daughter, Lady Katnissa is taken from us. With a mother’s heart, I fervently hope that we recover her safely. But the fate of the House of Norhill cannot be allowed to rest on this hope. I have therefore decided to place my body in the service of the sisterhood and apply for an impregnation ceremony immediately. Princess Charlotte, I beg you to officiate at the ceremony.’
Both Vanessa and Charlotte were thunderstruck. Even in a society where penetrative sex was taboo, Fiona’s fear and loathing of penetration was legendary. Pregnancy would be a huge electoral advantage for her. It would be show her making a personal sacrifice to propagate the sisterhood. It would allow her to display a mothering, softer side to the scholaresses. In short, she would appear to be a perfect combination of all Amazon ideals. And in asking Charlotte to officiate at such an important impregnation – a signal honor – she was displaying magnanimity that would find favor with the electorate.
Charlotte could hardly refuse the honor – it would be quickly broadcast and make her seem churlish. With a great effort, she smiled winningly at Fiona and said:
‘My dear Princess Fiona, I am awed by your spirit of sacrifice in this time of trouble. Yes, I will be honored to officiate.’
Vanessa added her congratulations. ‘When will you begin to ovulate?’ she added courteously.
‘I am peaking today,’ replied Fiona sweetly, seeing looks of concern jump into the eyes of the other two. Propagation of their race was the highest priority of the Amazon and instruments to test bodily fluid excretions were installed in every home. ‘I wish to schedule the ceremony for this evening. Will that be convenient, Princess Charlotte?’
‘Of course,’ said Charlotte, faintly.
‘I am forever in your debt, Princess Charlotte,’ said Fiona gravely, maintaining impeccable decorum. ‘I will proceed to Repro immediately to select sperm and get prepped. May I request you to ensure that all clearances are in order?’
‘I will personally direct Repro to issue all clearances, Princess Fiona,’ said the Queen. ‘I wish you a healthy birthing and a joyous after-birth.’
Fiona formally took her leave. As demanded by protocol, she first rubbed nipples with the Queen and then with the High Scholaress. Holding Charlotte tightly in her arms, she kissed her on the lips, unmindful of the Queen’s presence. Charlotte was shocked, but aroused by Fiona’s forwardness. She acquiesced and allowed her rival’s tongue to quickly dart into her mouth and seek her own.
Stepping back, Fiona said to the Queen, ‘You see, Highness, there is only love in my heart for Princess Charlotte. If I am queen, she will be my prized right arm as she is yours. I can only hope that if she is queen, she will not exile me to a remote City in the icy wastes of the South.’
In fact, it was quite common for Amazon queens to send their defeated rivals to remote outposts far away from the capital. As she left the balcony, Fiona saw her shaft hit home, for Charlotte flushed deep red. She curtsied as she left the two royals – one by birth and one by election – united in their opposition to her.
There was a heavy silence after Fiona left. Charlotte sighed heavily.
‘Fiona seems to have figured out all the angles, Vanessa,’ she said sadly.
‘Well, we can never measure a mother’s love by the numbers, but you do have two other daughters, Charlotte, while Fiona has none. Her wish could be understandable.’
‘I wish I could believe that,’ said Charlotte. ‘She is young and very fertile. If she were only concerned about the Norhill line and the sisterhood, she could have been impregnated any time. Why now?’
The Queen grew impatient.
‘Come, Charlotte, fight! There is only so much Heliodora can do while she is officially neutral. You have a loyal following and are far more popular with the scholaresses than her anyway.’
Charlotte looked at Vanessa for a long time.
‘I look at your Highness and I see nothing but Amazon beauty. Everyone loves you. You could have ruled for five, maybe even ten more years! Fiona and I and even Heliodora are still very young! Why retire now and leave us?’
Vanessa did not reply, but continued to stare out into the sunset. The sun glinted off her face and only after a while did Charlotte realize that she was weeping silently. She came forward with concern and took the Queen in her arms.
‘What have I said, Majesty, to cause such grief? Forgive me, forgive me …’
‘It is nothing you said, my dearest Charlotte,’ said Vanessa, wiping her eyes. ‘I know what must happen soon. I must go before I hear of it. I have borne such grief as I would not wish on my direst enemy and I could not bear any more. I will shed my tears and display my weakness in exile where it will bring no shame on our throne. Come, sit with me on the swing and I will tell you why I must abdicate in such haste. It all began 34 years ago, when I wore your robes as High Scholaress of Artemis. You may know that as a young scholaress I specialized in the sociology of the savages … ’
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
FLASHBACK
2. Vanessa Holtzema was born a commoner, but by her teen years she established herself as a uniquely powerful intellect and quickly advanced into the Upper Temple. As a young scholaress, she studied the clan structure of the savages. Established Amazon theory held that the savages were akin to wild beasts, procreating through rutting and rape with the strong terrorizing the weak and brutalizing them into submission. Vanessa believed this theory to be seriously flawed. Her own theory was that the savages had a close-knit family structure with cooperation and compassion the norm. But how could she confirm it? All her field data came from observations made by dominesses who were pre-disposed to attribute beastly attributes to the savages. In addition, she had her own observations on captured male savages. But with these proud, strong and virile young males, subjected as they were to confinement and daily sperm extraction, all she observed was rage and struggle. These observations further supported the established Amazon theory both about the savages as well as about the inherent weaknesses and inferiority of males.
Her theory became known as ‘Vanessa’s folly’ and it became impossible for her to obtain support for this line of research. She reluctantly abandoned it, but continued working in secret, accumulating data and analysis in her spare time. She proceeded to develop an alternative research stream studying the effect of prolonged field operations on the psychological state of dominess cavalry squads. This research led to the publication of manuals setting standard field deployment periods for cavalry units to minimize psychological stress. This work made her reputation and ensured her rapid advancement through the scholaress hierarchy. While she was still a young woman, the office of the Pontifex Magna Maxima (as the High Scholaress of the Temple of Artemis was officially known) fell vacant. Even though she had no administrative experience, the dominess regiments liked her work and threw their weight behind her. To her surprise, she was selected by the Council of Peeresses over candidates many years her senior, including the Arch Scholaress of the Upper Temple and the High Scholaresses of the Middle and Lower Temples.
As High Scholaress of the Temple of Artemis, she cautiously advanced her theory again, but received no encouragement from her colleagues. So she decided to proceed on her own – she needed to gather field data! Resources were now no longer a problem, since she now controlled the scientific budget of the Amazon government. But how could she absent herself for long periods from Paradise City and her official responsibilities? She decided to use her mother as a decoy.
Vanessa’s mother, Margrethe Holtzema had lived out her life as a commoner and had gone into retirement a few years before her daughter entered the Council of Peeresses. It was well known that Vanessa was close to her and missed her terribly. She appointed her Arch Scholaress to officiate in her absence and took a three-month leave to spend in the Exile City. Once there, Vanessa spent a week with her mother, confiding everything and swearing her to secrecy. Using her voluminous data that analyzed literally decades of dominess raids, she drew a route that would enable her, she hoped, to set up an observation post to gather data that would provide decisive support for her theory.
She equipped herself with a horse and provisions for two weeks. She dressed as a dominess in leotard, thigh boots, and helmet – the outfit had been optimally developed over the years for fieldwork in the wilderness. However, but her leotard was sand colored to blend in with the sandy and rocky wastes of the icy cold desert that surrounded the Exile City. She was unarmed, but this was no handicap as her weapons skills were virtually non-existent. The worst of it was the helmet. Vanessa had not worn one in almost thirty years and she found it cramped and heavy.
She set out under a setting sun and traveled by night, setting her temperature shield. She made good progress and reached her goal before dawn, a high ridge overlooking a small stream-fed lake. She made her camp under some scrub bushes and settled down to wait. It was late summer, so the temperature was just above freezing. Her records indicated that the Clan of the Bear, one of the prime savage clans, frequented this lake at this time of the year. She hoped to observe grouping of this clan over a period of several days, perhaps more than a week.
She did not have long to wait. She had just finished her midday meal and snapped her telescopic visor down when she picked up a group of savages in the distance. They were undoubtedly making for the lake. She quickly opened a channel to her private voicemail. She began quickly describing the group, a mixture of men and women, young and old, able and feeble. She noted the feeble and crippled being helped and supported by young and strong males, children carried on their fathers’ shoulders, family groups chattering amongst themselves. There was some laughter at the antics of a small boy. Her theory was true! She had been right all along! Her voice shook with excitement as she dictated into her open channel with increasing fervor.
Suddenly, she felt as though she had been hit by a ground-car! She was knocked to the ground and her helmet rang with blows. She quickly lost consciousness. When she slowly felt consciousness returning, she felt the pain in her side where she had been hit and her head ached. She was bound hand and foot. Two savages stood before her. One was simply huge – savages tended to be much shorter than the Amazon average height of five foot eight, but this one was well over six feet tall. He was powerfully built with a heavy musculature. He had a sloping facial structure that was typical of savages, but his was less pronounced than most that she had seen in captivity. He was quite young, and stamped about to show his importance. The other savage was much smaller and obviously subservient to him.
‘What is your name, dominess?’ asked the large one roughly.
‘Oh, I am not a dominess,’ Vanessa said eagerly. ‘I am a scholaress. I am studying your people. I wish to prove to my sisters that we can work with you.’
‘You are trying to trick us! I have never seen an Amazon who was not a dominess! We have hidden our group for you must have called one of your flying baskets to slaughter and enslave us!’ With this, he drove his spear into the chest of her horse, a tall sixteen-hand stallion. The horse staggered back a step and sank down on its haunches, neighing gutturally in his death-throes.
‘I should kill you thus, dominess!’
‘Let us fuck this dominess, Raritar and then kill her,’ said the smaller savage viciously. ‘You go first and open her up with your big cock and then we can fuck her together. You can give her to the chief and I am sure he will give you much honor and let you have the privilege of cutting off her head.’
Vanessa felt her blood run cold. She realized that she still had her helmet on. She could easily open communication to one of the patrolling aircraft. Even from Paradise City, an aircraft could be overhead within hours, and there was probably one nearer than that. She knew what would happen if she did that. Maybe they would be too late to save her, but the dominesses would slaughter this group. She hesitated, seeing the antics of the small savage boy in her mind’s eye.
Then Raritar responded to his kinsman by cuffing him viciously.
‘You will not touch this Amazon,’ he gritted out. ‘She is my prize and I will do with her as I choose.’
‘I am Raritar, son of Bradogun the Strong,’ he continued addressing Vanessa. ‘And this is my kinsman, Kendar, son of Letehar. Who are you, Amazon?’
‘I am Vanessa Holtzema, a Amazon scholaress,’ she said courteously. Her command of the savage tongue was good. ‘You have only encountered our dominesses, but in truth, they are a very small proportion of our society. Most Amazon are peaceful. We know many things that we could teach you …’
‘Shut up, bitch! I asked for your name, not a lecture!’
He reached down and effortlessly picked her up and slung her over his shoulder. With his bloody spear in the other hand, he trotted down the hillside with Kendar trailing him like an obedient dog. They entered a small cave in at the foot of the ridge. It was narrow and dark. Raritar dumped Vanessa, still bound, on the rocky floor and both savages squatted on their haunches. They waited. Hours passed. The vines tying her wrists and ankles chafed her, but each time she tried to speak to Raritar, he responded by kicking her side and putting his finger on his lips, commanding silence.
They think that my presence indicates dominesses are nigh, Vanessa thought. They are hiding from aircraft. Only one of our aircraft is equipped with bio-scanners, so hiding in caves is a very rational response. So this is what it feels like to be hunted! Darkness fell. Raritar ventured outside several times and returned. Finally, he said
‘I see no sign or sound of Amazon aircraft or horses. Perhaps they have missed us. I have spoken to the chief – we will return to the group and camp for the night. In the morning, we will return to the mountains, where the Amazon have difficulty hunting us.’
With these words, he picked up Vanessa again and they walked down to the foot of the hill. In a narrow gully, a considerable distance from the lake, Raritar put her down. The group was all there, cowering against the rocky outcrops. They stared at her, awed and afraid. A gnarled old man with a stout staff came up to them.



‘Greetings, Raritar,’ he said. ‘I see you have captured the dominess unharmed. What do you plan to do with her? She is your prize. But think of the good of our group and our clan.’
Raritar pondered. ‘I will decide in the morning whether to take her with us to the mountains, my chief,’ he said, finally.
A young girl in her teens came up to them. She linked her arm in Raritar’s affectionately.
‘My fearless one, when will you kill this dominess?’ she asked boldly.
‘Jana, first we will eat and then you will teach her how to pleasure me,’ said Raritar. With this, he drew some chunks of smoked meat from his pouch and ate before passing some to her and feeding Vanessa. Then he slung her over his shoulder and took Jana by the arm and led deeper into the ravine till they were screened from the group by some scrubby bushes. He now set Vanessa down and cut her bonds. She rubbed her wrists and ankles fearfully, not knowing whether she would survive the night.
Raritar unfastened her helmet and cast it aside. She shook her beautiful blonde hair loose, her large guileless eyes gazing at him fearfully. He took his sharp stone dagger and slit her leotard from throat to waist and ripped it off her, grunting as he struggled with the tough field fabric fabric favored by the Amazon. Now he chewed the red berries and spat them on her breasts and began to knead them, rubbing the berry pulp into her skin. He took her nipples between finger and thumb and squeezed, harder and harder, till she began gasp and then cry with pain. Her smooth, pale skin contrasted with his dark, rough and calloused hands. Angry bruises began to surface on her breasts and nipples. Tears streaked her face and she cried with the pain, but she did not attempt to fight him or hurt him. This puzzled Raritar, whose encounters with the Amazon had always involved violence.
He began to knead her crotch now, feeling the soft, blonde down that so contrasted with the rough, curly pubic hair of his women. She did not react immediately, but when he sank first one and then two thick, gnarled fingers into her cunt, she gasped, ‘Please, no!’
He ignored her and continued to probe her tight cunt. Vanessa had been through two impregnation ceremonies, so while she had never been fucked before, she was not a virgin. (Both her pregnancies had been male, so the fetuses were aborted.) Raritar felt her tightness and warmth around his fingers and grunted with satisfaction.
‘What is this mark just above your cunt, dominess?’ he asked, as he continued to finger fuck her. ‘It appears to be a birth-mark, but it is the image of a rose.’
‘It … it … is … body … paint,’ Vanessa gasped. ‘Just … paint. It … fades … in … a few weeks.’
‘You will be a great fuck, dominess,’ Raritar continued, as he felt her begin to become moist. ‘But first my Jana here will teach you what I want before that.’
He beckoned to the young savage girl. Jana was short and squat after the fashion of the savage women, but had the suppleness and tautness of youth. Raritar unfastened his loincloth and she took his cock in both hands. He was only semi-tumescent, but he was already over six inches long! Jana kissed the tip of Raritar’s cock and her tongue flicked up and down the shaft. Then she opened her mouth and her lips clamped around his penis head. She began to alternately suck and blow on him. His fingers sank into her jet-black hair and he began to push more and more of his dick into her mouth. She was willing, but his erection grew and grew. Finally, he released her head and she rocked back on her heels, still gently jerking him with one hand.
Vanessa’s mouth dropped open. She had overseen hundreds of hand job sperm extractions and in her early days as a scholaress had even done a few herself. But she had never seen a cock like this! Raritar was so thick that Jana could not encircle him with one hand. And his prick jutted out at an angle almost ten inches! He crooked his finger at Vanessa.
‘Jana has shown you what to do, dominess,’ he said. ‘Come on, don’t keep me waiting!’
Vanessa was paralyzed with fright and just lay there, clad only in her thigh boots. Raritar did not repeat himself, but dragged her to her knees by her hair. Fingers entwined in her hair, he held her head tightly with one hand while with the other he squeezed her cheeks and forced her mouth open. Jana held his huge rod and guided it to hapless scholaress’ mouth. As soon as his tip gained entry, he pushed the penis head in. Her lips contracted involuntarily, forming a tight seal and she began to gag. He withdrew and she coughed and spluttered. Just as she drew breath, he pushed into her mouth again, this time sinking more of his cock into her mouth.
Her tongue fought to gain purchase and greatly pleasured him as it slid around his invading cock. The choking sensation caused all of her glands to secrete fluids – her eyes watered, her nose ran and her mouth filled with saliva. He now had both hands entwined in her hair and rocked back and forth, each time pushing more of his huge member into her salivating mouth. Saliva dribbled out down her chin, but she did not notice. Her hands grasped his wrists in an involuntary defensive move, but had no effect on his immense strength.
Gradually, she learnt to draw quick breaths as his cock retreated and this caused suction that grew as he pushed in deeper. He now arched her neck so that her throat lined up with her mouth. She felt his cock head at her top of her throat. With his next thrust, he pushed into it. He knew that she would gag and withdrew quickly. His tempo increased, and he was fucking her mouth in rapid thrusts, never in long enough to make her retch.
He kept tutoring her, ‘Suck on me, dominess, use your tongue as I withdraw. Suck hard! Come on, that’s better, that’s better …’
With his huge cock, Raritar was content to push just over half his enormous length in her mouth – till his tip was constricted by her tight throat. He slowed his tempo and now slowly pushed his cock in to her mouth, savoring her tight, sucking lips. He rotated his hips, exploring all parts of her mouth. Finally he withdrew, saying, ‘You learn fast, dominess. Now I’ll teach you how a Bear warrior fucks!’
He pushed her on to her back on to his heavy bearskin cloak. He mounted her and she felt his bulbous tip at her cunt. She was surprised to find that she was quite wet – surely this savage was not arousing her? Before she could think further, she felt his huge cock enter her, stretching her painfully. She cried out. Raritar had two women and one slave, but none compared to this Amazon woman. Her pale, smooth unblemished skin, her full and extremely firm breasts with their hard, pebble-like nipples and her shiny and soft blonde mane all were objects of desire as symbols of the dominant Amazon.
Now the powerful and highly trained muscles of her cunt squeezed his shaft in a warm and wringing grip, the like of which he had never felt before.
‘I knew you would be a great fuck, dominess,’ he breathed. With that he put his enormous weight behind one mighty thrust and sank his length into her with one swift motion. She screamed as he spread her tight cunt, for the impregnating probes she had felt years before were nothing compared to his huge prick. He felt her pliant mount with its soft blonde down, yielding against the base of his cock. His need now overpowered him and he began to fuck her with a hard, driving rhythm. The sharp pain began to recede as his huge pounding piston drew forth a copious flow of lubricating vaginal fluid. She felt a rising warmth in her loins that gradually ascended to her head, driving out all reason. He felt it too, for her arms went around him and she began to rub her fine breasts against his stone hard chest.
The physical sensations were new and highly erotic for Vanessa. She had had orgasms before, but this was building to a higher level that she had ever experienced. So when it came, she was as shocked as with its intensity as he was. Her contractions built from deep inside, seeming to originate in her very womb and gain strength as they radiated out through her vaginal walls. Raritar had never felt such powerful and spasmodic contractions. Vanessa was bucking, her thighs were threshing and her passionate cries reverberated within the ravine.
Kendar spoke to the chief with a leer in his voice, ‘This dominess is a great fuck! She’s giving Raritar a great ride!’
‘She is Raritar’s property, Kendar, to do with as he will,’ said the chief gruffly. ‘You cowered behind rocks while he captured her. Don’t grudge him his spoils.’
Raritar fucked her three more times that night. He could not get enough of this beautiful blonde Amazon. Vanessa’s good nature allayed Jana’s jealousy, for she sought to involve her. While she did not find her physically attractive, she made an effort to draw her into the bearskin with Raritar, giving her pride of place between the two of them.
It was the chill of the early morning that she drew her out of deep slumber, for she felt her legs out from the under the warm bearskin. Then she felt a hand at her crotch, kneading and manipulating. Two fingers were inserted into her. Her cunt that was still wet with a copious admixture of Raritar’s jism and her vaginal fluids. The thick, musky treacle began to seep out of her as the fingers probed her, roughly and insistently. This brought her fully awake, for Raritar had grown increasingly gentle in response to her obvious attempts to please him.
She sat up, but a hand was placed on her mouth and she was violently pushed back into the deep and soft bearskin. It was Kendar! Vanessa began to struggle and Jana was instantly awake. She cried out, ‘Raritar!’ but the huge hunter was already awake and on his feet. He grasped Kendar by the neck and tore him off Vanessa. He lifted him off the ground and threw him down hard. Then he picked up his heavy bone club. The smaller man cowered on the ground.
‘Kendar, you are my kinsman, however distantly we are related,’ intoned Raritar. ‘But know this. The Amazon is now one of my women. If you so much as touch her again, I will beat you to a pulp and feed you to the wolves.’
‘Raritar! You allow a Amazon bitch to come between brothers of the bear!’ Kendar’s voice was high and hysterical. ‘She is a demon, I tell you! She has bewitched you! We must all fuck her in the ass and cut her head off! Ask Agnes, our medicine woman. She will tell you what we must do to the Amazon.’
‘I spoke to Agnes last night,’ said Raritar quietly. ‘She divines that this Amazon will bring us no harm.’
Kendar began to whimper, rocking himself back and forth. ‘Just one fuck, Raritar! Just one! She is so beautiful, like a goddess and she wants it! Please, let me fuck her just once!’
‘Go away, Kendar,’ said Raritar, his tone becoming dangerous.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
Later that morning, Agnes conferred at length with Vanessa. Finally, she announced to the group that there was no danger, and that they need not hasten to the mountains. They stayed by the lake and four weeks passed very quickly. Jana made crude repairs to Vanessa’s field fabric leotard with deerskin cord. Vanessa used her helmet communicator to make voluminous notes in her voice vault. Never had any Amazon observed the savages so closely. Indeed Vanessa was now a member of the group and as one of Raritar’s women, she had high status. Raritar had two other women, the young Jana and an older crone (though she was only in her early thirties) who had been the woman of his older brother who ‘had been taken into Amazon slavery.’ Vanessa did not have the heart to tell them that he had certainly perished in Amazon custody.
She taught them many things about diets, about cleanliness and about simple medical treatments like the splinting of broken bones and the dressing of wounds. Agnes was a quick learner and Vanessa’s stock in the group rose. Only Kendar and few disgruntled woman-less males remained her enemies.
She awoke one morning feeling nauseous. All day she kept vomiting. She wondered if she had food poisoning. Agnes took her aside in the evening.
‘You are feeling miserable, Vanessa,’ she said, kindly.
‘Yes, I think it may have been something I ate,’ she replied, weakly.
‘I don’t think so, my dear. I think it is something you took in through another orifice.’ The medicine woman leaned forward and rubbed the gentle curve of Vanessa’s belly. ‘You are carrying Raritar’s child.’
Vanessa was thunderstruck. The connection between sex and reproduction was so remote to her that it had never occurred to her. A conflicting mix of emotions coursed through her. In the end, all she felt was a powerful protective instinct towards the developing life in her womb – much stronger and clearer than she had felt during her previous two aborted pregnancies. This is our child, she thought, Raritar’s and mine. I will do whatever it takes to protect it. She sought out Raritar and explained the plan that had formed in her mind.
‘You must take me back to the Exile City,’ she said earnestly. ‘I am not due back in Paradise City for another month. But if I do not return before then, the regiments will begin searching for me and they will quickly find us. I will return to you in seven months to bear this child. Jana and you must bring it up, for if my sisters learn of it, they will kill it. Tell me where I can find you then.’
‘It will early Spring then,’ said Raritar, gravely. ‘We always go to the Vale of the Ice Bear south of the Claw Peak that marks the boundary with the northern ice. How will you find us?’
‘I will find you, my love,’ she assured him tenderly.
Raritar and Kendar took her back on the long trek to Exile. They left her within sight of the walls. Raritar stayed to see the gates opened and her safe entry. He sighed, heavily.
‘Dominesses will descend upon us and slaughter us within days,’ said Kendar, darkly. ‘You, Agnes, the chief and all the others are bewitched by this Amazon witch. As we watch, she is telling the dominesses all she knows.’
Raritar did not bother to reply.
The guards at the Exile City quickly bore her to the visitors’ wing and to the Suite of Honor that she was entitled to by her high rank. Her mother, Margrethe, joined her as she was relaxing in a deep whirlpool tub filled with aromatic herbs.
‘You are back safely and I am glad to see you,’ she said, simply, her eyes warming at the sight of her beloved daughter. ‘You look well for one that has been out in the wilderness.’
‘I have much to tell you, my mother, but it can wait till we dine out on the balcony,’ said Vanessa, mindful of possible recording devices that were often placed in transient apartments like these.
FLASHBACK (Continued)
3. Seven months later, Vanessa took another month’s leave to visit her mother. It had been a hard seven months. She had had to wear opaque robes to conceal her growing belly and distance herself from her personal maidservant. The Amazon, who delighted in exhibiting their beautiful bodies, considered this very odd behavior. The ‘Helena’ bore her to the Exile City and this time she borrowed a small single-seat airboat from it.
A few hours after he ‘Helena’ disappeared from view, she packed minimal provisions and took leave from Exile on a ‘research trip.’ She had had a precise low-flying route stored in her personal data vault and she downloaded it to the airboat’s autopilot through her personal communication The airboat moved swiftly, but not swiftly enough for Vanessa, who was now in a fever of anticipation. The Claw Peak came into a view and then the Vale to the south of it. The airboat touched down softly near a large clump of trees. She emerged from the vehicle and surveyed the land around her. Surely they were here!
She waited half an hour before Raritar appeared – alone. He approached cautiously, but when he discerned her alone, he broke into a run. He caught her and picked her up in his arms and they kissed passionately.
Three weeks later, Agnes delivered their son. He was paler than most savage babies and had brown down on his head. Vanessa thought she could never love anything more. They named him Bradogun the Young after his grandfather, who had been a great chief. Vanessa could only tarry a few days after the birth and with many tears and a heavy heart, she returned to Exile and on to Paradise City.
Two years later she repeated her adventure and bore Raritar a second son, whom they named Tuval. Two years after Tuval was born, Margrethe had a bad fall and before Vanessa could leave Paradise City, news came that she had died. It was considered very inauspicious for active Amazon to attend funerals. In her exalted position, it was particularly inappropriate for Vanessa, who grieved in private. In addition to her grief, her avenue of seeing her lover was now cut off.
Two more years passed. They were full of activity for Vanessa, who threw herself into her career. Her findings about the savage society remained buried in her personal data vaults, for how could she divulge it without revealing the existence of her sons? The dominesses would quickly find and destroy these threats to the racial purity of the Amazon.
That year Queen Sarah retired. Years earlier, Vanessa had been her maidservant and they were close. Sarah nominated Vanessa for the throne and the regiments supported her. Her personal popularity along with this powerful support discouraged anyone from standing against her and she was elected unopposed. She was Queen of the Amazon! If only her mother could have lived to see it. If only Raritar could share her triumph!
As queen, her movements were much more circumscribed. She could not take a ‘leave’ – she was always on duty. Every day was planned. She had so much to do. Eight more years passed. While she was still young and beautiful, she knew that time passed far more quickly in the wilderness. She had to see Raritar soon, or it would be too late. She just had to!
She made a desperate plan. It was early Spring and she knew where to find them. She would visit the Exile City. As queen, she wanted to be sure that facilities there were maintained at the highest standard. Retired sisters deserved no less. She would make the visit incognito so that she could see everything in its normal state – nothing primped for a royal visit. The Council of Peeresses reluctantly accepted a week’s secret visit – she would arrive with a normal group of retirees, with no escort. At the end of a week, Quinta Lady Fiona Norhill would come and formally escort her back to Paradise City.
As she debarked, she asked the aircraft captain for the use of an airboat – a request from the Queen was not easily denied! Again she flew to the Vale of the Ice Bear, sick with worry and anticipation. How would she find them? The autopilot gently landed the airboat and she waited with it. Surely they would have seen it in the sky? Perhaps Raritar was no longer alive. Perhaps new savages, mere boys when she last visited, would find her. Perhaps they would kill her in front of her own sons! A day passed.
She ate sparingly, worrying also that the airboat would attract the attention of a patrolling aircraft and bring down dominesses. Finally, she saw a group of savages emerge from the tree cover. They hung back, so that they could easily melt away into the woods if danger threatened. She advanced towards them eagerly. Faster and faster she walked until she was almost running. One of the savages detached himself from the group and advanced towards her. He was so tall, so uncommonly erect that it could only be the man she sought – and it was!



He had aged. His face bore the marks of time, his body bore the scars of many hunts and combats. His hair was iron gray with swathes of white, but his body was still powerful. He did not speak, but his eyes were warm and soft and spoke his delight at seeing her. She fell into his arms and he picked her up and carried her like a child back to a set of caves in the hillside where the rest of group awaited them.
Agnes was very old now and had gone completely blind. She was so delighted to see her that she began to cry, hot tears running out of her sightless eyes. She petted Vanessa’s shining ash blonde curls and felt her unlined face.
‘Ah, you are still a goddess come among us,’ she said with love in her voice. ‘You bring us love and luck.’
The old chief had died many years previously and the current chief was on his deathbed. Vanessa examined him and quickly discerned that he had suffered a stroke and there was considerable internal bleeding. There was nothing she could do. He would die soon, she hoped, for he was in great pain.
Jana had borne Raritar many children, but only two – daughter and a son survived. She herself was into her thirties and an old woman now. She marveled at Vanessa.’s youth.
‘Are you Amazon immortal?’ she asked in wonder. ‘You have not aged a day and the seasons have come and gone more than ten times since we were last together! We are all old, even mighty Raritar.’
‘No, we are not immortal’ said Vanessa kindly. ‘But we age more slowly than you for our lives are much easier than yours.’
Of course, Bradogun and Tuval did not recognize their mother. They knew that they mother was Amazon, but Jana was the only mother that they had ever known. They were awkward with this exotic Amazon scholaress, calling her ‘lady Amazon.’ They would not call her ‘mother.’
After the evening repast, Raritar took her aside.
“I shall be the new chief,’ he said. ‘I very much desire to perform the ceremony of accession this Spring. The Vernal Equinox falls the day after tomorrow.’
Vanessa knew about the ceremony from her previous stays with them.
‘Do you have a womb for your seed?’ she asked.
‘Yes,’ he indicated a young savage girl, still in her teens. ‘That is Dali, daughter of Anib, one of our old chiefs. Her mother wishes her to receive my seed.’
‘Oh,’ said Vanessa, uncertainly.
‘But you are and will always be the mistress of my heart. It would give me much joy if you would accept my seed one last time.’
Vanessa mind was a blur. She forgot her responsibilities, her throne, all the practicalities of her position.
‘Yes,’ she said fervently. ‘Yes, Raritar, my dearest love, I will accept the gift of your seed. Our son will be a king.’
Thus it was that Raritar sat on the ancient Vernal throne with Dali sucking on his cock to bring on a magnificent tumescence. And Vanessa impaled herself on it, her cunt still tight and gripping his shaft with clinging warmth. She felt the approach the appointed moment more than he. She bucked and threshed and gasped in his ear, ‘Now … my … lord! Now … you … must … impregnate … me!’
Dali gazed on in wonder as they climaxed together, gouts of his warm semen ejaculated into her womb as their climax engulfed them.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
There was silence as the swing rocked back and forth. Vanessa was far away in the Cavern of Eternal Spring with her love.
‘Oh, Raritar, love of my life,’ she whispered. ‘I pinned the Order of Merit on the breast of Elizabetha Warren for striking you down in your old age. I watched two of our sons herded into the gas chamber. Soon Elizabetha Warren, will butcher our last son, our youngest son. I cannot carry the burden any longer! I cannot share in the joy of my sisters when my child falls to our invincible dominesses. For what chance have stone and bone against bullets and death-rays? No, I will abdicate and will weep, without fear of besmirching the honor of the Queen of the Amazon. For what is left for me but to weep?’
Charlotte was stunned. She faltered, ‘Then Aablar is … is your son.’
‘Charlotte,’ said Vanessa, gently. ‘I have known the love of a savage. I have known the love of a brave, honorable man. We Amazon have not known this love for over a thousand years. I wish you could know this love some day.’
The Queen composed herself and stood up.
‘Come, my dear,’ she said. ‘You have a princess to impregnate and an election to fight.’
* * * * * * * * * * * * * *
4. Elizabetha rotated her free-fall to face the direction of the gale and ignited her power-chute. The sensation of deceleration was dramatic and the power-chute straps were jerked taut. The ignition activated the data feed from the power-chute and her altitude and ground proximity appeared on her visor. She carefully adjusted the power and nozzle directions on the pack until her read-out indicated that she was approaching the mass of the mountain at a slow and steady rate of descent.
Then all of sudden the grayness surrounding her was replaced with a swirling, misty white froth. She had entered the cloud layer that lay below the altitude of the peak itself. Her temperature shield held and the whipping snow condensed on her skin as a fine warm spray. Then she emerged from the thick cloud cover into the raging blizzard.
She could see the thick miasma of snow-flakes, driven into seemingly chaotic patterns by the howling gale. Her ground proximity chimes began to go off, indicating that she was less than fifty feet from landfall.
She peered over her shoulder into the murk, but could see nothing. The chimes grew louder and proximity arrow indicated that the surface was just behind her. Finally, barely ten feet away, she glimpsed the black rocks of a cliff face. Gingerly she used her power nozzles to maneuver till she was able to place her left palm on the rock. Carefully setting her power for a controlled descent, she got both hands and feet on the cliff face and proceeded to work her way down the cliff face. The data distortion was very high now and only fuzzy and intermittent readings appeared on her visor. The cliff face became smoother and then she caught sight of a snow-covered level area below. Reaching it, she shut down her power and nimbly hopped on to the snow. Immediately, she sank down up to her armpits in a soft snowdrift!
She surveyed her position. The level area was actually a saddle in a ridge. Across from the cliff face she had descended, the mountain rose steeply into the clouds. However, to either side of her there seemed to be openness. Her instruments gave her no usable information. She decided to try and raise the ‘Andromeda’. But as Carol had warned her, she got nothing but static. When she tried to open a channel to Sophia, the outcome was the same. In addition to the heavy distortion caused by the minerals in the region, she was deep in the broadcast shadow of the surrounding cliffs.
She began slogging forward towards the openness in her field of vision. Even with her great strength, it was tough going through the deep snow with the heavy power-chute strapped to her back. The drift grew shallower until it was only knee deep. She rounded the cliff face she had descended and was now in the lee of the mountain, sheltered from the wind. All at once the howling dropped. She rested her power-chute on the black rock to catch her breath and let her own heavy breathing return to normal. Through heavy static, she could just make out an incoming communication.
‘Colonel Elizabetha … Lady Sophia … forward, due south of your position … beware … sheer drop …’. The voice faded out again. It sounded like Carol, but the static was so intense that it was hard to be sure. The compass reading on her visor spun wildly, so she shut it off in disgust and continued forward, stepping warily through ankle deep snow. Then she heard the unmistakable roar of a power-chute, very close. She stopped. A second later, her power-chute under controlled power, Sophia appeared before her, barely ten feet away. She had powered up another cliff face, a sheer drop just a few feet in front of Elizabetha position!
Sophia brought herself over the edge of the cliff and powered down her power-chute. ‘Two found, four to go,’ said Elizabetha, clapping Sophia cheerfully on the rump as they rubbed nipples.
‘I’ve been up and down this stretch of the mountain, Colonel,’ Sophia said. ‘There is no path from the ridge saddle this way. Then I got a garbled signal from Captain Carol guiding me up to this ridge saddle to you.’
‘The cavern we seek is on the north face of the Claw,’ agreed Elizabetha. ‘The path that leads to it must be on that side. Let’s wait here in the lee of the wind for the others. Captain Carol should be directing them to us.’
Elizabetha opened a communication channel to ‘Andromeda’ again. This time, through the hisses and clicks, she could discern a scattered pattern of words.
‘… two dominesses … closing … range two hundred yards …’
Obviously Carol was guiding the others to her as she had guided Sophia. Soon the roar of the power-chutes became audible and two tall dominesses joined them. They waited another twenty minutes. Elizabetha activated a light beacon from her pistol every few minutes to provide a quick fix on their position. Finally her patience wore out.
‘We’re still missing Seignora Melania Paulus and Chiara Henn,’ said Elizabetha testily. ‘Alex, try to raise Captain Carol and inform her that we are moving out along the north face. Ask her to convey my orders to Seignora Melania and Cara to return to the ‘Andromeda’.’
Sophia did as she was bid. ‘I sent the message, but I have no confirmation, Colonel,’ she said.
‘It’s the best we can do. We’ll leave our power-chutes here in the lee of the wind. Form up and follow me.’
The dominesses placed a light beacon on the site of the rocket packs. Then they followed Elizabetha in single file as she led them back across the level ridge saddle. Communication was now impossible in the howling gale. Their communicators worked by locking into the Amazon aerial net and bouncing on to the desired destination. So while they had very poor communication with the ‘Andromeda’, they had none at all with each other.
They waded into deeper and deeper snowdrifts. The snow got up to their necks but then began to get shallower – they could only move because of their temperature shields. The heavy snow continued to swirl around them. Elizabetha moved warily as the snow grew shallower – she suspected that the other side of the ridge saddle would be a sheer drop as well. When they came to the edge her suspicions were confirmed. However, a narrow path emerged from below along the cliff face to their left and continued along the cliff face to their right. If there were any tracks to be found, the heavy snow had eliminated them. She opened a channel to the ‘Andromeda’ bio-scanners and found a faint and flickering read-out on her visor with a scratchy and flickering directional arrow pointing RIGHT. Elizabetha pointed to the rising path to their right and led on towards it.
The path was slippery and was made more treacherous by the powerful winds that drove them into the cliff. About a hundred yards up the path, Elizabetha paused and peered ahead into the thickly falling flakes. Her keen sight picked out the faint outlines of a small cave mouth in the cliff. Elizabetha indicated it to the dominesses behind her. They approached it cautiously. Elizabetha made hand signals indicating that she was going to enter and for them to cover her. They all drew their pistols.
The entrance to the cave had low headroom and Elizabetha stooped to cross the threshold. It was pitch dark inside and it took her eyes a few moments to adapt, even from the dim light outside. It was not a large cave, perhaps twenty yards to the rear. Millennia of civilization had dulled the Amazon sense of smell, but even so Elizabetha’s nostrils curled from the strong animal scent. Then she saw the mass of fur at the rear of the cave. Even as she watched, one large shape stirred and a massive head became apparent – an ice bear! And there were several of them!
Over ten feet tall on average and with huge teeth and claws, ice bears were the graceful hunters at the top of the food chain in glacial north. The coming spring meant that their hibernation was due to end and they were slumbering fitfully. The one bear that had stirred rubbed his eyes and wrinkled his nostrils, catching the strange and strong smell that had roused him from a fitful slumber. He began to come to life and a deep coughing rumble came from his throat as he lumbered to his feet. The other bears began stirring as well.
Like all Amazon, Elizabetha loved beautiful wild predators and was loath to harm them. So she sheathed her pistol and cautiously backed toward the cave entrance. Suddenly the first bear lunged forward, displaying his huge yellowed teeth and uttering a loud snarl. It was too late to re-draw her pistol. Elizabetha took two quick backward steps, gracefully ducking under the cave’s low threshold and out on to the path. She was signaling her dominesses to back away from the cave mouth when her boot heel caught in a rocky crack on the path. She felt her balance going – she knew was going to fall over the precipice.
Elizabetha screamed, ‘Sophie!’, hoping her voice carried above the storm. As she began to fall backwards, she tossed her tendril rope curling out with amazing accuracy. Sophia was backing down the path in response to Elizabetha’s hand signal. She watched with horror as Elizabetha began to fall and then saw the emerging snout of the ice bear. She only dimly heard her name called. But Elizabetha’s shining tendril rope came almost directly into her hands.
She caught it with her free hand and quickly fed it back to the two Dominesss behind her. They worked like a well-oiled machine. Both holstered their pistols as they grasped the tendril rope. The third Dominess in line quickly wrapped the end of the tendril rope around her waist and braced herself as the anchor of the team. The second had both hands on the tendril rope and tensed her muscles to absorb the shock of Elizabetha’s falling weight. Trusting her two sisters-in-arms, Sophia flipped the cylinder to load a solid bullet in her pistol’s chamber and fired, hitting the bear just under its jawbone. There was a smell of burning fur. The bear reared back and roared in pain. She stood ready to fire again and at the same time braced herself to hold the tendril rope with her left hand.
Both events now happened simultaneously – the tendril rope jerked taut and the ice bear charged. Sophia felt her left arm would be torn out of its socket by the shock, but she leaned into the mountain and held on, knowing that the bulk of the weight was being borne by the dominesses behind her. At the same time, she flipped the cylinder on her pistol again, loading a hollow shot. She was focusing so hard that all she saw was the charging bear and all she felt was the burn in her left arm with the effort of steadying Elizabetha’s weight on the taut tendril rope. Her pistol barrel was steady as she squeezed the trigger. The shot was louder this time and the next moment there was loud pop and a fountain of blood as the bear’s head exploded. Its body continued forward on the path and came to rest at Sophia’s feet. She and the dominesses behind her were drenched in its blood.
They did not pause for an instant. Immediately they began hauling up on the tendril rope that they knew was cinched to Elizabetha’s belt. They had hauled two arm lengths when suddenly they felt the tendril rope go slack. Worried, they pulled the tendril rope up quickly. At the end of it hung Elizabetha’s broad leather belt with her holstered pistol and her sheathed sword. The belt’s waist clasp flapped open in the wind.
Sophia stared at Elizabetha’s belt, horror-struck. Her mind refused to accept the possibility that Elizabetha was dead.
‘Lady Sophia,’ said Erin, the tall dominess immediately behind her. ‘Shall we report to aircraft?’
‘No,’ said Sophia, decisively. ‘We cannot waste an instant. I will scale down immediately. If I am lost, the two of you must return immediately to aircraft and report the situation.’
They hammered in a piton and anchored Sophia’s tendril rope. Sophia used Elizabetha’s tendril rope as a safety line, belayed by Erin and her fellow dominess. She quickly lowered herself down the cliff face, oblivious to the swirling snow, mists and howling wind. Her mind was completely focused on her task, but deep inside she was frantic with worry.
She reached the end of her tendril rope and reached a rocky protrusion from the cliff face, covered with the brambles. The thorns on the brambles were wickedly sharp. She cursed aloud as one cut a gash in the tough fabric of her uniform, drawing blood. She worked her way back and forth along the cliff face, to either side of the brambles. Then she saw something that crystallized her fears. On the very end of one of the bramble branches, overhanging a sheer drop of thousands of feet was a shred of purple and green, a flickering point of color in the raging wind.
She swung herself out in a wide arc at the end of her tendril rope and snatched it up. Resting against the cliff face, she examined it closely. There was no doubt. It was a shred of field fabric. She remained suspended on the cliff face for many moments – time seemed to stand still. Then she tucked the shred of fabric in her bra and slowly pulled herself up, hand over hand, till Erin hauled her on to the path above. She sat on the path, physically tired, but mentally exhausted.
‘I am afraid that Colonel Elizabetha may be lost,’ she said, finally. ‘However, we cannot abandon our mission. We will continue. I will report the situation to Captain Carol.’
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
5. Elizabetha had fallen backwards and concentrating on tossing the tendril rope accurately to Sophia, her body began a head-first dive over the precipice. With her extraordinary body control, she spun herself around to fall feet first. She trusted that Sophia had caught and secured the tendril rope. Elizabetha looked down the cliff for holds or a landing spot. Everything was happening very quickly now and the swirling snow and poor visibility made her task virtually impossible. A jutting rock appeared out of the mists and she twisted her body to avoid it. In doing so she hit her side against the cliff face, knocking the wind out of her. She fell free for another few yards before landing on her stomach on another protrusion from the cliff face. This hard landing would have killed her except that her tendril rope was its length now and jerked tight, arresting her fall. The protrusion was rocky and covered with thick brambles that further broke her fall. Elizabetha was only semi-conscious and could not see her belt clasp catching in the brambles and snapping open. She felt rather than saw her belt pulled off her by the tendril rope and hauled up to the path far above by her sisters.
Through the fog of pain and fluctuating consciousness, she hung on to the bases of two thick bramble bushes. However, she felt her strength waning with her consciousness and the woody trunks began to slip out of her grasp. Her blaster slipped off her shoulder and fell into space. It was happening so fast! She felt herself falling again. But this time the fury of the storm suddenly ceased and after a short fall, she hit a soft, sandy floor. She forced herself to keep her consciousness for a few moments and felt her pulse. It was strong and steady. I’m alive, she thought dispassionately. Only then did she surrender and allow herself the blackness of unconsciousness to envelope her.



* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
Elizabetha’s long and intense training served her well. She regimented her breathing, and slowly began rising towards consciousness. ‘If you stay here, you will die,’ she kept repeating in her mind. The irony was not lost on her. After all the risks she had run and all the dangers she had faced, to be brought down by a misjudgment of a bear!
With her rising consciousness came the pain. Her side was inflamed – she knew that she had at the very least bruised her ribs, if not cracked a few. Crashing through the brambles, she had cuts and lacerations all over, but she determined that she was not bleeding heavily, so they were probably superficial. Her uniform was ripped in several places and her belly and the tops of her breasts were exposed. She felt like she had been heavily punched in the gut. However, her indestructible helmet was scratched but intact and functional. So she had power and communication.
She examined her position. She was in another shallow cave and had fallen in through a hole in the roof that was thickly covered by the brambles. She could see the small cave mouth in front of her and the swirling snow outside. She hauled herself to her feet. The pain in her side was sharp and she gasped and almost collapsed to the floor again. But she steeled herself and it slowly began to ease to a dull ache. She hobbled to the cave entrance, feeling stronger with every step and ducked out into the storm. Outside there was another ledge running along the cliff side.
She open a channel to ‘Andromeda’, but there was nothing but static. Nonetheless, she called in and described her situation. ‘I’m on a lower ledge directly below Lady Sophia and I am moving northward and uphill along it,’ she said. ‘Vector the other dominesses to my location.’
She trudged along the narrow ledge, unmindful of the storm and the swirling mists that obscured the sheer drop to her left. She left her communication channel open and from time to time there was crackling, but no discernable message. Then, through the mist, she saw a dark shape blocking the ledge, about twenty yards in front of her. She stopped and waited, but it did not move. It was about the size of an ice bear, but much too dark. It was stock still, so eventually Elizabetha began to creep forward. She was almost on it when she realized that it was a stone gargoyle with a battle-axe in its claws. She paused and ran her hand over the smooth rock and the exquisitely carved details. Then she saw the opening to the Cavern.
She stepped through it and felt the immediate warmth, as her temperature shield took a few moments to automatically power down. She took in the scene instantly. Aablar sat upon the throne with Leia and Althea at his feet. They were all naked. Aablar saw Elizabetha as soon as she stepped into the cavern and their eyes locked. Then he leaped down from the throne, donned his loin-cloth and advanced towards her. Now Leia and Althea saw Elizabetha and they both screamed.
Then Elizabetha saw Katnissa and a red-hot rage seized her. She lay about twenty paces to the right of the throne and her wrists were bound. She was heavily bruised – the most prominent centered around a conspicuous black eye. One side of her face was now turning purple with streaks of yellow running from it. There was also bruising about her neck, on her upper breasts and around the green serpent painted beside her belly button. Seeing Elizabetha, Katnissa struggled, painfully to her feet.
All dominesses were highly trained in anger management. Elizabetha placed her rage in a compartment and closed it. The pain in her side was forgotten. She was entirely focused on the task at hand. Aablar drew a dagger from his waistband – Elizabetha recognized Katnissa’s missing dagger. It was about a foot long and had a six-inch stainless steel blade with two killing edges and a sharp point.
The Neanderthal warrior matched Elizabetha’s height, even with her boots on. He was the biggest savage even Elizabetha had seen in her long years of raids. His size and powerful musculature together with his blazing, hatred-filled eyes would have been enough to daunt anyone. But Elizabetha was completely fearless. She reached down to the sheath in her thigh boot and drew her own dagger. It was specially made for her and was more like a short sword. It was over eighteen inches long with a foot long blade made of a stainless steel – titanium alloy. It was razor sharp with a needle-point. One end of the hilt tapered into another needle-point. Elizabetha held it in front of her and advanced.
Aablar saw the rips in her uniform and the long lacerations with dried blood. He could see the tops of her full breasts and the perfect set of abs on her belly. There was a round red shield painted on her belly, centered on her belly button. He could see that the dominess was hurt, but he knew not how badly. She gave no indication of weakness.
‘Dominess, I have waited a long time for this,’ said Aablar, through gritted teeth.
Elizabetha did not reply, but circled warily, looking for an opening. Then Aablar led into her with his dagger in a stabbing motion. It was not a good move, but he made up for it by being extremely quick. She darted back and brought her left hand down sharply, knocking the blade aside with her wrist bracer. She slashed at him as he stepped back and caught him with the tip of her blade, opening a thin, superficial gash around his chest and up to his left shoulder. It stung and began to bleed.
Aablar tried a few more stabs, but was more cautious now and did not come near to touching her. Suddenly Elizabetha spun on her left heel and her right leg came up viciously – a move that had served her well in many combats. But Aablar had seen her dispatch Shabor and was expecting it. He leaned back and caught her ankle, throwing her backwards to land on her hurt left side. She grunted with pain, but rapidly rolled away from him and was almost on her feet when he was upon her. His dagger thrust was aimed at her heart, but she was able to grasp his wrist and launch a counter thrust with her own longer blade. He caught her wrist too and held her blade vertical and away from his body. They were momentarily in a stalemate.
At this point, the tall figure of Melania Paulus suddenly appeared in the cavern. She still had her power-chute strapped on her back and her blaster hung between her breasts. Both Aablar and Elizabetha saw her simultaneously.
‘Melania, throw me your pistol!’ Elizabetha rapped out.
Like the well-trained dominess that she was, Melania obeyed automatically and the pistol sailed through the air towards Elizabetha. Aablar knew he was out-matched now and turned and ran back, running low and zig-zagging. Elizabetha caught the pistol, turned and fell into a firing crouch, all in one smooth motion. She fired twice, each time just missing his rapidly moving form. Aablar was about to dive into the pool when Katnissa intervened, stepping in his way. Elizabetha had lined up her third shot, but held up for fear of hitting her.
Aablar drove his shoulder into her belly, sending her flying into the pool with a large splash. Then he dived in himself and caught her around the middle.
‘Take a deep breath, Katnissa,’ he said, urgently. With that he dragged on the chain sunk in the second remaining rock and pulled it into the water. Holding the chain tightly with one hand, with the other wrapped around Katnissa, he sank rapidly out of sight.



        Aablar the Neanderthal Ch. 09

        Fiona is impregnated; Elizabetha rescues Althea.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/aablar-the-neanderthal-ch-09

Title: Aablar the Neanderthal Ch. 09

Author: jxa2012

Category: Sci-Fi & Fantasy

Description: Fiona is impregnated; Elizabetha rescues Althea.

Tags: impregnation, blondes, non-consent fucking

Series: Aablar the Neanderthal


It is the middle of the last Ice Age, about 50,000 years ago. The Neanderthals roam the Earth, but co-exist with a recently arrived tribe of technologically advanced aliens known as the Amazon. The Amazon hunt Neanderthal men for their wild semen. Aablar has captured an Amazon dominess and her acolyte. The ruthless Elizabetha Warren has tracked him down. However, after an interrupted combat, he has disappeared with the dominess. Meanwhile the incident has led to political turmoil in the Amazon establishment.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
1. In spite of her outward show of ice-cold calm, Fiona was extremely nervous about the impregnation ceremony. A team of scholaresses wearing caps emblazoned with the blue cross of the Repro Institute undressed her and shaved her fine blonde pubic hair. Then they laid her on a preparation table and anointed her pelvic region with antiseptic oil made from aromatic herbs and massaged it into the folds of her cunt, murmuring admiringly amongst themselves at her gorgeous, yet powerful body.
Charlotte arrived with her handmaiden. She had removed her tiara and ceremonial sword and was all business. She carried out the short preliminary religious ceremony, invoking the name of Hera and asking that Fiona's unborn daughter be blessed with the might of Artemis and the bodily form of Aphrodite. Then Fiona was moved to a gurney and quickly wheeled into an impregnation theatre. Charlotte took the director's high chair. She asked for the impregnation prep report and was handed a thin plexi-glass sheet with a double pane of complex holographic coding. Charlotte was one of the foremost Amazon experts in molecular biology and she read the report like a book.
The sheet contained holographic images of the complete genetic codes of both the mother -- Fiona -- as well as the sperm. Fiona had chosen very well. The sperm's genetic coding exhibited a very high probability score in the all-important female gender axis -- the pregnancy would almost certainly yield a daughter. The sperm also showed extremely high probability scores in intelligence quotient, as well as in the physical prowess and coordination. More important, the genetic make-up of the sperm as well as its savage inter-cutting matched Fiona's own genes very well, both in terms of outcome probabilities as well as physical fit. Fiona is so gifted, thought Charlotte with a trace of bitterness. Even her genetic coding is perfect, so suited to match high potency sperm. She even matches the savage inter-cutting! If we could breed her, we could create a race of superwomen! No wonder Katnissa is such a perfect specimen in mind and body.
On the impregnation table, Repro scholaresses strapped Fiona's ankles into stirrups. Naked, she stared fixedly at the ceiling, brightened by recessed lighting. More than two decades had passed since her impregnation with Katnissa, but even this length of time had not lessened her fear and loathing of penetration and impregnation. It took all her self-control to retain a composure of steely calm. Charlotte sensed her disquiet. Impulsively, she rose from her high chair and came down to the table. She leaned over and rubbed nipples. Fiona's nipples were already puckered from their naked exposure and the rubbing caused them to harden and stand out as bright red buds. Simultaneously she kissed Fiona on the lips and then whispered, 'Don't worry, dearest Fiona. It will be over very soon. We will be so gentle, you will barely feel it.'
Fiona began to relax, the tautness in her muscles slowly receding. The scholaress controlling the impregnator activated it. It was a large wheeled machine with a steel-titanium mechanical probe extending from a rubber housing. The control panel of the machine was extremely complex, with myriad dials and gauges, as well as several flat display panels. The arm ended in a thin pencil-like device that was just over a foot long. Now, with a low whine, the scholaress propelled the arm forward. Her controls were extremely precise and she could govern its movement to within microns.
As the head of the impregnator neared Fiona's crotch, Charlotte signaled for the masking screen to be lowered. With a hiss, it descended from the ceiling, obscuring Fiona's lower regions from her view. Another of the scholaresses moved between her legs to stimulate her clitoris to induce lubrication prior to the insertion of the impregnator probe. This was standard practice. However, Charlotte waved her away and herself began to kiss and lick Fiona, starting from the swell of her belly and slowly descending in gentle spirals. Finally, she reached her pubic area and felt Fiona's breath quicken and her muscles tense again. Showing great adeptness, she slowed her ministrations, till she felt her charge relax again. By the time Charlotte softly kissed her clitoris, Fiona merely sighed. However, through all of this, her cunt had grown pleasantly wet and Charlotte licked off some of her sweet-smelling vaginal fluid.
Now she signaled to the scholaress on the impregnator. The thin, shiny probe had been warmed to a very pleasant temperature and was now propelled forward. Fiona was wet enough and pliant enough that she barely felt its entry. The operator had been carefully selected and she was the best at her craft. The minuscule camera on the probe head showed her multiple images of the probe's location in Fiona's cunt. She drove the probe into Fiona's vagina quickly while her charge was relaxed. She moved it to within a hair's breadth of her cervix and then stopped. She knew that this was always slightly alarming, even to sisters who were relatively unfazed by penetration.
Charlotte knew the procedure intimately, so she now moved to Fiona's head and took her arm in hers and kissed her on the lips again. Fiona could feel the warm probe in her cunt and sensed that the ultimate penetration was about to begin. But her own steel will, aided by Charlotte's loving embrace held her fears in check and she remained relaxed and calm.
The operator waited for Charlotte's signal. She was amazed at her instruments' readings -- though she had done thousands of impregnations, she had never seen a cunt that gripped her probe with such power. Princess Fiona's vaginal muscles were enormously powerful! Truly, she is a Amazon princess by birth, she thought, to be so gifted in everything prized by the sisterhood. With this in mind, she expected her cervix to be equally tight and tough to penetrate. What a story she would have to tell her friends!
Charlotte gave the signal and the scholaress activated a very gentle and insistent forward pressure. The instruments indicated a huge increase in pressure on the probe head as it began to penetrate the entrance to Fiona' womb. 'Gently, gently, breathe, Fiona, breathe, ... there, ... there. ...,' Charlotte's voice was soothing and supportive.
The probe penetrated her cervix and now emerged into her womb. The operator magnified the camera image and quickly and professionally searched for the most promising eggs. Her judgment was excellent and she found the perfect match within minutes. She moved the probe into position and the instruments gave her the location settings. The margin for error was less than a micron, for the Amazon procedure used less than ten individual sperm cells. She jockeyed the probe, frowning in her concentration, adjusting and re-setting till she was satisfied. Finally, all the position lights and arrows glowed green.
'Set, Princess Charlotte,' she called.
'Fire when ready,' Charlotte intoned.
The scholaress's finger caressed the impregnator trigger and then she squeezed it. There was no noticeable sound, but the intravenous sonar in the probe head tracked in the single sperm cell that was ejaculated. It traveled slowly in the very short planned trajectory. The sonar showed it docking with the egg. They all waited anxiously. Five more minutes ticked away. The micro-bio-scanners were drawing in mounds of data and presented a complex pictorial array on one of the display screens of the impregnator. The scholaress eyed the screen as the picture wavered and steadied, then wavered again. Finally, the bio-scanner image glowed and green signals appeared on the output displays.
'The egg has been fertilized,' the impregnator operator said gravely. 'Error probabilities approach zero. I am retracting.'
Charlotte was stunned. To be fertilized with the very first sperm! Five to six shots were considered the normal count. She knew that she herself was highly fertile, but it had taken three shots for her to become pregnant with Althea. Was there anything about Fiona that was not perfect?
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
2. Even before Aablar hit the water, Elizabetha was running round the pool. Melania unslung her power-chute and followed. She came up beside her colonel at the pool's edge where Aablar had disappeared with the Lady Katnissa. Elizabetha was breathing heavily and she could not avoid grimacing with the pain in her side. Melania reached forward and steadied her, earning a smile of gratitude from her normally imperious commander.
'We have no diving equipment and do not know the depths of this pool,' said Elizabetha. 'And while I am loathe to admit it, I am injured and not up to free diving at the moment.'
'Colonel, I will go,' said Melania without hesitation.
Elizabetha was torn between wanting to do everything to pursue Aablar and risking Melania's life in a fruitless effort.
'A 50 second free dive, Seignora, no longer,' she said finally. 'Set your alarm.'
Melania set her blaster down and tapped her wrist bracer, keying up the chronometer display. Setting the alarm as directed, she pulled off her thigh boots and unfastened her helmet, shaking out a mass of shiny raven hair. Then she cleaved the pool surface in a smooth dive, barely raising a splash. Elizabetha gazed into the pool worriedly -- the savage had the upper hand now, since he obviously knew this cavern and its secrets. The second ticked away slowly. As the 50-second window approached, Elizabetha could make out a dark shape deep in the pool, rising slowly. More seconds ticked by and the shape seemed to get no larger. At one minute, Elizabetha glanced over at the throne. Both Lena and Althea were still naked, but alert.
'Watch the blonde, Lady Althea,' said Elizabetha. 'I will be back momentarily.'
So saying, she pulled off her thigh boots and helmet and dived smoothly into the pool, leaving barely a ripple on the surface. She kicked hard and within seconds had reached Melania, who appeared to have run out of breath and was kicking weakly. Elizabetha took her head in a firm grip and locked her lips on Melania's forcing her mouth open with her tongue. She blew a mouthful of air into Melania's mouth and then with her hands under the Seignora's armpits, she kicked powerfully for the surface. Another kick and her lips sought Melania's again, blowing in more air. Clasped in close embrace, their breasts rubbed together. Elizabetha's short fuse burned bright and her nipples hardened.
It took Elizabetha just three kicks and they broke surface together. Elizabetha made a mental note to invite the Melania to her chambers back on the 'Andromeda'. She towed her to the poolside, but the dominess was already recovering rapidly. As they pulled themselves out of the water Melania was shamefaced and began, 'I humbly apologize, Colonel for causing a problem. I thought I could try for a little greater depth ...'
As they donned their boots and helmets, Elizabetha waved her apologies aside.
'That is of no consequence now. What have you to report?'
'I am sorry, colonel,' she said, as water cascaded off her uniform. 'I was able to descend only about fifty feet. The pool is obviously very deep -- I could not make out a bottom. The sides up to the depth of fifty or sixty feet are very smooth, offering no concealment.'
'I am afraid we cannot do more without specialized diving equipment,' said Elizabetha finally. 'Now go to the entrance of this cavern and try to raise the 'Andromeda'. Direct the others of our party to our location.'
'Aye, aye, Colonel,' said Melania.
As Melania proceeded to the entrance of the cavern, her field fabric uniform was already dry and her temperature shield quickly dried her wet skin. Elizabetha approached the throne, noting that both Althea and Lena had donned their deerskin panties and halters. She expected the blazing hostility in Leia's eyes, but she was surprised to see the lack of welcome in the Lady Althea. The girl is exhausted and has been through Hades, thought Elizabetha. She's probably still in shock. Relief will come later.
'It is all over, Lady Althea,' she said kindly, extending an arm. 'You are safe now.'
Althea did not answer, but nodded dumbly. The girl has been severely psychologically scarred, thought Elizabetha. Gentleness did not come naturally to her, but she made an effort and drew Althea into her arms and patted her head and stroked her bruised neck. The girl remained stiff as a board in her arms and at length Elizabetha gave up.
'I have a patrol on the way,' said Elizabetha. 'We will wait for them by the cavern entrance.'
Almost as she spoke, there was a clatter of boots and Sophia led Melania and the other two Dominesss into the cavern. All of them broke into smiles of relief as they hurried over to Elizabetha and saluted.
'It is with great joy that I see you alive, Colonel,' said Sophia formally. 'I was afraid that our ineptitude had cost you your life.'
'No, no, you could not have done better, Sophie,' said Elizabetha, warmth in her voice. 'It was my foolishness in the face of the charging ice bear.'
She quickly related the events leading to the disappearance of Aablar and Katnissa. 'Time is of the essence. We must get back on the 'Andromeda' as soon as possible and get some specialized diving equipment down here. The savage obviously knows this pool and I feel certain that he did not dive in to drown himself and Lady Katnissa.'
'Seignora Melania, double Dominess Dar-Ella on your power-chute. She will lead you back to our original landing site. Collect all the four power-chutes and fly back here on the double.' As soon as the two Dominesss left, Elizabetha turned to Sophia. 'As soon as they are back, we will make the laser signal to 'Andromeda' indicating our readiness for pick-up, so that they will have the recovery team on the launch deck with grappling hooks.'
She paused. 'Sophie, now let us put our time to good use! Please counsel with Lady Althea. I will have some words with the savage girl.'
Sophia took Althea aside.
"I am Quinta Lady Sophia Stirling,' she said, introducing herself. 'Your mother, the Princess Charlotte officiated at my birth and Lady Katnissa is a dear friend. I am delighted that Colonel Elizabetha has found you safe.'
She took Althea's lack of response for grief at Katnissa's continued captivity.
'Do not worry. We will hunt the savage down and free Lady Katnissa. It will not be long.'
Tears welled up in Althea's eyes. Sophia took her in her arms and patted her, whispering, 'Ssssh, don't worry, Althea. You are safe now. Soon Katnissa will be too. Ssssh .... sssssh ....'. But Althea continued to weep silently.
In the meantime, Elizabetha walked over to Leia, followed by Erin. Her boots echoed loudly in the huge cavern. Sophia had brought back her belt, so she now had her laser pistol on one hip and sword on the other. Leia cowered on the floor as Elizabetha towered over her. Expecting no mercy from Elizabetha, her eyes darted appealingly to Erin. She noted the lock of brown hair escaping from the brow of Erin's helmet, and searched for a hint of compassion, but found none. Crouching, so that her height was hidden and wearing hideous animal skins, there was little to distinguish her from a filthy savage except for her blonde head and blue eyes. Even her skin was burned brown from unprotected exposure to the sun.
Elizabetha leaned down, grabbed Leia by her hair and yanked her to her feet, unmindful of the scream of pain.
'What is your name, savage?' she asked roughly.
'You are evil,' the girl hissed and spat at her.
Still holding her handful of hair, Elizabetha slapped her hard with an open palm. It sounded like a pistol shot and whipped Leia's head around. Bright stars danced in front of Leia's eyes. But even as the red imprint of Elizabetha's hand began to appear on her cheek, she still glared at her tormentor balefully.
'I have been beaten many times. You cannot frighten me.'
'We will see,' said Elizabetha evenly. 'Erin, hold her!'
With this Elizabetha pushed her back towards Erin, who tightly pinioned her body. Leia instinctively struggled against the powerful dominess. After a few moments, the futility of her efforts was painfully obvious and she ceased. She looks like a wild animal, thought Elizabetha with revulsion. To think she was born an Amazon! Civilization is such a thin veneer!
'You are allied to the savage, Aablar?' she asked curtly.
'I am Leia, his woman,' she said proudly. 'He is a mighty hunter and does not need to hide behind magic weapons like you Amazon.'
'You were born Amazon,' said Elizabetha without emotion. 'You are a traitor to us. I am empowered to sentence you to death. But first you will tell us all you know about the savage, Aablar.'
A red curtain of rage descended over Leia's vision and lacking any other means of assaulting Elizabetha, she spat. Her salvo struck Elizabetha's just above the breasts on the bare skin exposed by one of the rips in her uniform. The warm saliva oozed down into her tight cleavage. Elizabetha did not bother to wipe it away. Coupled with the blazing rage in Leia's eyes, she found the feeling mildly erotic.
When Elizabetha spoke, her voice was level and without a hint of emotion.
'Tell me where the savage Aablar is headed,' she said.
Leia stared at her defiantly and was silent. Elizabetha's eyes darted over Leia's shoulder and briefly met Erin's and unspoken understanding passed between them. The tall Dominess braced herself and her charge. Elizabetha's extended her right hand in front of her forming a fist barely a foot from Leia's face. Leia stared at the fist mesmerized, like a rabbit frozen in the gaze of a snake. Elizabetha's movement was too quick for the eye to see. Her fist struck Leia just between her upper lip and nostrils, striking the nerve center of her face with paralyzing force. The extent of the pain was beyond anything Leia had ever experienced. Her body went rigid in Erin's grip, as though she had been shot through with a high voltage shock. Her mouth opened in a perfect 'O', but no sound emerged, just an explosive expulsion of air. A second later her vocal chords recovered and a thin scream of pain echoed in the cavern. As the waves of intense pain coursed through her, her body went from rigid to a series of spasmodic jerks that tested even Erin's great strength. Involuntarily she was gasping in gulps of air and panting, causing her firm breasts to jounce. Beads of sweat sprang out of her brow. Elizabetha opened her fist and shook it to loosen the fingers. Then she formed a fist again and poised herself to strike.
Leia's eyes were wide open and there was naked fear in them now. She was drooling involuntarily and her eyes were watering so much that Elizabetha's form appeared hazy to her. She tried to speak, but found that she could barely control her tongue and bring forth a guttural whisper.
'Please ......' The sound barely carried to Elizabetha, who paused. Leia desperately tried to make her vocal chords obey her, but her whole body felt paralyzed. What had the dominess done to her? Incoherent sounds began tumbling from her mouth as she began to panic. Finally she was able to form a few hoarse words. 'Please don't hit me again.'



A ghost of a smile flitted across Elizabetha's face. Her fist remained poised to strike.
'I am waiting and listening,' she said slowly and clearly, as though speaking to a child. 'I want to know everything about where Aablar is going.'
Leia's fear was palpable and her defiance was gone. Slowly her gasping eased and the pain receded to a dull ache. Her expression was one of abject misery.
'Forgive me, O mighty hunter, for I have not your strength,' were Leia's first whispered words. 'I cannot bear this pain. I wish that you would kill me before I speak, dominess.'
Elizabetha said nothing.
'The pool descends to great depth,' Leia said tonelessly. 'But Aablar has reached the bottom before. There is an underwater passage leading to an underground river within the mountain. There are many passageways in the mountain and there is a way out to the northern ice fields. Aablar and his brothers have hunted mammoth there. They have a large store of frozen meat. He will hide there in the ice fields and then plans to strike further north where no one of the Clans has gone before.'
Elizabetha listened with increasing horror. Aablar may survive this mad scheme, she thought, but Katnissa! How long would she last in the northern ice fields? Elizabetha was tempted to relieve her frustrations by striking once more. She knew that she could easily break Leia's neck with a blow, killing her here and now. Instead she opened her fist and struck her captive's solar plexus with extended stiff fingers into. Leia collapsed with a moan and her muscles lost all function. The pain blinded her. Erin held up her limp form. But Elizabetha drew scant comfort from it. Her mind was fully occupied with planning her next move in the pursuit of Aablar.
Moments later a clatter of boots signaled the return of Melania and Dar-Ella. They each wore a power-chute and had strapped together the other three with tendril ropes. Elizabetha waved aside their greetings and rapped out her orders.
'Erin, I will entrust the savage girl to double with you on your power-chute. Seignora Melania can take the Lady Althea. I do not trust my own strength at the moment. Sophie, Dar-Ella will remain here with you. We will get diving equipment down to you as soon a possible. You will lead a diving party and follow the trail of the savage from this end. I will monitor the north face of the mountain. We should be able to catch him between our two forces. But do exercise extreme caution. At all costs we must ensure that the Lady Katnissa is not put at risk.'
The dominesses worked very quickly. Both Erin and Melania used their tendril ropes to create crude but effective slings. Sophia gently shepherded Althea to Melania who secured her so her arms and thighs were supported by the power-chute webbing harness. Elizabetha pushed Leia much less gently towards Erin, who bound her wrists before securing her in the sling. Then Elizabetha strapped on her own power-chute harness, suppressing a grimace of pain as the weight stressed her cracked ribs. The party made for the entrance to the cavern. Sophia went ahead of them and worked the laser beacon to send up a repeating signal to the 'Andromeda'.
They were about to ignite their power-chutes when impulsively, Elizabetha turned and held her arms to Sophia. They rubbed nipples. Elizabetha held her tightly, much longer than protocol called for, oblivious to the watching Dominesss.
'Take care of yourself, Sophie,' she whispered, her melodious voice betraying a note of concern. 'I grow more fond of you every day.'
Emboldened, Sophia ran her fingers down the powerful muscles of Elizabetha's back and kissed her on the lips. Their tongues entwined, but briefly.
'Elizabetha, your regard makes me the envy of every Amazon,' she whispered. 'Every moment in your arms is bliss. I pray we shall have time together in peace after this is over.'
Sophia and Dar-Ella retreated into the cavern to stay clear of the rocket blasts. Elizabetha, Melania and Erin ignited their power-chutes and were quickly aloft. They set their altimeter-gauges to achieve fifteen thousand feet. Both Althea and Leia were terrified. Althea closed her eyes and prayed, repeating a childhood prayer to Hera for safety again and again in her head. Leia had no such comfort and felt a rising tide of panic sweep through her. However, she was so tightly trussed that her struggles produced no noticeable effect on their flight path. Erin could feel her burden beginning to hyperventilate and intoned into her ear,
'Calm down, savage. We will soon be safe on the aircraft.'
Leia took no comfort from this announcement, but it served to slow her breathing.
It was Elizabetha whose keen eyes first caught sight of the 'Andromeda'. She steered her pack into a horizontal flight path. Melania and Erin followed Elizabetha's rocket exhaust closely. Carol had set all the ship's powerful searchlights on a steady flashing pattern to maximize her visibility in the storm. But even so, it was some time before the other two Dominesss made them out. As they approached her, Elizabetha opened a communication channel to Carol, linking it to Melania and Erin as well. They were close enough that the channel was virtually unimpeded.
'Captain Carol, I am approaching with two dominesses, both of whom have passengers. Please warn your deck party. They will approach first. I am unburdened and will come aboard last.'
'I will do so immediately, Colonel.' There was obvious relief in Carol's voice.
Elizabetha's communication was clear and Melania powered ahead, followed by Erin. As she approached, she could make out the launch deck crew, lashed in place. They saw the flashing strobe on her rocket pack and two hundred yard extensible hooks snaked out towards her. She jockeyed with the power-chute controls until she was very near one hook. Just as she was about to reach for it, a powerful wind gust swept it several yards away, out of her reach. She eased open the thrust of her power-chute and pursued the hook. The turbulent effects of the gale increased at this slow speed and she was buffeted up and down and rolled completely over several times. With great skill, she kept her eyes on the hook. All this was too much for Althea, however. Even though she kept her eyes tightly shut, she began to be violently airsick, retching and spewing the contents of her stomach into space. Through it all Melania remained focused on her prize. Three, four, five attempts, and each time she just had her target snatched away from her by the storm. Finally, on the sixth attempt, she overshot the hook and caught it with a lightning reflex as it was whirling away. She quickly snapped the hook's clasp into the reinforced eye on her power-chute harness. She opened a comm. channel to the launch deck. 'Ready for tow-in,' she cried, tired, but relieved.
'Steady on for tow-in,' intoned the launch deck seignora. As she was drawn near the ship, willing hands heaved her and Althea onto the launch deck. 'Welcome back, Melania,' said the launch deck dominess, unable to completely mask her delight behind her professional demeanor.
A second crew was working with Erin and they had similar difficulties. Leia was heavier than Althea, so Erin's task was harder. Both grappling hooks were now deployed to retrieve her and finally, by working them in series, they were able to get one right to her. She was also quickly brought on board with Leia.
Unburdened as she was, and with her almost supernatural body control, Elizabetha caught a hook on her first pass. Melania and Erin had barely unfastened their power-chutes and secured themselves and their charges to D-rings when Elizabetha swung herself, unaided onto the launch deck. This time she could not suppress a grimace of pain as she unfastened her heavy power-chute. The launch deck dominess had quickly activated the controls and jump-door slid closed, suddenly shutting off the roar of the storm.
Within moments, the ship's hatch to the launch deck opened and Carol with her staff of ship's officers appeared. She approached Elizabetha and rubbed nipples formally.
'Colonel, we are delighted to see you back,' she said. Surveying the tall colonel, she continued. 'You are injured. Shall we proceed to the sick-bay right now?'
'We will escort you, colonel,' said Melania anxiously.
'Yes, bring the Lady Althea and the savage as well,' said Elizabetha, faintly. Her long ordeal had taxed even her great strength to its limits. Now that she was back in the safety of the ship, she began to relax her iron control and her wounds began to exercise their effects. She began to say, 'Melania, I will need your help ....' but she felt her knees begin to give way before she could finish her sentence. She began to pitch forward.
Melania and Carol rushed forward and caught her. Carol rapped out commands and the crew produced an air cushion. Elizabetha was gently laid on it. Another two air cushions were brought for Althea and Leia (the latter strapped to hers with leather restraints) and the three, escorted by Carol, some of her crew and the two anxious dominesses, hastened to the sick bay.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
3. Dragged down by the heavy rock, Aablar and Katnissa sank swiftly. Aablar had watched his brothers and some others of his clan do this dive and had done it himself several times. So he adjusted easily as they sank to lower and lower depths.
Katnissa had a summa diving qualification, so she had automatically obeyed his shouted instruction and had a large lungful of air. Her training stood her in good stead and she was not uncomfortable even as the surrounding depths grew murkier and murkier. She mentally counted to try and gauge their depth, but the speed of descent was more rapid than she had ever experienced before. 'This is really risky!' was the thought that kept running through her conscious mind.
She reached a count of seventy-five and reckoned that they were approaching a hundred feet. By the time she reached a count of a hundred, she had to fight her fear, for she was now deeper than she had ever free-dived before -- they were certainly deeper than a hundred and fifty feet! She began to think that he meant to drown them both. She had exhausted much of her stock of air and it was becoming very difficult to think clearly. Should she try and fight him, even though her wrists were still bound?
She had reached a count of a hundred and fifty and her thought processes began to get confused. All she could think of was that they were approaching two hundred feet --
deeper than any known Amazon had free-dived before. She only vaguely saw the approach of the bottom and the beds of blue stones that sparkled even in this dim light. Aablar felt her body begin to go slack and knew that she was beginning to lose consciousness. He quickly dropped the chain to his ballasting rock and grabbed a large blue stone. With one powerful kick, he propelled them both in to a wide tunnel at the floor of the pool. Two more kicks and they were in another watery shaft.
Now came the tricky part. Even though he had done this before, Aablar had to fight the urge to shoot for the surface. He stroked upwards with a measured ascent, dribbling out air expertly to maintain a safe pressure in his lungs. Even as they rose, he pumped Katnissa's chest to get her to exhale slowly. He saw the bright surface and fought the temptation to accelerate their ascent. Gradually it grew nearer and relief flooded over him as they broke surface. He stroked gently for the side of this pool, towing Katnissa, who was now inert. He dragged himself over the side and then pulled her out of the water.
They were in another cavern, similar to the one they had come from, but even larger. The pool here was fed by an inflow of warm water from the far recesses of the cavern and a corresponding flow drained out of it on to a small waterfall and then proceeded to the lower levels of the cavern. Light streamed in through vents high above. Forests of stalactites and stalagmites grew around them. But at the present, Aablar had only concerns for the dominess. Her body felt cold. Putting his ear to her chest, he could barely discern a heartbeat. He stripped off her deerskin halter and unfastened her wrists. Then he began to press down on her breasts. Her nipples, flaccid from there immersion it he warm water, began to harden and stand out. He smiled to himself. 'She is not dead yet,' he thought. He continued working on her, until finally she retched and some water emerged from her mouth. He did not stop and she retched again and brought out more water. She coughed once, but then collapsed and lay deathly still. The buds of her nipples began to soften and he could no longer discern a heartbeat.
Mentally and physically exhausted, he felt the uncharacteristic urge to weep. She is an Amazon dominess, the foremost enemy of my race, he thought. She would not hesitate to torture and kill me. Why should her death cause me grief?
'Because you love her,' said a deep voice. 'You were meant to become lovers since the time you were born.'
Aablar rose to his knees and whipping out Katnissa's dagger, looked around the cavern wildly. There was no one in sight.
'Show yourself and face me, whoever you are!' he called out. He repeated the call again and again, but was only greeted with silence. Finally, his resolve, so sorely tested in past days, began to crumble. He beat his head on the stony floor, drawing blood.
'I am losing my mind!' he cried out. 'Raritar, my father, let me join you in death before I descend into madness!'
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It is the middle of the last Ice Age, about 50,000 years ago. The Neanderthals roam the Earth, but co-exist with a recently arrived tribe of technologically advanced aliens known as the Amazon. The Amazon hunt Neanderthal men for their wild semen. Aablar has captured an Amazon dominess and her acolyte. The ruthless Elizabetha Warren has tracked him down. After an interrupted combat, Elizabetha has recovered the acolyte, but Aablar has disappeared with the dominess. Meanwhile the incident has led to political turmoil in the Amazon establishment.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
1. The lighting in the sick bay of the 'Andromeda' was dimmed. Elizabetha lay on a bed, covered with a thin white sheet, a complex set of wires and probes attached to her body. A doctor, a scholaress in the medical corps was monitoring a control center that gave her a complete analysis of Elizabetha's every organ. She wore a white cap with the blue cross of the Health Institute (since all Amazon medical personnel belonged to Health Services) and she also wore a titanium badge with the twined serpents insignia of the Medical Corps. Seignora Melania Paulus sat at the foot of the bed, stiff-backed and dry-eyed, but the look of concern on her face was obvious. In addition to the fierce loyalty that all dominesses had for their colonel, their adventure together had infused tenderness into her feelings for her commander.
A set of chimes went off and the doctor removed the white sheet and began disconnecting all the sensors. Turning to Melania, she said, 'All the procedures were successful, Seignora. I've mended all the colonel's cuts with skin grafts -- there will be no scarring. She had three broken ribs. I've inserted titanium struts that will make her chest wall stronger than it was before. All the monitors indicate that the colonel is in peak physical condition. Indeed, she possesses the most superb body and musculature I have ever had to honor to examine.'
She paused.
'What more needs to be done, doctor?' There was a note of concern in Melania's voice.
'Right now, she just needs another hour's rest. I have set the timer and the chimes will sound as the effects of the sedation fade.'
'Then you may withdraw, doctor,' said Melania firmly. 'I will stand watch and summon you if anything untoward occurs.'
The doctor nodded and withdrew silently.
Melania resumed her seat the foot of the bed, contemplating her commander's naked body. Elizabetha's pale blonde hair was pooled in a silky mass around her face. In repose, her powerful musculature was softened and her features displayed the innocence of youth. Her full breasts stood out firmly and jounced ever so slightly with every deep breath, the nipples puckering a little. Her skin was flawless again -- the Doctor had indeed done a wonderful job. Melania recalled the multiple cuts, the heavy bruising and the accompanying purple and yellow discolorations that had marred Elizabetha's body when she had laid her on this bed just over an hour ago. Amazon medicine was truly miraculous -- the doctor's hand was guided by the divine Hera!
A few minutes passed and Melania stood and approached her sedated commander. She stroked Elizabetha's silky blonde hair and sighed -- 'Ah, Colonel Elizabetha, you are truly a goddess for you are such a perfect creature! We all strive to follow where you lead.'
Elizabetha's sighed in her sleep -- this slight reaction roused Melania further and she leaned forward and kissed the colonel's hair and then her brow. Before she knew what she was doing, her lips brushed Elizabetha's and one of her hands gently kneaded one of the impossibly full breasts. Elizabetha sighed again and slightly arched her back, pushing her breasts more firmly into Melania's grasp. Melania now took a breast in each hand and began to knead them with a will, the firm and rubbery mounds pliant under her firm ministrations.
She ran her tongue down Elizabetha's long neck and traced a thin pattern to one of the breasts, stopping only when she had a meaty nipple in her lips. She began to kiss and playfully bite at it, watching incredulously as it hardened and grew to an erection of almost an inch! She worked at it some more before transferring her affections to the other nipple, causing it to match its twin in dimensions. Elizabetha sighed again, louder this time, but her body remained in repose, her muscles completely relaxed.
Still kneading the magnificent breasts, Melania kissed Elizabetha again, this time forcing her tongue between her lips. Elizabetha's mouth opened hesitantly and Melania's tongue snaked in, seeking its mate. She aggressively courted Elizabetha's lips, gently biting and sucking on them and twining her own active tongue around Elizabetha's passive one.
She paused, breathing heavily, and eyed her passive partner with glazed eyes. She could not stop now! She traced a line with her tongue again, this time through the tight valley of Elizabetha's cleavage and paused briefly at the swell of her belly. She ran her tongue into the perfect well of Elizabetha's belly button and then proceeded downward, slowing now and savoring the strengthening smell of Elizabetha's womanhood. Elizabetha's pubic hair was downy soft and so pale as to be virtually invisible against her white skin. Melania's own dark hair contrasted sharply with it as her tongue found Elizabetha's nether lips. She began to kiss and suck on Elizabetha's vulva, breathing deeply of the clean and slightly musky scent of the slowly emerging vaginal fluids.
Melania's ministrations were adept and Elizabetha's sex drive was lusty and strong. Awake, she would have had an orgasm by now. But the powerful sedation kept her arousal exceedingly mild and she sighed continually, slowly oozing vaginal fluid, but did not mount to excitement. However, in ministering to Elizabetha's perfect body, Melania grew increasingly aroused. Soon her vaginal moistness grew to wetness and began to dampen the crotch of her uniform leotard. Still working her lips and fingers on Elizabetha's vulva and clitoris, her left hand worked her own clitoris through the thin uniform. She felt her excitement rise and her cries were muffled in Elizabetha's crotch. Suddenly she felt herself crest and waves of contractions wracked her. Her knees grew weak and she crawled on top of Elizabetha, resting her face between her magnificent breasts, shivering in the afterglow of her orgasm.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * *
2. The chimes sounded and on cue, Elizabetha opened her eyes. Melania, showered and changed into a fresh uniform, leaned over her with a reassuring smile.
'You look wonderful, colonel,' she smiled. 'I will summon the doctor immediately.'
Melania proceeded to do so and moments later, under the supervision of the doctor, Elizabetha swung her legs off the bed. She examined her naked form critically in a full-length 3-dimensional mirror on the wall. The doctor had indeed done a magnificent job. There was no evidence of injury. She was a little tired, but otherwise she felt great. She stretched luxuriously and sighed, feeling strangely sated. A complete combat uniform and set of arms were arranged on a table by the wall. She slipped on her wrist bracers and pulled on her thigh boots. Then she strapped her dagger to her thigh.
'How long have I been unconscious?' she asked Melania.
'Just over two hours, colonel.'
Elizabetha signaled to the Doctor to approach her. They embraced and rubbed nipples. The scholaress' diaphanous robe parted in the embrace and Elizabetha's naked nipples puckered up on contact with the Medica's smooth siltex leotard.
'Doctor, I am greatly in your debt,' she said. Even speaking formally, her voice caused a flutter in her listeners' senses. 'I hope that I am in a position to repay you some day.' She turned now to Melania. 'Melania, what provisions have been made in sending diving equipment to Quinta Lady Sophia?'
'Captain Carol had a photo-guided drone pod to dispatched shortly after our pick-up,' she reported. 'We have received a garbled confirmation of receipt.' Melania paused awkwardly. Pre-occupied as it was with youth and beauty, the subject of death was not an easy one in Amazon society. Melania gathered her wits and ploughed on.
'The ship's bio-sensors picked up traces of a life-form in the vicinity of the cavern,' she said stoically. 'The traces faded and have now ceased. The ship's sensor experts feel certain that this is Dominess Cara Henn. They believe she was seriously injured in our descent and that she is now dead.'
Elizabetha had been expecting this but Melania's words, bringing home the reality of her trooper's fate still caused her to flinch. In her mind, the dominesses were the best of the best, the foremost flower of the sisterhood. To lose even one of them was an irreplaceable loss.
Melania continued in a flat monotone. 'Captain Carol has delayed the funeral ceremonies till your recovery.'
'We cannot have the funeral ceremony for a dominess without a senior scholaress present! I will proceed to the bridge immediately to speak with Captain Carol. Melania, you will accompany me.'
They were on the bridge within minutes. The weather had deteriorated further and through the huge forward dome bright flashes of lightning could be seen all around them. The deck heaved and rocked beneath their feet. Carol sat in the Captain's command chair, but on Elizabetha's entry, she stood. They rubbed nipples and Elizabetha took the command chair without hesitation.
'Captain Carol, we cannot hold a funeral for Dominess Cara without a senior scholaress to officiate. I would prefer to hold it in the Temple of Artemis on our return to Atlantic City.' Elizabetha spoke firmly and clearly.
Carol nodded. She sensed from Elizabetha tone that there would be no arguing on this point.
'We will, as always, support your endeavors in any way that we can, Colonel,' she said formally. Almost as soon as she finished speaking one of the communication officers called out, 'Transmission from Quinta Lady Sophia, Captain!'
'On speakers!' Carol's response was sharp. The mention of Sophie brought a frown of worry to Elizabetha's face. The deteriorating weather played havoc with the transmission, and it was extremely garbled --so bad in fact, that it was difficult to recognize Sophie's voice.
'Flash urgent ... Aablar ... custody ... awaiting response ...'
Elizabetha's decision was instantaneous.
'Captain Carol,' she said. 'I will rejoin Quinta Lady Sophia immediately. Kindly photo-guide my power-chute to the same coordinates as the diving equipment.' She paused briefly and glanced at Melania. There was no need for verbal communication.
The raven-haired dominess responded immediately. 'I will join you, Colonel.'
'I hear and obey, Colonel.' Carol's response was mechanical. 'A crew will await the two of you on the launch deck.'
* * * * * * * * * * * * * *
3. 'Hush, hush, Aablar,' the voice became seductively mellow. 'Don't chastise yourself. I am here, look up and perceive me.'
Aablar looked up, the blood flowing freely from the gashes in his forehead. He blinked as the hot fluid got in his eyes and wiped it away with the back of his arm. He saw a tall elderly man clad in dark flowing robes girt with a broad leather belt. His full head of hair and long beard were snowy white. It was his bright twinkling blue eyes that drew attention. Right now they were soft and kind. He leaned on a long staff.
'You have really injured yourself, Aablar,' he continued. 'First of all, let me heal you.'
With that, he raised his staff. A bluish light suddenly shot from the tip and Aablar felt warmth on his forehead. Just as suddenly, the light and the warmth faded. Aablar felt his forehead with this hand. The gashes and the blood were gone!
Now that he could see the source of the voice, his fear left him.
'What kind of sorcerer are you?' he asked boldly. 'I have seen magic enough from the Amazon and fear it not. Your claims about me are baseless, for you do not know me! The Amazon are my lifelong enemies and I feel nothing but hate for them, one and all.'
'Aablar, Aablar, I am your friend. I am your guardian. But right now I do not have time to explain everything to you. The dominess Lady Katnissa is dying. We cannot allow that to happen. You must dive and return to the pursuing Amazon and bring them here. Their medicine can yet save her, but another hour and it will be too late.'
'Why should I save this bitch? She would torture and kill me without hesitating for an instant!'
'Aablar, we have not time now!' The old man was becoming impatient. 'You must trust me. The future of your race is in your hands. But you must trust me! Return and bring the Amazon here. I will protect you from serious harm. The Amazon cannot match my power. Look into my eyes! Can you honestly tell me that you feel no tenderness toward Lady Katnissa?'
'Well, ...' Aablar hesitated.
'Look at her! Even in her death-like repose see how beautiful she is! Her bright red hair, her lithe, strong body! And she is one of the most intelligent of her kind besides. But you are her match. You know that you want her love. But you can't have it if she dies.'
'What ... what should I do?'
'Dive and return to the Amazon. Bring them back here as soon as you can.'
'But they will kill me on sight!'
'No, they want to save the Lady Katnissa more than they want vengeance on you. As soon as you break surface, call out, "The Lady Katnissa is dying, I need your help!"'.
Aablar approached the prone form of Katnissa and bent over her. He stroked her shiny hair gently. She was breathing fitfully, in shallow gulps, but her pulse was very weak. He turned from her and walked to the water's edge and hesitated. He turned and looked at the old man, who now raised his staff again.
'Go with confidence, my boy,' he said mildly. 'You won't need a ballasting stone.'
Another jet of bluish light leapt from the tip of his staff and Aablar felt a warm glow all over him. His very skin seemed to radiate a bright incandescence. He took a deep breath and dived into the water. He sank quickly, much faster than he had done with the ballasting stone. But his body, even his hair, remained dry. Tentatively he opened his mouth -- cool air rushed in! He could breathe! What magic did the old man possess?
It was now easy for Aablar to navigate the connecting passage and rise quickly to the surface in the other cavern. The sound of his breaking surface was enough to alert both dominesses. His quick eyes saw pistols trained on him from front and side. Following the old man's instructions, he cried out, 'The Lady Katnissa is dying, I need your help!'
Sophia was in front of him and her voice was sharp, her pistol barrel steady as a rock. 'Swim slowly to the edge and climb out. Make no sudden moves or I will slice off your arm.'
He did has he was told. As he climbed out of the water, he felt the warmth leave his skin and the when he stood up, the incandescence was gone. Sophia approached him, her eyes cold and hard.
'Guardian Dar-Ella, shoot him in a limb with you pistol if he makes any sudden moves. Savage, put your hands forward, wrists together.' Sophia's Amazon accent was even more pronounced than usual, betraying her tenseness. As soon as Aablar's wrists were close together, Sophia tapped one of her wrist bracers and he heard a buzzing sound, then a short, sharp stab of pain. He could see no restraint, but his wrists were stuck together -- Sophia had shot a micro force field of charged particles from her power pack. He worked his great strength at separating them, but he was could make no impression on the invisible restraint.
'He is restrained, Dar-Ella, but keep him covered with your pistol and don't go near him. I'll try and contact the 'Andromeda'.'
Sophia was back less than five minutes later. Aablar turned his gaze towards her and his eyes were now pleading.
'Please, dominess, you must believe me. The Lady Katnissa Norhill is dying! You must come and help me save her!'
The two dominesses did not reply, but stood eying him with stony eyes, pistols unsheathed. Aablar saw that further entreaties would be useless. He was now at their mercy -- and he knew that they would have none for him. Well! He steeled himself. He knew that in the hands of the Amazon, his death would not be an easy one. He did not fear pain, he did not fear death, but he was saddened by the manner of his meek passage into captivity.
The dominesses were obviously waiting for something, but what? In matter of minutes, he was answered as power-chute blasts were heard and then the clatter of boots announced the arrival of Elizabetha and Melania. Aablar, who still bore the marks of his combat with Elizabetha, looked at her pristine and unmarked body with amazement. Her helmet was burnished and shone in the bluish light in the cavern and her green and purple uniform was in perfect order. Her pistol and sword remained sheathed, but her eyes were as pale and as cold as ever.
'Dominess,' Aablar gritted out. 'Lady Katnissa is dying. You must help her!'
Elizabetha's sense of priorities was very clear.
'Sophie, get diving gear on this savage! Melania, get ready as well. Savage, you will lead the two of us to the Lady Katnissa. Hurry, hurry!'
So saying, she unslung her blaster and took up a diving canister from the stowage pod that had been photo-guided down to the cavern from the 'Andromeda'. It was a small silver canister about six inches long that clipped onto her belt. It sprouted a long flexible hose with a mouthpiece that doubled as a breathing device as well as a link to her helmet communicator. Melania quickly followed her colonel.
In the meantime, Sophia approached Aablar warily, with a diving canister in her right hand and her pistol in her left. She circled around him so that his back was to her. He did not move, he did not seem to breathe and was as still as a statue. She came close to him and first jammed the muzzle of her pistol into the small of his back. This close, his great height and powerful musculature caused her repress a slight shiver of -- what? It was not fear, it was not hate, she could not place it and she brushed it aside. Aablar was slightly taller than her, even in her thigh boots, so she rose slightly on her toes to hiss in his ear, 'Do not move a muscle, savage, or I will be delighted to carve a chunk of flesh out of your side.'
With this she reached around him and clipped the diving canister to the waistband of his loincloth. She flicked the ballast switch on, so that it would ionize and attach a small balloon of heavier charged water to itself on being submerged. Then she took the mouthpiece and hissed,
'Open your mouth, savage! Clasp the soft section of this piece in your teeth.'
He was obedient, even docile. He sucked on the mouthpiece, surprised at the heady feeling of breathing pure oxygen.
Sophia stepped away from him, surprised at her quickened breathing. Without thinking, she raised her right hand to her mouth. Aablar's smell was extremely strong and some of the mixture of sweat, blood, semen and vaginal fluids (from his many recent couplings) clung to her fingers from contact with his loincloth. It intoxicated her to the point that Elizabetha's voice only dimly entered her consciousness.
'Savage, enter the water! We are following you. Be aware that our pistols work just as well under water.'
After the long hunt and chase, the Lady Katnissa was recovered with remarkable speed. Even Sophia and Dar-Ella, who waited impatiently, were surprised at how quickly they returned, Elizabetha now bearing the limp form of Katnissa. Even as Elizabetha reached the edge of the pool, Sophia was there and together they gently laid her on the cavern floor. Sophia began a vigorous CPR on Katnissa while Elizabetha was still clambering out of the pool. Sophia found her skin was cold to the touch and she had barely any pulse. She counted as she blew hard into Katnissa mouth and worked her chest cavity, just below and around her breasts. Pausing briefly, she stripped off Katnissa's soaking deerskin halter. Then she tapped on her temperature shield and widened its band to create a cocoon of warmth around her patient. Elizabetha now sat next to them, water streaming off her uniform, worry writ in her face. Still restrained, Aablar also came and sat by them, Dar-Ella and Melania overseeing him with drawn pistols.



Sophia worked hard for several minutes before she was rewarded with a cough. Katnissa retched and brought up some water and coughed again. Her pulse became stronger and some color began to return to her face. Sophia went to work again and finally sat up as Katnissa began to cough afresh, this time more strongly. Her skin was warming up and her eyes fluttered open. She became dimly aware of Elizabetha and Sophia and then of the cavern. Rotating her gaze, she saw the restrained Aablar under the pistol barrels of Melania and Dar-Ella. Life returned to her formerly vacant green eyes and soon they were fiery. She sat up.
'I warned you that my sisters would hunt you down, savage! Now you will suffer!' Katnissa's voice was high with anger. But it was too much, too soon and she fell back, coughing and retching into Elizabetha's arms. Elizabetha cradled her head in her lap, and stroked her damp red locks, saying, 'Rest, dearest Katnissa. You was safe now.'
Turning to Sophia, she said, 'Set her in the field medical unit. Make sure that she is fit to make the trip back to the 'Andromeda' in a power-chute sling.'
'Aye, Colonel,' said Sophia, drawing Katnissa out of Elizabetha's arms onto an inflatable mattress even as she spoke. Elizabetha watched anxiously as Sophia began quickly setting up the field medical unit. Soon a shimmering warm high-oxygen field enveloped Katnissa's body, replacing Sophia's temperature shield. She was breathing easily as Sophia began attaching various probes. However, the heavy bruising to her face, neck, belly and other parts of her body stood out starkly.
Confident now that Katnissa was safe, Elizabetha felt the return of cold rage and turned her attention to Aablar. He stood also, in anticipation and their eyes locked. Restrained as he was, there was no fear in his eyes, just a mute challenge.
'Savage, if I had not promised to deliver you alive to the Princess Fiona, I would kill you here and now,' said Elizabetha tightly. 'However, seeing how insolent you are, even after we have caught your worthless hide, let me give you a taste of what lies ahead!'
Elizabetha drew her sword with a flourish. Balancing it in a two-handed grip, she made a few quick passes with it, creating whistles whose counterpoint echoed in the great cavern. Suddenly, she moved forward and the sword whistled again. This time Aablar felt a sharp stab of pain as the blade cut his chest. Elizabetha's supreme skill ensured that the razor sharp blade barely broke the skin in a long vertical incision. Globules of blood began to pop out of the superficial cut and Aablar felt the warmth of the small trickle as it coursed down towards his belly. Then Elizabetha swung again. She created another cut in his chest. Aablar knew that his slightest movement could cause Elizabetha's blade to stray and kill him. He also knew that she was toying with him, trying to draw an expression of fear.
He did not give her that satisfaction. Even as she swung again and again, each time drawing another tiny rivulet of blood from his chest, he remained calm and his gaze at her was steady and unafraid. Totally fearless herself, Elizabetha was grudgingly impressed by Aablar's own fortitude.
The cavern was warm and sweat began to run down Elizabetha's brow as she went through an advanced sword workout. Each rivulet of blood was very tiny, but combined the two-dozen or so cuts made Aablar's torso quite bloody. The cuts stung, but did not unduly hurt. Aablar heard that the note of the next swing was deeper than those before. Failing to draw fear with her exquisite swordplay, Elizabetha turned her hilt and swung the blade broadside. She clubbed him on the side of the head with the flat of her sword. The violence of this blow made Aablar's head ring and bright lights flashed before his eyes. The suddenness of the blow caused him to lose his balance and he fell on heavily on his side. He did not see the next blow coming as Elizabetha swung her foot in a graceful arc and the steel toe of her boot smashed into his temple, sending more dancing lights exploding before his eyes. This blow forced a deep groan from him. He lay on his side and did not rise. Elizabetha paused and leaned on her sword.
'I look forward to your screams of pain, Aablar,' Elizabetha said, panting slightly and wiping the sweat off her brow.
Meanwhile Sophia had completed her all the basic medical probes of Katnissa. She did not appear to be severely injured and a trip in a power-chute sling would probably do her no further harm. Sophia felt that the sooner they got her to sickbay aboard the 'Andromeda' the better.
'Colonel, we are ready to evacuate the Lady Katnissa,' called Sophia.
'Quinta Lady Sophia, use your tendril rope to make a harness to double the Lady Katnissa back to the 'Andromeda' on your power-chute', said Elizabetha, rapping out orders in staccato fashion. 'Seignora Melania, you and Guardian Dar-Ella re-pack all the equipment into the drone pod and photo guide it back to the ship. I will handle the savage.'
In a matter of minutes, with the exception of Aablar, all was ready for departure. Katnissa was slightly groggy from the mild sedative that Sophia had given her, but she stared at Aablar's inert body and asked Sophia, 'Quinta Lady Sophia, is the savage dead?'
'Oh no, Lady Katnissa, Colonel Elizabetha has merely stunned him.'
As though to reiterate the point, Elizabetha tapped Aablar's head roughly with the toe of her boot. He rose slowly. The blood on his chest had congealed into a sticky mess. There was an angry bruise down the side of his face from the flat of Elizabetha's sword and a bloody cut on his temple from her boot. Alone, unarmed and restrained, in the face of the heavily armed dominesses, he looked beaten and Katnissa's eyes moistened.
'Did Colonel Elizabetha capture him?' Katnissa asked Sophia, as they walked towards the entrance to the cavern.
'Oh no, he came to us to ask our assistance in saving you. Even with his feeble brain, he seemed to realize that your condition was serious, and that you would die without our medical aid.' Sophia spoke flippantly. 'The repulsive creature really seemed concerned about you. He must have thought that returning you to us would buy him favor with us. I think your mother, the Princess, and Colonel Elizabetha will rapidly make him see the error in his primitive thinking!' She laughed, but was surprised to see Katnissa unresponsive, with her eyes suspiciously misty. Like the Lady Althea, she must be in deep shock, she thought.
Aablar followed the others to the cavern entrance, stumbling slightly, prodded on by Elizabetha's sword. Melania and Dar-Ella fired the drone pode and took off immediately afterward on the photo-guided coordinates of the 'Andromeda'. Sophia powered off with Katnissa in a similar fashion a few moments later. Once on the ledge outside the cavern, Elizabetha took a moment to restrain Aablar's ankles as well before harnessing him to her power-chute straps with her tendril rope. Within a half hour they were all safely back on the launch deck of the airship.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * *
4. Aablar was chained and confined in the prison hold. Katnissa was tenderly placed in the sick bay. Elizabetha congratulated her three dominesses and dismissed them. As they were leaving, she called Sophia back.
'Quinta Lady Sophia, I would like to go over some details with you before the official debriefing back at Atlantic City,' she said. Sophia stayed on Elizabetha's stateroom as Melania and Dar-Ella left. As soon as the door hissed shut behind them, she rose and the two tall dominesses embraced, fervently rubbing nipples, out of lust rather than formality. They stripped off each other's clothing as they made their way to the power bath. Sinking into the foaming water, they kissed and their fingers explored each others' bodies anew. Sophia dived below the surface and her mouth found Elizabetha's cunt and clit. She sucked and probed with a prodigiously long breath, with Elizabetha's hands in her hair, urging her on. She was rewarded as her lover came with an explosive orgasm that surprised even Elizabetha with its intensity. As Sophie came up for air, Elizabetha luxuriated in the rippling afterglow.
Then it was her turn to dive into the foaming water and service Sophie, who also came with a climax powerful beyond her experience.
'By Hera, we both came really hard,' commented Elizabetha, when they were cuddling under a heat canopy on Elizabetha's wide bed. 'I must confess you, Sophie, that savage Aablar is like no other I have come across in a decade and half of raids. He is powerful and dangerous, but he seems to exude some primeval power. Being in close proximity with him seemed to bring out my most primitive instincts. With him on my power-chute harness, I really felt lust rising and could not wait to be with you.'
'Just touching him filled me with base and odious desires,' confessed Sophie. 'It must be the wild smell of him. He is so intensely MALE! He represents all the evil that we have worked so hard to destroy. I hope that the Princess Fiona and you will dispose of him quickly.'
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Aablar the Neanderthal -- Chapter 11
Fearing for Katnissa's life, Aablar has been talked into given himself up to the pursuing Amazon by a strange apparition. He has fallen into the hands of the ruthless Elizabetha Warren and her elite team of dominesses. Even as the Amazons rejoice, the election campaign to succeed Queen Vanessa rages on.
* * * * * * * * * *
1. Katnissa, Althea and Leia were all in a luxurious suite in the sickbay of the 'Andromeda'. Arrays of non-contact sensors monitored all their body functions and displayed them on screens in the sickbay office. Nonetheless the duty medical officer looked in on them every fifteen minutes. These were the most important patients that she had ever had. They had suffered so much! And Leia, a lost sister, recovered from the wild, intrigued her. It was like a story from the legends!
In spite of their sedation, both Katnissa and Althea tossed and turned fitfully in their soft sickbay beds, drifting in and out of sleep, occasionally emitting low moans. Leia, more heavily sedated and chained to her bed, lay still, with no sound except for her deep breathing.
All her life Althea had been meek, the youngest daughter of the Royal House of Spalding, whose brilliant mother was rapidly rising in the ranks of the sisterhood. From an early age, she had displayed poor athletic abilities, but superior intelligence. However, her dark hair in a society obsessed with blondeness, her relatively small stature and her looks -- she was pretty, rather than classically beautiful -- made her shy and self-effacing. She studied what her mother told her to. When the time came to serve her two years as an acolyte, Charlotte chose Katnissa as a 'safe' dominess who would appreciate her daughter's worth and not treat her harshly. It had worked well, and the two had rapidly become inseparable.
Then Aablar had roughly and unceremoniously entered their lives and their bodies. Now her conscious thoughts centered on the defining moment of her life so far -- when she had decided to ally herself with Aablar and bear his son. Althea could clearly visualize his huge, powerful frame on the throne in the cavern, the naked Leia at his feet, licking and fellating his massive cock. She carefully observed how Leia arched her neck as she swallowed and with the grace of a sword-swallower, managed to engulf almost three-quarters of his huge length with her mouth. And she noted that Aablar's hands in her hair guided her, up and down, up and down, Leia sucking as she swallowed, exhaling as she withdrew.
She saw Aablar motion Leia away and sit back in the throne, his rampant erection causing wetness in her cunt by its very sight. She could almost feel his cock-head at her cunt and she moaned softly, vividly recalling the pain and the pleasure as she had impaled herself, driving that huge cock into her cunt. Even as she lay in the sickbay bed, she grew wet and her breath grew short. Her right hand found its way to her wet crotch as her mind replayed the feeling of Aablar's steel hard manhood in her vagina and of his rock hard chest against her nipples. In her sedation, her fingers felt leaden as she tried to manipulate her clitoris. Even so, she moaned again. Doctor Mara Carfagna looked at her instruments, shook her head in disbelief. Lady Althea had just had an orgasm! She quickly went to the suite and poked her head in. All was quiet now and the three girls were peaceful for the moment.
Althea slipped back into a fitful sleep, in that in-between state when dreams appear very real. She climbed down from the throne in the cavern, saying over and over, 'Aablar, I will bear your son!' Then there was the clattering of boots and Elizabetha entered the cavern.
'Althea, you carry the savage seed! I must purge you of it!' she cried.
'No, no, Aablar, save me! Save me!' She tried to run from Elizabetha, but her belly kept growing and growing and soon she could barely walk. Aablar just sat on the throne, immovable, like he was carved out of stone. 'Aablar, at least save your son, if you care nothing for me!' Tears streamed down Althea's face now, for with her huge belly she could not even walk and sank to her knees. Then Elizabetha towered over her.
Elizabetha caught her by her hair and dragged her to her feet, simultaneously drawing her long dagger from the sheath in her thigh boot.
'You are a shame to Royal House of Spalding, Lady Althea,' Elizabetha spat, shaking her like a rat. 'You are a shame to the sisterhood! You cannot defile the pure Amazon race with filthy savage blood. I will cut your sin out of your womb!'
As Elizabetha's dagger approached her vulva, Althea covered her crotch with both hands, crying out, 'No! No!' But the blade slipped between her fingers and she felt the cold steel in her cunt, the long blade seeking to kill her unborn son. Even as she shrieked, she felt her son struggle and die in her womb. As Elizabetha withdrew her bloody blade, Althea felt torrents of her amniotic fluid stream out of her cunt, drenching her thighs and knees. And then she felt the first contractions of labor that heralded the birthing of her dead child.
Her eyes jerked open. The sickbay floor pitched and rolled as the 'Andromeda' rode out the storm. Periodically brilliant lightning flashes illuminated the dark suite. Her face was wet with tears and sweat. She was breathing with quick, shallow gasps. The medical officer's cool hand was on her forehead.
'There, there, you are safe now, Lady Althea,' the medical officer's voice was soothing. 'It was just a dream. The savage can't hurt you now.'
Katnissa's sleep was also tormented. It was heavy blow to her pride to be captured by a primitive savage. And even the pain of the rape, with Aablar's huge cock stretching and bloodying her tender ass, was dwarfed by her humiliation in the eyes of her sisters. She wanted vengeance! She knew all the torture equipment in the basement of the Central Military Complex. She would take delight in personally killing Aablar by inches. Elizabetha and her mother would be glad to give him to her, so that she could get 'closure' and resume her life. He would have days, weeks of agony until he begged her to kill him. Yes! Yes!
Another nagging voice arose in her head. Did he not have a right to hate her? She had participated in many raids on his people; she had blown 'useless' old men and women to pieces with her disintegrator. She had seen terrified young mothers huddling on the ground, trying to protect their children from her horse's hooves and laughingly trampled them. She had helped to capture scores of prime age males. Then, after weeks of semen harvest, she had helped to herd them, exhausted and resigned, to the gas chambers.
Unbidden, an image of Aablar invaded her mind -- toe to toe, locked in mortal combat with Elizabetha. And then a second image -- of Aablar lying bloodied and beaten at Elizabetha's feet. He had given himself up to save her life. She knew Aablar better than Sophia -- he was no fool and he had no illusions about the Amazon. He knew that by saving her life, he was giving himself up to torture and a slow, painful death. Why? Why couldn't he have just let her die?
She heard the dominesses say that he was in chains in the prison hold. She knew what it was like down there -- she had placed savages there in the past. It was unheated, so it would be terribly cold. His wrists would be shackled high above his head to a bulkhead of the prison hold, so that he had to remain standing. The Amazon used old-fashioned steel chains to increase their savage prisoners' discomfort. A large lump began to form in her throat.
* * * * * * * * * *
2. Elizabetha heard her comm. channel ping. She opened it. It was Carol Oates.
'Colonel, we have just received a flash communiqué from 'Thetis'. Princess Fiona and Princess Charlotte are on board and on their way to meet us. They expect to be alongside within the hour.'
'You want to attempt a mid-air docking in this weather?' Elizabetha was incredulous.
There was a musical tone as Carol switched to a private secure channel. 'It is not what I want, Colonel Elizabetha. I have been ordered to organize a mid-air docking to get the Princesses on board the 'Andromeda' at once. They have especially asked to meet with you and Quinta Lady Sophia at a reception immediately on boarding and that the reception be beamed on the public comm. I imagine that you'll be receiving official commendation as part of the election campaign.'
Almost as soon as Elizabetha closed the comm. channel with Carol, she heard a musical note indicating another secure incoming comm. She opened the channel and heard Fiona's smooth tones.
'Elizabetha, my love, I have been wrong these past years to doubt you. You have done us all proud.'
'I did not physically capture the savage, Princess Fiona,' said Elizabetha, slightly embarrassed to receive more than she considered her fair share of praise.
'Nonsense, my dear,' Fiona would have none of it. 'Two rocket pack descents on high elevations of the Claw Peak, with its abominable weather! Single-handed combat with the savage, while severely wounded! Safe recovery of both Lady Althea and our own dear Katnissa! I will see that you are awarded the Purple Garter for this.'
The Purple Garter was the highest Amazon award for valor and was so rarely awarded that it had not been awarded in over a hundred years. While both she and Fiona had won the Order of Merit, neither had won the Garter.
Elizabetha demurred, still more embarrassed. 'Princess, I do not deserve this honor...'
But Fiona ignored her and went on.
'Elizabetha, I require yet another service from you.'
'I am yours to command, Peeress,' said Elizabetha formally.
'You know that the Princess Charlotte and I will shortly board the 'Andromeda' to congratulate you and all of your team on your great achievements. We are here as mothers. But you know full well that we are in the midst of a close election campaign and our future as a sisterhood depends on the outcome. Before I proceed, I would like you to declare, under oath, which one of us you support.'
'Princess Fiona, I assume this question is a formality. Regardless of our differences in the past, my support for you has never wavered. I swear under oath to the divine Hera that I support your bid for the throne and will do all in my power to further your quest for it.'
'I never doubted you, Elizabetha. But what I am proposing requires me to be sure that you believe in me. This visit to the 'Andromeda' will be on the public video comm. Nearly all of our sisters and certainly the vast majority of the electorate of priestesses and dominesses will be watching. Charlotte favors reconciliation with the savages. I would like an incident to demonstrate to our sisters the threat posed by the savages in the most graphic terms.' Fiona paused here, but Elizabetha made no comment, content to listen intently.
'We should be ready to transfer to the 'Andromeda' from the 'Thetis' in about an hour. I would like you arrange our formal reception, as Pontifex Magna Maxima and Regiment Peeress, on the ship's main view deck. At the height of the reception, before we make our speeches, introduce the savage in steel chains. Right now,' and here Fiona paused, 'shoot him up with two or three units of cerebrus hypersteroid. I want him madly aggressive and I want him tugging and dragging Dominesss hanging on to the chains on his collar. Ideally, I would like him to launch an attack on Charlotte. You and I will prevent her from coming to any harm. Once the sisterhood sees this on the video comm. my warning speech will bring all but the most radical priestesses to my side.'
Elizabetha's mind raced. The plan was brilliant! But how much of this entire saga had Fiona planned and how much had she improvised? She was lost in thought as she briskly strode down the companionways to the sickbay. The medical officer was still on duty in the sickbay office and looked up and smiled when she saw Elizabetha enter. She stood up, parted her robe and raised herself on her tiptoes to rub nipples with the tall dominess Colonel.
'All three patients are sedated and resting, Colonel,' she said pleasantly. 'Lady Katnissa required substantial skin grafts to prevent scarring, but had no internal injuries. Lady Althea and our lost sister Leia had very minor injuries. All three were very malnourished, however, so I have had them on intravenous fluids -- their dosages should be complete in a few more minutes. The only thing that I am a bit concerned about is their mental state. All three seem extremely depressed, and even sedated, the Ladies Katnissa and Althea are disturbed and occasionally cry out. This is not my area of expertise -- we have a trainee psychiatrist on board, but I would rather they saw a real expert in hospital on our return to the City.'
Elizabetha nodded. 'Your work is highly commendable, Doctor. I will make sure to include your contribution to this mission in my report to the Council of Peeresss.'
The medical officer beamed with satisfaction. For a junior officer, this was very high praise. And to get into the report to the Council of Peeresss!
'By the way, medical officer,' Elizabetha continued casually. 'Do you have any units of cerebrus hypersteroid on board?'
The medical officer blanched. 'Colonel, that is a controlled substance. I cannot prescribe it or give it out without clear medical necessity.'
'I have absolute faith in your loyalty to the Amazon state. This is a matter that affects of state security at the highest level. I require three units.'
The medical officer stood stock still, but did not argue. 'I hear and obey, Colonel Elizabetha,' she said, finally. She left for the medical storeroom, returning a few moments later with three small glass vials. Elizabetha drew a thin air pistol from a small pouch that was clipped on her belt, just in front of her laser pistol holster. She snapped open the finely machined ergonomic butt within which was a set of four steel darts. She selected one and unscrewed the base, revealing it to be hollow. She poured the three units of hypersteriod into the dart, one at a time and screwed the base back on. Then she smashed the three glass vials into a metal pan and handed them back to the medical officer.
'Make a note in your records. These three units were destroyed in the bad weather we are having.' She left quickly and quietly.
* * * * * * * * * *
3. Aablar's wrists were chained so high above his head that he could not keep his balance as the ship pitched and rolled. He was constantly thrown against the limits of his shackles and back on to the bulkhead, so that the steel cuffs bruised his wrists. He shrugged off the pain, but he was weak from hunger. With no food in his belly and just wearing his loincloth and rough deerskin boots, the cold penetrated to his very bones and he shivered continually.
The old man said he would protect me from the Amazon, he thought. But I never really believed him! Why have I done this to myself? But another voice arose in his head -- the dominess Katnissa is safe, it said. For some reason this thought gave him comfort, even though he kept repeating to himself aloud, 'Raritar, my father forgive me, for I have failed to avenge you.'
Through the bars of his cell, he could see a tall dominess standing guard at the force field marking the entrance to hold. She was in a warm and brightly lit corridor and stood nonchalantly, leaning on her ceremonial halberd. Soon after he was chained in his cell, she had come into the hold and poked at him through the bars of his cell with her long halberd, obviously expecting to draw an angry response. The sharp tip of the weapon cut him and drew blood, but he did not acknowledge the pain or her presence and she rapidly tired of this pointless sport.
Suddenly, he saw her stiffen to attention and rap the floor with the shaft of her halberd. The familiar clatter of boots announced Elizabetha's arrival.
'At ease,' she said to the dominess on guard. 'Take up station a hundred paces down the corridor, please.'
'I hear and obey, Colonel,' the dominess touched her helmet with the shaft of her halberd and withdrew down the corridor, out of sight.
Even in his current state, Aablar had a hard time reconciling Elizabetha's melodious voice with her ruthless nature. He tried his best to control his shivering, concerned that she would mistake it for fear. She came to the bars of his cell and stared at him -- once again they locked eyes, but neither spoke. Without ado, Elizabetha raised the air pistol and fired. There was a hiss and then Aablar felt a stab of pain in his chest. The dart struck him high on the left side of his chest and the tip had penetrated his heart muscle, precisely as Elizabetha intended.
She waited a moment to let the dart's contents seep into him and entered the cell and withdrew the dart. Then she produced a plastic bottle filled with clear fluid and secured it to his forearm with tape. A rubber hose ran from the mouth of the bottle ending in a shiny steel needle. She stuck the needle into a vein inside his elbow and taped it on. Within seconds, she was back outside his cell again and clanging the bars shut. Without a backward glance, Elizabetha left the prison hold and the dominess resumed her position at the entrance. The momentary stabs of pain from the dart and the needle dissipated quickly. Another Amazon game, he thought resignedly.
* * * * * * * * *
4. Elizabetha, Sophia and a squad of dominesses stood anxiously behind a recovery team of airship crew on the poop deck of the 'Andromeda'. Carol and her senior officers were on the bridge, using the ship's engines to try and hold her steady -- a task that required great skill in the furious storm. About a hundred yards away, the running lights of the 'Thetis' could be seen through the murk. Captain Rhea Candaris and her senior officers were equally engaged, trying to hold their ship steady. Both ships had their bright searchlights on and focused on the chasm between them. A glimmering green conduit could be seen, tracing a midair trail between the poop deck hatches of the two ships. Then the 'Thetis' hatch slid open and all free hands on both ships clicked on their magna-visions.
Princess Fiona emerged from the 'Thetis' and stepped out on to the seeming nothingness of the force field conduit between the ships. Fully aware that multiple views of this scene were being played on the public video comm., she was in full ceremonial regalia, her tiara glinting in the beams of the ships' searchlights. Her flowing red robes billowed in the gale force winds that sought to tear her from the narrow conduit and hurl her thousands of feet into the rocks below. She wore no safety harness and her step was steady, even as the conduit flickered and sagged with the electricity discharge of every lightning flash.
'She looks every inch a queen,' whispered Sophia into Elizabetha's ear.
When Fiona was about twenty yards away from the 'Andromeda', Elizabetha signaled to the recovery team and they opened the ship's hatch. Impulsively, Elizabetha stepped out of the ship on to the conduit and reached Fiona in a few long strides. On the unsteady conduit they embraced and rubbed nipples.
'It is with great pleasure that I welcome you, Princess Fiona,' Elizabetha said, raising her voice to be heard above the storm. Fiona laughed, a long silvery laugh and squeezed Elizabetha's arms.
'You are such an adrenalin junkie, Elizabetha,' she said happily, but in a normal tone that was not picked up on the comm.
'You and me both, Peeress,' returned Elizabetha in same tone.
On the 'Andromeda' bridge, Carol gripped the arms of her command chair. Her eyes, like those of most of the Amazons, were riveted on the scene playing out below her. 'Lunatics!' she muttered. On her own bridge, Rhea just shook her head in wonder.



Arm-in-arm, the two tall blondes stepped on to the poop deck of the 'Andromeda' and the hatch was closed behind them. All the Dominesss and airship crew dropped to one knee and bent their heads.
'Arise, arise,' said Fiona. 'I am merely here to announce the arrival of your most important guest, the Princess Charlotte Spalding, Pontifex Magna Maxima.'
All rose and as Fiona took her place on the deck beside Elizabetha and Sophia, the 'Thetis' hatch opened again and this time a tall dominess in the uniform of the Susanna Regiment stepped out. Charlotte followed, covered from head to foot in a bulky jumpsuit, topped by a bubble helmet. She wore a leather safety harness with a long tether that was fed out of the 'Thetis' hatch. As she came on to the conduit, the dominess took her arm to steady her. The dominess continued to steady her as they made their way slowly along the conduit. As they neared the 'Andromeda', the recovery team sent out a grappling hook, which the dominess grabbed. As they got to the hatch, the recovery team hoisted both of them in with willing hands. Members of the recovery team quickly closed the hatch again, signaled to 'Thetis' to power off the conduit and unfastened Charlotte's bubble helmet.
'Isn't it wonderful to be here, Charlotte?' asked Fiona. Then she turned to Elizabetha. 'Colonel, please lead the High Priestess and me to the Royal Stateroom.'
'I hear and obey, Peeress,' said Elizabetha formally. She led the way, flanked by Sophia. The squad of Dominesss brought up the rear.
On the bridge, Carol turned to her first officer.
'Take us up to sixty thousand feet, Quinta,' she said. 'And set a direct course for the City. Flank speed.' As the ship began its rapid ascent, the comm. began to clear and she opened a channel to Rhea. 'Captain Rhea, I am returning as quickly as possible to the City. What are your orders?'
'My orders are to return to allow my crew full participation in the election,' said Rhea. 'We will set our autopilot to your wing position, Capitain Carol. Please make a note of our position.'
* * * * * * * * * *
5. The main view deck of the 'Andromeda' was a huge flat deck, larger than a football field with a clear transparent dome, which straddled the entire vessel amidships. There were several small and large doors that led into it from fore and aft as well as several platform elevators that could raise personnel or material from lower decks. The storm was far below and behind them now and the sky above them was pale blue. With the exception of a skeleton crew flying the ship, virtually all personnel aboard were assembled by unit. The complement of dominesses were at the forefront. There was the loud buzz of conversation and the air of anticipation.
Then one of the platform elevators sank out of sight with a whine. It reappeared moments later with Fiona and Charlotte, both now attired in their ceremonial robes with glittering tiaras and flanked by Carol and Sophia. Three gurneys were on the right of the platform, bearing Katnissa, Althea and Leia. A loud cheer arose from the gathered assembly and both princesses raised their arms in acknowledgement. Katnissa and Althea rose in their gurneys and waved. Leia sat up as well and stared at the massed ranks of the Amazon wide-eyed with terror.
Sophia drew her laser pistol, set its power to zero and fired a series of pure beams of light at the dome. The streaks of light bounced off the dome, refracted and created a rainbow-like spectacle. The dominesses at the front of the assembly followed her lead and soon the view deck was alight with an intense laser light show.
The cheering continued until the laser show died down. It drowned out the whine of a second platform elevator that descended and reappeared to the left of the royal party. There was a collective sharp intake of breath as Aablar appeared. His wrists and ankles were shackled with heavy steel chains. He wore a heavy steel collar with two steel leads, one each held by Seignora Melania Paulus and Dominess Amber Willey. The Dominesss also held long ceremonial halberds in their free hands. Colonel Elizabetha Warren stood behind the three, a thumb hooked in her belt, a palm resting on her sword hilt.
Aablar felt strong and angry. The intravenous fluids Elizabetha fed him had rapidly erased his malnourishment and he found it hard to stand still, continually taking a pace forward and backward, tugging at his steel collar. His eyes were bloodshot and a thin line of spittle ran out of the corner of his mouth. He constantly clenched and unclenched his fists and flexed his muscles. As the elevator platform locked on to the deck, he uttered low, guttural and menacing growls, and pulled harder on his collar.
A buzz of talk arose from the assembly, with scores saying that Aablar's appearance confirmed their worst fears about him. Katnissa, Althea and Leia stared at him in shock -- this was not the Aablar they knew! What had happened to him?
The royal party crossed the short distance and approached Aablar, with the princesses leading the way. Fiona carefully followed a half step behind Charlotte, which was technically correct as the High Priestess preceded the Regiment Peeress in order of protocol. Charlotte came within about six feet of Aablar and noted all the dried blood and bruises on his face and body -- the dominesses had not treated him well! She also noted his great height and relatively fine facial structure. He looks so like his mother, she thought.
'Aablar,' Charlotte intoned in the voice she used when presiding over ceremonies. 'You will be treated fairly and well. We will show you the error in your ways. We Amazons are powerful, but we are magnanimous as well ...'
Aablar's reaction was sudden, violent and totally unexpected by all, except Fiona and Elizabetha.
'You lie, Amazon witch!' he roared. 'After all you have done to my people, I know what you will do to me! But I will kill you first!'
With that he lunged forward. In addition to making him aggressive and angry, the hypersteriod had boosted his impact strength and the leads were torn out of the hands of Melania and Amber. Aablar took one giant hop on his shackled legs and swung his huge shackled arms with his fingers laced together. He was even faster than Fiona or Elizabetha had expected. His blow struck Charlotte on the jaw and lifted her clear into the air to crash on the deck a few feet away. The force of the blow was such that her limp body rolled over a few times before coming to a stop. There was a cacophony of screams and confusion in the assembly.
Charlotte's body was still in the air when Fiona rapped out, 'Stand back everyone!' Then to Amber, 'Dominess, your halberd!' Elizabetha wordlessly took Melania's halberd.
Everyone backed away from Aablar, who continued to growl menacingly and exercise his great muscles in a futile effort to tear his wrist shackles apart. He watched warily as Fiona approached him holding the halberd reversed, with the heavy staff towards him. Behind him, Elizabetha did the same. He backed away, eyeing both dominesses. But, with Aablar's wrists and ankles shackled, it was a hopeless fight. Elizabetha feinted and as Aablar turned to face her, Fiona crashed the staff of her halberd on the back of his head. He did not go down, but whirled to face his attacker, emitting a bloodcurdling roar. Even as he turned his back to Elizabetha, she struck his head again with her halberd staff. This blow dropped him to his knees. He tried to raise his arms to protect his head, but Fiona's second blow brushed them aside and the thud of the steel staff striking his skull carried around the view deck. This blow knocked him down to a crawling position. Both dominesses now began to methodically beat him to a pulp.
When his body was finally still, both Fiona and Elizabetha were breathing heavily from their exertions. Elizabetha now touched her wrist bracer and trussed up his battered body in an invisible force field.
'Seignora Melania, Dominess Felcia, take another four Dominesss and place the savage back in the prison hold,' said Elizabetha, a touch of harshness in her melodious voice. 'Leave him trussed in the force field even after you suspend him from the bulkhead shackles. Then get a Doctor to make sure that he does not die.'
'I head and obey, Colonel Elizabetha,' said Melania with unruffled calm.
Althea screamed when Aablar struck her mother, but it was lost in the general bedlam. She swung her legs off the gurney and ran over to her fallen form, cutting through the gathering circle, saying with uncharacteristic assertiveness, 'Make way, make way! I must see my mother!'
By the time she got to Charlotte's side, a Doctor from the airship crew was already kneeling beside her, monitoring her pulse and gingerly feeling her jaw line. Charlotte was out cold and looked peaceful, her beautiful heart-shaped face in repose, even as the injured side seemed to sag.
The Doctor became aware of Althea at her elbow and answered her mute question.
'Her jaw is broken, Lady Althea, and there may be other bones broken in her face. I don't know whether there are any internal injuries, but we must get her to sickbay as soon as possible.'
'Please use my gurney, Doctor and hurry!' Althea was beside herself with worry.
Two dominesses now brought Althea's empty gurney through the crowd and gently lifted Charlotte's limp form on to it. Then, with the doctor, several assistants and Althea following, the dominesses wheeled the gurney to a small platform elevator and descended to the sickbay level. Within minutes, Charlotte was in a high care medical emergency unit and a medical team began diagnostic, preventive, curative and reconstructive procedures. Althea was not qualified as a doctor, but had had considerable training, so she followed the medical team into their cleansing spray and posted herself as an observer as they began working on her mother.
Katnissa could not believe what she had seen. She too, leaped from her gurney and watched helplessly as both Aablar and Charlotte were spirited off the view deck. Fiona now returned to the elevator platform, squeezed her daughter's shoulders and called for calm. It was a few minutes before calm was restored.
Fiona's breathing was still slightly heavy from her exertions and the excitement. Her eyes were bright, her breasts rose and fell and a fine sheen of perspiration covered her face. She had never looked more beautiful. The public video comm. was still open and virtually all of the Amazon society now looked on with rapt attention.
'My sisters on the cruiser 'Andromeda' -- Princess Charlotte and I came here to congratulate you on your wonderful work in recovering your sisters and our precious daughters. We also wished to communicate to you our competing visions for the future of the sisterhood. In the light of this terrible tragedy, I cannot take advantage of my dear sister's absence to speak to you. Let us therefore adjourn with heavy hearts and wait for news of the condition of our dear sister, Princess Charlotte, High Priestess of the Temple of Artemis.'
At this point, Sophia approached Fiona and whispered in her ear. Fiona faced the assembly again.
'I have just been informed that Princess Charlotte has entered a medical emergency unit and procedures to return her to normalcy have begun. My sisters will share my own pleasure in hearing that her dear daughter, Lady Althea, is in attendance.'
Elizabetha now took the center of the platform and called out, 'Please disperse in an orderly fashion. The public comm. will remain open and developments were be continually available.' She struck the elevator pad with her boot heel and with a whine the platform began to descend below the view deck. As soon as they were out of sight of the assembly, Fiona drew Katnissa into her arms. They rubbed nipples. Fiona's delight was complete and unfeigned -- her eyes shone and her happiness radiated out like a beacon. Elizabetha observed her closely and thought, 'No, she loves Katnissa so dearly, she could not have planned for any harm to come to her.'
Katnissa's joy at seeing her mother again was unalloyed and washed away all other feelings for the moment. Almost thirty years apart in age, Amazon health was such that they looked like sisters -- indeed it was impossible to say which one was the older.
While mother and daughter drank in each other, their mutual communication was wordless and neither spoke. Fiona merely made an aside to Elizabetha, 'Lady Katnissa and I will retire to the Royal Stateroom.'
They were soon by themselves in the Royal Stateroom -- in truth a suite with a living room, a study, two huge bedrooms and a glamour bath. Fiona went over and poured two stems of wine and offered one to Katnissa. They clinked stems and sipped. Fiona spoke first.
'Katnissa, I thought I had lost you. I felt like a part of me had died! Seeing you is like having a daughter all over again. My dearest, you must stay close to me for a while. I cannot bear to let you out of my sight.'
Katnissa came closer and ran her fingers down her mother's long aristocratic neck, feeling her choker and the star denoting her rank.
'When I was out in the wild and thought I would never see you again, the memories of our time together became sharper. I am grateful for all we have shared -- I never forget how fortunate I am to have such a wonderful mother!'
They drained their wine, embraced and proceeded naturally to the wide bed. They cuddled in each other's arms, glorying in being together again. But while they kissed each other tenderly, neither was in the mood for sex. They were lost in quite contrasting thoughts -- each would have been shocked to know those of the other.
Fiona was feeling flushed with success. Her plans had worked even better than she had hoped -- the savage was shown to be unquestionably dangerous, Charlotte herself had been injured and would have hard time supporting her position of reconciliation now. And she had yet to announce the coup de grace of her pregnancy! I must not grasp beyond my reach, she thought, but I am very close to becoming Queen. We are both descended in a direct line from the legendary queens of Atlantis -- Hippolyta, Hypathia, Pentheselia -- will it be Fiona or Charlotte whose name joins theirs in the history archive?
Lying warm and secure in her mother's arms, Katnissa's thoughts returned to Aablar. In all the time of her captivity, she had never seen Aablar lose his composure and behave in the mad, uncontrolled manner he had displayed at the assembly. Was he driven to such irrationality by captivity? Did he hope to obtain a quick death and a reprieve from the agony of endless torture that he knew awaited him? What she did know was that each time Elizabetha and her mother had struck him with their steel staffs, the solid sound of metal on flesh and bone had caused her to recoil. She had covered her ears to block out the horrible sounds. As they beat him, she had whispered, 'No, no, don't hurt him, don't hurt him ....' As Melania and Amber dragged him away, her arms reached out as though to stop them and then dropped to her sides, helpless. I must see him, she thought. Soon.
* * * * * * * * *
6. There was a musical note and Fiona opened her comm. channel. It was Captain Carol.
'Pardon for disturbing you, Princess Fiona,' she began apologetically.
'No need, Captain Carol. What can I do for you?'
'I have received word from the sickbay that Princess Charlotte is out of the emergency medical unit and resting in a suite. She requests that you attend on her.'
'Of course. Please let her know that I will attend on her as soon as possible.'
'I hear and obey, Princess.'
Fiona looked at the time. Two hours had passed. The rest had done her good -- she felt refreshed and ready to go. Katnissa was still asleep. Fiona looked at her and smiled. Her silky red hair was spread over the pillow and her relaxed and beautiful face made her look like an angel. My beautiful child, thought Fiona. Soon you will have a sister! Fiona decided to let her sleep -- she had been through so much! But even as she looked at her, Katnissa stirred and opened her eyes. Seeing her mother standing, she asked, 'Have you been awake long?'
'Princess Charlotte asks me to wait on her and I must go,' said Fiona. 'I must get myself ready.'
'Oh no, you can't do that, Princess,' said Katnissa, a note of formality entering her voice. 'I know you have no handmaiden on board. Please allow me to serve you in that capacity.'
Fiona smiled, her eyes sparkling. 'My dearest child, I cannot think of anyone I would like better.'
She put her arms up in the air and Katnissa very efficiently stripped her clothes off. Then she engulfed her in cleansing mist from a mobile unit, waited a moment for it to dry and then quickly and expertly began to anoint her mother's magnificent body with sweet-smelling herbal lotions and moisturizers. She began with an overall body lotion, massaged into Fiona's feet, ankles and long legs, up on to her flat belly and back and shoulders. Then she took up a fine herbal essence and massaged it into the folds of Fiona's cunt, drawing forth sighs of satisfaction. Next she took up a special breast and nipple cream that she gently massaged into Fiona's small firm breasts, finally working on the puckering nipples, tweaking them between finger and thumb to knead the cream in. The nipples quickly stood out to their full length, and Fiona sighed again and patted Katnissa on the head, saying, 'Good, good, my dearest girl ...' A final set of creams for her face and Fiona was ready to be clothed.
'I will wear another set of ceremonial robes, please, Katnissa' she said. Katnissa picked the clothing out of a walk-in closet and dressed her mother. Finally she stood back and examined her handiwork.
'You look beautiful, mother,' she said.
'Thanks to you.' returned Fiona. Katnissa merely smiled.
Embracing Katnissa once more, Fiona left her and made her way to the sickbay. Charlotte had been placed in the largest and most luxurious suite. She rapped on the door and on a query from within, spoke in a carrying tone,
'Countess Fiona, Peeress of the Susanna Regiment!'
The door was opened immediately by a doctor, who had risen from monitoring the instruments connected to Charlotte's body, predominantly around her head and jaw, the area of her injury. The High Priestess was naked and Althea had been in the process of anointing her, for a bag of oils and creams lay open on a bedside table. Althea now paused and looked up as Fiona entered.
'I come at your summons, Pontifex Magna Maxima,' said Fiona formally. 'But I can wait outside till Lady Althea has finished.'
'No, please be seated, Princess Fiona,' Charlotte's voice was low. 'We will be done in a moment. I am pleased to find Lady Althea by my side and fully recovered from her ordeal. How is Lady Katnissa?'
Fiona seated herself next to Althea and patted her shoulder.
'I am pleased to say that Lady Katnissa is well and resting comfortably in the Royal stateroom,' she said, and then turning to Althea. 'Allow me to say that my delight at your safe return is second only to your mother's.'
Althea bowed in her seat, but did not reply.
In a moment, Althea was done. Doctor covered her with a thin sickbay gown.
'Doctor,' said Charlotte to . 'Could you allow Princess Fiona and me some time together, please?'
'Of course,' said , bowing deeply and withdrawing. Then Charlotte turned to Althea, who stood and withdrew without her mother asking.
There was a pregnant silence, as though Charlotte were waiting for Fiona to speak. But Fiona did not speak -- she merely sat and crossed her long, elegant legs and waited, her beautiful head cocked in expectation.
'Fiona,' said Charlotte finally. 'We both know that you had Aablar drugged. He was unfocused, just a waiting to attack the first one to approach him. The look of madness, the red eyes, the slight drool, the clenching and unclenching of muscles -- the picture is too clear. Why did you do it?'



Fiona's eyes widened with shock.
'What are you talking about, Charlotte? How can you make such wild accusations? You have seen countless savages in semen harvest, but that is after they have been broken by the dominesses and are tractable for your priestesses. Have you ever seen a prime age male taken straight out of the field? Believe me, they are wild! And Aablar is the biggest and strongest we have ever encountered. I am sorry that we failed to protect you and you have my sincerest apologies ...'. Here Fiona got out of her chair, dropped to one knee and bent her head in supplication. '... but please don't make such accusations.'
Charlotte patted Fiona's silky head and sighed.
'All right then, let us drop the subject. I am sure that you have been clever enough to use a drug that will leave no traces. However, I must say that I am disappointed in you, Fiona.'
Fiona did not reply immediately. After another pause, she said, 'Dearest Charlotte, you are in no condition to campaign. I propose that we request the Queen to remain on the throne for another few days, so we can postpone the election until you are ready to campaign.'
'I accept, Fiona,' said Charlotte faintly. 'Please contact the Queen on my behalf. Thank you for your magnanimity.'
At this point the medical officer knocked and entered without waiting for a response. 'I must ask you to rest, Princess Charlotte,' she said kindly, but firmly. 'You are recovering from a very complex procedure.' She bowed low to Fiona. 'With greatest respect, I must ask that you allow Princess Charlotte to rest, Peeress.'
'I was just going, Medical Officer,' said Fiona pleasantly. 'Take very good care of her. She is a jewel of the sisterhood.'
* * * * * * * * * * *
7. When Fiona was gone, Katnissa had a quick shower and found a full set of one of her purple-and-green Queen's Regiment uniforms in the walk in closet. She dressed, and as she pulled on the thigh boots, she noted that someone had polished and replaced the dagger that Aablar had taken, back in the sheath. One of her pistol belts hung on a peg and as she put it on, the familiar weight of her laser pistol felt good on her hip. One of her formal helmets with tall purple and green plumes was on the shelf and she donned it, adjusting the polished chain-link chinstrap as she left the stateroom.
She walked purposefully to one of the elevator banks, acknowledging salutations from the few airship crew that she passed in the corridor. She took an elevator to the lowest deck and passed forward until she reached the very end of the long corridor. A single dominess of the Queen's Regiment was on duty. Katnissa recognized her from a raid the previous year. She touched her halberd to her ceremonial plumed helmet saying, 'Greetings, Lady Katnissa. Praise Hera that you have returned safely to us!'
Katnissa embraced her and they rubbed nipples.
'Thank you, my dear Amber,' she said warmly. 'You did well in the dangerous task of bringing the savage back here.'
Amber Willey' face clouded over. 'I failed in my duty to protect Princess Charlotte,' she said disconsolately. 'I will never forgive myself! I don't know how the savage could have had the strength to get away from Seignora Melania and me.'
'It was not your fault. He is crafty in a low animal sort of way and has enormous brute strength! Typical male! Ugly, stupid and destructive.'
Amber nodded and Katnissa continued.
'Has anyone been to see him?'
'At Colonel Elizabetha's orders, a medical officer examined him soon after we shackled him. She said that he was weak, but in no danger of dying immediately.'
Katnissa hesitated and then plunged on. 'Amber, could I ask for a favor? I know that you are probably supposed to prevent any one from seeing the savage, but I would like a few moments alone with him,' she paused significantly. 'After all he has done to me, I would like to give him a little foretaste of Amazon revenge.'
For a few moments, Amber was nonplussed. She looked as though she understood Katnissa's desires, but Elizabetha had given her strict orders over a secure channel to see that no one saw the savage. Finally, she made up her mind.
'I understand your desires. The savage must pay! But I cannot let you into his cell. Here, take my halberd. You can use it to reach him through the bars. But I must have your word as a dominess that you will not kill him.'
'You have my word. Thanks for the halberd. Please take up station down the corridor, so you can truthfully say that you did not see us together.' Amber approached and rubbed nipples again before retreating down the corridor.
Katnissa powered through the force field into the prison hold. It was pressurized, but not heated and was as cold as she remembered. At sixty thousand feet, the temperature in the hold was well below freezing and frost had formed along the bars and bulkheads. Katnissa immediately tapped her wrist bracer to set her temperature shield and relaxed in the gathering warmth.
Aablar was chained as before, but now force field restraints bound his forearms, biceps, thighs and calves together, so he could barely move at all. His whole body was one big bruise. Blood still dripped from head wounds, and his face was swollen beyond recognition. His lips were puffy and broken and both his eyes were almost swollen shut. His whole body shivered violently, even though he tensed his muscles in an attempt to prevent it in her presence.
He tried to give her a crooked grin, but it came through as a grimace.
'Hello, Katnissa,' he said through chattering teeth. 'Come to play with me? I'd rather you poke me with the sharp end of your spear than beat me with the round end.'
She looked at the halberd in her hand as though seeing it for first time.
'No, no, I don't want to hurt you,' she said hastily. 'They said you gave yourself up to save me. I had to see you. I want to help you.'
'Then kill me, Katnissa,' he said bluntly. 'We both know that would be the greatest kindness at this point.'
She tentatively raised the halberd. He managed to stop shivering for a moment and looked straight at her, unafraid. Their eyes remained locked for several moments. Finally, the halberd drooped in her hands. She couldn't do it! Instead she tapped her wrist bracer again to widen the band of her temperature shield. The warmth cascaded over him and he stopped shivering. But the warmth also intensified the severity of the pain that had been numbed by the cold. He gritted his teeth to prevent himself from crying out, but he did not entirely succeed and a deep groan escaped his lips, reverberating around the prison hold.
'Oh! You Amazons are so good at torture! I will pay for fighting you. So be it!'
'Aablar! I don't want to hurt you!' said Katnissa desperately, wishing she were a doctor. 'I am only warming you to keep out the cold. I would not torture you, of all people! But you must listen to me. We are returning to the City. You will be placed in the dungeons of the Medical Institute and go through a semen extraction program with the priestesses there. They will treat you well and heal you, before returning you to the dominesses. We have some time -- I will work on a plan to rescue you. But have faith in me! Don't give up hope!'
Aablar looked at her, clenching his jaw to hold in his pain. Even in his agony, her loveliness shone through to him like a beacon. Unlike the cold, hard beauty of Fiona and Elizabetha, her beauty radiated warmth. He thought -- the old man said she was born to be my woman.
'I will wait for you, Katnissa,' he said. He tried to smile, but on his ruined face, it looked ghoulish.
Katnissa quickly left the prison hold and her temperature shield powered down automatically. Amber came down the corridor and she handed her the halberd.
'Oh, you did well, Lady Katnissa,' Amber enthused. 'I heard his cries of pain down the corridor!'
Katnissa nodded dumbly and hurried away. She trotted and than ran to the elevators and back to the Royal Stateroom. Once in, she darted into the bathroom and set the lock on the door. She leaned on the counter and looked at her perfect face and body in the holographic mirror. Her shoulders began to shake first and then a sob forced itself out of her dry throat. Then there was another. Finally, she fell forward on the counter and buried her face in her hands. She sobbed noisily and inelegantly, tears finding their way through her fingers and pooling on the counter.
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Fearing for Katnissa's life, Aablar has been talked into giving himself up to the pursuing Amazon by a strange apparition. He has fallen into the hands of the ruthless Elizabetha Warren and her elite team of dominesses. Even as the Amazon rejoice, Katnissa finds herself unable to join in the celebrations wholeheartedly. In the meantime, Princess Fiona uses the Aablar incident to good advantage in the election campaign to succeed Queen Vanessa.
* * * * * * * * * *
1. Parting her red ceremonial robes, Fiona plumped her breasts through her tight-fitting red bustier. Then adjusting the silver chain around her waist so her short ceremonial sword hung just so, she knocked on the door of the command stateroom. Elizabetha's melodious voice floated out, 'Enter.' Fiona tapped the door panel and it slid noiselessly aside. Elizabetha was sitting in her favorite leather club chair by a porthole, dressed in her combat uniform, except for the plumed helmet, that was on an end table beside her. When she saw her visitor, she immediately stood and came forward, saying, 'Peeress, you need only have summoned me ...'
'Oh, I have Katnissa with me in the Royal Stateroom, and I wished to see you alone. In just over an hour we will be arriving in the City, where you will make your triumphal entry. You'll be the center of attention and there will be no chance of privacy.'
Fiona's recommendation of Elizabetha for the Purple Garter had been passed unanimously at a virtual meeting of the Council of Peeresses held over the comm. As the recipient of a high honor returning from the field, Elizabetha would be received with a triumph. This involved a triumphal march from the airport to the Temple of Artemis on the peak of the Acropolis, where there would be a service presided over by the Queen herself. In the evening, there would be a Triumphal Ball at the Chateau Reine, to which all scholaresses, dominesses and their guests would be invited. Elizabetha was still slightly embarrassed over the whole affair. 'I would rather have had a bar added to my Order of Merit,' she had confided to Sophia. 'The Purple Garter is just too much for what I've done. I wasn't killed in combat for Hera's sake!'
But now as Fiona parted her robe, she embraced her warmly and rubbed nipples, saying, 'You do me great honor, Princess Fiona. How can I serve you?'
Fiona remained in close embrace and ran her fingers through Elizabetha's loose, pale blonde mane and traced the outlines of her fine cheekbones. Fiona was one of the few Amazon who matched Elizabetha's height and her cornflower blue eyes were on a level with Elizabetha's pale gray ones.
'Elizabetha, you cannot imagine how I regret our falling out. It took this awful incident to make me realize how important you are to the sisterhood,' here she paused. 'And to me.'
She drew Elizabetha even closer, feeling her full breasts with her own small, pert ones. Then she kissed her on the lips, her tongue probing and seeking response. Elizabetha felt heat forming in her belly and descending to her loins. She knew that very soon she would be unable to resist the advances of the beautiful princess. She managed to break the kiss and step back, still with her hands on Fiona's shoulders.
'Princess, you are dear to me and I ever aspire to follow your lead. However, now ...'
But Fiona stepped forward and continued to kiss her temple and stroke her silky hair, saying, 'Kiss me, dearest Elizabetha. Oh, how I have missed you!'
'Princess, I ...' Fiona's hands now came around and began kneading Elizabetha's full breasts through the thin lyntronex of her uniform leotard. Her nipples were already puckered and now quickly stiffened in response to Fiona's expert ministering. When Fiona's lips traced a path along her cheekbone and to her own lips, Elizabetha's mouth opened and her tongue twined around her lover's. Her formerly inert hands buried themselves in Fiona's honey blonde hair, holding her tight as their mouths worked on each other's.
It had been many years since Fiona had experienced Elizabetha's passion and it surprised her a little with its force. Elizabetha's nimble fingers found the ties of Fiona's bustier and impatiently unthreaded them till she could loosen the garment and pull it off. Then she reached under Fiona's short red skirt and found her crotch, massaging it expertly through her thin thong. Within a few moments, she stripped the panties down and over Fiona's knee-high laced boots.
Fiona's hands were not idle and she found the clasp of Elizabetha's belt and unfastened it. The belt, weighed down by the laser pistol, sword and other leather pouches, felt to the thick carpet with a muffled thud. Then she unzipped Elizabetha's uniform leotard and pulled the garment apart, pausing to admire Elizabetha's wonderfully firm breasts with her lips. Then she peeled the leotard off her shoulders and down over her thigh boots.
Minimally clothed now, their hungry lips returned to each other's, their bodies rubbing, breast against breast, nipple against nipple, mewing sounds escaping them as their excitement rose. Elizabetha's mouth followed a path down Fiona's long neck and to her firm little breasts with their eraser-like nipples. She kneaded Fiona's breasts as she sucked on the nipples, causing them to become even harder. She dropped to her knees, her hands now massaging Fiona's firm rump and her tongue tracing circles around the tiny swell of Fiona's belly. She teased her lover, her tongue darting down to the edge of Fiona's cunt and then back to her belly. Fiona moaned, 'Oh Elizabetha, Elizabetha, you are driving me insane!'
Finally, she yielded to the princess's entreaties and her mouth found Fiona's nether lips, kissing and sucking, her tongue darting into the tight orifice of her vagina. Fiona lost herself to passion now, crying out, 'Don't stop, oh, don't stop my love!' These cries served to heighten Elizabetha's own passion and she felt the wetness forming in her cunt. She transferred her attentions to Fiona's clit, finally driving her up over the edge. Fiona held Elizabetha's head tightly in her grasp as she rotated her hips and came with powerful spasmodic contractions, crying out, 'Oh, Hera! Oh, Athena! Mother goddess! Oohh!! Oohh!! Oohh!!'
Her knees felt weak and gave way. She collapsed into Elizabetha's willing arms. Elizabetha nuzzled her neck and hair and half carried her gently to the wide bed. They snuggled and Fiona's fingers traced the ridges of Elizabetha's abs and then the edges of the red shield painted around her belly button. She was just beginning to work on Elizabetha's cunt when Elizabetha's comm. channel pinged. Fiona kissed her and said, 'Ignore it, Elizabetha, close your comm. channel for a few moments.'
Elizabetha was sorely tempted, but demurred. 'Let me just see who it is,' she said, slightly breathless in her passion. She opened the channel and heard Sophia's smooth tones.
'Colonel, I am setting up the order of protocol for the debarkation at Atlantic City,' she said. 'As the triumphal victor, do you want to the savage in your control as we process to the Queen's dais?'
Sophia's voice brought Elizabetha back to the present.
'Yes, I will control the savage,' she replied, not completely succeeding in keeping the breathlessness out of her voice.
Sophia's tone changed from formal to a softer, caressing one. 'Can I see you before we form up for debarkation?' she asked.
Fiona's hands continued to work on her cunt and Elizabetha felt her hot breath on her throat. It was difficult for her to think straight, with Fiona's adept attentions. Finally, in a faint voice, she said, 'Come to my cabin in ten minutes.'
Elizabetha closed the comm. channel and Fiona ceased her ministrations, content to play with one of Elizabetha's still hard nipples. She cocked a quizzical eyebrow.
Elizabetha's expression showed traces of embarrassment.
'I tried to tell you as soon as you came in, Princess,' she said seriously. 'I have been thinking of going mono.'
'And I assume that Lady Sophia is the lucky girl?' Fiona made it sound like a statement, rather than a question.
'Yes. But I haven't asked her yet.'
'Mono' or commitment to a single sexual partner, with legal trappings with regard to the joint ownership of property was a well-established Amazon institution. However, it was much more frequent amongst commoners than amongst the aristocracy and the dominess/scholaress elite. Since children were brought up by the State, the Amazon had no need for a family unit. Temporary co-habitation was the norm, so that property passed from mother to eldest daughter with no complications.
Fiona hugged Elizabetha tightly and kissed her again on the lips.
'She will be lucky to get you,' she said sincerely. 'You are the best of us all. Oh! You have just returned to my arms and now you will leave my embrace forever!' Then Fiona's eyes twinkled mischievously. 'You realize that if I become Queen, Sophia will become my handmaiden, with all the requirements of that position?'
Elizabetha flushed. "I was hoping that as Queen you would promote her.'
'Oh, she is much too young to be a Colonel,' said Fiona. Then, seeing Elizabetha's concerned expression, she relented. 'I am only teasing. Of course if I win the election, I will re-assign her.' She became more serious. 'Her mother and sister will take a dim view of this.'
A mono between Elizabetha and Sophia would entitle the Colonel to half of the Stirling estate on Countess Dorothea's retirement. As an aristocrat of minimal abilities, highly placed commoners like Elizabetha were anathema to her. Sophia's younger sister, similarly undistinguished, would be equally upset.
Fiona slid lazily out of bed, stood and stretched luxuriously, dressed in little other than her red boots, wrist bracers and choker. She put her arms in the air in mute command. Elizabetha hurriedly got out of bed, got her bag of lotions out of the bathroom and proceeded to anoint Fiona. She had just completed dressing the princess, when there was a knock on the door, signaling Sophia's arrival.
'Anoint yourself in the bathroom, Elizabetha,' said Fiona. 'I will receive Sophia on your behalf.'
Elizabetha disappeared and Fiona called out, 'Enter!'
Sophia entered with a puzzled expression and bowed on seeing the princess. Fiona beckoned her and as she approached, parted her robe and rubbed nipples.
'Elizabetha is just freshening up, my dear,' said Fiona blandly. She patted her maternally on the head and smilingly continued, 'It has been so long since I have seen you informally, Sophie. I remember you playing with Katnissa in the d'Orr palace when you were a young girl. Now look at you -- a handmaiden to the Queen! Your mother must be so proud of you.'
Sophia blushed with pleasure under the princess' praise. In truth, her mother was rather jealous of Sophia's success. Sophia often envied Katnissa her glamorous mother.
Moments later Elizabetha emerged from the bathroom, thumbs hooked in her gun-belt, and Fiona took her leave.
As soon as they were alone, they embraced fervently and kissed with passion. Elizabetha's passion was stored up and she would very much have liked to make love, but she knew that time was now short. She wanted to speak to Sophia before they arrived back in the City.
Elizabetha spoke first. 'Sophie, by now you know how much I care for you. I have a very serious question for you and please don't feel constrained to answer me immediately. I would like to ask you to go mono with me.'
Sophia's face lit up further and her smile was incandescent. So before she could answer, Elizabetha continued. 'Before you answer, please think about the difference in our positions. Think about the reaction of your mother, who may well cut off your allowance till she retires. You must know that I could not live under her thumb in the Stirling mansion. You would have to live with me in my quarters in the Legion barracks.' Here she paused again. 'But I do love you, Sophie and I offer you everything that is mine.'
Sophia's eyes continued to shine. 'Oh, Elizabetha, I would live with you in the Northern wastes if that were necessary! This is the happiest day of my life! Of course I will go mono with you! I will! I will!'
* * * * * * * * * *
2. Captain Carol Oates was in the command chair as the 'Andromeda' began her final approach into Atlantic City. Above, Captain Rhea Candaris held the 'Thetis' on a circular course at ten thousand feet waiting for the larger airship to touch down. All of the distinguished company on board were on the bridge -- Princesses Fiona and Charlotte sat in check captains' chairs, while Colonel Elizabetha and Quinta Lady Sophia stood in full combat uniforms on the overlooking flying bridge. Carol noted that the apron of the Atlantic City airport was bare -- all the other four Amazon airships were away bringing eligible Amazon voters and curious commoners back to the capital for the election. Before taking over the con from her first officer, she stood to face her august passengers.
'Princesses, we are now in our final approach to Atlantic City. I suggest that you join the honor guard on the launch deck to prepare for debarkation. The Queen's reception party is at the airport. Princess Charlotte, will you require assistance?'
Charlotte shook her head. Nonetheless, as she stood up, Fiona came and took her elbow. The 'Andromeda''s descent was as smooth as silk and she gently waved Fiona away. Her step, however, was delicate. The medical procedure she had undergone was a serious one and she was still slightly sedated to ward off the pain of the repairs that had fused her jaw and cheekbones back into their original form.
Carol now concentrated on bringing the huge airship in for landing, a very delicate and skillful task. The 'Andromeda' was well over a thousand tons and had to be landed with her keel precisely positioned on a prepared landing pad.
Neither princess had a handmaiden on board, so Elizabetha and Sophia quickly clambered down the steps from the flying bridge and took up positions behind them. Elizabetha, the senior officer, took up station behind Charlotte, who was the senior of the two in Amazon protocol. Sophia, quite used to this position since she served as the Queen's own handmaiden, took up station behind Fiona. The four of them made their way down the companionway to the central elevator bank of the ship.
'Fiona, we should agree on a recommendation to the make to the Queen regarding our lost sister, this Leia,' said Charlotte as they walked.
'She has actively participated in an assault on the sisterhood,' said Fiona grimly. 'She has committed treason, which is a military offense so she will come up before a military tribunal.'
'Treason is also a capital offense,' said Charlotte gently. 'Do you really want her shot?'
Fiona was silent for a moment.
'No,' she admitted finally. 'She was born in the wild and knew nothing else. A shame we did not find her when she was younger! Now, I understand from Doctor Mara that she is almost three months pregnant and the fetus was almost certainly fathered by the savage Aablar.'
'It is also male,' said Charlotte. 'Since I find you sympathetic, Fiona, I suggest the following. My scholaresses will guide her through a gentle period of re-programming. She knows and trusts Doctor Mara, who is a scholaress of the Temple of Artemis. Let us place her with Althea, under the wing of Mara. They can recover together. I will arrange for Mara to abort Leia's fetus under general anesthetic, so that she can be led to believe that she miscarried. I am confident we can re-integrate her into the sisterhood.'
Fiona was doubtful.
'Doctor Mara is not a psychiatrist,' she said. 'Don't you think that Lady Althea should see one?'
'Do you think that Lady Katnissa should see one?' Charlotte's tone was slightly teasing.
'No, I suppose you are right. Both Katnissa and Althea can have a minimal psychiatric screen and we can decide on that basis whether they need anything more.'
They had descended to the launch deck now. Both squads on board were arrayed in ceremonial combat uniforms with highly polished plumed helmets and swords. They all had their horses, with splendidly turned out tack. Melania held the bridle of Elizabetha's huge stallion in addition to her own horse. Sophia's horse was hitched to a D-ring on a bulkhead. Dominess Amber Willey held one of the reserve horses that had been readied for Princess Fiona and had a blanket and plumes in the colors of the Susanna Regiment.
All the dominesses and other airship crew dropped to one knee on the entrance of the princesses. Charlotte bid them to rise. There was a ground speeder anchored just by the main hatch and both Leia and Althea were in it along with Dominess Dar-Ella who sat in the driver's seat. The speeder's wings flew flags with the arms of the Temple of Artemis and of the Royal House of Spalding. The front seat was vacant and awaited Charlotte. Even as the party proceeded on to the launch deck, the voice of Captain Carol's first officer came over the ship's comm. 'Five minutes to touchdown.'
Charlotte smiled and took her place in the speeder at the head of the debarkation party. Elizabetha turned to Fiona, saying, 'Princess, I beg of you to take my horse, it is improper for your highness to ride a reserve stallion.'
'Nonsense, Elizabetha,' returned Fiona with a smile. 'Today is your triumph. You must show how glamorous the foremost dominess of the sisterhood is!'
Sophia had disappeared for the moment from the launch deck. Now she returned with two other dominesses, holding the lead chain to Aablar's collar. Again his wrists and ankles were shackled, but this time he appeared much more docile. He walked with a painful shuffle -- every step was agony. His swollen and disfigured face drew a collective gasp. Sophia handed the lead to Elizabetha, her left hand on the butt of her laser pistol. But Aablar remained meek. Katnissa, attired in the formal combat uniform of the Household Legion and holding another reserve horse, watched intently from the rear of the launch deck.
'One minute to touchdown,' the first officer came on the ship's comm. again. Everyone on the launch deck mentally counted down the seconds and then there was an amazingly gentle bump as Captain Carol set the huge airship's keel down on the landing pad stays.
There was now a flurry of activity as the dominesses all mounted their horses and formed up behind the speeder. As Dar-Ella started the engine of the speeder, the huge main hatch began to open with a whine. The speeder led the way down the ramp, Dar-Ella driving it at a slow walking pace. As soon as it was clear of the shadow of the airship, Charlotte stood on the small reviewing platform that slid out of the dashboard. Aablar shuffled a few paces behind the speeder, the long lead chain from his collar arcing up to Elizabetha's left hand on her magnificent white stallion. Fiona rode behind Elizabetha and the cavalry squads rode behind her.
Dominesses cordoned off the airport apron and behind them was a huge crowd -- almost the entire population of Atlantic City had turned out to witness the Triumph. In front of the dominess cordon was a smaller crowd of dominesses, scholaresses and commoners related, mono'ed or co-habiting with returning personnel. In front of this crowd was a raised dais with two steps leading up to it. On it was gilded throne and several lesser seats. The Queen and all senior Amazon dignitaries were on the dais. As soon as Charlotte's speeder emerged from the airship, the Queen rose and all the dignitaries followed suit. A roar erupted from the crowd. A second, louder roar, as well as cries of 'Colonel Elizabetha! Hurrah! Our champion!' arose as Aablar and Elizabetha came into view. As the mounted dominess squads came into view, the crowd began a raucous rendition of the Amazon anthem:



'We are the Amazons, daughters of Artemis
Beautiful, strong, brave and true!
Our hearts are fixed on fair Atlantis
Her Olympian heights and her oceans blue.
With our might, our rule, our sway, our law,
Males and lesser beings, we overawe!'
As the procession from the airship approached the dais, Elizabetha called out, 'Dominesses, present arms!'
She drew her sword with a flourish and held it vertical, with the hilt an inch from her nose. Every dominess behind her did the same. The crowd loved the pomp and pageantry -- and they cheered lustily. Everyone seemed to have a favorite and there was much gesticulating and pointing. Those in the smaller crowd of relatives were particularly vociferous, looking for and in many cases seeing their loved ones. The mounted dominesses, however, betrayed no emotion whatsoever.
The Queen, a veteran of many such military reviews, raised both arms and called out, 'Welcome home, my daughters! We are pleased to see such a fine presentation.'
Elizabetha now called, 'At ease!' and the swords were sheathed with the same flourish with which they were drawn. She began her triumphal invocation.
'Your majesty,' she proclaimed in her melodious and carrying voice, 'No matter what dangers we face in the field, we always feel the shelter of your warm, maternal embrace, constantly guarding and protecting us. We salute you and present you the savage who has committed such vile crimes against our beloved sisters.'
Aablar was in front of Elizabetha's huge stallion, only about five yards from the dais. A gust of wind brought the strong smell of those on the dais to his sensitive nostrils and it immediately conjured up strong images from his infancy. As an infant, he had bonded with his mother and her smell was indelibly imprinted on his brain. Thousands of years of civilization had dulled this sensitivity among the Amazons, but for the Neanderthals it was a survival skill. Aablar became a bit restive and began to pull on his collar. Elizabetha glanced down at him -- the drugs had long since worn off, what was the matter with the savage?
Vanessa, clad in her formal diaphanous robes, and wearing the ancient Amazon crown, raised her scepter, stepped forward to edge of the steps on the dais and intoned,
'Colonel Elizabetha Warren, the Council of Peeresses has unanimously recommended to us that you be invested with ...' here she hesitated ever so slightly as her gaze, which she had purposely kept away from Aablar, accidentally strayed and caught a glimpse of his beaten and battered form. The pain of this sight almost caused her to lose her composure, but she steeled herself and prepared to continue.
Another gust of breeze and this time, he was sure -- it was the ash blonde Amazon with the crown. He glanced up at Elizabetha and saw that she was preoccupied with the Greca speech that meant nothing to him. He gathered his remaining strength and suddenly lunged forward, as he had on the airship. This time, it was Elizabetha who was not prepared and the lead was torn from her hand! Aablar reached the dais with two huge hops.
The entire assembly was paralyzed. Only Elizabetha reacted instantly. She drew a heavy bullwhip from her saddle-scabbard and the lash whistled through the air, flogging Aablar precisely, laying his back open from right shoulder to left hip. This pain made the blunt blows of the steel staffs feel mild by comparison -- he felt as though he had been cut in two. He screamed and fell forward on the two steps of the dais, his shackled arms reaching forward towards his mother. Elizabetha's stallion snorted and reared as she raised the bullwhip again. She had just begun her stroke, aiming to cut a giant X into his back, when Vanessa's commanding voice cut through the babble.
'STOP, Colonel!' She pointed her scepter at Elizabetha like a sword and her voice lashed out like the bullwhip. Elizabetha stopped her stroke and the lash of the whip hit the ground beside her. She patted her horse and whispered in his ear, calming him.
Aablar raised himself to one elbow and looked up into Vanessa's eyes. For the briefest of instants he saw the true depths of her love and then it was as though a steel curtain were drawn over her feelings. His back was bleeding freely now and he began to feel faint. With a Herculean effort, he managed to speak in a loud and carrying voice.
'O Queen of the Amazons, I acknowledge you as my Queen. I am your slave.' Then his rough and calloused hands grasped her ankles. Elizabetha instantly drew her laser pistol, but the Queen's scepter remained pointed at her, holding her in check. With incredible gentleness, he traced the contours of her delicate feet through her open thonged sandals. He fell forward on his chest and kissed her toes, one by one. Then he spoke again.
'Command me, your majesty,' he said loudly. Then in the lowest whisper, that she strained to hear and did not carry even to her handmaiden standing but four paces behind, 'Dearest mother, I love you. Do not grieve -- my death was written thus on the day I was born.'
Consciousness left him and his head fell on his arms, his fingers still touching Vanessa's toes. The queen swung around imperiously and her voice lashed out again, this time at one of the senior scholaresses from the hospital on the dais.
'Put together a medical team and transport this savage to the hospital! Immediately! He is in no condition to march in the Triumph.'
There was rising buzz of consternation from the crowd. For a savage to recognize and bow to the Queen of the Amazons! This had never happened before! Many of the commoners did not understand the savage tongue and myriad translations were done. The formal procession remained frozen in place while a medical team from the hospital put Aablar into a portable medical unit and loaded him into a speeder for transport. Elizabetha swiveled in her saddle and signaled to Melania Paulus and Amber Willey. They slipped out of the ranks and trotted after the medical speeder. As soon as they were through the crowd, they broke into a full gallop to reach the hospital and mount guard on the unpredictable savage.
The Queen now raised her arms again for calm. The buzz of conversation died away, as the packed assembly eagerly awaited her words.
'Colonel Elizabetha Warren,' the Queen began again, without the slightest tremor in her voice. 'On the recommendation of the Council of Peeresses, I am pleased to appoint you to the Order of the Purple Garter.' She held out her hand and her second handmaiden, Stacia Dragova placed the purple garter in it. Elizabetha swung down from her horse, ascended the two steps to the dais and dropped to one knee in front of the Queen, bending her head forward. The Queen bent and fastened the garter on Elizabetha's upper right thigh, just above her thigh boot.
'Arise, sister. You are in the noblest company of Amazon history.' Elizabetha rose. The Queen parted her robes and they rubbed nipples. She put her arm around Elizabetha's slender waist and turned to face the huge crowd behind the dais.
'I hope to see you all at the Temple of Artemis at noon for the Triumphal service,' she called out. Then to Elizabetha, privately, 'I will receive your Triumphal procession on the steps of the Chateau Reine, Colonel. Once again, my congratulations and thanks.' They rubbed nipples again and then Stacia escorted the Queen to her speeder. Elizabetha returned to her horse and mounted and called out, 'Company, form up! Single time, forward!'
The crowds now rushed to find the best spots on the main Olympian Way that led up to the Acropolis.
* * * * * * * * * *
3. The triumphal service was over and Mara and Leia had just had a quick meal in the Medica's quarters in the lower town. Leia sighed with contentment.
'Mara, that is the best meal I have ever eaten. You are too good to me.'
Mara laughed good-naturedly. It was not in her nature to be devious and she was taking a genuine liking to this wild thing.
'Come, Leia, you have much to learn. I will take you on a short tour of the City and then we will go to the hospital to give you a overall health check.'
'Oh, you need not do that,' Leia laughed. 'I am very healthy. The medicine woman in the Clan of the Stag always said I was never sick.'
'Oh, I think we know a bit more than the medicine woman,' Mara said, not pursuing the point.
Atlantic City was built on a ridge with its acropolis on a commanding peak. All around were thirty to forty foot high walls with wide ramparts, built hundreds of years previous during the first tenuous years of Amazon colonization. Even the 'lower' town was on a height and mountain slopes dropped away thousands of feet on all sides of the City. It was several miles from end to end, but only about half a mile across.
Mara took Leia to see the Holographic Historical Record, where she saw graphic holograms of women being beaten and bloodied by drunk and unkempt men.
'Those were the earliest times on Atlantis, our home planet,' Mara told her. 'The Dark Ages were the period of patriarchy when Men ruled. You can see the awful lot of our poor foremothers. See how the men fight and kill each other as they compete for dominance. The male does not know the meaning of cooperation.'
There were holograms of a women chained to fences and then others in official roles -- the Age of Transformation. Finally holograms depicted only women in positions of power and authority with men in subservient roles. But in contrast to the Dark Ages, the men were well treated and cared for. Finally, in holograms depicting Modern Times, men had disappeared.
From the Historical Record they proceeded to The Flight Memorial. Here they saw holograms of gallant scholaresses and dominesses laboring together to build and equip a huge spaceship. The account of the long space flight with its details of suspended animation made no sense to Leia's uneducated mind, though Mara tried to explain it as a kind of hibernation like bears in the winter. In the middle of the Memorial was a huge metallic cylinder, more than a hundred feet in diameter and hundreds of feet high. A low hum emanated from it. Large metallic tubes were attached to it on all sides and each tube fed into a low concrete blockhouse. Leia gazed at it in awe.
'Is this your God?' she asked in a small voice.
Mara laughed. 'You could call it that,' she said. 'This is the engine of the great spaceship that brought our foremothers to Eartha over five hundred winters ago. It provides us with almost all our power. From the huge power packs in our airships and factories to the tiny power packs in our wrist bracers and chokers, all of them are recharged by power from this great engine. Our foremothers on Atlantis built it and we scholaresses have been trying to understand how they did it for hundreds for years -- but we still don't know how it works. So I guess it is like our God!'
Mara now gently guided Leia into the street. She had used to comm. to call the hospital and a team was setting up in a medical unit to abort Leia's fetus. She had about half an hour to kill, so she took Leia to one of her favorite cafes. She ordered two mugs of coffee and some sweet rolls. Leia bit into them hungrily and was about to take a big gulp from her mug when Mara intervened.
'It's very hot,' she said. 'Blow on it and sip it.' She demonstrated. Leia mimicked her -- she was a quick study.
'Oh, Mara, I am so glad to see you,' the voice was breathless as it interrupted them.
Leia looked up to see a short, pleasantly plump woman with a round face and auburn curls. Mara obviously knew her and smiled, but without warmth.
'Caroline, how nice to see you,' she said coolly. She could hardly believe that this commoner had been her lover. But she was thinner then, she thought.
'May I join you?' she asked and drew up a chair and sat down without waiting for a response.
A waitress came by and she ordered coffee as well, but asked for a klava -- a
slightly alcoholic and very rich topping. When the waitress was gone, Caroline leaned over and embraced Mara, forcing her to rub nipples. She would have kissed her on the lips, but Mara averted her face gracefully and accepted a warm kiss on the side of her throat.
'I was so delighted to see you arrive on the 'Andromeda',' Caroline said excitedly. 'You were such a wonderful sight, all the dominess squads in their dazzling uniforms and you in your formal scholaress robes! I pointed you out to everyone. And they say that you attended on the Lady Katnissa, the Lady Althea and the Princess Charlotte herself!'
As Caroline prattled on, her coffee arrived and she began to sip it. Finally she noticed Leia, who was now antiseptically clean, fragrantly anointed and dressed in a tight halter top and panty-skirt borrowed from Mara. She leaned toward Mara and whispered in her ear, rudely and obviously.
'Is this the savage girl?'
The Greca meant nothing to Leia, but Caroline was so obvious that she knew that she was being talked about. She blushed and Mara's eyes grew grim.
'She is our rescued sister, yes,' she said tightly.
Caroline surveyed Leia briefly -- amongst the Amazon, her blonde beauty was not unusual. Her interest returned to what she considered most important -- herself.
'Mara, I am so pleased that you have such highly placed friends now. I need your help. You will not believe this, but the Beauty Board has rejected my appeal. They have signed an order deporting me to the Exile Citadel! I am barely thirty! I am just as pretty as the next girl. But you know that -- you will get Lady Katnissa or Princess Charlotte to intercede with the Board, won't you?'
Obsessed as they were with physical beauty, all Amazon were tested for weight and fitness every six months. Three consecutive failures led to forced early retirement and deportation to the Exile Citadel. Caroline had always struggled with her weight -- she had no self-control and constantly gorged herself on sweets and then starved herself. Even when she was Mara's lover, she had failed Beauty Tests. But she had managed to avoid failing three in a row. Obviously now her luck had run out. With her record of past failures, it was no surprise that her appeal had been turned down.
The pudgy face with its look of childish confidence disgusted Mara. It was even worse in contrast with Leia's sleek good looks.
'I am sorry Caroline, but you have had many, many warnings. You have been failing your Beauty Tests for years. With your record, there is nothing I can do.'
Caroline's face fell.
'But you must help me,' she cried piteously. 'I will die in the Exile Citadel. It is not my fault that I don't have classic Amazon beauty. Many girls think I am beautiful in my own way! You loved me yourself once!' Tears sprung from her eyes.
Mara hardened her heart. 'I am sorry Caroline, but you must leave us now. We have important business to attend to.'
Caroline began to snivel. 'I was good enough for you when I was young and nubile, but now I am not good enough for Doctor Mara, the great scholaress of Artemis!'
She downed her coffee and stood. She began wringing her hands and sobbing aloud. 'Oh, what will become of me? Mara, you are my last hope! How can you forsake me like this? I will do anything for you, anything! Anything that this savage bitch will do and more ...'
She carried on in this vein, leaving Mara nonplussed and Leia bemused. Another patroness of the café, a dominess in the uniform of the Susanna Regiment rose, came up and took Caroline by the arm.
'Is this woman bothering you, Doctor?' she asked solicitously.
'I am afraid so, Trooper,' Mara said, a note of regret in her voice.
The dominess's steely grip on Caroline's arm tightened.
'Please come with me, miss,' she said to Caroline with stiff politeness.
'No! No!' Caroline began to struggle, but the dominess was well muscled and powerful. Caroline was no match for her. She was swiftly propelled out of the café. The last Mara saw of her, the dominess had placed force field restraints on her arms and was pushing her into a speeder with Susanna Regiment markings. In the silence following her departure, Mara heaved a sigh of relief.
'What was all that about?' asked the unsuspecting Leia.
Mara explained briefly and economically. 'We'll go to the hospital for your physical examination now,' she concluded. They both drained their coffee. Leia greedily ate the crumbs of the sweet rolls, saying, 'These taste so, so good!'
She continued to chatter to Mara as they entered the hospital. Mara closed her ears and tried to not look guilty.
* * * * * * * * * *
4. The Triumphal Ball was in full swing. Every dominess and scholaress not on emergency duty was there and the huge ballroom of the Chateau Reine was crowded and abuzz. Beautifully robed and jeweled aristocrats and meritocrats, dressed to display gorgeous bodies, many with the latest fashions in bright body paints, traded gossip and looked for companionship. At one end of the ballroom, an orchestra played an intricate Hasspo ballet. At the other end, on a slightly raised dais was the Queen's throne and seating for her immediate court. The only commoners present were the myriad uniformed wait staff, pressed into service on temporary duty and all wearing the Queen's crest.
Elizabetha looked stunning in a long white diaphanous gown split open all the way down to a single clasp below her waist and white thong slippers with high stiletto heels. It was extremely rare for her to be out of uniform and unarmed, but Sophia had insisted that this was to be special evening and she had reluctantly acceded. However, she still retained her choker and wrist bracers. Sophia was on her arm and similarly attired in a sky-blue gown, but with a girlish choker of blue silk. She reached over and her fingers gently traced the outlines of the red shield painted around Elizabetha's belly button, as she kissed her ear and whispered in her ear, 'I have never been so happy, Elizabetha!'
Katnissa was gorgeous in a sea green gown that set off her eyes and red hair and high platform pumps. She had arrived on the arm of her mother, with the full entourage of handmaiden, aides and personal maidens. She was well aware that Fiona was using her as part of her election campaign, speaking to everyone about the 'danger of the savages' and her own personal anguish at her darling daughter's suffering -- that would have come to an even worse end but for the courage of the incomparable Elizabetha Warren.
Elizabetha was prevailed upon to take the stage with the orchestra and she launched into a rousing ballad, her melodious voice filling the huge hall. Soon hundreds of voices were joining her in the chorus and the orchestra played faster and faster. Fine clove wine flowed and the mood of the Amazon elite grew more and more elated.
Fiona was surrounded with well-wishers and her political allies, Katnissa forgotten for the moment. Seizing her opportunity, Katnissa slipped away out of one of the doorways onto one of the large balconies of the Chateau. As a royal, Katnissa had frequented the Chateau Reine since early girlhood and knew her way about. She shivered involuntarily at the chill of the evening in her thin evening gown, but hurried out of a side entrance to the palace. In just a few minutes, she was at her own house.
* * * * * * * * * *
5. Katnissa quickly dressed in combat uniform. She loaded equipment and supplies into her speeder quickly headed out of her garage. She did not put on any lights and the vehicle hissed along in silence in the black night. She drove slowly to avoid attracting any attention from the few commoners loitering in the streets. Still she covered the two miles to the hospital in less than five minutes. She parked in an alley behind the hulking hospital building.



There was only a single receptionist on duty at the front desk of the cavernous hospital foyer. She rose on seeing Katnissa and bowed, saying 'Good evening, Lady Katnissa.'
Katnissa nodded to her. She was a young commoner and rather overawed, but still curious as to why the Lady Katnissa would be here, fully armed, instead of at the Triumphal Ball.
'I am here to see the dominesses overseeing the savage Aablar,' Katnissa said stiffly. 'Who is on duty?'
The receptionist checked her holo-sheet and looked up. 'Melania Paulus and Amber Willey,' she said. Almost before she had finished speaking, Katnissa had opened a wideband comm. channel to Melania.
'Melania, its Katnissa Norhill,' she said in a carrying voice so that the receptionist could hear. 'I'm coming down to see you. I have a message from Colonel Elizabetha and my mother, Princess Fiona.'
Melania's voice came back over the wideband, sounding rather loud in the empty foyer. 'I am delighted to welcome you, Lady Katnissa. Please come down to level 14, Section D, cell 1.'
With a curt acknowledgement of the bow of the receptionist, Katnissa entered one of the elevators in foyer and quickly sank into the bowels of the hospital. Fourteen levels below the surface, Katnissa entered one of the holding floors, where savages were held during their period of semen extraction. There were long corridors, painted sky blue, with hundreds of holding cells, each equipped with semen collection and storage kits.
Katnissa had been down here many times both as a dominess herding savages for holding as well as during her training as a scholaress of the Upper Temple. As she made her way unerring to the cell were Aablar was being held, she drew a thin stainless injection cylinder with a hypodermic needle point from her belt pouch and concealed it in her fist.
Melania was waiting for her outside in the corridor, her helmet and halberd gleaming in the bright artificial light.
'Welcome, Lady Katnissa,' she said formally. They rubbed nipples and Melania followed her into the cell. Aablar was shackled against the far wall, his wrists and ankles restrained by heavy chains. The Queen's commands had been carried out -- he had been treated medically, but Katnissa was shocked to see the hurried slapdash job that had been done. While the bruises and welts had been treated with herbal lotions and were gone, no skin grafts had been used on his cuts, so that several thin white scars appeared on his shoulders and one even appeared on his left cheekbone.
He did not acknowledge her entrance, but hung his head and stared at his feet. However, Amber stood up from the chair she was in and came forward to rub nipples.
'How delightful to see you, Lady Katnissa,' she said. 'Why do you trouble yourself to leave the Triumphal Ball? You can see that the savage is now safe in our hands. The medicas finished with him an hour ago and he is scheduled for his first semen extraction at dawn tomorrow.'
Katnissa could see that both Melania and Amber were puzzled by her presence. She knew she had little time before their puzzlement turned to suspicion. She turned to Melania, assessing her to be the more dangerous of the two and tears began spilling down her cheeks.
'Oh, dominess, you can't imagine how much my mind torments me with the thoughts of my captivity. I cannot eat, I cannot sleep,' her voice caught. 'I must have my revenge! Oh Hera, how I have suffered!'
Melania automatically took her in her arms, murmuring soothing words. Katnissa's hand went around her neck and found her carotid artery and pressed the hypodermic needle into it. A powerful anesthetic reached Melania's brain within seconds and she felt her sight go black. She slumped in Katnissa's arms. Katnissa gently laid her on the thick carpeting and turned to Amber whose mouth had dropped open.
'What ...?' she began. And again, 'By Hera, Lady Katnissa .... what ...?'
For Katnissa had drawn an air pistol from her belt pouch and pointed it at Amber's chest. Wordlessly, she fired. With a hiss, a dart struck Amber just above the breastbone and the same anesthetic seeped into her bloodstream. She knew this was all wrong, she knew she had to put out the alarm on the comm. She tried, oh, how she tried. But the room was spinning faster and faster and the blackness was descending like thick, irresistible syrup. She managed to open her comm. channel, but no words came from her lips, just a gentle sigh as she collapsed gracefully to the floor.
Katnissa restrained both the dominesses with a force field using her wrist bracers. She worked quickly now, removing their helmets, holster-belts and wrist bracers. Only now did she take the old-fashioned keys from Melania's belt and free Aablar. He rubbed his wrists and ankles and then a ghost of a smile flitted across his face.
'Let's call it even, Katnissa,' he said.
She nodded. 'A new beginning,' she said. 'We start even. Follow me.'
She led the way out of the cell and tossed the helmets, wrist bracers and holster-belts into an empty cell down the corridor. She pulled the door shut. Then she took off at a dead run for the elevators with Aablar a step behind her.
* * * * * * * * * *
6. Katnissa knew that every movement on the holding floors was video recorded and that the receptionist had but to pull up the level 14 feed to see them. She was gambling that the one or two dominesses normally on security detail -- a boring and uneventful job -- were at the Ball. After all, Melania and Amber were on duty on one of the holding levels. She knew that they had to silence the receptionist before she raised the alarm.
Even as she ran, Katnissa slid another dart into the barrel of her air pistol. Both of their hearts were hammering as the elevator raced toward to surface. Katnissa opened her helmet comm. to monitor all Legion traffic to catch any alarm or unusual activity. It was eerily silent, without even the usual chatter amongst the night patrols on the Outer Walls. Elizabetha's Triumphal Ball, coupled with the imminent election had truly drawn virtually all the Amazon elite to the Chateau Reine!
As they approached the surface, Katnissa said, 'I will restrain your wrists and explain to the Amazon on duty that I am transferring you. Please put your wrists forward.'
Aablar did so without a word and a moment later the doors opened and they were in the foyer. The receptionist looked up from her Hi-Res screen where she was watching the video comm. feed of the Ball. Elizabetha and Fiona were kneeling before the Queen who was prevailed upon to grace the dance floor. She swirled onto the floor on the arm of Princess Fiona. The receptionist sighed, and then froze as she saw the bulk of Aablar standing mutely behind Katnissa.
Katnissa did not waste time -- the air pistol hissed and the receptionist's fingers did not come close to reaching the red alarm button. She slumped forward over her desk. Katnissa released Aablar from the force field restraints and led the way out to her speeder, making sure that there was no one in the street.
Once in it, she drove slowly toward the main stables that adjoined the Legion Barracks by the City Gate. Aablar was restive and his gaze was drawn to the back seat that was piled with equipment and supplies. He hefted a long metal tube with a handle and leather sling, asking, 'What is this, Katnissa?'
'We call it a microwave disintegrator,' she responded absently, her eyes sweeping the streets for any prying eyes. 'It is a powerful weapon. At low power, it can blow a person into pieces; at maximum power it can reduce a small hill to rubble.'
As he examined it, she continued, 'The safety switch is the red one. Don't touch it. The black lever on the side adjusts the power -- it is set to minimum right now to use against a person. The small lever in front of the hand hold is called a trigger -- squeezing that will fire it.' Aablar's rough fingers caressed the trigger. 'You can squeeze the trigger now with the safety on. But don't play with it -- it makes me nervous.'
They were passing the huge Flight Memorial and like Leia, Aablar asked what it was. Preoccupied, Katnissa answered cryptically and was taken aback when Aablar said, 'Can we stop for a moment and see it? I would like to see how you Amazon came to our world.'
Katnissa checked her chronometer on her wrist bracer -- it was just before midnight when she knew that the sentry detail on the Outer Walls would change. She planned to let the new detail get about an hour into the boredom of their routine before making their escape attempt. The incoming detail would have come from the Ball and with any luck would have drunk a fair bit of fine clove wine from the Queen's private cellars. So they had some time to kill -- why not indulge Aablar's curiosity? However, her cautious nature made her demur.
'Let's get the horses ready first, Aablar,' she said. 'We will have time to come back and look at it if you wish.'
She drove on and as they passed the Legion Barracks, she stiffened involuntarily at the sight of the sentry box at the gate. She drove around to the rear of the stables and parked in the shadows. Aablar followed her as she went to one of the small rear entrances and placed her palm on the security pad. The door slid open noiselessly and Katnissa led the way unerringly to the d'Orr stalls where mother and daughter kept their numerous horses and ponies. Their status as dominesses meant that their mounts were all housed here and cared for by Legion grooms at the expense of the Amazon State.
Katnissa opened the stall door and her favorite stallion, a huge 17-hand roan trotted out and whinnied and licked her hand. She saddled him with quick, efficient movements and then proceeded to draw out and saddle another of her mounts, am equally tall and rangy black gelding. She shut both stalls and led the horses out of the stables. She tied them to tree just beside her speeder. Aablar had been following her in mute helplessness and now she spoke to him: 'Hand me the stuff from the back of the speeder, one item at a time.'
She loaded the supplies and weapons onto the horses. Aablar handed her all the material, but left one disintegrator in the speeder. Katnissa noted the absence, but time was pressing, and she made a mental note to pick it up before they left. Her chronometer said it was half past midnight. They had another half an hour before she wanted to make the attempt at the Main Gate.
'Can we see the Flight Memorial now?' Aablar asked.
'Just for a short time,' Katnissa answered. 'We must make our attempt to leave the City in a short time.' Aablar nodded. They both got back into the speeder and Katnissa eased it back uphill towards the Flight Memorial. The horses nickered as the speeder hissed away.
The huge engine in the Flight Memorial was even more daunting in the night, bathed in subdued lighting emanating from concealed sources, the vastness of the hall in which it stood magnified by its emptiness. Even with their attempts at silence, their footfalls echoed eerily above the constant hum of the great machine.
'So this is it, the great goddess, the source of all Amazon power,' said Aablar, pensively.
'As I told you, Aablar, only this great engine survives of the ship that brought our foremothers here to Eartha,' said Katnissa patiently. She looked at her chronometer. 'We must go now and try to leave the City.'
When she looked up, shock froze her into inaction for a split second. Aablar had the second disintegrator in his hands and had disengaged the safety. Her mind noted that the power lever was set to the maximum setting and he was pointing it at the center of the great engine. Her concern found voice and she screamed, 'NO!!" as she launched herself at him, but her frozen moment of shock gave him the window he needed. As he squeezed the unfamiliar trigger, the disintegrator circuits engaged and an enormous pulse of microwave energy coursed out at the speed of light. It energized the air molecules in its path, appearing as a blinding incandescent line. Dominesses were required to use dark glare shields before firing disintegrators. And they were never, never to be fired inside since the collateral microwave vibrations could collapse any structure. But Aablar knew nothing of this and merely looked away from the incredible brightness.
The microwave pulse struck the engine half way up its enormous height. It caused the molecules of the metal and all the component parts of the structure to vibrate violently. The metal parts of the massive engine began to rapidly heat up. But the collateral vibrations caused the structure of the Flight Memorial building to literally disintegrate. Katnissa knew what was happening. She had snapped the glare shield of her helmet down as she launched herself through the air at Aablar. She struck him just above the waist and the blow was enough to unhinge his finger from the trigger. As they both fell to the floor in a heap, all hell began to break loose. Cacophonous alarm klaxons began all around them. Everything around them seemed to heave and weave like jell-o.
Her awareness of the situation gave her purpose and Katnissa snatched the disintegrator out of Aablar's hands. She sprang up and helped him up, hissing, 'Fool! Just follow me now and do exactly as I say! We must get outside as fast as we can!'
Both were extremely athletic and agile, but even they were tested to their limits as they raced for the door. The floor bucked under their feet, gaping fissures opened and huge chunks of the ceiling fell about them. Their eyes were everywhere, as they leaped over chasms, dodged falling missiles and sought to retain their balance on the wildly pitching surface. They were out in the nick of time. Just as they emerged into the cool night air, the ceiling of the Flight Memorial building collapsed entirely. Aablar and Katnissa paused briefly to look back. Only the upper cone of the huge engine had formerly been visible above the Memorial building. Now it stood naked with nothing but rubble about its base. But its black metallic skin now blazed red and was turning blue in patches. Katnissa had a good idea what was happening, and she knew that they must keep moving.
'Get in the speeder!' she snapped. As one they dived into it and she opened the throttle to full, revving it as she headed for the stables, unmindful of its deep-throated roar. In her rear-view mirror, she saw the first speeders of the Night Patrol arrive, yellow-and-white strobe lights flashing. She brought her speeder to a screeching halt by the horses and reached them at a dead run. Aablar was only a step behind her. She was about to leap into her saddle, when remembered that he would have no idea of what to do.
'Put your foot in the stirrup and climb up,' she commanded. He obeyed her without a word. 'Just hold the reins with one hand and hang on to his neck with the other. His name is Bathor -- talk to him. When we get going, hang on with both arms. I won't be able to come back for you if you fall.'
She slapped Bathor's rump and leaped into her own saddle. Peganor, her stallion responded with alacrity, and they rapidly overtook Aablar. Bathor took the lead from his stable-mate and they were soon galloping for the Main Gate. Katnissa's eyes were peeled for the sentry detail, but she could see none. As they approached the Gate, she tapped her wrist bracer and silently, the two gigantic Gates began to slide back into the Outer Walls. She drew her laser pistol in readiness, but still the sentry detail did not appear. They must have been drawn to the explosion at the Flight Memorial, she thought. A moment later they passed through the Gates. They were on the winding mountain road outside the City the led down to the plains. Katnissa urged Peganor on and they galloped down the mountain. Aablar was now holding on to Bathor's neck for dear life. Katnissa glanced back from time to time. But there was no sign of pursuit.
The mountain road leveled out in a few miles as it spilled into the plain. From here one could normally see the bright lights of Atlantic City high on the mountaintop. Katnissa slowed to a canter and twisted in her saddle to look upon her home. She could hardly believe her eyes. The City was in darkness with the exception of a huge blaze in the lower town. Even the high red warning beacons for the airships were snuffed out.
Katnissa opened the military emergency channel on her helmet communicator. It was immediately flooded with a garble of heavy voice traffic, so heavy that she could only make out the occasional word. She narrowed the band to the Household Legion channel without any improvement. Finally, she narrowed it down to the Night Patrol channel and shouted commands and screams began to make sense.
Confusion and chaos reigned in the City. All she could make out was that the great engine in the Flight Memorial had exploded and the entire City had lost all normal power. All senior personnel were at the Ball and while skeleton crews were fighting the fire, no one knew what to do. Dominesses had been dispatched to the Chateau Reine, but no orders had been received as yet.
'Come, Katnissa, we must keep moving,' said Aablar, not unkindly. 'It is only a matter of time before they begin to pursue us.'
Katnissa sat mute in her saddle. Finally, she turned Peganor's head back to the plain away from the City.
'Oh Hera, what have I done?' she whispered.
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1. It was just after noon and the foyer of the office block was crowded with office workers rushing to lunch. Jack was wandering out disconsolately. His son's fiancée, Isabelle, had called to say that his wife Carmen had asked her to go on yet another pre-wedding shopping trip. So she would be unable to meet him for their lunchtime tryst at the office park Hilton. He had gone by the hotel in the morning to pick up the room keycard and had been looking forward to Isabelle's hot body all morning. Even now he was semi-tumescent and had his hands in his pockets to conceal the bulge.
He was lost in thoughts of Isabelle's assets when he felt a sharp bump and a cry of annoyance.
'Now look what you've done!' He had literally bumped into a woman and knocked a set of files out of her hands. She quickly stooped to pick them up, jolting Jack into the present. He could not see her face just see the top of her head, covered with a silky mass of blonde ringlets. She was wearing a dark pinstriped business suit jacket, but from his vantage point, he could see that she was not wearing a blouse. The jacket pulled open as she squatted on her haunches and retrieved her files. Standing above her, Jack got a clear view of the tops of her full breasts straining against a lacy her fire engine red brassiere.
Jack stooped and took her arm and helped her up.
'I'm so sorry,' he began. She had a heart-shaped face and her china blue eyes were clear behind thin wire-rimmed glasses. She wore a red lace choker with a gold heart hanging on it. Her breasts were full and rounded, her waist quite narrow and her ass was generous. Too generous, in fact for the short pinstriped skirt that was the lower half of her suit – the bottoms of her round derriere peeked out and were only covered by her black fishnet pantyhose. She smoothed it her skirt with one hand, pulling at the hem, but it still just covered her crotch.
She looked like she was in her mid-thirties. In ten years, she would probably be fat, but now she positively dripped sex. Jack knew if he let his mind dwell on that, he would get a hard-on and no amount of hands-in-pockets could conceal his huge erection.
She had been prepared to snap at this clumsy oaf, but when saw Jack – his tall athletic frame with his dark hair and distinguished gray at the temples, his piercing gray eyes and thin aquiline nose – her sharp response melted in her mouth.
'Maybe, I'm not sorry,' continued Jack smoothly. 'I'm glad to meet you. I'm Jack Grierson.'
'I'm Trixie Ann Peters,' she said, hesitantly.
'You look busy,' he said. 'Going to lunch or too many deadlines?'
'Lunch!' she said, suddenly voluble. 'I've no time for lunch! My boss wants me to summarize all these reports this afternoon, I have to download a bunch of stuff on Australia for my daughter's school project, just after work I have to attend my son's PTA meeting and go straight from there to my evening MBA class where I've paper due.' She sighed.
'Sounds like you need a neck rub,' Jack said, grinning. 'I happen to be very good at neck rubs.'
She laughed. 'That's not all! My old beater's transmission is dying and I need to drop it off at the shop – that's going to be another couple of hundred dollars that I don't have! Just as well I don't have time for lunch – that's a few bucks saved. You wouldn't be good at fixing cars as well, would you?'
'I think we can work out your problems,' said Jack, easily. 'I have a room over at the Hilton – why don't you have my cock for lunch and take home two hundred dollars to help with your transmission?'
She thought she had not heard him aright. So she laughed again, but rather uncertainly.
'It was nice meeting you,' she said, turning to go. 'See you.'
His gaze was drawn as by a magnet to her round bottom, exposed by her very short skirt. Her fishnet pantyhose emphasized, rather than covered it.
'Three hundred,' said Jack in a quiet, but carrying tone.
She had taken a step away from him, but now she hesitated. Hooked! She was about to continue walking away, when he said:
'Three fifty and a set of tires for your beater.'
She stopped. Jack quickly walked up, took her arm and propelled her out of the building and across the parking lot into the lobby of the Hilton.
'I've never done this before,' she said in a confused tone, 'I'm a faithful wife and mother. I love my husband and children.'
'I know, I know,' said Jack soothingly.
'I have so much to do,' she went on. She was babbling now and Jack let her run on, as they entered the elevator. It was a glass shell that rose above the lobby atrium. As soon as the doors closed, Jack backed her against them. Thus screened from the lobby, but still in public, he unfastened the top button of her jacket and spread the lapels. He almost salivated, for the red brassiere was low cut and her aureoles were large so that their tops were visible. He pulled the top of the bra down and let her nipples escape, tweaking them between thumb and forefinger. They began to pucker up and stiffen just as they reached their floor and the doors opened. Jack's hands returned to his pockets and she just managed to pull her jacket lapels together with her free hand.
A teenage girl and her mother were waiting to get on. Trixie Ann blushed beet red and hurried out by them. Jack smiled at them both – the mother was overweight, but the daughter was pubescent and scantily dressed in a halter-top, drop-waist denim shorts that showed her thong and a belly-button ring. She was probably about fifteen and jailbait. Besides, Jack thought, I have business to attend to.
Nonetheless he managed a quick squeeze of one the daughter's firm little breasts as he exited the elevator, unseen by the mother. He heard the girl's startled gasp as the elevator doors slid shut and her mother's 'What's the matter, Ashley?'
He now propelled Trixie Ann to his room, used his key card and pushed her in. She put her files and leather sling purse on the dressing table. Before she could turn to face him, Jack reached around her and quickly unbuttoned the three large buttons of her jacket. Her brassiere was still pulled down from his mauling in the elevator. Looking in the mirror, he could see her magnificent breasts straining pushed up out of the red bra and cupped one in each hand, kneading quickly and adroitly. He worked his way around the supple melons in ever-diminishing circles, until he reached her sensitive nipples and tweaked them again, this time working on them at length. She started to protest, saying, 'Wait, wait, …'
But Jack did not wait. He stripped her jacket down her arms, pinioning them behind her back. He unzipped his trousers and stepped out of them. He undid his shirt with uncanny speed. His probing hands darted down under her short skirt and unerring found her crotch, continuing to knead, discovering that she wore no panties under her fishnet pantyhose. He found a small tear in the central seam of her pantyhose and drew a gasp from her as he pushed a finger into it and ripped open a long rent. A second later two fingers sank into her cunt and now she cried out. Sex at home had never been like this! All the while, Jack's lips and tongue were working on the sensitive regions just below either ear, down to her choker. She found the sight of what he was doing to her in the mirror incredibly erotic and her cunt began to grow moist. As he continued to finger fuck her, she grew wet and her breathing became quicker.
She felt his hard-on against the small of her back. His left hand now grasped the back of her neck and pushed her forward till her chin rested on the dressing table and her face was a foot from the mirror. Her black high-heeled pumps elevated her round derriere and her short skirt was hiked up by her posture. He stuck his right hand between her ass cheeks and spread her legs slightly apart. She felt the warm bulbous tip of his cock at her wet cunt lips. She knew now that he meant to fuck her here, right on the dressing table. Her arms were still pinioned in her jacket.
'Please,' she said in a shaky voice. 'Not here. Let's go to the bed.'
He did not appear to hear her. His grip on her neck tightened and his dickhead entered her without ceremony. She was only moist and his cock was HUGE.
'OH!!' The cry escaped her unbidden for she was unprepared for his huge size!
Still holding her down by the back of her neck, he rocked back and pushed hard, sinking most of his enormous length into her, feeling the wonderful tightness and warmth of her underused pussy. Her tightness stripped back his foreskin and her first reaction was one of discomfort followed by sharp pain. He was still only partly sheathed in her when his penis tip came into contact with her cervix. Her whole body was quivering with the invasion of his huge dick and now she felt his cock head at her innermost gate.
He drew back a few inches and thrust hard into her again, the tip of his thick cock-head just slightly opening and squeezed by the tight constriction of her cervix. His thrust lifted her off her feet and her heels dangled in mid-air until he drew back.
'AAARGH!!' she cried out again.
She was breathing hard now and her glasses slipped down to the tip of her nose. Jack was afraid she would begin to hyperventilate. He began to rock gently, drawing more and more lubricating vaginal fluid from her cunt as he whispered:
'What a tight little cunt you have, Trixie Ann. It's really turning me on. You are a great fuck, really great. Just rock into me, baby. Slowly, easy does it.'
Her breathing slowed, but her excitement continued to rise; she began crying out:
'Oh, God! Oh my God! Don't stop! JUST DO IT! DO IT! JUST FUCK ME!'
By now her vaginal fluid was flowing so copiously that she began to drip on to the carpet between her legs. Jack thrust against her cervix again, harder and harder, until the warm cervical sphincter yielded. His last three inches sank into her and his mount struck her soft, thick cunt lips with a wet smack. For the first time she felt her womb invaded by a cock head. She screamed. He remained deeply embedded in her, his hard dick throbbing like a great diesel engine.
Then he began to fuck her again, now working up a tempo. Soon he was hammering into her like a piston, slapping her wonderful rounded derriere each time he penetrated her fully. This was sex like Trixie Ann had never experienced it before. Her cunt stretched by a huge cock that penetrated into her very womb and fucked on and on and on! She began to come, suddenly, surprising even herself. And the intensity of her orgasm surprised her even more, for she had never known her contractions to be so powerful and wild. She rotated her hips and cried out: 'Oh, fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! FUCK ME HARD!' over and over again like a litany.
Her wringing contractions almost drove Jack over the edge. With great effort, he controlled himself, slowing the pace of his fucking. Just as her contractions were winding down, he began fucking her again, quickly rising to a rapid tempo. She could not believe her excitement. His mount smacked against her behind with rapidity. Her arms were pinioned and he held her down with his iron grip on the back of her neck. Every so often his thrust would lift her off her feet. Then he began to slap her buttocks – sharp, hard slaps that left red welts. The sharpness of the pain brought on another orgasm, almost as hard. She screamed incoherently this time and Jack came with a series of grunts. He pumped gouts of thick, musky semen into her through a series of thrusts. She felt the warmth deep inside her, for the semen was ejaculated directly into her innermost womb.
When he gradually withdrew, he held her up, for her legs could barely support her.
'My God!' she panted. 'MY GOD! I'm in outer space!'
Still supporting her, he turned her around and pushed her down to her knees.
'You're not done yet,' Jack said. 'Lick it and suck it, Trixie Ann. Get it up and I'll fuck you once more for dessert.'
She was still panting with her exertion, but she obediently arched her neck and her tongue flicked out to lick his tip. His hands sank into her blonde ringlets and he guided his cock head, now semi-tumescent, into her mouth. She sucked strongly, but inexpertly as he pushed into her mouth and her tongue worked artlessly on his cock as he drew out. He thoughts leaped to Isabelle's expert cock sucking. However, her sweat covered face, her pinioned arms, her full and firm breasts, all aroused him and he quickly regained his hard-on.
He raised her and sat her on edge of dressing table. Immediately, one hand was again at her crotch, kneading her cunt lips through the fishnet nylons. The other held her neck in a vice like grip. With his forearm between her shoulder blades, he mashed her half-naked breasts against his rock hard chest. She felt the head of his renewed erection at her cunt. She tried to gain leverage by reaching for the floor with her sling-back high-heeled pumps, but could not. Her efforts brought her fishnet encased thighs even more tightly around his haunches. His grip on her neck tightened and his dickhead entered her without ceremony.
The hand that had guided his cock now held the roll of her skirt in a fist at the small of her back, steadying her lower body. His lips now found hers. Her wet cunt was slippery with copious amounts of their intermixed juices and his huge cock went straight through her cervical sphincter into her womb in one powerful thrust. He simultaneously bit her full lower lip and drawing blood. She cried out hoarsely, partially muffled by his lips.
He drew back a few inches and thrust hard into her again, his mount striking her soft, thick cunt lips with a wet smack. He bit her lip again as he entered her fully. His thick cock-head was squeezed by the tight constriction of her cervix.
He reveled in the feeling of her closeness – full, firm breasts with hardened nipples against his chest, warm and tight cunt gripping the length of his shaft, fishnet covered thighs threshing around his haunches, mint-flavored breath expelled into his face with her heavy breathing. It even excited him to know that he was fucking her for the second time and she still had all her clothes on.
He thrust into her again and then again, picking up speed and tempo. Soon he was power fucking her with hard, short strokes, eliciting louder and louder moans from her. Her cunt had grown wetter and wetter and by now her vaginal juices had created a wet spot on the carpet. The pain of his cock was long gone, replaced with heat. Her arms were pinioned, but her thighs gripped him tightly and she bucked on the dressing table as she climbed higher and higher. Never had her husband taken her to such heights. No one had ever fucked her like this. So even she was shocked by the violence of her third orgasm. It came in waves, beginning in the deepest recesses of her womb, and radiated outward along her vaginal walls, contracting hard and spasmodically. She screamed with each contraction, so loudly that his lips covered hers and his tongue invaded her mouth to stifle the sound.
Her wild contractions were too much even for Jack's iron control and he began to come again, pumping another gout of thick, musky semen deep into her womb. Spent, they leaned on each other, covered with sweat, still breathing heavily from their exertions, the mixture of her vaginal fluids and his semen leaking out around his softening cock to further soak the thighs of her pantyhose and drip onto the dressing table and carpet.
'Really, you could have used the bed, Jack,' she said, her voice shaking. 'I feel like a whore, fucked here on the dressing table with all my clothes on.'
Jack withdrew from her and plumped her breasts, one in each hand. He tweaked her nipples hard, drawing a high-pitched cry of pain and saying – 'What you feel is just so, my dear. I pay you, I fuck you, and you're a whore. Its that simple.'
He tweaked her meaty nipples again and again, now even more roughly, drawing squeals of protest and leaving bruises that would later turn red and purple. Taking her in his arms, he lifted her bodily and carried her to the wide king size bed and laid her down. She sprawled, arms pinioned behind her by her jacket, bra pulled down, skirt hiked around her waist, body covered with sweat.
'Bastard,' she said, too spent to move. 'Filthy pig!'
Jack did not respond. He picked up his trousers, withdrew his wallet and counted out some bills. He rolled them up, leaned over the bed and pushed the roll into her wet cunt. She squealed again and wriggled to get her jacket back on and free her arms.

'There's three hundred and fifty there,' said Jack, grinning. 'Call my secretary and she'll take care of your new tires.' He threw a business card on the bed beside her.
She drew the bills from her cunt, now wet with vaginal fluids and semen, and stuffed them into her jacket pocket without counting them. Swinging her legs off the bed, she picked up the business card and pocketed it as well.
There was the sound of slow hand clapping. Isabelle leaned on the doorjamb, wearing a short skirt, flowery halter-top and thong slippers with stiletto heels.
'That's what I love about you, Jack,' she said, smiling. 'Short and to the point. Would you introduce your mistress to your whore?'
Trixie Ann's mouth dropped open. Without stopping to cover herself, she hurried to the bathroom, breasts jouncing and slammed the door. They soon heard the sound of running water in the sink. Isabelle began to giggle helplessly. She tottered over to Jack and threw her arms around his neck, rubbing her magnificent breasts on his chest.
'The look on her face!' she sputtered, between giggles. Finally gaining control of herself, she continued, 'Even a stud like you is going to be flat for a while after that performance. I'll have to wait till the evening for my share!'
His grin broadened.
Trixie Ann emerged from the bathroom with her face set and left without saying a word. She did not slam the room door and they heard the receding clicks of her heels in the hotel corridor.
* * * * * * * * * *
2. Trixie Ann hurried into her office and quickly made her way to her cube. A dozen client emails had accumulated and as she dealt with them she multi-tasked into report summaries that she emailed one at a time to her boss, who was at an off-site meeting. She was so busy that it was an hour before she took any notice of the warm sensation between her legs. It was only when it squished when she turned in her chair that she clicked her tongue in irritation and stood up – and froze. She felt wetness in her cunt and thick fluid burbling out onto her upper thighs.
Isabelle's appearance in the room had been acutely embarrassing. Jack had treated her abominably, but she could have rationalized it to herself. But to have another woman observe her humiliation! She had wanted to get out as fast she could. She had just straightened her clothing, given her face a quickly rinse and wiped herself off with some toilet paper. This was all she did when (on rare occasions) her husband grew amorous before she left for work in the morning.
But Jack had pumped a huge load of semen deep into her womb. No one had done this to her before. It would have taken a thorough douche to cleanse him out of her. Thick, musky semen was now seeping out of her cunt – the dried fluid on her pantyhose now grew wet and sticky again. Soon the semen would seep through and raise a wet stain on her skirt. She hurried to the ladies' room. Quickly examining herself in the mirror, she applied a thick coat of lipstick to hide the traces of Jack's bites. Then she locked herself in a stall. She fashioned a thick wad of toilet paper into a cylindrical shape. Then bracing her legs apart, she hiked her skirt up and steadying her cunt between fore- and middle fingers, inserted the TP cylinder into herself.



She rotated the TP cylinder in her cunt, soaking up Jack's semen as it drained out of her. Inadvertently, her fingers stimulated her clitoris; her rough sex and violent orgasms with Jack had left it extremely tender and sensitive. Unbidden, visions of the mirror where she had seen Jack's huge cock in her cunt, filled her head. In spite of herself, she began to come. First there was just a gasp, but as the contractions took hold, she moaned softly, 'Oh God! OH MY GOD!'
Finally, as the last contractions faded, she sat down on the toilet seat and drew out the TP cylinder. She flushed in down and emerged from the stall, wiping a sheen of fine sweat from her nose. Tall, svelte redheaded Jill Fletcher, the CEO's beautiful and extremely gossipy secretary stood, washing her hands at one of the sinks.
'My, my, Trixie Ann,' she cooed. 'How nice to hear you come! Who's the guy that's got you so hot and bothered?'
'I .. I was just feeling a bit sick,' she answered unconvincingly.
'Sure, sure,' Jill said, patting her rump as she left. By the end of the day, the whole office is going to hear about me masturbating in the john, Trixie Ann thought miserably.
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1. When Trixie Ann got home (late, after her MBA class), she first checked on Judy, her daughter and Eddie, her son. They were asleep and did not wake when she straightened their covers and kissed them softly on the cheek. Then she made her way quietly to the master bedroom. Her husband Alan was already in bed. He greeted her sleepily and rolled over.
She went to the bathroom and locked the door before she put on the mirror vanity lights. Quickly, she stripped off all her clothes. She wadded her ruined pantyhose and put it to her nose for a moment, inhaling the slightly sour smell of Jack's and her sexual secretions, before putting it in the trashcan underneath the sink. Her suit would need to be dry-cleaned, she thought.
Naked now, she examined herself carefully in the mirror. Her lips were slightly puffy from Jack's bites, but it was not really noticeable. She plumped a breast in each hand and scanned them. Purple and red bruises were beginning to appear on and around her nipples -- they grew brighter as her nipples puckered under her ministrations. She ran her fingers over her crotch. Her cunt felt sore, but it was a surprisingly pleasant feeling. She turned around and examined her rump. Jack's spanking had left angry red welts. Unconsciously she heard her high-pitched voice repeating over and over: "Oh, fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! FUCK ME HARD!"
She took a long and luxurious shower and then spent an equally long time anointing her breasts, crotch and rump with moisturizers and creams. It was past midnight when she finally climbed into bed, still naked. Alan was now snoring gently and did not wake.
The weeks following her encounter with Jack were very difficult ones for Trixie Ann. She hesitated for days about calling Jack's secretary regarding his promise of the new tires for her car. When she finally did, she decided to call his direct line and waited breathlessly while it rang. When it was picked up, it was a woman with an upper class British accent: "Farah Hojjat, executive assistant to Mr. Grierson."
"May I speak with Mr. Grierson?'"
"I am afraid that Mr. Grierson is in a meeting. May I take a message?"
Trixie Ann hesitated. After all, Jack had asked her to call his secretary.
"My name is Ms. Peters. I am calling about ..."
"Oh, Ms. Peters. Yes, we have been expecting your call. I will transfer you to Mr. Grierson's secretary, who will take care of you."
It turned out to be ridiculously easy -- Jack's secretary came on the line and gave her the address of an auto repair shop. When she went there, she found that everything was paid for -- she just had to wait for an hour while they did the work.
What was difficult was dealing with the aftermath of Jack's brutal and thorough fucking. Her husband grew amorous a few days later, but this merely served to underline the inadequacy of her sex life. The memories of her wild orgasms with Jack flooded her mind many times a day. She would be working hard in her cubicle and when the memories seized her, she would feel herself go weak and her breath quicken. She would get moist and sometimes even wet. She took to carrying spare panties to work in her purse and would have to change when her crotch got too wet.
* * * * * * * * * *
2. Meanwhile, things were very busy at the Grierson household. The wedding of Martin and Isabelle was now a week away and a thousand details had to be dealt with. Carmen was increasingly excited -- up at the crack of dawn and working over details till late at night. Isabelle was in the whirl of arrangements with caterers, flower shops, the bridal store, and more things than she had thought possible. Jack got little chance to see her and was building up a huge reservoir of sexual frustration.
The wedding was on Saturday. On Thursday, Isabelle's sister, Cecile, came over from her Massachusetts boarding school. Isabelle's mother Simone was due to arrive on Friday from her French chateau. Cecile was to share Kelly's room, using the spare bed there, while Simone was to stay in the guest wing of the mansion, in an adjoining suite to the one that Isabelle herself occupied at the moment. Jack took off from work Thursday morning and came home for lunch. Carmen met him in the entrance hallway and they exchanged a quick kiss. Jack managed to grope her breasts before she twisted away giggling, "Silly boy! Isabelle's kid sister Cecile arrived this morning. She's a young thing, just turned eighteen -- great company for Kelly. They seem to have hit if off really well." She led the way into the house. 'We're eating in the parlor. Lunch is laid out and I've sent Anna to round everyone up.'
Martin and Isabelle were already seated at the dining table when Jack entered. He threw his briefcase on a window seat and threw his jacket and tie on top of it. Martin waved a hello and Isabelle got up and came around to give him a kiss on the cheek. He sat down opposite them and said, "Well, the gathering of the clans begins!"
"Just the three of us de la Roque women, Jack," said Isabelle, laughing. "The clan is all on Martin's side."
Carmen returned and added, "Jack has no relatives either. The guest list is heavy on my relatives, I am most happy to admit."
Kelly and Cecile entered together and Jack had a hard time keeping his jaw from dropping open. Cecile was built like her sister, with firm breasts that would get fuller, and long, athletic legs, but rather darker blonde hair. She wore a black net tank top that highlighted rather than concealed her florescent orange bikini bra. The bra had a halter neck with a tie at the nape and white splotches over her nipples that emphasized the lumps they made in the fabric. She had on a black flowery print skirt that was just above the knee. However, it had such a low waist that Jack almost thought he could see the beginning of her mount. She wore thong bikini panties whose hip straps rode high above the waist of her skirt. She made a curtsey when she came in and pirouetted. Jack felt she did so on purpose to show off the butterfly-shaped back of her thong that rode high above the waistband of her skirt. Then she walked into the room, swinging her hips enticingly.
"Oh, its so good to see you girls," Carmen cooed, seemingly oblivious to Cecile's appearance. "Let's sit down to lunch."
Carmen seated Cecile by Jack and Kelly at the foot of the table, facing her. Carmen and Martin began talking about their morning spent at the church with the minister and organist, going over last minute details of the ceremony and music. Isabelle looked on with mild interest and caught Jack's eye now and then, shooting him a look of amusement. Jack felt he should make conversation with Cecile, though he had only a very vague idea of what would interest her. Boys, probably, he thought.
"So, is your school coeducational?" he asked.
"Oh, we have boys alright," Cecile said in the charming Franco-American accent that she shared with her sister.
"Well if there is anything I can do to make your stay with us more enjoyable, just let me know," Jack said, feeling he had done his duty.
Here she leaned over and said in a throaty whisper that only Jack could hear, "You better stop fucking my sister."
Jack face registered his shock for a millisecond before he regained his composure and wondered if he was hearing things. Isabelle caught his look and smiled. Jack turned to look at Cecile with a tight smile and said, "I'm sure that Kelly will help you feel at home."
She leaned over and whispered again, "If you don't do as I say, I'll tell your wife about Isabelle and you."
"I see," said Jack slowly, "I"ll see what I can do."
He chewed his salad carefully, his mind whirling through the possibilities. Cecile dressed to show off her extremely sexy body, and she clearly enjoyed the power it gave her over men. But was she just trying to show she could control him or did she really worry about her sister? Carmen tolerated his philandering, but would she be as accepting of Jack fucking their daughter-in-law? Even as he thought through the possibilities, he
was mentally undressing her. At eighteen, she was a few years younger than her sister, Isabelle, but they could have passed for twins.
The maid had just cleared away his salad plate and set down his main course when he felt his pants being unhooked and his fly unzipped. With an effort, he avoided looking at Cecile and concentrated on cutting his meat. He wore no underwear and she quickly began to fellate his cock under the table. In spite of his best efforts, Jack's hard on was raging virtually at once. She began to give him a slow hand job, pausing every so often. He sneaked a sidelong glance at her -- she was playing with her food with her fork in her left hand and smiling maliciously.
Jack worked very hard to keep a poker face. The strain was enormous, though and a bead of sweat formed on his brow. Carmen, Martin and Kelly were oblivious to his condition, but Isabelle shot over searching looks now and again.
Jack did not know what to do. He slid a hand under the table and tried to extricate his cock from her grip, but she would not let go. Her ministrations were so expert and erotic, that he could not calm his member. It remained engorged and at her mercy. Then she dropped her fork under the table.
"Oh excuse me, I've dropped my fork," she announced before diving under the table. In short order her young lips slid over his cock head and she quickly began sucking on him. Her lips formed a tight seal around his cock and her small pink tongue flicked at his dimple, lapping up musky pre-ejaculate.
Just as quickly, she was gone. She sat back in her seat, continued to fellate him with her right hand and put her left forefinger in her mouth and made a gentle sucking sound. "Mrs. Grierson, what you serve at your table is exquisite!"
Carmen looked up from her conversation, slightly annoyed, but still pleased with the compliment. "Oh, thank you, dear," she said vaguely, before returning to her discussion with Martin.
Poor Jack was now in a physical agony. She kept speeding up the rate at which she fellated his cock, bringing him to the verge of climax. Then each time she slowed down and kept him dangling. More sweat formed along his brow. He was sure that Carmen would notice. In spite of his best efforts, he began to have trouble controlling his breathing.
"Are you OK, dear?" asked Carmen suddenly.
"Hot in here," he muttered, looking vacantly at his food.
"Anna, turn up the AC, please," Carmen called out.
"Yes, ma'am," they all heard Anna from the serving hatch.
Finally, Cecile miscalculated. On her next accelerated fellation, Jack willed himself up and over and began to come. He covered his cock (and her milking hand) with his napkin and began a violent bout of coughing to cover his contortions as he spouted a huge load into the napkin and over her hand. He kept coughing and in response to Carmen's alarm, gasped out, 'I need to throw up in the bathroom.'
Holding the napkin over his crotch, he managed to rush from the parlor and into the safety of the adjoining bathroom. Once in, he locked the door and leaned on the sink, breathing heavily. The little minx, he thought.
As his breathing slowed, he quickly washed himself and disappeared into his suite to change. He considered his options. If he allowed Cecile to get away with this, there was no telling what she would do next. She would always have the threat of telling Carmen and causing an irreparable rupture in the Grierson household. He needed to talk to Isabelle.
He cautiously descended the stairs, hoping to avoid coming up on Cecile again. When he entered the parlor, there was no one there but Anna, clearing up.
"Hi Anna, do you know where Miss Isabelle is?" he asked.
"I think she is with Mrs. Grierson and Mr. Martin in the library, sir," Anna answered stolidly.
Jack made his way to the library and standing outside the door, crooked his finger when Isabelle looked up and saw him. He faded out of view. He only had to wait a moment. She made an excuse and came out to him. Jack took her by the elbow and steered her quickly into his study that was further along in the same wing of the house. Once in, he closed and locked the door.
"Jack, you know I'd love to fuck you, but Carmen and Martin will be expecting me back in minutes ... "
"I'd love to fuck you too, but that's not what I want to talk to you about," Jack said quickly. "Do you know what happened to me at lunch?"
Isabelle smiled. "I don't know, but I can guess," she said, her smile getting broader by the second. "Isn't Cecile something?"
Jack was not amused. "She said she would tell Carmen about us," he said roughly.
Now Isabelle giggled. "Let her. Carmen knows about your infidelities, she won't mind."
Irritated as he was, Jack was shocked. "What you saying, Isabelle? Have you lost your mind? This is different, you are our daughter-in-law, Martin's wife. Carmen dotes on Martin. She will never forgive us."
Isabelle laughed and waved her arm dismissively. "You are over-reacting, Jack."
Jack changed tack. "How does Cecile know about us?"
"I told her, silly," said Isabelle gaily, completely oblivious to Jack's seriousness. "My sister and my mother are my best friends. I tell them everything and they tell me everything. Both my mother and Cecile were SO excited by what I told them about you!"
Jack began to think he was in some horrible nightmare. This couldn't be happening!
"Isabelle,' said Jack, speaking slowly as to one who is slow to understand, "This is not funny. You need to talk to Cecile and make her understand that this is very serious. The happiness of her sister, that is your happiness, is at stake, as well as the happiness of the rest of your married household. You need to make her understand that she must swear to keep our relationship secret."
"Why would Carmen mind, Jack? She knows you fuck your executive assistant, Farah Hojjat, and lots of other women. Why should I be different?"
Jack threw his hands in the air. He gritted his teeth to keep from shouting.
"For the last time, Isabelle, you are our daughter-in-law! Carmen will not treat you like just any other woman. Your sister, Cecile is a dangerous loose cannon and she's going to make many men unhappy. Well, I'm not going to be one of them! You've got to help me here."
Isabelle sighed. "OK, OK. I still think you're making a mountain out of a molehill. I'll talk to her."
Jack persisted. "That's not good enough. I want to be there. I want you to tell her in no uncertain terms that if she repeats this there will be severe consequences. And I want you to spell out some pretty severe consequences."
"Well, since I pay her allowance, I guess I could threaten to cut it off," said Isabelle, thoughtfully.
* * * * * * * * * *
3. Later that afternoon, Isabelle, Cecile and Jack did have a rather stormy meeting in Jack's study. Jack was gratified to find Isabelle back him up to the hilt. She cajoled and then finally threatened to cut off the flow of money. This got through to Cecile. She glared balefully at Isabelle and then at Jack, but she reluctantly agreed to their terms. If their secret got out, Cecile lost her spending money.
"Thank you, Isabelle," said Jack at the end of the interview. "I'd like to have a few final words with Cecile, if that's OK with you."
Isabelle nodded and left the study, pulling the door shut behind her.
"Cecile," Jack said in his most authoritative voice, "I know your father should be disciplining you. But since he obviously has not, I believe that I should instruct you, as he should have. Come here."
Jack sat on the desk and she approached him. The shoe was on the other foot now and she was off balance, not quite knowing what to expect. As she came up to him, Jack stood up and walked around behind her. Suddenly, with a quickness that contrasted sharply with his serious demeanor, he caught her by the nape of the neck, just below the tie of her bikini bra. He pushed her face down on the desk and hiked her skirt up around her waist. The perfect round globes of her buttocks were naked now, separated by the thin orange strip of her thong that was topped by its butterfly rear triangle. His free hand gently caressed each firm buttock in turn.
"Oh, Jack," Cecile cried in panic. "What are you doing?!"
Then he drew his free hand back and struck each buttock as hard as he could with the flat of his palm. The two swift blows sounded like pistol shots and were followed almost immediately by Cecile's agonized wail. Clear red imprints of his hand began to appear almost immediately.
Jack still held her down on the desk.
"These were for what you did to me at lunch," he said grimly. "This is what I would do if I were your father."
He paused. Then leaning very close to her, so that she could have no doubt of the size of his hard on, he whispered in her ear -- "But I am NOT your father. I'm going to remind you that blackmail is dangerous and does not pay."
"What are you going to do to me?" she asked, voice trembling.
"I'm going to show you how a woman should be fucked."
Still holding her down, he pulled down her thong panties till they slipped down and gathered around her ankles. He reached under her and kneaded first one firm, young breast and then the other. She was sobbing now, great juddering sobs that caused her shoulders to heave.
"You're a great bully!" she cried through her sobs. "I don't know what Isabelle sees in you! I hate you!"
Without ceremony, Jack pushed two fingers into her cunt and began to piston her hard. She struggled, but with his strength and weight, it was hopeless. She caught her breath between gasping intakes of breath, but slowly she sounded less unhappy and more excited.
"Let me go!" she cried, but her buttocks undulated in a manner that suggested otherwise.
"When you behave like a whore, I'll treat you like a whore," said Jack, continuing to twist his fingers in her cunt. He felt her damp vagina becoming sopping wet. He ran his thumb over her clit -- it was engorged.
"Mon dieu! Je sens venir! Je vais avoir un orgasme!!" (My God! I feel it coming! I'm having an orgasm!!)
She thrashed on the desk as her climax wracked her. She finally grew quiescent, but Jack still held her tightly. He unzipped his trousers and released his rampant hard on. Her young body stoked his craving and he could not wait or show finesse.
He pushed his cockhead into her vagina, reveling in her tightness, her warmth, her wetness and the firmness of her young body. In the same movement, he rammed his huge cock all the way in till his balls slapped against her rounded behind.
"You behaved like a bitch, so I'll fuck you doggie-style!" he said grimly.
She screamed, but Jack did not care. He pulled back almost out of her and rammed into her again saying, "I'm going to keep fucking you till you say you're sorry!"
"Mon dieu!" she cried. "Vous êtes si grand!" (My God! You're so big!)
Still encased deep in her, he untied the halter top of her bra and rolled up her net mesh top. Pulling down the cups of her orange bra, he took a firm young breast in each hand. Kneading them hard and tweaking her nipples, he began to fuck her with a hard and driving rhythm. He pounded her with long, hard thrusts. Each thrust drew a scream from her. She twisted in his grip, a mare subjected to the violent rutting of a stallion.
With each pounding thrust, he whispered in her ear, "You're a tight, young bitch! You're tits are gorgeous! I'm going to make you beg for more!"
She responded by crying out in French.
"Vous me baiser si dur! Vous êtes tellement plus profond de moi! Comme un bar chaud de l'acier" (You're fucking me so hard! You're so deep inside me! Like a hot bar of steel!)
Then there were several knocks on the door.



"Jack? Are you in there? What's going on?" It was Carmen's voice. Jack froze, his cock deeply embedded in Cecile. She was panting and her body was covered with a sheen of sweat. Her orange bra was tied around her like a damp rag and Jack kept kneading her breasts.
"I'm here," said Jack. "I'll come and see you in a fifteen minutes."
"Is Cecile in there? Her mother is on the phone."
"Yes," said Jack, thinking quickly. "Cecile is in here. I've been talking to her about the wedding." And I've got my cock balls-deep in her pussy, he thought.
"Well, open the door and let me give her the phone."
"No, no," said Jack hastily. "I'll send her out right away."
He pushed down on Cecile with all of his weight, driving the breath out of her. "Not a word about this," he whispered. "Or about Isabelle and me. You see what I can do to you."
He slowly pulled his cock out of her and stood up. She lay on the desk for a long moment. Her pussy looked extremely inviting, peeping out between her the ass cheeks of her naked derriere. Finally, Cecile pulled her thong panties up, snugged them on her wet pussy and pulled down her skirt. She pulled her bra back up and plumped her breasts with her hands to settle the cups on the swells. Then she reached up and tied the halter top back on and rolled down her net top. She gave Jack a long stare.
"I hate you," she said, venomously.
But as he watched, a thin trail of her feminine juices leaked out of thong and slid down her inner thigh.
"Yes, but you want me," he said. "Look at how excited you are."
She did not reply, but turned and fled. Jack sat down on the desk again, and looked down at his raging hard on.
* * * * * * * * * *
4. The afternoon passed slowly thereafter for Jack. Carmen took Isabelle with her to yet another "final" fitting of her bridal gown. Martin was spending the afternoon with his best man. Cecile was avoiding him. Kelly came by and told him that the two of them were going out for a horseback ride. From his study window, Jack saw the two girls head out to the stables. Cecile had put on knee length riding boots and carried a riding crop, but otherwise had not changed. Kelly had on jeans and a tank top.
Jack went online and answered a few emails, but his mind would not stay on work. After a futile hour in which he managed to do ten minutes worth of work, he decided to seek an alternative. He quickly called his office and was gratified when Farah Hojjat's clipped English accent came on the line.
"Farah, what are you doing this afternoon? I've got a hardon that won't go away and I'd love to fuck you."
Farah did not miss a beat. "I'd love to, Jack, but we have the delegation coming in from Japan this afternoon. With you taking the afternoon off, there's just me to receive them."
Jack thought about it for a moment. Without Farah there to manage, lots of things could go wrong. And the Japanese did not forgive or forget. This was too important a contract to mess up. It was bad enough that he was not there and that they would be met by a woman. He trusted Farah to follow his instructions to the letter and make sure that the delegation received all the attention that they expected. He'd made all the bookings at the finest restaurants and he always used the best escort agency in town.
"Well, you know what to do. Use James as the 'pretend boss' if you want."
James Henderson was one of Jack's silver-haired, aristocratic-looking 'show' managers. He wasn't too smart, but clever enough to keep his mouth shut and do what he was told. It was always useful to use him as the front man in negotiations. It was trick Jack had learnt from the Japanese themselves.
'Leave to me, Jack. And I'll take a rain check on that afternoon of lust,' Farah hung up.
Who to call? At such short notice, Jack was at a loss. He spent the rest of the afternoon trying to work and getting a small amount done. Carmen called and said that she and Isabelle were meeting Martin for dinner at Chez Ritz and asking him to join them. He did not feel up to spending an evening so near and yet so far from Isabelle, so he declined.
Finally, at about seven, he made up his mind. It was a gorgeous, bright summer evening, so he put down the top of his Jaguar XKE and cranked up the stereo. He called Farah on his cell phone and she called him back moments later with the address information that he wanted. He drove straight there. It was a rather nondescript line of what were rather grandiosely called 'townhouses'. Each had a small single garage and postage stamp front lawn. Jack drove past number 37 slowly and parked around the block.
He made his way nonchalantly up the short path to the front entrance of number 37. The front door was open -- there was a closed screen door to keep out the insects. He opened the screen door and stood for a moment in the hallway. The TV was on in the family room half a flight downstairs and he could hear a baseball game being called. He squatted and craned his neck. He could make out the bald top of a man's head in a Lazy-Boy. There was an empty beer glass on a side table and soft rhythmic snores wafted up the stairs.
He peeked into the living room on the main level. A girl who looked about eighteen or nineteen sat at a battered upright piano, playing with some dexterity. The music carried around the entire house and covered any sound that he made.
Jack took a cautious step into the corridor leading to the kitchen, his footstep muffled by the carpet. A moment later, Trixie Ann emerged from the kitchen, talking into a cordless phone. She saw him and her blue eyes opened wide. Her mouth formed a perfect 'O' and 'Wha ...' escaped from her lips. The person on the phone obviously heard this and she quickly went on, "I'll call you back, Mary Lou. I need to attend to something right now."
Trixie Ann wore a white bikini with frilly high cut panties and a frilly halter-top bra that emphasized her firm and full breasts. She had on strappy platform sandals, a bead choker and a white wristband. One hand went through her blonde ringlets in confusion, while that other hung by her side, still holding the disconnected phone.
"Jack! ... " she began in a harsh stage whisper.
He covered the distance between them in two steps and pushed her back into the kitchen. Backing her against the side-by-side refrigerator, he dropped to his knees. He put his arms around her lower body, cupping and kneading her buttocks in his hands. He buried his face in her crotch and began kissing her vulva through her bikini panties.
"No, Jack, not now, not here," she whispered, attempting to pull his head away from her crotch with her free hand, the phone waving uselessly in the other.
Jack did not listen, but kept at it. Now his fingers found the seam of her panties under the frills and lifted it, allowing his tongue to reach her blonde pubic curls and sensitive bare flesh.
"Don't, don't, OH! Don't, please," she implored. Even so, she grew wet with the realization of her amorous dreams of the weeks past.
Jack's tongue worked expertly to stimulate her and when her quickened breathing began to give her away, he pulled the crotch of her panties aside to allow his tongue direct access to her clitoris.
"OMIGOD!" she could not suppress the cry of shock and pleasure as his tongue touched and teased her clit. Jack's tongue pranced around, tapping and exciting her clit and then lapping around the walls of her vulva. Her breathing was hoarse and ragged as she struggled to not make a sound. Her fingers gripped his hair tightly and her hips began to rotate. Jack knew she was close to losing control altogether. He could not resist one more turn of the screw. Still kissing and licking her vulva, he pulled open the freezer door and grabbed two ice cubes from the icemaker. With one smooth motion, he leaned away and pushed one and then the other ice cube into her wet cunt.
He stood up and kissed her full on the lips, pushing his tongue coated with her sexual fluids into her mouth. He pulled her panties back over her vulva, while his hand continued to knead her crotch and hold the ice cubes in her cunt. This was too much for her. With Jack's lips and invading tongue muffling her panting gasps, she began to come. Her hips juddered and her free hand on his shoulder clenched with every contraction.
Panting, with a sheen of perspiration on her brow, Trixie Ann was still conscious of where she was.
'"Please, Jack, don't make me do this," she whispered urgently. "My whole family is home now. I'll come out to motel later this evening ... "
"Now or never, Trixie Ann," Jack said. Twisting her arm behind her back, with the other hand still massaging her crotch, he propelled her out of the kitchen and toward the stairs. As they mounted the stairs, he glanced at the daughter still practicing, the loud music and her concentration making her oblivious to her mother's condition. "Play on," thought Jack with a bit of a gloat, "I'm just about to fuck your mother!"
As they entered the master bedroom, Trixie Ann pleaded, 'At least shut the door, Jack!' Jack complied and pushed it shut. However, it did not latch and hung open just a crack.
He pulled her panties off and pushed her onto the wide bed. The two ice cubes, now much smaller, slipped out of her cunt and fell on the bed.
'You wanted to be fucked on the bed, didn't you, Trixie Ann?' Jack said sardonically. 'Let's do it then.'
She was on her hands and knees on the bed and unwittingly raised her ass invitingly as she tried to turn and face him. He quickly stripped off his trousers and shirt and got on the bed, one arm encircling her waist. She still tried to negotiate.
"Jack, really, this is madness! Please go away. I promise I'll come and sleep with you tonight ... "
However, it was very presence of her family and the fact that they were in her marriage bed that added to her allure. What Cecile had turned on was now heightened -- he was fully engorged and erect. He pushed her forward till her arms were resting on the headboard and positioned himself doggie style behind her. With one hand on the back of her neck and the other on her belly, he prodded with his huge cock till it found her wet slit.
Trixie Ann felt his naked cockhead and suddenly began to struggle.
"Jack!" she hissed. "I'm ovulating! You've got to use a condom, there are some in the nightstand."
Jack ignored her and lifted her slightly and pushed smoothly, encasing his cockhead in her vagina.
"Jack! Did you hear me? I'm in my most fertile period, I'll get pregnant!"
Her communication had the opposite effect to what she intended. The thought that he could impregnate Trixie Ann made Jack harder and more excited. There was no way he was going to use a condom.
"Don't!" she moaned as she felt him thrust his huge cock deeper, impaling her on inch after inch of steel hard flesh. Her grip on the headboard tensed as he angled his body to gain maximum penetration. Fully sheathed in her, his cockhead pushed at the gates of her cervix and he lay there for a few moments, letting her feel the fullness of him in her. She felt engorged, so full and tight around him that she thought her vaginal walls could feel every vein and ridge of his massive dick. She had made herself wet many times thinking about just this, but the reality far outweighed the fantasy!
Slowly, he pulled an inch back and rammed back home. He quickly gained speed and rhythm. He was rougher than she had imagined in her fantasies, ramming into her like a piston. The wet slap of his mount against her round buttocks echoed around the bedroom. The bed swayed and creaked, the headroom striking the wall in a steady thud. Downstairs, Judy paused playing for a moment cocked her head at the steady thudding coming from overhead. She thought she could hear something from upstairs. It sounded like his mother panting when she ran on the treadmill, but it seemed different somehow. She listened for a few minutes, but when the thudding and high pitched panting persisted, she shook her head and returned to her playing.
Trixie Ann knew she going to come again and picked up a pillow. She stuffed it in her mouth just in time -- biting down, her screams and cries came out as hoarse squeaks. Her body was now covered with sweat and writhed and twisted in her passion. Jack's stored up lust could not last. He came as well, continuing to pound her pussy as he sprayed his copious load into her womb. They both collapsed on her bed.
Jack regained his composure quickly and after toweling himself off in the bathroom, was dressed and by the bed again. Trixie Ann was still in the throes of her afterglow.
"God, Jack, you're such a bastard," she breathed. "You fuck me in my own home, in my marriage bed. You ignore me when I tell you to use a condom, that I'm ovulating. I can't believe your nerve ..."
Her bikini bra was soaked through and her nipples were still hard. He pushed the bra up and kneaded a naked breast roughly in each hand. As he had done on their previous encounter, he tweaked her hardened nipples brutally, drawing squeals from her. He made sure that he would leave bruises.
"Just call me when you want to fuck again, Trixie Ann," he said. "I know you'll want to." He turned and left.
Judy, who had finished her practice, saw him in the hall. He blew her a kiss as he walked out the front door. Gentle snores still emanated from the family room.
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1. Friday dawned bright and sunny. The Grierson household was in a state of controlled chaos, as numerous members of Carmen's family arrived and were ensconced in various guest suites. Jack escaped into his study and buried himself in busy work online with his office. Around ten, there was a knock on the study door and before he could answer, it swung open. Isabelle stood there, resplendent in a clingy sun-dress and strappy sandals. Her eyes twinkled mischievously. Jack felt hope rise and half stood behind the desk. Then, as Isabelle entered the room, an equally tall and imperious woman with jet-black hair followed her in.
'Jack Grierson,' Isabelle said formally. 'Allow me to introduce my mother, Louise Marie-Therese, Baroness de Croissy Comtesse de la Roque.'
Louise swept up to the desk and raised her arm, saying, 'Enchante, M'sieu Grierson.' His name rolled thickly on her heavy French accent.
Jack took her hand rather stiffly and kissed it. 'The pleasure is all mine, Countess.'
Louise inclined her head at Isabelle, who mutely withdrew from the room. Louise had had Isabelle very young, and was only forty. However, she looked ten years younger. Her figure was full and flawless – she could have been Isabelle's twin. She wore a black backless halter-top sundress with a long slit and black open-toe pumps with small gold buckles. She sat down and crossed her legs. The slit fell open, revealing a perfect leg, almost to her hip.
Jack felt his mouth go dry and sat uncertainly on the desk top, looking down her tight cleavage. It was very, very inviting. The brightly sparkling diamond choker at her throat enhanced its effect.
'So I hear you have been fucking one of my daughters and spanking the other,' Louise began conversationally.
'Well, I ... I ... ,' Jack was stammered.
'Well, I must say that Cecile has it coming to her,' Louise went on without deigning to notice his expostulations, 'and I hope that you will continue to discipline her. It may restrain her wilder impulses. But fucking Isabelle! Your own daughter-in-law! Are you proud of cuckolding your own son?'
'Martin doesn't know,' said Jack defensively.
'And what if I tell him?'
'You wouldn't ruin your own daughter's marriage, would you?' There was a note of smugness in Jack's voice.
'Don't be so sure. If you want me to keep your little secret, you must stop fucking Isabelle,' said Louise primly. She rose and smoothed her skirt, closing the slit. She turned strolled to the door, her hips swinging on her high heels. Jack could see where Cecile got the hip action in her gait.
Louise paused at the door. 'And don't think you can keep Isabelle from telling me,' she said over her shoulder. 'She tells me everything. Everything. You may be her lover, but I am her mother.'
Louise stood there with her hand on the doorknob to let her words sink in. Her bare back was finely muscled, but Jack could see the tension there. He crossed the room in a few long strides. Before she could swing the door open, he was on her. He reached under her armpits and he cupped a breast in each hand, squeezing and kneading the firm mounds through the thin sundress.
'How would YOU like a little of what Isabelle has been getting, Countess?' he breathed into her ear.
He was able to grasp a nipple between each thumb and forefinger, tweaking hard. Her pain was sharp and intense. A cry rose in her throat, but she stifled it so only a gasp escaped her. She felt his gathering tumescence on her rump.
Her muteness lulled him into complacency. She twisted very suddenly, breaking his grasp on her breasts and coming face to face with him. In the same motion, her right hand drew back and she slapped him, so hard that the red imprint of her fingers immediately began appearing on his face. The shock caused him to back up half a step. In this moment, she opened the door and disappeared with the click of latch. All that remained in the room was the mesmerizing essence of her – a combination of her very subtle perfume and her womanly pheromones.
'My God,' Jack murmured to himself. 'What a woman! I don't think her daughters measure up to her.' He had a raging hard-on that stretched his pants like a tent.
* * * * * * * * * *
2. It was in this rather uncomfortable situation that Jack's cell phone began vibrating in his pocket. He reached in and extracted it while trying to calm his engorged cock.
He heard the unmistakable English accent of his executive assistant, Farah Hojjat.
'Jack, I have Trixie Ann Peters on the line,' she said, getting straight to the point. 'I need to patch her through to you right now.'
'This is not a good time, Farah,' said Jack sharply. 'However, there are a few other things that I would like to talk to YOU about.'
'Jack, we have a bit of a situation here,' Farah persisted. 'You really need to take this call.'
'Oh, alright, patch her through,' said Jack resignedly.
'J-Jack,' Trixie Ann faltered. 'I really need to talk to you.' It was clear that she was in tears. He heard her gulp and blow her nose. 'C-can you meet me in an hour?'
Jack was on the verge of exploding, 'No, of course not, you silly bitch!' but bit it back. He had a hunch where this was leading. So he paused and spoke calmly.
'I'd love to, Trixie Ann, but my son is getting married tomorrow and everything is a bit upside-down right now. What's the matter?'
'Oh, Jack,' she wailed. 'I don't know what to do or who to turn to! I'm so worried, I'm so unhappy! I need to talk to you or I'll go crazy!'
'Just tell me what the matter is,' he said soothingly.
'I did a home test and then I had a test done at my doctor's,' she said, breathing hard and holding back her sobs. 'I'm pregnant! I'm carrying your baby!'
Jack's fist clenched on the cell phone. With an effort he refrained from saying anything immediately. He knew Trixie Ann – she would babble on.
'The only person I've told is my best friend Mary Lou. "How do you know it's not Kevin's?" she asked. But Kevin hasn't had sex with me without a condom for years! You're the only one who's fucked me other than him since I've been married! "Just get an abortion," Mary Lou said to me. But I can't get an abortion! It would be murder! I should be happy to be pregnant and bring a baby into this world, but I'm so unhappy!'
This was not the first time this had happened to Jack. He sighed inwardly.
'What are you most worried about, Trixie Ann?' he said kindly.
'I have such a wonderful husband and family! And to lose them over this,' she began sobbing audibly.
'You need not lose anything, Trixie Ann,' said Jack, patiently. 'You can always tell your husband it is his child. Condoms fail all the time. Once in all these years is very understandable.'
He paused to let his words sink in.
'I know that your husband is not that successful,' he paused again before proceeding to increase the effect. 'At the moment. I know that a new baby is going to be expensive. But don't you worry about a thing. I take my responsibilities very seriously. I'll make sure that you get enough to provide for the child.' Counting to three, he continued. 'And more.'
There was a short silence on the line. Jack heard Trixie Ann's breathing grow easier. She seemed to be getting calmer.
'Really?' she said, hopefully. 'Can it all work out OK?'
'I am confident of it,' said Jack, gently. 'It will work out for the best. You will be very happy with this new baby.'
She rubbed her still-flat belly.
'You make me feel so much better,' she sniffed. 'This baby is our little miracle.'
'It's our little miracle,' Jack repeated, inserting a happy note into his voice. He allowed another short interval to elapse, before going on. 'You know my office number. Just call them tomorrow and they will take care of everything you need.'
'When will I see you, Jack?' she asked, a tremulous note creeping back into her voice.
'I need to see to my son's wedding, Trixie Ann,' he said, patiently. 'Call me at the office next week and we'll set up a time to meet. We should celebrate, not be sad!'
I'd like to celebrate by fucking the daylights out of you again, thought Jack. Maybe we should try a little bondage.
He cut off the line before she could go on. Farah Hojjat came back on.
'Well done, Jack,' she said smoothly. 'I've made all the arrangements. You can sign the paperwork when you come into the office. All this makes me want to come off birth control so you can impregnate me with your baby the next time you fuck me.'
The cool, official tone coupled with Farah's clipped boarding school British accent went to Jack's head in a manner that was unwelcome at the moment. He was growing hornier by the minute.
'Don't make me horny if you can't fuck me right now, Farah,' Jack said with a note of irritation in his voice. He heard her tinkling laughter as he snapped his cell phone shut.
* * * * * * * * * *
3. Twenty minutes later, Jack emerged from his study. His whistled tunelessly and wandered around the house, his hands in his pockets. His encounter with Louise, the phone call from Trixie Ann and Farah, had all left him horny and worse, frustrated. Cecile wanted to fuck him, but she was underage and off limits. Isabelle wanted to fuck him, but she was now off limits too. He wanted to fuck Louise, but she didn't want him – at least it seemed that way.
Isabelle was in the morning room, resplendent in her wedding dress. The designer Daphne Yoo, and her wardrobe assistants were fussing over her with needles and scissors, making last minute alterations. Martin was there as well, smiling and getting in the way. They all said 'Hi,' as he walked in.
'Where's your mother?' he asked Isabelle casually.
'She's gone up to her room to rest,' Isabelle replied. 'She was pretty jet-lagged. She should be much better by the evening. Martin, be a doll and get me a cup of tea. I'm parched standing here in this thing.'
Martin nodded and disappeared. Isabelle crooked her finger at Jack. He came up to her.
'I've got a secret to tell you,' she said, her eyes bright. She was obviously very excited and happy.
'Tell me,' he smiled. His hands were firmly in his pockets, his excitement stoked rather than becalmed by all the female presence in the room.
'Come here, you silly boy,' she giggled. 'I want to whisper in your ear.'
He shrugged and came close, carefully stepping around one of the wardrobe assistants working on Isabelle's hem.
Isabelle leaned forward so her lips were almost touching his ear.
'I'm pregnant,' she mouthed.
Jack stepped back.
'Martin will be very happy,' he deadpanned. 'Does he know?'
Isabelle rolled her eyes and motioned with her hand impatiently. He came up to her again and put his ear to her mouth.
'Martin is fanatical about birth control,' she hissed. 'It's yours! Our baby! I'm so happy!'
Jack stepped back and eyed Isabelle up and down in her shoulderless white silk gown and gauzy white veil. Daphne Yoo raised Isabelle's arms began working on the bust of the gown under the armpit. Isabelle's breasts tightened and her cleavage grew more pronounced.
'I might as well be a tailor's dummy to these women,' Isabelle sighed.
Jack felt he was going to burst.
'I'll see you later, Isabelle,' he said shortly. He walked out of the morning room and out on the porch. Another baby! This one would stay in the family! A grandson that was really his son! His throat grew dry. He felt a rush of tenderness towards Isabelle. I wish I were a prince of Arabia, like my friend Mushtaq al Rahim al Khalifa, he thought. I'd really like to service and breed a few dozen wives and concubines.
* * * * * * * * * *
4. It seemed that everyone was busy in the house except for him. The father of the groom and, he chuckled inwardly to himself, the father of the bride's lovechild. Cecile and Kelly were deep in a game of Scrabble on the porch. They did not look up as he stood there. He puttered about the mansion from room to room, unable to fix on something concrete to do. Half an hour slipped by. He passed the morning room again – Isabelle had changed out of her wedding gown and was talking animatedly to Daphne Yoo with Martin at her elbow.
He walked on. He heard Carmen's animated voice coming from the parlor. He looked in – the caterer was there, scribbling furiously as Carmen spoke. Jack did not register her words, just the cascade of sound as she went on and on. Finally, she stopped and the caterer gathered his papers, shook hands and withdrew.
Carmen bustled up to him, smoothing some blonde strands of hair behind her ears. 'There you are,' she said brightly. 'I'm run off my feet, so many things to do and the wedding almost upon us! Come give me company, I've got to get a few things from upstairs.'
Jack obediently followed her up the stairs. Carmen wore a pink skirt with a flowery print, a tight, white off-the-shoulder nylon-spandex top and matching white stockings with a subtle fishnet pattern. Her feet were in sling-back pink fuck-me pumps. Her round rump moved pleasingly before him up the stairs. He could see her bra back-strap through the tight top – he noted that it did not have shoulder straps.
They entered Carmen's suite and the thought that had been a passing fancy in the parlor downstairs grew into an obsessive craving. While Carmen's approach to sex was pedestrian and her body held no secrets for him, it was undeniably gorgeous. He was so horny! He really needed a fuck right now. And Carmen was the only woman in the house that he could fuck with impunity.
They were by Carmen's huge bed on the way to her boudoir. As he had with Louise, he reached under Carmen's armpits and he cupped a breast in each hand. As he squeezed and kneaded, Carmen said brusquely, 'Not now, Jack, really. I've a million things to do. Save your ardor till after the wedding.'
But Jack did not stop. Nor did he speak. He found the zipper to her skirt and it fluttered to the ground around her ankles in a pinkish cloud. She wore a white nylon thong, so she felt both the heat and hardness of his tumescence against her bare rump. One of Jack's hands descended to her crotch and began to knead.
Now Carmen began to struggle in earnest. 'Jack, stop this minute! Be responsible for once! Let me go!!'
Jack pulled her tight spandex top up around her armpits, exposing her lacy white strapless brassiere. He pulled the cups down and massaged the firm and familiar mounds rather roughly. Carmen now began to twist and struggle with a will. But the more she struggled, the rougher Jack became. He was far bigger and stronger than her.
'Jack, this is ridiculous!' she stormed. 'What's gotten into you? Stop this instant! Stop, I say!'
At this point, Martin and Isabelle walked by the partially open door to Carmen's suite. Martin heard his mother's distressed cries and hastened into the anteroom. Isabelle was only a half step behind him and saw the scene over his shoulder through the partially ajar anteroom door. She caught his arm and as he turned to her, she put her finger over her lips and hissed, 'Quiet, Martin!'
As Carmen struggled, Jack tweaked her meaty nipples between thumb and forefinger, repeating his encounter with Louise. Her words dissolved into mews of pain. This was all very new to her. Jack had never treated her this way. He had never hurt her. And she was shocked to discover, through her gasps of pain, that she was getting very excited.
Martin was furious. 'He's raping her!' he whispered sharply to Isabelle.
'How do you know they don't do this all the time?' Isabelle whispered back. 'They're married! They can have sex any way they want, you know.'
Martin almost said, 'I know how they have sex because I've watched and listened to them for years.' But he restrained himself. He could not admit to his knowledge without admitting to his embarrassing voyeurism.
After a brief pause, Isabelle continued. 'Your mother has beautiful boobs.'
Martin was thinking the same thing himself. He had often seen his mother in a bikini, sometimes in lingerie, but the sight of her bare breasts always excited him. The sight of near nakedness brought his shameful sense of desire back to the surface. The scene unfolding before him held him spellbound, rooted to the spot. Isabelle's arms reached around him and he felt his fiancee's full breasts tightly against his back, her nipples hardening and poking him through thin layers of clothing.
Jack reached down again and was gratified to find that the crotch of Carmen's panties had become quite damp. He raised his musky fingers and pushed them into her lips. Smelling her own sex up close caused her to grunt with surprise. As she did so, Jack stripped the thong down around her ankles.
Jack manhandled her towards the large king size bed. She tripped as her ankles caught in her thong. She stepped out of them to regain her balance. As she did so, Jack pushed her onto the bed. In the same motion, he stepped out of his pants with practiced ease. Carmen was on her hands and knees on the bed, her naked breasts between her hiked up top and pulled down bra. Her round rump was pleasingly elevated over her white stockings held up by tie-on pink garters.
'What a wonderful ass she has,' Isabelle whispered in Martin's ear.
Martin realized that his cock had grown very hard. His face was hot and flushed and he was acutely aware that Isabelle's hands were moving sensuously over his chest and drifting lower.
One of Jack's hands sank into Carmen's blonde mane, while the other reached around her and found her now-naked crotch. He pulled her head up with his left hand, while roughly manipulating her clit with his right. His lips fastened onto her throat and his breathing was hot in his ears.
'Jack, don't, please don't' Carmen panted. But she arched her neck under his lips. 'Oh, my tits! My nipples!! Please don't make me!!'
Jack was adept at the reverse psychology inherent in the situation. In response, he caught her nipples between thumb and forefinger again and squeezed repeatedly and hard.
'Omigod! Omigod!! OMIGOD!!!' Carmen's cries rose in pitch as Jack savagely mauled her nipples and aureoles. Along with her cries, her vaginal fluids were beginning to flow.
'I'm going to fuck you in the ass, bitch,' he hissed in her ear.
'Ooh! Oooh!! OOOH!!' Carmen squealed like a stuck pig as Jack's sank his right middle finger into her anus up to the second knuckle. He withdrew it, pushed it into her wet cunt and sank the lubricated digit into her ass again. He pistoned her slowly, pulling her head back by her hair as he did so, arching her back like a bowstring. Her breasts jounced as his palm slapped her round rump with each thrust.
'You're my anal virgin, pet,' Jack breathed into her ear. 'I'm going to take your anal cherry, like I broke your hymen all those years ago.'
Carmen shuddered – but it was only partly from fright. She could no longer conceal her mounting excitement. Her mouth was half open as she gasped for air, her body was bathed in sweat and droplets formed on her abused nipples, quivering before dripping onto the bedspread. Her cunt was dripping as well. Then with a gentleness that contrasted with his rough pulling of her hair, his right forefinger joined his middle finger and invaded her anus. As he continued to piston her and pull her head back, she gradually relaxed and stopped clenching her anus against his invading fingers.
He continually whispered in her ear, like he was riding a recalcitrant mare – 'Easy does it; what a fine ass you have; its so warm; its so tight; easy, easy, girl ...'.
As she relaxed, the discomfort of his anal digital penetration eased. Her arousal was undiluted now. She began to thrust her rump back as he pushed his fingers into her. As she did this he increased the tempo of his anal insertions and simultaneously tightened his grip on her hair and pulled her head back further.



She was panting like a bitch in heat now.
'OMIGOD!! What are you doing to me?! JACK!! I want to come! Fuck my cunt!! NOW!! NOW!!'
This was a Carmen Jack had never seen before. She had never made him this hard. He had no idea that his ice queen had a core of fire. He slowly withdrew his fingers from her ass. Still holding her head back, arching her back to the max, he slapped her buttocks cheeks hard. The slaps sounded like two pistol shots and she screamed. Her hands rubbed her sore rump and she caught her breath as she stifled her sobs.
He used her distraction to guide his engorged member to her slightly stretched anal entrance. He pushed his fore- and middle fingers into her cunt and used her vaginal fluids together with his own weeping pre-ejaculate to lubricate his huge cock. Quickly, before she had time to react and clench her ass, he pushed his cockhead into her ass. She screamed again, but he was whispering softly into her ear again, calming her and pinching her nipples to distract her from the pain in her ass.
He pulled her hair, he pinched her nipples hard, but he pushed his cock into her anus gently. He rocked back and forth, penetrating her just a few millimeters each time. The pain subsided into discomfort as her excitement rose.
'God, Jack!! OMIGOD!! Don't do this to me!! I can't!! You're tearing me apart!! OH!! OOH!! OOHH!!'
Even as he kept a firm rein on her hair, his right hand now ranged over her body, cupping her magnificent breasts, the swell of her belly and then settling into her crotch. He teased her clit and steadied her mount, all the while increasing his penetration of her tight ass. With a final little thrust, he completed his impalement, his mount slapping into her firm round rump. He held her tight, he fingers manipulating her clit, his tongue now tracing patterns on the sensitive skin just below her ear.
She had not felt its onset, so both Jack and she were surprised by her sudden orgasm. It was sharp, hard and short. She felt her body tense, she bucked once, twice and then she was limp.
This was too much for Martin. With a strangled gasp, he came, gushing into his briefs. Behind his back, Isabelle smiled to herself.
'Hold on, darling, the fun's just beginning,' Isabelle whispered.
Sure enough, Jack drew back and pushed a sharp four-inch thrust into Carmen's ass. It drew a strangled cry. But her anus was warm, lubricated and becoming accustomed to the huge cock that impaled it. He thrust again and again, each time a little longer and a little harder. Each time, her cries were higher and more urgent, but these were the cries that Martin was used to, the cries she made as she mounted to orgasm.
Jack was now riding her hard – his mount slapped sharply on her rump. She felt the approach of a second much more intense orgasm. She bucked and twisted, meeting his thrusts. Her breasts jounced in time to her bucking. One hand caught the wrist buried in her hair, the other caught the wrist at her crotch.
Jack could sense her coming orgasm and felt the onset of his own eruption. He waited and waited and when he felt her first clenching contraction, he let go. He unloaded the huge mountain of her day-long frustration, pumping huge jets of thick musky jism into her. Carmen was too hoarse to scream. Panting gasps escaped her as her body went through a series of juddering contractions – the hardest orgasm of her life.
* * * * * * * * * *
Isabelle drew Martin away down the corridor to their own room.
'The bastard! The bastard!' Martin kept repeating. 'I hate him! He's just a worthless lowlife who married her for her enormous wealth. He knows he's scum, so he's always tortured her. How she suffers! I can't bear it!'
Isabelle smiled at the classic Freudian situation.
'I think she seemed to enjoy herself,' she said mildly. 'And you seemed to have a good time too.'
Martin muttered intelligibly. Isabelle gave him a hand job and when that failed, she took his limp cock in her mouth in an attempt to bring it to life. But Martin had blown his wad – she could not get him erect.
* * * * * * * * * *
Carmen and Jack lay intertwined on her bed, sated and on a high in the afterglow of their orgasms. The soreness from all her rough handling had not yet set in and Carmen smiled dreamily. Jack's thick semen oozed out of her ass and stained the bedspread. Jack grinned and patted the red marks on her rump.
'I can't believe it took twenty years of marriage for us to discover this,' whispered Carmen into Jack's ear.
'I never thought you would enjoy rough sex, pet,' said Jack. 'I can ride you harder if you like.'
She put her arms around his neck and kissed him. His tongue immediately invaded her mouth and her tongue sparred with it gently.
'Once in a while, Jack,' she said seriously, coming up for air. 'Once in a great while I think I'll enjoy it. But if you do this to me again without my consent, I'll tell Daddy and he'll break you.'
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1. Saturday dawned. The early morning was dull and gray and promised rain. Martin was up by six and quickly shaved and showered. His wedding day! His fiancée Isabelle and had decided to sleep apart for the few weeks before the wedding, so he was alone. But his wedding was not uppermost in his mind. Still trembling with the remnants of his rage from the previous day, he padded to his mother's suite. He entered the anteroom and paused. The door to the bedroom was ajar and dim light of the early morning filtered in.
He hesitated by the door, but was emboldened by the silhouette of his mother's form on her huge king bed. The silence in the room was broken every few moments by a low sound that he could not immediately place. Craning his neck into the room, it became clearer – his mother was moaning softly in her sleep. Martin advanced slowly into the room. Carmen's form became clearer as he approached. He stopped at the foot of the bed and stood stock-still.
She lay on her back but her torso was twisted so that from waist down she was on her side. She was naked except for the white stockings with pink ties from the day before and a long pink chiffon scarf tied in a big bow around her neck. Her arms were flung up towards the head of the bed, elevating her magnificent breasts. Evidence of Jack's rough treatment was stark. Even in the dim light, Martin could see the mass of bruises around her nipples as well as the angry welts on her buttocks where Jack had spanked her.
After the afterglow of her lovemaking with Jack had subsided, the pain had set in. Her breasts and her buttocks felt raw. Her virgin ass felt as though a hot bar of steel were still inserted in it. She could not lie on her buttocks or her breasts. She had taken sleeping pills to ward off the pain and escape into the refuge of slumber.
In repose, her face was beautiful, her blonde mane scattered about the pillow. But each time she moaned, her forehead furrowed. Martin felt a lump form in his throat. He advanced around the bed and gently sat down by her side. Just as he did so, she moaned again. A deep feeling of tenderness and protectiveness came over him, fueled by his longstanding obsession. Impulsively, he leaned forward and ran his wet tongue over one of her abused nipples. He was gratified to hear her sigh. He tongued her other nipple. She breathed deeply and sighed again, causing her breasts to jounce enticingly. Very gently, he ran fingers over both her breasts, spreading his saliva into a fine sheen. Martin felt his cock growing and hardening. Years of voyeurism made this moment supremely exciting.
Another low moan escaped her lips, but to Martin's ear it sounded less troubled. Still massaging her breasts very gently, he leaned low over her lower belly and inhaled deeply of the aroma of her crotch. After so many years of masturbating with her panties stuffed in his nose, the smell of the real thing went to his head like a drug. He continued to gently stimulate her abused and sore nipples and now blew gently into her crotch. Her pubic triangle of fine blonde down rippled under his ministrations. She sighed again and her outflung arms stretched, causing her breasts to bobble under his touch.
'Darling ... ,' she mumbled in her sleep. Martin was thrilled and emboldened. He grew more daring and stuck out the tip of his tongue, just barely touching her labia. Her position on her side meant that he had to push his face deeply into her crotch to reach her vulva. She smelled musky and faintly sweet. He caught a whiff of her perfume along with her womanly scents. Unbidden, the thought ran through his head – she perfumes her cunt!
He continued to tongue her thick nether lips, eliciting more deep sighs. The sleeping pills kept her under the surface, even as her mind recognized the pleasurable sensations and sought to emerge into consciousness. She stirred, flexing her arms and mumbling. Martin could only catch the odd intelligible word, like 'Darling!' or 'Oh, yes!'
By now Martin had lost all inhibition. He gently stroked her buttocks as his mouth found her clitoris. He licked it and sucked on it. He felt her hands on the back of his head, but she was not pushing him away. Her hands ruffled his hair, as she so often did. His ministrations were having an effect. Her cunt was growing damper and damper. As seconds turned to minutes, her crotch grew wet and then soaking. Martin delightedly inhaled her womanly juices.
Dimly he realized that her moans had turned to words: her voice came into his leaden brain.
'Martin, Martin, ....' His mother's voice was slurred, thick with sleep. But she was aware of him and what he was doing. Slowly, slowly, Carmen came up out of her deep slumber. First of all she became aware of the burning pain in her ass and around her abused nipples. Secondly, she became aware of the heat in her crotch and the source of it. But the sleeping pills deadened her reactions – it was so pleasurable to just lie there. She mumbled again, but now she set her senses adrift and when she finally formed words, she repeated, 'Yes, ... oh ...., yes, ..... oohh! ..., just like that, ...., omigod!!'
This was all the encouragement Martin needed. He nuzzled into her crotch now, reaching as deeply into her swollen cunt as he could with his tongue. He was not rough, but he was insistent. His cock was fully erect now, a bigger erection than he had ever managed with Isabelle. Carmen excited him as no other woman could. His beautiful mother was moaning and crying out in passion and it was because of him! He felt her scissor her legs around his head and now her hands held his head resolutely.
Even with her thighs squashing his ears, he dimly heard her mewing:
'Ooohh! ... Oooohhh!! .... OOOOHHH!!! .... OMIGOD!! ... Ooohh!!'
Martin knew her passion intimately from all his years of voyeurism. He had watched Jack fuck her and watched her masturbate – he knew that she was very close to orgasm. He redoubled his efforts, sucking on her clit and spearing his tongue into her sensitive cunt. He was rewarded moments later when her mewing crescendoed. Her thighs began to tighten spasmodically and her hips began to rotate. She pulled his face even tighter into her crotch and her musky and sweet cum permeated his mouth and nose. He almost came himself, but just managed to hold off, thinking longingly of what was to come.
Carmen felt her pleasure with her release. But she was used to explosive orgasms with Jack and compared to those, it was a gentle climax. Martin now eagerly kissed her belly and then clambered up the bed, rolling her over onto her back as he did so. Lying on her abused ass brought on sharp stabs of pain and she cried out, 'Oh GOD!! That hurts!'
Martin was instantly contrite and looked so miserable that Carmen stroked his face and said, 'It's not your fault, honey. Mama will take care of you now.'
Carmen had unconsciously stoked Martin's passion for so many years that it seemed natural that she should take him in her arms and let him lick her breasts and suckle on her nipples. She rolled him over and straddled him. She gently fellated his engorged cock and brought it to her wet cunt. Slowly, slowly, she impaled herself on him. His dick was so much smaller than Jack's that she engulfed him quickly and easily. She did not feel fully penetrated and she had to squeeze her cunt muscles hard to make a tight seal around his manhood. Martin was in heaven. He gently massaged her bruised nipples as she rode him. She swiveled and rotated her hips to increase contact with her clitoris.
'Dear Martin,' she whispered. 'Such a good little boy. Mama loves you, darling.'
'Oh mother, oh mother! Oh, OH, OHHH!!' Try as he might, Martin could not hold himself back. Just the thought that he was fucking Carmen, the mother he worshipped, after so many years of watching made his passion effervescent. He came with a strangled cry in one explosive surge, and convulsed briefly. Carmen still straddled him, but he quickly began to soften inside her.
'I'm sorry, mother, I came too soon, ...' he began to apologize.
'Hush, hush, baby,' Carmen cooed. 'It's OK. Mama loves you.'
* * * * * * * * * *
2. It was past eight when Jack awoke, yawned and stretched. They had to be at the church by ten! He quickly went through the motions of shaving and showering, and put on the morning coat and trousers that were already laid out. He was ride with Isabelle to the church along with her mother, Louise. He made his way over to the guest wing and knocked on Isabelle's door. 'Entre!' he heard her call out and entered.
Isabelle was vision. Daphne Yoo hovered over her, her mouth full of pins, making last minute adjustments. The bridal gown was a silk creation of ivory white that left her creamy shoulders and back bare. It had a tight bodice with minimal support for Isabelle's full, firm breasts. There was a small bow between the bodice bra cups. The rear let out into a five foot ruffled train, but the front was smooth and managed to perfectly cling to her firm thighs and long legs. She wore elbow length white lace finger-less gloves and a narrow white choker on which hung a small diamond studded cross. Her blonde tresses were piled up on top of her head and a discreet tiara supported a gauzy veil. Daphne Yoo had just adjusted the veil around her face. The white diaphanous cloud of muslin enhanced rather than detracted from her fine features.
'Beautiful!' Daphne Yoo said, stepping back and surveying her work. 'You look absolutely stunning, my dear.'
Isabelle turned to Jack, her eyes shining through the veil.
'And you, Jack?' she asked. 'What do you think, cherie?'
Jack was almost tongue-tied. 'Gorgeous,' he said, licking his lips. 'You look just gorgeous. I'd marry you myself if I was twenty years younger.'
Isabelle laughed that tinkling laugh of hers that made Jack's pulse race.
'Thanks so much, Daphne, ma cherie,' she said affectionately. 'I'll look for you in the church.'
'I'll be there, darling. You're going to break a lot of hearts today!'
As soon as the door closed behind Daphne, Isabelle held out her arms.
'Come here, darling,' she said, tossing her veil back over the top of her hairdo. She ran her tongue over reddened lips. 'I want to kiss the father of my child.'
Jack hesitated. 'Isabelle, you're getting married in just over an hour. We need to get to the church.'
She did not reply. She just leaned back on her bureau and crooked her finger with a teasing smile. Jack was drawn to her as though on a string. She put her arms around his neck and blew a perfumed breath in his ear. 'Test my lipstick,' she said coquettishly. 'It's supposed to be kiss-proof.'
Jack kissed her. They lingered over it, tongues twining and sparring. He gently bit her lower lip and she nipped back. Inevitably, Jack's manhood, already awakened at the sight of her bridal finery, firmed, grew and hardened. She felt his hard-on through their clothing. He held her tightly, his hands running over the fine muscles of her bare back. He felt her hands at his waistband. Before he knew it, she had undone his trousers and freed his rampant manhood. She stroked and caressed it, and then fellated it gently, drawing him to full erection. The feeling of her cool silk-encased hands was incredibly erotic and drove out his worries about her imminent wedding to his son.
He ran his tongue over the outlines of her shell-like ears, feeling the hard points of her diamond pendant ear-rings.
'Jack, Jack,' she breathed throatily. 'I want you right now. Right here!'
'No, no,' Jack remonstrated, trying to pull away. But she had hiked up the front of her bridal gown and pressed herself hard against him. He felt her naked crotch with his cock and simultaneously saw her white satin thong on top of the bureau beside her. Resting her buttocks on the bureau, she raised first one leg and then the other, scissoring his waist. He felt her white garters and the smooth coolness of her stockings as her legs tightened around him. She wiggled her ass till his cockhead was half-buried within her vaginal lips. Her 'kiss-proof' lips found his. She arched her back, stripping back his foreskin with her tight cunt lips.
Jack could only groan deeply and respond by pushing his dick into her. He drove his enormous length into her without stopping, forcing his way through her tight cervix, until he fully penetrated her womb. He hit her mount with a soft thump.
'OH GOD!' Isabelle breathed. 'Your cock feels like it's in my throat! I'm yours, Jack! Fuck me! Fuck me hard!'
Jack proceeded to do just that, skewering her deeply, yet rapidly and forcefully with his huge cock. The sight and rustle of her wedding gown were profoundly exciting and his cock felt like it was growing even harder. She met him with equal vigor, swiveling her hips with great dexterity to maintain his rhythmic pressure on her clitoris. The thought of being fucked by her father-in-law on her wedding morning was deeply erotic to her. Jack's deep incursions and unrelenting pounding drove her over the edge and she began to come very quickly.
'Oh, OH, OOHH!! OMIGOD!! JACK!! OH, JACK!!' Her contractions wrung his dick tightly and she thrashed and twisted in his arms. Jack rode her through it all, but still had not come himself. He was still rock hard and she was still fully impaled on him, legs scissored around his waist. There was a sharp knocking on the door.
'Isabelle, ma petite,' came Louise's lilting voice. 'It's Mama. Open the door.'
'Oh, fuck, this is awful timing,' Isabelle whispered in Jack's ear. 'We have to stop – I know her, she'll never go away.'
Jack withdrew from Isabelle, his cock sliding out of her cunt with a soft plop. He was still inflamed and his hard-on was painful in its intensity. In this state, he knew there was no way he was going to be able to zip up his tuxedo trousers, let alone re-fastening his cummerbund.
'Jack! My mother can't see you like that! Go hide in the bathroom,' Isabelle hissed. Jack walked awkwardly, but managed to make it to the bathroom. Even as he was doing so, Isabelle hiked up her wedding gown around her waist and shot several squirts of Chanel in her crotch. Then she smoothed down the front of her white gown and strode quickly to the door. She unlocked it and it swung open just as the bathroom door was swinging shut.
Louise walked in with a flourish. She wore a red backless halter-neck gown with a long tie at the nape of her elegant neck. The front had a very deep 'V' that showed her cleavage to advantage. The gown was so tight that her nipples made obvious lumps in the bodice and the outlines of her thong were clearly visible. Her jet-black hair was coiffed and she wore a white gold tiara with a diamond center-stud. Another dewdrop diamond hung from a black ribbon choker around her neck. She had on red open-toe pumps with thin strap over the arch of her foot.
Louise put her hand on Isabelle's bare shoulder. She leaned back and surveyed her daughter. 'You look gorgeous, ma cherie,' said Louise softly.
Isabelle smiled and struck a pose with a hand on her hip, giggling. Good sex always relaxed her and her recent orgasm with Jack made her feel very mellow. The wetness of her copious womanly juices between her legs felt good, even though it was seeping down and wetting her garter and the tops of her white stockings.
Louise laughed a low, silvery tinkle and mirrored her daughter's pose, her gown splitting open along the slit, revealing a magnificent leg encased in a red stocking all the way up to her snap-on lace garter. Jack had kept the bathroom door open a crack so he could see everything that went on in the room. Try as he might, he could not take his eyes off the scene between mother and daughter and it stoked his rampant erection just as he was trying desperately to tame it.
Louise leaned forward and cupped one of Isabelle's breasts in each hand through the bridal gown. Squeezing gently, she observed, 'You are not wearing a bra, cherie.'
'I am firm enough, mama,' Isabelle said, smiling. 'You know I don't need one.'
'Of course you are, darling,' her mother returned, her thumb tracing Isabelle's nipples through the bodice of the gown. 'Of course you hold up your strapless bodice without a hint of sag. But think of how you will jounce as you walk down the aisle. You'll create a sea of hard-ons in the congregation.'
Louise's exploring fingers recognized that Isabelle's nipples were hard and swollen. A nascent suspicion began forming in her mind. Her eye roved the room and caught sight of Isabelle's white satin thong on the bureau.
'Are you planning to wear those panties? Or do you want to get married with a bare crotch?' Louise's tone hardened a little.
'Oh, I was going to put those on just before you came in,' Isabelle said.
Louise sniffed the air, her suspicions heightened. She smelled Isabelle's Chanel, but her sharp nose caught the tinges of musky pungency that accompanied it.
'Chanel on your crotch, darling?' she asked sweetly. 'I think I smell sex with capital S-E-X.'
'Oh, that's all you have on your mind, Mama,' said Isabelle, smoothing down her the front of her gown. 'Let's go and find Jack – we're sharing a limo with him to the church.'
'I think I know exactly where to find Jack,' said Louise with a nasty note creeping into her voice. Before Isabelle could react, she quickly moved to the bathroom door and flung it open. Jack stood there, his cummerbund hanging loose, his trousers open and his magnificent hard-on proudly erect.
'Come out, you degenerate, filthy man!' Louise hissed, her tone dripping with contempt. 'You couldn't control your cock, could you? I can't believe you would fuck your daughter-in-law on the morning of her wedding!'
As it was, Jack was feeling slightly guilty about his relationship with Isabelle. In his guilty state, Louise's arrogant, aristocratic bearing and dripping contempt overawed him. He came out of the bathroom awkwardly.
'Just look at how disgusting you look,' said Louise scornfully.
'Mama, please,' Isabelle wailed. 'Let us go to the limo, we're going to be late!'
Just then there was a tap on the door.
'Entre vous,' said Louise, sharply.
The door opened and one of the Grierson household maids came in. She wore her black, lace-trimmed maid's uniform with black stockings, a frilly white apron and a ribbon bow at her throat. In honor of the wedding, she wore black stiletto slippers and had her jet-black hair piled on her head in a formal hairdo. She was just twenty and had only worked there for a few months. She began parroting her message.
'Miss de la Roque, the limousine is here to take you to the church ...' her voice trailed off as she took in the scene in the room.
With Jack's confusion, Louise was in complete command.
'What is your name, cherie?' she asked imperiously.
'Conchita Ruiz,' the girl said timidly.
'Well, Conchita, we need your help. As you can see, Monsieur Grierson is in a state of sexual agitation,' she spoke sharply, but now her tone softened. 'Come here, cherie.'
Conchita came to Louise meekly. She was quite small and the countess towered over her. Louise noted that she had the top two buttons of her uniform undone, displaying a nice cleavage between pert, firm-looking breasts. The girl was quite attractive really, in a low, peasant kind of way and quite pale for a latina.
'Well, Conchita, I will give you three hundred dollars to suck off Monsieur Grierson,' said Louise in a businesslike tone. 'We really need to get to the church and he obviously cannot come in this state.'
'Oh, madame,' said Conchita, her eyes opening wide with shock. 'I could not do that! I am good girl ...'
'Oh, I know, I know,' said Louise, her voice growing sharp again. 'I am sure you are very good. But right now I need you to do as I say. And quickly!'



'Oh, madame, please, you must ...' Conchita faltered.
'Silence, girl!' Louise's voice was like a whiplash and Conchita was terrified. The job at the Griersons paid well and the three hundred dollars was a huge sum to her. She did not want to lose her job! She could not bear to go back to being a waitress for that pig of a Felipe, who was always groping her. And to keep that horrible job, she had to sleep with Felipe's repulsive son, Ernesto.
So Conchita did not attempt to leave the room. She just looked at Louise mesmerized, like a rabbit before a snake.
Louise quickly unfastened two more buttons on the blouse of Conchita's uniform. She was pleased to see that the girl wore a strapless black brassiere with a front closure between the cups. There were small red hearts tattooed above each breast. Louise snapped the bra open and stripped it off, revealing a pair of small, firm tits with pointed nipples that puckered on their sudden contact with air. Louise expertly kneaded the breasts and raked the nipples her with forefinger nail to harden them. Conchita gasped.
'Now, kneel, girl,' Louise commanded.
Conchita obediently kneeled in front of Jack. Up close, she recoiled from the huge organ. 'Madame, I cannot ...' she began, hesitantly.
Louise did not respond, but Jack did. He took her head in both hands and guided her lips to the head of his swollen manhood. She opened her mouth a little and Jack pushed the tip of his penis head into her rosy lips. Her lipstick was certainly not kiss-proof and smeared on his cockhead. 'Come on, girl. Come on, girl,' Jack whispered, rocking back and forth, pushing more and more of his cockhead into her mouth. Her red lips made a tight circle around his tip, so tight in fact, that his foreskin slipped back. Finally, he held her head firmly and pushed a little harder. She gagged and spluttered on his huge cockhead. But after a few moments, she regimented her breathing and inhaled the intense maleness of his weeping pre-ejaculate. He let her tongue his cockhead and get used to size of him. She began to gently fellate his cockhead with her lips and suck on him as she took in a little. On her knees, with the bride and the mother of the bride looking on, Conchita began to grow excited.
Jack tilted her head to align her mouth with her throat and began pushing again, deeper and deeper. This was more than Conchita had bargained for. Her hands came up to grip his wrists, attempting to dislodge them. She mewed and twisted her head. But Jack kept fucking her mouth rhythmically and pushing more and more of his enormous cock into her. Finally his cockhead lodged itself at the base of her throat. She felt an intense choking sensation and her mewing was muted by his cock. Her eyes and nose watered. Jack reveled in the feeling of her hard nipples and firm breasts against his thighs.
He looked over at Isabelle and Louise. Isabelle's eyes were warm and lustful. 'Give it to her!' she mouthed behind her mother's back.
Louise was stern and forbidding. But were her nipples hardening under the thin silk halter top of her gown?
Jack sped up, but maintained his deep penetration of Conchita's mouth. As she squirmed and twisted, her lips and tongue tightly massaged his organ. Her mewing and gagging also stoked his excitement. He continuously whispered to her, 'Come on, girl. Suck it, girl.'
Finally he felt the jism rising and said with a groan, 'Now swallow it, girl!'
He began to come, his hips jerking spasmodically, fucking her mouth as he ejaculated wave after wave of semen. She swallowed some, but then several gouts dribbled down her chin onto her naked breasts and her blouse. As he felt his last blast emerging, Jack withdrew from her mouth sprayed her face and hair with the viscous, milky fluid.
She leaned on his legs, panting and struggling for breath.
Louise did not waste time.
'Isabelle, go to the limo,' she said, briskly. She strode over to Jack, withdrew his wallet from his tuxedo pants pooled on the floor and counted out three hundred dollars. She helped Conchita to her feet and steadied her as she teetered on her stiletto heels..
'Here is your money, cherie,' she said, sweetly. 'You are a good girl. You did well.' She swept from the room, following Isabelle.
Jack was already back in the bathroom, getting cleaned up. Conchita tottered over to the bureau and examined herself in the mirror. Her carefully done makeup was a mess – her red lipstick had smeared around her lips and her mascara had run. The front of her uniform was open and her nipples were hard and pointed. Her face, breasts and the front of her uniform were covered with Jack's semen. There were sparkling globules all over her hair. The intense musky scent of his manhood was very pungent, but not unpleasant. She became aware of her own arousal – her cunt was soaked and her panties were soggy. She buttoned herself up, picked up her brassiere from the floor and made her way unsteadily to the maid's station.
Once there, she locked herself in the bathroom and stripped off her panties. Her finger found her clitoris and she leaned on the sink as an orgasm engulfed her very quickly. Just as she was doubled over the sink, gasping and wafting on the waves of her orgasm, there was sharp rap on the door.
'Conchita!' came the sharp voice of Senora Martinez, the housekeeper. 'Come on out! We have a thousand things to do before the reception starts in a few hours.'
'Coming, senora,' said Conchita weakly, as she snapped on her brassiere and adjusted it around her breasts. Her panties were much too wet to put on – she wadded them in toilet paper and stuffed them in a pocket of her apron.
Jack was seated between Louise and Isabelle in the limo, rolling towards the church within ten minutes. Louise's legs were crossed and one leg was exposed to the upper thigh by the slit in her gown. Jack patted her red garter.
'Thank you, Countess,' he said, simply.
She looked at him contemptuously without replying. But through the thin silk of her gown, he could see that her nipples were still hard. When Louise looked out the window, Isabelle leaned over and whispered in Jack's ear, 'She hates you, but she really wants your big cock in her! She loved the way you handled Conchita. You just need to be firm with my mother!'
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Jack Grierson was seated at the gate, his hand possessively on the distended belly of his heavily pregnant daughter-in-law, Isabelle. She was barely a week from her due date. Unbeknownst to his son and wife, the child she was carrying was his, the product of their hectic affair. They both found this liaison to be intensely exciting as well as sexually fulfilling.
"She's kicking your hand," murmured Isabelle. "She knows her father's hand."
Jack responded, "Uh-huh", but his restless eyes roamed over the throng, always looking, always evaluating every female within eyeshot. He had the instincts of a sexual hunter, looking for a woman who would respond to his signals and with whom he could share a mutually satisfying climax. For Jack prided himself on his ability to give his sexual partners mind-numbing orgasms. But no one caught his fancy and he was beginning to grow disappointed. Isabelle followed his gaze and knew exactly what he was thinking. She was not jealous -- in fact she gloried in Jack's many sexual conquests and even helped him on occasion.
"Don't worry, darling," she breathed in his ear. "I'll suck you off in the aircraft restroom once we are airborne."
He nodded absently, but kept looking. Then he saw a woman with curly blonde hair approach the counter at the gate. Even from the rear, she looked very familiar and he felt a twinge between his legs. The blonde curls were lustrous, and voluptuous if slightly over-ripe figure was probably on the wrong side of thirty-five. Her black-and-white checked skirt was short and a bit too tight, clearly outlining her panty-line. Just then she leaned forward to pull something out of her case to show the gate agent, revealing the snap-on garters at the tops of her black stockings.
Completing her gate check, she turned around to come and get a seat. Jack glanced over at Isabelle with a triumphant smile and she responded by squeezing his hand. It was Trixie Ann Peters.
"Go get her, tiger," said Isabelle in a low voice.
She had not seen them yet, and Jack's experienced eye took everything in within an instant. Her white chiffon blouse was open perhaps a button too many, revealing the lacy bow at the bridge of her black bra. It was also translucent, clearly displaying the outlines of the bra with its white lace trim. Her blue eyes were clear and bright, and her tight cleavage suggested that her full breasts were firm.
"She's mine," said Jack to Isabelle.
"Be careful, Jack," Isabelle returned. She passed her hand over her ripe belly and squeezed his hand. "Remember, Carmen is picking us up at the airport. And it's only an hour flight."
"Yes, but we still have forty minutes till boarding," Jack said self-assuredly. "I'll find a way. All I know if that I'm going to fuck her."
Isabelle rolled her eyes.
______
Trixie Ann seated herself a bit of distance away. It was a few minutes before her attention was drawn to Jack's aggressive gray eyes staring at her from down the facing row of seats. He made no attempt to disguise his interest and boldly stared at her cleavage and breasts. She had not seen him for over eight months, but he was as athletic, well built and attractive as she remembered. And she had spent a long day pitching her company's line of software products to unresponsive, unattractive male buyers. Let me give him something to stare at, she thought on a whim. She deliberately leaned forward, pretending to draw something out of her handbag and gave him an eyeful of her bra. She looked up and their eyes met. His look was challenging and she looked away quickly.
But she could not resist and a few moments later, she sneaked a look back at him. He was still staring at her. Then he stood and walked over to her. She held her breath. He leaned down and whispered in her ear.
"I heard you had our baby. When was he born?"
"A month ago," she said, keeping her voice down. His aggressive certitude made her nervous. It kept her from saying what she really wanted to say -- that she was infuriated at his ignoring her throughout her pregnancy.
"You look great, Trixie Ann. You want to fuck?"
She blushed furiously, and stood up, taking her big handbag with her. She brushed past him and walked towards the bookstore, just to get away from him. He followed her, keeping just far enough behind so that no one else recognized his intent. But when she entered the bookstore, he trailed her in. She ducked behind the rack of bestsellers, hoping that he had not seen her. It was a bad move -- she was screened from the rest of the store and as soon as she realized she was alone, she found herself face to face with him. He smiled.
"Frightened?" he asked in a low tone.
She did not reply, but turned to go and was shocked when his arms went around her waist holding her tight to him. He rotated his hips, grinding his huge erection against her round butt. She felt his heat through their clothing.
"Let me go, or I'll scream," she whispered desperately.
"No you won't," he said confidently. "I love your butt and I know you want my cock. Does your husband make you cum?"
"I love him," she said, her whisper now frantic.
"I bet your husband hasn't given you an orgasm in months," he said, a taunting tone coming into his voice. "Maybe not in years!"
"I don't care!" she hissed. "I'm happily married! I love my children!"
Jack ignored her.
"I can make you cum three times in twenty minutes," he said, nibbling on her ear. "You know that, don't you?"
His hands went up and without further ado he cupped her full breasts, kneading them roughly through her blouse and bra. She struggled, but he was immensely strong and his grip was firm. In a panic, she realized that her body was letting her down -- her nipples quickly hardened. He did not leave her in doubt.
"Your tits are hard, Trixie Ann," he whispered hotly into her ear. "I bet your panties are getting wet. I could give you an orgasm right here."
"No, no, ..., oh, no," her voice was low, but distressed. She was beginning to despair. Then to her horror, one of his hands slipped off her breast and went up her short skirt. He kneaded her crotch, massaging her thong panties into her cunt, and she realized she was sopping wet. His voice was mocking and triumphant.
"You haven't been this wet since the last time I fucked you," he murmured. "Let's see how long you can last!"
With that his fingers began to roughly manipulate her clitoris. She began to grow distracted and less aware of her surroundings as she felt heat descend into her loins. She still continued to whisper, "No, no, no, my God, no, no ...," but it no longer had any meaning.
Jack was right -- her husband, Alan, was a good man but he could no more give her an orgasm than he could fly to the moon. Her last orgasm had been with Jack, but it was so many months ago that she had forgotten how it felt. So when her climax suddenly engulfed her, initially she did not even recognize what it was. Her thighs tightened around his hand and her body jerked spasmodically in his grip. She put her hand over her mouth to gag herself as she mewed low, in the back of her throat.
Her knees grew weak as the waves of her orgasm subsided, and she sagged against him. He continued to knead her breasts with one hand and pushed the fingers of his other hand into her mouth, making her taste her own musky vaginal secretions.
"Take your thong off," he whispered urgently.
"Right here?" she was incredulous, coming off her orgasmic high and realizing the public nature of her situation.
"You are soaking wet," he said quietly.
She realized he had released her. She took her chance and quickly walked away. As she walked, she realized the truth of his statement. Her vaginal fluids were leaking down her thighs and had already wet her garters and the tops of her black stockings. She saw the sign for the ladies room and hastily walked over, uncomfortable in her wet panties.
She did not look around, but went in hurriedly and entered a stall. She felt herself pushed forward and squealed. He had followed her in! He locked the stall door behind them and hiked her short skirt up around her waist.
"I'll really scream!" she said, wildly.
"No you won't," he said. "You want me to fuck you. You want me to make you cum again." He took a handful of her shiny blonde curls and twisted her head. "Don't you?"
"No, no, ...," she remonstrated.
He stopped.
"No?" he asked. His free hand cupped her crotch again and he fingered her engorged clitoris. He knew her body better than she did herself and every time her breathing quickened, he stopped.
"Please, ... please," she whispered.
"Please what?" he asked roughly.
"Please don't stop."
"You want me to fuck you, don't you?"
"Yes, ... yes," she said, her words almost inaudible.
"I can't hear you," he said.
"Yes, yes, yes," she said, raising her voice. "My God, what have you done to me?"
His response was immediate. He stripped down her soaking panties till they were entangled around her ankles. She stepped out of them to free her legs and he immediately bent her forward, his hand going over her face and clamping over her mouth. The next thing she felt was his huge cock. She had felt it through their clothes in the bookstore, but the reality of his entry was something else. She had forgotten how huge he was!
She had been very diligent with her Kegel exercises, so her vagina had regained its pre-natal tautness. However, her husband Alan was a worrier and had still not re-initiated sex. Her underused cunt was so tight around his enormous cock that in spite of her wetness, she stripped back his foreskin. She screamed as she felt his manhood penetrate her, sinking deep even through her innermost gate. His hand on her mouth stifled her screams and he began to piston her in a hard and driving rhythm. Her muffled squeals rose and fell, as he drove her higher and higher. She came, much harder this time, her contractions wild and uncontrolled.
He did not stop fucking her. He continued through her orgasm and almost immediately she began to rise on another one. True to his word, he made her cum yet again. Her third orgasm was even harder. Her eyes and nose were watering, there was thin trace of drool from her mouth and she was soaked through with sweat. As her contractions continued, he finally exploded, pumping a massive load of semen into her through three jackhammer thrusts.
He pulled her upright and turned her around. Now he kissed her forcefully, his tongue probing her mouth possessively. She mewed anew and her arms went around him, as much to hold herself up as from passion. Her knees felt too weak to support her. He unbuttoned her blouse and pulled down her bra cups. He bit her aureoles, and then the upper and lower swells of her breasts, leaving angry red marks that he knew would flower into colorful bruises.
Just a month after the birth of their child, she was still lactating. The heavy contractions accompanying her orgasms had breast milk leaking out of her nipples. He greedily suckled first one hardened nipple and then the other. He kneaded each breast as he sucked, drawing forth a steady stream of sweet mother's milk. She ran her fingers through his hair as he suckled on her. The act of feeding him her milk was erotic for both of them and she found herself gasping again with pleasure.
"Give me your office contacts," Jack whispered, when he had finally drained both her breasts. "I want to fuck you again."
One arm still around him, she reached into her handbag and pulled out her card case. She gave it to him. He took a card and put the case back. He reached down, took her soaking panties and put them in his pocket. Then he opened the stall door and let her lean on him as he led her to the sink.
They both heard the sharp intake of breath and froze. Jack looked up and saw a cute, young, dark-haired stewardess standing by the door.
"OMG, that was incredible!" she said breathlessly. "I wish someone would fuck me like that!"
Jack left Trixie Ann leaning on the sink and walked to the door. As he approached the stewardess, he saw that her eyes were riveted on his crotch, where his softening manhood still made a big bulge in his pants.
"Right now is not a good time," he said, stopping by her speaking into her ear in a low tone. "But give me a call and I'll make you cum harder than you ever have before."
He drew a card from his wallet. She automatically put her hand out to take it, but Jack evaded her. He undid the top button of her blouse and slid his card into her bra, feeling her firm breast as he did so. Then he left them and went to men's room to clean up.
______
Thirty minutes later they were all on board the flight. Trixie Ann was still trembling when she entered. Jack was already in an aisle seat in first class. As she passed him, taking pains to avoid making eye contact, his hand shot up her short skirt again, and he sank one finger deep into her bare cunt. Then it was back in his lap again, the whole incident so quick that no one but the two of them saw it. Jack put his finger in his mouth and licked it appreciatively. Isabelle shook her head.
"I told you I would fuck her," said Jack. "She was as good as the first time. And I'm going to fuck her again soon. And I'm going to make her pregnant again."
Isabelle changed the subject and she was soon chattering to him about how their baby kicked and kept her awake at night.
"I can't wait for the delivery," she said. "I really miss you really fucking me. Your fingers and tongue are good, but there's really no substitute for your cock."
The stewardess interrupted them, leaning over them with a tray of drinks. Jack looked up to see the stewardess from the ladies room. Their eyes met. She saw his question and he saw her unspoken response. He put his hand up her skirt under the concealing tray and felt her thick nether lips through her panties.
"No, thank you," he said. "The flight's too short."
She rotated her hips once as she turned away, tightening her thighs around his invading hand and went on to the next row.
"Jack, you are impossible," Isabelle whispered in his ear.
______
Jack and Isabelle walked around the baggage carousel. Her heavy pregnancy slowed her down and she was happy to sit on a bench while Jack collected their luggage. He spotted Trixie Ann immediately. She got her small overnight suitcase off the carousel and was almost immediately engulfed by her eighteen-year-old daughter Judy. Her balding husband, Alan stood behind them diffidently, waiting till mother and daughter were done kissing and hugging. Then he came up to her and gave her a peck on the cheek. She smiled at the two of them happily.
Jack felt a tap on his shoulder and turned to see Carmen, sleek, expensively dressed and perfectly groomed and turned out as usual. She kissed him warmly on the mouth and he kissed her back. But when he tried to put his fingers in her hair, she broke it off and stepped back, saying, "I just paid two hundred dollars for this hairdo, Jack, don't muss it!"
"I've just clinched a deal for some software, darling," he said to her. "Let me introduce you to my business associate."
He led Carmen over to where Trixie Ann stood with her husband and daughter and tapped her on the shoulder. She turned and the smile froze on her face.
"Carmen, I'd like to introduce you to Trixie Ann Peters," said Jack, smiling innocently. "I'm going to buy $15,000 of software from her, we just need to ink the deal. Trixie Ann, this is my wife, Carmen."
"How do you do?" said Carmen formally, extending her hand.
Trixie Ann shook it, still tongue-tied.
"Won't you introduce us to your family?" asked Jack, still smiling. "After all the business we've done together, it is such a pleasure to see your happy household."
"Alan," Trixie Ann finally faltered. "This is ..."
"Jack Grierson," said Jack easily, reaching around and offering Trixie Ann's husband his hand. He shook it firmly, seeing the man's hesitation. "Do you work with Trixie Ann in software sales?"
"I'm, ... I'm between jobs right now," said Alan, completely overwhelmed with Jack and Carmen's sleek good looks, obvious wealth and confidence.
"Oh, no problem," said Jack. "Trixie Ann is really great at what she does. I really love working her."
Alan smiled and gave no indication that he noticed Jack saying "working her" instead of "working with her". This emboldened Jack to put an arm around Trixie Ann's waist and squeeze her buttock behind her back. She was trapped -- she was petrified that Jack would let slip what had transpired in hour ago. She knew she had no panties on and her worst fears were realized when Jack's hand again found its way under the hem of her skirt and a probing finger entered her cunt.
"What a beautiful daughter you have," continued Jack, as his finger twisted in the warm grip of her nether lips, soon eliciting a moist vaginal secretion. "Do introduce us."
Trixie Ann was past speech. It was all she could do to choke back the gasps of her mounting excitement. Her husband spoke up.
"This is Judy," he said politely. "We have two younger sons at home."
"Oh, how nice," said Jack. "How old are they?"
"Eddie is ten," said Alan. "And we were recently blessed with another boy. Evan was born just a month ago."
"My, my, Trixie Ann," said Jack, twisting his fingers in her cunt. "Returning to work so soon! I'm really impressed with your dedication to your company and your career."
Judy was a younger, blonder version of her mother, with the tight, hard body of a cheerleader, all rounded hips and pert, firm breasts. She wore a loose vest that did not pretend to cover anything, so her red lacy bra was on display. Her jeans shorts were ripped strategically to show hints of her red thong. She was certainly no "kid". Unlike her father, she instantly sensed her mother's discomfiture. She looked at Jack challengingly, recognizing him as a sexual hunter and potential impregnator. Her look said, "You've scared my mother, but you don't scare me! Let's see what you've got!"
Finally, Jack released Trixie Ann from her torment. Withdrawing his hand, he said "Well, give me a call soon, here's my new card. We've got to do more business together! I'd be happy to come round to your house to complete the paperwork on our last deal."
Before turning, Jack let his eyes travel over Judy's young body. It was a very brief moment, and no one else caught it. But even in the fraction of a second, Judy felt Jack unfasten her bra with his eyes. So hot was his gaze, she almost felt his lips and teeth on her nipples.
After Jack and Carmen left, collecting the heavily pregnant Isabelle, Trixie Ann walked slowly with her family to the parking deck.
"What a nice man!" said Alan. "It's great you are getting so much business from him! He wants to come home to finish your last deal! You certainly have him wrapped around your little finger."
Trixie Ann said nothing. She knew she was very wet again. Her vaginal fluids were leaking down her thighs to soak the tops of her stockings all over again. She wondered if Alan could hear the squishing of her cunt as she walked. Miserable as she was, she knew she wanted Jack to fuck her again, and the harder, the better. She would have been shocked to know that Judy wanted the same thing.
______
Isabelle cornered Jack as soon as they got home.
"You really mustn't terrorize that poor woman," she said, coming straight to the point. "You've got her completely flustered. And I saw you making eyes at her teenage daughter, too."
Jack put up his hands.
"I just want to make her happy," he said, smiling.
"I think you just want to make her cum. Did you?"
"Three times," said Jack, smugly. "It could have been four, but I ran out of time. She's a hot thing. I'm sure she's hasn't had an orgasm since the last time I fucked her."



"And now you want to go after little Lolita too, don't you," said Isabelle, rubbing her huge, pregnant belly. Jack's baby moved restlessly.
"You saw how she was dressed," said Jack defensively. "She's no virgin, that one."
Isabelle shook her head.
"I don't know how you do it, Jack," she said with a giggle. "I almost peed my panties when I saw you stick your finger up Trixie Ann's cunt by the baggage carousel. What with Carmen right there beside you and facing her husband and daughter."
"Three more minutes and I could have got her to cum right there in front of her family," said Jack. "She was beginning to lose control when I let her go."
"I know," said Isabelle, grinning. "Her poor husband was oblivious, but her hot, young Lolita knew something was up. Then you started on her and got her all hot and bothered."
"I just looked at her," protested Jack.
"You were fucking her with your eyes, Jack," said Isabelle firmly. "I know you too well. By the time she walked by me, her nipples were so hard, you could see her pokies from across the hall."
"She's eighteen," said Jack. "Fair game."
______
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Jack and Isabelle's baby had been born three months earlier and Martin was a doting "father". Not surprisingly, everyone pointed to how the baby resembled Martin and he was touchingly flattered. However, Jack and Isabelle wanted to celebrate their secret and the day finally came when they were able to find an excuse get out together. Isabelle told Martin -- her husband and Jack's son -- that she had an important exhibition to attend. She carefully picked a day when Martin had an important deadline and when Carmen -- her mother-in-law and Jack's wife -- had a ladies' outing. Jack volunteered to drive her and as soon as the Jaguar was out of the long driveway, he put his hand on her thigh and traced upwards under her skirt towards her thong panties. She sighed, saying, "I've missed your crudeness, Jack."
"So, is Martin fucking you yet?'
"Just once so far," she giggled. "He's so concerned, the poor dear. He thinks I'm delicate. He asked me last week and when I said 'yes', he asked twice more to be sure. Then he was on top of me, three thrusts and he was done. I should have won an Oscar for the fake orgasm I put on. It makes him so happy, poor dear."
"Are you sore?"
"Jack, it's been three months. I've been doing my Kegels since week two. My vaginal muscle tone is better than ever -- I'm tight as virgin. Even Martin found it hard to get into me and then he cried out how snug I was."
"So, not sore?"
"With Martin, no. But he's, shall we say, rather less well endowed. But I am sure you will make me sore, and I can't wait!"
Jack smiled smugly.
They got to the restaurant -- a new French-Japanese fusion one that had received rave reviews -- and Jack gave the keys to the valet. They had a reservation for a secluded booth. Their hostess seated them and as Isabelle settled down, she snuggled up to Jack.
"Well, Jack, I think I should tell you that you are being a bastard," she said, coquettishly.
"What do you mean?" he asked, slipping a hand on her upper thigh again and tracing it up under her short skirt. He lingered on the rough lace of her stocking garters before proceeding up to her crotch to find her clit through the thin material of her thong.
She gasped, and murmured, "Wow! I like that!"
"What do you mean about me being a bastard?" he asked, as she snuggled closer to give him better access. "THIS?" He ran his nail over her clit through her thong panties, drawing a sharper gasp from her. Under his ministrations, her thong rapidly grew moist.
"God, no," she said, breathing hard. He enjoyed watching her full, young breasts jounce under the thin material of her chiffon top. Engorged with her mother's milk, they were rounder and fuller. Her incipient excitement had accentuated her lactation and it seeped through her thin bra. It had wet the chiffon of her top around the aureoles, making her nipples stand out as clearly outlined pokies.
"Then what?" he asked.
"You know what I mean," she snorted, gathering her composure with some difficulty. "Its just competition and alpha male stuff for you. You got me pregnant to compete with Martin, your own son. In the same week impregnated Trixie Ann to compete with her loser husband. Did you know she had your baby?"
"No," said Jack, nonplussed.
"Then three months ago, you made Jillian come in the airport bookstore and then fucked her in the ladies' room. Now that you've got her lusting for more, you don't return her calls. It was all about power."
"That's not true," protested Jack. "I did keep my business meeting at her house, bought the first installment of her software for $15,000. Then I fucked her in her study. And her whole family was home."
"See? That's my point -- it is all just power, competition and risk with you. You don't care about her at all. But you obviously gave her such mind-blowing sex that she can't get enough of it. Leila told me that she keeps calling you, twice or thrice a day. And now she's pregnant too."
Leila was Jack's Oxford-educated executive assistant. She was full-breasted and firm-bodied, with an angelic face.
"Jillian calls? Jillian's pregnant?" Jack's surprise was genuine. Leila didn't tell me."
"Well, if you would talk to Leila once in a while, instead of just fucking her every day, you would know as much as I do."
"I don't fuck Leila everyday," said Jack, irritated. "And I do talk to Leila -- she manages my schedule like a Swiss watch. I wish you wouldn't make me out to be such a satyr."
"Mmmmm," Isabelle said, tightening her thighs around his probing hand and wiggling her bottom to increase the effect. "Don't stop being a satyr now."
Her breath came in a gulp, as she raised her bottom saying, "For God's sake, strip off my thong."
Jack was more than happy to oblige, sucking on one of her nipples through her wet chiffon top and bra as he leaned over. Her milk was warm and sweet, though tinged with the taste of the chiffon. She raised her bottom and he managed to get the thong down over her legs and over her high heels. He put it to his nose and inhaled deeply. The thong was soaked, and her musky, slightly sour secretions were a great turn-on for him.
Their waitress was a young college age redhead who stood at a distance uncertainly. Jack did not know how long she had been waiting and watching when noticed her -- not that he cared. He put the thong in his pocket and beckoned her.
"Don't mind us, Bethany," he said to her, reading her name embroidered on the breast of her blouse. "We're just celebrating our first child. I'd love a beer -- a Corona in a longneck bottle. And my girlfriend would like glass of Dom Pérignon."
The waitress bobbed her head and left quickly.
"Now you're making a play for the new weather girl on Channel 5," said Isabelle, her words interspersed with shallow pants. "Suzy Abrego."
"I don't know what you are talking about Isabelle," he said, his fingers returning to tease and excite her clit and trace the boundaries of her nether lips.
"Don't even try to pretend," she said, her breath coming in sharp intakes again. "Leila tells me everything. She says that Suzy's husband is a millionaire financier and property developer. And he's a big guy too, used to be a linebacker in college. At least he can compete with you. A lot better than Jillian's poor unemployed husband can."
"I've not done anything with Suzy," said Jack, guardedly. "She's really keen on her new husband. He's an idiot, though. Doesn't give her nearly enough attention. She was just using me to make him jealous."
"That's not what I heard," said Isabelle.
The waitress returned with their drinks. As she set them down on the table, Jack could not resist running his free hand up her skirt to get a quick feel of her panties. She gasped, but having seen what he was doing to Isabelle, she lingered for a moment. Encouraged, he pushed further, getting a finger inside her panties and finding that her cunt was shaven and silky smooth.
"Can I get you anything else?" she said, her voice breathy. She put a hand on Jack's wrist to push him away, but it was a half-hearted attempt.
"Maybe later," smiled Jack, withdrawing his probing hand. She left without another word, but she peeked back over her shoulder and her look spoke volumes.
"Suzy would never have let me do anything," continued Jack to Isabelle. "But like I said, her husband's an idiot. I'd taken her out to dinner to discuss the winter season and he showed up under some foolish pretext of having another meeting at the same restaurant. She got really pissed at him and let me kiss her just to get back at him. Of course, I managed to get my hands under her top and on her bra. She's got a great body. Then to make matters worse for himself, he came to our table and tried to give me a prospectus of his new development."
"Leila told me that she took off her panties right there in the restaurant and gave them to him, folded in his prospectus."
Jack stopped working on her cunt, surprised.
"How does she know that?"
"Leila has her ways," panted Isabelle. "But there she was, commando with you in the restaurant. I can't believe you stopped with kneading her breasts through her bra. You're not one to stop at first base."
Jack resumed teasing her clit again. He took a long pull of his beer with his free hand. Isabelle sipped her champagne delicately, trying to get it down over her breathlessness.
"You did to her what you're doing to me, didn't you?" whispered Isabelle hoarsely, after they set their drinks down again.
"OK, I did get my hand under her skirt and stick a finger up her cunt," he said stoically. "When she took off her panties, it was just too much of an invitation."
"Did you get her wet?"
"Yes."
Isabelle felt a spasm and as it hit, her thighs suddenly tightened. She could have come then, but she wanted to build up to a more powerful orgasm, so she counted to ten and held on rigidly till the spasm passed.
"You gave her a hand job, didn't you?" she breathed after the spasm passed. "Just like now."
"Yes."
"You made her come didn't you? Right there in the restaurant?" Just saying this, and picturing Jack with his hands up Suzy Abrego's skirt was raising Isabelle's level of excitement.
"How hard did she come?"
"Not very hard. She came really soon. I'd barely gotten two fingers into her cunt."
"Have you fucked her yet?"
"Hell no. She's a tough nut to crack."
"Aren't you seeing her this week? To try to fuck her?"
"Yes," said Jack, increasing the rhythm of his fingers of his fingers again. They picked up their drinks again and this time Jack drained his beer.
"Oh Jack," she whispered. "Without you fucking my brains out, I've had to do so much coke!"
"You do coke? Where do you get it?"
"Like everyone else, Jack. I have a dealer. A big black guy in the city."
"You pay him cash?"
"I couldn't explain that much missing money to your son," she said, rolling her eyes through her panting breaths. "No, Jack. I just let him fuck me."
"But you've been pregnant!"
"Jack, I'm French. He fucks me in the ass."
Jack was so aghast that he stopped his ministrations.
"Don't stop, Jack," she protested. "Honestly, you're as naïve as Martin! I'm not delicate. I've had men fuck me in the ass for since before I was twenty. Did you really think you are the only man I am fucking?"
"I thought I was special," said Jack, crestfallen.
"Of course you are special -- it was your baby I wanted. But you fuck other women, so you've got to get used to me fucking other men. My black drug dealer, DeShawn, he has a big cock. When he's in my ass, God, it hurts at first."
"How big?" asked Jack, slowly resuming his teasing of her clit.
"Almost as big as yours," panted Isabelle. "Don't stop now."
"Does he make you come?"
"Of course! Why would I fuck him otherwise?"
Now he picked up the beer bottle ran the lip up her thigh. He used it to trace her wet cunt and then teased her clit. She let out little yelps as the cold glass touched her intimately. Without further warning, he inserted the bottle collar into her, twisting it to create a little friction. Then rather sharply, he pushed the entire long neck of the beer bottle and began to piston her with it, thudding his thumb against her clit with every thrust. She picked up a napkin from the table and bit down hard to stifle her cries, but she was still loud enough to draw the attention of a couple from a few booths down, who stood briefly to see what was going on. Jack and Isabelle ignored them. Within minutes, he drove Isabelle over the edge -- she stuffed the napkin into her mouth to smother her squeals. Her control in delaying her climax was rewarded as she came very hard, the cold glass of the beer bottle stoking rather than tamping her excitement.
As Isabelle wound down from her high, she leaned against Jack contentedly, her breathing slowly returning to normal. She had a sheen of sweat all over that made her clothing cling to her. Her thin bra and chiffon top were rendered almost transparent, so the creamy skin of her breasts and her long, hard nipples were plainly visible.
Jack set the beer bottle back on the table, the long neck now coated with her womanly secretions. She raised her champagne flute and clinked the bottle before draining the bubbly wine. Then her hand slipped into his lap, tracing his manhood through his pants.
"You've earned your reward, you bad boy," she said in a low voice.
She proceeded to unzip his fly under the table. Jack had his pants specially tailored, so that he did not need to wear underwear. She began to give him a hand job. He was already semi-tumescent from the attentions he had lavished on her, so she only needed a few fellations to get him fully erect.
"Come on, French girl," he said. "French me."
"You only have to ask," she purred.
Without further ado, her head disappeared below the table and her lips formed a tight seal around his cockhead. It was so sudden, that he had to grip the tabletop tightly to keep from crying out. She now began to fellate him with her mouth, taking more of him in with each dive. He looked down and saw her rosy lips inching towards the base of his cock, leaving traces of her bright red lipstick on his shaft.
The woman from the few booths away now passed by their booth, obviously drawn by the sounds of Isabelle's muffled passion. She leaned over, ostensibly to adjust her high-heeled pump. She took a quick glance over. Isabelle was out of sight beneath the tablecloth, so Jack buried one hand in her hair to keep her down. He met the woman's eyes boldly, noting with satisfaction that her male partner had not accompanied her. He managed to keep a straight expression only with great effort. Isabelle was sucking on his cock with gusto, as much to breath as to excite -- she had swallowed almost his almost his whole length and his cockhead was at the base of her throat. It took all of her great expertise to avoid choking.
The woman was a slim and tall brunette, probably in her twenties. She wore a short cream knit dress and beige stockings -- Jack noticed her stocking tops and black snap-on garters when her dress rode up as she adjusted her pump. The dress was very tight and it clearly outlined her bra and narrow thong panties. It had a low V-neck, which showed her black choker and emphasized her pert, rounded breasts and her tight cleavage.
She straightened and came over to their booth, moving slowly and sinuously and meeting Jack's bold gaze without flinching.
"Excuse me," she said in a low, husky voice. "Aren't you Jack Grierson, the CEO of Clement Industries?"
"Yes, I am," said Jack pleasantly, recognizing her Russian accent. "Who are you?'
"I am Anastasia Olenskaya of the CNBC Social Hour," she said, her tone carrying just the hint of suggestion, but keeping her voice down to avoid her husband hearing. "We are putting together a series on our most colorful business leaders and your name has come up in our meetings more than once. I would love the chance to sit with you and discuss your social life. Your name is linked to so many different beauties, yet you seem to have a stable marriage. And your beautiful daughter-in-law, Isabelle de la Roque Grierson, seems to accompany you everywhere, even when you have another woman on your arm."
Isabelle tried to rise, but Jack tightened his grip and held her down covering her choking sound with a cough.
"If you want to write about my social life," he said in a low tone. "You'll have to become part of my sex life. Then you can write about it firsthand."
"I don't understand ..." she began.
"Come on now Anya," he said, using the common Russian nickname for Anastasia. "I wasn't born yesterday. You look like a Russian supermodel with great tits and ass, you have no journalism experience and you are already a program head for a major business network. I can do the math."
"I do a great job," she said stiffly. "You can see my ratings."
"Yes, yes, businessmen love to watch your gossip, since you wear low-cut tops without a bra. And you have enough wardrobe malfunctions to keep them salivating. I know your boss, Stu Bernstein. I know you banged him to get your job."
"I don't need to take this," she hissed. But even though her eyes showed her anger, she did not leave.
"I think you want the story," said Jack, moving his hips to allow Isabelle to a little breathing room. "Why don't we start right now?"
He allowed his free right hand to rest on her knee and then wander up her thigh, slowly. He paused as he reached the hemline of her dress and looked up into her eyes again. She still looked angry, but she stood her ground. He ventured a bit higher, getting under the hem of her dress and reaching the tops of her stockings. He traced a finger over her snap-on garters, first her left and then her right. His left hand was still buried in Isabelle blonde mane and he now began to move her head and his hips, fucking her mouth slowly.
Anastasia took half a step closer to give him better access. Now she saw Isabelle's back and rump beside Jack, though her head was buried in his lap and concealed by the tablecloth. Jack's response to Anastasia's encouragement was immediate. From her garters, his fingers quickly traced her inner thighs and reached her thong panties. He began kneading her crotch roughly, but adeptly. She was adroit as well, and rotated her hips, increasing the pressure of his fingers on her clit.
He massaged her thong into her cunt. Clearly, the sight of the semi-concealed Isabelle sucking his dick was turning her on, for she grew wet very soon. Jack pulled her thong down and her hands came down to help him. As the thong slid around her ankles he hissed, "Give me the panties."
She daintily stepped out of the thong and put it in the top pocket of his jacket. Now when she stepped closer, his hand went straight to her crotch. He inserted two fingers into her cunt and began to finger fuck her. Her cunt was warm, wet and tight around his digits. Each time he sank them in all the way, he ground his palm around her clit. She was breathing faster and faster.
He knew she was close to coming when she leaned over, took his head in her hands and began kissing him aggressively. Their mouths opened and her tongue was quick, hard and moist, all at the same time. Simultaneously, his grip on Isabelle tightened and he began to fuck her mouth harder as he mounted towards his own climax. Just as he felt Anastasia's lower body begin to jerk and her cunt begin to spasm, he let himself go. He still held Isabelle's head as he pumped two enormous gouts of thick, musky jism down her throat.
He felt Anastasia rub her firm and pert tits on him and mew into his mouth as she came.
The three of them slowly released each other, overcome by lassitude for the moment, as the sexual tension drained out of them. Anastasia leaned on the table to support herself. She leaned forward over Jack to keep her head out of the line of sight of her husband.
"Call my secretary," he whispered in Anastasia's ear. "She'll set up an appointment. And give my compliments to your husband."
Isabelle emerged from beneath the tablecloth, a thick trail of Jack's semen running from her lips and sparkling globules of it in her blonde hair. The two women locked eyes for a moment, appraising each other coolly.
"Well Anya, we should meet," she said, her voice slightly indistinct since her tongue still heavily coated with Jack's thick, viscous ejaculate. "But without Jack in between us."
"Perhaps," said Anastasia coldly, pulling down the hemline of her dress.
She turned and slowly walked back to rejoin her husband. Her panties in his pocket made her hip-swinging gait even sexier to Jack. As Anastasia disappeared back into her booth with her husband, both Isabelle and Jack finally became aware that Bethany was standing ten paces away, waiting with wide eyes.



"Can I take your order?" she faltered as she same closer.
"What time do you get off, Bethany?" asked Jack.
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"I've never understood what Carmen sees in you," said Reginald St James. "It makes my blood boil, the way you chase every tart and strumpet. I've had you watched, I've given her evidence, but she seems besotted with you. She says she doesn't mind your philandering, and she's never complained to me. But let me tell you, Jack, that if she ever does, I'll break you. I'll throw you back into the gutter where she found you."
"I keep her happy, Mr. St James. I've given you two fine grandchildren. And I run your businesses competently -- we make enough money to keep your trusts growing year on year. So you can play your kingmaker games in politics."
"That's only because of Laura du Paige, the Executive VP that I hired to run things while you are fucking the interns, the secretaries and any other trollop that comes your way. But for her, you'd bankrupt us. Don't think I don't know about the amount of money to pay your whores to support all your bastards. Your executive assistant, Farah Hojjat reports everything to me. It adds up to a pretty penny."
"Believe what you will, sir. I think I'm an active CEO and I'll put my track record of business success up against anyone in the Fortune 500. Let's agree to disagree. Carmen and I have been happily married for over two decades. I hope that one day you will come around to accepting that she is a big girl and can look out for her own best interests." He paused and looked around the crowded reception hall. "But don't let me keep you from enjoying the charity ball. I must get back to my hosting duties."
Jack left him with a smile, but inwardly, he was seething. I really want to hurt the guy, he thought. He came upon Carmen working the long punch table, helping an elderly dowager ladle out a drink. His wife was perfectly turned out as usual, in a tight red strapless cocktail dress. The bodice was cut low and the hem was a bit short, almost five inches above the knee. She wore red stockings and strappy pumps with high platform heels that accentuated her height. Her red choker had a heart encrusted with diamonds on it.
Jack walked up and stood beside her and she smiled at him.
"You look stunning, darling," he said. "Like a high class hooker. I especially like that you don't have a bra on."
"You're a bastard, you know that?" she said. "And how do you know? My bodice is ruffled, I could be wearing a strapless one."
He reached around her quickly and squeezed a breast, breathing in her ear, "See, I knew it as soon as I saw you, all the way across the room. Your breasts are firm, but I can still tell when you go bra-less."
A well-dressed couple in evening clothes came up and they were interrupted as Carmen ladled out punch for them.
Isabelle and Martin queued just behind them. Carmen made to get glasses for them, but Isabelle waved them away.
"No, no," she said. "I just wanted to see how you were getting on -- and to see if I could make a bet with you to raise some more money for the charity."
"What do you mean?" asked Carmen.
"I bet you ten thousand dollars that you don't dare take off your panties for the rest of the ball."
Carmen colored, but she did not falter.
"Why for that kind of money, I'll go to the ladies' right now," she said.
"Oh, no, no," said Isabelle. "For that kind of money, you've got to take them off right here."
"You must be joking," Carmen said, laughing uncertainly. Then when Isabelle did not join her, she continued, "You're not joking."
Isabelle shook her head.
"Ok, Miss Smartypants," said Carmen. "Right back at you. I'll double you -- twenty thousand dollars if you take off your panties right here."
Isabelle wore a powder blue, halter neck cocktail dress that reached her knees, with matching blue stockings and pumps. She wore a silk-chiffon scarf that was elegantly knotted at her throat. Her dress had a long slit up the right side, so it was relatively easy for her to reach up in the slit and pull her panties down. She let them slide down around her ankles and then bent gracefully to pick them up. She handed them to Carmen with a flourish.
"Mrs Smartypants to you," Isabelle said, with a grin.
Carmen took the wispy blue silk thong, nonplussed.
"Isabelle, really .... ," Martin spluttered.
Isabelle ignored him, saying, "Twenty thousand dollars, please."
"I'll deposit it in the charity ball account," said Carmen.
"In my name," said Isabelle.
"In your name," snapped Carmen.
"And another ten thousand, since you still have your panties on. In my name."
"No way," said Carmen through her teeth.
"Mother, don't -- " Martin's shocked expostulation went unnoticed as Carmen had already hiked her dress up and pulled her panties down about her knees. It was done so quickly that they did even get a glimpse of her pubis.
"Let me help you," said Jack, bending down and stripping the red satin panties down to her ankles. She stepped out of them with a flourish and as she did so, Jack retrieved Isabelle's thong from her hand. He put first Carmen's and then Isabelle's panties to his nose murmuring, "Both you women smell so sweet."
"I don't believe this," said Martin, clenching his fists in frustration.
"The charity is thirty thousand dollars richer, Martin," said Jack. "How can that be bad?"
Isabelle came forward and enveloped Carmen in a hug. She held her tighter than necessary and rubbed her firm breasts on Carmen's. The birth of her love child with Jack was recent enough that she was still lactating and up close, Carmen got the unmistakable smell of breast milk.
"You're full of naughty surprises Carmen," she whispered in her ear. "I would never have believed that you would take off your panties in public."
"You're the wild one," Carmen whispered back. "The smell of your milk is so exciting!"
"I love seeing you excited," whispered Isabelle. "I'd love to suckle you!"
She brushed her lips on Carmen's and let her the tip of her tongue dart out and tasted her lipstick. Isabelle's nipples hardened and the smell of breast milk grew stronger as some seeped out into her padded bodice. Carmen felt Isabelle's hardened nipples and her own nipples began to harden in response. She allowed her lips to part just a bit and Isabelle's tongue invaded her mouth.
The kiss was over as quickly as it began and Martin could not be sure if he had imagined the whole thing. But they still had their arms around each other. Jack recognized the heat in Isabelle's look and knew that what she wanted from Carmen was a lot more than a kiss. But he was surprised -- and quite turned on -- to see that Carmen was returning Isabelle's look with hooded and glazed eyes, her lips slightly parted. She was clearly enjoying this intimacy. Isabelle was quite happy to hold her mother-in-law tight. Out of their sight behind her back, she squeezed her buttocks through her red cocktail dress.
"You're so beautiful," Isabelle breathed in Carmen's ear. "Just thinking of you without no panties on is making me wet."
Then as Isabelle released her, Jack stepped forward and put a hand on the small of each of their backs.
"The two most beautiful women at the ball and both here without panties," he said in a low voice. "It's enough to give me a hard-on."
Martin's face grew set and he crossed his arms. He gave his father a disgusted look and said, "Trust you to say something filthy like that."
"Filthy is in the eye of the beholder, son," said Jack, knowing Martin hated to be called that. "I enjoy sex and don't care who knows it."
"With anything that wears a skirt," hissed Martin, so angry that he didn't care that his mother and wife could hear him. "Thank God Isabelle can't stand you."
Jack looked from Isabelle to Martin and back again.
"Really?" he said with affected surprise. "She's always been very nice to me. I am so pleased she has joined our family."
"Well, she's just being polite to your face. She's told me numerous times that she finds you repulsive."
"Is this true, Isabelle?" asked Jack.
"Martin, I told you that in confidence," said Isabelle, coloring prettily. "It is really not nice to repeat our private conversations."
"Well, it is time he knew the truth!" said Martin. "He thinks he is God's gift to women."
Jack's hand behind Isabelle's back drifted lower and he cupped a buttock and squeezed, reveling in its firm roundness under the thin cocktail dress. She moved her hips subtly, but seductively, so that his hand slipped into her butt crack. Jack looked down at Isabelle and said, "I am sorry, my dear. I don't know what I have done to offend you and bring on your dislike. Please tell me, so that I can try to become less repulsive to you."
"You ignore me, Jack," she said. "I feel that I am nothing to you, that you don't notice me. That you don't want to spend time with me."
"I will change that," said Jack solemnly. "I will try and make time for us to spend time together. And get to know each other."
With a great effort, Isabelle managed to keep a straight face. Jack dipped his shoulder and found the hem of her dress and darted his hand up her skirt. He slid it in between her upper thighs and pushed in to get his fingers on her crotch. Driving two fingers into her cunt he said to Martin, "From this day forward, I promise to be nicer to your wife. I will try to give her the attention that she deserves. And in response, I hope she will take me to her breast."
Isabelle gasped as Jack's fingers invaded her. She moved her legs slightly apart to give him better access and squeezed her cunt muscles hard. He worked quick circular motions and then ran his forefinger over her clitoris. She gasped again. Her breasts ached and she wished she could have Jack suck on her nipples -- she had suckled him just before the ball began, but she felt heavy with milk again.
"Are you ok, darling?" asked Martin taking a step forward and putting a hand on her shoulder.
"No, no, it's nothing," she said hastily. "I felt a gnat or some insect on my thigh. But it's gone now."
Jack knew exactly how to get Isabelle's motor running and in less than a minute she was very moist. She was having difficulty keeping a normal face, so he stopped moving his fingers and just let them stay there, encased in the warm wetness of her pussy.
"The more time you spend with Isabelle, the more chance she will have to see what a beast you are," said Martin spitefully. "She will never like you."
"Martin, don't speak to your father like that!" said Carmen sharply.
Martin looked sulky and said, "It's all true and you know it."
Jack withdrew his fingers from Isabelle's cunt, put them in his mouth and licked them off.
"Well Martin, you may be right. I may never get Isabelle to like me. But I intend to try."
Seeking to diffuse the situation, Isabelle took Martin's arm saying, "Come on, darling, I can't wait to dance with you commando."
Martin allowed himself to be drawn away reluctantly.
"Your father was at me again this evening," Jack said, as soon as Martin and Isabelle were out of earshot.
"Oh Jack, you've got to learn to ignore him ...," Carmen began. Then she gasped "Oohh!!" Jack's hand went up her behind under her dress and his fingers slipped in between the cheeks of her firm buttocks.
"He's always complaining about how I'm no good for you. Maybe I should prove him right!"
With that he pushed his middle finger into her ass up to the first knuckle.
"OOHH!!" Carmen's gasp was almost a squeal this time, but she put her hand on her mouth to muffle it. "Jack, don't! Someone will see!"
"Not if you control yourself sweetie," he said grimly.
He pushed deeper, up to the second knuckle. She tried to move away, but he put his other hand under the front of her dress and began kneading her mount. His finger and thumb expertly manipulated her clit and she very rapidly grew wet.
"Oh my God, Jack!" she hissed. "This is just crazy!"
"You like it, don't you?"
"No, no , ..."
"Well, you sound like you're getting excited. And your cunt sure feels that way."
He rubbed some of the wetness from her cunt on the fingers of his other hand. Then he let his forefinger join his middle finger in invading her ass. Continually lubricating these two fingers with her own womanly secretions, he got both digits two knuckles deep in her ass.
She was breathing very hard now and a sheen of sweat began to show on her face. Then another couple came up to ask for some punch.
"Do help these nice people, Carmen," said Jack, withdrawing his hand from her cunt and licking his fingers. At the same time he rocked his two fingers in her ass back and forth.
She smiled at the couple weakly, ladled out two cups of punch, and with great effort managed to avoid spilling any.
"Are you OK?" asked the woman as she took the cup.
"Yes, yes," said Carmen, through little pants. "I ran up to get here and I'm a little out of breath."
"Alright then," the woman said uncertainly. The couple departed, but the woman looked back over her shoulder a few times with a worried look.
"Jack, really, you've got to stop ..."
But he continued to rock his fingers back and forth and the flow of juices from her cunt increased. He used his third finger to continually lubricate his probing digits.
"Why?" he asked. She was getting too excited to think coherently and could not think of a reason.
Then her father came up on the other side of the punch table. She looked at him in dismay, trying to stop panting, but unable to do so.
"So good to see you again, Mr. St James," said Jack genially. His left hand was on the punch table, but his right was out of sight behind her back. "Carmen and I were just talking about you."
With that he increased the pace of his anal thrusts. She gripped the edge of the punch table with both hands and squeezed hard to try to get her mind off his anal invasion. But her excitement kept rising. A droplet of sweat slipped down the side of her face.
"Carmen! Are you OK? You're panting and hot!" her father said.
"I'm, ..., I'm fine, dad," she faltered. "I've been running around trying to keep things on ... track ... at the ball. Just a bit out of ... breath. I'll be fine ... in a couple ... of minutes."
Then to her horror, she felt the twitching in her cunt and recognized the onset of an orgasm.
"Dad, ..., you've got to go, ... I'll see you on the stage ... in a couple ..."
"I can't go and leave you like this!" her father exclaimed. "Come with me, Dr. Reynolds is here, you must see him."
She could not hold back any longer. Her self-control gave way and she began to come. She put hand over her mouth and tried to disguise her cries and upper body spasms as a fit of coughing.
Jack finally withdrew his invading fingers and stepped aside saying, "Just take it easy for a couple of minutes, sweetheart. I'm sure you will be fine when you get your breath back."
As the waves of the orgasm began to subside, she leaned on the table and was able to marshal her thoughts.
"I don't need Dr. Reynolds, Dad," she said firmly. "I'm fine, just run off my feet. I need to get to the stage and organize the raffle draw. I'll see you there. Jack, handle the punch table for a while till I get someone to relieve you."
With that she left them and walked quickly away.
"I told you, Mr. St James," said Jack with a smile. "Carmen and I are very happy together."
His father-in-law shook his head.
"I don't believe her for a moment," he said. "She was quite ill right now, that was obvious. And it's equally clear that you don't give a damn about her welfare." He pointed a finger at Jack. "I'm watching you, Jack. If I find that you're hurting her, you'll regret that you were even born."
They both watched her swinging ass as she walked across the floor. Just knowing that it was bare under her dress made Jack tumescent. He knew that her feminine juices were leaking down her thighs and wetting her stocking tops and he found this intensely stimulating. He put his hands in his pockets to conceal his growing erection.
"Hmmphff!" said Mr. St James, stamping off.
__________________
As promised, Carmen had sent someone to relieve Jack at the punch table and he now leaned on the bar with Comte Charles de la Roque, Isabelle's father. The count was a tall, distinguished looking man with a distinctly Gallic air. While he was neither as good-looking nor as athletic as Jack, he had the air of confidence and hauteur that came from titled old money. They were both sipping champagne, looking out on to the crowd at the ball.
"There are so many beautiful women here, mon ami," Charles said. "And nowadays the moneyed women dress like whores and make the blood pound in my temples. I know Louise and Carmen are here, but I hope you will give me a few introductions. If what I hear is true, there must be several women here tonight who have been in your bed."
"A few, perhaps," admitted Jack.
"It would be an interesting experiment, no? If one of them shares my bed, she could compare the two of us."
"Imagine that," said Jack.
"What do you think of that pair over there at the end of the bar?"
"They're much too young," said Jack briefly. "Fresh little hotties like that are too used to getting attention. They are sure to play hard to get and make you work too hard. See, there are already four or five guys talking to them. And even if you manage to get them into bed, they tend to be self-absorbed and that doesn't make for a good fuck."
"Well, who'd be the best bedmate at this reception tonight?" asked Charles.
"Are you sure you want me to answer that?"
"Of course, why would I ask if I didn't?"
"You may not like my answer."
"Try me."
"OK, but don't say I didn't warn you," Jack said, his gaze drifting over towards his choice. "It's Louise, Comtesse de la Roque. Your wife."
Charles took a step back, surprised. Then he shook his head.
"I had heard that you knew women, Jack. But this makes me wonder." He pronounced it 'Jacques'.
"Just look at Louise," said Jack nodding his head towards Charles's wife, away across the large hall. "She's gorgeous -- she was on the cover of Vogue, for Christ's sake. She works out, plays a great game of tennis. And she's got sexual experience. She's got a hot body, but old enough to know that her youth is behind her. So she is beginning to worry and that will make her less self-absorbed -- she'll be great in bed. Can you fault my analysis?"
"Great theorizing, Jack," said Charles. "But unfortunately, punctured by the facts. I know Louise. We've been married over twenty years."
"The two don't go together," said Jack.
"What do you mean?"
"Just because you have been married twenty some years, doesn't mean that you know her."
"Now you're being ridiculous. I live with Louise. I sleep with Louise. I know her mind and I know her body, both intimately."
"OK, let me ask you this. Does she have a tattoo?"
"Of course not!"
"Well, you're wrong, she does. At least two, in fact. She has a little heart on her right ankle. And a tiny tramp stamp on her butt, a pair of angel wings."
Charles stared at Jack for a moment.
"How do you know this?"
"Because I watch women. The more important question is -- how could you not know this? We were at the beach last weekend, do you even remember what she wore?"
Charles tried hard to remember and it showed as his brow furrowed.
"A swimsuit?" he said finally, his tone uncertain.
"A yellow halter-top, tie-on bikini. The panties were the size of my palm and if her hip ties had been any lower, she would have been arrested for public indecency. When she came out of the water her cunt was perfectly outlined, you could tell that she has a clean-shaven pussy. She got hit by a wave and one of her nipples slipped out for a while."
"You must have been staring at her the whole time!"



"Not particularly. There were a lot of bodacious babes on the beach that day. I just notice women."
"So do I," retorted Charles. "I just don't watch Louise any more, I've seen her body for years in every situation. For your information, I did notice Carmen."
"What was she wearing?"
Charles did not expect the question and floundered. "A bikini," he said uncertainly. "A green one?"
"Tan panties with a green and gold lamé embroidered bra. See, I've been married as long as you, but I still notice my wife. And I fuck her regularly and make sure I ring her bells. Do you do that?"
"Louise is not that interested in sex," said Charles, taking another glass of champagne from the barman.
"How do you know?"
"Most times when I initiate foreplay, she refuses me. She's almost always too tired, she has a headache, all the usual excuses. Sex has gotten a bit stale between us. So I have mistresses and casual lovers. I have a high -- how do you say -- sex drive, so I have a lot of them."
"When you do have sex with Louise, do you make her come?"
"I, ..., I think so," said Charles, considering. "I try to --"
"Charles, you've got to get her so hot that she's screaming, moaning and thrashing in the bed. If she has an orgasm, it's got to be one you can see, hear and feel."
"Do you get Carmen to do that?"
"Of course," said Jack, without conceit.
"I don't believe you," said Charles with a sniff.
"I've got a recording here on my phone. Here, put on these ear buds."
Jack started the video in the middle of him having sex with Carmen. She moaned as Jack pounded her and Charles felt himself becoming hard. It went on much longer than he expected; finally she came. Listening to her piercing screams and watching her thrashing body gave him a raging hard on. He handed back Jack's phone and ear buds in silence.
"Well?" asked Jack. "Do you make Louise do that?"
"It takes two to tango, Jack," said Charles, shaking his head slowly. "Carmen's a hot number. Louise is just a bit cold."
"There is no woman so cold, that she can't be thawed. There's always fire under the ice, Charles."
"Talk is cheap, Jack. You are just a lucky stiff who has a dream wife -- a firecracker in bed that lets you play the field. Every time Louise finds out about one of my escapades, she gives the silent treatment for weeks. I bet I could give Carmen to a hard orgasm, just like in your video. And that you couldn't do the same with Louise."
"I don't indulge in cheap talk, Charles. Is that a bet?"
"Are you serious?"
"Of course, I'm serious."
"Fifty thousand dollars. Let's begin tonight, at this ball. But there has to be video evidence."
"Done," Jack said. "Let's make the bet payable to the Ball charity. I'll even give you a head start. Carmen is hot to trot tonight. I've already got her cunt bare under that cocktail dress. Here are her panties. Smell them."
With that, Jack handed him Carmen's red satin panties. Charles took them uncertainly.
"OK Jack, but I do feel like I am stealing your money. Louise hates you -- she told me so. You have as much chance of having sex with her as with a nun." A slight note of triumph crept into his voice as he spoke the last sentence.
__________________
As it happened, Louise, Baroness de Croissy, Comtesse de la Roque was talking to Carmen, so Jack and Charles approached them together. Louise wore a very tight little black dress with a tie-on halter neck that left her back so bare that there could be no question of her wearing a bra. She had on black stockings and black strappy stiletto slippers. There was a diamond studded choker at her throat.
The band had started up a slower number and there were still many couples of the floor. Jack let Charles bow to Carmen and invite her to dance in his classic European style. Carmen assented with a smile and Louise and Jack were left together.
"Well, Jack," said Louise frostily. "I suppose it is only polite for us to wait here for Carmen and Charles to finish this dance and return."
"We could join them on the dance floor. That would make the time pass a lot quicker."
"I don't want you pawing me, Jack. I know what you want. I'm not one of your whores."
"Oh come now, Louise. Don't be calling your daughter names."
This stumped her and she fumed for a few moments. They both watched Charles and Carmen on the floor. He was an excellent dancer and clearly used it as part of his seduction routine. Without being obvious, he got his thigh in Carmen's crotch. His hands roamed over her back and buttocks and several times, gently at first, but then with increasing insistence. He managed to get her breasts tight on his chest. His moves were fluid and Carmen was clearly enjoying being led through the dance. Her mouth was slightly open and her eyes were bright. Jack knew the signs -- she was definitely getting horny again.
Her sex life with Jack had gotten her used to having multiple orgasms -- she almost always had more than one orgasm when Jack fucked her. So the encounter with Isabelle and the finger driven orgasm with Jack had only whetted her appetite. It did not take much to get her hot again.
"Looks like your husband and my wife are making out on the dance floor," Jack commented.
"Charles is always chasing women," said Louise, irritably. "That is one thing that the two of you have in common."
"Why don't we go out and do the same?"
"With any man in the room but you, Jack!" she snapped.
Jack grinned at her.
"You know, I think Charles may be right."
"What do you mean?"
"He said that you are frigid, boring bitch. I think you are so uptight that you wouldn't dare do anything wild."
"You are entitled to your opinion, Jack. What you think doesn't matter to me in the least."
Jack reached into his pocket, drew out Isabelle's blue silk thong panties and handed them to Louise. She was too surprised to refuse them.
"Is this some kind of sick joke, Jack?" she asked, arching an eyebrow.
"Those are Isabelle's panties. She took them off right here on the floor of the hall. So did Carmen. They bet each other and both won -- the charity is thirty thousand dollars richer for it. You wouldn't dare do something like that. Not even for a good cause."
"I am not boring!" she hissed. "And I am not frigid! When I want, I can make a man think he has died and gone to heaven. Le petit morte, as we say in French. But it has to be a man that I want."
"What's wrong with me?"
Louise looked at Jack contemptuously.
"You are just a rutting peasant. Your brand of -- how do you say -- 'slam-bam, thank you ma'am' does not excite me. For all his philandering, at least Charles is a classy gentleman who treats me like a lady."
"So long as that does not require making you cum," said Jack with utmost casualness.
Louise rounded on him.
"Who told you that?"
"Charles just did, when he said you are frigid."
"Bastard," she said under her breath, all but stamping her foot.
"You can prove him wrong right now."
Louise was too angry to respond. She continued to follow her husband and Carmen on the dance floor. Charles had her bent over so far back that her head was only feet from the floor. The move pulled down the ruffled bodice of her cocktail dress that had no straps to hold it up. It slid down an inch and both her nipples threatened to pop out. Charles held her up with one hand behind her neck and another on her rump. His nose was between her nearly uncovered breasts and he kissed her cleavage, letting his tongue dart out to tease the firm globes.
"You are an incredibly sexy woman, Carmen," he murmured, re-playing in his mind's eye the video of her thrashing in the throes of an orgasm.
He pulled her upright and right into his arms, with his leg placed strategically so that her crotch was jammed against his thigh. He used his hand on her rump to hold her tightly against him as he leaned forward on that leg, pushing even harder into her crotch. He could now feel her vulva through her thin skirt and confirmed to himself that she wore no panties. He ground his thigh up and down to the music, kissing the side of her throat. He could hear her breathing getting shallower and now her clitoris grew so distended that he could feel it too.
"I'll give you my panties," said Louise to Jack, her face hardening as she watched them.
"I'll make it easier for you," said Jack. "I'll just take them."
He reached up her skirt from behind, covering his actions with his body. She twisted away, but his other arm went around her waist and held her to him. He made a few slow moves with his hips, giving the impression that they were dancing. His probing hand gripped her buttocks tightly before his fingers found the high waistband of her panties. He pulled them down with practiced adroitness. He let them slip down her legs to her ankles and bent down quickly. She had no option but to lift her feet one at a time and let him retrieve her panties. He put them to his nose and then into his pocket.
"You are making a scene, Jack! Let me go," Louise kept her voice low, but her tone was sharp.
"We're two of a kind, Louise. Let me help you."
"You can do nothing for me, you filthy dog. Just let me go."
"Isabelle says she tells you everything. Didn't she tell you know how hard I make her come? And how many times? Just admit she's hot and you're frigid and I will let you go and not touch you again."
Louise ceased struggling, but her body was stiff in his arms. She did not respond immediately.
"I am not frigid," she repeated. "I am a mature and experienced woman. But I do not respond well to cavemen who just want to stick their cocks in my cunt."
"OK, tell me what you want. And I will give it to you."
The music stopped and Carmen spoke into Charles's ear. They returned to where Jack and Louise were standing. Jack could see that Carmen was very excited. Her nipples were engorged and made very obvious indentations in the bodice of her dress, even through the ruffles. Her expression was wanton. When they got closer, he caught the faint, suggestive smell of her womanly secretions that he knew so well. He was sure that she was leaking down her thighs again. Louise recognized the signs too, though not as acutely as Jack.
"Jack, someone needs to go back our house and make sure the caterers have set up for the after party," said Carmen.
"I'll do it," said Jack, easily.
"I'll come with you," put in Louise.
Jack looked at her sharply.
""I'll stay here with you Carmen," said Charles. "I'll help you with winding up the ball."
"Oh, there's no need for that," came a voice from behind them. It was Isabelle, who had come up unnoticed. "Papa, you can go to the house with Mama and Jack. I will stay here with Carmen and help her finish up. I know all the people here and you don't."
"But -- " began Charles.
Before he could go on, Isabelle took Carmen by the arm and they walked off. Carmen threw Charles a parting wave over her shoulder.
"Well," said Jack, pulling his phone out of his pocket. "I'll call Henry to bring the limo around to the front portico."
__________________
Jack motioned for Charles to enter the limo first and then handed Louise in. He got in last and as he settled himself in the plush cushions, Henry closed the door. He went around to the driver's side and they moved off, smoothly merging into the nighttime traffic.
In just a few moments, Jack's phone buzzed, indicating an incoming text. He pulled it out and tapped the screen to open the message. It was a photograph of the dark-haired stewardess that had been in the airport ladies' room when he fucked Trixie Ann Peters. She was in her uniform, but her was jacket wide open and her blouse was unbuttoned down to the waist. Her uniform scarf was tightly knotted around her throat. She had pulled down the cups of her black lacy bra and had a hand under each of her firm, young breasts, holding them together to form a tight cleavage. He recognized his business card in her cleavage, exactly as he had placed it in the ladies' room. Her nipples were hard and she had a red-painted fingernail scraping each one.
"I'm still waiting for you to make me scream like that woman I heard you fucking. I'm in town tonight. Call me! Scarlett." read the text across the bottom.
Jack looked over at Louise and Charles and saw that they were both looking straight ahead and not talking to each other. The fool, thought Jack. He should be all over Louise, now that he's struck out with Carmen for the moment. Otherwise he's going to be jerking himself off tonight.
He put his hand on Louise's thigh, unseen in the dark limo. She looked at him sharply and he showed her the screen of his smartphone, shading it with his hand so only the two of them could see it. She gasped involuntarily, but read the text carefully.
"Quoi de sur le smartphone, Louise ma cherie?" Charles asked in French. (What's on the smartphone, Louise my dear?)
Too little, too late, you bastard, thought Jack.
"None of your business," she snapped in English, without taking her eyes from the screen. Jack saw he had a winning hand and moved to push his advantage. He put one of his phone's wireless earbuds in her right ear -- the other was already in his own left ear. Tapping the phone's video player, he scrolled till he found the one he wanted, cued it up and hit play. It was his suite at the Hilton and they saw Jack propelling Trixie Ann Peters in.
[Trixie Ann put her files and leather sling purse on the dressing table. Before she could turn to face him, Jack reached around her and quickly unbuttoned the three large buttons of her jacket. Her brassiere was still pulled down from his mauling in the elevator. Looking in the mirror, he could see her magnificent breasts straining and pushed up by the undergirding red bra. He cupped one in each hand, kneading quickly and adroitly. He worked his way around the supple melons in ever-diminishing circles, until he reached her sensitive nipples and tweaked them again, this time working on them at length. She started to protest, saying, "Wait, wait, ..."
"Please," Louise heard Trixie Ann say in a shaky voice. "Not here. Let's go to the bed."
Then Louise heard her cry of "OH!!" as Jack held her down by the back of her neck, rocking back and pushing hard, sinking most of his enormous length into her. Louise's eyes were riveted on Trixie Ann as her whole body quivered with the invasion of his huge dick. She watched Jack draw back a few inches and thrust hard into Trixie Ann again, the thrust lifting her off her feet and dangling her heels in mid-air until he drew back.
Jack took a quick look away from the screen at Louise and saw her set jaw and tensed shoulders.
"AAARGH!!" Louise heard Trixie Anne's cry and in the darkness of the limo, her hand caught Jack's wrist.
Trixie Anne was breathing hard now and her glasses slipped down to the tip of her nose. Jack began to rock gently, drawing more and more lubricating vaginal fluid from her cunt as he whispered:
'What a tight little cunt you have, Trixie Ann. It's really turning me on. You are a great fuck, really great. Just rock into me, baby. Slowly, easy does it.'
Trixie Ann's frenzied cries grew louder as her excitement continued to rise:
"Oh, God! Oh my God! Don't stop! JUST DO IT! DO IT! JUST FUCK ME!"
By now her vaginal fluid was flowing so copiously that she began to drip on to the carpet between her legs. His last three inches sank into her and his mount struck her soft, thick cunt lips with a wet smack. She screamed. He remained deeply embedded in her, his hard dick throbbing like a great diesel engine.
Then he began to fuck her again, now working up a tempo. Soon he was hammering into her like a piston, slapping her wonderful rounded derriere each time he penetrated her fully. Suddenly she began to come -- she rotated her hips and cried out: "Oh, fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! FUCK ME HARD!" over and over again like a litany.
Then just as her contractions were winding down, he began fucking her again, quickly rising to a rapid tempo. His mount smacked against her behind with rapidity. Her pulled down jacket pinioned her arms and he held her down with his iron grip on the back of her neck. Every so often his thrust would lift her off her feet. Then he began to slap her buttocks -- sharp, hard slaps that left red welts. The sharpness of the pain brought on another orgasm, almost as hard. She screamed incoherently this time and Jack came with a series of grunts. He pumped gouts of thick, musky semen into her through a series of thrusts.
When he gradually withdrew, he held her up, for her legs could barely support her.
"My God!" she panted. "MY GOD! I'm in outer space!"
Still supporting her, he turned her around and pushed her down to her knees.
"You're not done yet," Jack said. "Lick it and suck it, Trixie Ann. Get it up and I'll fuck you once more for dessert."]
Jack hit stop on the video. Louise's grip on his wrist tightened and she looked up at him sharply saying, "Why did you do that?"
"Qu'est-ce que vous regardez, ma chérie?" asked Charles, a plaintive note in his voice. (What are you looking at, darling?)
"I already told you, it's none of your business," Louise snapped. "And speak English! You were using it well enough when you were trying to fuck Carmen just now!"
"Louise, ne soyez pas fou!" Charles tried to take her other hand. Louise jerked it away. (Now, Louise, don't be angry!)
"If you don't stop pawing me, I'll ask Jack to drop you off and put you in taxi," she said furiously.
Charles subsided into his corner of the limo, sulking.
"Isabelle told me about your fucking, but it is quite something else to see it," she whispered to Jack, her voice taking on a sultry tone he had not heard before. "You are an animal, a real caveman. No doubt you will make your young stewardess scream. But your rough sex will not excite me."
"Why don't you try me? Unless you want to keep busting Charles's balls for trying to fuck my wife."
"You have such a filthy mouth."
"You love it, don't you?" Jack grinned in the darkness of the limo.
Jack had his hand on the thigh of Louise's smooth black stocking just under the hem of her black cocktail dress. He slid it forward, moving towards her inner thigh. She unwound her long Hermès silk scarf and dropped it in her lap, concealing Jack's invading hand from Charles's view. She put her hand on top of his through the scarf with a view of holding him off. But he pushed harder and harder and eventually she could not resist him without making it obvious. He smiled with triumph as his fingers traced the smooth silk of her black stockings up to her snap-on garters. When he explored further, above her stocking tops, his fingers caressing the sensitive skin of her inner upper thighs, she put a hand over her mouth and coughed to cover a gasp. Jack leaned over very close and breathed in her ear, "I know I can make you want me."
She leaned back into him, with her lips so close that she left a dab of her red lipstick on his earlobe. With the movement, she could not help pressing her right breast into his chest as she whispered, "Try, you bastard!"
Just then, Jack's phone buzzed again, indicating another incoming text. He kept his hand ensconced between her warm upper thighs and pulled his phone out with the other. He tapped it to open the text. It was another text from Scarlett, the stewardess. She was wearing the same ensemble as before, except that she had painted her nipples with her bright red lipstick. And she had hiked her uniform skirt up around her waist. She had taken off her panties and now she had one long fingernail scraping her clitoris, which was red and engorged.
"I couldn't wait -- I already masturbated and came twice, thinking about you. I'm in the Marriott Downtown, room 1724. Come straight up. Scarlett." The text across the bottom was in bright red letters. Jack ran a finger over the screen, enlarging the picture. As before, he shaded the screen and showed it to Louise.



She involuntarily ran the tip of her tongue over her lips as she saw the picture and the message. Jack took the opportunity to push his invading hand further up between her legs and this time his fingers reached her bare crotch. He gently probed her vaginal lips.
"You were lying," he whispered in her ear. "You're wet."
Henry now turned into the long driveway of the Grierson mansion. He pulled up in the portico and came around to open the door.
"My husband will be alighting here, Henry," said Louise as he stood back. "Mr. Grierson and I will be going for a short drive."
Charles looked at Louise in surprise.
"Qu'est-ce qui se passe, ma chérie?" (What's going on, sweetie?)
"I told you it is none of your business," Louise said, sharply. "Just leave us now. You can keep pursuing Carmen."
Charles looked as though he would refuse, but then he slid over and stepped out of the car in a huff. Henry shut the door and came around to settle himself in the driver's seat again.
"Just drive around the back, Henry," said Louise as they began rolling again. "Park in the garage block."
Jack had his free arm around her now and kissed the side of her throat, just above her choker. Unconstrained by Charles's presence, he pushed two fingers deeply into Louise's cunt, all the way to their base. She gasped aloud.
"I'll make you come in less than a minute, Louise," he whispered in her ear. "I can't wait to fuck you."
"What about your stewardess?" she murmured.
"She's waited this long. She can wait a bit longer. But I'll give her what she wants."
"Vos doigts se sentent si bien dans ma chatte!" breathed Louise.
"What was that?"
"Your fingers feel so good in my cunt!"
Jack finger-fucked her with aggression, but great dexterity. And Louise showed him that she was anything but frigid. She had been holding back so long under Jack's active ministrations that now it was like a dam had broken. Just as Jack had promised, in less than a minute she twisted and bucked as she came, crying out in French. Her contractions were hard and spasmodic, akin to Isabelle's. Like mother, like daughter, thought Jack. Henry parked in front of the garage block, staring ahead stoically. He was used to Jack's sexual romps.
Louise lay back in Jack's arms as she wound down from her high. Then she said to Henry, "We'll leave you, now."
He came around and opened the door for them to leave the limousine.
"Thanks, Henry," said Jack as he came out after Louise. "Drive back to the ball and pick up Mrs. Grierson, my son and his wife." He slipped a twenty into his chauffeur's hand.
"Isabelle tells me that you use your summer house for your sexual trysts," Louise said as they watched Henry drive away.
"Sometimes. Do you want to go there?"
He put his arm around her waist as they walked a path into the woods behind the mansion.
"I thought it was you that was lusting for me," she said with a trace of irritation.
"I can bide my time, countess. I can leave you now, drive to the Marriott and fuck Scarlett's brains out. She's a lot younger than you."
"I'm much better in bed," Louise sniffed. To needle her, he squeezed her buttock through the thin dress. "See what I mean? A crude peasant like you could not appreciate me."
They walked on.
"Over the centuries, we European aristocratic women have learned to gratify kings and emperors. My Croissy title goes back to my ancestor Marie-Aude Rousseaux, the wife of a gentleman farmer from Normandy. She was a noted beauty and in the late 1200s she caught the eye of Philip IV, the Iron King of France. Of course, her husband gave the king access to their bedchamber. She put on such a performance with her mouth -- she was the only one who could deep throat his enormous length -- that the servants were said to have sold tickets for places in the backstairs galleries. She bore him a son and gave him so much pleasure that he said to her -- 'I will make our son the Baron de Croissy, madame. But in my bedroom, you are a queen!' The king died in her bed -- it was hushed up, of course. Royal blood flows in my veins, won in the bedroom."
"Well, your daughter has inherited that skill -- she gives head like no one else. She's an artist when it comes to cock sucking.
"Isabelle is a girl. I am a woman."
"If you are better than her in bed, then I'll get on my knees and beg you."
"I'm waiting," said Louise, smiling in the darkness.
They had come up to the summerhouse and Jack opened the door and bowed, elaborately gesturing the way in to the parlor. As she entered, he pulled out his phone and sent a quick text to Charles -- We are in the summerhouse.
In the middle of the parlor floor, he went down on his knees in front of her. He put his hands on the hem of her black dress and hiked it up till it was around her waist. He buried his face in her naked crotch, his tongue rapidly tracing the outlines of her thick vulva lips. She gasped at the suddenness of his moves. He kissed her clit lightly and then looked up at her face.
"Louise, I am lusting for you. Please, let's fuck."
"I'll give you a trial. If I'm satisfied, I may keep you for a while."
He came to his feet and his lips found hers. She kissed him back with a passion and skill that gave credence to her words. His hands found the tie of her halter and undid it. Still kissing her, he slid the dress down her body till it pooled around her feet. Then he picked her up and carried her to the bedroom.
He lay her on the bed and undressed himself with speed and efficiency born of long practice. He looked at her as he did so, lying on the bed, her nakedness accentuated by her diamond choker, black gartered stockings and pumps, and her long Hermès scarf double looped around her neck. He got into the bed and mounted her, his right hand finding her pussy to knead it quickly and confirm that she was still wet enough to take him. He moved to position his cockhead at her entrance, but she whispered, "No need, you bastard. I can handle you."
He put both his hands in her silky hair and pulled her face to him and kissed her again, long and lingering. She artfully wiggled her hips till his cockhead was positioned and he pushed it into her. She was as tight as his finger fucking had promised. She groaned deep into their kiss. Her groan grew to a squeal as he began pushing his huge cock into her. Deeper and deeper he sank into her, stabbing the last inch of his manhood into her with a sudden push that smacked his mount against hers. Then he lay there on top of her, feeling her hard, bullet-shaped nipples against his chest. He was embedded so deep inside her that his cockhead was embedded in her fornix. She felt the hot bar of his shaft against her cervix. The reality of his huge cock throbbing inside her innermost recesses and pressed against her most erogenous zones was so intense that she barely felt his weight on her. Charles had a big dick and Louise had experienced others, but she had never had anyone as big as Jack before.
"Mon Dieu, tu es grand," she panted. (My God, you are big.)
He pulled her scarf off and before she knew what he was doing, knotted it on one wrist. He pulled the long scarf through the bars of the heavy headboard and knotted the other end on her other wrist.
"What ...?" she gasped.
"I'm going to fuck you all night, Louise. Each time I pump my load into your womb, you're going to artfully suck my cock back to erection again. We're both going to remember this night."
Louise began pulling at her bonds and discovered that she could not move the headboard. As she realized she was well and truly tied down, Jack began to fuck her. He worked himself into a rhythm, driving gasps, then groans from her. Each time he thrust into her, his cockhead slid past her cervix. He was an impregnator; he felt the slick openness and tenderness of her cervix with his sensitive cockhead. She's ovulating, he thought. The notion of getting Louise pregnant made Jack so hard that it was almost painful.
By the time Charles let himself into the open door of the summerhouse, Louise was shrieking with pleasure. He tiptoed to the bedroom door and saw his wife with her wrists tied above her head, covered with sweat, and arching her back as Jack fucked her. She cried out in French, her cultured accent clear even in the throes of her passion.
"Baise-moi! .... Oohh!! .... Baise-moi fort! .... OOHH!! .... Ne t'arrête pas! .... OOHH!! .... continuer à me baiser! Je jouis encore!"
(Fuck me! .... Oohh!! .... Fuck me hard! .... OOHH!! .... Don't stop! .... OOHH!! .... Keep fucking me! I'm cumming again!) Jack did not understand her French, but recognized some of the words from fucking Isabelle.
Charles was just in time to see Louise come a third time as Jack groaned and began come as well. Watching Jack fuck his wife and pump his heavy load into her through a series of jackhammer thrusts, his cock swelled to full erection.
"Mon dieu, Jack," she gasped, as she pulled at her bonds, drawing her Hermès scarf into a tight leash. "Now I know what that woman meant, when she said she was in outer space!"
"We'll do this again and again tonight, countess. By morning, you'll know what it means to have your brains fucked out."
By morning you're going to be pregnant, countess, he thought. Your breasts will be tender and your nipples will stay hard. You'll take the pregnancy test in a couple of days, but it will be a formality.
Some time later, Jack straddled Louise's chest and put his softened cock on her face. She opened her mouth and her rosy lips went around his cockhead, forming a tight seal. As she began to suck on him, Charles pulled his cock out of his pants and began to masturbate.
__________________
After two drawn-out fuck sessions, both Jack and Louise were exhausted. They lay entwined on the bed in a tangle of arms and legs. Louise was still tied down, her wrists bound to the heavy headboard with her long Hermès silk scarf. Jack had tightened the knots after she fell asleep, so her arms were stretched above her head, making her breasts stand out. She still wore her diamond choker and black stockings held in place by her snap-on garters. Her black pumps had been kicked off in the course of their energetic sex.
Both of the lovers slept deeply for several hours. Charles remained seated on the floor just outside the door. He had cleaned himself up as best he could with his handkerchief, but somehow could not leave. He spent most of the hours staring at his wife, totally in Jack's thrall. Even in sleep, her expression was feline in its satiation -- like a lioness that has sated her carnal appetite. Though he would never admit it to anyone, he knew he had never fucked Louise like this or given her such intense orgasms.
It was almost four in the morning when Charles rose, stiff and cold, to return to the guest suite he shared with Louise in the Grierson mansion. As he did so, he dropped a pen out of his shirt pocket on to the thin carpet of the summerhouse floor. He stooped to pick it up and bumped against an end table, making a slight sound.
Jack was instantly awake. He saw the shadow outside the open bedroom door. His night vision had always been excellent and he recognized Charles's silhouette in the moonlight that streamed in through the summerhouse parlor French windows. He had been sleeping with both his arms around Louise, a hand on one of her magnificent breasts. Her face was beautiful in the repose of slumber and was framed by her silky jet-black hair, glowing dark blue in the white moonlight. Her breasts rose and fell as she breathed, inducing a gentle erotic quiver. He had kissed off most of her lipstick and the rest was on his cock, but her lips were still full and inviting.
Jack ran a finger over each of her nipples and kissed her, his tongue pushing open her lips, invading her mouth and searching for a response. Still asleep, she mewed, and her tongue, as delicate as a cat's, sparred with his thicker one. Her nipples quickly hardened in the cool night air and he put his arms around her again, to feel her breasts and nipples against his chest.
Charles heard Louise's mewing and stopped in his tracks. He resumed his position at the door, watching as Jack rolled his sleeping wife on her back. Semen from his two copious ejaculations had dried all over her pubis and down her inner thighs to her stocking tops. Charles could see the dull coloration in the moonlight. Jack began to tease Louise's clitoris with his fingers, eliciting a resumption of her vaginal secretions. He gently pushed his fingers into her cunt. In the warmth of her vaginal canal, his semen was still viscous and some dribbled out as he probed and stimulated her. Charles felt his hard on returning, but he could not understand why.
"Ce qui se passe? Ooh, qui se sent bien ..." murmured Louise, unsettled but still asleep. (What's going on? Ooh, that feels good ...)
John increased the pace of his ministrations on her vulva, and now began to suck and nip at her nipples. She really did have magnificent, natural breasts, full but very firm. He could see where Isabelle got her mammary assets. He was biased in favor of the daughter, but he had to admit that Louise's tits were marginally better. Louise was still half-asleep, unsure whether she was dreaming or not. She arched her back and stretched murmuring, "Mon clitoris se sent des picotements, ne vous arrêtez pas ..." (My clit feels all tingly, don't stop ...)
Finally, when Jack began kneading her breasts, she slowly woke and smiled at him. She tried to put her arms around him, but then realized that she was still tied down.
"Untie me, Jack," she said sleepily. "I need to get dressed and back to my suite in the mansion."
"We've still got a few hours," said Jack. "You look so fuckable that you've got me hard for you again. I want you and I want to make you cum again."
"Oh Jack," she said, fully awake now. "I came so many times that I lost count. We can't squeeze a lifetime of lovemaking into one night."
"We can try," said Jack.
He rolled her over and slid a bolster under her belly, raising her ass up invitingly. As he had said, he was tumescent, and he guided his cockhead to her wet entrance. He pushed into her doggy-style without ceremony. She was only beginning to get moist, but the gooey semen from his prior ejaculations provided plenty of lubrication. He began to fuck her again.
"Mon dieu, Jack!" she cried. "You're a machine! A jackhammer!"
Even tied down, he found her a willing partner. She rotated her hips adeptly, providing the "screw" in the fuck. The faster he pistoned her, the more rapidly she swiveled. She tossed her head and from side to side, as her excitement mounted crying out in French again, "Oh mon Dieu, je jouis! Encore une fois! .... Oooh!! .... Ne cessez pas de me baiser!" (Oh my God, I'm cumming! Again! ... Oooh!! ... Don't stop fucking me!)
Her movements were so coordinated with his that he felt he was in an incredibly intimate sexual dance with her. No matter how excited she got, or how high she climbed towards her orgasm, she never lost control. She was on autopilot, her body following his in perfect harmony. She really can fuck, thought Jack. It took iron will to control himself and hold himself back through the waves of her wild orgasm.
He did not let her descend completely, but began fucking her again. They continued to perform like sexual athletes, covered with sweat and matching each other's moves. Her rapidly rotating hips provided incredible friction, giving Jack an amazing ride. He felt he could ride her forever, but her next orgasm came without warning and she clenched him from her fornix down the entire length of her vagina. She squeezed him so hard that he could not resist. He began to come as well, pumping gout after gout of semen into her.
Charles had already come, spurting into the wall by his side. He watched Jack and Louise collapse in a twisted heap.
"No one has ever fucked me like that, Jack," he heard his wife whisper, breathing heavily. "I've never cum so hard."
"You are special, countess," Jack whispered back. "I'm addicted to you already."
This time Charles did slink away. He found his way to their guest suite, stripped off his clothes and climbed into bed. He tossed and turned, but he could not sleep. Images of Jack fucking his wife with such intensity crowded his brain and would not leave. He continued to see her tied down, to hear her impassioned cries, every French word and phrase that she squealed burned into his memory.
Jack awoke groggily at first light. He rolled on to Louise and eased his morning hard on into her cunt in the missionary position. She awoke to find herself still tied down, with Jack fucking her very slowly and gently. This was a side of Jack she had never seen and she responded in kind, arching her back and rubbing her magnificent breasts on his chest. The hard night had exhausted even Jack's enormous reserves and when she began to come in a tender, long-lasting orgasm, he came as well, but the volume of his ejaculate was minimal.
"Ah, ma cherie," she cooed. "You may fuck me as hard as you want, but I will tame you in the end."
All Jack could think about was the mass of semen that he had pumped into her. He knew he had bred her and could not wait to see her carrying his baby.
__________________
When Louise finally awoke, bright sunshine was streaming into the bedroom. She twisted her body to shake Jack awake. He smiled as he rose. The first thing he did was to kiss her nipples and suck on them, spearing them with his tongue.
"Jack! We've got to get back to the house before we are missed. Untie me!"
"Sure thing, countess," he said.
He untied her. The beautiful Hermès silk scarf was stiff and crackly with the sweat of her nighttime exertions and other dried fluids. He draped it around her neck. She rose and stretched, rubbing her sore wrists to get circulation going again. Her cunt was sore as well, but not unpleasantly so. She felt slightly lightheaded and the whole world around her seemed to be gently moving as though she were on a ship at sea. Donc, c'est ce que l'on ressent à être bien baisée, she thought. (So this is what it feels like to have my brains fucked out.)
Rolling out of bed, the first thing she noticed was the profuse flow of Jack's semen that began to leak out of her, making its way with syrupy steadiness down her upper thighs. It ran over the remnants of dried semen already there and got everything sticky again.
"Jack, you've put about two hundred million sperm into me," said Louise, fluttering her hands. "You're like a donkey with that huge organ of yours." She put her scarf to her nose and then ran her fingers over her garters. "You've even managed to get semen on my scarf -- it will never get clean, I'll have to give it to that maid, Conchita. And these stockings and garters will have to go into the trash."
"Here, clean yourself off," he said, throwing her a hand towel from the nightstand.
She caught it and wiped herself off as best she could. Then she found her pumps and slipped them on.
"Don't throw the towel at me like that," she sniffed. "I'm not your tennis partner. At least try and act like a gentleman."
Going out to the parlor, she found her dress where they had left it on the floor and pulled it on. Still naked, Jack came up behind her and tied on the halter strap behind her neck.
"There," he said, reaching around and plumping her breasts to settle them securely in her bodice. "I can be gentlemanly." He pressed his cock against her rounded ass and surprised her by beginning to get hard again.
"You would be if you would stop rubbing your cock on my derriere and tweaking my nipples through my bodice."
"I can't help it, countess," said Jack with a grin. "You have fabulous tits and an unbelievable ass. I thought they had airbrushed them in that Vogue spread last year, they looked too good to be true. But now I know that they are real."



"Ok, Gentleman Jack, give me my panties and I will get back to my suite. I really need to get in the shower before anyone sees me."
"Oh no, those panties are mine," said Jack, his grin growing broader. "Won in the bedroom, you know."
Louise bent and reached under her hem. She unsnapped one of her black garters and threw it to him saying, "Here, take this as well. Now you are my Gentleman of the Garter. It is appropriately semen-stained."
She turned on her heel and left without a backward glance.
Jack shook his head and walked back to the bedroom to towel off and dress. Then he slid open a section of the wall by the headboard of the bed. It revealed the control panel to a sophisticated audio-visual recording system with a maze of dials and switches. The system had cameras all over the summerhouse. There were twenty-five high-resolution cameras, sixteen of which covered the bedroom. They recorded every angle. Jack quickly worked on it, saving the recording and uploading it to his personal drive. He had now saved a very high quality video of his night with Louise. He employed a professional editor who would take the output of all the cameras and produce a professionally mastered movie. The final product quality was superior to commercially produced pornographic films.
Charles wanted video evidence, he thought. I'll give him a complete movie. He can listen to his wife's squeals and watch her thrashing body -- every minute of it.
__________________
Louise walked quickly from the summerhouse to the rear French windows of the Grierson mansion. She found that one of the sliding panels was open and stepped onto the flagstone floor of the lower hall. Conchita was dusting the mantelpiece and started when she saw Louise step inside.
"Good morning, madame," she said in confusion, bobbing a curtsey as she spoke.
"Address me as contessa, not madame," said Louise, irritably. She unwrapped the long Hermès scarf from her neck and handed it to the girl. "Here, this is for you. You should have it dry-cleaned before you wear it."
"Thank you, madame, ... I mean, contessa ....," Conchita faltered.
"Oh mama, don't terrify the poor girl."
Louise looked up. Isabelle stood at the top of the half staircase to the main foyer, dressed for the day in a yellow sundress and matching yellow shoes with block heels. She had a yellow scarf with white polka dots knotted around her throat. Louise had been hoping to make it to her suite without encountering anyone, and clicked her tongue in annoyance.
"What are you doing up so early, cherie?" she asked, hoping to keep the conversation short.
"Why, it is almost nine, mama. Martin and I have already had breakfast in the morning room." She put her hand on Louise's shoulder as her mother tried to walk past. "We missed you. Papa came in as we were finishing, looking like he had not slept -- we thought that the two of you must have been at it all night. But it appears that you were not with him. You're wearing your dress from the ball last night. So where have you been, you naughty girl?"
"None of your business, Isabelle. Now I must ask you to excuse me, I need to get a shower and change."
Some more of Jack's semen from deep inside her now reached her vulva lips and slowly began to seep down on to her upper thighs. The musky smell was very strong and Isabelle's practiced nose picked it up at once.
"Oh, mama, you have been naughty! Who's the lucky man?"
"I'll tell you some other time, cherie. I really must go now."
With that, she brushed past Isabelle and up the main staircase, hoping not to meet anyone else. Isabelle looked after her, an impish smile coming to her face. As soon as Conchita left the hall, she dropped the shoulder straps of her sundress, and pulled down the cups of her fashionable nursing bra. She tweaked each nipple, extracting a drop of breast milk from each to quiver on the tip. Then she took a selfie and sent it to Jack with the text -- "Where are you? I need to suckle you and tell you about my night. And hear about yours. "
Louise sighed with relief when she got into the anteroom of her guest suite without running into anyone else. She entered the bedroom, untying her halter and sliding her dress down, stepping out of it as she did so. Then she stopped in the middle of the bedroom floor, looking like she had when Jack had fucked her -- except that one stocking sagged slightly without the garter to hold it up. Charles lay in the big king size bed, wearing a silk dressing gown and nothing else. It was open and he was fellating his completely erect cock with one hand. I used to think Charles was big, she thought unconsciously. But not compared to Jack.
"Come here, cherie," he said. "My cock has been waiting for you to suck it all morning."
"Vous pouvez masturber. Je ne vais pas vous donner une pipe!" (You can masturbate. I will not give you a blowjob!)
"I thought you wanted to talk English," he said, a nasty tone creeping into his voice. "Suck my cock, or I will force you. Don't make me beat you."
Louise's eyes grew wide. This was not the Charles she knew. He had never raised his hand on her before. But his expression now was so mean, that the threat did not seem idle.
"I can beat your stomach and back with my fists and nothing will show. I know how to beat women discreetly -- I belong to two sadomasochist clubs in Paris."
"Charles," she began in her normal imperious tone. "Be serious. Don't talk of your silly sadomasochistic games in our bedroom. This is not the time for sex ...."
He cut her off, shouting.
"Don't push me, Louise! If you make me get up from this bed, you will feel my fist!"
He continued shouting, stabbing a finger at her with every sentence.
"I raised you from a penniless baroness to one of the wealthiest countesses in France! I paid off all the debts on your encumbered Croissy estate! Year after year I pay for its losses so you can hold on to your ancient ancestral castle and its associated lands! Now get on your knees show your gratitude! After all, it runs in your family -- your ancestor Marie-Aude got the Croissy title by sucking the big cock of the Iron King!"
Louise saw that he would not be mollified.
"Oh, alright! You are acting like a spoiled brat."
She slowly climbed on the bed and approached him on her hands and knees. He took her head in his hands, reveling in the touch of her silky hair. She opened her mouth and her full lips formed a tight seal around his manhood. The sight triggered a mental image of her sucking Jack, her hands tied down above her head. The anger made him harder. He savagely pushed his cock into her mouth.
She had not been boasting when she told Jack that she was adept at giving head. She arched her neck so that Charles's cockhead slid into the back of her throat and hit her epiglottis. He wanted to hurt her, so he was rough. He kept pushing without giving her the chance to prepare herself, till her lips were at the base of his cock. Then he held her head tightly, with his cockhead deep in her throat. Her hands caught his wrists, struggling to dislodge his grip on her head, but it was a futile effort -- he was much stronger than her. As she writhed, her marvelous breasts and hard nipples rubbed on his upper thighs, bringing a grim look of satisfaction to his face.
She was experienced enough to fight off the gag reflex, but it was inevitable that she began to drool uncontrollably. Her thick, threaded saliva dripped out onto his cock, his thighs and then down on the bedspread. Her eyes began to water and her nose began to run. He began fucking her mouth with short half-inch thrusts. He thrust hard, burying her face in his crotch, trying to stifle her. She tried to breath through her nose, but even so she got partially asphyxiated.
"Come on! Come on! Suck me! If I feel your teeth, I will beat you!"
Louise's fellatio was an art form; even bound in the summerhouse, she had sucked Jack to ecstasy. But the way Charles was choking her with his cock and starving her of air, she could not practice it. Unlike Jack who wanted to share heaven with her, Charles just wanted to punish her.
Nonetheless, she obeyed him and sucked as hard as she could. She knew it was a battle -- he wanted to keep her choking for as long as possible, while she wanted to make him come. Even half-choked, she was able to generate some suction and use her lips and her tongue in concert on his cock. Her skill was such that in spite of his best efforts, he could not last long. He came with a grunt, but continued to hold her head tightly, forcing her to swallow every drop of his ejaculate. When he let her go, she rolled over on to her back and drew great gasping breaths into her lungs, causing her superb breasts to jounce enticingly.
"You can suck cock, madame," he puffed. "You de Croissys are expensive courtesans!"
She lay there without responding for a moment. Then she pulled at the bedspread and covered her lower body to conceal Jack's semen that was glistening on her inner thighs. Sucking Charles on her hands and knees and thrashing as he tried to choke her, even more had oozed out. However, there was enough sticky wetness that the bedspread she pulled over herself grew damp at her pubic triangle. Charles noticed it and a smug expression settled on his face.
"I see that I have excited you," he said. "No woman can resist my cock, no matter how hard she tries."
She did not contradict him. After a few minutes, Charles spoke again.
"I will not ask where you were last night. But if you go to him again, I will divorce you and cut you off without a centime. Then we'll see how far your tiny income goes in maintaining your extravagant lifestyle as well as the grand old Croissy chateau and estate."
Charles was locking the barn door, but the horse was stolen. Jack had already bred Louise and she was pregnant with his child.
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Showered and changed, Jack and Isabelle were sitting on the back patio of the Grierson mansion. Isabelle had her four-month-old daughter at her breast, sucking greedily on her nipple. It was a brisk morning; Isabelle wore a wool shawl around her shoulders and the baby was swaddled in thick blankets. Jack watched them indulgently.
"Between you and your daughter, you suck me dry," said Isabelle, giggling. "My breasts are rarely heavy - I don't have to worry about sagging."
"You have the tits of a goddess, my love," said Jack. "Just the right size and shape, firm without a hint of sag. When we ran our 5 miler around the estate perimeter this morning, I almost tripped over myself a dozen times staring at your jog bra. You have just enough jounce when you walk or run that every man within eyeshot can't help ogling you. And when men stare at you, it makes me want to do this - "
He reached into her shawl and gave her free breast a quick squeeze, running his fingernail over her engorged nipple. She gasped and then giggled again.
"That's what I like about you, Jack. You glory in other men staring at me. When we are together, I feel like a prize. Martin hates it - he gets all embarrassed and angry when other men stare at me. Poor dear." She shifted in her seat, adjusting her baby to a more comfortable position. "I tried and tried to get him up this morning to run with us, but he just groaned and rolled over."
Jack did not want to say anything negative about his son, so he did not respond. But thinking of their early morning run, he began to grow tumescent. They sprinted the last hundred yards and without making it obvious, Jack had allowed Isabelle to beat him by a yard. Even though she knew he had let her win, it still made her happy. It was a beautiful morning and they collapsed on the dewy grass. Jack's morning hard on appeared with full force and he had carried her into the summerhouse. They were both covered with sweat and dew. Jack stripped off her running tights and tongued her cunt and then sucked so hard on her clit that she squealed as she came. She was at the right time of the month and her cervical mucus was clear - he was sure she was ovulating.
Tonguing a trail from her crotch up over her belly, breasts, throat and finally her lips, he rolled up her jog bra and mounted her. Then he began to fuck her hard. Thrusting his cock deep into her, the thought that he was breeding her again excited him so much that he could not restrain himself. Just as her powerful orgasmic contractions wrung his shaft, he exploded and pumped his load into her. Compared to their normal extended sex sessions, it was a quick romp, but it still made a mess of the pristine sheets on the summerhouse king bed.
Staring at her feeding their daughter now, he wanted her again.
"She's so like you, Jack," said Isabelle, eyeing the growing bulge in Jack's pants. "Greedy to the point of being insatiable."
"Enjoy her while she's so easy to satisfy," said Jack. "All she wants now is your tit. She'll be asking for horses and sports cars soon enough."
"Keep your filthy mouth away from my family," snapped Martin stepping out onto the patio through the French windows from the lower hall. He put his arms around Isabelle's shoulders and his tone abruptly changed and took on a honeyed note. "How are you, darling? Shall I ask the nurse to come and take the little terror away?"
Martin's initial excitement with being a father and his early enchantment with "his" daughter had faded with the passing months. He had not wanted to have children and as the baby became less of a novelty and more of a routine, taking more of Isabelle's time, he began to resent her. The family would have been torn apart if he knew that it was Jack who had bred his wife. A classic mother's boy with a strong Oedipal complex, he was obsessed with his mother. The fact that Carmen shared Jack's bed made him hate his father and everything about him.
"Come now, Martin, do sit with us," said Isabelle. "There's some tea in the pot and it's still hot under the cozy."
Martin sat by Isabelle. He poured himself some tea and took a few sips. Then he leaned over and tried to kiss her.
"Not now, Martin. Can't you see that I'm still feeding Alix?"
"All she does is eat. Day and night, she's always there. We employ a nurse and a nanny, for Pete's sake. Can't you give her to them for a couple of hours?"
"Oh Martin, she's in the nursery for hours each day when I'm working. Look how sweet she is! Everyone says she's the spitting image of you."
Jack rose and came over. He put his finger out and tickled his daughter's chin, getting a light touch on Isabelle's breast and nipple in the process. Without taking her mouth off her mother's nipple, Alix reached out and caught Jack's finger in her tiny hand and squeezed. Unlike Martin, he spent as much time as he could with Alix and he was the only one other than Isabelle, her nurse and her nanny that she allowed to hold her without shrieking.
"How are you, little Alix Angelique?" whispered Jack, wagging the finger that she held. She held on tenaciously, multi-tasking as she kept her mouth working on her mother's nipple.
Martin felt left out and looked away into the vast backwoods of the Grierson estate, sulkily.
"Why don't you leave?" he asked Jack with an edge in his voice. "Can't you see that you are intruding on us?"
"Martin!" Isabelle said sharply. "What's come over you? Apologize to your father."
"I'm just doing it for you," said Martin defensively. "You know you can't stand him. He always causes trouble."
"Whether or not I like someone should have no bearing on your behavior. Now let's sit down and converse like civilized folk."
Martin did not respond, and would not apologize to Jack. He gulped down his tea and rose saying, "I'm going to take a walk in the woods. Coming?"
"I need to finish feeding Alix," said Isabelle. "And then put the nanny will take her to put her down for a nap. Can you wait for fifteen minutes?"
"No, I need to get some exercise before work. I have to prep for my big interview this evening. I'm meeting with the Saudi commercial attaché at the Embassy reception."
He tried to kiss Isabelle again, but she offered him her cheek. He pecked her with bad grace and left with his hands in his pockets, whistling tunelessly.
"I wish he would take to Alix," said Jack. "He's got to learn to become a good father."
"Little Alix Angelique already has a good father," said Isabelle mischievously. "A father who loves her and who named her."
"Quiet!" said Jack, looking around. "You never know when one of the staff may be around."
"To think that Martin wanted to name her Suzette!" went on Isabelle. "Can you imagine! A name for a maid! Or a cat! You named her well - Alix Angelique, a fit name for a baroness."
"I thought the de la Roques are counts. Aren't they?"
"Yes, but the de la Roque title passes down the male line. My mother is a countess because she is the wife of Count Charles de la Roque. My sister Cecile and I carry the de la Roque name, but neither one of us will inherit that title. Since my parents do not have a son, it will pass to one of my father's cousins."
"But you said Alix is a baroness...?"
"Ah, it is complicated. In addition to being the Countess de la Roque, my mother is also the Baroness de Croissy. That is an odd title. Back in the 1200s, the first baron bequeathed the barony to his eldest daughter and decreed that it be passed down the female line. My mother was an eldest daughter and inherited the Croissy title from her mother."
"And you are her eldest daughter..."
"Yes, if I outlive my mother, then I will become," here she sat back and raised her chin dramatically. "Isabelle Marguerite, Baroness de Croissy. And after me, it will pass to little Alix Angelique."
"Well, you married the right man," replied Jack. "Through Carmen, Martin has earls and even dukes in his lineage. He's right when he calls me a knave from the gutter. That's where I came from."
"I hate him when he says things like that," said Isabelle, fiercely. "It makes me want to go down and suck your big cock right in front of him. It makes me so angry when people put you down!"
Alix had finished her feed and almost immediately fell asleep. Isabelle gently extricated her nipple from her mouth and activated the call function on her phone. A few moments later, the nanny emerged from the mansion and took the sleeping baby from Isabelle to put her down in the nursery for her morning nap.
As soon as the nanny disappeared into the mansion Isabelle moved over, sat on Jack's lap and put her free arm around him. She pulled Jack's head down towards her breasts. Alix had sucked one breast down its normal athletic size, but the other was still a bit puffed up, with breast milk dampening the nipple.
"Take my nipple, Jack," she hissed when he resisted. "Or I swear I will tear your pants off and suck your cock right here."
"But..." he began.
"Now!" she commanded. "I need you!"
Resigned, Jack obeyed. She covered his head with her shawl and he began to suck on her. As the sweet, rich breast milk flowed into his mouth, he had to move her buttocks to accommodate his growing cock. His powerful sucking was an intensely sensual bond between them - she gave out small gasps, making his cock even harder. Five minutes later, he was leaning in his chair, wiping his mouth with a napkin. Isabelle was back in own her chair, sitting primly and adjusting her shawl around her.
"Isabelle, you've got to control yourself," he said. "We're walking a delicate line here."
On cue, Martin returned from the woods, appearing around the side of the summerhouse. Isabelle waved to him and he came up to them briskly. This time she allowed him to kiss her, opening her mouth to receive his tentative tongue.
"After my interview, I have been invited to a very select private dinner at the home of the Saudi ambassador, darling," he said, as he straightened. "Do join me there. I'll ask mother to join us as well. The ambassador, Prince Mushtaq al Rahim al Khalifa sent a personal message asking me to bring the two of you along." It did not escape Isabelle that Martin pointedly did not ask Jack.
"Jack, isn't Prince Mushtaq your friend?" asked Isabelle, ignoring the frown that immediately creased Martin's face.
"I've done some business with him," he replied. "But it was years ago. We spent some time together on the golf course." And with some very expensive bra models, Jack thought.
__________________
Fifteen years earlier, Jack was in his late twenties, a business development manager reporting to his father-in-law, Reginald St James then the CEO of the conglomerate. Jack had achieved some success, but nothing that his hypercritical father-in-law considered of much value. He bought a lingerie-modeling agency, and it was very profitable, but Mr. St James made him incorporate it as a separate business with Jack as CEO, to distance what he called the "distasteful business" from the mainstream operations of the conglomerate.
Jack met Prince Mushtaq through a business acquaintance and together they identified a very lucrative deal that involved setting up and running a chain of luxury hotels in the Middle East. Jack quickly saw that if he could pull this deal off, the associated service contract would bring in almost fifty million dollars into the corporation's coffers. This was sure to get Mr. St James off his back and give him the Vice Presidency he had dangled before him ever since he had married Carmen.
Jack regularly invited models to company social events, especially when clients and potential clients were around. He had convinced Mushtaq and his business team that the deal made good business sense. Now he just had to land the whale - to get Mushtaq to sign off on the financing contract. He knew from the grapevine that the prince was into the high life - beautiful women, fine wines, haute cuisine, expensive cars and other boy toys. So he invited him to dinner at a Michelin starred restaurant and brought along two bra models. The willowy models made a good living off their modeling contracts. But when Jack presented them with expensive diamond jewelry and ordered a couple of thousand-dollar bottles of wine, they were quite happy to spend time with the two men.
They were all quite drunk by midnight and retired to Jack's suite at the Hilton. Both women were extremely exotic (in the years that followed, Jack spent a great deal of time with both of them). One was a tall, part-Asian blonde whose parentage showed in her slant eyes and high cheekbones, while the other had a wholesome all-American cheerleader look, but with dusky skin that suggested some black blood. Mushtaq and Jack started by fucking each of them separately and then they traded places. After polishing off a bottle of champagne, they resumed their carnal activities by double-teaming first one of the girls and then the other. The girls were not so keen on the double-penetrations, but Mushtaq was quite rough in bending them to his will. He seemed to take extra pleasure in their resistance. In the early hours of the morning, he demonstrated his satisfaction signing the contract with one of the bra models on her knees sucking him off.
Indeed he was so happy that he insisted on reciprocating by inviting Jack to spend a night on his large yacht. After a fine dinner, washed down with some vintage wines, they went on deck to laze on chaises and watch the moonrise. Ahmed, Mushtaq's major domo came to them, leading a tall young woman covered from head to toe in a burkah as black as the night. Her face was pale, but her blue eyes were modestly downcast. Mushtaq introduced her as his favorite concubine, Leyla Aliyeva, and offered her to Jack for the night. His only stipulation was that Jack wear a condom - Leyla was only nineteen and he was in the process of breeding her himself.
She's from one of the Muslim areas that used to be part of the old USSR, thought Jack. She must have a lot of Russian blood - that accounts for her height, pale skin and blue eyes. She will give him a gorgeous child. No wonder Mushtaq wants to breed her.
Jack was happy to agree to the terms. If she was Mushtaq's favorite, he was sure that beneath the all-covering burkah she was gorgeous, as well as a good fuck. Mushtaq gave Jack his own opulent stateroom and left them alone. The burkah-clad girl stood passively by the massive bed. Jack let his hands roam over her the silken robes, feeling her young body through them, kneading her ass, her tits and her crotch. His adept ministrations made her catch her breath several times. He went down under the hem of the robes and tented under them, continued exploring her body with his hands. Enveloped in the semi-darkness of the swirling silk was a new experience for him and he found it intensely erotic. He traced the lines of her black Valentino shoes with his fingers, wondering why such a tall woman would wear high heels. Underneath her burkah, she wore very expensive black lingerie - stockings with garters, satin panties and a strapless demi-bra.
Jack kissed her crotch, first through the panties and then drew them down and pulled them off. He set to work on her cunt, licking her vulva and spearing her vagina with his thick tongue. He heard her rapid exhalations that grew to gasps. It was a novel experience as she was shrouded from him by the voluminous swirls of the silken burkah.
Once he got her moaning steadily, he began to work on her clit, kissing it, spearing it with his tongue and gently sucking on it. He stopped and delayed several times, ramping her excitement up, and then lowering her down again. He knew he was driving her wild, for her hips began to gyrate wildly and her hands grasped his head through the silken folds of the burkah and pulled him into her crotch tightly. Simultaneously, she arched her back, as though she were trying to open her innermost gate to his face.
"Bozhe moy, chto ty delayesh' so mnoy?!" she cried out. (My God, what are you doing to me?!) Jack could not understand the words, but he recognized that she was crying out in Russian and guessed what she was saying from her tone. He kept teasing her for almost fifteen minutes, drawing ever more strident cries from her.
"Otday yego mne!... Okh!... Sdelayte mne diplom!... Okh!!... Teper'!... Okh!!... Teper'! (Give it me!... Ooh!... Make me cum!... Ooh!!... Now!... Ooh!!... Now!)
Finally, he kept his lips sealed around her engorged clit and sucked till she exploded. Her orgasm was massive and while her cries were not particularly loud, her contractions and the thrashing of her body were some of the most intense Jack had seen.
He came out of the tent of the burkah and held her in his arms. As he held her, he adroitly removed his polo shirt and trousers. She trembled, whispering to him, "Nikto ne delal etogo so mnoy prezhde. Bozhe moy, vy menya na nebesakh!" (No one has ever done that to me before. My God, you put me in heaven!)
He continued to fondle her and searched the silken folds for the hooks that held the robes on. It took patience to search the unfamiliar garment, but slowly and steadily he unfastened hook after hook until the smooth black silk slid off her body and pooled at her feet. She now only wore her lingerie, shoes and the black silk headscarf tied around her head, covering her hair. Jack picked her up and carried her to the huge bed.
Lying together on the bed, he held her very gently, running a hand over her smooth cheeks, kissing the tip of her thin nose. She snuggled up to him, as though this gentleness was new to her. Her demi-bra only covered the under-swells of her breasts and left her nipples bare - he slid down, kissed and then sucked on them, making them hard and stiff again. She sighed with contentment. He found her cunt again with his fingers, assuring himself that she was still very wet.
Mushtaq had thoughtfully provided a box of maxi condoms on the nightstand. Jack broke the seal on one with the objective of putting it on. But before he could do so, she softly held his wrist and extricated it from his hand.
"Leyla, I promised Mushtaq I would use a condom," said Jack, wondering if she would understand.
"I put it on you," she said, smiling. "My way. You see."
She put the condom on her tongue in reverse. Glancing over his shoulder, Jack saw the condom box bore the label "vanilla-flavored" and now realized why. She went down on him and her eyes grew round with amazement at the sight of his rampant manhood. Undeterred, she opened her lips wide and dexterously worked her tongue to slide the condom over his cockhead. Then forming a tight closure with her lips behind the roll of the condom, she held Jack's hips as she pushed forward, covering his cock with the condom while at the same time she took more and more of him into her mouth. She arched her neck, but even though she tried valiantly, she could not take more then three quarters of his enormous cock into her mouth. Jack did not force her, but sat back and let her try on her own.
Finally, she came up for air and sat back on her haunches with saliva running down the sides of her mouth.
"Mne ochen' zhal'; chto vy slishkom bol'shoy!" she panted, gesturing with her hands to indicate his length. (I'm sorry; you are too big!)
Jack took her in his arms again and kissed her. She put her arms around him and kissed him back, rubbing her beautiful young breasts on his chest. Then he pushed her on to her back and mounted her. He pushed his cockhead into her, glorying in her warm and wet tightness. She whimpered, but said faintly, "Yebat' menya, yebat' menya trudno." Then she repeated in English, "Fuck me. Fuck me hard."



Jack kept thrusting into her, sinking a few more inches each time. With the third thrust he sank his entire length into her and when she felt his mount smack on hers she cried out, "Bozhe moy, ty u menya v gorle!" (My God, you are in my throat!") Jack worked on her steadily, building up his tempo, giving her a chance to become accustomed to his huge dick. Her excitement rose in sync with his tempo. Her thighs threshed, her nails raked his back and she kissed him with abandon. Her tongue sparred with his and would not let him break off the kiss. She breathed into his mouth, exuding the vanilla scent of the condom together with smell of her expensive perfume.
Soon she was past the limits of her experience. No man had ever fucked her this long without cumming. She wondered how Jack maintained his control, for she felt herself losing hers.
"Yebat' menya!... Okh!!... , Yebat' menya gluboko!!... Ookh!!... Ne ostanavlivaysya!... Okh!!... Yebat' menya trudno!!" (Fuck me!...Ooh!!... Fuck me deep!!... Oooh!!... Don't stop!... Oooh!!... Fuck me hard!!)
She came again. As was his wont, Jack did not stop fucking her, but continued through her massive contractions and the thrashing of her body, impaling her on her cock. He had her so sensitized now that she came twice again in succession, so quickly that neither of them could tell when one orgasm ended and the next began. This double whammy brought Jack over the edge and he came, pounding her and filling the sac of the condom with his jism.
Afterwards, he cuddled her in her afterglow, still excited by contrast between the tightly bound black headscarf that still covered her hair and her racy lingerie.
"You are amazing, Leyla Aliyeva," whispered Jack.
She was still breathless, but whispered back, "I love you, Jack Grierson."
Jack had assumed that Mushtaq would provide him with a high-class hooker and had been prepared to pay a fat tip out of the wad of cash he had in his wallet. But holding Leyla in his arms and looking into her big blue eyes, somehow this course of action seemed seedy. He wracked his brains for something to give her. At his wit's end, he pulled off his high school class ring. It was embossed with his school coat of arms and the year of his graduation, and it meant something to him. He gave it to her saying, "To remember me by." He expected her to show her distaste for the cheap trinket, and was surprised by the childish glee with which she took it, kissed it and held it to her breast.
A few minutes later there was a discreet knock on the door. Jack rose, toweled off and pulled on his pants before saying, "Enter."
Ahmed, the major domo opened the door, but did not enter.
"Mr. Grierson, the guest suite is ready for you."
Jack looked around at Leyla as he gathered the rest of his clothing. She was a study in extremes, with her modest black headscarf and her voluminous burkah on the floor by the bed, her near nakedness accentuated by her demi-bra, garters and stockings. She blew him a kiss.
The next morning, Jack breakfasted with Mushtaq on the deck. The prince seemed preoccupied and did not bring up the previous night, so Jack politely did not mention it either. He was disappointed that Leyla was nowhere in evidence. He almost asked about her a dozen times, but each time he stopped himself. After they finished breakfast, Mushtaq escorted Jack to the gangway, followed by Ahmed. Jack's limo was on the quay with Henry behind the wheel.
"Thanks for coming aboard, Jack," said Mushtaq. "I think we're even and we've sealed our deal. We'll both make millions out of it."
"Yes, we will," replied Jack. When he settled into the cushions of the limo, he looked out the window at the massive yacht, running his eyes over the decks and the portholes, wondering where Leyla was.
He thought that was the end of it and told himself he should forget her. But two days later, he was working late and decided to stay in his suite at the Hilton for the night. He had Henry drop him there and as he was getting his key card from the desk, the clerk said, "Mr. Grierson, there is a woman here to see you. She came yesterday and waited for you all evening. Today she has been waiting for almost three hours. She's in the lobby over by the fireplace."
Jack looked over to see Leyla rise and walk toward him. She was dressed as before in a black burkah, the black headscarf tightly bound over her hair. Neither one of them spoke, but she fell into step with him as he walked towards the elevators. They entered his suite together. As usual, there was a bottle of Dom Perignon in a silver bucket waiting for him. He opened it and poured out two flutes, handing her one. They clinked and sipped the bubbly wine.
"I want you," she said.
"What about Mushtaq?" asked Jack. "If you stay with me, he will kill both of us."
"It is the right time of the month for me - and I want your baby," she said simply. "I know how to keep him happy. He will think it is his and he will never know."
So Jack fucked her that night and pumped his seed into her. He fucked her four times, making her scream with orgasm after orgasm. She was right; she was indeed ovulating. By morning he was sure he had bred her.
__________________
Henry pulled up in the portico of the ambassador's residence in a long line of limousines. Jack and Carmen sat in the rear cushions with Martin and Isabelle facing them. Jack's presence had ruined the evening for Martin. He had hoped to have his mother and wife to himself, away from his father's shadow, showing off his rich and powerful connections. He sat quietly fuming while Carmen prattled on with Jack and Isabelle.
"Prince Mushtaq is always in the society pages isn't he?" she said. "Always escorting some society beauty. You used to know him, didn't you Jack? When did you see him last?"
"Not since we did that hotel deal together. Remember, the one that got your father to promote me to Vice President."
"Oh, I remember that one! We flew to Dubai together for the opening. That was such a grand affair. That was when he rode a camel with me. I thought he was so colorful, like someone out of a movie. He certainly goes after what he wants."
Mushtaq had desperately wanted to bed the young Carmen. She was flattered by his attentions - she flirted with him and they exchanged some mild innuendo. But when he took encouragement and began to make physical advances, she drew back. He grew quite insistent but the more he pushed, the more she resisted, until she grew quite sharp. Jack remembered the whole thing very well, so he did not respond.
The large front double doors were open, but there were half a dozen hard faced security men with earpieces and large bulges under their armpits. Martin handed the card he had been given at the Embassy reception to one of the men, who scanned it on a bar code reader.
"Mr. Martin Grierson, Mrs. Isabelle de la Roque Grierson and Mrs. Carmen St James Grierson," he read off the screen in front of him. "I only have the three of you on my list. I cannot admit anyone else."
Martin smirked. Isabelle saw it and her lips compressed into a thin line. She was furious at her husband's spiteful trickery and eased her arm away from him.
"That's OK," said Jack easily. "I'll leave. Henry can take me to the office, there are few things I need to catch up on."
"No, no," remonstrated Carmen. "There must be some mistake. I only agreed to come this afternoon. Martin, you did give them your father's name at the same time as mine didn't you?"
"Of course, mother," said Martin innocently.
"Is there someone you can call?" asked Carmen.
"Don't worry, dear," said Jack. "Just go on in and have a great time."
Just as Jack was turning to walk away, Mushtaq's major domo Ahmed appeared. He bowed, welcoming Martin, Isabelle and Carmen. Then he called out, "Mr. Grierson, is that you?"
"Yes," Jack said, turning around, his hands in his pockets.
"Prince Mushtaq begs that you will join the dinner party," he said. "Please forgive the oversight in the guest list."
"I do not wish to intrude," said Jack.
"Mr. Grierson, the prince has authorized me to say that he will take it as a personal favor if you will attend."
"That is very kind of him," said Jack, walking back in past the security men. He joined Carmen, Martin and Isabelle, pretending not to notice his son's nasty look.
Given the size and splendor of the ambassador's residence, the dinner was an intimate affair. There were just about twenty of Mushtaq's closest friends there. It was served as a buffet and presided over by Mushtaq's oldest son Aziz, who was just a year younger than Martin. Martin sought out Mushtaq and made a show introducing him to Isabelle and Carmen. Jack hung back at the fringes of the gathering, eating little, but watchful. There was an Arabian sword dance with a troupe from Riyadh, who performed with real swords. At the conclusion, Mushtaq took one of their swords, threw up an apple and expertly sliced it two in mid-air, demonstrating both his skill as well as the razor sharpness of the blade.
After dinner, Mushtaq's youngest wife appeared, fully covered in a black burkah. She had a small child in her arms that was introduced to all present as Mushtaq's youngest child. After making a round of the room and being introduced, she disappeared back into the interior of the residence. Then Jack's heart stopped as Leyla entered, leading a three children, a tall blond-haired, blue-eyed boy of about fourteen and two younger, darker girls.
"My son Akhbar," announced Mushtaq. He did not bother to introduce his daughters. Dressed in her black burkah and headscarf, Leyla just stood there without even looking up to see who was in the room. But even as she fixedly looked at the floor, Jack's close scrutiny revealed that she had a very distinct black eye. Mushtaq went to her and put an arm around her waist.
"Leyla is my dearest friend," he said. "My life would be empty without her."
Leyla's cheeks went red with his words. She quickly turned and left, taking her three children with her.
"She is shy," said Mushtaq. "She cannot abide any company but mine."
Jack watched her disappear through the door. He was assailed by a vague feeling of disappointment that she had not acknowledged his presence. It was a lifetime ago, he thought. An impossible liaison. What I thought we had was just my imagination.
He was lost in thought when he was suddenly jerked back into the present by a tap on his shoulder. It was Mushtaq.
"Could we have a word? In private?"
Jack followed Mushtaq out of the reception hall down a corridor and into a cozy book-lined study. Mushtaq poured out two snifters of hundred-year-old brandy and handed Jack one. They sipped in silence for a long moment.
"What did you do to her, Jack?"
"I don't know what you are talking about."
"You know very well. I love Leyla to distraction. Giving her to you was the worst mistake. I don't know what happened between the two of you on my yacht, but that night changed our lives. Before that night she loved me as much as I love her - she lit up like a candle whenever I entered the room. After that night, it was as if a light switch was turned off. She has not loved me since."
"Mushtaq, you must see how ridiculous this sounds."
"I would not have believed it if I did not live it, every day. She does everything I ask. Except love me. Year after year, you remain in her thoughts. I do not understand it - I give her everything."
"Including beatings."
"Yes, I beat her on occasion. When she first came into my harem, I never beat her; she was the one who used her nails on me. It was exciting! Now I beat her just to get her to react to me like she used to, but she just cowers like a mongrel bitch. You took the spark out of our relationship, Jack."
"Well, you've got what you wanted from her. Three beautiful children."
"Yes, I wanted a blond child and she has given me Akhbar. The boy is so like me! You should see how he handles a falcon."
Jack swirled his brandy in the snifter and did not respond.
"She's a delicate flower," he said finally. "Cherish her, for you will not find another like her."
"Bah!" said Mushtaq. He tossed back what was left of his brandy. "I'll leave you to finish your drink in peace." He left Jack in the study, shutting the door behind him with a thump that rang of finality.
Jack sat on the massive oaken desk and took another sip of the fine brandy. He closed his eyes, savoring the exquisite taste. When he opened his eyes, Leyla stood before him, dressed as always in an all-enveloping black burkah and headscarf. He gawked at her, but unlike in the reception room, she looked straight into his blue-gray eyes. He saw the full reality of the black, purple and blue bruising around her eye. Impulsively, he put down his brandy snifter, covered the few steps between them and took her in his arms. He cradled her head and ran his fingers gently, ever so gently, over her bruised eye.
She looked up at him and smiled.
"What do you think of our son?" she whispered.
Jack's look was answer enough. He kissed her and she kissed him back, desperately, frantically, as if to make up for all their years apart. She rubbed her body on his, rousing his manhood to a full erection.
"We can't," gasped Jack. "Not here."
"I leave for Riyadh tomorrow. Mushtaq may never let me leave Arabia again." She looked up at him again. "You must give me another child to love in that desolate harem. Akhbar belongs to Mushtaq now."
Jack looked over at the study door doubtfully.
"I lock it when I come in," she said, her English deteriorating as she spoke faster. "And there is secret passage out if someone comes."
He still looked doubtful, but she smiled impishly. She extricated herself from his arms.
"Let me show you what they taught me in the harem. I dance for you."
She pulled out her smartphone and cued up some haunting Middle Eastern music at a low volume. Joining her hands above her head, she undulated her body in time to the music, moving slowly and snake-like. Covered from head to toe, she still managed to convey the shape of the sexy body underneath. She danced up to Jack and then retreated, up and back several times. Each time she advanced, she unfastened more hooks of her burkah, so that it began to slip down her body. With a final swing of her hips, she allowed the voluminous garment to slide completely down and off. She stood in a statuesque pose, with her arms above her head, raising her already firm breasts. Her tightly wound headscarf still covered her hair. Under the burkah she wore exactly the same clothing as she had at their first meeting, the demi-bra, black stockings, garters and pumps - but she had no panties on.
Jack picked her up and carried her to desk. Laying her on it, he made to go down on her but she remonstrated, "No time for that. I'm all wet - I was masturbating thinking about you. Just fuck me. Put your baby in my womb."
So Jack fucked her. It was artless, for they were both in a hurry. Her masturbation has sensitized her and she came very quickly. She was no longer the nineteen-year-old he had known and the orgasm almost drove her to hyperventilation. He remained deeply embedded in her, filling her with his huge cock that pulsed with his heartbeat, listening to her panting. As her breathing slowed she said, "Let me show you something else they taught me in the harem."
She scissored her stocking-clad legs around his waist and arched her back. She rolled her hips, squeezing his cock with her tight vagina and whispered, "It is called the love of the belly-dancer." She rolled her hips first in one direction and then the other. The sensation of her tightness massaging his dick was so pleasurable that he groaned. When he began fucking her again, he only lasted a few quick thrusts before he climaxed, driving his seed into her womb.
Slowly, his erection began to subside, but he remained in her, knowing that withdrawal would mean goodbye.
"Why did Mushtaq beat you?" he asked.
"Always same reason," she said, pulling on the black ribbon choker around her throat. Jack saw that his high school ring hung from it. "He want ring you gave me. Every time, he offer exchange for sapphire ring, diamond ring, but I forever say no. So he be angry, make a great fist and hit me."
Unconsciously, Jack tightened his hold on her. He felt his eyes sting.
"Hush," she said, wiping his eyes. He was surprised for he did not realize that there were tears in his eyes - he could not remember the last time he had shed tears. "I have only had two men in my life. One loves me and beats me. I love the other and I do not want him to cry."
"Give him the damn ring," said Jack, his voice harsher than he meant it to be. "It is a worthless trinket. Let him destroy it - it is not worth all this pain."
"No!" He was surprised by the stridency in her voice. "It is my memory of you. I take it with me to my grave. If he wants it, he must kill me."
Jack knew that Mushtaq funded a dozen different terrorist groups and had no shortage of hardened killers at his beck and call. She was a delicate fawn surrounded by wolves. There was nothing he could do to save her. But for now he held her.
There was the sound of the doorknob - someone was trying to enter. Jack pulled out and his soft cock came out of her with a plop. Using his handkerchief to clean himself he called out, "Sorry, I must have shut it by accident. Just a moment!" He pulled on his trousers and looked around just in time to see Leyla pause by a tall painting on the rear wall. She hit an unseen knob and the painting slid aside, revealing a narrow passage. She turned and he saw that she had her burkah in a black bundle in her arms. Once again, he found the juxtaposition of her black headscarf with her lingerie-accented nakedness intensely erotic. But there was a look of deep sadness in her blue eyes. She took half a step back towards him, then whirled and ran down the passage. He felt a painful lump forming in his throat. As the painting slid back into place, he knew he would never see her again.
Jack picked up his brandy snifter and opened the door. Ahmed came in and looked around the study suspiciously. He stopped in the middle of the floor and sniffed. Leyla's distinctive perfume hung in the air.
"Leyla was just here," said Jack. "Thank God you came and stopped me from doing something stupid. She fled as soon as she heard your knock."
"Even if you had tried, it would have been a vain effort, Mr. Grierson. She knows full well that Prince Mushtaq will have her killed if she cheats on him."
"Well, I guess there was no risk then."
__________________
It was unnaturally silent in the limo on the way home. Jack was lost in his own thoughts and did not notice it.
"Who is Leyla?" asked Carmen. She was trying to make conversation and the question sounded forced.
"She's one of Prince Mushtaq's concubines," said Martin authoritatively. "He has over a dozen. She's probably the one he happened to bring out tonight. Concubines are like jackets to Arab princes like Mushtaq. He sleeps with a different one every night, just as he wears a different jacket every day - they mean nothing to him."
"Well, she is very beautiful," said Carmen. "And her son is so handsome. I think he looks a bit like you, Martin."
"What a silly idea!" laughed Martin, leaning forward and patting Carmen's thigh.
Isabelle sat very erect, staring straight ahead. She was deaf to the conversation between mother and son and did not recognize Martin's presence. Jack glanced at her and immediately knew that she was incensed. Martin tried to hold her hand, but she jerked it away.
When Henry dropped them at home, Carmen gave an elaborate yawn and said, "I'm very tired. I'm going straight to my suite."



Martin again tried a rapprochement with Isabelle, putting his arm around her, but she forcefully removed it from her person. She stalked off into the mansion. Jack made no comment, but went to his study and fired up his computer. He responded to some urgent emails and made some stock trades on the Far Eastern markets.
A few minutes later, there was a rap on the door and Isabelle entered without waiting for a response. She came in, sat on Jack's desk and crossed her long legs. Jack knew what she wanted him to do, so he asked, "Why are you so mad at Martin?"
"I used to find his baa lamb demeanor cute and have always enjoyed being a second mother to him," she said, her voice tight with anger. "But tonight I really saw I a side of him that I despise. I don't know what I am going to do."
"Tell me about it," said Jack.
"After you left with Mushtaq, the chatter in the room got much more raucous - a lot of rough talk, bad language and misogynistic stories involving violence towards women. I realized that Carmen and I were the only women present and moreover that the four of us Griersons were the only non-Arab guests."
"I know," said Jack. "That's why I got us out of there as soon as I returned."
"Yes," said Isabelle. She smiled suddenly, breaking the tense mood. "You were great, Jack, the way you calmly stood up to him when he threatened you with the sword."
"I was in no danger. Mushtaq would never risk doing anything that would bring in the police. Or the intelligence services."
"You are being modest. I screamed when he cut the button off your shirt."
"Like I said, I was in no danger. He's good with a sword. But surely that has nothing to do with Martin?"
"No, it was what happened before you returned. Mushtaq came back alone and immediately made for Carmen. He started talking to her, but within a minute, he had his arm around her and was pawing her, squeezing her breasts, putting a great meaty hand up her dress, feeling her crotch. I couldn't see, but I bet he got his fingers in her cunt. Carmen struggled and fought but as you know, he's a big beast of a man. All the other Arabs began to laugh and talk loudly in Arabic. I turned to Martin and told him to do something. He said - and you will not credit this - 'Oh, I think she may be enjoying this.' So I went up myself and tried to get Mushtaq's hands off her. We fought over her for a few moments before he released her."
Jack's face went pale.
"Then what happened?"
"Mushtaq said to me, 'I hear you appraise art for a living. I have some pieces I would like you to appraise. Come up with me to my bedroom and I will show them to you. You will find them very exciting. In fact, I think they will give you an orgasm'. The Arabs all laughed again, very loudly and they were now crowding around Carmen and me. I looked around desperately for Martin, but he was standing by the door, looking frightened. He didn't even call emergency services! Then Mushtaq put his hand up MY dress, pushed my panties aside and stuck a finger in my ass, saying, 'You Frenchwomen like to be fucked in the ass and we Arabs liking fucking women in the ass. We are a pair!' I thought both Carmen and I were going to be gang raped right there. But then that major domo Ahmed came up and whispered in Mushtaq's ear. He released me, said something in Arabic to his friends and they drifted away from us. A minute later you appeared, rounded the three of us up and told Mushtaq we were leaving. He pulled the sword on you and you know the rest."
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2. The Jack Grierson Chronicles -- Casey
1. There was only a perfunctory knock on the door and Laura Kristin Carlotta "Casey" du Paige swept into Jack's sumptuous corner office. She was cool and elegant in a Versace suit. The plunging neckline together with a double-strand pearl choker emphasized her full and firm breasts. The skirt was tight and smooth around her firm and rounded hips. "She's wearing a thong," Jack thought lasciviously. "Or maybe she isn't wearing panties!"
For all his lechery, all he had gotten from her were a few cheap feels. Nothing seemed to faze her. She blunted even Jack's rough and ready approaches with sarcasm, a haughty manner and when necessary, a quick and strong pair of hands. Jack's father-in-law Reginald St James, who owned the corporate group, had brought her in as Executive Vice President. Jack was sure that she reported everything to St James, but she was far more than a mere spy. She was sharp as a whip and as hard as nails. Her auburn hair was cut in a short bob. Her icy blue eyes were piercing behind fashionable Dolce & Gabbana glasses. Jack had stolen a look through them, so he knew they were plain glass. She only wore them to look more authoritative.
As usual she had a slim file that she opened on Jack's desk. She proceeded to lead him through new incentive policies that she had developed. They went over it fast, each knowing and appreciating the other's quick brains and sharp thinking. Jack signed the required documents and said, "Well, just run it by legal and we should be able to implement it all by next month."
She snapped the file shut. Following up on his earlier thoughts, Jack put his hand on her hip and squeezed, feeling for her panties through the skirt. He felt her warm and firm flesh, but could not find a panty-line before she slapped his hand away with practiced ease. Jack's groping had become routine, but Reginald St James paid her far too much for her to worry about it.
"Well, Casey," said Jack. "Do you finally want to suck my cock?"
His crude come-ons never failed to irritate her.
"That's you in a nutshell, Jack. Part American, part British and all asshole." Her voice was sharp, like a whiplash, but Jack was used to it and merely smiled blandly.
She swept for the door, clicking her open-toe Jimmy Choo stiletto heels on the parquet floor. Her hand was on the doorknob when Jack spoke.
"So why are you going to Stockholm again? It will be the sixth time this year. Our Swedish operations are worth less than a hundred million, certainly not enough to justify that much of your time."
She released the doorknob and slowly turned around to face him.
"How do you know about my Stockholm trips? I didn't use company funds or the corporate travel office."
Jack continued smiling blandly.
"Come on Casey, I know that you and Mr. St James have me watched. Don't you expect me to do the same?"
"Well, it is none of your business."
"Oh yes, it is. You are going on company time," he paused and smiled. "I think I'll go over next week when you are there; I haven't been over to our Stockholm office for some time. We can have some fun together in the Stockholm archipelago."
"I will make sure to avoid seeing you, Jack," she said. Now she did turn and sweep out.
"I've got your itinerary!" he called after her. "I'm booked on the same flight -- we're both in the First Class cabin." She did not stop walking, but he was sure that she heard him.
________
2. No sooner had the door swung shut behind Casey than it opened again and Farah Hojjat, Jack's attractive executive assistant came in. She wore a dark business suit with a semi-diaphanous silk blouse, dark stockings and strappy pumps. A native Iranian, she had grown up in England, earning her undergraduate degree and MBA from Oxford. Jack first met her at an Oxford alumni event, where he had gone to represent St James, who was a big donor. She was married to Hossein Dardelli, a very religious Iranian diplomat, who viewed women as mere vessels to serve male sexual appetites.
Hossein's religious views ruled his sexual relations with his wife. He fucked Farah regularly, every other day, but it was always the same. He came home late, usually after she had gone to bed. He shed his clothes in the dark, and bulled into bed naked, already with a hard-on. He pulled off her panties, pushed up her nightie and pushed his cock into her with no foreplay. He cursed her if she did not work her hips and hands to help him enter her as soon as possible. He pounded her hard and fast and almost always came with a series of grunts just as she was beginning to get moist. He was in no hurry to become a father and usually pulled out and squirted his modest ejaculate on her belly. Needless to say, Farah found her conjugal relationship boring, often painful, but never pleasurable.
At work, she spent a great deal of time with Jack and he had become a big part of her sex life. Their affair had begun with Jack as predator and her as prey -- when they met for the first time, Jack had forced himself on her. But over time, she had grown addicted to the intense physicality of their sexual interludes.
In quick office romps, Jack hiked up her skirt, stripped off her panties and fucked her over his desk, often doggie-style. With his nails scraping her aureoles, often through her bra, he always had her nipples thick and engorged almost instantly; with his fingers working her clit, she was wet within moments. When he drove his huge cock into her soaking cunt, it only took a few more minutes of pistoning for her to go over the edge and come, often with such loud cries that he had to stifle her with a cushion.
In multi-hour afternoon trysts in his suite at the Hilton, he fucked her repeatedly, in every position and in every orifice, often using bondage. He fucked her in the bed, on the furniture, on the thickly carpeted floor, holding her up on the walls of the anteroom, over the sink and in the shower. Farah had so many mind-blowing orgasms in these marathon sex sessions that she was lightheaded for hours afterward. She always went home and straight to bed, for she could not concentrate on anything else -- all she could think about was sex. Delightfully sore as she was, she often masturbated as soon as she got into her own bed at home. Gouts of semen that Jack pumped deep into her seeped out as she masturbated and she used the viscous fluid lubricate her clit with her rapidly moving fingers.
Initially she was worried by her unfaithfulness to Hossein. But soon she was inured by the contrast between Jack's delight in driving her to longer and harder orgasms, and Hossein's single-minded focus on his own ejaculation. Jack was keen to breed her and she was not entirely averse to the idea, so she was rather lackadaisical about birth control. This attitude, coupled with Jack's determination, made it inevitable that Farah became pregnant. Jack was the first person she told and he insisted that she have a DNA test. He was delighted when she gave him the results confirming that he was the father.
She told Hossein a week later, and endured an hour-long tongue-lashing as he berated her for her lack of consideration for HIS position. A child would complicate his life and he needed to focus on his career, he shouted. It was Islamic to have children, she countered, eventually calming him down. She took considerable pleasure in the fact that her husband did not even begin to suspect her secret sex life. And that he would bring up Jack's child as his own.
________
3. Casey had stoked him and Jack was even hornier than usual. So now he enveloped Farah in a tight hug, running his hand over her belly where her pregnancy was just beginning to make a bulge. He slid his other hand up her skirt to feel her crotch. But she had had severe morning sickness since she had woken up and it blunted her sexual desires. So she twisted out of his arms saying, "Be serious, Jack. I've got an important courier package for you."
"It can wait," he said thickly. "We get courier packages all day."
"Not like this one. It came by helicopter. They just landed on the roof to deliver it."
"What?"
"You heard me."
She handed him a package. It had already been removed from its outer wrapping and was a plain legal size manila envelope. Jack tore it open and emptied it on his desk. A Rosetta Stone English language guide and a memory stick fell out.
He picked up the book first. It had a Post-it note on the cover that read, 'This is my English learning book. I don't need it anymore, as I only speak Arabic. Leyla.' Jack put the memory stick in his computer. There was only one large video file on it. He projected the video on one of his office walls.
"I should go," said Farah, backing toward the door.
"No, stay," said Jack, without looking at her.
The video was high resolution and the picture quality was excellent. Mushtaq and Leyla were in a large bedroom, furnished in Bedouin style. He wore a safari suit with a back-and-white checked keffiyeh. She was covered head to foot in black silk abaya and a black headscarf. She had intense bruising around a vivid black eye. They were facing each other in the center of the bedroom.
"If they speak Arabic, translate for me," said Jack, again without looking at Farah. Although she was Iranian, she was fluent in Arabic as well as French, Spanish and Italian. Mushtaq began to speak and Farah translated concurrently.
"I ask once again, Leyla. My love for you is like a storm -- it rages in me. I must know that you are mine, and only mine."
"What can I do to prove it, highness?" Leyla asked, her Arabic fluent, but with a heavy Russian accent. A tendril of blonde hair that escaped her black headscarf and her powder blue eyes underscored her Caucasian origins.
"You know what I want. Give me the ring that you wear around your throat. Jack's ring. Every time I fuck you, it is there, taunting me. It has been years since that fateful night when I gave you to him. Surely you feel nothing for him now."
"Ask me for anything else, highness. But you know that I cannot give you that."
Mushtaq's face went red under his swarthy coloring. He drew back his fist and struck her heavily in the face. She made no attempt to protect herself, took the full force of the blow and was knocked to the ground. He picked her up, carried her to the bed and threw her on it. Then he straddled her and slapped her face, hard, making her head snap back and forth several times.
"I can rip it off your throat," he rasped. "But I don't want that. I want you to give it to me."
She lay under him, crying quietly with the pain of the beating.
"I will never do that," she sobbed.
"Well, I still own you!" he roared. "And I will take what I want!"
He hiked her abaya up around her waist and there was sharp, ripping sound as he tore off her panties. He mounted her and the camera angle switched to show his big cock entering her. He fucked her hard, his face buried in her shoulder. He did not show any affection -- he was a male animal, simultaneously taking his pleasure of the female and showing his dominance and power over her.
She groaned with the new pain of his cock in her dry cunt. Then to please him, she began to swivel her hips in time to his fucking. Jack wanted to turn it off, wanted to look away, but he could not. His throat was scratchy, his breathing was shallow and his face was flushed. Mercifully, Mushtaq did not last too long and came with a series of grunts, his cock still deep inside her. The scene faded out.
"The man is evil!" exclaimed Farah.
"No worse than me," said Jack tonelessly.
"That is just ridiculous Jack," she said, coming up to him and giving him a hug. The video had depressed him and even the feel of her firm, young body no longer excited him. His computer buzzed.
"Jack Grierson," he said, opening the video link.
"Ah, Jack," said Mushtaq. "How did you like my presents?"
"Why should I care, Mushtaq? She's your concubine. From what I saw, she seems to relish you fucking her. I can barely remember what she looks like."
"Well, I thought you would be happy to know that I have impregnated her again. My doctors have confirmed her pregnancy." He smirked. "I am a suspicious man, Jack. She is watched around the clock -- no other man can possibly approach her. The DNA tests confirm my paternity. So I know that all of her children are mine. I very much hope that this fourth one is another boy."
"I hope you get what you want, Mushtaq," said Jack. "I am very happy for you."
Jack knew that the child that Leyla was now carrying was his. Soon after his first long-ago tryst with Leyla, he had spent a small fortune on an investigating team to find the lab that did medical testing for Mushtaq and his close family. Then he arranged through a series of untraceable intermediaries to pay everyone in that lab large sums to confirm Mushtaq as the father in all of Leyla's pregnancies. He desperately hoped that Mushtaq would not do any paternity testing in another lab, for that would mean death for Leyla, the son she had borne from Jack's seed as well as the unborn child she now carried for him.
________
4. He took the rest of the day off, went to his country club and played a round of golf. Afterwards he had a drink in the bar and distracted himself talking to the barman. Jack was not one to mope or brood, especially about things he could not change. By the time the sun began to set, he put Leyla in a compartment of his mind and shut it. He texted Scarlett Callahan, the airline stewardess he had met so spectacularly in an airport ladies' room months previously -- "You in town? Still interested in getting together?"
Almost immediately his phone buzzed with a response.
"Flew in yesterday. But my boyfriend's coming over to my Marriott room tonight. ☹"
"Blow him off," Jack texted back. "In one minute, I'll get your nipples harder than in this picture." He attached the picture she had sent of herself, with her uniform jacket wide open, her blouse unbuttoned down to the waist, the cups of her black lacy bra pulled down and with a hand under each of her firm, young breasts, holding them together to form a tight cleavage around his business card.
"Wish I could. But he's flying in just to see me."
"Say you have to work," Jack texted back immediately.
There was long pause without a response. Jack thought she was not going to respond and almost ordered another drink when his phone buzzed again.
"OK. But I'll need something official."
Jack called Farah and had her send Scarlett an email on official letterhead asking her to attend an evening interview and assessment session for a cabin crew supervisory position. Then he called Henry and sent him to the downtown Marriott with his limo.
"Check your email -- the position is real, I'll get you a promotion," Jack texted Scarlett. "My limo will pick U up in 30 mins."
Within the hour, Scarlett was with him and he took her to the exclusive club dining room for dinner.
While they were dining her boyfriend Don called and said he was at the Marriott and when would she be back.
"I'm working darling," she said, brushing back her dark tresses and smiling significantly at Jack. She took the phone off her ear and put it on speaker.
"But you are always working," Don's tone was plaintive.
"Yes, I have a demanding job. As do you. So you must understand. This is very important for me."
"When will you be back? Will we have dinner together?" A note of pleading entered Don's voice.
"No, I'm having dinner at my assessment session," said Scarlett. "And don't wait up for me, I may be very late -- there are a lot of things to go over here."
Don muttered something unintelligible but both Scarlett and Jack knew it was something disparaging about women working. She cut the line and smiled at Jack uncertainly.
"I am sure you will keep me very busy," she said. "But I have to go back to Marriott later tonight. Don is very good for me. He wants to marry me."
"Then you must definitely marry him," Jack nodded as he reached for her thigh under the table.
They went to the Hilton in Jack's limo. Henry drove steadily unaffected by the scene in his rearview as Jack's hands and mouth roamed everywhere over Scarlett's body, doing everything he could while leaving her clothes on. In the elevator on the way up to his suite, Jack tore her clothes off. He carried her from the elevator to his suite in just her bra, panties, shoes and stockings. With her semi-nakedness, the uniform scarf knotted around her throat was incongruous and she clutched the rest of her clothes in her hands. They passed a young couple in the corridor and the pair stared at them open-mouthed. With practiced ease, Jack managed to brush the girl as they passed, running his forearm over her thin chiffon top and getting a quick feel of her nipple through her bra. The girl let out a sudden exhalation, drawing the attention of her boyfriend, but by then Jack and Scarlett had already passed.
The thought of Don waiting at the Marriott gave an added edge to Scarlett's excitement. With Don, she was a slow burner and it took a long while for him to heat her up. But this night with Jack she was already wet by the time he laid her down on the bed. He stripped her wet panties off and only rubbed her nether lips briefly before she panted, "Hurry up Jack, I want you in me. Now!"
Jack did not need a second invitation. He rolled her on to her back, mounted her and fucked her with his usual vigor. She came very quickly. She rarely climaxed with Don and was not loud when she did -- but now with Jack she gave out full-throated moans as she bucked him and wrapped her legs around him. He kept fucking her and she arched her back into him, getting her clit tighter against his mount. Jack held himself back until he felt her begin to shudder with her second orgasm and then let loose his flood of semen. They lay together for a while, before Jack opened the bottle of champagne that was by the bed. They drank and talked for a while. Jack fucked her once again before he sent her back to the Marriott with Henry in the limo.
They repeated the tryst the next time she was in town a couple of days later, this time in her room at the Marriott. Don called in the midst of it and Scarlett took the call to alleviate his suspicions. She managed to gasp, "On the treadmill, darling .... I'll call you back!" as Jack pounded her doggie-style, reveling in her firm, generous butt and tight cunt.
__________________
5. The flight to Stockholm was uneventful. Jack had arranged with a senior executive at the airline to have dark-haired Scarlett assigned to the flight. He had been pleased with their sexual encounters and looked forward to renewing his membership of the six-mile high club with her. All the way to the airport, he had been thinking about putting his hand up her skirt in the aircraft galley, stripping off her panties and finger fucking her to an orgasm, before pounding her with his cock.
But just as he settled into his pod in First Class, he got a text from her -- 'Feeling very sick. Throwing up all morning. Here's something of us to take with you.' She attached a 3-minute clip from their energetic coupling at the Marriott. He did know that she had her phone recording their sexual frolic, but he was still surprised. Putting his wireless earbud in, Jack watched and listened as he pistoned Scarlett on the wide hotel bed, surrounded by hotel shams and some of her stuffed animals. She was unrestrained as she screamed her final release and Jack's own guttural grunts followed as he finally came. As they lay entwined, the video caught his copious, milky jism leaking out of her dark pink cunt, still stuffed with his thick, but softening cock. Could her affliction be morning sickness? Was she pregnant? She was on the pill, but Jack had ejaculated enormous quantities of his seed deep into her during her most fertile ovulatory periods. And she may well have forgotten to keep up with her birth control .....



The video and the thought that he might have already impregnated Scarlett got him roused, but there was no relief on the flight. None of the stewardesses was particularly attractive, nor did they react to his overtures, so Jack indulged himself by striving to get Casey's attention. However, she ignored him as well and froze him with very short one-word answers when he forced her to speak. The amusement rapidly paled and they both slept through most of the flight in their respective First Class sleeper pods. On landing in Stockholm, Casey accepted Jack's offer of a lift in the corporate limousine with bad grace and asked to be dropped off by the State opera house. Jack waited while she hailed a taxi and disappeared into the traffic.
__________________
6. The Swedish office was surprised by Jack's unannounced appearance, but was very accommodating. The chief of local operations, a cheerful, silver-haired gentleman in his sixties, gave Jack a complete rundown of the accounts. Two senior executives took him out to a very nice dinner, but when Jack suggested that they proceed to a nightclub, they both declined, citing the need to return to their families. They dropped Jack back at his hotel and left with pleasant goodbyes.
Jack debated slipping the concierge a large tip to set him up with a high-class hooker, but decided against it. He had a nice scotch as a nightcap and called Carmen to chat for a while. Then he went to bed.
The next day, he went into the office and settled himself in the large visiting director's suite. He worked steadily for a couple of hours, calling Farah a few times to get some materials that he needed. He was thinking that his Swedish expedition to embarrass the imperious Casey du Paige was turning into a bust. He had just decided that he would return home the next day, when there was a knock on the door. He called out, "Come on in," and was surprised to see Casey. She was dressed in her usual professional designer suit and double-strand pearl choker with expensive high-heeled shoes. She came in and sat down in front of the desk without saying anything further.
"So," said Jack breezily. "What brings you in here? Going to take me up on my offer of cruising in the Stockholm archipelago? It's cold outside, but we could rent a cabin cruiser and steam up the bedroom together."
She waved her hand dismissively.
"I want to offer you a deal," she said.
"Go on," he said.
"I've got everything on file, Jack," she continued. "You've gotten a lot of girls pregnant over the years. On company time. Most of them are being paid out of company funds."
Jack was instantly on his guard.
"Everything is completely legal," he said carefully. "Farah Hojjat, my executive assistant has all the documentation."
"I know she does," said Casey. "She reports everything to Mr. St James. And he has shared all the details -- every last one -- with me. You've exposed the company to significant risk. But I'll overlook all of your sexual peccadillos if you will do me a favor.""
"What do you want?"
"I brought up your series of impregnations to imply just one thing -- you're amazingly potent. And I know that you're a mean bastard, a survivor. I've witnessed all the dirty tricks you use to get the best deals for the company. I've seen how you've out-maneuvered all the guys who've tried to take you down. And the way you've handled dangerous brutes like Prince Mushtaq -- that takes balls. You've got physical courage. Even though Mr. St James won't admit it, you've made a lot of money for Carmen and her father."
Jack didn't know how to respond, so he waited in silence to see where this was leading. Casey seemed almost embarrassed. She hesitated, and then plunged ahead.
"My partner and I want to have a baby," she said in a rush. "Vigdis and I have been together for two years now and we think we are ready. But we agreed that we want a baby that can survive and get ahead in an increasingly competitive and dangerous world. It has to be mean and tough, but smart as well. We can't look for these qualities in a sperm bank. Vigdis is a wonderful girl, but she's almost too naïve -- she really believes in right and wrong. We think you'd be the perfect foil with her to father our child." She paused to catch her breath. Jack was stunned. Beautiful Casey du Paige, ice princess, ruthless corporate executive, seductive enchantress who gave him countless hard-ons, was a lesbian!
"We'd like you to donate sperm to help us have a baby," Casey finished quickly.
There was a silence that seemed long because it was heavy. Then he remembered something.
"But wait. You were married to a man. It's in your file."
She looked uncomfortable. She obviously did not like discussing her personal life with Jack, but this just made him keener to do it.
"If you must know, I've enjoyed physical experiences with men. But I've always liked women too. Once I met Vigdis, I knew she was the one.
"So you're bi-?"
"Yes," she snapped. "But that is really not relevant, Jack. Let's stick to the subject."
"I'd have to meet Vigdis before I decide," he said gravely.
"When?" Casey's tone regained some of its normal briskness.
"Lunch today?"
"Fine. We'll be at Gustav's at noon." Casey swept out of the office with her usual panache, leaving a whiff of her delicate perfume lingering in the air.
__________________
7. Jack was at Gustav's a few minutes early. The maître d' sent a discreet message around back when Jack arrived and Gustav himself came out to welcome him.
"Ah, Jack, such a pleasure," Gustav's tones were always smooth and reassuring, despite his heavy accent. "How many for lunch today?"
"Three, Gustav, thanks," said Jack. "And we'd like a private table -- I'd rather not be overheard."
"Ah, I understand," Gustav nodded. "Confidential business discussion, eh? I'll make sure you're in a quiet nook and not disturbed."
The maître d' now appeared and conducted him to a corner table with picture windows overlooking the water on two sides and a healthy expanse of open deep plush carpet around it.
"Perfect," said Jack, slipping the maître d' a few currency notes as he sat down.
He did not have long to wait. A few minutes later, the maître d' re-appeared, with Casey in tow. The woman beside her definitely was not the typical patron of Gustav's. She was a striking redhead with a perfect peaches-and-cream complexion, who matched Casey's willowy height. Her hair was shoulder length, but worn in a thick ponytail. She had large lustrous green eyes. However, it was her attire that had brought a look of distinct disapproval to the maître d's face
Her well-worn black leather jacket hung open. She wore a black leather midi-skirt with a waist so low that her crotch was barely covered and the hip straps of her black lace thong were in plain view. She wore black high-heeled shin-high boots. The right boot had a sheath from which protruded the hilt of a substantial knife. She wore chain link steel choker and a skintight black silk crop top that ended just below her taut breasts. It left a vast expanse of exposed midriff. It was apparent that she wore a demi-bra; her nipples had puckered up and her pokies thrust like thick pencil erasers through the thin silk. Even more shocking to the sophisticated clientele at Gustav's, her nipple rings made clear indentations in the fabric. Below her waist, she had a tattoo of red and blue scaly serpent, whose head disappeared into her crotch under the low waistband of her skirt.
So this was Vigdis! She was quite a contrast to Casey's cool elegance. As they approached the table, Jack stood up. Casey did formal introductions. Vigdis slung her leather bag on the table and as she did so, the flap slid open. Jack's trained eye noted the butt of a .38 automatic nestling in the bag.
"Jack Grierson, Vigdis Axelsdottir," she said. They shook hands. Vigdis's grip was firm and hard, almost like a man's. The maître d' seated them and withdrew. Jack crooked his finger and the sommelier appeared. Without consulting the women, Jack ordered a bottle of Chateau Margaux. When the sommelier withdrew, Casey said, "Jack, I never expected you to get away from the office so early."
"Couldn't wait to see you, Casey," he returned, genially. He turned to Vigdis. "So what do you do, my dear? And how old are you?"
"I'm a detective, undercover narcotics branch. I'm twenty-four," she said evenly. She paused ever so slightly before continuing. "You are Casey's boss."
"Well, it's rarely clear who is bossing whom," Jack said, laughing at his own joke. "I'm sure you'll agree that Casey isn't easy to boss."
"Oh, yes, I can agree with that!" Vigdis giggled. Somehow, it made her seem very young, in spite of her leather and weapons.
"Oh come on, you two will make me out to be an ogress," Casey protested. Before they could respond, the wine arrived. Jack asked for three glasses. Menus appeared. They spent a few minutes debating what they would have and then ordered.
"So Jack, now that you've met Vigdis, what would you like to know about us?" Casey came to the point, her eagerness getting the better of her.
Jack had been thinking about them as a couple ever since Casey's request at their morning meeting. He had imagined that Casey, strong-willed as she was, would be the dominant one. But here she was, all ribbons and bows and femininity, paired with this tough cop!
"Well, I must say that I did not expect you to be having the baby, Casey," said Jack, leaning back in his chair. "I just can't imagine you pregnant."
Both women blanched.
"What gave you that idea, Jack?" Casey asked hurriedly.
"Well, I hardly expect butch Vigdis here to be the one carrying the kid to term in her womb," said Jack with his usual bluntness. "She doesn't look the motherly type."
There was a pregnant silence. Finally Vigdis broke it.
"Looks can be deceiving, Jack," she said.
There was another awkward silence. Finally Jack laughed heartily.
"Well, looks can be deceiving indeed!" he chortled. While he was still regaining control of himself, Casey drew a sheaf of papers from her portfolio and smoothed them out on the table.
"Jack, I've done all the research. Vigdis and I have a contract with Acme Fertility Services. The contract is right here. All you have to do is sign it and I'll make an appointment for you to make the sperm donation at a time of your convenience."
"Hold on, hold on," said Jack, putting his hands up. "I haven't said I'd do it yet. And even if I did agree, I'd set the terms, not you."
"What's the matter, Jack?" Casey's voice had an edge on it. "I thought you said you just wanted to meet Vigdis before going ahead."
"Oh, I'm quite happy with meeting Vigdis," Jack returned archly. "She's lovely. But I am not dealing with any fertility clinic. I'm not jerking off into a bottle. If you want to bear my baby, you'll do it on my terms. Or I'm walking away from the deal."
"What are your terms, Jack?" Vigdis asked quietly.
"The only way a woman is going to have my baby is if I fuck her," Jack said, leaning back in his chair. He took a sip of the fine French wine and swirled it around in his mouth. He did it with such evident pleasure that it seemed almost lewd. "That's final. Take it or leave it."
Casey's face froze.
"I assume you are joking, Jack," she said tightly.
"Casey, you know and I know that I don't have to jerk off to blow my wad," Jack's tone remained light and teasing. "You've also researched me enough to know that I like impregnating the women I fuck. You're the sharp executive, look at it from my perspective."
Casey pushed her chair back, picked up her Mulberry handbag and rose. "I guess we have nothing more to talk about, Jack," she said stiffly.
"Wait." The interjection was so unexpected, that both Casey and Jack were nonplussed. "I think I should have a say in this, since I am the one directly affected."
"Vigdis, I know I am doing the right thing for both of us ...." Casey's tone was conciliatory. She seemed to be trying to cajole Vigdis from her chair. But Vigdis remained resolutely seated.
"Casey, we have discussed this for months. We both want to have this baby. And you have done countless hours of research looking at all the angles. You think Jack is the best match for the set of traits we are looking for." Vigdis paused. Casey remained silent and standing by the table. After waiting a few moments, Vigdis continued.
"Jack wants to impregnate me manually. Whether it's a probe or a cock, it's just a way to get his semen into my womb. You know I'd been with men before I met you. I haven't told you -- but even after we met, I've sometimes had to fuck rather unsavory men to keep my cover in the drug world. Even so, I've usually enjoyed the experience. Of course, I prefer women and you most of all -- I love you. But to mix metaphors, let's not throw the baby out with the bathwater. We'll have a short interlude with Jack and then go our separate ways. He need never be part of out lives again. I'm sure you can put that into a contract."
"And that's a contract I'd gladly sign," said Jack thinking, they're both bisexual women!
"I'm sure Casey can have the contract drawn up this afternoon," Vigdis said, turning her large lustrous eyes on her partner. She waited until Casey nodded, reluctantly. "When can you start?"
"As far as sex is concerned, I'm always free," said Jack genially. "This evening will work fine! You just tell me where you want to meet. I've got a suite at the Nordic Light. We can use that if you like."
"I know all about your hotel suites," Casey interposed, her tone sharp. "All your hotel bills come to me, along with reports from the hotel detectives. I've seen some of the pornographic videos of you with your whores. No hotels."
"I'd rather be home in familiar surroundings," Vigdis concurred. "You have my address?"
"If you give it to me, I can find it," said Jack. "I'll be there at eight. Let's have them bring our lunch now, I'm hungry."
__________________
8. Jack arrived at Vigdis' apartment very promptly at eight. It was in one of the most expensive neighborhoods of Stockholm, clearly beyond the pay of a police detective. Casey must be paying for this place, Jack thought. He rang the door chimes and Casey opened the door very quickly. He handed her the cold magnum of Dom Perignon he was carrying, saying, "Let's put that on ice, shall we?"
Casey still had on a tight Armani skirt, though she had taken off the matching suit jacket. Her semi-diaphanous silk blouse revealed the outlines of her white lacy bra and it was unbuttoned to show just a hint of cleavage. Her pearl choker glowed softly in the light of the entrance hallway.
"Follow me," she said, shortly. She led the way to the living room her firm round buttocks rolling under the skirt, making Jack wonder again about whether she wore panties or not. Vigdis was lounging on a leather sofa, sipping a glass of wine. She rose as they came in and approached them, smiling. She was dressed exactly as she had been at lunch, except that she no longer wore the leather jacket and the knife was no longer in the ankle-sheath. She extended her hand and Jack shook it.
"Nice to see you ..." she began.
Jack pulled her forward and put his left hand behind her neck, tilting her face up towards him. He put his right hand at the small of her back and kissed her firmly, but not roughly, holding her tightly as he did so. Just as she opened her mouth to utter a cry of surprise, she felt his thick tongue enter her mouth and probe. Her cry of surprise emerged as a muffled mewing sound. In the tight embrace, she felt his cock begin to swell.
Even though she was used to Jack, this impetuosity caught Casey by surprise as well. She stood at a loss for a moment, but soon started to regain her composure. She moved to intercede, but by now Vigdis began to relax. Vigdis's hands went around Jack's neck and she purred as she kissed him back. Her slim tongue weaved and dueled with his thicker one. Jack felt her pert little breasts and her nipple rings against his hard chest through their clothing. Casey's outrage rapidly began to be replaced with a greener emotion -- jealousy.
"Stop messing about!" she said testily. "Let's get this over with. Come to the bedroom."
Vigdis disengaged herself and Jack loosened his hold, but did not let her go. His hands cupped Vigdis's breasts through the thin silk crop top and kneaded them gently, his thumb and forefinger teasing her ringed nipples. Her nipples grew harder and longer under his ministrations. Her hot breath smelled of wine and peppermint.
Casey had taken a few steps towards the bedroom and now turned back impatiently. "Come on, Jack," she said sharply.
"We're coming, Casey darling," he said languidly. "We can't have sex without foreplay, can we?"
He peeled up her tight silk crop top, gathering it under her armpits and exposing her firm breasts underlined by her demi-bra. The small gold nipple rings that pierced her thick and long nipples excited him. Her aureoles were tiny and very red. He bent and still kneading both breasts, took first one nipple and then the other into his mouth. He suckled greedily. The nipple rings were gold and had a very slight metallic taste. Vigdis gasped at the sudden tonguing of her nipples, her hands going instinctively to grasp his head and hold it to her breast.
Casey stood by the doorway, hands on hips, her Gucci clad toe tapping impatiently. Jack raised Vigdis's arms above her head and skinned off her crop top, all the while sucking, licking and gently biting her nipples. He even caught her nipple rings in his teeth and tugged lightly. Vigdis's demi-bra was strapless and uncorseted. Her breasts were firm and needed no support.
Finally, Jack came up for air. "Let's go the bedroom," he said gruffly, "Before Casey blows a gasket."
The master bedroom was a corner suite and dominated by a huge king size bed. Overhead was a large, antique crystal chandelier. The opulence of the bedroom reconfirmed Jack's presumption that Casey was paying for this magnificent apartment -- there was no way a junior police detective could afford all this!
As they entered the bedroom, Jack turned briefly to Casey.
"Get us a bucket of ice cubes," he said
"Why?"
"Just do it. You'll see soon enough."
Casey hesitated and looked at Vigdis, who nodded. Reluctantly, she left the room, her heels staccato tapping on the parquet floor.
As soon as Casey left, Jack took Vigdis in his arms again. Her arms went around his neck, but hesitantly. This time, he quickly found the brass buttons down the side of her leather midi-skirt and unfastened them. Her skirt slid down around her ankles, revealing her lace-and-satin thong and her plump mound. Jack right hand darted into her crotch, cupping her mound. His forefinger traced her thick clit through the thin satin. For the first time, she demurred.
"No, no, ..." she murmured.
Jack ignored her. His kneading of her crotch grew more thorough and a bit rougher. He thought he felt a slight deformity on her cunt lips and then realized she had a very small vulva ring.
"I love your metal, Vigdis," he breathed. "And your tattoo!"
"I need it to fit into the drug scene --" she gasped.
He stripped her thong down to her ankles and in the same movement, sank his fore and middle fingers two knuckles deep into her cunt. She gasped and her hand caught his wrist.
"No, no, ..." she said again, but her cunt was moistening and her clitoris was growing engorged, providing a different response.
Casey returned with a bucket of ice cubes, and when she spoke her voice was high and slightly shrill. "Here are the ice cubes, what do you want with them?"
"Put them on the night stand," said Jack, as her scooped Vigdis up in his arms and deposited her on the king size bed. He straightened and looked at her. She crossed her arms behind her head, wearing just the steel chain-link choker, the demi-bra and shin-boots. And her nipple and vulva rings. She smiled lazily.



Jack dropped his trousers and pulled his polo shirt over his head. He crawled on the bed and took an ice cube in his hand. Without warning, he ran it over one of Vigdis"s nipples and around the aureole. She gasped and half sat up. Jack got a second ice cube and did the same to her other breast, eliciting another gasp and a grip on his wrist.
With an ice cube in each hand, Jack worked his way down Vigdis's body and his lips traced the contours of her rounded belly. His tongue reached just above her crotch and stopped, drawing further gasps. Now he could see her red-and-blue scaly serpent tattoo in its entirety -- it coiled its way down her crotch till its head disappeared into her vulva. Very slowly he moved downwards, tracing the outline of her serpent, his tongue darting out every now and then, mimicking her tattoo subject. He came to the serpent's artistic penetration and his tongue followed it in, tasting her musky, slightly sour womanly secretions. Vigdis's hands entwined themselves in his hair. She was panting now. Her back arched, her knees bent and her thighs were around his ears.
Then just as she was getting into a rhythm with her hips, Jack came up for air, and very quickly pushed first one and then other ice cube into her cunt. Vigdis gave out a sharp cry and Jack immediately dove back in, this time kissing and sucking on her clit, pushing the ice cubes further into her vagina with his tongue.
Casey started forward involuntarily, but froze when Vigdis screamed in Icelandic, "Guð minn! Ég er að koma! Ég er að koma!" ["OH MY GOD, I'M COMING!! I'M COMING!!!"]
Vigdis' body convulsed and her thighs threshed. Her hips rotated spasmodically as she pulled Jack's face deeper and deeper into her crotch, continuing to moan as she wound down from her explosive orgasm.
The sheet was drenched under Vigdis. She just lay there in her post-orgasmic high, a fine sheen of sweat all over her, with a smile of contentment on her face.
Jack looked over at Casey. Her face was set and there were white points at her high cheekbones. She was furious. "That isn't going to get her pregnant, Jack. That wasn't part of the deal."
"Foreplay," said Jack lazily. "I can't have sex without it. You'd know if you would fuck me."
"OK, let's get it over with then," she said tightly.
"Well, Casey, you've got to help out here."
Casey was nonplussed. "What do you mean?"
"You want me to fuck Vigdis. So you've got to get me hard so I can do it. You've got to suck my dick."
Casey recoiled with horror. "I know you planned all this, Jack, but it's not going to work. There is no way I am going to do that. Never! You can get hard on your own. I know you can."
"Of course I can, just look at how fuckable Vigdis looks right now. But I don't want to. I want you to suck my dick."
"The deal's ..." began Casey.
"Just do it, Casey," Vigdis cut her off quietly. "You know that you can. You told me yourself how good you used to be at it -- that you sucked off two football players in a threesome at Yale. And how your husband often needed you to give him a blow job to get him up."
"Well, well, just when you think you know someone," said Jack, laughing.
Casey's look at Jack was so poisonous that if looks could kill, he would have been as dead as a doornail just then. She stood her ground, hands still on her hips.
"Come to me, Casey," said Vigdis in a soothing voice. "Come to mama."
Reluctantly Casey walked slowly to Vigdis, taking a wide detour to avoid Jack and his groping hands. She seated herself at the head of the bed. Vigdis sat up and took her in her arms. She kissed Casey on the lips, very tenderly. Her tongue was very gentle, but insistent and soon Casey opened her lips to admit it. Vigdis rubbed her breasts on Casey's. Her nipple rings felt cold on the upper swells of Casey's breasts through the thin silk blouse. Vigdis unbuttoned Casey's blouse, a button at a time. It seemed to be a ritual between the two of them, for Casey began to relax and sighed. Then she pulled Casey's blouse down her arms and pushed her on to her back on the bed. She unzipped the Armani skirt and Casey raised her butt to allow Vigdis to strip it down and off.
Jack salivated as he saw the answer to his unspoken query -- Casey wore very thin, diaphanous thong panties. Her pubic hair could be clearly seen through the thong. It matched her auburn head but was very fine and downy soft, so it did not obscure her very pink cunt. Vigdis worked her fingers around Casey's vulva, stripped the thong down and then dived in without ceremony. Casey cried out as Vigdis got her clit in her mouth and began sucking it. In spite of her jealous rage or perhaps because of it, Casey was already feverishly horny and in less than a minute she was bucking wildly. She grabbed a pillow and covered her face with it to stifle her cries as she came. She was only partially successful, for her stifled screams were still loud enough to cause Jack's cock to twitch.
Casey lay there panting, in just her pearl choker, thin white lacy bra, white stockings and Gucci pumps. Jack had fantasized about seeing her like this ever since she had started working with him. But he had never expected it to actually happen.
"Come to papa now, Casey," he said with a trace of a gloat in his voice.
Casey was nothing if not results oriented and sat up. There was languidness about her that Jack had never seen before. She did not deign to speak to him, but got on her hands and knees and came over to him with feline grace, like a big cat.
She ran her fingers up and down his semi-tumescent shaft. Then she bent her head and her tongue flicked out to tease his cockhead. Jack put his hands on her head and ran his fingers through her silky hair. She did not look up at him, but went at her task with passionless efficiency. He had not thought that such a lack of interest would bother him, but it did. He strove to prevent himself from becoming erect but was only partially successful for his cock grew, though not to its full magnificence.
She began to lick him, her warm tongue running up and down his shaft, covering every square millimeter of his cock with her saliva. His tumescence grew further, but she knew from her examination of the hotel videos that he was still not fully erect. Jack reached under her armpits got a breast in each hand, and kneaded through her thin bra. He worked his fingers around her nipples and found them to be thin with tapering ends, rather like blunt pencil points. Nonetheless he succeeded in getting some reaction from her, as her nipples grew harder under his ministrations.
She realized she could not get him up any further without taking it to the next level, so she opened her mouth and took in his cockhead. This was the opening Jack was waiting for. His hands returned to her head and he pushed down while simultaneously arching his back and thrusting his cock upward. Instead of just his cockhead, she found she had swallowed his cock all the way to the back of her throat. He quickly grew to his full erection and as he got thicker, her lips made an involuntarily tight seal around his shaft. He began to fuck her mouth, reveling in the realization of the fantasy he had nursed for so long. He pushed deeper with each thrust, wishing to see how much of him she could take before choking.
She knew he wanted her to beg him to let her go. Perversely, she did not want to give him that satisfaction. So even though tears began streaming out of her eyes, her nose began to run and she began to drool saliva onto his shaft, she sucked very hard, used her tongue on him and managed to avoid gagging. Jack found that her boasts to Vigdis were well founded, for she actually gave very good head. He thought what a waste it was that she had decided to become wholly lesbian.
Sucking him hard now, Casey tasted his sour pre-ejaculate and knew she could easily make him come. But that was not her objective. She mewed and twisted, trying to free herself, hoping to get Vigdis to intervene. She was successful, though not in the manner she wanted. She had hoped that Vigdis would aggressively intercede to alleviate her distress. In fact, Vigdis draped her arms around Jack's neck from behind, rubbing her tits on his back and teasing him with her nipple rings.
"That big cock is supposed to be in me," she said into Jack's ear, but loudly enough for Casey to hear. "You're supposed to get me pregnant, not spew your load down Casey's throat."
Casey found herself released and sat up, breathing hard, her breasts jouncing under her white, lacy bra that was now soaked through with sweat. Jack and Casey locked eyes for a moment, but where she expected to see a look of jeering victory, she saw one of joie de vivre and camaraderie. Jack wanted her to be part of this sexual threesome. Though she would never admit it, she realized that she was quite proud of having handled such a big cock. She almost smiled at him in return.
In spite of his iron control, Jack knew that Casey had almost brought him off. He was as hard as he had ever been and impatient to have his cock encased in a woman again. He turned around and rolled Vigdis onto her back and mounted her. He pushed his cockhead into her, finding her cunt still wet and hot. He looked over his shoulder at Casey, wanting to see her expression as he pushed his cock into her girlfriend. Her blue eyes were very bright, but he could not make out whether it was anger, jealousy or sexual hunger.
Jack turned his attention back to Vigdis, sucking on her throat just above her chain link choker and pushed into her. Her cunt was extremely tight around his huge dick. Even though she was extremely wet, she stripped back his foreskin and he had to use his full weight to drive into her. She was crying out now, her lips right by his ear. With a final thrust, Jack pushed through her innermost gate into her fornix and felt his mount slap on to hers. Her cold little vulva ring spiked his excitement.
Knowing that Casey was watching made him even harder and he began to fuck Vigdis hard, pounding her with a driving rhythm. He was confident he could make her come again and he communicated that feeling of assurance to her. It was that mental communication as much as the sheer physicality of his huge cock in her cunt and the twisting of her little vulva ring as his mount pounded her clitoris, that caused her to climax in less than a minute. He knew she would scream again and she did.
"Guð minn! Ó, Guð minn!! Jesus Guð!!! Ég er að koma AFTUR!!!! "
["MY GOD! OMIGOD!! JESUS GOD!!! I'M COMING AGAIN!!!!"]
Vigdis had had numerous sexual experiences with men and women, some of which had led to memorable climaxes. But she had never had such powerful orgasms in her life before.
He wanted to drive her on to a third orgasm, but fucking Casey's mouth had gotten him too close to the edge. He could not hold himself back; her writhing and screams broke down his control. His ejaculations began soon after she entered into her extended orgasm. He pounded on, once, twice, three times, each time pumping a load into her.
He lay on her, feeling her nipples rings on his chest and her cunt ring on his pubic bone, as he began to soften. He pulled out of her before he was fully flaccid and rolled over.
"I hope you got your money's worth," he said, looking up at the ceiling.
When she did not respond, he looked over and saw that Casey had come up. She was tracing Vigdis's demi-bra with her fingers, and kissing her on the lips, little bird kisses. Her tongue came out of her mouth and speared Vigdis's mouth till she opened it. Then Casey began to kiss her with more ardor and held her in a tight embrace. Vigdis was still descending slowly from her post-orgasmic high, so eventually Casey gave up and just cuddled her, twisting her upper body to feel Vigdis's nipple rings on her own nipples.
Jack lay down Vigdis' other side, snuggling up to her back. He found it hard to sleep, but eventually fell into a fitful slumber. He awoke with a start when he felt movement. Vigdis had sat up and was carefully sliding down the bed. She saw Jack awake and put a finger to her lips. She got out of the bed and padded into the attached bathroom. She did not shut the door, so Jack heard her go and then the sound of the flush.
She returned and slipped into bed behind Jack. She put her arms around him and rubbed her firm breasts on his back again. As she did so, she pushed him gently forward till he was against Casey. Casey stirred slightly and threw an arm out, landing it around Jack. He froze. But a few moments later, Vigdis flattened her breasts against his back again, her cold nipple rings underscoring her insistence. By chance or misidentification, Casey moved closer and her nipples now firmly indented against Jack's cheek. It was a wondrous sandwich, with one knowing and one unknowing woman. Vigdis' objective seemed clear enough to Jack. While he could not immediately understand her reasons, he was happy to play along with her.
He let a hand trail down and run along Casey's vulva, trying to be as gentle as he imagined Vigdis would be. His enormous fund of experience stood him in good stead and he got teased her clit patiently. He was rewarded as Casey let out a series of soft sighs and arched her back to allow him easier access to her crotch. Jack pushed a finger into her cunt, thrusting in and out, again very gently. Casey's sighs grew in volume and then she rolled over on to her back, throwing an arm up above her head. Her fine breasts undulated delicately as she breathed; her nipples had begun to harden, especially now that they were exposed to the cool air. She bent her knees and Jack ran his other hand up and down her stocking-clad upper thighs.
Jack felt his back grow a bit cold and the next moment saw Vigdis re-appear on Casey's other side. She leaned over her and worked her breasts on Casey's nipple to nipple, causing all four to perk up to full hardness. Casey's eyes opened a slit and she mumbled, "Ooh, feels good, Vigdis darling ..."
Vigdis swooped down and kissed Casey full on the lips, her tongue entering her mouth and cutting off her mumbles. Half asleep, Casey responded to Vigdis' ministrations, unaware for the moment that it was Jack's hands that were working on her crotch. Vigdis began to move more actively, twisting her torso and running her nipple rings all over Casey's breasts. Casey tentatively reached up to grasp her lover's shoulders.
With a free hand, Vigdis pulled Jack's shoulder towards her. Jack had guessed what she wanted and he was eager to please. He cautiously got on his hands and knees and positioned himself above Casey, screened off from her sight by Vigdis' head and torso. Vigdis was more active than was her wont, striving to mask Jack's sexual attentions as long as possible. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Jack positioned, his huge engorged cock only a centimeter away from Casey's wet cunt, holding himself above her on his arms. She put both her hands in Casey's thick, silky mane and kissed her aggressively, pinioning her head and upper body.
With a soft groan, Jack lowered himself and thrust his hard cock into Casey, pushing hard against her lesbian tightness. She mewed through Vigdis' tongue in her mouth and twisted in an attempt to dislodge Jack. It was no use. Now that Jack was in her, he used his weight to drive himself all the way in till his mount met hers with a smack. He was on top of Vigdis too and had one hand in her hair and the other in Casey's. Holding the two women tightly together, he began to drive into Casey with a hard tempo.
It took several minutes, but finally Casey's thighs clenched and began to thresh around Jack's hips. He released Vigdis and she slid out from between them. The combination of Vigdis who loved her and Jack who was now fucking her with dexterity and skill was too much for Casey. She gave in and arched her back into Jack's thrusts. Jack delightedly found her lips and invaded her mouth with his thick tongue. Vigdis sat back on her haunches on the rocking bed and watched complacently. Jack fucked Casey harder and harder, till her body began to quake and spasm as she was gripped by a hard orgasm. He lay embedded in her, still tumescent and breathing hard. Vigdis leaned over and whispered in his ear, "Come on, Jack, pump your load into her." Before Casey came down from her climax, Jack began to rock back and forth, working up a cadence for another round. This time, Casey rotated her hips to help him; but Jack could not wait and began to come before he could bring her to another climax. He did as Vigdis wanted and spurted his load deep into Casey's womb.
For Jack, it was long night and a longer week in Stockholm. He fucked Vigdis and Casey, separately and together several times a day. Vigdis delighted in getting Casey to sit on his face while she mounted him and rode him hard, relishing his huge cock that went so deep into her that he distended her fornix. And Jack gloried in fucking Casey du Paige the ice princess, finding the fire that burned so hot beneath her frosty exterior.
__________________
9. In between fuck sessions, Jack plied Vigdis with questions about her work. He played the innocent, legitimate businessman, curious about the workings of the underworld. But as always, he was looking for information that he could use. He learned that Vigdis had her sights set on two kingpins -- Javier de Barajas, a businessman fronting for the Mexican drug gangs and Alexander Kutuesov, who ran the Russian mafia's operations in Sweden.
Vigdis and Jack were now strolling in the Royal Djurgarden. They were headed towards a café in the yacht harbor where they were due to meet Casey, who had gone to the office to take a few calls.
"This work sounds very dangerous, Vigdis," said Jack, slipping his arm around her waist. "How to do you get in contact with these men? I wouldn't even know how to start."
"I began by getting close to Steen Birkelund, one of the biggest dealers in Stockholm. I've been working him for two years now. He imports cocaine from the Mexican gangs, heroin from the Russians."
"How close?"
Vigdis walked for a moment without answering. She looked around, to make sure there was no one near.
"He thinks I'm his girlfriend," she whispered. "I fuck him regularly. I told him that Casey is my half-sister, so I can't see him whenever she's in town."
"You've been fucking him for two years?"
"I make him wear a condom. Both of us are more worried about HIV than pregnancy."
"So how are things with de Barajas and Kutuesov?"
"I really should not be telling you this --" Vigdis murmured.
"Oh come on, who could I tell? This is all so foreign to me, it might as well be happening on Mars."
Jack had picked his moment well. He knew she would be less worried about bugs out in the open, especially when she could see that there was no one within hundred meters in any direction.
"I've made a lot of progress," Vigdis said finally. "I'm almost ready to crack the case and nail all these guys."
"Wow! How do you GET all your information?"
"I play the dumb girl," said Vigdis, with just a hint of smugness. "De Barajas is a bit older even than you, in his fifties. He is very rich, has a huge legitimate business. I meet him at his suite at the five-star Victory Hotel. He is trying to 'save' me from the underworld."
"Why is he so worried about you?"
"I suck his dick and make him come," said Vigdis without embarrassment. "Later, if he can get it up, we fuck. He sucks my nipples, cuddles me all night and cries. He's always mumbling how he hates himself because I am so like his daughter. He says that I am the best thing that ever happened to him. When I ask him questions, he tells me things. He likes to boast. Especially during sex."
"And Kutuesov?"



"He's a nasty beast, young and strong, built like a bull. He always has high-class hookers in his bed, usually two at a time. Here in Stockholm, most of them are Russian. He likes bondage and violence. He's badly beaten a couple of girls I know."
"You know Russian hookers?"
Vigdis looked at him impatiently and Jack thought for a moment that he had overplayed his hand. But she merely said, "You law-abiding businesspeople are so naïve! Of course the drug trade and the sex trade are closely intertwined!"
"Yet you dare to go and see this man?"
"I always meet him at the suite he maintains in the Intercontinental. He's a careful man. He won't do anything extreme in the hotel."
"Why does he meet you?"
"I think he likes me. And he thinks I like him. He likes to have sex with a girl who isn't doing it for money."
"You make him wear a condom too?"
"I don't have to. He wants to. He doesn't trust anyone; he thinks everyone is diseased."
"Does he beat you?"
"No. He usually ties me down with scarves of soft Mongol chamois. Then he fucks me very hard. Unlike de Barajas, he makes me come, sometimes more than once. It's not like it is with you, but it is good sex."
"What do you mean?"
"He's a lot rougher than you, sometimes he squeezes my throat and chokes me while he's pounding me with his cock. He doesn't have your stamina and certainly not your finesse. And he never goes down on me. You make love to me, but he just fucks me."
"But he talks?"
"Not during sex. It would be no use anyway, because I'm so wet and excited when he is fucking me that I wouldn't remember anything he said. But he drinks afterwards. Three quarters of a bottle of vodka and his tongue loosens."
"Where do you have all this evidence?"
Vigdis pulled her phone out of her leather bag and held it up.
"Everything is recorded here in high definition video. There's more than a terabyte of information on this phone."
"Including the sex?" asked Jack.
"A lot of it," said Vigdis, with a trace of reluctance.
A few minutes later, they reached the apex of a knoll, looking down on the harbor.
"Let's sit here for a moment," said Jack. "You've got my head spinning. You lead such an exciting life!"
"You mustn't tell Casey ANYTHING," said Vigdis, as she sat down. "If you do, I'll be sure to find out -- and nasty things could happen to you. This isn't a stock market deal."
"I know, I know," said Jack putting his hands up. Then he put an arm around her again. "I'm just so happy to vicariously live a small part of your existence."
He kissed her and his tongue pushed her lips apart, probing deeply into her mouth. She put her arms around his neck again and kissed him back. Jack's free hand slid into her leather bag and feeling around her .38 automatic, found her phone. He slid it into his jacket pocket and then kissed her with renewed energy. She mewed into his mouth as his hand invaded her heavy coat, slid under her leather jacket and blouse. He cupped and kneaded one of her firm breasts. He loved that her penchant for demi-bras allowed him direct access to her nipples. He manipulated one of her nipple rings as he continued to kiss her aggressively. When he finally broke it off, she breathed deeply and sighed.
"I'm going to miss you when we're done, Jack Grierson," she said.
As they strolled down to the café in the yacht harbor, they saw that Casey was already inside and had a table. She waved to them through the big picture window.
"Remember, not a word to Casey," said Vigdis.
"Cross my heart," said Jack. "You go on down. I'll just use the public toilet and join you."
He kissed her hand and she touched his cheek. Jack smiled at her, but when he turned away toward the public toilet, his face turned grim. He walked quickly and entered. There was a man in a long, dark coat and a hat with its brim pulled down leaning against one of the sinks.
"I wonder what the temperature is in London right now," said Jack.
"Forecasts in London are never as good as in Stockholm," said the stranger. "That's why the British are always talking about the weather."
"At least when it comes to snow, the British forecasts are very good," said Jack.
"It is always easy to forecast what never happens," the stranger replied.
"Who sent you?"
"I got a call from my brother in Amsterdam."
The complex business of identification was done. The stranger had responded with precision, every word was from the pre-arranged exchange set up by the expensive Black Ops firm Jack contracted with. He had called Farah the day before and she had set the process in motion. She called a contact, who called another contact and so on, maintaining the chain of anonymity.
"I have a phone here. I need everything in its memory copied and the phone returned within the hour. I'll be in the café in the yacht harbor down there with two women."
Jack handed Vigdis' phone to the stranger.
"Who do you want the phone returned to?"
"The girl I was kissing on the knoll just a few minutes ago. I want the phone back in her leather bag."
"And the copied memory stick?"
"I want it back in my office at headquarters. My executive assistant will receive it."
"One hour," said the stranger. "Make sure the girl you were kissing is there in the café."
Jack joined Casey and Vigdis and ordered a coffee. He plied Casey and Vigdis with questions about what they expected to do as parents and told them numerous funny stories of his experiences with his own children as they grew up. The time flew and with the short Scandinavian winter days, it was soon pitch dark.
"You know, I should take a picture of Casey and you here in the yacht harbor," said Vigdis. Jack froze and strove to keep his face blank as she reached into her leather bag. She rummaged around saying, "I know I put it back in here after showing it to you, Jack --"
Jack slowly counted toward ten, regimenting his breathing. As he reached five, Vigdis said, "Ah, here it is! Now, both of you look at me and smile."
__________________
10. Casey had picked Vigdis' time well -- she was at the height of her ovulation and at the end of the week, several pregnancy tests were all positive. Casey was all business -- she pulled out the contract, had Jack sign the termination papers and marched him out of the luxurious apartment. Vigdis came around Casey and Jack kissed her hard, their tongues sparring with a hint of desperation. Then he put his arms around Casey, but she was stiff as a board.
"Remember," she said, even as he held her. "No further contact with Vigdis ever again, or my lawyers will be in touch."
Jack walked to the elevator and the three of them stood looking at each other. The elevator came, the doors opened with a hiss and Jack got in. As the elevator doors shut, he saw Casey and Vigdis still by the open apartment door watching him.
I can't imagine how those two are going to get on as lesbians, Jack thought. Vigdis is too used to being fucked by men; and Casey came harder with me than with her girlfriend. I don't think dildos and vibrators are going to be enough.
The corporate limousine was waiting in the street for him and Jack settled himself into the cushions. As they drove back toward the Nordic Light Hotel, his phone rang. It was Farah Hojjat.
"I've got the contract from the de Barajas group," she said. "They're playing hardball. They refuse to negotiate. They want to keep 90 percent of the equity and refuse to pay any royalty for our intellectual property."
"Send them a counteroffer," said Jack. "Tell them we won't negotiate either. We want 100 percent of the equity, ten million a year for our intellectual property and we'll pay them five percent of net profits."
"Jack! They'll never go for that! They'll take the deal to IBM!"
"They'll take the deal," said Jack. "Just wait half an hour before you send our counteroffer."
"OK, Jack. I hope you know what you're doing."
Jack quickly typed out -- "Javier de Barajas, I have all the data from your suite in the Victory hotel in Stockholm. Your wife will be very interested in the videos of your relationship with the young lady in the attached picture. And your business associates will be interested in the things you have been saying about their deals. Jack Grierson." He attached a photo of Vigdis, entered de Barajas' personal mobile number and hit send.
De Barajas would probably take the warning and cover his ass, thought Jack. But Vigdis' evidence will still get the really bad Mexican guys. Mushtaq has dealings with the Russian mob -- I hope she manages to hurt him a bit when she takes down this bastard Kutuesov.
__________________
11. The first day back at headquarters, he had barely dropped his briefcase and taken off his topcoat when Farah burst into his office.
"How did you know de Barajas would cave?" she asked excitedly. "They responded to our counteroffer immediately! They gave us everything we asked for. We're going to make over a hundred million over the five-year contract! I've notified Mr. St James."
"He'll give you a nice bonus," said Jack. He came around her back, put his arms around her and steered her towards the full-length mirror on the wall, rubbing her rounded belly. They looked at each other in the mirror. Then his hands came up, cupped her breasts and kneaded, drawing a gasp from her. "Your tits are beginning to swell. Do you have milk yet?"
"No milk yet, maybe another month or so," said Farah. "How did you know about the bonus? St James also gave Ms. du Paige a nice package of stock options -- a lot of money. Are you going to get left out again?"
"I won't get anything," said Jack. "You and Casey did it all. All I do is hang around and fuck women."
Farah's expression in the mirror was indignant.
"I really can't stand the way the St James family treat you! Mr. St James, your son Martin, even your daughter and your wife sometimes. You slave away, making millions for them and they don't even pay you a salary."
"Oh, I get a nice lifestyle," said Jack.
"But you don't OWN anything! You don't even have one dollar in your own name! Do you?"
"No," admitted Jack. He ran his hands over her belly again and sighed.
"That reminds me," said Farah. "That stewardess, Scarlett Callahan called. She's pregnant. I got the DNA results -- you are the father. I've set up the payments in the usual manner from your corporate slush account. She's marrying her boyfriend next week. I sent a five thousand dollar gift check in your name."
"Thanks, Farah, you're a doll."
Jack found that things at headquarters quickly settled back into the normal routine. Things were so far back to normal that Jack began to think he had imagined the entire Stockholm episode. Casey was as cold as ever and gave him no more latitude than before. It was as if their vigorous sex and wild orgasms together had never happened.
Then a month later, Casey was just standing to leave at the conclusion of a meeting when Jack said, "You know, Casey, you've been positively glowing these past few days."
To his surprise, she blushed. He stared at her with open-mouthed astonishment for he had never seen arrogant, snooty Casey du Paige blush before. She sought to recover her poise, but only flushed deeper red under Jack's stare.
"Jack, you'll know sooner or later," she said, shakily. "Vigdis and I are going on a year's vacation. I've taken a place at Cap Ferrat. I leave in two weeks and she'll meet me in Nice."
"So Vigdis will have my baby in France," said Jack, smiling as he stood up from his chair.
Casey paused and the blood slowly drained out of her face. When she had regained control of herself, she said, "We'll both have your babies in France. But I'm not coming back. Once I'm gone, you can never see any of us again -- you signed the contract. "
Jack came around his desk purposefully, unbuttoned Casey's Chanel suit jacket and looked her up and down taking in her thin blouse and lace bra. Were her breasts fuller? If he sucked on her nipples hard enough, could he get her to lactate this early in her pregnancy? He would never know.
He put his hand on her flat stomach through her silk blouse. He rubbed the smooth swell of her belly that still showed no overt signs of her impregnation. But he was excited by the life that he now knew was forming inside. His child. For once, she did not knock his hand away.
"Take good care of my children," he said.
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[This is a Jack Grierson story, following from the 10 Chapters of Her Fiancé's Father.]
* * * * * * *
1. "Everyone is horny at weddings," said Jack, leaning back on the bar. "You just have to press the right buttons."
"Most everyone at weddings is already hooked up," countered Howard. "So what's the point?"
Jack Grierson and his old friend Howard Wentworth were at the wedding of Howard's older daughter, Taylor at the Old Ivy City Club. The Wentworths were old money and she was marrying Bradley Morgan, alum of an elite prep school and Harvard, now a rising star on Wall Street. The evening ceremony was just over, the Best Man and Maid of Honor had both done their speeches and the toasts had been drunk. The reception party was in full swing. Howard had booked the entire club and half the guests had changed into swimsuits to take advantage of the pool. Howard had flown in one of the best DJs in the business and the small dance floor was also full.
"That's exactly the point. Almost everyone's hooked up and taking their partners for granted. It's a potent combo -- horny and ignored. You can take your pick of women."
"For example?"
"Look at the Maid of Honor, the little Pakistani girl, Jia Khan. She's definitely a hot little number, let me tell you. And secondly, check out that woman who's just pulled herself out of the pool, the one in the black bikini."
The woman Jack alluded to was wet up to her neck and dripping, but she'd kept her head above water. Her dark hair and dangly earrings were dry. Her powder blue eyes were clear, with no redness from the chlorine.
"That's Nikotai Mathieson, she's in Art School with Taylor. See the guy right by her? That's her fiancé, Russell Paine."
Nikotai was in her early twenties, with just enough fat to give her a mouth-watering shape. She was not classically pretty, but had just the right curves set to a man's pulse racing -- a generous, but tight ass, full, rounded breasts and an incredibly sexy abdominal swell, set off with a perfect belly button.
"She's hot and looking for it," said Jack.
"She's getting married to Russell next week. If she's hot, she's hot for him."
The DJ put on a new track and as the heavy beat drifted out, Nikotai began to gyrate her hips and undulate her shoulders, causing her firm breasts to jounce in a sensual manner. She backed her ass into Russell, running her butt crack up and down the front of his shorts. He continued to talk to one of his buddies, oblivious to her movements. However, her sexy display got Jack half hard.
"Just look at him ignore her," Jack breathed. "She's asking for it and he's giving her the brush-off."
"I wouldn't waste time with her," said Howard.
"And why not?"
"She was complaining to me earlier this evening. She said you've been staring at her since the champagne brunch this morning. She says you give her the creeps. She called you an 'old geezer'."
"So she knows I'm interested. I'm going to talk to her."
"Now don't make a scene, Jack."
"When have I ever made a scene?" asked Jack.
"When have you not made a scene?" countered Howard, rolling his eyes.
"Wish me luck," said Jack, walking way.
Jack seated himself on the picnic table just by Nikotai, staring at her quite obviously now. He was so close that she could not miss him, though she continued to swivel her ass against Russell and pretended not to notice him. Jack knew she was glancing at him from time to time under lowered lashes.
"Hi," Jack said as the heavy beat of the music from inside died down at the conclusion of the number. "I'm Jack Grierson."
She did not respond, but Russell broke off talking to his friend, leaned over and extended his hand saying, "I've heard about you, Mr. Grierson. I'm Russell Paine, how do you do?"
Jack shook Russell's hand and then forced the issue by sticking out his hand towards Nikotai saying, "And you are?"
She took his hand reluctantly and shook it gingerly.
"Nikotai Mathieson," she said.
"Interesting name, where does it come from?"
"Inuit," she said without elaboration.
"But we call her Nikki," broke in Russell.
"Blue eyes, white skin, you can't have much Inuit in you," said Jack. "What do you do, Nikki?"
"Art School," again she was brief, inviting no continuation. Russell went back to talking to his friend, discussing the off-season football trades. A water fight was breaking out in the pool and Nikotai turned away, as though this was of great interest to her. She had her side to Jack now -- her rounded breasts and the smooth curve of her belly made for an incredibly sexy profile. The cold of her wet bikini was making itself felt and her stiffening nipples made prominent indentations in her bra.
"What kind of art do you specialize in?"
"Modern. I work on symbolism using body parts." She thought that the technical jargon would shut him up.
"Realism like Mappelthorpe? Or more abstract like Rakina?"
She looked at him with surprise.
"Do you follow art?"
"Just a bit. I'd love to hear more about your specialty."
Nikotai was pleased in spite of herself. This guy Jack was a creep, but at least he seemed interested in her work, unlike Russell.
"I do legs and mid-sections," she said. "Abstract."
"Do you use your imagination or a reality base?"
Her astonishment grew and her widening eyes gave it away.
"I use a reality base," said Nikotai. "I usually use photographs of athletes' bodies and then extrapolate from there."
"You have an athlete's body," said Jack. "Your breasts are too big for a runner; my guess would be a swimmer."
"I swam the 400 and 800 free," she said. "Varsity in high school and college."
"Ever think of moving up the human body a bit? Doing something like Initiation Amoureuse by Ballivet?"
"Reality-based phallic art? I've thought about it, but it's hard to get good, real-life models."
"Did you check any models out?"
"A few. But nothing I saw inspired me. Those phalluses in Ballivet's work are just too big to be believable."
"You really should consider it more seriously. That retro erotic art from the mid 1900's is now the biggest thing in body parts art. I heard that one of Ballivet's original pieces went for $50,000 last month. And copies of her prints are going for $5,000 and up."
"How do you know all this? Do you deal in art?"
"No, I'm just a businessman. But I keep my eyes on the markets." After a pause, Jack went on. "I could help you."
"How?" Her tone was carefully offhand.
"I could get you some good models. And if you produced something of good quality, I could introduce you to some dealers."
"Drop me an email, nikotai@mathieson.com."
She started to turn away, when Jack continued.
"Give me your cell phone number, I can send you some material right now."
I can always block him later, she thought and gave it to him.
She was pleased when he became engrossed with his phone, typing and swiping. She turned her attention to Russell's conversation with his friend, but they were still going on about the draft prospects of one of the candidates for the Heisman. She was stimulated by her conversation with Jack about the art that she loved. She could not bring herself to pretend interest in the sports talk.
Her phone buzzed, indicating an incoming text. She picked it up and saw that the notification screen indicated a number she did not recognize. She looked over at Jack and he said, "That's probably from me." Was there a trace of mockery in his smile? She could not be sure.
It was certainly more interesting than Russell's sports talk, so she opened it. Her mouth dropped open involuntarily. It was a huge erect cock with an enormous purplish head and a drop of pre-cum on the tip. The shaft had a network of thick veins on it, but otherwise the skin had a smooth metallic sheen that emphasized how hard it was and gave it the look of a sculpture. But what gave it scale was a woman's hand attempting to encircle the shaft. Even if she were a small woman, the fact that she could not even begin to get her thumb and forefinger around the shaft's circumference made it clear that this was no ordinary cock. It was the biggest penis she had ever seen.
She looked over at Jack with big, round eyes and realized she was gaping like a goldfish. She shut her mouth and tried to look nonchalant. Jack's expression was impassive, giving nothing away. She looked down at her phone and realized that there was a second message with another photo attachment. She tapped on it.
It was the same cock but this time the head was out of view, in the mouth of a woman. The only parts of her that could be seen clearly were her lips. They were painted red and encircled the shaft. Her mouth was stretched and it was clear that she had made a great effort to swallow the massive head. She had obviously fellated the cock, for there were traces of her red lipstick a bit further up the shaft -- but not much. Nikotai could not imagine that any woman could engulf much of that gigantic cock.
She switched between the two images quickly, noting the date and time. They were both taken at the time of the morning's champagne brunch. She squinted at each image and then used her fingers to expand each one. The woman had glossy, red nail polish and wet-look coral red lipstick. Examining the images carefully, she spotted a pinky ring with an engraving in Arabic lettering on the edge of the first image. Finally, she closed the texts, put down her phone and looked away towards the pool again. Jack did not attempt to fill the silence. For a while, they both listened to Russell and his friend's continuing sports talk, the words going in one ear and out the other. Finally, Nikotai moved over and sat by Jack on the picnic table. Russell was engrossed in his conversation and did not notice her move. She leaned over and whispered in Jack's ear.
"Isn't that the Maid of Honor, Jia Khan? And she's fellating and sucking on your cock --"
Jack nodded.
"My God," she breathed. Nikotai knew Jia very well, since she was also at Art School like all of Taylor's bridesmaids.
"Nikki! Nikki! Come over here, we need you!" It was the white-gowned bride, Taylor Wentworth, calling and waving her left hand with her prominent new wedding ring. Nikotai abruptly stood up and left without a backward glance at either Jack or her fiancé, Russell.
* * * * * *
2. Taylor was in her white, shoulder-less bridal gown, surrounded by her bridesmaids. Some were in their matching bridesmaids' gowns, the rest in bikinis like Nikotai. They were swigging champagne, sitting around a large silver ice bucket that contained three magnums of Dom Perignon. As soon as Nikotai came up, Taylor handed her a crystal flute of champagne.
"What were you doing, chatting up Jack Grierson?" she asked.
"He's been eyeing me all day," said Nikotai, taking a sip of her drink. "It was getting creepy, but then he started talking to me about art. He knows quite a lot -- it was more fun than listening to Russell go on and on about football."
"The man is a despicable turd," declared Taylor. "My mom says that he's an embarrassment, always trying to pick up women, even right in front of their husbands. If she had her way, he would never have been invited. But he's an old friend of Dad's and he insisted."
"I read on the internet that men who compulsively chase women have small dicks," said Rebecca Belle, one of Taylor's bridesmaids, a statuesque girl with white-blonde hair with an hourglass figure. She wore a red bikini with blue flashes that showed off her figure to great advantage. "It's called phallic compensation theory."
All the girls were overcome with a fit of infectious giggling. Nikotai strained to giggle with the others.
"Well, it certainly must be true in this case," said Taylor. "I've known Jack's son, Martin since middle school -- and let me tell you, he's small down there! Like son, like father I should think!"
This brought forth squeals of laughter, especially since the girls all knew Jack's son Martin socially -- he was a member of their set. Nikotai looked at Jia out of the corner of her eye. Her big, round tortoise-shell glasses had slipped down her nose and she pushed them up with one finger. The petite beauty had a fixed smile on her face and she was not giggling. Taylor saw this and poked her in the ribs.
"Come on Jia," she said. "Why so serious?"
Jia forced herself to giggle too, but it sounded unnatural.
"Don't know," she said. "I guess I just need some more champagne to loosen up."
Taylor accepted this at face value and refilled her Maid of Honor's champagne flute.
"The article also said that such men pursue women who are unattainable as bedmates because they are sexually cold," said Rebecca. "So you must be frigid, Nikki! Maybe we should all go the Russell's bachelor party next week and give him something to remember!"
This was greeted with gales of girlish laughter.
"Ice maiden!" crowed Taylor.
"Princess Snow!" said Jia.
"Frosty Nikki!" said another bridesmaid.
Each epithet was greeted with was renewed laughter. Nikotai flushed beet red, but tried to smile to show she was a good sport. Jia, I know what you've been up to, she thought. And we both know that Jack's cock is anything but small.
* * * * * *
3. The way Nikotai reacted to the image of his monstrous cock in Jia's mouth, Jack thought things were going his way. He thought he only had to work on her steadily for the rest of the evening to get her into the same position as the elfin Maid of Honor.
So he was surprised to find that Nikotai scrupulously avoided him for the rest of the reception. Even when a large portion of the guests decamped to the Hilton bar -- the very hotel where he maintained a suite -- he found that he could not get near her. Taylor and her bridesmaids stayed together in an exclusive 'girls only' group and drank steadily. He felt like he was a voyeur at a bachelorette party. As it got past midnight, most of the older guests left. The groom Bradley Morgan, Nikotai's fiancé Russell Paine, Jia's fiancé Shoab Akhtar, Rebecca's fiancé Stavros Panapoulos and the other young male guests congregated by the bar. Those remaining were now exclusively twenty-somethings and Jack felt out of place. He gave up trying to approach Nikotai and drifted away, settling himself into a corner booth in the bar.
* * * * * *
4. Nikotai knew that the bridesmaids were watching her like vixens. She knew that exchanging a single word with Jack would lead to renewed and merciless teasing. So she was relieved when she saw Jack finally settle into a corner of the Hilton bar, away from the rest of the guests.
His departure caused her to become much more animated to compensate for her relative reticence when he had been present. Everyone was quite drunk now -- the bridesmaids had gone through magnum after magnum of Dom Perignon.
Nikotai had just thrown on a mesh tank top over her bikini and put on her high heels to walk over from the City Club reception to the Hilton next door, so she had no pockets. Her cell phone was stuck in the front of her bikini panties, so in spite of her alcoholic buzz she felt the vibration of a text message coming in. She wondered if it was Jack again, idly thinking how appropriate it was to have a sex text causing vibrations right by her vulva.
Jack: Here's a short clip of Jia this morning.
Nikotai fished a wireless ear-bud out of her bag and stuck it in her ear, cupped the phone screen with her hand to shield it from prying eyes and hit play. It was a masterfully produced video, just over three minutes long. The first ten seconds showed a slow motion version of the still image she had seen of the red painted lips on the gargantuan cock. The sound of Jia's lips sliding along the smooth, hard rod and her choked breathing came through clearly on the ear-bud. Then over the next fifteen seconds, the video pulled back very gradually, showing cheeks, nose and finally eyes, forehead and hair. One of Jack's hands was in Jia's hair, guiding her gently back and forth. One of her hands was on his hard, well-defined abs and her pinky ring with the Arabic lettering was clearly visible. The fingers of her other hand were interlaced with Jack's other hand. She was still wearing her big, round, tortoise-shell glasses.
Then Jack pulled her off him and she brought her free hand down, trying to encircle his thick shaft -- and failing to do so by a good margin, as Nikotai had already seen.
"My God, Jack," Jia gasped. "You're a monster!"
Now Jack's hand in Jia's hair moved her lips back towards his cock. Nikotai saw her opening her mouth as wide as she possibly could to engulf his huge purplish cockhead. Her red 'kiss-proof' lipstick could not resist his musky pre-cum and some of it smeared on his shaft. Her jaws were stretched to their maximum extent and her full lips made a red flower around his manhood. He started to fuck her mouth, gently at first, but at the one-minute mark of the video, his thrusts became faster and faster. Jia was gagging on Jack's cock now and her breath came in choking gasps, clearly relayed on the audio. Her nose and eyes were running and saliva mixed with Jack's pre cum drooled out of the tight seal her lips made around his shaft.
Now both of Jack's hands were in Jia's hair and he grew a bit rougher. Almost all of her lipstick was gone now, coated on his shaft. The video drew back a bit further to show her on her haunches, clinging to Jack's wrists with both her hands. She was wearing a red camisole with black lace-up back, a matching thong and black stockings and garters. Her red Maid of Honor dress lay on the floor in the background.
The difference in their sizes became obvious now. He was about six foot two, whereas she was just over five feet tall; he weighed just over two hundred pounds, she was only about half that. She had barely a third of his immense length in her mouth, but his cockhead was clearly already stretching her throat. Her pert, firm little breasts rocked rhythmically with his thrusts, causing the lace on her bodice to heave. Her big, brown eyes were bugging out of her head and she was close to panicking.
"Come on, Jia .... Come on girl ... you can do it ... " Jack's tone was soothing, even as his fucking was urgent. "I'm going to cum ... you've got to swallow ... swallow, don't gag ... swallow, don't choke ..."
Then Jack's hips juddered, he groaned and began to cum. The first gout was the largest and even though Jia strove mightily, she was only able to swallow about half of it. The rest of the thick, viscous ejaculate burst out of the corners of her mouth and some even dribbled out of her nose. Jack came in two more gouts, each smaller than the last. He withdrew from her mouth to spray the last on her face and hair. The shining blobs of semen shone like pearls. Several small globules caught on the top rims of her glasses. They hung there trembling, before sliding down and creating smears on the lenses. Jia coughed and spluttered as though she was nearly drowned.
Jack massaged some of the semen into her hair saying, "You are a quick learner, Jia. When you marry Shoab Akhtar in two weeks, he is going to be happy that I taught you this."
The video ended, snapping Nikotai back into the present. She slid the phone back into the crotch of her bikini panties and looked around to find that she was sitting next to Jia. She was wearing the red Maid of Honor dress that Nikotai had just seen in the video, lying in a crumpled heap on the ground. On a whim, she reached around Jia, traced the lace-up back of her camisole, and cupped one of her pert little breasts.
"I love your red and black lingerie," she whispered in her ear, conscious that she was slurring a bit. As look of terror crossed Jia's face, Nikotai tossed back her champagne and refilled her flute. Her phone vibrated again, and she pulled it out.



Jack: How did you like the video?
Nikotai: You're a bully! Poor Jia!
Jack: I think she enjoyed it.
Nikotai: You nearly drowned her! She was freaking out!
Jack: Her panties were soaked through.
Nikotai: I don't believe you.
There was short pause before Nikotai's phone vibrated again. She pulled it out and tapped it to see the red and black thong Jia had been wearing in the video. It had been pulled inside out, displaying the 'La Perla' tag. The tiny white crotch liner of the thong was discolored to a dull yellow. It was dry and crinkly in the picture, but it was obviously encrusted with a significant quantity of a viscous fluid.
Nikotai: You have her thong?
Jack: Unless she bought or borrowed another one, she's commando.
Nikotai: You are a pig.
Jack: After she sucked me off, I fucked her. She was the one screaming like a stuck pig. She came twice. You want to hear her?
Nikotai: No.
There was a short pause.
Jack: Send me some pictures in return.
Nikotai did not respond. She slid her phone back into her bikini panties, and went over by Taylor. They kept drinking and Nikotai's slurring grew worse. But everyone else was just as drunk, so it seemed normal. Anything anyone said seemed unbearably funny and she was laughing hysterically. Everyone found her incredibly witty too, and she got laughter in response to everything she said. She was having a great time.
Taylor summoned Jia to sit by her other side saying, "I wish my Maid of Honor to attend me. Jia, come here."
Nikotai remembered that Jia was commando and without thinking further said, "Let's all take crotch shots of ourselves and share them. Sisterhood bonding!"
Everyone laughed again, louder than before.
"Yeah!" said Taylor. "We'll see if we can identify each other."
More laughter.
"Who'll start?"
"Jia!" said Nikotai. "Maid of Honor first, bride last!"
This brought even more shrieks of laughter, followed by calls of "Jia! Jia! Jia!"
Jia stood up and swayed -- with her little frame she was even drunker than many of the others. Nikotai steadied her and pulled her phone out of her bikini panties. She set it on camera and handed it to her. Then she called the other bridesmaids to form a screen around her. Drunk as she was, Jia had a hard time hiking up her gown. Nikotai had to help her. She also held her wrist steady as she aimed the camera at her crotch. Jack was right -- she was commando, she had no panties on. She took the picture, dropped her gown and handed the phone back to Nikotai.
"Rebecca, you're next," said Nikotai.
Rebecca giggled madly. She had a T-shirt and a short skirt over her bikini. Nikotai handed her the phone and they formed a circle around her as they had around Jia. Rebecca pulled down her bikini panties and was about to take the crotch shot, when Nikotai said, "No squeezing your legs together! Just for that, you'll have to squat and take a shot of your open lips!"
The others shrieked anew and echoed Nikotai saying, "Squat, Rebecca, squat! Squat, Rebecca, squat!"
Rebecca laughed as well and did as she was bid, displaying the full glory of her vagina and clitoris to the camera. The girls all screamed when they saw that Rebecca had a small gold ring through one of her pussy lips. Nikotai reached forward and caressed the pussy lip, causing the ring to shake. She saw that it was inscribed "REBECCA" in runic lettering.
And so it went, bridesmaid after bridesmaid. Then it was Nikotai's turn. She unfastened the ties on her bikini panties, squatted on her high heels and took the picture of her thick, dark pink nether lips. Now it was Taylor's turn. She hiked up her heavy bridal gown. Rebecca and Nikotai helped her. She wore a white thong that she pulled down and slipped off her ankles.
"Wait, we've got to get Taylor ready for the bridal suite!" said Rebecca. "She's got to be horny and ready for Brad's cock!"
"Yes," Nikotai said, amid the giggling. "It is our duty as bridesmaids to make sure Taylor is well-lubricated!"
Taylor screamed, "No!" but they held her down. With all the commotion in the bar, no one paid them any more attention, especially as Taylor was surrounded by her bridal party and invisible to anyone else. Rebecca and Nikotai began to trace the outlines of Taylor's nether lips with their fingers, taking turns at running a fingernail over her clitoris. Taylor soon stopped protesting and was panting as they got her excited. They kept working her, getting her feminine juices to flow and her clit to become swollen and red. Just as she began to shudder, indicating the onset of her orgasm, they stopped. Taylor begged them to get her off, bringing forth more screams of laughter.
"That's Brad's job," said Nikotai. "We just got you ready."
Then she took a picture of Taylor's wet crotch with her distended and swollen clitoris. In her drunken state it seemed a good idea to taunt Jack with her riches.
She typed a quick text: You wanted something, Jack. Here's something for you to jerk off on!
Then she sent a series of texts each with one of the bridal party crotch shots.
It was barely a minute before her phone vibrated again in her bikini panties.
Jack: Wow! I could spend the next week looking at these.
Nikotai: They're numbered. Tell me if you can recognize Jia's vagina. And for a bonus try and recognize mine.
Jack: What do I get if I guess correctly?
Nikotai: Nothing. Just jerk off, you creep.
Jack: Jia is number one. And you are number seven.
Nikotai did not respond. Jack was correct. But how could he have recognized her vulva?
Jack: I hope to see yours in real life soon.
Nikotai: In your dreams, asshole. I'm getting married next week.
Jack: I could fuck your brains out for a week and you would still be a faithful wife.
Nikotai could not believe she was carrying on this conversation. She would never have done so in person.
Nikotai: I've nothing more to say to you.
* * * * * *
5. Nikotai was very drunk when the party at the bar finally broke up in the wee hours. She leaned on Russell, but he was bombed as well. They held each other up in the elevator and stumbled into their hotel room. Russell fell into bed fully clothed and went out like a light. Nikotai clambered beside him on her hands and knees. In spite of her state, she could not block out the images from the video of Jia and Jack. All the sexual horseplay with the bridesmaids had added on to that -- she was very horny and the liquor could not extinguish the fire in her belly.
She unzipped Russell and pulled down his pants and boxers. He was flaccid. She went down on him, sucking his dick to try and spark some life. Nothing. He was totally unresponsive and just lay there, snoring gently.
She untied her bikini panties again, lay on her back and closed her eyes. With her fingers, she worked on herself. She re-opened the video of Jia and Jack on her phone and the images and sounds very quickly brought on a powerful orgasm. She thrashed on the bed and the shook it hard enough to get Russell to mumble in his sleep, "What's goin' on?" But he did not wake. In the warmth of her afterglow, Nikotai soon fell asleep as well.
They both rose very late the next day with splitting headaches. Even though they were in bed together, they had no desire to fuck each other. Finally around noon, Nikotai dragged herself to the bathroom, brushed her teeth and began to get ready. As she was drying herself after her shower the realization of her antics of the previous night began to sink it. Everything she had done with the girls was probably safe -- they had a mutual interest in keeping their wild activities secret -- but she had sent sexual images to Jack!
She snugged her panties into place and snapped on her bra before rushing out to retrieve her phone from her bag. Russell was trying to keep his eyes closed, groaning every now and then. She took the phone back to bathroom and locked the door before opening the photo album.
She went through the images one by one. Some were rather blurred, so they were virtually unidentifiable. Jia's thighs were tight together, so her vaginal entrance appeared as a straight line adorned with wispy, black down. Rebecca's was very clear and very explicit -- she had a clean-shaven pussy so her smooth pink pubic lips were bare and her prominent clitoris was not obscured. Her widely splayed thighs showed the even paler pink of her vagina and her gold pussy ring hung in plain view.
With trembling fingers, she swiped to get to hers. She hoped that the image was distorted or obscured by an intruding finger. When she saw it, her mouth dropped open and she covered it with her hand. The image was even more graphic than Rebecca's. Like Rebecca, her pussy was clean-shaven. Her pubic lips and clit were a few shades darker. Even though she was squatting like Rebecca, her obsessive vaginal exercises -- Kegels -- ensured that her strong nether muscles held her pussy lips together and displayed relatively little of her vagina. However, her clitoris was another matter. It was swollen, distended and angry red. The image had caught a drop of her feminine fluid in mid flight and another drop hung precariously on her clit. She was obviously very excited. This looks like something out of a porn movie, she muttered to herself.
But what really had caused her to gasp was that her tattoo of a little green serpent was plainly visible. It had been etched encircling her vulva, so close that it could be covered by the teeniest thong. The snake's head disappeared into her vagina, creating an intensely erotic image. Russell knew about it. And if he saw this picture, he would recognize it instantly.
* * * * * *
6. In the succeeding days, Nikotai got caught up in the excitement of her own wedding. It was barely a week away. Her bridesmaids, her mother, her wedding planner, her seamstress and her personal shopper created a female cocoon around her and she lost count of the texts, snap-chats and social media messages that she exchanged with them. She had asked Rebecca, who was also in Art School with her, to be her Maid of Honor.
She was taking a break from the preparations and enjoying a luxurious breakfast with Russell at the Metropole rooftop restaurant. They were talking about their upcoming honeymoon in Bermuda when her phone buzzed indicating yet another incoming text. She ignored it and kept chatting with Russell. After about half an hour, she swiped the screen to look at the notifications and saw that the text was from Jack.
Jack: I've talked to some art agents. They are potentially interested. Think you could produce some rough sketches in the next couple of days?
Nikotai: No way! I'm getting married at the end of the week!
Jack: Just rough sketches. Can't take more than an hour.
Nikotai: Shows how little you know! Nothing can be produced in an hour.
"Who are you texting?" asked Russell, seeing her knitted brow as she tapped on the screen of her phone.
Nikotai looked up guiltily and then realized that her current exchange was completely innocent. So she smiled.
"Jack Grierson. He said he can help me sell some of my work."
Russell gave a short, barking laugh.
"Jack Grierson! The man is despicable! Didn't Taylor tell you all about him?"
"Only that he is an incorrigible skirt chaser. But I think I can take care of myself."
"That's not all there is to him," said Russell, his voice becoming hard. "He's really beneath us, you know. You should have nothing to do with him."
"What do you mean?"
"He's a low class thug," Russell began. Then he cleared this throat and took a sip of his coffee. "His father was in the army, not even an officer, a sergeant or something. He went to a fancy Ivy League university on some kind of military scholarship. He obviously couldn't afford to go there any other way. While he was there, he managed to seduce Carmen St. James, the heiress to the Foncault Group. But he soon showed his true colors -- he raped a female faculty member and was thrown out -- he never graduated. Only the army would take him, it's the place for losers like him. Why Carmen stuck with him and married him is beyond me. He was obviously just after her money."
Nikotai Googled Jack and found an online bio. It said nothing about his being at college, but merely noted that he had served a three-year tour with the Army Special Forces before joining his father-in-law's business empire as a junior manager. He had worked his way up and was now Chief Executive of the Foncault Group, whose sales exceeded 20 billion. She wondered about the true story behind these bald lines.
"Well, it says here that he worked his way up to Chief Executive of the Foncault Group," said Nikotai. "He must have done pretty well."
Russell chortled.
"It's just a title to keep his wife happy. His Executive VP Casey du Paige, handles all the real business. I've dealt with her -- she's a sharp cookie and real looker too -- beauty and brains."
"I see," said Nikotai. "Didn't you bid against the Foncault Group for a contract a few months ago? What happened?"
"They beat me," Russell admitted. "That's what I mean about Casey du Paige. It was all her doing. Jack was just along for the ride, he didn't do anything."
Nikotai's phone buzzed again.
Jack: Meet me this evening. How about the Metropole rooftop?
Nikotai: Why the Metropole?
Jack: You're there now, aren't you?
Nikotai: How do you know?
Jack: I've got an App that downloads the GPS locations transmitted by phones I'm communicating with.
Nikotai: You're a creep!
Jack: But a smart one.
Nikotai: Just a creep. Who did you rape at university?
Her phone went dead and she thought she had gotten rid of him. But as she walked with Russell toward the elevator, her phone buzzed again. She swiped the screen and saw it was another text from Jack. There was no message, just the picture of an inside page of a student newspaper from two decades ago. QUARTERBACK JOHN GRIERSON LEAVES UNIVERSITY TO JOIN THE ARMY read the headline.
'John C. Grierson Jr., the university's successful sophomore quarterback has announced that he will not be returning in the Fall to lead the football team. He has decided to leave the university with immediate effect to pursue a career in the army. Grierson was accused of rape by English literature professor Elizabeth Smythe Warren, a case that never came to trial. Grierson has never denied having sex with Warren and has accepted that he is likely the father of her child. However, he has always maintained that the sex between them was consensual and has offered to take on debt to pay for child support, an offer that Warren has rejected. When asked, both Grierson and Head Football Coach Gordon Dean said that the quarterback's departure was not related to Warren's accusations of rape.'
Nikotai: How do you know that it was you that knocked her up?
Jack: I was banging her bareback twice a day for over two months. Three or four times on weekends. Her husband always used a condom -- he didn't want children.
Nikotai: You brute!
Jack: So will you meet me this evening? At the Metropole rooftop?
Nikotai: I might come back here. I might not.
Jack: I'll take my chances.
As Nikotai rode down the elevator with Russell, her phone buzzed again. She swiped it right away and immediately cupped the screen with her hand. It was a close-up of a colossal dick, with the cockhead out of sight, buried in very pink vagina. White lace-covered stocking tops were just visible at the bottom edge of the picture. The pubic lips were stretched and its tightness had stripped back the cockhead's covering of foreskin, which was puckered over the shaft. Nikotai flipped into her photo reel, and clicked back and forth a few times, comparing several photos. By the time the elevator doors opened on the ground floor, she was sure. It was Jack's cock and it was thrust into Taylor's pussy. The date and time indicated that it was her wedding night.
* * * * * *
7. The valet at the Metropole pulled up with Russell's special AMG Mercedes SLK500 Roadster. Pulling up, he came around and opened the passenger door for Nikotai. He took her hand and steadied her as she lowered herself to slide into the low-slung car, while trying to keep her very short skirt from riding up and displaying her panties. She was slightly disappointed that Russell had not thought to help her.
Russell merged into traffic. He put a hand on her bare thigh and slid it up under the short skirt to run his fingers over her panties.
"Looking forward to becoming Mrs. Russell Paine?"
"I told you that I am going to keep my name!"
"Oh come on, Nikki. The Mathiesons are well established, but you've got to admit that we Paines are higher on the social scale. You're marrying up, dearie! And I'm happy to share my name with you."
Nikotai had heard this before been amused by it, but somehow this time it irritated her. Russell's phone rang through the car speakers.
"It's my colleague Mark from the office," he said. "I need to take this call. I'll drop you home Nikki, and then go straight into work."
She nodded and his tone was all business as he turned his full attention to Mark. She heard something about the Hong Kong market and then tuned it out. Then her phone buzzed again.
Jack: Did you recognize who was in the picture?
Nikotai: Yes.
Jack did not respond immediately, so she texted back.
Nikotai: How did you manage it?
Jack: All of you were totally wasted by the time you left the bar on Taylor's wedding night. Brad was in even worse shape than Taylor. I found her trying to get him into the elevator. So I helped her get him up to a suite.
Nikotai: The bridal suite?
Jack: Yes.
Nikotai: And then?
Jack: We manhandled him on to the big king bed.
There was a buzz and another photo came in. It showed the decorated bedroom of the bridal suite all festooned in white. There were white silk streamers tastefully tied on the four posters of the bed and white chiffon wound around the headboard. There was a silver bucket with a magnum of Dom Perignon in it.
Nikotai: She was drunk! You took advantage of her, you beast!
Jack: She was horny, she really wanted it. And she had a great wedding night. I fucked her three times and she lost count of how many times she came.
Nikotai remembered how horny she had been herself and how she had unsuccessfully tried to suck Russell to an erection that night. She thought of how Rebecca and she had gotten Taylor so close an orgasm and then stopped. We set her up for Jack, she thought guiltily.
Jack: Do you want to see it?
Nikotai: Taylor is one of my best friends. I don't want to see you violating her on her wedding night!
Jack: I didn't violate her -- she's my best friend's daughter! Take a look, Nikki. Then you can decide for yourself.
Nikotai did not respond, but her phone buzzed in a moment anyway. It was a video. She put in her wireless ear-bud and tapped 'play'. It began with a panning shot of the bridal suite. Brad lay on his back on the bed, still in his tux. Jack had his arms around Taylor. The camera followed his hands as he drew the zipper of her bridal gown down her back and then moved up to show him kissing her. Her arms were on his chest and she was trying to push him away. Nikotai stopped the video.
Nikotai: How did you get this video? It looks like a professional job!
Jack: I use this Hilton a lot for business. I've got five or six cameras set up in all of the suites. I contract with a movie production company to convert the raw footage into professional grade video.
Nikotai: Just when I think you cannot sink any lower, you find a filthier gutter to wallow in. Russell is right.
Jack: What does he say?
Nikotai: That you are a guttersnipe, a low class thug.
Jack: I didn't go to prep school and I grew up poor, I guess makes me a guttersnipe. I'm not going to defend myself. But watch the rest of the video.



Nikotai did not respond, but her curiosity was too strong. Just a few moments later she tapped 'play' again. Jack kissed Taylor for long time -- deep, probing kisses. Her hands were still on his chest pushing, but she was kissing him back. Then he pulled down her unlaced her gown to her waist, exposing her strapless, white silk bra. Still kissing her, he gently kneaded her breasts, working her sensitive nipples. Taylor was tall and her breasts were small for a girl of her height. Nikotai mentally scolded herself for noticing this detail.
Jack's lips traced down her throat to her breasts. Now he pulled the cups down, and licked and sucked on her nipples, one at a time. He moved steadily, taking his time, raising her temperature gradually. Nikotai began to feel a bit hot herself and turned up the air conditioning on her side of the car. Jack kissed his way down to the swell of her belly and his hands massaged its contour as his tongue left a tingling trail. She giggled suddenly as he inadvertently tickled her. But it ended in a gasp as he suddenly moved lower and pushed his face into her crotch.
He worked on her white bridal gown and with some difficulty managed to get it down around her ankles. Taylor's hips were as generous as her breasts were small, and her unbalanced figure was apparent now. She was still all in white -- her veil, tossed back over her blonde hair, her white lace-top stockings, her white silk bra and panties and her white open-toe high heel pumps. She widened her stance to give Jack better access to her crotch. He was kissing her labia through the thin silk and she gasped each time his tongue pushed the silk of her panties into her crack.
The crotch of Taylor's panties rapidly grew very wet and it was unclear how much of it was Jack's saliva and how much was her feminine juices. He stripped down the wet panties and raised her feet one at a time to take them off. Then he returned to Taylor's shaved, smooth pussy with a will. He ran his thick tongue along her pink pussy lips and she threw her head back and groaned deep in her throat. He repeated it and got an even louder response. He did a third time and she dug both her hands in to his hair and pushed his face more tightly into her intimate area.
His face was hidden from Nikotai, but she could guess what would come next. His tongue and lips began manipulating Taylor's clitoris and as soon as he sucked on it, her hands pulled his head in even deeper. Then he plunged two fingers into her pussy and swiveled them around while he sucked on her clit greedily. This was too much for her and she screamed, "Ooh! Oooohh!! Jack what are you doing to me? I can't bear it! OMIGOD, OMIGOD!! I'm cumming! I'm cumming!"
Taylor was overcome with convulsions and her generous hips juddered as she was shaken by her first mind-blowing orgasm. She put both her hands on Jack's shoulders for support. Nikotai found the sight of Taylor incredibly sensual -- the bride in her bridal suite, all in white -- quaking with her climax and pulling Jack's head deeper into her pubic triangle. With the groom lying there on the bed right next to them! She felt the familiar warmth in her belly.
Jack lifted Taylor and dumped her on the bed. She was a big girl and the bed rocked. The movement merely caused Brad to mumble something unintelligible. Jack tore his own clothes off, scattering them around the floor. He was magnificently tumescent and the camera lingered on his massive erection again for a moment. He followed Taylor on to the bed on his hands and knees like some beast of prey, his cock swaying beneath him. He dripped pre-cum on the coverlet as he spread her legs and mounted her.
"Fuck me, you big lummox!" Taylor slurred. "I need you in me."
Jack ran his cockhead up and down her sopping entrance, rubbing it over her clit. She cried out each time, inarticulate little screams. Her head thrashed from side to side and her bridal veil shimmered as it caught the light. She arched her back, trying to get him to enter her. He kept toying with her, letting her take in the very tip of his cockhead as she arched desperately to take more.
"Now! Now! I want it now!" she cried.
Finally he pushed into her and waited a moment with just his cockhead buried. It was the still photo she had seen earlier. Then with a low groan, Jack pushed the rest of his enormous length into her with one smooth thrust. Taylor was stretched taut like a bowstring and this was all she needed to go over the edge. Her legs scissored up around Jack's waist, her full hips rotated convulsively and she cried out hoarsely, "I'm cumming! I'm cumming again!! OH! OOHH!!"
Jack remained embedded in her warmth, allowing her to run the gamut of her orgasm. Finally, her arms slid off him and her legs slipped back to the bed.
"My Gosh!" she slurred. "You're still in me! You're still hard!"
Now Jack began to fuck her, slowly at first like a big diesel winding up. Each long thrust brought another cry from Taylor. But soon he was pounding her and her knees were bent again, thighs threshing. Her head was thrown back on her white bridal veil and her mouth was open. He kept fucking her till her whole body began to shake as though she in the grip of an ague. Taylor screamed again, "I'M CUMMING! OMIGOD! I'M CUMMING AGAIN!" and Jack suddenly stiffened and groaned. He pumped her three more times and each time there was an audible burble as he ejaculated into her. A telltale rivulet of thick, milky jism leaked out from her vagina. Then he lay on her, spent. They were both covered with sweat, even though the air conditioning was turned up on high. The camera panned to show them in their post-orgasmic high with Brad lying right by them, still in his tuxedo. The video faded.
Nikotai: You bastard! You fucked her bareback on her wedding night! And pumped your load into her!
Jack: She wanted it. You heard her. What did I do that was wrong?
Nikotai: Her husband was right there!
Jack: He didn't object.
Nikotai: She was so loud! And the way you guys shook the bed it was like a major earthquake! And Brad just lay there. He might have been dead!
Jack: When I was in the army, I had drunk guys pass out on my shoulder. And I had buddies die in my arms. I know the difference.
Nikotai: You're disgusting.
Jack: For giving Taylor mind-blowing orgasms?
Nikotai: No! For forcing her into adultery.
Jack: Did she look like she was forced?
Nikotai: It's not right to fuck another man's wife. Especially on their wedding night.
Jack: Just helping him out -- you saw that he couldn't do it.
Nikotai: But bareback! You might have gotten her pregnant!
Jack: I certainly hope so.
Nikotai: That is just nauseating.
Jack: Why? The baby will be Taylor and Brad's -- no one will know. Both the Morgans and the Wentworths are worth hundreds of millions, the child will have every privilege.
Nikotai: But it will not be Brad's child.
Jack: Where is it written that Brad must be the biological father of Taylor's children? He doesn't own Taylor's eggs, does he?
Nikotai tapped -- that's just crazy. You're awful -- but stopped before sending it. She erased it and thought for a while, but she couldn't find the crushing response she wanted. And what was she doing, sexting with Jack like this anyway? But she couldn't let Jack have the last word.
Nikotai: I hate you and everything about you.
Jack did not respond, and Nikotai felt a sudden curiosity.
Nikotai: Did you fuck Jia bareback as well?
Jack: Yes.
Nikotai: I can't believe your gall -- you come to a wedding and fuck the bride and the Maid of Honor, both bareback!
Jack: What I really want to do is stretch the little green serpent in your crotch around my cock.
There was a photo attached to the message. He had re-sent the picture of his rampant dick with the cockhead embedded in Taylor's pussy.
"Well, here we are," Russell's voice broke in, intruding into her hedonistic haze. Her head snapped up from her phone to look over at him. Then she realized that he had pulled up in the portico of his luxury condo complex. She had moved in with him just the previous month and was still getting used to it.
"Oh, yes," Nikotai faltered. "Thanks, Russell!"
She made to open the door, but he pulled her over to kiss her. As he did so, he slid his hand up her short skirt between her legs. He broke off the kiss and looked down at her with a leer.
"God, you're soaking wet!" He leaned down and sniffed. "You smell like you've just been fucked! Were you daydreaming of me banging you last night?"
"Yes, yes," Nikotai said, grateful for the out. "You really got my engine running."
Sex with Russell was always the same. He liked her to undress herself in front of him then he would push her into bed and mount her. He did not engage in any foreplay, so she was dry. Even though his erection was only average, he would always hurt her as he sank his length into her. He interpreted her cries of pain as cries of passion and thought of himself as a great lover. He would pound her hard and fast for twenty or thirty seconds and just as she was beginning to lubricate, he would cum with a great deal of panting and groaning. He had never succeeded in giving her an orgasm, but she was good at pretending and screamed with him to make him happy.
One of the doormen opened the door of the Mercedes Roadster and put out his hand to help her out. She wished he would go away, for she realized that her skirt had a big damp spot on her behind and there was slick of wetness in the middle of the leather seat. She now recognized the smell of sex that pervaded her person.
But there was nothing to do but go through with it. She ignored the smirk on the doorman's face and walked into the lobby of the condo building with her head held high and without looking back. She knew that Russell and the doorman were exchanging leers. The doorman would be jealous of Russell and Russell would be smug. Neither of them would know that it was Jack who had gotten her so excited.
* * * * * *
8. It was almost 9PM when Nikotai entered the elevator up to the rooftop of the Metropole. She had dressed carefully, selecting a black cocktail dress with a thigh high slit, low back and thin halter strap -- she wanted to display the shoulder and back straps of her expensive Bordelle bra. She wore black stockings and strappy pumps with very high heels to ensure that she topped six feet. She did not want Jack to look down at her.
She had had to excuse herself from her planned dinner with Rebecca, her Maid of Honor, which was not easy as she was exceedingly nosy and asked dozens of questions. She half hoped that Jack had given up and left -- that would give her a moral victory and she looked forward to sending him a text to crow.
As soon as she entered the restaurant, the maître d' came up to her and gave her slight bow saying, "Mr. Grierson is expecting you. Allow me to lead you to his table."
In spite of her mental preparations, her heart beat faster. Jack had managed to get one of the prime tables, a horseshoe seat at a round table with a stunning view of the city. The seat had a high back so that it was screened off from the rest of the restaurant. Jack rose as soon as he saw her and walked up to her. She put out her hand and he took it and bowed from the waist, brushing the back of her hand with his lips.
"I'm so happy to see you," he said with unaffected delight.
"I was rather hoping that you would give up and leave," she said rudely, ignoring the shocked expression of the maître d'.
Jack ignored her bad manners saying merely, "Andre here has been kind enough to save us the best table in the house. Come, I think you will like it."
He led her to the table and seated her. She warily seated herself at one end of the horseshoe, carefully closing the slit in her dress as she sat down.
"I love your bra," said Jack as he slid into the other end of the horseshoe. "It's a Bordelle, isn't it?"
"Yes, it is," she said, surprised. "Are you a cross-dresser?"
"No, I just love what nice lingerie does to women's bodies," said Jack. He glanced up at the maître d'. "Andre, tell Marco to pick us a nice bottle of red. Something light, I am sure that Nikki has a fine palate. Make sure it comes out soon, I'm parched."
"Sure, Mr. Grierson."
"And get us half a dozen sheets of poster-board and some drawing charcoal. Miss Mathieson is going to do some sketching."
"I'll what I can do. It may take a few minutes."
"I know you'll surprise me with your efficiency, Andre, you always do."
When Andre bowed and left, Jack slid around the horseshoe to be closer to Nikotai. He pulled out his phone and pulled up a text.
"How did you know I work with charcoal?" asked Nikotai.
Jack slid his phone over to her and said, "I looked up your work online. And I went to the Art School and talked to some of the instructors. They are very impressed with you, by the way -- one of them even called you 'gifted', the best she has seen for years."
Nikotai found herself blushing and Jack went on, "You blush very prettily. It is nice to see that your talent has not made you vain."
Russell had never once asked about her work -- he had never even taken the trouble to look at the pieces she brought home. In fact the only time he mentioned her art was to joke about her 'practicing to decorate her husband's house'. Jack knew more about her work in a couple of days than Russell did after almost two years.
Jack is despicable, she reminded herself. He is just looking to put notches in his belt, don't let him get to you.
She read the text on Jack's phone. It was from Jerry McVeigh, one of the biggest art agents in the city. "I'll be happy to take a look at Miss Mathieson's work," it read. "Just send over some rough cut realist sketches. That will give me an idea what she can do. If it is interesting, we can discuss the direction to take the abstract development."
"How do you know Jerry McVeigh? He writes for the Times! Anyone would kill to get him to look at their stuff."
"I've done him a few favors," said Jack vaguely.
Marco, the sommelier appeared with the wine in a decanter and two crystal long stem balloon glasses. He poured out a small dollop and Jack indicated that Nikotai should do the tasting. She had been to finishing school in Switzerland and knew a thing or two about wine. She swirled it in the balloon glass and inhaled. It was heavenly! She could not remember the last time she had such a rush from a wine. She looked up at Marco, who stood by expectantly.
"It's divine! It's a Grand Cru, probably a '96 or a '97?"
"You have a very good nose, madam," said Marco, smiling. "A '96 Mouton Rothschild. They've aged very well, just peaking."
"They must be expensive!"
"Yes, madam --" began Marco, but he looked over at Jack, who had a finger on his lips. "You must ask Mr. Grierson if you want to know more."
"Your expression of delight is worth a lot more than any wine," said Jack.
"Spare me your corny babble," said Nikotai, a vicious note entering her voice. Marco was pouring the wine and looked shocked. Jack slipped him a fifty and waved him away. They sipped the wine for a moment in silence.
"Nikki, I'm quite happy for you to say whatever you like to me," said Jack, after a pause. "But please don't embarrass those who are serving us. Marco is good man, he works hard; he deserves to be treated with respect."
She looked ahead with a stony expression in her eyes. She knew he was right, but did not know how to admit it without losing face. Then Andre appeared with the poster-board and drawing charcoal.
"Oh, thank you so much, Andre!" she said effusively, seeing this as a way to make amends. "You are a doll!"
"Anything for Mr. Grierson," said Andre. "He is always very good to us. Any friend of his is a friend of mine."
Jack slipped him a fifty as well and he left.
"Well, Jack, you are putting on quite a show," said Nikotai.
"It's not a show, but believe what you like. You have the image on your phone and drawing supplies. See what you can do in an hour. I've ordered a very nice prosciutto appetizer and veal medallions."
The food came almost as soon as he spoke and Jack helped the cute little red-haired waitress set it down around the edges of the table to make sure that Nikotai had room to work. She smiled at Jack and he asked, "How's school, Bethany?"
"Going well, Mr. Grierson." She kept working and went on. "Thank you so much for getting me this job. I've almost doubled my income and I can work fewer hours."
"My pleasure," said Jack.
Nikotai waited till they were done and Bethany retired before pulling up the image of his immense erection on her screen. She smoothed down the poster-board and began working with long strokes. She worked steadily, sipping her wine and nibbling on the prosciutto appetizer.
After half an hour, she took a break and ate a veal medallion. She had eaten here before, so the food was not new to her. But she marveled at how Jack seemed to be on a first name basis with everyone.
"You come here often?" she asked.
"Not that often. But I do entertain a lot, so I make it a point to get to know the staff."
Nikotai continued working and was soon so engrossed that she lost track of the time. Jack watched her as she worked, admiring the smooth swimmer's muscles of her bare arms and way her tits moved when she made quick passes with the charcoal to fill in shading. When she finally sat back with a sigh, it was nearly eleven.
"It's not perfect, but as good as I can get with this light," she said.
Jack pulled the poster board towards him and set it up, appraising it critically.
"It's stupendous! Every bit as good as Balivet. I'll send it over to Jerry now."
"Well, I'll be going then," said Nikotai. "Thanks for dinner."
"No, stay for a bit. Let's see if Jerry responds."
"Jack, it's almost eleven. No agent of his stature is going to get back to you tonight."
"Just fifteen minutes."
Jack took a picture of the sketch with his phone and tapped it to send it off to Jerry McVeigh. Then he poured the last of the wine into their balloon glasses and raised his. She raised hers and they clinked.
"To success," she said, thinking of Jerry McVeigh.
"To success," he echoed, thinking of the green serpent that encircled her pussy.
Ten minutes later, Jack's phone rang with a video call. He picked it up. It was Jerry McVeigh.
"Jack!" he said heartily. He was a forty-something New Yorker with a red face and hair that bespoke his Irish heritage. "You've got some real promise here. The sketch looks great -- even before we do an abstract, I can probably pitch it to a print shop. A limited edition, maybe a run of two hundred or so. We can start at $2000 a pop and see how the market reacts. But I'll need at least two more -- it will take a set of three to get one of the big shops interested."
Nikotai craned her neck over Jack's shoulder. He tried to shush her, but she would not be stopped.
"Are you saying you want to market the dummy sketches to the realist market? I can't do that! I work in abstract art."
"Nikki," said Jack patiently. "Once your name gets around, you can bring whatever you want to market. But you need a market presence first. If Jerry says that your erotic realism will do it, you should listen to him and do as he says."
She looked stubborn for a while and took another sip of her wine.
"What do you suggest?" she asked McVeigh finally.
"A set of three," he said promptly. "Collectors like sets and a three-set is pretty standard. Do you have material?"
She picked up her phone and skimmed through the pictures again. She had the one with Jack's cock in Jia's mouth and the one with it in Taylor's pussy. They would make a nice set of three.
"Yes," she said to McVeigh.



"Good. I'll go to work tomorrow morning. I'll email you a contract right away -- you'll owe me ten percent. I always collect off the top. And I'll need someone to co-sign an underwriting guarantee of $100,000 for the print shop."
"I'll do it," said Jack promptly.
"Good, good," said McVeigh. "I'll include the underwriting documents with the contract."
He cut the line. Nikotai looked over at Jack, the numbers slowly sinking in.
"Two hundred prints at $2000 each is $400,000. A set of three makes it $1.2 million."
"Jerry is always conservative," responded Jack. "He'll probably get you more than that. And in addition, you can sell the originals. With the numbers Jerry is talking, they will probably fetch at least $30,000 each."
Nikotai realized that her mouth had formed an 'O' and covered it with her hand.
"Over a million and a quarter! I don't know anyone from Art School that makes that kind of money."
She put her arms around Jack's neck and hugged him. He felt her rounded breasts against his chest and whispered in her ear, "There's always a price tag."
"Whatever you want, we can discuss that tomorrow," said Nikotai. "It's late, I've got to get home before Russell."
"Don't worry, he won't be home for a while. He'll be watching the Hong Kong markets."
"OK, what do you want then?"
"You know what I want," said Jack, pushing aside the tablecloth. He had unzipped his pants and his cock stood up proudly. He was tumescent, not fully erect (she knew from the pictures). But he was still far bigger than Russell.
"I'm leaving," she said, gathering her bag and standing up.
"I'm sure Russell would love to see the picture of your pussy that you sent me."
"You wouldn't do that, would you?"
"Why wouldn't I?"
"Russell would never understand! He would never believe that we haven't done anything."
"I know. And I can forward him our text log. He'll love that we've been sexting. He's probably holding some pretty heavy positions right now, and he has to unwind everything before the Hong Kong markets close. A perfect time to get a picture of his fiancée's pubis from a business rival."
"Please erase that picture!" Nikotai had begun to take Russell for granted, but now the prospect of losing him and the social position and prestige of being Mrs. Russell Paine made her panic. Russell would not take this lightly, especially from a man like Jack that he despised. He would dump her and tell everyone -- his parents, her parents, all their friends.
"You drew it, Nikki, now to suck it."
She took a few deep breaths and put her hands on her hips defiantly.
"OK, do your worst! I'll call Russell right now and explain everything, that we were discussing erotic art and a deal with Jerry McVeigh, that you led me on and tried to force me to have sex with you."
"You think he will believe that?"
"It's the truth!"
"Nikki, take a look at the picture you sent me. Your clit is puffed up and red. You're dripping pussy juice. There's a sheen of sweat on your skin. I'll text Russell that I went down on you and sucked your clit; that I made you cum really hard. Who do you think he will believe? You or me?"
Nikotai pulled out her phone, opened the image again and used her fingers to expand it. With a sinking heart, she realized that Jack was right. She cursed the high quality camera in her phone -- the image was incredibly sharp and detailed. When enlarged, it was quite clear that she was sexually aroused. But it was with her girlfriends, not with Jack!
"I was with Taylor and Jia and Rebecca, not you! I'll tell Russell that!"
"Well, good luck. I'm sending the photo and the log of our sexting to Russell right now."
Jack's fingers got busy on his phone.
"Please don't make me do this! I'll pay you whatever you want."
"I don't want money. I'll just send these to Russell and we'll say good night."
"Wait! Stop! You should be ashamed of yourself -- I'm young enough to be your daughter."
"Why should I be ashamed? Older men always pursue younger women."
"How do I know you will erase the picture of my pussy and the sexting log? You probably have copied it to a dozen sites!"
"This is the only copy I have, you have my word. And if you suck me off, I will give you my phone so you can erase it yourself."
"Why do you hate me so much?" she asked, wringing her hands.
"I don't hate you, Nikki. Quite the contrary."
"You are blackmailing me, forcing me to have sex with you against my will."
Jack did not respond, but his expression was sympathetic.
"Oh, you are loathsome!" she spat.
"Come sit by me, Nikki." Jack patted the seat on the horseshoe by him. She took a tentative step towards him.
"Even if I do what you want, I will always hate you, you bastard!"
"I know, I know," said Jack soothingly.
She took another step towards him.
"Where do you want to go?"
"Nowhere. You can suck me off right here."
"In public? No way!"
"You will cum very soon, I guarantee it," said Jack. Then he put his hands up. "I apologize, that was a terrible pun."
He patted the leather beside him again. She sat down reluctantly. He put his arms around her and tried to kiss her. She twisted her head away and pushed his arms off her.
"I agreed to suck your cock, not kiss your mouth," she said roughly. "And keep your hands to yourself."
"OK," said Jack.
She looked around to make sure that the high back of the horseshoe seat sheltered them from prying eyes. Then she bent forward cautiously, alert for any sudden moves. As she got closer, his cock drew her forward and she felt an almost magnetic attraction. She put her tongue out tentatively and licked his tip, tasting the pungent drop of pre-sum. She made a face.
"It's an acquired taste," said Jack. "Like a fine wine. Only more addictive."
"I would hold my nose if I could, you asshole," she said, looking up at him.
She licked him again, around the monstrous cockhead and then down the shaft. She kept licking his shaft and before her incredulous eyes, his cock grew and grew. To see it in a photo was one thing, but to see it growing to its full magnificence before her eyes was quite another. The head filled out and acquired its purple coloration. She used her hands to jack him off with quick, short movements, hoping to get him to cum quickly. She only succeeded in getting him even harder.
She took another look around to make sure they were still unobserved. Then wanting to get it over with, she held him with both hands, opened her mouth as wide as possible and swallowed his cockhead. His foreskin slid back under the ministrations of her tongue. She heard his breathing get faster and took perverse pleasure in the fact that he was in her power now. Jack let her work on his cock for another couple of minutes before taking a more active role in the proceedings. He took hold of her head with one hand and put the other in between her bare shoulder blades on the back strap of her Bordelle bra. He began to push more of his length into her mouth. She fought him for a few moments, but then gave up, hoping that fucking her mouth would make him cum sooner.
He could feel her tongue working on him as she sucked while inhaling. She had never sucked a cock this big and had swallowed only about half of it when she felt his tip at her throat. Jack held her tightly and pushed a bit more, choking her. She fought the urge to panic and inhaled as hard as she could, creating intense suction that he found extremely pleasurable. She kept at it, but seemed no closer to getting him to cum. She began fear that she would be choked on his cock all night.
Then she heard a voice that chilled her blood. It was Russell, speaking in a loud and carrying voice. He sounded drunk.
"I've just wound up positions making over fifty million bucks! And I want to celebrate! Where's the maître d'? I want a table facing a window and for you to join me for a bite and a drink."
"I am sorry sir, but it is very late and the senior staff have all left," came the waitress Bethany's voice. "I am the only one on duty now. I'll see what I can do about the seating."
Nikotai tried to disengage, but Jack held her fast. One of his arms snaked under her belly and moved her bodily from the seat to the floor between his legs. He moved the tablecloth to cover her. She was in darkness now, with Jack continuing to hold her head and fuck her mouth. His other hand came down under the tablecloth and cupped a full breast through her cocktail dress and thin Bordelle bra. His thumb and forefinger worked on her sensitive nipple through the fabric.
Then Russell stumbled into Jack's view. He had an arm around the Bethany's waist and was pulling her along with him, ignoring her polite requests to let her go. He saw Jack and roared, "Why does this bastard get a whole horseshoe facing the window? Why there is enough room there to seat four people!"
Jack began to move Nikotai's head even faster, getting his cockhead wedged in her throat on his thrusts. She sucked hard as she tried to keep breathing. With Russell just a few feet away, fear was an additional factor and it raised her heart rate even higher.
"I booked this table, Russell," said Jack, striving to regiment his breathing. "Perhaps you should have made a booking too." And right now your fiancée is on her knees, sucking my cock.
"Well, no matter, this pretty young thing has promised me a table. Haven't you darling? And we need to sit down and get to know one another better."
With this, Russell put a finger in the top of Bethany's blouse and pulled hard, ripping it open down the front and displaying her sky blue bra with brown flashes and white lace trim. Jack picked up his phone and called hotel security.
"You've got pretty little tits, darling," Russell said thickly. He held her fast around the waist and kneaded one of her breasts roughly. "We should really spend tonight together. How much do you want? Five hundred? A thousand?"
"I am not a prostitute, sir," panted Bethany. She tried to remain calm as she struggled to free herself.
"You're a working girl, aren't you?"
He reached down and got his hand under the hem of her skirt, hiking it up to her waist to expose her panties. They were low-rise and Russell stuck a hand under the waistband.
"You've got soft pussy, sweetie, like a baby's bottom. Maybe I'll tip you extra after I fuck you."
Then two large security men appeared. With professional ease they extricated Bethany from Russell's grasp, ignoring his angry roars and threats.
"What shall we do with him, Mr. Grierson?" one asked.
"His name is Russell Paine. Have the front desk locate his home address and take him home. He just needs to sleep it off."
The two men hustled Russell out, still swearing and threatening vengeance at the top of his voice. As soon as they left, Bethany came and slumped down by Jack. She cuddled against him, rubbing her breasts against him in the process.
"Oh Jack, that was so awful!" she cried.
"Don't worry, he's gone now."
Through all this, Jack had been slowly fellating himself in Nikotai's mouth. Now he increased his pace again and his breathing got faster. Bethany thought it was her doing and held him tighter, her nipples puckering and hardening through her thin bra.
"I've been so sick lately, Jack," she said in a low voice. "Every morning I throw up. I'm nauseous all day."
"It will pass, Beth," said Jack. "You must have done the reading on morning sickness."
She snuggled closer to him. Nikotai was sucking on him hard now and Jack had difficulty concentrating. He continued to guide her head with his hand entangled in her thick, jet-black hair.
"Jack, you're so good to me," Bethany said. "I think I am falling in love with you. Do you love me?"
"Don't go there, Beth. It will only lead to unhappiness. Remember that it is Jeffrey who loves you."
"But I am carrying your baby!"
There was a choking sound as Nikotai lost her rhythm and Jack coughed to cover it.
"Jeffrey will be good father, Beth. And you will be a great mother."
Jack could not go on, his mind was blanked by the tension building in his balls. Bethany's breasts and hard-pointed nipples added fuel to the fire Nikotai was stoking with her energetic sucking. He put an arm around Bethany, and she rubbed her breasts against him again, purring like a cat. He felt the eruption coming and bit back his groan of fulfillment. He arched his back and increased his pressure on Nikotai's head, pushing his cockhead into the tight warmth of her throat. He began to come and she gagged and spluttered. He was in so deep that most of his first gush of thick, musky semen was pumped straight down her throat. But with he second burst, she blew out and a considerable amount leaked out from around his shaft. As with Jia, he pulled out of her mouth and sprayed his third burst on her.
Bethany pulled back the tablecloth and saw Nikotai on her knees between Jack's legs, panting and gasping. Jack pulled her out and seated her on his left. She leaned on him, too spent to talk. She inhaled mightily, causing her beautiful breasts to bob and quiver. Gobs of jism were all over her face and in her hair. The viscous fluid began slowly running down her face like thick lava. The slit in her cocktail dress split open, exposing her leg all the way to the stocking top and upper thigh, but she did not notice it. Beads of sweat were coursing down her face and neck into the tight valley of her cleavage to be collected by her Bordelle bra, whose cups were now exposed and wet.
Nikotai and Bethany just looked at each other. Jack picked up a napkin, wiped most of his semen off Nikotai's face. He worked the rest into her hair with his fingers so it looked like she had gel in it. The three of them sat in silence for several minutes. Finally, Nikotai slid out from the horseshoe seat and made her way to the ladies' room, thankful that she did not pass anyone. She washed her face and gargled again and again, trying to get the sharp, tangy taste of Jack's semen out of her mouth. She looked in the mirror -- her lipstick was all gone, coated on Jack's cock and her mascara had run. She did some quick repairs to her makeup and returned to the table.
She collected her poster-boards and handbag in silence. Then she looked down at Jack and Bethany. They had not moved. The waitress was still snuggled up with her tits against Jack, her ripped blouse hanging open. Nikotai put out her hand.
"Your phone, Jack. You promised."
Jack handed her the phone without a word.
She hung her handbag on her shoulder and went to work on the phone. She quickly located the photo of her pussy and erased it, then pulled up the log of her texts with Jack and did the same. She went to the virtual trashcan and emptied it to be sure nothing could be re-accessed. She searched the phone with her name and using an image blue-toothed in from her own phone. Then she handed Jack his phone back.
"Bye, Jack, you noxious dirtbag," said Nikotai, picking up her poster-boards again.
"Why are you rich, upper class women such bitches?" Bethany's voice was sharp and Nikotai looked at her in surprise.
"I'm sorry for what you had to go through just now, dearie," said Nikotai with a touch of hauteur. "But don't get into this fight. You don't know me, but I know your type -- sleazeballs like Jack prey on poor, working girls like you."
"Well, I know you Miss High-and-Mighty Nikki Mathieson, I've seen you in the society pages. It was your boyfriend that tried to rape me just now. You strut in here with your Gucci handbag and your Gucci shoes, your Vera Wang cocktail dress and 4-carat diamond ring. And you think the world revolves around you! And I know Jack -- he's the kindest, most caring man I've ever met."
She put her arms around Jack protectively.
"Well, your good, kind Jack just blackmailed me into sucking his dick," said Nikotai viciously.
"Jack would never do that," said Bethany fiercely. "You looked like you were having a pretty good time down on your knees. I'm sure that your fiancé would love hear all about it from Jack."
A bolt of fear went through Nikotai's eyes.
"You wouldn't do that, would you, Jack?"
"I could, but I won't," said Jack. He smiled at her. "I'll come by in the morning to co-sign the underwriting papers for Jerry McVeigh."
"I'll leave a note with the concierge to give you the code for our condo," Nikotai replied, nodding. Her face turned hard again. "Goodnight, you bastard. I hope you enjoyed the blowjob." She turned on her Gucci high heels and tap-tapped away.
Jack looked at the time on his phone -- it was almost eleven forty.
"My shift is done at midnight, Jack," said Bethany. "Let's go to my place. Jeffrey is working the night shift, so he won't be home till eight in the morning. I'll give you a better blowjob than her and then you can fuck me."
* * * * * *
9. When Nikotai got home, Russell was lying on his back in the bed, snoring loudly. He smelled of stale alcohol and sweat. After his violence with Bethany, she did not feel like being near him. So she padded over to one of the guest bedrooms, unzipped her cocktail dress and kicked off her Gucci shoes. Clad in her Bordelle bra, the matching panties and black stockings, she pulled back the covers of the queen bed in the guestroom. The satin sheets felt cool and smooth, but she could not sleep. She tossed and turned, tried deep breathing and counting sheep, but nothing worked. She looked at her phone several times, but the numbers crept by ever so slowly. Then her phone buzzed again. She picked it up immediately -- it was 3:30AM.
Jack: You gave me a fantastic blowjob. It was the best I've had for a long time. Thanks.
Nikotai: Don't start this again.
Jack: I thought you'd be asleep by now.
Nikotai: I couldn't sleep.
Jack: Thinking of me?
Nikotai: I'm trying not to. You make me sick.
There was no response for a few minutes, so she typed on.
Nikotai: Are you with that waitress?
Jack: I am at Bethany's place, yes.
Nikotai: Did you fuck her?
Jack: Why do you ask?
Nikotai: Just curious. I thought I drained you.
Jack: I was drained for over an hour. But I've got a lot of testosterone.
Nikotai: Good. It will clot your blood and kill you in a couple of years. Good riddance.
Jack: Russell had a mean look about him.
Nikotai did not respond, and a few minutes later her phone buzzed again.
Jack: Does Russell force you to have sex?
Nikotai: Of course we have sex; he's my fiancée.
Jack: That's not what I asked.
Before this night, Nikotai would have answered rudely, but now she thought about Russell's behavior in the Metropole rooftop restaurant. He had torn Bethany's blouse open and treated her like a prostitute. And the poor girl was trying to put herself through college waiting tables.
Nikotai: It's only happened once or twice, when he's very drunk. He fucked me in the ass.
Jack: Charming.
Nikotai: You're one to talk, Jack.
Jack: I'll be dreaming about you.
Nikotai: I'm sure that it will make Bethany very happy to know you are thinking about me when you are fucking her.
Jack: I fucked her an hour ago. She's a strong fuck, I can't think of anything else when I'm in her. But I'm leaving her place now.
Nikotai: Jack, you have no morals at all.
Jack: I grew up in the gutter. But your upper class fiancé does not have that excuse.
There was a pause and another buzz. Jack has sent her a picture. It was Russell. He was naked, fucking a young woman doggie style and the picture was angled to catch his cock halfway into her pussy. She was wearing black stockings and bent forward over a table. It looked like a club, for there were other people around, several gawking at the copulating pair. The woman's back was crisscrossed with recent welts and her round butt cheeks showed several very red hand outlines of a hard spanking.



Nikotai: What is this?
Jack: Your fiancé's bachelor party. The girl knew what she was getting into and was well paid for her services -- but he does like to beat women.
Nikotai tapped several responses, but deleted them all. She knew that Russell had a bit of a temper, but she never suspected him of sadism! Her mind was in a whirl and she could not think of an appropriate response. She had been convinced that Jack was a knave and Russell was a knight. But with this picture, everything was confused.
* * * * * *
10. The next day, she woke very late. She brushed her teeth and pulled a thin robe over her bra, panties and stockings. She slipped on her Gucci shoes before heading to the kitchen. Russell was sitting at the breakfast table, his computer open in front of him. He was dressed in his workday business casual outfit of bespoke white shirt, dark trousers and Italian handmade shoes. It was not unusual for him to spend the morning working at home, so she merely said, "Good morning, honey."
She poured herself a glass of orange juice from the fridge and seated herself at the dining table with him.
"Where were you last night?" Russell asked without looking up from his screen.
Nikotai was instantly on her guard.
"Why?"
"Because GossipStreet.com says that you were canoodling at the Metropole rooftop with Jack Grierson, that's why! They even have a photo. It shows you sketching an erection! Do you deny it?"
"Of course not," said Nikotai, haughtily. "I was talking to him about a contract for my artwork." Her voice took an extra octave, for she was still excited about her contract. "He introduced me to Jerry McVeigh, an art critic for the Times! And I got a contract. Here, take a look!"
She tapped her phone and brought up the contract that she had accepted and showed it to him.
"I don't care about your damned art! Don't you understand? We are getting married in a few days. Anything with the Paine name is big news. There is enough innuendo in this post to make it go viral! Seeing Jack Grierson late at night at the Metropole! What were you thinking? And why are you sitting so close to him?"
She looked at Russell's computer screen and saw a picture of herself seated with Jack in the horseshoe. She was working on her posterboard and had been so engrossed in her work that she had not noticed how close Jack was to her.
"Drawing an erection, for Christ's sake! Is sex all you think about, Nikki?"
He stood up and grabbed her, pulling her up from her chair. He pushed her face down on the heavy breakfast table with his left hand on her neck.
"Let's see how hot you are this morning," he said thickly, pushing a hand up her robe. "Ah, I can feel you."
"No, Russell, not like this -- " began Nikotai.
Russell did not listen. He pushed aside the crotch of her panties and pushed several fingers into her pussy.
"When you behave like a whore, I'll treat you like a whore!" he panted. He began to thrust his fingers into her, hard and fast.
"No, no, no," gasped Nikotai.
But Russell's actions brought their inevitable reactions and in spite of her best efforts, his finger fucking began to make her moist. He held her down with his weight and pulled her robe open with his other hand. He pulled down one of the cups of her Bordelle bra and kneaded her breast roughly. He got her thick nipple between thumb and forefinger and pinched her severely, smiling when she gave a little scream. He stuck a finger in the waistband of her panties and pulled them down, tugging till they slid down and gathered around her ankles.
Then he unzipped his trousers and simultaneously pulled a condom out of one of his pockets. Holding his erect cock in one hand, he rolled on the condom and guided it to her pussy. He entered her without ceremony and sank his length into her, his thighs pressing hers together make her taut pussy even tighter. Her firm buttock cheeks felt incredibly voluptuous against him. He got his left hand around her throat and choked her hard as he began to ram into her.
"This is how I treat whores!" he puffed.
He came very soon, just as the hypoxia induced by his choking was driving her to a heightened state of arousal. He released her and lay on her for a moment gasping into her ear, "I'm warning you! Stay clear of Jack Grierson!"
A few minutes later, he went to the bathroom and she heard the running water as he cleaned up. Then his phone rang and she heard him wandering around the living room, talking to his office. She caught a few words, but soon he became a meaningless drone, background noise.
Nikotai continued to lie face down on the breakfast table. Sex with Russell almost always left her unfulfilled, but this time was much worse than usual. The choking-induced hypoxia had actually aroused her so much that she was on the verge of a hard orgasm -- and it was denied her. She did not move, hoping the tingling would go on. She tried very hard to imagine that Russell was still in her, but as the feeling began to fade, she was more frustrated than ever. She thought of getting out her vibrator and masturbating, but she did not want a cap this with an artificial experience.
Unbidden, the image of Jack's rampant cock appeared in her mind's eye. She tried to think of the vivid images she had seen of his organ in Taylor's pussy, in Jia's mouth. But all she could think of was it choking her while she was on her knees between his legs. The image was unwelcome, but it kept the tingling sensation alive and she did not dismiss it.
* * * * * *
11. Jack took the key card and code from the concierge and rode up the elevator of the luxury condo tower to the penthouse Russell shared with Nikotai. He got out in the foyer of the top floor and found just one door in front of him. Russell lives pretty well, he thought.
He swiped the card on the front door pad and it clicked open. He entered the hallway and heard Russell talking in the living room. He stopped and cocked his ears, listening for the details. It was a work call and Jack mentally filed away the information for future reference. He walked down the hallway silently and said, "Nikki?" in a normal tone of voice. There was no response. He pulled out his phone and sent a text to her.
Jack: Where are you?
Nikotai: At home.
Jack: Where?
Nikotai: Kitchen. Why?
Jack did not respond. He padded down the corridor, looking for the kitchen. It took him a few minutes in the extensive penthouse. He entered silently and stood by fridge for a moment, looking at Nikotai.
She was bent over on her stomach on the heavy breakfast table, just as Russell had left her. Her right hand was sprawled upwards and she held her phone in her left. Her short robe was in disarray -- even from his angle, Jack could see that the front had been pulled open and one of her shoulders was bare. The skirt of the robe was hiked up around her waist, leaving her ripe, round buttocks naked, with her pussy peeping out from between. It was wet and as he watched, a drop of her feminine fluid dribbled out and landed on the panties that were gathered around her ankles.
Jack advanced into the kitchen soundlessly, recalling his days in the Special Forces. Lost in the world of sensations, Nikotai remained unaware of his approach. Jack went down on his knees, grasped her thighs at the tops of her stockings and buried his face into her pussy between her rounded buttocks. She squealed at the sudden intrusion, for Jack's tongue immediately began to lick her nether lips. Her feminine juices were bittersweet rather than sour and he savored them, sucking them down.
At first Nikotai thought it was Russell, improbable as that was -- he had never gone down on her before. But when she twisted her torso around and saw Jack's lower back and legs, she realized that the clothing was different.
"Ja ...Ja ... Jack?" she faltered.
His tongue was working with great adeptness, surprising her with its thickness as it invaded her pussy. He gave her labia little love bites, bringing forth gasps.
"No, Jack, stop," she said in a harsh stage whisper. "Russell is home! Stop immediately!"
Jack did not stop, but moved his tongue tantalizingly close to her clitoris. The fingers of both hands caressed her inner thighs, creating lines of fire on her skin. He lifted one of her feet and then the other, disengaged her panties from her ankles and stuck them in his pocket.
"No, Jack, no Jack," she whispered over and over, but her butt began to rotate under his expert ministrations. Jack stoked her excitement, exciting her to the brink of climax. He did it again and again, not by accident, but by design. Each time, he slowed and drew back, leaving her in an agony of desire and want.
"Don't do this to me, Jack, no, no, no!"
Then he pried her legs apart to give himself better access and pushed his face even deeper between her butt cheeks, getting his tongue on her clit. She gave a little scream as his tongue touched the sensitive organ. This time, he went all the way, grasping her clit between his lips and sucking hard, without stopping. She knew she was going to cum, so she picked up by a napkin from the table and bit down on it to stifle her cries. In spite of her best efforts, muffled mewing sounds emerged from around the napkin stuffed in her mouth. Jack held her thighs fast, but her upper body thrashed on the breakfast table, like a fish on a hook. It took several moments for her tremors to subside.
She was still in the throes of her afterglow when he rose, picked up another napkin from the table and wiped off his face. He bent over her and whispered in her ear, "You taste sweet, my dear. This is repayment for the great blowjob you gave me."
His weight on her brought her back to the present in a rush.
"Get out of here, Jack! Russell is home, he's pacing between the living room and his study. If he sees us like this, it will ruin everything!"
"You just had the best orgasm of your life. Russell never gave you anything like this. Come on, admit it."
"I'll say whatever you want if you will just go!"
"Say it, then."
"Yes, yes! It was the best orgasm of my life."
"Better than anything with Russell," whispered Jack, cajoling.
"Yes, better than anything with Russell! He's never gone down on me. Now go!"
She twisted under him till she was face to face with him. Jack saw the angry welt that was beginning to form on her nipple from Russell's pinching and the bruising on her neck from his choking her. His eyes narrowed.
"Russell has been hurting you," he said.
"I'm going to be his wife, it's none of your business. No go!"
In response, Jack scooped her up in his arms, another thing Russell had never done. He leaned down and kissed her hurt nipple, running his tongue over it and sucking on it gently.
"Jack! You've got to go! You promised -- "
"I never promised to go," he whispered. "It will be more exciting with Russell in the house."
"My God! Where are you taking me? Put me down!"
"Hush! Russell will hear you," said Jack. "To the master bedroom, of course. To the bed you share with Russell."
"No! Don't!" Nikotai's whispers were desperate. "You must really hate me to do this to me! You want to destroy me!"
"I already told you, Nikki, I don't hate you."
He turned into the master bedroom.
"I'll scream for help!" Nikotai hissed.
"Then try explaining to Russell how I got in here. I have your note to the concierge in my pocket. Along with your panties."
"Oh God!" said Nikotai realizing that she was trapped. "What are you going to do to me?"
"Something no one's ever done to you. I'm going to fuck your brains out."
"I'll hate you forever!"
"No, you won't," said Jack. He kissed her eyelids, changing the subject. "See, your eyes are even bluer than mine."
He lay her down on the wide king size bed and continued from where he left off, kissing the green serpent that surrounded her vulva. She gasped and her hands sank into his thick pepper-and-salt hair. Jack kissed upwards, tracing a path over the swell of her belly. He spoke gently, incredibly managing to stay audible and clear.
"Your belly is beautiful, Nikki and what a fine belly button, just perfect."
His fingers ran over her clearly outlined ribs, counting them as his tongue created a line of heat on her skin. He came up on her Bordelle bra and pulled down the other cup, exposing both nipples that stood proudly.
"My God, Nikki, you have the tits of a goddess!"
Jack kissed both her breasts in turn, slowly, letting his tongue run over and around her nipples. He did this again and again, spending a little more time on the nipple with the welt.
She felt her resistance melting away under his ministrations. He continued up the sensitive side of her throat and kissed her ears, one at a time.
"You have the neck of a swan, and ears like shells, my dear."
"I'm no beauty," breathed Nikotai.
"Beauty is in the eye of the beholder, my dear. Your body is made for sex, to get men hard, to drive them out of their minds."
His foreplay was so long and the buildup so gradual, that Nikotai did not even realize that she had already made a big wet spot in the middle of the bedspread. Her breathing was rapid and shallow.
With all his careful carnal attentions to her, somehow he had managed to get naked. He put one hand around her throat, squeezing it gently between thumb and forefinger just on top of the bruise from Russell's rough choking. He slid the other behind the small of her back to position her vulva under his cockhead. She felt his huge cock running up and down her pussy lips. Then she felt his cockhead nuzzle her clitoris, drawing a sharp inhalation from her. She tried one more time to stop him.
"Please don't put your cock into me," she implored.
He negated her with action, not words. He thrust his massive cockhead into her, arching his back so that he could look down to see his penetration. She was so tight, warm and wet that he had a hard time restraining himself from cumming immediately. Her tight pussy stripped back his foreskin with ease.
"Your green serpent is stretching around my cock," he whispered in her ear. "It is so tight, it's like a little python down there!"
Though she could not see his cock, the image of the immense organ on her posterboard was in her mind's eye. She gasped out inarticulate cries as she felt him entering her in a series of thrusts, an additional inch each time. His thickness was beyond anything she had experienced -- she felt like she was being skewered on a hot bar of steel.
Once he was about halfway in her, he gave out a groan and let his weight drive the rest of his length into her. He stretched her fornix, plumbing depths that no one had ever reached. She felt like his cock was coming up her throat from below.
"OH JESUS, you're big! MMMPHFF!!" she expostulated. He tightened his grip on her throat to cut off her rising voice.
"Shhh!" he said.
He began to fuck her, with long, slow strokes, trying to make himself last. He kissed the sensitive skin on the side of her throat as he found his rhythm and increased his pace. Each time he entered her fully, he rested a moment to savor the tightness of her vaginal grip. Impaled on his huge cock, she rotated and twisted her hips, almost without conscious thought. The weight of his mount on her clitoris was too much and she began to cum again. It was a slow eruption, beginning with compression of her vaginal walls deep inside, but in a few moments her contractions began radiating outward, clenching around his hardness in a series of spasms.
"My God, you are a great fuck!" he whispered.
As her contractions began to subside, he began fucking her in earnest, pistoning her as hard as he could.
"Think of Russell just beyond the wall," Jack whispered in her ear as he thrust into her. "He could walk in here any moment!"
Jack knew he was at the end of his tether. He tightened his grip on her throat, repeating the hypoxia she had experienced with Russell. With the extended stimulation of her clitoris, she exploded. Her previous orgasm was the strongest she had ever experienced, but this one was many times stronger still. She thrashed and twisted and her nails ripped his back, drawing thin lines of blood. Her magnificent breasts rubbed against his chest, her nipples so hard that they felt like bullets. Her feminine juices flowed copiously and the bedspread beneath them was soaking wet. Her contractions were so strong that Jack felt himself constricted.
"MMMPHPHFFF! MMMMMPHPHPHFFFF!! MMMMMMPHPHFFFF!!" Jack had to squeeze her throat harder, just to keep her strangled cries from rising to screams.
Her powerful contractions were too much for him. He erupted, pumping gouts of thick, musky semen into her, through a series of heavy, pounding thrusts. They lay together in a tangled jumble of arms and legs, covered with sweat and completely spent. Her tight pussy still felt snug and warm around his softening cock and he remained embedded in her.
As the fog of passion slowly began to dissipate, she sensed the warmth emanating from the huge quantity of his ejaculate that he had forced into her deepest recesses. Viscous streams of his musky jism were leaking out from around his embedded cock.
"I'm ovulating, you bastard," she panted. "This is my most fertile day."
Jack just smiled. He pulled out his flaccid organ and rolled off her.
"You're a sexual animal, Nikki," he said. "Don't try to run away from yourself. You need someone like me to fuck you regularly, or you will be a miserable, frustrated bitch."
"I hate you," she said.
Jack picked up his clothes and went into the bathroom to clean up, shutting the door behind him.
Almost on cue, Russell came in. Nikotai had barely enough time to cross her legs, trying to conceal the evidence of Jack's copious outpouring of semen by squeezing her thighs together. Russell saw her stretched out on the bed, clad only in her blacking stockings and Gucci high heels, her Bordelle bra cups pulled down to expose her breasts. She was still breathing heavily, so her breasts jounced, causing her still hard nipples to move pleasingly. He advanced on her and leaned down to kiss them. He now noticed the wetness of the bedspread around her mid-section and the tangy smell of sex.
"You've been masturbating! I guess you like me to fuck you rough!"
"Yes, yes," she said. "You got me so excited, I couldn't help myself."
Russell looked very smug.
"I can do this to you every day, Nikki. You're a lucky girl."
"I am," she said.
"I've got to go to the office now. A big deal brewing, I'll see you tonight. I may be late, don't wait up for me."
"OK."
As soon as he left, Jack came back out of the bathroom. He was still naked and climbed into bed with Nikotai again. She struggled, but he held her fast.
"Now, now," he said soothingly. "You heard Russell, he isn't going to fuck you till tomorrow. But I'm going to fuck you all day today."
"You're disgusting," she said. But when he kissed her, she opened her mouth and kissed him back.
* * * * * *
12. Russell and Nikotai's wedding was one of the biggest of the year. It was written up in all the society pages, with many photographs. The guest list was blue chip and Nikotai checked it again on the morning to make sure Jack was not on it. She looked around for him all day, expecting him to find some way to sneak in. But she did not see him.
Then, as she was opening the reception with the lead dance with Russell, she felt her phone buzz with an incoming text. Her long shoulder-less bridal gown had no pockets, so she had her phone stuck in her bodice, the edge of it scraping her nipple. Russell was busy exchanging hand signals with one of his groomsmen, so she pulled out the phone and tapped it open the text as she danced.
It was from Jack and had an attached photo. It was a sext of his mammoth, fully erect cock, embedded almost to the balls in a very pink pussy. The photo was a close-up, showing the stretched labia. One of the pussy lips was pierced with a gold ring that had the word "REBECCA" inscribed in runic lettering.



Jack: I fucked your Maid of Honor during brunch today. She's ovulating.
* * * * * *
Epilogue.
The four friends had decided to have one big shower -- dubbed the Baby Times Four Shower -- and Taylor had used her father's contacts to book the Old Ivy City Club. The dark, old oak rooms were festooned with pink and every effort had been made to feminize the establishment. The crème de la crème of the city's female society came and the reception area was overflowing with presents. Taylor, Jia, Rebecca and Nikotai were all about seven months' pregnant and they circulated amongst the guests, exchanging gossip, posing for pictures and corresponding with distant friends through social media. All four had the healthy glow of pregnancy on their skins and wore the latest in maternity fashion.
As the event wound down, the four Art School friends found themselves sitting together in the parlor. Taylor, who had the biggest baby bump, sipped her Virgin Colada and sighed.
"Well, that was wonderful wasn't it? I loved the Instagram of me that GossipStreet sent out, it made me look quite fetching."
"Yes, it was a great shower," agreed Rebecca, rubbing her own belly through her chiffon wrap dress. "Can you believe that my husband, Stavros, really wanted to come? I don't think the poor dear quite understands what a Baby Shower is."
"Bradley is so proud to be a father," said Taylor. "He's a poor dear. Do you want to know why?"
"Of course," said Nikotai. "You'll tell us, won't you? We're best friends, we keep each other's secrets."
"OK," said Taylor dropping her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. "But swear to me that no one will ever hear this!"
They all swore solemnly.
"Bradley uses condoms every time we make love," whispered Taylor. "But I had an affair with Jack Grierson for several weeks beginning on my wedding night. He always fucked me bareback! I've gotten the DNA results -- he's the father!"
They all gasped.
"I thought I was the only one with such a secret," said little Jia, whose big belly made her look unbalanced. "I slept with Jack too."
"You!" exclaimed Taylor. "You were saving yourself for Shoab!"
"I really wanted it to be special with Shoab," said Jia, blushing prettily. "But Jack and I got talking during the champagne brunch at your wedding, Taylor -- about erotic art. It got very explicit and I was possessed by these feelings that I did not understand. I don't remember how it happened, but suddenly I was sucking his enormous cock right here, in this parlor. Then he lifted me on to that desk over there and fucked me. I was a maiden, a virgin, and I bled a lot. I was so tight that he really hurt me at first. But then my feminine juices washed away the blood and he made me cum very hard. Twice."
"And your baby ..." began Nikotai.
"Shoab did not want a baby so soon, he wanted to move back to Pakistan before having children. So it was Jack who continually put his sperm into me, fucking me without protection, almost every day! We even found a way to make love on my wedding day. The child in my womb is his!"
Rebecca looked from Taylor to Jia, her eyes wide with shock.
"I can't believe this!" she said sharply. The others shushed her and she checked herself with an effort. "I had an affair with Jack Grierson during that same time! It began on your wedding day, Nikki -- and I think he impregnated me during that first fuck. I was ovulating then, I was very fertile." She tried to restrain herself, but venom seeped into her voice as she went on. "I gave him such hard rides, he should have had nothing left!"
Now all three of them looked to Nikotai. She put up her hands.
"He's a stud bull," she said. "I'm one of his cows too -- I'm already lactating. I hate the bastard, but sex with him is pure heaven. Just this morning, we gave each other oral sex and he suckled my milk. He made me cum so hard, I was screaming."
Nikotai was surprised to see Taylor, Jia and Rebecca's faces became uniformly hostile. The penny dropped very slowly.
"My God," she breathed at length. "He bred all four of us, but he hasn't had sex with the three of you for months, has he? You're all jealous of me!" Her voice turned catty. "I guess that sex with me is just better. I'll give you something more to envy -- he's promised to impregnate me again as soon as this one is born."
* * * * * *
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This is a Jack Grierson story, part of the series, "Her Fiance's Father".
1. Jack and Isabelle were drinking tea in the parlor, while Martin and Carmen were out on a social call.
'You must have blonditis,' Isabelle teased. 'I'm a blonde, Trixie Ann is a blonde, your Norwegian au paire must have been a blonde. Why even Carmen is a blonde!'
'Oh, Carmen's being a blonde has nothing to do with it,' said Jack shrugging. 'It's her character. She's always been the perfect wife and I'm the villain of the piece. The compulsive philanderer.'
'And thank goodness for that,' said Isabelle giggling. She gave his crotch a quick pat. 'I for one am grateful that Carmen hasn't monopolized this ramrod.'
However, Jack over-valued his wife's perfection. Carmen had secrets of her own.
* * * * * * * * * *
A FEW YEARS EARLIER
2.Carmen had always, at least in Jack's opinion, babied Martin. As an eighteen-year-old, he was still a high school sophomore, as she had held him back a couple of times. She hugged and kissed her 18-year-old son on the lips, petted him and let him pet her. Martin was allowed access to his mother's suite at all times without knocking. Jack saw Martin coming in to "chat" every morning after he had spent the night with her. He sat in one of the armchairs or on a window-seat. His eyes hungrily devoured his beautiful mother who unabashedly wandered about, sometimes in a flimsy negligee, sometimes in a lacy bra and panties, always looking like a Victoria's Secret model. Martin's hands stayed in his pajama pockets, attempting to conceal his hard-on.
Jack repeatedly remonstrated with Carmen, in vain.
'He's just a baby, Jack,' she exclaimed. 'Its natural for a boy to feel close to his mother.'
'He's eighteen! It is not natural for his mother to give him a hard-on,' countered Jack.
'I thought you felt he wasn't manly enough to get a hard-on,' she spat back.
Every argument was the same. Eventually Jack gave up and accepted Martin's intrusions with bad grace.
Neither Jack nor Carmen knew the full extent of Martin's obsession. He continually stole her used underwear from the laundry hamper. He had a huge collection of her panties as well as some bras in one of his dresser drawers. He would cover his nose with one of her panties, inhaling her musky smell while jerking off in his bed. He would inhale deeply from her bras, reveling in the smells of her perfume, her sweat and her breast secretions, while doing his homework.
One of the closets in his room shared a wall with Carmen's bathroom suite. Martin drilled a small peephole. He would watch her in her shower, watch her in her bath and watch her peeing. Sometimes she masturbated in her bath and Martin would jerk off while watching her bring herself to an orgasm.
The summer before Martin's junior year in high school, they went on a family vacation to the Bahamas. At Carmen's insistence, they rented a 75-foot schooner and crewed her themselves with Kelly's 18-year-old Norwegian au paire Inga Thoresen. Carmen and Martin had both sailed since they were very small. While Jack nominally skippered the yacht, Carmen made most of the critical decisions. Inga was also an excellent sailor. She was also a pretty pale blonde with blue eyes.
In retrospect, it was all very predictable. Inga spent every non-working moment topless - swimming, snorkeling, sunbathing. Jack had been fucking Inga before the vacation, so she insisted on subtle and not-so-subtle attentions from him. She made him rub her down with suntan lotion. She rolled on her back when she thought Carmen wasn't looking and got him to rub lotion into her firm young breasts and nipples.
She got him to go swimming and snorkeling with her. She was extremely adept at giving head and now extended her arts underwater. In plain sight of the yacht she would dive down and strip his trunks to his ankles. She gave him short and intense blow-jobs, bringing on violent ejaculations that he struggled mightily to conceal above water.
The more Inga clung to Jack, the more Carmen repulsed him. They slept together in the master suite of the yacht, but Carmen refused his conjugal advances.
'Just go fuck your Norwegian bitch,' she hissed whenever he tried to initiate foreplay.
'I'm not fucking her now,' said Jack plaintively.
'Well, go ahead. She obviously dying for your cock,' she said cattily.
Even as she repulsed Jack, Carmen was not going to let Inga upstage her physically. Strong and fit, Carmen knew she was gorgeous. If Inga could parade around topless, so could she. As soon as she came off sailing duty, she stripped down to her bikini panties. Carmen knew that her breasts were fuller, rounder and sexier than Inga's girlish swells, so she made sure to keep them bare as much as she could. They called at Martinique for an afternoon and she bought a collection of monokini panties that left nothing to the imagination.
She would not let Jack rub her down with suntan lotion, but let Martin do it. She swam and snorkeled with Martin and he took every opportunity to feel up her magnificent tits. Nineteen-year-old Martin lived with an almost perpetual erection that he only relieved for brief intervals by jerking off - in the head or while swimming.
The atmosphere in the Grierson household after the vacation was frosty in the extreme. Inga sensed an opportunity and pursued Jack ferociously. With Carmen refusing him entry to her suite, Jack succumbed, and resumed fucking Inga regularly.
One weekend, with Carmen away with some girlfriends, Inga was making up Carmen's suite. Jack came in, surprised at the light in the suite. They ended up fucking on Carmen's huge king bed.
Forgetting his mother was away Martin came by in the morning to find Jack in the throes of fucking Inga doggie-style. He stood in the doorway a voyeur to his father's philandering. Hormones raged and conflicted with outrage. His father was fucking his Norwegian floozie on his mother's bed! Hormones won the day and Martin could not repress his hard-on as Inga's little breasts jounced violently under Jack's assault. Her cries rose to crescendos not once, but twice. Finally Jack's grunts culminated in a series of guttural groans and he came, convulsively pumping what seemed to be a veritable gallon of thick jism into her.
Naked, panting and covered with sweat, Jack and Inga collapsed into each other's arms. Martin could watch no more. He turned and rushed down the hall. Both of them heard his receding footfalls.
'That little shit was watching us,' said Inga angrily. Jack nodded.
This incident encouraged Inga to overplay her hand. Getting Jack to fuck her in Carmen's bed convinced her that she could supplant Jack's wife. She confronted Carmen and sought to get her to give Jack up. Carmen asked for a day to think about it.
The following day she was summoned to the mansion's formal reception room. Carmen was elegantly dressed in a silk off-the-shoulder morning dress, silk stockings, gloves and a wide-brimmed beribboned hat. Jack wore a dove-grey morning coat, wing-tip shoes and a cravat. He was stone-faced. Carmen looked bold and confident. She was astonished, confused and shocked to find herself summarily fired effective immediately. Jack did not say a word in her defense. She was on a flight back to Norway the next day, without her bonus, sadder but wiser.
* * * * * * * * * *
3.After much badgering from his father and gentle insistence from his mother, Martin went out for football that fall. Jack thought he needed 'toughening up' and even Carmen was concerned that he was becoming overly effeminate. As a rather small high school junior, it was not surprising that Martin failed to make even the second string of the Junior Varsity (JV) team. The first half of the season saw him firmly on the bench and never touching the ball except in practice and seldom then.
However, he became very friendly with the quarterback of the JV squad, Bradley Morgan, a strapping 18-year-old with the physique that was more man than boy. It was friendship of opposites - Bradley was everything that Martin was not. A natural athlete, Bradley was all action. He had no interest in Martin's hobbies - books, music and the theatre.
However, they did share one passion, albeit one that neither had yet shared with the other. They were both young teenage boys obsessively attracted to Carmen. And she fueled and stoked Bradley's obsession as she did Martin's, almost completely without design. And certainly she had no appreciation of the extent to which she was feeding the demons of lust that sprang from their raging hormones.
Bradley spent a lot of time at the Griersons', often staying to dinner and spending the night in the spare bed in Martin's room. He rode back and forth to his house on his bicycle. By the middle of that fall semester he had the run of the Grierson mansion and neither Jack nor Carmen nor any of their household staff were surprised to find him around at any time of the day or night.
Bradley also quickly insinuated himself into Carmen's routines with Martin. He demanded and got hugs and kisses at much the same rate as Martin. But whereas Martin was still shorter than Carmen's willowy five foot eight, Bradley was taller than her and had a much more manly smell and feel about him.
Carmen felt the danger of Bradley's attentions (and to a lesser extent, Martin's as well). But they were a salve to her constantly bruised ego. Jack's open adulterous relationships were bad enough. To rub salt in the wounds, he had a penchant for breezing into her bed with another woman's scents, smells and even fluids on him. In spite of this, he always fucked her to orgasm after orgasm.
Bradley discovered Martin's stash of Carmen's underwear very soon after spending his first night in the Grierson household. Soon he took to raiding the laundry hamper as well. Carmen found she was buying expensive La Perla and Olga panties and bras at twice the rate she threw out old ones. It was a minor irritant that she put down to the laundry gremlin. 'It eats Jack's socks,' she thought. 'And it eats my panties and bras.'
Around fall break, Bradley was staying over. It was after eleven in the evening and both boys were in bed. Martin began to feel the urge and silently crept over to his dresser and got one of his favorite pairs of his mother's panties - a black satin-spandex La Perla thong that was particularly rich with her vaginal secretions. He had just settled down under the covers with the panties on his nose when the lights were switched on. Bradley stood in the middle of the room, grinning.
'Don't be embarrassed, man,' he laughed. 'Your mom's one hot number. I don't blame you for jacking off with her panties. Hell, I do it too!'
'Wha ... wha ...' Martin stammered.
Bradley reached into his pajama pocket and drew out a white, lacy, high cut pair of Le Mystere panties.
'I just got these from the hamper today,' he said, with a wink. 'I know about your stash. It's nothing to be ashamed of. It's perfectly normal.'
Martin gulped and smiled gratefully.
'Tell you what,' continued Bradley. 'Let's jack off together. You use your black pair of panties and I'll use these.'
'Okay,' said Martin nervously.
Her nervousness slipped away as Bradley got into it. He had seen him naked in the showers, but now he saw his erection. He was well-hung and made Martin acutely aware of his own lack of size. However, Bradley quickly worked himself up into a frenzy. He groaned a lot louder than Martin and came sooner with larger spurts of semen.
Afterwards they sat on their beds and talked about their mutual passion. She was sooo much hotter than any of the girls at school, sooo much hotter than anyone else's mom. Her long legs, her gorgeous tits, her tight ass, her narrow waist, nothing was beyond discussion.
'But what about your girlfriend, Taylor Wentworth?' Martin said at one point.
'Oh, she's OK. But she's got nothing on your mom!'
Somewhere in the discussion, Martin mentioned his peephole. Bradley instantly wanted to see it.
'Sometime,' said Martin evasively.
'Let's go right now,' said Bradley.
'That's crazy,' said Martin. 'Its too late. She never has a bath this late.'
'I just want to see the peephole,' said Bradley placatingly.
Martin tried to reason with Bradley, but in vain. Bradley continued to badger and cajole until Martin finally gave in. Martin led the way to his closet and soundlessly opened the door. When they were both in the closet, he found the peephole in the darkness with his fingers.
'See,' he whispered. 'It's no good in the dark. Just a hole in the wall.'
The hole was above eye level so that it was not noticeable from the other side. Martin had drilled it close to the crown molding so it disappeared in the pattern. The voyeur had to stand on a wooden box to get his eye on the hole. Bradley produced a thin maglite flashlight and shone it through the hole. He looked through behind the line of the light.
He could see the luxurious bathroom suite as he rotated his light beam back and forth. A deep Jacuzzi tub, a shower with a clear plate glass door. A pair of trendy sinks with expensive faucets. A large mirror in front of the sinks with make-up lights. The peephole had an excellent angle on the tub.
Back in Martin's room, Bradley thumped him on the back.
'A great peephole, dude,' he enthused. 'You and me, we're going to get to the next level with that.'
Martin did not know what the next level was, but he nodded.
He found out a just a few days later. Bradley was over for dinner, as he almost always was in recent weeks.
'Well, Bradley, we should start charging your parents for your board and lodging,' laughed Jack.
Bradley was staring at Carmen's red chiffon top. Its wide shoulders and plunging neckline revealed her tight cleavage, her bra straps and just a hint of her bra cups. He was thinking that he knew she wore 'C' cups, when Jack's jovial comment penetrated his brain.
'Oh, ha, ha,' he laughed weakly. 'I don't know if my allowance will be enough to cover it.'
Carmen rose and stretched, raising her arms above her head. Her breasts jounced deliciously and her red chiffon top parted company with the waistband of her jeans, revealing the swell of her belly button. Bradley and Martin both felt their mouths go dry.
'Well, boys, I'm all hot and bothered,' she said brightly. 'I'm going to take a nice long bath. Martin, come and give mama a hug.'
Martin leaped like he was shot and hugged her tight. Her breasts flattened against him and he felt her nipples against his chest through the thin bra and chiffon top. He was already semi-tumescent and he was now instantly hard, bending forward to prevent her feeling it. It was all he could do not to moan when he felt her full bee-stung lips brush his. Then she released him and pivoted theatrically on her strappy stiletto slippers.
Bradley was right there with his arms open wide. Carmen hugged him quickly, but he held her just a second longer, his hands on her lower back pulling her close so she could not mistake his large erection. As his lips brushed hers, she felt just a hint of his tongue. It was all over in a second and neither Jack nor Martin noticed anything untoward. Carmen sashayed out with just a bit more hip swing than usual.
On the way up the stairs, Martin whispered, 'Straight to the closet?' Bradley nodded. Once they were safely ensconced in there, Bradley whispered back, 'I'll take the peephole. Once she's in the tub, wait for my signal and you go over and walk in on her.'
'What?!' Martin's voice rose to a stage whisper.
'Sssh! You're always walking in on her. It won't be anything unusual. But it'll be a two-fer. I'll be watching and you know I'm watching. But she doesn't.'
Martin took a sharp intake of breath. 'Man,' he said in a hushed tone.
The next thing they heard was a driving beat. Carmen had popped a CD into her suite digital audio system.
I'm gonna to go on all night,
I'm gonna to do you just right.
We're going to rock it, rock it, baby!
Carmen came into the bathroom suite doing a series of hip rolls to the beat. Then with the driving bass, she began to do a striptease to her reflection in the large mirror. Her back was to Bradley and her reflection faced him, but her eyes were only half open and she did not see anything other than herself. She did a bump and a grind as she drew her chiffon top over her head and twirled it on her finger before sending it floating away in a red cloud.
I'm gonna to squeeze you so tight
Pound you with all of my might
We're going to rock it, rock it, baby!
Now as she continued to move to the beat, she cupped her breasts through the sheer black bra and moved with her reflection. Every time the CD went 'squeeze you so tight' she squeezed her breasts and let out a cry of 'Go, baby!' Every time it went 'Pound you with all of my might', she bucked her hips as though she were riding a cock, calling out, 'Give it to me, baby!'
I'm gonna bend you as you fight
Give you a doggie delight
We're going to rock it, rock it, baby!
She bent forward over the sink and thrust her butt up. As the CD went 'bend you as you fight', she said, "Oh, yeah, hold me down, make me your whore!" As it went 'give you a doggie delight', she rotated her round buttocks saying, "All the way in, baby, doggie-style!"
Finally, she reached behind her back very slowly and unfastened the bra. She let it down equally slowly and let it fall by the sink. Then she raised both arms and did one bump, watching her breasts jounce and quiver. As soon as they were still, she did another one and slowly unzipped her jeans. She lovingly caressed her thighs as she stripped them down, slowly very slowly, to her ankles. Then she stepped out of them very smoothly.
'The narcissistic bitch,' Bradley breathed. Martin desperately wanted to have a look, but did not have the nerve to ask Bradley to move.
Now she just had on black high cut panties, her strappy stiletto slippers and a pearl choker. She rotated her hips to the dying chords of the song and with just one finger stripped the panties down and kicked them off. Her bush was soft, neatly trimmed and dark blonde. It caused Bradley to catch his breath.
'Jackpot, brother,' he breathed. He was as hard as a bone.
Carmen opened the Jacuzzi inlets on full and lowered her ass into the tub, her long legs in the air. As the warm water jets began to cover her belly, she undid the straps of her stilettos and let them drop to the thick Turkish mat by the side of the Jacuzzi. She rested her head on the headrest, her eyes still half-open and sighed. The foaming water reached the programmed depth, just converting her tits into twin, delectable islands. She sighed again and began to gently knead her breasts and nipples. In spite of the warm water, the nipples slowly began to pucker and harden.
'Stand by, brother,' said Bradley. Martin tensed.
One of her hands disappeared into the maelstrom of bubbles. Its destination was confirmed beyond doubt when she sighed again, but this time it ended in a little gasp. This cycle repeated itself - sigh-gasp, sigh-gasp, sigh-gasp. Each time the sigh was shorter and the gasp was louder. Her eyes were reduced to slits, but she seemed to be staring right at him. Bradley felt weeping pre-ejaculate begin to stain his briefs.
'Now, Martin,' he whispered urgently. 'Move quickly, now!'
Martin moved as quickly as he could within the bounds remaining quiet. The anteroom of his mother's suite was dark, but light spilled into it from one of her bedside lamps. He strode across the large bedroom, through her boudoir to the bathroom suite. He heard his mother's urgent gasps now, even over the rumbling of Jacuzzi.
He hurried into the bathroom, saying, 'Mom, are you OK?'
Carmen was only seconds away from her orgasm. Her slitted eyes opened wide to perceive a worried-looking Martin kneeling by the side of the Jacuzzi. Tension caused a vein at her temple to throb. Even her rock-hard nipples seemed to pulse. Should she give her clit just the few more touches needed to reach what was shaping to be a mind-blowing orgasm or descend back into the valley of frustration? In the end she was too far gone to make the rational decision.



'Martin!' she said, throatily, raising her knees clear of the foaming water. Just a few seconds later, she was enveloped by the hot waves of the orgasm. So thoroughly did the first set of contractions wrack her that she was unaware of her little scream as she went over the edge.
The sight of Martin by his mother's side just as she came so hard was Bradley's voyeur reward. He soiled his briefs with a sudden ejaculation.
'I'm fine, Martin,' Carmen breathed as she descended from her high. Martin was petting her fine blonde hair.
'I was worried about you, Mother,' he said.
'I'm fine,' she repeated, not unkindly. 'Please pass me my robe and leave me now.'
* * * * * * * * * *
4.The next morning Martin came into his mother's suite as usual. She was sitting in her boudoir in front of her make-up mirror, brushing her fine blonde mane. She wore a pink baby-doll shortie nightgown and pink slippers with bows and high heels. There was a pink ribbon around her throat. She saw him in the mirror and frowned.
He came up, put his arms around her neck and kissed the top of her head.
'Good morning, mother,' he said with a just a hint of anxiousness in his voice.
She had been debating her response to him all night. Should she make a big deal of it or pretend it never happened? She argued both sides with herself, but had still not reached a conclusion.
'Martin,' she began. 'About last night ...'
He waited without response, petting her hair. Their eyes met in the mirror. His were open and guileless. Could it be that he did not know what she had been doing? The pause hung in the air.
'Yes, mother?' Martin said, finally.
'It makes me feel good that you worry about me,' she said finally with a smile.
'I'll always worry about you, mother,' he said seriously.
* * * * * * * * * *
5. Jack came home just before lunch waving tickets.
'Guess what, guys,' he said holding them up for perusal. 'Three tickets to this afternoon's ballgame! What do you say to that?'
'Jack, before you go I really need some help,' said Carmen. 'I have a Junior League meeting this afternoon and the landscaper didn't show. At the very least I need the front lawn mowed before they come. It's a jungle!'
'Sorry pet, we just have time for a quick bite. The game starts in an hour and it'll take us over fifty minutes to drive there.'
'But, Jack ...' Carmen wailed.
He held up his hand. She knew from experience there was no budging him. She crossed her arms and frowned.
'I'll mow the front lawn, Mrs. Grierson,' said Bradley through a bite of his sandwich. 'I'm not that interested in the game.'
Jack looked at him incredulously.
'You are not interested in the game, Bradley?' Jack had looked forward to watching the game with Bradley. Martin never knew what was going on and didn't really care who won.
'Its just that I saw last week's game with my dad,' said Bradley somewhat lamely. 'I can miss this week's.'
'Fine!' said Jack slamming his plate down on the counter. 'Come on, Martin. Let's leave the gardener and the lady!'
Carmen looked at Bradley gratefully.
'Are you sure you can mow the front lawn?' she asked anxiously. 'It's rather large, you know.'
'Just show me the mower, Mrs. Grierson,' he said confidently.
It was large lawn tractor with a huge blade. Bradley laughed. He'd always wanted to drive one of these. His own parents had a much smaller model.
Carmen retired to her boudoir. The window looked out on to the front lawn. The roar of the lawn tractor carried into the room, even though the windows were sealed for the central air-conditioning. Bradley had stripped down to his shorts and was driving the tractor expertly, creating symmetric cut patterns. She watched him make a swift 360 degree pass around one of her prize rose bushes without touching a leaf. 'What a good boy he is,' she said to herself.
While she did not admit it to herself, he was more a man than a boy. His shoulders were wide and his arms were powerful. His back made a perfect 'V' and his dorsal muscles rippled in the sun. He had on a cool pair of sunglasses. Sweat glistened over his whole body. She had a novel in her hand, but the text blurred as she found her eyes following him and the tractor.
'Snap out of it,' she said to herself.
But she could not. Her mind would not focus on the novel and she found herself painting rather shocking daydreams around Bradley. She did not realize where her thoughts were taking her till she felt a rising dampness in her crotch. She had wet her panties!
'This is ridiculous!' she murmured aloud. She went into the bathroom, stripped off the offending panties and threw them violently into the laundry hamper. She quickly took off the rest of her clothing and took a quick shower. Naked and damp, she returned to her boudoir and entered the large walk-in closet. Rifling through her underwear drawer, she selected a leopard print nylon thong and a matching strapless brassiere. It came with a matching nylon choker that she hooked on. She selected a pair of black medium heel pumps with open toes and straps.
She sat in front of her make-up mirror again and inspected herself. She plumped her firm breasts through her bra and smiled - she was proud of her breasts. She picked up a nail polish brush and expertly began painting her toenails. Dimly she was aware that the roar of the lawn tractor had stopped, but the fact did not actively register.
Bradley entered the house through the kitchen door, his T-shirt still dangling from the hip pocket of his shorts. He shivered as the central air began condensing the sweaty sheen off his body.
'Mrs. Grierson,' he called out, not too loud. There was no reply. One of the maids poked her head out from the servants' service room adjoining the kitchen. 'I'll just go upstairs to Master Grierson's room,' he said. She nodded dumbly, her sketchy knowledge of English clearly exceeded.
Bradley made his way up the stairs. He went along the landing to the family wing of the mansion. The door to Carmen's suite was open. He hesitated once and then plunged into the anteroom. He peered into the bedroom. It was empty, but he heard faint sounds from the boudoir. He hesitated again. Now or never, he told himself. He strode boldly across the bedroom and framed himself in the boudoir door. Carmen was now working on her eyes. He was spellbound by her ass cheeks separated by the thin strip of her thong and her perfect back highlighted by the back-strap of her bra.
To Bradley, it seemed like an age before she noticed him. It was a very pleasurable age. Finally, she saw him in the mirror and put down the eye shadow brush.
'There you are, Bradley,' she said, swinging around on her make-up bench. 'Are you done with the mowing?'
'I mowed and also trimmed the hedges around the front door, Mrs. Grierson,' he said, swallowing to lubricate his dry mouth.
She walked over the window.
'Why, you've done a wonderful job!' she exclaimed, looking at the lawn. 'Our regular landscaper isn't half as good. We've never had such good patterns.'
She turned back to him.
'Well, I've been busy too,' she said coquettishly. Demonstrating the suppleness of the cheerleader she once was, she raised one leg so high that the open toes of her strapped pumps were a few feet from his nose. 'What do you think of my paintjob?'
Bradley took the foot that was offered him and ran a finger over the exposed toenails one by one.
'A fine job, Mrs. Grierson,' he said, softly. 'A work of art.'
He bent and kissed each of the exposed toenails. When he released her, she laughed rather affectedly and said, 'What do I owe you for the landscaping?'
'Just a hug,' he said offhand.
'You can have that anyway, but I must pay you. It's been such a lot of work!' She opened her arms. Her palms were was his shoulders and he held her lightly. His lips brushed hers and again she felt his tongue. With all his dried sweat, his manly odor was particularly strong and she closed her eyes. Suddenly his hold had grown tighter, his hot lips were on the side of her throat. His left hand was between her shoulder blades. As her full breasts flattened against his hard chest, he felt her nipples pucker through the thin bra. His right hand was on the rear triangle of her thong, pulling her crotch against him, letting her feel the full pressure of his raging manhood.
'No, Bradley,' she said, breathlessly. Then again, more firmly and loudly, 'I said NO! Let me go!'
Just as suddenly, he released her. But he remained less than an inch away, his eyes searching hers. He dropped to his knees in front of her and looked up. Her magnificent breasts rose and fell and quivered with her rapid breathing. Again, without warning, he gripped a firm buttock in each hand and buried his face in her crotch. Her fingers twisted in his hair as she sought to tear him away.
'This is crazy, Bradley! I'm a married woman! And you have a beautiful girlfriend, Taylor, you should be with her.' But her voice was less certain than before. He licked her cunt lips through the thin nylon of her thong.
She said, 'Let me go ...' followed by a gasp and 'OMIGOD!' as his tongue found her clitoris. It had been so long since Jack had gone down on her and it felt so good!
Bradley briefly stopped and looked up at her.
'You're an artist at teasing, Mrs. Grierson,' he breathed. 'You've had me hard for you for months! Taylor is pretty, but she can't excite me like you do.'
He pushed his face into her pubis again, sucking her feminine fluids voraciously.
'No .. no .. NO ... NO ... OMIGOD! ... NO, don't do this to me!'
He was now kneading her firm rump as he licked and sucked. Her thong was soaking wet both from his saliva as well as her vaginal fluids that were now flowing freely. He paused to strip the thong down.
She said, 'Don't, ... we mustn't, ... I'm married, I've never done this before ... please don't ...', but she stepped out of the thong as it reached her ankles.
Bradley went to work with a will, sucking on her cunt lips. His tongue stabbed repeatedly into her cunt. Each time his tongue invaded her cunt, she squeezed her cunt lips around it. Bradley had some sexual experience with Taylor, but she couldn't do anything like this! Each time he withdrew his tongue from her cunt, he teased her clit with its tip. Each time he drew a gasp when he touched the sensitive organ and then a moan of frustration as his tongue darted away.
Her hands on his head now mussed his hair. Her hips rotated and jerked under his ministrations. Her mounting incoherence told him that he was driving her wild.
'Don't ... OMIGOD!! ... Please don't do me ... I'm a married woman! ... let me go! ... OH! ... OOHH!! ...OMIGOD, DON'T STOP!!'
With his left hand at the small of her back, Bradley began to work some of her vaginal fluids into her anus with his right forefinger. She was panting now, giving out small mewing cries. He sensed that she was very near orgasm.
He drew her clitoris into his lips, sucking greedily and finally letting his tongue run all over it. Simultaneously, he sank his fore and middle fingers two joints deep into her extremely tight anus.
She immediately began to come. Bradley found the depth and power of her orgasm was unbelievable. Her cunt contracted spasmodically, her hips rotated and bucked wildly, and she mounted to higher and higher levels of her climax as he continued to suck on her clit and piston her ass. Harsh and strangled screams came from her throat, along with an incoherent jumble of words.
And then it was over. She felt like she had been wrung dry. Her limbs felt hollow and without muscle. She leaned on his shoulders, covered with sweat, panting and wordless.
He rose to his feet and picked her up. She flopped in his arms like a rag doll. He carried her to the huge king size bed and lay her down. As he followed her on to the bed, she looked at him with wide eyes, looking much younger than her years.
'Don't ... We mustn't ... my husband ...,' she said hopelessly. He flipped her over and grasped the back of her neck muttering, 'Oh, yeah, I'm going to hold you down, make you my whore!' He drove her face into a pillow and arched her round buttocks up, so her pussy peeped at him from in between. She felt his manhood at her sopping vaginal lips and she had barely the energy to gasp as he pushed into her tightness with smooth power.
'All the way in, baby, doggie-style!' he muttered as he mounted her.
The base of his cock met her smooth, round butt cheeks with a soft smack.
He was very excited and very young. He was hardly able to pound half a dozen thrusts into her before his own orgasm shook him and he ejaculated a flood of thick, white semen into her.
They lay entwined and sated on the bed. Bradley's weight was warm and pleasurable.
'He's such a strong boy for an eighteen-year-old', she thought.
Half asleep, Carmen's eye fell on the large digital read-out of the bedside clock.
'Oh my God!!' she exclaimed, sitting bolt upright, panic-stricken. 'Its three thirty! The Junior League will be here at four!'
She jumped out of bed and rushed towards her bathroom suite, clad in just her leopard print bra and high heels. She paused at the door and whirled around, pointing at Bradley.
'This must never happen again! Thank goodness I'm not ovulating!"
Carmen's thin bra was still wet with sweat and clung to her magnificent breasts, emphasizing, rather than hiding her erect nipples. Bradley looked at her, his eyes growing hot again. He stared at his milky semen beginning to dribble out of her pussy and slowly slide down her inner thighs. He was already hard and erect again.
'Why can't I breed you, Mrs. Grierson?'
'Oh, you bad boy! I ought to tell your mother!'
'You won't do that, Mrs. Grierson. I think you're going to want me again.'
Carmen looked at him in silence until he grew uncomfortable.
'You licked me to an orgasm, Bradley. But you came far too soon when you fucked me. When I have sex with Mr. Grierson, he makes me cum again and again.'
As she went into the bathroom, his erection softened. He heard the water running in the bathroom and Carmen's voice drifted out to him. With the running water, her words were indistinct. He thought she said, 'Ask your mother about Mr. Grierson', but he could not be sure.
* * * * * * * * * *
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These Chronicles continue the adventures of Jack Grierson, following from the 10 Chapters of Her Fiancé's Father.
*****
1."Judith!" My mother only used my formal name when she was angry. I sighed and wondered what I had done this time, as I went into her study. She swiveled around in her chair, unconsciously pushing her glasses up her nose and running her fingers through her blonde curls.
"Have you written the thank you note to Mr. Grierson for the piano he got you for your eighteenth birthday?"
I hung my head. She had been nagging me about that gift for weeks - it was not that I wasn't grateful, but I just didn't know what to say to him. It was just so awkward!
"I'll do it today, mom," I mumbled.
"You're always saying that! If you don't do it today, I will have them take the instrument back."
"I'll do it, mother," I said, dutifully.
"Come here," ordered Mom. I came up to her, not knowing what to expect. I was surprised when she ran her hand through my auburn, shoulder-length hair and patted my cheek. "I'm not mad at you, honey. You're my beautiful girl. Just do the right thing."
"Yes, mother," I said and bolted for my room.
"And put on some proper clothes!" she called after me. "Your top has so many holes that it doesn't even pretend to cover your bra. And I can see your panties through the rips in your jeans."
I had always been a bit leery of Mom's business associate, Jack Grierson. The very first time I met him was soon after my youngest brother, Evan, was born. It was at the airport, when my mom Trixie Ann was returning from a business trip. He seemed a little too familiar with her. When he put his arm around her, she was very uncomfortable and flustered - she even grew short of breath.
However, materially, he was very good for our family. He introduced my mom to so many new business contacts that she began getting big raises, bigger bonuses and huge sales commissions. She bought a new BMW 5-series for herself and an almost new Cadillac for my dad, Alan. I got the new piano AND my mom's old Volvo. Mom bought my brother Eddie a new top of the line game console.
Whereas before Mom had always been tight, now when she was in a good mood, she gave me lots of money to buy clothes and go to concerts. She was always buying presents for Dad and toys for Eddie and even for baby Evan. We ate out a lot at expensive restaurants. We took short weekend family vacations to exotic locales - Bermuda, Iceland.
The only thing that wasn't perfect was that my dad was still unemployed. Jack kept getting him interviews for excellent positions, and he even made it to the final round a few times. But in the end, nothing panned out. He was constantly worrying about money, but Mom ignored him.
"I'm saving lots," she assured him. "Jack has helped me make some really lucrative investments, we're doing really well."
* * * * * * *
2.It was now almost six months since Evan was born. My dad thought that his arrival was such a pleasant surprise, as he said to all of us that he had always been very careful with using condoms. But Mom convinced him that no birth control method is perfect. Dad was worried that the expense of this third child would really hurt our finances, but fortunately that was just when Jack helped Mom's career take off. Evan was in the best daycare center in town.
Mom had always had an hourglass figure - Dad found her full breasts and rounded hips extremely sexy and was always telling her so. However, Evan's birth seemed to galvanize her. She joined a very expensive gym and became obsessed with working out every day after work and even more on weekends. She would do an hour of an advanced step aerobics class three days a week, weight training on the other two days and on weekends she went for long runs. Many of her exercise sessions were with Jack. I could always tell when she had been working out with Jack, for she always came back dreamy-eyed, lightheaded and talking about how sore she was. Workouts with Jack seemed to always get her very tired, but into a very good mood. I quickly learned that I could get her to agree to anything when she was in this state.
She became toned and strong and looked sexy in a very different way. She spent every non-working moment in a sports bra, tights and athletic shoes. Men had always looked at her, but now we could not even go to the grocery store without men (and even some women) turning and staring at her, some very blatantly.
At first, Dad thought that her newfound fitness regimen would improve their togetherness, but sadly it did not. Whenever Dad tried to cuddle to Mom, she always pushed him away saying she was tired from her most recent workout. Sometimes weeks went by when I did not see them embracing. Even when she allowed Dad to kiss her, she was passive and it was like watching Dad kiss a mannequin. I began to find Dad on his computer late at night more and more often. When he wasn't home I scrolled through his history and found almost all his visits were to porn sites. He was clueless about Internet security.
Jack had just gotten Dad another interview today. Like most of these interviews, it was early in the morning, at 6:30AM. Dad was very hopeful this time, because Jack told him that it was with one of the executives in his company, a woman by the name of Farah Hojjat. They were to meet at a Starbucks downtown. Dad had to leave the house by 5:30AM to make sure he made it there in time. I dimly heard him thumping down the stairs and I was sure that Mom was still sleeping.
* * * * * * *
3.I got up and brushed my teeth as usual. I looked at my phone - it was almost 7:00AM - I was going to be late for school. My brother Eddie should have been on his school bus by now. I poked my head in to his room to make sure. As usual, it was a disaster: piles of clothes on the floor, dirty dishes and glasses everywhere and even the posters on his wall askew. Such a slob - his mess was there, but he was gone.
I came out into the hall again and I thought I heard something. It was a low moan, it came from my parents' room and it sounded like Mom.
I was eighteen and not naïve, but I was still a virgin. Heavy kissing and petting with my boyfriend Manny Slink was the sum total of my sexual experience. The farthest I had been was when he slipped his hand under my sweater in the darkness of the movie theater and squeezed my breasts through my bra. When he whispered that I had perfect tits, I was so proud I could burst. But the next time we were necking in my car, I stopped him when he tried to unhook my bra.
But I want to feel your bare nipples, he whispered plaintively.
I'm not that kind of girl, I snapped.
Of course, he kept trying. And I let him feel my breasts regularly. I even felt his hard-on through his jeans. But I never let it get any farther, no matter how much he begged and pleaded.
Nonetheless, I knew about masturbation. We had learned about it in Sex Ed at school and I had made tentative explorations of my body, mostly in my bed. I knew what orgasms were in theory, but I was never sure whether I had ever had one. Dad has left for his interview, I thought. Mom thinks she is alone at home. Is she really masturbating?
Curious, I padded to my parents' bedroom door. It was slightly ajar and I stood in the crack, listening.
Mom moaned again and now I heard her voice. "Ohh, ... that feels so good ... Ohh ... don't stop ... "
Gosh, I thought. Is she really talking to herself?
I knew that I should turn around and leave, but the pull of curiosity was too strong. I lingered, wondering about this side of my mom's life that was entirely foreign to me.
"Ohh ... I'm so wet ... you're making me so excited! Ohh! Ohh!!"
It was Mom's voice, but the words, the panting, the gasps! I had to see it. I pushed the door slightly and saw the bottom of my parents' bed. The covers were rucked up and I could just see Mom's legs, splayed around a man's body. A man! And he was going down on her! It was just like they told us in Sex Ed. My mouth went dry.
There was no going back now. I pushed the door a bit more and saw the whole bed. The door was behind the head of the bed, so Mom was facing away from me. She was wearing a shortie nightgown that was pushed up around her armpits. Her red panties lay on the floor by the bed. Just as I pushed the door, she arched her back and began to buck and cry out.
"Omigod! OMIGOD!! I'm cumming! I'm cumming! Keeping sucking my clit ... I'm still cumming!! OH! OHH!!"
She threshed and bucked on the bed for a several long moments. I just stared at her passion, amazed at the intensity of her orgasm. This was nothing like the gentle sensations I brought on with my fingers in my bed. She caressed the full head of pepper-and-salt hair that was still at her crotch. Then the man raised his face and the penny dropped - it was Jack Grierson, Mom's business associate.
I was incredibly shocked. I should have read the signs - I had seen them working together and noticed the way he put his hands on her ass when my dad was not looking. With all her fitness workouts, she looked so different now, sleek and toned like Jack, not pudgy and soft like my dad. But she was still my mom and the thought of someone other than my dad fucking her, especially in my parents' bed, was just so WEIRD!
Jack began to kiss Mom's belly and work his way up. Her breasts were smaller now, but incredibly firm - I hoped mine were as firm! He let his thick tongue run around her nipples and teased them and sucked on them till they stood out thick and proud like pencil erasers. He went on, further up, kissing the choker scarf that she wore around her neck and finally finding her lips. Holding her by the nape of the neck, he put his other hand on his cock and guided it to her sopping cunt.
Looking at her firm, shaven pussy - I was learning so many things about Mom! - I realized that my own panties were damp. I was not conscious of when it had happened. But that realization paled in comparison to the sight of Jack's enormous dick. It was long and thick and veined - it looked more like a metal sculpture than a thing of flesh and blood. There was a bead of pre-cum on the tip and Jack rubbed it on Mom's clit, causing her to give out a stifled mew, for his thick tongue was still probing her mouth.
As he began to push into her, her vagina lips stretched and stripped back his foreskin, exposing a smooth purple cockhead. With the head of his dick lodged in her, he gave her a few gentle mini-thrusts, prompting more mewing. By now, I was feeling warmth deep inside me that stimulated the release of my feminine juices. My panties were soaked through and as they could no longer hold my wetness in, it began to leak down my upper thigh. With a deep sigh, Jack used his weight and steadily sank his entire length into her. He lay on her, fully encased for a few moments.
Very soon, he began to thrust into her, real thrusts now with a steady, driving tempo. The bed creaked in a steady rhythm with his thrusts, each ending with a wet smack as his mount hit hers. She rotated her hips around his thrusts, and even to my untutored eye, the way she immediately matched his rhythm indicated that he had been fucking her for some time.
My wet panties became so uncomfortable that I stripped them down to my ankles and stepped out of them. Mom was mewing so hard now that she was loud in spite of Jack's thick tongue deep in her mouth. In fact, she sounded so excited that it was hard to tell whether she came again or not. She sounded like she was cumming continuously for what seemed like ages. Then I came, surprising myself, because I wasn't touching myself or even trying to cum. My knees felt weak and I had to grab on to the doorjamb to prevent myself from falling.
Jack slowed and stayed embedded in her for a while. He counter-rotated his hips, increasing the friction with her rotations. He groaned deep into her mouth and shuddered, suddenly pounding her with three sharp thrusts. She was still mewing and now gave a little scream. They both slowed and stopped. He stayed on top of her, still encased in her. He'd ejaculated his load into her!
I was trembling, still unable to turn and leave. My own pussy felt warm and I was so horny! Jack slowly pulled out of Mom and rolled over on to his back beside her. His enormous member was shiny with sexual secretions. She snuggled up to him, put her arms around his neck and rubbed her breasts on his hard chest. They lay together, cuddling and kissing. I wanted to leave, but I could not take my eyes off them.
"I did the test," Mom whispered after what seemed an age. "I'm pregnant again. Evan is going to have a little sibling. You've bred me again, you stud."
"That calls for an encore," said Jack. "Give me a few more minutes to recharge and I'll fuck you doggie style this time."
"No need to wait," said Mom throatily. "It's been a while since you came. I'm sure you can get hard, but let me make sure."
I just gaped as Mom slid down on Jack's body, rubbing her tits on him all the way down. My friends at school had told me about the act of giving head. We giggled about it a lot and most of the girls claimed to have experience - they all talked about how cum tasted salty. But I had no personal experience and had never seen it before. So when Mom opened her mouth and began to lick Jack's semen-coated shaft, I was agog. Before my incredulous eyes, he grew erect again - he was so big that she gagged on him. When he fucked her doggie style, she buried her head in her pillow, but her cries were still loud enough that I could have heard them in my room.
* * * * * * *
4.I did not go to school that day. I was senior, it was my last high school semester and I already had my college admission, so it really didn't matter. I drove to the mall and hung around till ten. I was still horny and all I could think about was Jack fucking Mom. How could she do this to Dad? Was she just fucking Jack to get ahead in business? To think that Evan was only my half-brother! And now there would be another half-sibling! I hated Jack and Mom, but especially Jack! He'd ruined my life.
I wandered into Victoria's Secret and poked around. I took a package of three thong panties that were on the markdown rack - they were red on cream, navy on white and sheer powder blue. Closeted in the changing room, I closed my eyes and immediately visualized every detail of Jack's enormous organ, the veins, the smooth purple head. I could hear Mom mewing and moaning. I tried to stop myself, but my eyes stayed shut and I played the scene with Mom and Jack over again in my mind. By the time I resurfaced, I found that the clean panties I had changed into were sodden. I rummaged in my purse, but could not find any Kleenex. So I used one of the thong panties to clean myself up and dropped my own wet panties in the changing room trash bin.
I put on the thong I used to wipe myself and walked up to the checkout clerk. She was cool, dark blonde with slightly Asiatic eyes. As a cheerleader and one of the "popular" girls in school, I always dressed fashionably - what my parents called 'dressing like a hooker'. Normally I was not embarrassed at showing skin and my underwear. But this checkout clerk had such a perfect figure, that I felt she would find me wanting. My mesh top displayed most of my bra and the thong I had just put on showed through the strategic rips in my jeans. My heels clicked too loudly on the parquetted floor. I am always self-conscious about my nipples because they are longer than most girls and get very hard with the least bit of air conditioning. I had on a very thin, strapless, unpadded red-and-cream bra, so my nipples made very prominent pokies.
I handed her the two thong panties saying, "It's one of the three-sets from the markdown rack."
"I need to scan all three," she said. Her voice was bored, but she took very obvious notice of my projecting nipples. She looked rather well dressed for a checkout clerk - she wore a business suit was a plunging neckline and an ID badge on a lanyard with her picture and name, JULIA IVERSEN.
"I'm wearing one of them," I said.
"Well, you're going to have to take it off so I can scan it."
"It says there's a fixed price for the set. I've got the cardboard tag with the barcode right here."
"No, I'll still need to scan each one. Its for the inventory system."
You bitch, I thought. But there was nothing I could do. I went back to the changing room and fished out my old panties - but they were far too wet to wear. Curse you, Julia Iversen, I thought. I stripped off the thong and walked back to her commando. Embarrassment made my nipples even harder.
She took the three thongs and scanned each one. She pretended that the one I wore did not scan properly and turned it around in her hand as she scanned it again and again. Finally, she put all three in a bag and handed them to me.
She looked straight at me with her china blue, slanted eyes and said, "We don't appreciate our customers masturbating in the changing rooms." I stared back at her speechless, frozen into immobility. She leaned forward, cupped one of my breasts and ran a long fingernail over the protruding nipple. She whispered in my ear, "Darling, you've got delectable tits. If you need help getting off, my lunch hour is at noon."
Clutching my bag of thongs, I fled and drove home again.
* * * * * * *
5.Jack's Jaguar was still in the driveway and both Mom's and Dad's cars were there too. I used my key to enter and heard them in the kitchen. My mixture of emotions confused me. Jack was a disgusting adulterer, seducing and breeding my mother - not once, but twice! I wished he were dead. I was furious with Mom for giving in to him. But at the same time, every time I thought about them fucking in my parents' marital bed, it ignited a slow burn that descended to my nether lips and made them tingle.
I wanted to run up to my room and get cleaned up and put on some fresh panties. But Dad heard me at the door and called for me to come to the kitchen. I poked my head in and tried to make an excuse, but he insisted saying, "Just have a quick cup of coffee with us, Judy darling."
Mom was wearing a black and pink jog bra, a matching silk choker, knee length tights and cross-trainers. Dad was wearing his "interview" clothes - a white shirt with a tie and his nice slacks. Jack wore a polo shirt, baggy shorts and an expensive European brand of sneakers that I had never seen before.
Mom said she had been stretching and Dad poured me a cup of coffee. I sat down at the head of the table. There was an awkward silence.
"Well, I don't want to the party pooper," I said. "I'll leave so you can carry on with your adult talk."
"Oh, its not that, dear," said Mom. "Your dad was just about to tell us about his interview."
My ears perked up and I leaned forward on the table.
"Do tell, Dad. Were you great? You were really prepared for this one."
Mom was also looking at him expectantly, but Dad's eyes dropped to his coffee cup.
"I screwed it up," he mumbled. He made a fist and thumped the table by his cup, not hard, but just enough to make it rattle. "But I tell you, it was not my fault. I was prepared, I really was. But that Farah Hojjat, she messed with my head."
"Did she ask tricky questions?" asked Jack.
"No."
"Was she misleading? Did she ask about material not relevant to the job?"
"No," repeated Dad. He ran a hand through his hair. "It's difficult to explain. She's got short dark hair worn in a bob and an incredible figure."
"She is kind of cute," agreed Jack. "But what of it?"
"Cute! She's a knockout! She wore one of those very revealing business suits - a tight, short skirt and a jacket with no blouse. She left the top button of her jacket undone, so that every time she leaned forward to look at her notes, I couldn't help but get a complete eyeful of her lacy, red bra. Its not fair to dress like that at an interview."



"But Alan, you're going to have to deal with women like that in the workplace. You can't let your fantasies distract you."
"Well, listen to this then! Halfway through the interview, she reached inside her jacket, cupped one of her breasts and adjusted her bra." In his childlike way, Dad dropped his voice to a stage whisper as though that would prevent Mom and me from hearing him - he is so clueless! "At one point she dropped her pen and bent over to get it. She has this incredible ass, and with her skirt pulled tight over it, I could see every detail, no panty line!"
Jack did not reply and waited for Dad to go on.
"Needless to say, I don't think I made any sense at all. At one point she asked, 'Did you hear what I asked you?' It turned out I had said that the exchange rate of the euro depends on the price of beer! I could not think straight with her acting that way!"
"Everyone makes a few mistakes in an interview," said Jack.
"That wasn't all," said Dad. "She made some notes after I said that and then her phone rang. She took the call, right there in front of me and started talking in this honeyed tone, saying the most explicit things in her clipped British accent."
"Like what?" asked Jack.
"She said 'I'd love to get your ramrod one in my mouth right now, big boy. And after I've got you good and hard, I'd like to sit on you, get you really deep inside me. You drive me wild!' Then she mumbled, but it sounded like she was talking to someone named Jack. For a moment, I thought it might be you!"
Jack laughed heartily, but Mom flushed, the red slowly suffusing her face.
"That is one of the funniest things I've heard," said Jack. "Of course, Jack is one of the most common names in the city."
"Yes, yes," said Dad. "I didn't think for a moment that it was you."
"Alan, Alan, don't be downhearted," said Mom. "Things always seem worse than they are. I am sure you did not do as badly as you think."
"Oh, yeah? Well, I got a text message as I pulled into the driveway. It was from Ms. Hojjat and it said, 'Thank you for coming for the interview, Mr. Peters. However, I do not think that there is a good fit between your skills and our needs.' So that's that."
There was a short embarrassed silence. Mom reached across the table and tried to take Dad's hand, but he pulled it away petulantly.
"Well, Alan, it is not all bad news today," said Jack, putting his arm familiarly around Mom's waist. "You will be happy to know that Trixie Ann is really hot stuff." Dad looked up and smiled proudly when Jack said this. "I've been forwarding her all this really technical stuff that our software engineers have sent across and she has put together detailed designs for patches and amendment protocols. You wouldn't think that she is just an English major with half an MBA's worth of night credits."
Under the table, Jack's hand caressed Mom's flat stomach and then slid under the waistband of her tights. She squirmed, but all she accomplished was to get Jack's hand deeper into her crotch. Dad couldn't see because he was across on the other side of the table, but Mom knew that I could see. I wondered if she would have squirmed if I had not been there. I felt my throat going dry and my nipples hardening again.
Mom managed to squirm free and walked over to the fridge saying, "I'm getting an carrot from the crisper, would anyone else like anything?"
"Just get the ice cream out for me," said Dad.
As she walked towards the fridge, I watched her tight ass carefully and could discern no panty line. Was she commando under her tights? Why wasn't Dad watching her? But he was trying to get Jack's attention about another interview. I felt sorry for him and my anger towards Jack flared up again.
"I'm going up to my room," I said, draining my coffee cup and rising.
"Wait," said Jack. I stopped and turned around. "Your Mom was telling me about how hard you are practicing on your new piano. I'd love to hear you play."
"Not now," I said curtly.
"Now, Judy, that's not a nice tone of voice," said Dad sharply. "Mr. Grierson has been very good to us. Without him, you wouldn't have that piano. Just play a little party piece. Then you can do whatever you want."
I looked over at Mom for support, but she was still mad that I hadn't sent Jack the 'thank you' note.
"Oh, just play a little piece and be done with it!" she snapped irritably. "Don't make such a big deal about it."
I shrugged my shoulders and led Jack to the living room where the new baby grand sat in the corner. As I sat down on the piano bench, Jack said, "Play Debussy's Petite Suite, please, Judy."
"I can't," I said, looking at him with irritation. "That's a piece for four hands."
"I know. I'll play with you."
"You play the piano?"
"Not like you, I didn't have lessons growing up. But I've been taking lessons the last few years."
"Oh, all right," I said. I hoped my irritated tone would get through to this disgusting man.
I sat down, ran my fingers over the keyboard and I felt Jack sit on the bench beside me. I began, just wanting to get it over with. The piece was thirteen minutes long. Just as the music swelled to fill the living room, he leaned on to my shoulder and whispered in my ear, "Don't stop playing, but I saw you watching as I fucked your mom this morning."
I missed a few keys, but kept going to avoid my parents coming into the living room. You bastard, I thought.
"Your mom is a great fuck. You heard her say that I've gotten her pregnant, didn't you? That I've bred her for the second time?"
You are such a pig, I thought. I was playing the major hands and kept going. He entered with his left hand at just the right time.
"You liked watching, didn't you? I saw you take off your panties. They must have been very wet."
All I could think was - I hate you, I hate you. But I did not know what to say, so I just kept playing, louder and louder, hitting the keys with energy to cover my confusion. I was too nonplussed to recognize how well he was playing.
Then he cupped my right breast with his right hand whispering, "You have great tits. And a great ass. I bet you are a great fuck too."
"I ... I ... don't know," I faltered.
"You're eighteen. A young woman."
He kneaded my breast through my mesh top and thin red-and-cream bra. My nipples betrayed me again, stiffening and standing out proudly. He kissed my ear as he whispered, "My, my, look at those nipples! You've got to take off your bra and show them to me."
Now there was an interlude where he did not need to play for three full minutes. He took advantage of this to slide my mesh top up. He cupped both my breasts through my thin bra and kneaded adroitly. I don't know how to describe it exactly. He was rough, but he was adept. He was possessive of my body, but he looked genuinely happy as I began to pant. I could not believe that my nipples could actually get harder and longer, but they did. They got so they were almost painful. I was frightened, I knew I should stop him, but I had absolutely no idea how.
"Mr. Grierson," I gasped. "Don't - "
"Keep playing," he said. He had to play now and he released my breasts to pick up his part of the piece flawlessly. How could he stay focused, while he was driving me out of my mind? I knew I was playing worse than I had in years, but his playing was spot on. He was an excellent pianist; I could not believe that he had only been taking lessons for the past few years.
Finally, the piece reached its crescendo and ended. I immediately tried to get up and get away from this horrible man, but he held me fast with one powerful arm. His other hand drifted down to my lap. I panicked, remembering again that I was commando - I had no panties on! But it was too late, for he undid the button of my jeans and pulled down the zipper. His hand found my moist, naked pussy.
"Ah, Judy, you're such hot, young woman! You're commando, no panties!"
Insinuating his hand into my unzipped jeans, he drove two fingers into me. He pistoned me, while stimulating my clitoris with his thumb. My panting was beginning to turn into something far louder, when he twisted my head and kissed me. I felt his thick tongue in my mouth. It was far more aggressive than Manny Slink, my high school boyfriend. He probed and sparred, constantly looking for a response. I put a hand on his shoulder and another on his invading wrist, trying to push him away, but it was a losing battle. I learned now that exchanging copious amounts of saliva could be exceedingly erotic. He was getting me to a state I had never known before. My excitement began to befog my loathing for him.
His fingers continued to manipulate my clitoris, unaffected by my frantic attempts to dislodge him. With my inexperience, I could not last. I began to cum, mewing into his mouth like Mom. My whole body was convulsing and just at that moment, I remembered that Mom and Dad were in the kitchen. Somehow, it made me cum even harder.
Finally, as I wound down, I realized that I was drenched with sweat. My bra and mesh top clung to me. My pussy was wet all over again and now I had drenched the seat of my jeans. I disengaged myself and Jack did not hold me.
I grasped my bag of thongs and stood up.
"You're a beast and I despise you!" I hissed. "I'm going to my room to have a shower to cleanse myself. Then I'm going to put on one of these thongs."
I showed him the bag with Victoria's Secret prominently printed on the outside. I ran up the stairs, not quite believing what I had just said. I got to my room, expecting Jack to follow me and not quite sure whether I wanted him to or not. I shut my door, but did not lock it. I stood staring at it with my jeans still hanging open at my waist and my mesh top rolled up under my armpits. I had just had the hardest orgasm of my life on my piano bench. I am ashamed to admit that I even made up disgraceful scenarios in my mind of Jack saying, "Your Mom is a great fuck, but you are even better!" But the minutes ticked by and the door remained stubbornly shut - Jack did not come. I managed to convey my loathing to him, I thought. I had escaped his scandalous attentions.
But I was also frustrated. I masturbated hard in the shower and I did manage to cum. But it was a pale imitation of my eruption on the piano bench. And certainly nothing like the thorough fucking that Jack had given Mom in the morning. I told myself that I was relieved with my narrow escape. As the memory of my intense orgasm on the piano bench began to fade, I truly believed it.
* * * * * * *
6.The following days passed slowly. Mom left for work very early in the morning and came back late. She said she was very busy at work. One thing that did change was that I began to spy on my parents' bedroom. Dad was much more physically attentive to Mom now and it was only two days later when I managed to get a ringside seat.
The both excused themselves after dinner, saying they were tired - but neither of them was a particularly good liar. I waited fifteen minutes and then followed them up. I cracked their door open and was rewarded with Mom riding Dad in the 'cowboy' position. She was working hard, but was quite silent. In contrast, Dad was groaning. It went on for less than a minute and then Dad came. Mom remained on him, twisting her pussy on his cock that must have been softening. She did not look particularly satisfied.
That weekend, I got a package in the mail. There was no senders' address. I took it up to my room and ripped off the colorful paper wrapping. There was cardboard box inside. I used scissors to tear the tape and opened the box. The top layer was of very light tissue paper and underneath there was some beautiful lingerie. Beneath that, there was more tissue paper and some clothing. Below that was more tissue paper and there were shoes on the bottom of the box.
I took out each item and ran my fingers over them, gawking at the labels.
The lingerie consisted of a very expensive La Perla bra, red-and-cream like the one I was wearing when I had my piano bench tryst with Jack. There was a matching cream-colored thong with red trim, a St. Laurent red silk ribbon choker and Wolford Logic red stockings. There was a Medusa leather slit skirt with a reverse vertical zipper that closed by going DOWN from the waist to the top of the slit. There was a gauzy chiffon Hermes sleeveless blouse. Finally, there was a pair of Christian Louboutin sling-back pumps with oh-so-cute bows and spike heels.
I locked my room door and stripped off my clothes to immediately try on my new finery. The bra was a 32B - just my size - and it was a demi. The frilly tops of the bra cups were cut well below my nipples. I pulled on the panties and stockings, zipped on the leather skirt and draped on the chiffon blouse, but left it unbuttoned. Finally, I tied on the silk choker, slipped on the shoes and looked at myself in the mirror. I cupped my breasts with my hands and my sensitive nipples grew hard.
"How do you do, Miss Fifi la Rouge," I said to my image in the mirror with an exaggerated French accent. "You are looking sexy tonight."
I was about the throw away the package when I saw that I had dropped a card on the ground. I picked it up and read, 'Hope you like the clothes - they're a small recompense for the pleasure of playing the piano with you. Do send me a selfie when you wear them. - Jack.'
I am a shopper and I know clothes. The La Perla bra and thong were from the Soutache collection and cost over $500, the St. Laurent choker was about $300, Medusa leather skirt about $1000, the Hermes blouse over $2000 and the Christian Louboutin shoes were another $1000. Jack had sent me almost $5000 worth of clothes! I still hated him, but now I felt indebted to him. I should send all this stuff back and tell him to go to hell, I thought. But I ran my fingers over the cups of the La Perla bra and down on to the soft leather of the Medusa skirt. It was so pretty - fancier than anything I owned, even with Mom's largesse. Sending him a selfie was a small price to pay for keeping the clothes.
I buttoned up the Hermes blouse and put my phone on a selfie stick. I took a few quick shots, examined them and sent him the one with the best centering. I looked at again after I sent it - I was pouting and my lips looked full. My aureoles were faintly visible through the sheer chiffon. My nipples made clear indentations in the thin Hermes blouse. I clicked my tongue in irritation, but I was secretly quite proud of how sexy I looked.
Just then my cell phone buzzed insistently indicating incoming texts. I swiped the screen - there were two messages. One was from Jack with a single word, 'Thanks'.
The other was from my boyfriend, Manny Slink.
'Babe, need a ride to town to see a man about some stuff. U drive me?'
'Sure,' I texted back.
I was too excited by my new clothes to consider changing. I told Mom and Dad I was going over to my friend Laura's to study and would be back home very late. Then I texted her to alert her in case my parents called.
I met Manny my freshman year, just after I made the cheerleading squad. He was in my year and was then the junior varsity quarterback. We were friends, but had only started dating as seniors. By now he was the high school starting quarterback and I was quite flattered when he showed an interest in me.
Like me, Manny was eighteen. He lived with his mother, who was black. She did not have a job and I assumed she was on welfare. Manny had never met his father, but he told me that he was Puerto Rican. This made sense, because although he had typically black, frizzy hair, his skin was quite light.
Although it was glamorous to be the girlfriend of the starting quarterback, I quickly learned that Manny was rather dumb. When all of us in the senior class were getting our college offers, I found out that he was not that talented a football player either. He finally got a scholarship from a small two-year college in the middle of the state. He made a big deal about it, but after four years as a cheerleader, I knew better.
My parents hated Manny. That made him much more attractive to me and made me stick with him. We would be going to different colleges at the end of the summer and I assumed our relationship would end naturally. Manny impressed the other "popular" girls, so he was a convenient boyfriend for the time being, but I knew that I did not want to get serious about him. I guess that is why I never let him fuck me - or even get his hands in my panties.
Even in the short time we had been dating, Manny's mom had gone through a couple of boyfriends. Manny did not talk about them, but I got the feeling that his mom's boyfriends did not like him around the house. So Manny spent a lot of time with his cousins in the ghetto.
He never had much money and was constantly "borrowing" from me. However, from time to time, he sold weed and crack in school. Then he always blew everything he made, taking me out dancing to The Shake Shack, the local teen hangout.
I drove over to Manny's place. He lived at the other end of the school district, a much less prosperous part. I pulled up outside the rundown duplex and Manny came running out as soon as he saw the car. He slid into the passenger seat and said, "Can I drive? I know where we're going."
"No," I said shortly. "You don't have a driver's license."
"Oh please, babe ..."
"No," I said firmly. "Just tell me where you want to go."
"438, Post Avenue," he said petulantly. "I'll tell you how to get there."
I knew that it was a bad part of the city, but I did not bring that up. I had dropped Manny off in places like this before. Part of me felt sorry for him. We drove in silence, for apart from football Manny never had much to talk about.
We got to Post Avenue and I slowed down, looking for numbers. All the streetlights were out and it was very dark.
"Just drive, I know where we're going," said Manny.
I kept driving slowly, squinting as I tried to find some house numbers. Then all of sudden there was the roar of a powerful engine and the screech of tires. A big Hummer SUV pulled out of an alley and skidded to a stop right in front of me. I hit the brakes and brought the Volvo to a halt just before hitting the big vehicle in front of me. Several muscular young black men poured out of the Hummer and surrounded my car. Manny's door was opened and he was forcibly pulled out. A flashlight shone in through my window, blinding me momentarily.
"Hey guys, I was looking for my cousin, Jamal, ..." began Manny.
"You better pay me what you owe me first, motherfucker!" The voice was deep and very angry. It belonged to whoever was holding the flashlight and I could not see him behind it.
"DeSean!" said Manny. "I'll give it to you right away. My girlfriend has it in the car."
My hand flew to lock my door, but it was too late. My door was wrenched open and I was dragged out of the car. One of the men held my arms in a powerful grip and pinioned my body. Now more flashlights were illuminated and I saw more of scene. There were four young men wearing sleeveless muscle shirts and they crowded around Manny and me. The one Manny addressed as DeSean was the biggest - he was at least six foot six and built like a bull. His biceps were bigger than my thighs. Manny was not small, but DeSean made him look puny.
He strode up to me. He was so tall that I had to crane my neck upwards to look him in the face.
"You got my money, you honky ho?" he asked. His words were rough, but his tone was not.
"I've got ... I've got some money in my purse," I faltered. "It's in the car."
"Let her go," said DeSean and I was released. He pointed into the car. "Now be a good girl and get me my money. Then you and this retard Manny can go back to the burbs where you belong."
I reached into my open car door and got my sling bag purse. I pulled out my billfold and counted out what I had. Mom had just given me money, so I thought I had a lot.



"I've got $300," I said. "How much do you want?"
There was silence. All the men stared at me and I froze, more frightened now than I had been before.
"You bitch!" DeSean's voice was like the crack of a whip. "You think you can make a fool of me?"
He grabbed my purse and billfold. He went through the billfold and then emptied the contents of my purse on the street. My makeup mirror shattered and my glass vial of nail polish remover smashed.
"Oh, please don't do that!" I cried in dismay.
He held up the wad of twenties from my billfold. I looked at the money and then at the surrounding black faces. They were all smiling broadly. Somehow that made me even more scared. DeSean turned slowly to Manny.
"You owe me $5000," said DeSean slowly. "Is your ho hiding more money?"
"I don't think so," said Manny licking his lips.
"What did you think you were doing, bringing this chickenshit amount of money?"
DeSean splayed the bills and gently lofted them into the air, letting them scatter in the street. The other men went down on their knees and collected them. In short order the money was gone, pocketed by DeSean's men.
"Oh, please," I cried. There were tears in my eyes now.
"DeSean, I brought the money as a down payment," said Manny, speaking fast now. "But I brought Judy for you too. You can have her."
I couldn't believe my ears.
"What are you saying, you turd?" I shrieked.
"You've got to help me, babe," Manny babbled. "You've got to put out for DeSean. Otherwise he'll kill me."
"What do you mean?" I screamed.
"You've got to let him have you, you bitch! You've got to let him fuck you!"
I looked over at DeSean. He had crossed his massive arms and he was now grinning broadly. He looked me up and down, undressing me with his eyes.
"You may have something there, Manny," he said, thickly. "Now that I look at her, she's one hot, sexy ho."
"And she's a virgin, bro!" gibbered Manny. "You can take her cherry!"
"You mean you didn't do it already?"
"She wouldn't let me," said Manny, a note of viciousness coming into his voice. "She's a fucking cock tease, always dressing like a ho, but never putting out. She never even let me get my hands in her panties."
"Well, well, well," said DeSean. "A cock tease virgin, huh? So tell me, Judy - do you think fucking you is worth $5000?"
I now realized that I was shaking with fright. I tried to reply, but my teeth chattered and I could not form the words.
"Please, ... Please, ...," I finally managed. "Please don't rape me. I'm a good girl. I've never done anything wrong."
"Better and better," said DeSean, licking his lips. "I didn't think there were any eighteen-year-old virgins left in the world."
He came forward slowly, a step at a time. I stared at him with a deer-in-headlights look. When he moved, it was so sudden that I could not even begin to react. His left hand shot forward and he caught first one wrist and then the other, holding them together in a vice grip. I fought him, but I might as well have tried to move a semi-truck. With contemptuous ease, he raised my arms and trapped my wrists behind my head on the roof of my car. This arched my back and made me thrust my breasts forward. He ran the thick, meaty fingers of his right hand over the swells of my breasts through the thin chiffon.
"You have wicked cool tits," DeSean whispered. "Are they real?"
I nodded, too frightened to disobey him.
"No surgeon could make tits like these. Has Manny been pawing at them?"
I nodded again.
"You bitch!" cried Manny. "She's all yours, DeSean. Fuck her brains out! I didn't do nothin' to her."
I shot Manny a furious look and saw that two of DeSean's men had him bent forward over the hood of my car. They had twisted his arms behind his back.
"Be nice to me now, Judy," said DeSean softly.
"Please don't hurt me," I whimpered.
"It may hurt at first, but soon you'll like it. All girls like my dick."
"I don't know anything about sex," I moaned. "You won't enjoy me. Please, please don't rape me."
To my surprise, he laughed out loud.
"You're a sexy, hot ho! I can't wait to push my big cock into your tight virgin cunt! Popping your cherry will get me off right away. Then I'll get you to suck me and I'll fuck you again, real slow!"
He cupped my breasts one at a time with his huge right hand, still holding me arched over the side of my car with his left. He felt my nipples through the thin chiffon. They betrayed me straightaway, puckering up and standing out. He unbuttoned my blouse, one button at a time, till it was open to my waist. He spread it open and licked his lips again as he saw that my nipples and aureoles were bared by my demi-bra.
He ran a finger and thumb over my nipples and they got even harder, standing out like little pencils. His eyes grew wide.
"Sugar, look at how big your nipples are swelling! I've never any that long! You're one wicked ho!"
"Oh my God!" I wailed. "What are you going to do to me?"
He leaned forward until his lips were just an inch from my ear.
"I'm going to FUCK you, honey child. I'm going to shove my big, black dick deep into your pretty, pink pussy. Then I'm going to fuck you in the ass. And I'm going to do it again and again, till you don't know if it's day or night."
He tweaked my nipples gently at first, but them harder and harder till it became so painful that I cried out each time. He seemed to enjoy my little screams. Then he leaned forward and the next time he pinched my nipple, he covered my mouth with his. My scream was abruptly muffled and his thick tongue entered my open mouth. I tried to twist my head away, but the force of his neck was too strong. I felt like I couldn't breathe and began to hyperventilate in my panic. It made my breasts jounce, even though they were flattened against his hard chest.
Just when I thought I was going to pass out, he broke off the kiss and let me come up for air. I gulped it down in great gasps, and he seemed to enjoy my quivering breasts, for his kneaded them roughly, resuming tweaking my nipples again. I knew that they would be severely bruised by the morrow, but I didn't think about that just then.
He ran a finger along my ribbon choker and said, "Manny brought you all dressed up, even put a bow on you!"
"DeSean, listen. Please let me go and I'll get my mom to pay you everything that Manny owes you. I promise, cross my heart and hope to die. Please, please, please."
"Once you go home, you'll call your local cops. And then I'll never see my money. No, I think I'll keep you and fuck you for a few days. I'll fuck you till I get the $5000 out of your ass."
He reached down and got the zipper on my Medusa skirt. He slowly unzipped it upwards from the slit all the way to the waist. He left the last few teeth of the zipper engaged and put his thick right hand into the open skirt seams between my legs. He ran his fingers along the lace tops of my red stockings, and then on to the bare skin of my inner thighs, almost to the edge of my thong, teasing me. My breathing grew short - I thought it was fright, but there was also some excitement. He ran a finger lightly along the smooth fabric of my thong and said, "What did I tell you? I can smell your sex, you hot little ho!"
"Oh, please let me go!" I whined. "Please don't rape me!"
He cupped my pubis in his massive hand, massaging my clit through the thin thong. I gasped. I did not know what was happening to me, but my legs seemed to grow too weak to support me. He was holding me up with his massive left arm pinning my arms to the roof of my car.
"You want it, ho! You want my dick!"
"No, no, no," I wailed.
Then I heard the squealing of tires. Many things happened at once. DeSean let me go and I sank down to my knees, unable to stand. Several of DeSean's men drew guns and he pulled one out himself. They all shone their flashlights in the direction of the car that had appeared. In the light of flashlights, I saw that it was Jaguar. The door opened and Jack got out. He shot his cuffs and put his hands in the pockets of his leather jacket.
"Having fun, boys?" Jack asked.
"Get back in your car and beat it, honky!" said one of DeSean's men. "This ain't none of your business."
"Yeah, stick around and you'll be sorry," said another.
"Let's see, there's four of you men and you've got a teenage boy and girl. Seems a bit unfair, don't you think?"
"I know you," said DeSean advancing on Jack. He was so big that he even looked down on Jack. "You're Jack Grierson. You're always in the gossip sheets, squiring some actress or model. You better get back to your world, pussycat, or this big, bad dawg is going to bite your head off."
Jack's hand came out of his jacket with a gun. It had a long sausage shaped silencer on the end of the barrel. He did not say anything further, but fired quickly four times. There were just muted coughs from Jack's silenced gun. Suddenly, DeSean and all of his men were lying in the street, yelling. Jack advanced on each and kicked the weapons out of their hands.
"When you pull out a gun, use it, don't wave it around," said Jack after he had disarmed all of them.
They slowly go to their feet, clutching their arms to stanch the flow of blood. Jack had shot each of them in the arm, preventing them from using their guns. A couple of them looked like Jack's bullets had smashed their elbows. It was their turn to whimper now. DeSean was the only one who was not cowed.
"I'll find you, Jack Grierson," he said viciously. "I'll bring you back here to my neighborhood and cut you to pieces! All the cops here are mine, you won't have a chance!"
Jack pointed his gun at DeSean.
"We'll be watching you, DeSean," said Jack. "24 - 7 - 365. Me and my friends in Black Ops. You endanger me or anyone of mine and we'll take you out and feed you to the fishes. No one will find your body. Now get in your Hummer and take yourselves to an ER."
They sullenly got into their vehicle, some of them still sobbing with pain. Jack watched them drive away before coming to me. He raised me to my feet, but I was still too shaken and I fell against him. I held on to him and began to cry, deep, gasping sobs that made my whole body judder. He held me without speaking and I felt the hard, still-warm gun barrel in the middle of my back. I tried to take step, but my knee collapsed, unable to take my weight.
Without a word, Jack scooped me up in his arms and carried me around to the open passenger door of my Volvo. He slid me in and I lay back, closing my eyes. My chiffon blouse was still open and my demi-bra displayed the upper swells of my breasts and my nipples. My skirt was still unzipped almost to my waist, showing my stocking tops and my thong. But I did not care, I just lay there in the passenger seat, trying to get my panicked breathing under control. Jack picked up my things, put them in my purse and brought it back to the car.
"Get in the back, Manny," said Jack. "I'll drive you both home."
Manny quietly got in the back and Jack got into the driver's seat.
"What about your car, Jack?" I asked, as he put my car in gear.
"Don't worry, one of my staff, Julia Iversen, was in my car with me. She'll take care of it for me."
In my fogged state, my mind made strange connections.
"Julia Iversen! That was the name of the checkout clerk that I dealt with at ... "
"Yes," Jack smiled. "I had Julia keeping an eye on you. She stood in for the clerk at Victoria's Secret."
"How did you know where to find me tonight?" I asked, as Jack began to drive.
"When you sent me the selfie and I responded, I implanted a GPS app on your phone. So I knew you were here. I figured I should come by and take a look to make sure you were OK. I'm glad I came."
"You took an awful chance shooting at them!" I said. "There were four of them!"
"They're just a bunch of punks. The taxpayer put a lot of money into training me at Army Special Forces. The odds were in my favor."
We did not talk any more till we got to Manny's house. Jack's hand rested between my legs up my open skirt. His palm rested on the inside of my upper thighs. I did not push it away, but he did not do anything either.
Manny left without saying goodbye to either of us. I did not look at him as he left and did not look back as we drove away. As far as I was concerned, he was history. I never wanted to see him again.
We got to my house and Jack pulled into the driveway. We both got out of the car and Jack handed me my keys. I zipped up my skirt and buttoned up my chiffon blouse.
"I did not thank you for the clothes," I said. "They are beautiful."
"You look ravishing," said Jack, with a slight bow. "The photo you sent was payment enough."
I blushed and hoped that he could not see it in the dark. I glanced over my shoulder and saw the light in the living room was on. The curtains were parted and there was a silhouette that looked like Dad. He always waited up whenever I was out late.
"How are you going to get home?" I asked.
"I'm not," he said. "I'm going to stay with you."
He took me in his arms, but this time I tried to push him away. I felt his huge erection through his pants - its heat pulsated against my belly through the thin chiffon of my blouse.
"Don't do this, Mr. Grierson. If you force yourself on me, you're no better than DeSean."
"I never claimed to be a better man than DeSean," said Jack. "Just a tougher one."
"If this is what you are going to do, I wish you had never come!" I said, trying to keep my voice down. "I'd rather be raped by DeSean than by you!"
That stopped him.
"Why?"
"Because I hate you, Jack Grierson! You've been fucking my mother for over a year and bred her. And now with Evan still a baby, you've bred her again! Your very touch makes my skin crawl! You've ruined my family, you have no morals, no feelings!"
I spoke in a harsh whisper. I glanced over my shoulder - Dad was still in the window.
"I'm sorry that you feel that way," said Jack. "I'll walk you to your door."
I turned and walked quickly, but he moved fast and was by my side. His hands were in his pockets in an attempt to conceal the tent that his erection made in his pants. I used my key, opened the door and let myself in. Jack held the door open and followed me in.
Dad was in the living room in his pajamas and came towards me. Then he saw Jack behind me and stopped abruptly. He took in my attire.
"Wow, Judy, you look, um, a bit racy," said Dad. "And what brings you here so late, Jack?"
"What's going on?" Mom came down the stairs, tightening the belt on her Balenciaga black silk dressing gown. It was a shortie and only came down to mid-thigh. She had open-toe espadrilles on her feet. She wore a red St. Laurent ribbon choker that was identical to mine - it was too much of a coincidence - Jack must have bought it for her.
"I had a little trouble in the city," I said quickly. "Mr. Grierson came by and gave me a hand."
"What sort of trouble?" asked Mom.
"Umm, some of Manny's friends, ..." I began. I paused trying to think of what to tell my parents. "They were getting a bit out of hand," I finally said lamely.
"I've told you a million times to stop taking Manny Slink to the city!" exclaimed Mom, stepping off the stairs. She came up to me, ran her fingers through my hair and kissed me on the forehead.
Jack came up and put his arms around Mom's waist possessively.
"Judy didn't do anything wrong," he said. "But Manny's a worthless scoundrel - he got her into trouble and he'll do it again unless she drops him."
"Yes!" Mom said emphatically. "I keep telling her that. Maybe now she'll listen."
Jack held Mom tightly. I knew that he was grinding her ass against his big erection. She held his wrists and attempted to disengage but she did not try very hard. She swiveled her hips like a lap dancer, to allow his hard-on to settle in between her ass cheeks. Then she then undulated up and down. It was a very subtle simulation of a doggie style fuck. Jack slipped one hand inside the seam of her silk dressing gown and I was sure he was kneading her pussy. He moved the other hand up to cup the bottom swell of one of her breasts. Mom's eyes grew a bit glazed.
"I wanted to bring Judy home safe," said Jack. But his low tone seemed to say that he wanted to do something quick different to Mom.
I could not believe that they were carrying on like this right in front of Dad and me. I glanced over at Dad. I was shocked to see that there was a modest bulge at the crotch of his pajamas - he had a hard-on!
"Thanks for protecting her and bringing her home," said Mom in a breathy tone more suited to the bedroom than the living room.
I could not take it any longer. I quickly walked up the stairs and rushed up to my room without looking back. I looked at myself in my full-length mirror and found that I was panting. My breasts rose and fell under my sheer chiffon top. I unbuttoned the top one button at a time, until it hung open. I stared at my demi-bra and ribbon choker. As I watched myself, my nipples puckered up and hardened. I tried to regiment my breathing, but it only seemed to make me more short of breath. I panted, unable to comprehend my mix of passions.
Was Jack going to fuck Mom right there, in front of Dad? How appalling that would be! But why was it making me excited? I felt the tightness of a hostile emotion but could not understand what it was. Was I angry at Jack for how he had turned my life upside down? At Mom for becoming his brood mare? At Dad for becoming so utterly emasculated?
I cupped my breasts and teased my nipples. I thought of DeSean and instead of fear, now I felt heat slowly building in my groin. I thought of Jack taking me away from DeSean - to be his prize. Two stud bulls, fighting over me!
And then I thought of Mom, feeling Jack's huge erection between her ass cheeks through her thin silk gown. Realization dawned slowly, but surely. I recognized my hostile emotion for what it was - jealousy. I was sure Jack was going to fuck Mom tonight - but I wanted him to fuck me.
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This is a Jack Grierson story, following from the 10 Chapters of Her Fiancé's Father.
This story uses Indian female clothing – sari, choli and petticoats – as a part of the action. A choli is a short blouse that typically ends just below the breasts. A sari is a six-yard bolt of cloth that is wrapped around the body, pleated and tucked into a petticoat. One end is worn over the left shoulder and is called the pallu. The pallu is sometimes worn over the head and sometimes drawn around the right shoulder to envelope the entire upper body over the choli.
*****
1. "I'd like to see something old," said Jack. "I'm in India, after all. I'm after something that has a provenance. My wife is the daughter of a billionaire and I need something unique."
The salesgirl looked disappointed. She was on commission and she could see that this well-heeled customer wanted something that she could not sell. Jack tore his eyes away from her and looked around the counters to all the other salesgirls. They were uniformly young and very pretty. They were all dressed to exude sex appeal, calculated to encourage customers to spend money. They wore very thin blue chiffon uniform saris with embroidery done with gold thread. They wore the saris "hipster style" – very low waists that exposed a great deal of midriff, with the pleats tucked in just above the crotch. They wore very brief choli-style blouses that ended in a band of gold thread embroidery just below their breasts. The cholis had halter necks that tied in trailing bows at the back of their necks and bared their shoulders.
"What seems to be the problem?" asked a newcomer who appeared suddenly out of a back office
"He is asking to see antique pieces, ma'am," said the salesgirl.
"I see," she said. The newcomer had come up quietly, but once Jack saw her, he could not take his eyes off her. She was tall with a complexion the color of milk chocolate. Her eyes were large, dark and very expressive. Her hair was straight, jet-black and piled on top of her head in an attractive coiffure.
She wore an identical sari and choli outfit to the other salesgirls, but hers was in yellow. There were gold bangles on both her wrists as well as red kumkum in the part in her hair, indicating that she was married. In addition, she wore pearl earrings and a pearl choker – a double strand of smoky pearls with a gold pendant.
She had a ripe, hourglass figure and the outfit showed it off to very good advantage. Her breasts were full without being too large and her waist was narrow. The swell of her belly was very sexy under the gauzy, translucent chiffon of her pallu. Her rounded hips rolled as she walked in a manner that was guaranteed to attract male attention. She wore her sari waistline as low as the salesgirls and Jack mentally measured the few inches between the hipster pleats and her crotch.
"What did you have in mind?" she asked him.
"Who are you?" asked Jack.
"I'm Ayesha Banu Peerally Premji. My father is Seth Ismail Azeem Peerally, the owner of this store. He owns three other ones just like it. I can take you into the strong room and show you some antique pieces with impeccable provenances. But they will be very expensive."
"How much?" asked Jack.
"The cheapest ones are about ..." she paused and did the mental calculation converting the rupees to dollars. "A hundred thousand US dollars."
"Good. That's just what I was looking for."
"We don't take personal checks. There is a twenty percent markup on credit cards. We really prefer cash."
Jack put his hand in his jacket pocket and pulled out a wad of US currency. He riffled through the wad, showing her the denomination of the wad – they were thousand dollar bills.
"There's a hundred G's here," he said. "I've got four more wads, in case I see something I really like."
"Follow me," she said, completely unimpressed.
She led the way to the rear of the store and pressed a sequence of panels on the wall. A section of the wall slid away to reveal a six-foot tall strong room steel door. She used a palm scanner, then placed her face in a retina reader and finally punched in a code. The strong room door swung open slowly.
She gathered the pleats of her sari and stepped over the sill into the strong room. Jack followed her, noting Ayesha's high-heeled thong slippers and trim ankles as she raised her sari. As soon as he was in, the room swung shut behind him and the locks reset with an obvious whirring sound. The walls of the strong room were covered with metal lock boxes, while both sidewalls had full-length mirrors that made the room appear larger that it actually was. There was a heavy, polished table that ran down the center of the strong room.
The air-conditioners in the strong room was set quite a bit lower than those in the outer store. Ayesha drew the pallu of her sari around her bare shoulders, but it was so thin that it offered little additional protection. She went around one side of the table and turned to find him on the same side with her.
He was staring at her breasts. She realized that the cold had hardened her thick, meaty nipples and they projected forth quite obviously even through the thin layers of her bra, choli and two chiffon layers of the pallu she had wrapped around herself. The openness with which he stared at her breasts disconcerted her. To cover it, she turned away, unlocked one of the lock boxes and drew out a heavy gold necklace studded with diamonds and emeralds.
"This is a fine piece," she said. "It was made for Asaf Jah VI, the 9th Nizam of Hyderabad who presented it to his fourth and youngest wife on the occasion of their wedding. Its provenance dates it to 1896. The descendants of the Nizam sold it at auction in 1953 to finance their sheep station in Australia. My grandfather acquired it then and it has been in our collection ever since."
"How much?"
She read down to the end of the provenance.
"Five hundred thousand US dollars," she said flatly.
"Ridiculous. I could get a two thousand year old Greek amphora for less than that. I'll give you a three hundred thousand."
"Four hundred and fifty," she said.
Jack looked from the necklace to Ayesha. His eyes traced a path from her crotch to her breasts and back again, lingering on the swell of her belly and then on the prominent bumps that her nipples made in her clothing. Finally, he raised his gaze to meet her eyes.
"Put it on," he said.
She hesitated. But then she thought of her frustration at her father's airy dismissal of all the modernizing management practices she had put in place. Of how he refused to understand how her hard work had reduced their operating costs by twenty percent, swelling their profits by millions. Of how he refused to pay her a salary, insisting that he would buy her whatever she wanted. 'We are merchants, little one,' he always told her. 'If you really want to me to pay you, sell merchandise and I will give you a thirty percent commission.' This sale would be worth millions of rupees. It would make her a handsome commission and it would be her own money. More importantly, it would make him take her seriously.
She took the necklace out of the steel tray and ran it through her fingers. The diamonds and emeralds sparkled in the recessed lights in the strong room ceiling. She draped it around her neck and snapped on the clasp. She had to raise her arms to put on the necklace and it raised her breasts, causing them to jounce seductively.
"There," she said. "What do you think?"
Jack stepped up to her and ran his fingers over the necklace, allowing them to brush her dusky skin. His fingers lingered on, creating an intimate contact.
"Don't," she said.
"Three hundred and fifty thousand," he whispered. The fingers of his right hand traced a line on her skin up from the necklace to the pearl choker on her throat. His left hand took her right hand, lightly interlacing his fingers with hers. Her pallu fell off her bare right shoulder, exposing the tie of her halter at the back of her neck.
"Four hundred," she said.
"Three hundred ninety for the necklace," Jack murmured. "And ten to fuck you."
"That's not funny," she said, giggling nervously.
Suddenly, he tightened his hold on her right and twisted it behind her back. His right hand swept her pallu off her left shoulder and it fell to the ground.
She knew the strong room was soundproof, so there was no point in screaming. She twisted, trying to reach for the red alarm button at the end of the table. But Jack twisted her arm even harder, forcing her face down on the table. Her reach for the alarm button fell short by over two feet.
"My God! What are you doing?" she cried.
"I'm going to fuck you, Ayesha," he said.
"You can't! This room is recorded! Everything will be on video!"
"So much the better. We'll make a sex tape."
"Our guards are monitoring the video! They will be in here in minutes – you'll be arrested for rape!"
"I don't think so," said Jack, untying the halter neck of her choli. "I paid your guards to go away for an hour and have a cup of tea. If you bring up the video as evidence in a rape trial, you may convict me, but you will lose everything. Your husband will divorce you for being fucked by another man. No one else will marry you."
"Please! Don't do this to me!"
"Calm down, Ayesha. You will enjoy it. Just let me pleasure you."
"No!"
Jack unhooked the two front hooks of her blouse and pulled it off her. She wore a yellow, strapless, low cut bra. He kneaded her full breasts, working the think yellow silk of the lingerie on to her skin. Then he hauled her upright and pulled down her bra cups, revealing that her nipples were coal black. She inhaled sharply as his fingers ran over her sensitive nipples, causing her breasts to jounce again. The action was reflected in the full-length mirror in front of them and Ayesha could not take her eyes off it. He kissed the back of her neck, drawing a gasp from her.
He was hard and fully erect now. He ground his hips against her buttocks, giving her a tight feel of his enormous hard-on through their clothing.
She still fought him, panting with the exertion. He kept whispering in her ear, "Shhh, just relax. Shhh, you're going to love what I do to you ..."
His continual working on her sensitive nipples began to have an effect and gave an edge to her panting. But she still fought to free herself.
Then his right hand drifted lower and massaged the swell of her belly. It drifted even lower and pulled the pleats of her sari out of her petticoat.
"God! Don't!" she cried.
"Hush, ... hush," he said, soothingly. "Look at your nipples they are getting even more swollen and harder."
"No, no, no," she gritted out.
He disengaged her sari from her petticoat and it slid down, pooling around her ankles. He slid his hand under the waistband of her petticoat worked it loose till it too slid down to form a silky, yellow ring on top of her sari. She wore a yellow thong trimmed with white lace.
Jack cupped her crotch and his thumb traced her pussy through the yellow silk. She was already slightly moist and his ministrations dampened her thong along her pussy.
"You're getting wet. You're getting excited. Look at your face in the mirror. Don't fight it," he whispered.
"No, no, no!" she moaned.
Then he released her twisted right arm. He put fingers of both hands in the waistband of her thong and stripped it down. Putting his arms around her waist, he lifted her up and out of the pooled thong, petticoat and sari and set her down beside them.
He held her tightly with both arms around her waist. He spent a moment looking at her near nakedness in the mirror. Her bra was just a strip of yellow silk underneath her breasts, her pearl choker was at her throat, the Nizam's precious necklace was around her neck and her high heels were on her feet. Her kumkum and bangles – the signs of her married state – added to her allure. Her bangles clinked as she struggled.
Her bush was trimmed to a neat line and her thick, nearly black pussy lips peeped through. Putting one hand up so that her full breasts were tight against his left forearm, he ran the fingers of his right hand along her bush. His fingers worked with incredible subtlety, so his touch grew more insistent very gradually. She did not even realize when his light probes changed to firm manipulations.
Her panting turned to gasping as he fingers found her clit, gently at first and then with increasing urgency. Her moistness turned to wetness.
"My God! Stop that! Oh! OHH!!"
Ayesha had never felt like this. Her husband Rizwan Premji fucked her every other day but it was always in the dark and over in less than two minutes. He never got her even the least bit excited.
Now she felt like she had a fever. Her heart was racing – she was breathing so hard she could hear herself panting and gasping. She was sopping wet and leaking out feminine juices that she did even know she had in her. She felt like she was climbing higher and higher, but she did not know where she was going.
Then Jack pushed two fingers into her and began to piston her hard, while working her clit with his thumb. It was too much for her and she began to cum. Her whole body convulsed in his arms as though she was having an epileptic fit.
"Oh! OH!! OHH!! OMIGOD!! WHAT'S HAPPENING TO ME?!"
As her orgasm reached its crescendo, she gave out wordless cries, both hands gripping his forearm that enclosed her breasts, her nails biting into his skin.
She was covered with sweat and leaned back on him, spent. He held her, cupping a breast in each hand, running a thumb over her engorged black nipples.
"Now I'm going to really fuck you, Ayesha," he whispered in her ear.
"No! I can't!! I can barely stand!"
"How old are you, Ayesha?"
"Twenty-two ..."
"So young," he whispered. "And so hot. I'll make you cum again. And again."
She felt his massive hard on again, but it felt different this time – hotter and fleshier. She had not seen him discard his pants, but he must have, for he was unmistakably against her, skin to skin.
He turned her around, put a hand on each of her buttocks and lifted her on to the smooth table. Her legs were splayed around him. They saw each other in the two full-length mirrors on the sidewalls of the strong room. He marveled at her straight back, the smooth, dark skin that rippled over the muscles of her shoulder blades and the spread of her full, rounded buttocks.
She was used to Rizwan, her young husband, who had rolls of fat and a sagging round belly, so seeing Jack's powerful, well-muscled frame was new and exciting. She looked down and got a glimpse of what looked like a thick hose between his legs. Rizwan's member, even fully erect, was nothing like this, so she was not sure what Jack had there. Then he backed away to position his cockhead and she saw it. It was so big that it frightened her.
"Ya ilahi!" she breathed. [My God!] "You cannot put that in me!"
"Shh ..." Jack whispered.
Before she could remonstrate further, he gripped the back of her neck with his left hand and kissed her. His thick tongue forced her mouth open and invaded it without subtlety. He sought her smooth tongue and she could not avoid the oral entanglement. She mewed and resumed struggling, her full breasts and bullet-hard nipples twisting against his chest. She put her hands on his shoulders and tried to push him away, but it was futile for he was far too strong. As she twisted in his arms, she inadvertently rubbed her pussy and her still-swollen clit against his raging member, renewing the secretion of her feminine fluids. Her body's reactions weakened her resolve and soon her sweaty body was being driven more by passion than resistance.
He reveled in the feel of her body, the full breasts and hips so intensely female and designed for childbearing. Still lip-locked, he guided his huge cock to her entrance. She felt him and instinctively tried to back away, but there was nowhere to escape from his thrust. He pushed his cockhead into her, drawing satisfaction from her strangled cry that he choked with his tongue.
She was very hot and wet, but her pussy had never encountered anything like Jack before. He was so big and her pussy was so underused that she was incredibly tight around him. He had to rock back and forth, each time sinking further into her and drawing higher pitched mewing from her. Finally, with a strong thrust from an arched back, he sank his full length into her, past her cervix and distending her fornix. She tried to scream, but it was throttled in her mouth and the only sound that emerged was a muffled groan. She felt like she was impaled on a hot bar of steel. It felt so big that she thought she could feel him all the way up in her throat.
She was breathing noisily through her nose and feeling the beginnings of panic. Her clit was jammed against his mount harder than she had ever known. The stimulation was too much for her and she began to cum again, her pussy squeezing the hardness of his cock. She bucked on him, her legs scissoring tightly around his haunches, her arms tightening around his neck.
Jack let her descend a bit from her second orgasm. He released her mouth and kissed the side of her throat, drawing gasps from her.
"Ya Allah!" she panted. "You're tearing me apart! You're too big for me!"
Jack resumed whispering in her ear.
"Shhh ... We're in this together, Ayesha. I'm going to fuck you now. Don't think, just let your body react ..."
He began to rock into her, slowly at first. But he rapidly worked up a tempo and soon he was fucking her with a pounding rhythm. She was crying out, a little scream with each thrust that brought their mounts together with a wet smack. His cockhead plumbed depths that no one had reached before.
"Ya Allah! Ya Allah!! OMIGOD!!"
Her cries grew louder and she instinctively rotated her full hips, increasing the tightness with which her pussy gripped his huge dick. Her naïve sexual reactions and concentrated femaleness drove him over the edge and just as he felt the onset of her third orgasm, the twitching of her vaginal walls deep inside, he exploded. As he pumped gouts of thick jism into her, her own orgasm flowered and her powerful vaginal muscles contracted spasmodically, milking the last dregs of his musky ejaculate.
In spite of the strong air-conditioning, they were both covered with a renewed layer of sweat. They leaned on each other, dizzy with the high of their mutual release. She clung to him, fearing that she would not be able to hold herself up otherwise.
"My God, Jack!" panted Ayesha. "What did you do to me?"
"I just fucked your brains out, Ayesha. And you gave me a great ride!"
She felt his thick, warm jism beginning to leak out from around his softening cock to slowly seep down her inner thighs and realized what he had done.
"You bastard!" she exclaimed. "You didn't use a condom! You've forced your semen into me! This is a bad time of the month for me!"
"Relax," said Jack easily. "You're married. I'm sure your husband wants children."
"Not someone else's!"
"He need never know."
Jack pulled out of her with a plop. She looked down and saw that full extent of his ejaculations – she had never seen this much jism before and she covered her mouth to hide her jaw dropping. But as the high of her orgasms began to dissipate, her businesslike mind soon took over. She spoke rapidly, ticking off items on her fingers as she spoke.
"We need to get dressed right away. I need to get the security cam feed off the server before the guards see it. You need to give me four hundred thousand US dollars in cash and I need to set up a secure delivery to get the necklace to you."
She was already wiping herself off with her petticoat as she was speaking. She dressed rapidly, asking Jack to tie the halter-top of her choli in the final step. Jack was already dressed by the time she was ready. She looked at herself in the mirror to make sure everything was in place. Jack came up behind her and reached around, cupping and kneading her full breasts.



"Stop it!" she said. "I never want to see you again!"
"You're going to want me again, princess. You're going to masturbate to our sex tape and wonder about the joys of sex. Let me tell you, there is lots more we can do – fucking doggie style, reverse cowboy, missionary, me sucking your pussy, you sucking my dick ..."
"Shut up!" she said, pulling her thin pallu around her and walking away toward the strong room door.
* * * * * * *
2. A few weeks later, Ayesha did the home test and then followed up with her OB-GYN. She was pregnant. Her husband Rizwan and her father, Seth Ismail, were delighted. But she tucked away and hid the last pages of the OB-GYN report that contained the results of the paternity test. It established Jack as the father, using traces of his semen that she had saved from their sexual encounter in the strong room.
Sitting in her cool office, she sent Jack a text.
Ayesha: You've bred me, Jack. You asshole.
Jack: That was great sex. I can't wait to fuck you again.
Ayesha: No chance of that!
Jack: I dream of your chocolate complexion, your coal black nipples, and the dark skin of your pussy lips. I want to go down on you!
She did not respond, but the thought of Jack's thick tongue on her pussy lips and clit made her heart race. She shifted her buttocks on her office chair and realized that her panties were wet.
* * * * * *
3. Seth Ismail Azeem Peerally was duly impressed with Ayesha's sale. He gave her the one hundred and twenty thousand US dollar commission – 30 percent of four hundred thousand. A month later, when she came home, she found Jack with her father and her husband in their grand reception room.
'"When I learned that Mr. Grierson was back in town, I immediately invited him home for dinner," said Seth Ismail. "He is interested in discussing the purchase of more pieces with you."
"No!" she said. "I don't want to work with that man ever again."
"Bah, don't be silly," said Seth Ismail, irritation creeping into his voice.
"I agree with your father, my dear," said her husband, Rizwan. "You must not let your feelings interfere with business."
Just then, the Seth's major domo entered, bowed, and said, "Dinner is served, sir."
They followed him into the palatial dining room. Ayesha wore a fixed frown that deepened when her father seated Jack on his right – her place – and Rizwan on his left. He pointed her to the lower seat next to Jack saying, "Never turn your back on good business."
As the soup was served, he leaned over to Jack and said, sotto voce, "She's pregnant. You know how that makes women emotional."
"Indeed," Jack said to Ayesha. "Your father is right. Once you're on your back, I'll really give you the business."
"Yes, yes, give her the business," said Rizwan, not getting Jack's meaning.
Seth Ismail did not catch Jack's play on words either, but Ayesha did and her face tightened with impotent fury.
Both Seth Ismail and Rizwan drank heavily at dinner and got very drunk. Jack took advantage of his position to slide his hand under Ayesha's pallu, concealed by the table. He caressed the swell of her belly whispering in her ear, "You're carrying our baby in there."
She tried to disengage his hand, but he would not be dissuaded. He pushed his hand under the pleats of her hipster sari waistband and dived deep under her petticoat and panties. He found her pussy and his fingers stoked her clit. She began to breath heavily, causing her full breasts to jolt with each inhalation, but both her father and husband were too drunk by now to notice. Jack kept at it, drawing moisture from her pussy and was pleased to see beads of sweat trickle down her brow as her heavy breathing turned to rapid panting.
The servants came to clear away the dessert plates and Ayesha sat back with a sigh of relief as Jack withdrew his probing hand.
The servants helped Seth Ismail out of the dining room. Rizwan found that he could not walk either and Jack helped him up to his marital chamber. A reluctant Ayesha trailed behind and kept asking him to allow the servants to assist Rizwan. Once there, he lay her husband down on a couch.
Then Jack took Ayesha into his arms and manhandled her on to her wide marital bed. Using one of her dupattas lying on the bed, he tied her wrists together to the heavy headboard. She struggled, but did not scream, fearing the scandal if the servants came in and found them in this state.
Jack stripped her and fucked her. In a very short time, her struggles turned to compliance though she kept saying, "My God, Rizwan is right here! He may wake up any time!"
"Just keep your voice down then, princess," grunted Jack as he pounded her with his gargantuan girth. She bit into a pillow, but her stifled cries were still loud enough to carry to her maid, who sat eavesdropping outside the door.
Ayesha writhed in his arms, urging him on with cries and bucking. She came again and again. Eventually, she rolled him over. Still tied to the headboard, she mounted him, impaling herself on his gigantic cock, burying his face in her full breasts. It was a long night.
Later, lying in his arms, she looked over at the snoring Rizwan and murmured, "How many women have you bred like this?"
"I don't keep score," replied Jack. "But there have been a few."
"My OB-GYN told me that Rizwan has such a low sperm count that it would take a miracle for him to get me pregnant."
He smiled and kneaded one of her full breasts. He sucked on her ebony nipple, drawing back to erection again.
Jack was in town for a week and he contrived to fuck Ayesha every day. On the last day, they went back into the strong room under the pretext of looking at more antique jewelry. He got her to suck him off, choking her with his size. Then he fucked her in the ass.
She copied both of her strong room sexual trysts with Jack onto her laptop before erasing them from the server. After Jack left town, she watched them again and again and masturbated to make up for her boring sex life.
* * * * * * *
4. About a year later, Jack got a text from Ayesha with an attachment. It was a picture of her lying on her back, naked. A small baby lay on her, sucking greedily on one of her milk-engorged breasts. The baby's paleness was a sharp contrast to her dark skin. Its pink lips fastened around her nipple made it look even blacker.
Jack: I'd love to come and share your milk with our baby.
Ayesha: Come on over, I'll save one breast for you.
Jack: What about your husband, Rizwan?
Ayesha: He told you to give me the business. Put me on my back and give it to me.
Jack: I'm your man.
Ayesha: I showed my kid sister, Jahan Ara, the videos of you fucking me.
Jack: Did it scare her?
Ayesha: She was petrified! But when she saw how hard I came, she was jealous.
Jack: Doesn't her husband keep her happy?
Ayesha: Her husband manages our stores in Canada. But he has a low sex drive. And a low sperm count.
Jack: Is she as sexy as you?
Ayesha: She's a year younger. And much prettier.
Jack: Put her in touch with me. I'll make her cum so hard, she'll scream. And as a bonus, I'll breed her.
Ayesha: She's very shy. You'll have to force her.
Jack: I'm good at that.
Ayesha: I know.
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[This is a Jack Grierson story. It relates to the 10 Chapters of my series Her Fiancé's Father as well as my other Jack Grierson stories on Literotica.]
1. As a freshman as the university, I had lived in the city for less than a month when I out of blue I got a text from my mom's business associate, Jack Grierson. I had not seen him all summer and had thought I was well rid of him. Jack was cuckolding Dad and had bred Mom, not once but twice! I had even seen him fucking her; her screams as she came still rang in my ears and could still get me moist. Thanks to him I had a baby half brother and would soon have another half sibling. I loathed him and his text brought back memories I would rather not relive.
Jack: Hi Judith, how would you like to be bra model?
My mom, Trixie Ann Peters, made good money, but my dad, Alan "Tom" Peters, was unemployed. My mom paid my tuition, but insisted that I pay for my living expenses. So I was supporting myself by working as a trainer at a fitness studio. It did not pay much, so I was beginning to really feel the pinch of not being able to make ends meet.
Judith: How much does it pay?
Jack: I can get you a try-out with Alexandra's Secret. If you were picked, it would pay a lot.
Judith: How do I apply?
Jack: I'll handle it. You'll get an email.
The email with the details of the try-out came later that day and I was totally excited. I called Mom and she got really excited too.
"Your breasts are perfect honey," she said. "Just perfect. You're bound to get in. The Alexandra's Secret catalog is one of the biggest! I buy lingerie from it all the time!"
I was not so sure. I knew I had a great body, but I also knew that bra models had to be perfect.
The try-out was designed to give the aspirant a taste of life as a supermodel. I was picked up at my rather down-at-heel apartment building by a liveried chauffeur in a stretch limousine and lodged in a top floor corner suite at the Plaza Hotel. There was vintage champagne on ice in a silver bucket in my suite and a personalized hand-written note of welcome from the hotel general manager addressed to me -- Judith Megan Peters. A personal shopper took me out for the afternoon to buy a complete ensemble of expensive designer clothing that was mine to keep. There were box tickets for two at the Met and dinner reservations at Maison Rouge. Bernard Yeung, an MBA student at the university, had taken me out to dinner a few times, so I was able to reciprocate in a grand manner. He was suitably impressed. The first two days were like a dream.
On the second day I was given a personalized tour of Museum of Modern Art by a New York University art history PhD student. This was the third day. After a very late breakfast -- more like a brunch -- I was picked up for my try-out and brought into a factory-like loft studio just after eleven. Brian Dixon-Jones would be shooting the try-out pictures. At thirty-five, he was one of the top fashion photographers in the world, with all the arrogance that goes with that position. When I walked in radiating confidence in my new high fashion ensemble, he lost no time in pricking my balloon.
I stood still as the makeup staff worked on my hair and face. I looked at the studio floor where Erin Heatherton, a striking six-foot blonde supermodel was throwing her head back with abandon and then cupping her breasts, following the commands of the photographer with professional precision. How could I -- Judith Megan Peters -- compete with a supermodel? I was terribly nervous -- I had done some small time modeling in high school for local businesses, but this was the big time. I knew this was my big chance and I did not want to screw it up.
"Take her over there and strip her," he snapped to one of his assistants, a harried looking young woman with a pencil behind her ear. He waved in the general direction of one of the bare walls. "Get her fitted in the try-out bras. And find matching panties for each of the bras."
With that, he had gone back to his shoot with Erin Heatherton. I was intimidated and a bit frightened as the makeup staff -- a mixed crew of women and men -- literally did what Brian ordered. They had me stand still and moved my arms and legs about as though I were a tailor's dummy, stripping me till I had nothing on but my high-heeled Jimmy Choo pumps. Then they put on a red underwire demi-bra with white lace and matching panties. The demi-bra was cut low enough that it displayed part of my nipples, even though my aureoles are quite small.
Even as the undressing and dressing was going on, they worked on my auburn hair and my face, quickly and professionally. Then as quickly as it started, it was over. The makeup staff disappeared and left me by the bare wall, wearing nothing but the pumps, the bra and panties and a red silk choker. No one offered me a robe or any cover-up and soon I grew a bit cold. I hugged herself for warmth as she watched Brian's shoot with Erin Heatherton go on and on. My nipples are unusually sensitive -- when they are stimulated, they harden and stand out a full inch in length. They popped out of the demi-bra and I crossed my arms to try and conceal them.
Erin Heatherton, the supermodel, was treated quite differently. After every series of shots, they brought her sparkling water and a robe. There was pile of delicacies in her rest area that was constantly replenished, though she herself ate nothing. She relaxed and chatted with Brian as he showed her the results of the shoot. Everyone seemed to have forgotten about me.
Finally, the shoot was over for the day. Just after three, Erin Heatherton left surrounded by her entourage. Brian's harried female assistant materialized and ushered me onto the center of the studio as the lights were being re-adjusted for the try-out shoot. He eyed me critically and said, "Put your butt on the arm of the sofa. Arms behind the back of your head, and throw your head back." As the same time, he put his hand out and a shoot assistant handed him a camera, primed and ready.
Once he began, he kept shooting and issuing commands, receiving a series of different cameras. I tried to do as I was told. I had no idea how many shots he had taken, when he suddenly said, "OK, that's it for this set. Get her into the next one."
Magically the makeup crew re-appeared and stripped the bra and panties off me. Another bra, this time a halter-neck black one with pink lace trim, was put on me. My legs were manipulated and the matching set of panties was pulled up on me. Unseen hands massaged my breasts and crotch, making sure the lingerie was snugly fitted. It all happened so fast that the sensation was of machines rather than human hands.
The pattern was repeated several more times. I got into a blind rhythm, blocking out every sound but Brian's voice. I had no idea whether I was doing well or poorly or even whether I was actually following his commands. Finally, it stopped. The brightest lights were dimmed and I looked around uncertainly. I was in a leopard print, underwire bra with black straps and matching panties. There was a black silk choker on me now, with long trailing ends.
Brian approached me, one hand in his pocket, looking down at the results on an iPad. A specialized program had analyzed the hundreds of pictures from the try-out shoot and arranged them in an order for viewing. There seemed to be dozens of crewmembers setting up another set of lights and a backdrop of papier-mâché rocks for the next shoot. Ignoring the hubbub around them Brian said, "Have you modeled bras or swimsuits before?"
"No," I said, shaking my head. "Just some work for a local stores, mainly facials, some full body."
"That's very different," he said. "Nothing like this at all." He paused. "For a first timer, you did very well. A bit rough around the edges, but nothing I can't fix. You have a very wholesome look. What's your background?"
"My parents are both from Irish families," I replied. "I guess I'm a typical American girl next door."
"You've got the classic, peaches-and-cream Irish complexion," he said. "But you have a Nordic figure and the height to go with it. How tall are you?"
"Five foot nine."
He took a step forward. Without hesitation, he cupped both my breasts and kneaded and squeezed them through the silky bra, examining me as though I were an animal at an auction. I gasped.
"What?!" I expostulated.
"Hush," he said. "This is what you're selling. No middle class prudery here, I need to examine the goods."
He reached around me, unfastened the bra and let it drop to the ground. Then he repeated his action, kneading my naked breasts, and running his fingernails over my nipples. This time I gasped louder and looked around the studio in panic. But no one was paying any attention. Brian's harried woman assistant reappeared with a bucket of ice. He took a cube in each hand and ran them over my nipples.
I squealed with shock at the icy cold touch, but Brian was not fazed. He continued icing my nipples, watching them pucker and stand out proudly. They stood out even longer than normal with ice, based on my small perfectly round aureoles. Eventually, he dropped the much-diminished ice cubes back in the bucket and kneaded my breasts again, feeling the upright nipples.
Finally he stopped and examined my breasts critically for a moment. Then he looked up into my eyes and smiled.
"You're almost perfect," he said. "What's your bust size?"
"Well, ..." I began.
"Come on," his tone was impatient. "You want to be a bra model!"
"32 B."
"I thought you felt a bit small. On a five-nine frame, 32 B's are just not big enough. To work with me, you need at least 33's. But don't worry, we can arrange for an enlargement -- the company will take care of everything."
He turned to his assistant, without waiting for a reply.
"Set up an appointment with the clinic,...."
"No."
Brian stopped and looked back at me in surprise.
"Excuse me?"
"I said no. I don't want any surgery."
"Its not surgery, you silly girl. It's a very small breast augmentation procedure. You just need a little more bulk and roundness; they can do it with collagen. No need to cut you."
"I won't do it."
Brian stopped and stared at me for a long moment.
"Too bad," he said. "Like I said, you are almost perfect. Those nipples of yours are hard and long -- they're the best I've ever seen. I'll inform the company. Best of luck at your next try-out."
He turned away and was about to leave me standing there, nearly naked.
"I don't have another try-out," I said to his retreating back.
He stopped for a moment and looked over his shoulder.
"Well, in that case, best of luck waitressing."
Now he really did leave. His harried assistant returned with my clothes along with all the lingerie I had modeled in an untidy jumble and handed them to me without a word. I took them and walked over to the wall where the makeup crew had worked on me and dressed, unsteady on my Jimmy Choo heels. I had very little money, so I took a subway to the Plaza, where the front desk told me that I had been checked out. My things in the suite had been packed and my bag was with the bell captain.
Picking up my bag, the enormity of what I had done hit me and I began to cry. The hotel desk staff disappeared into their back office to avoid any awkward questions and a potential scene. I sat down on one of the lobby couches to have the rest of my cry. Then squaring my shoulders, I wiped her eyes and walked towards the door to the street. The bell captain was a kindly, white-haired gentleman, and as I passed him, he called out to me.
"Can I call you a cab, miss?"
"I can't afford it," I said, shaking my head.
"Just wait a moment, miss," he said, smiling. After a few moments, he beckoned her. "I talked to Tony, the hotel chauffeur. No one's using the hotel limo this afternoon. He'll take you wherever you want to go."
Tears started from my eyes again.
"Oh, thank you, thank you, ..., how can I every repay you?"
He held up his hands.
"Just buy me a drink the next time you come through here," he said.
I lay back in the comfortable cushions of the limo as I was borne out the driveway of the Plaza. Making the most of it, I opened a bottle of sparkling water from the wet bar and poured it into a tall flute. Just then, my cell went off. I checked the screen and said, "Hi, Mom."
"How did the shoot? How did it go?"
"Brian Dixon-Jones. He said it went really well."
"Great! Alexandra's Secret is a great catalog. You're on your way to becoming a supermodel!"
"But I turned him down. He wanted me to do collagen breast enlargement. I said no, so he dropped me."
There was silence on the line.
"Are you crazy?" Mom said, finally. "This contract could lead to millions. Collagen is nothing! Call them back and say you'll do it."
"Where are you, Mom?" I asked, attempting to change the subject.
"Stupid girl," she said, clicking her tongue in irritation. "I'm in the city for work, your Dad and I came in last night. We are at the Pierre. But I'm not sure I want to see you after this."
So I hesitated before asking, "Mom, I'm a bit short for my rent. Can you loan me some money?"
"No!" Mom was vehement. "Tell Brian Dixon-Jones that you will do the collagen and they will give you give you a fat advance." She hung up.
I stared at her cell for a moment before dropping it back into my purse. Then I picked up the limo intercom.
"Tony, can I change my destination, please? Could you take me to Fifth Avenue Fitness?"
"No problem, miss."
Half an hour later, I stepped out of the limo and entered the upscale spa
"Look what just walked in here," said Karl, the head trainer, who had clearly seen me emerge from the stretch limo. He bowed theatrically. "How may I be of service, ma'am?"
"I need to pick up an extra class, Karl," I said. "I'm a bit short of money. Can you fit me in? Like today?"
He opened the schedule on the counter computer and checked.
"I was doing to do spinning at seven," he said. "Tyra's doing the late step aerobics class at eight. You can take over my spinning class and double up with Tyra. It's the last class of the day, so it's always a big one -- they appreciate two instructors."
"Thanks, Karl, you're a dear."
In the locker room, I'd just taken off my blouse and skirt when Tyra Clarke came in. She worked with me and was also my roommate -- so I knew her very well even though we had only met two months previously at the gym during instructor orientation. She was a black girl with smooth, chocolate brown skin, but she did not have a black girl's hair. She had soft, natural curls that she wore collar length.
We were both fit, but in many ways we were a study in contrasts. She was strong whereas I was supple. I'd been a cheerleader in high school; she'd been a sprinter on the track team. And of course, our skin tones were a study in contrasts -- my Irish heritage showed in my white skin that looked even paler beside hers. She'd grown up in a tough inner city neighborhood, so she was much more experienced than me and treated me like I was much younger than her, even though we were almost nineteen.
"Well, well, look at you, Miss Sexy," she said, eyeing my red underwire demi-bra with white lace and matching panties. "Where'd you get the money for those? Looks like a couple of C's worth of spicy lingerie. You out to seduce someone?"
"No, no," I protested. "I did a try-out at Alexandra's Secret and they didn't take back any of the stuff I wore in the shoot."
She whistled.
"Whoa, sister! So you're going to be a bra model?" She came up and cupped my breasts, running her thumbs over my protruding nipples. They promptly stood up and hardened. I gasped and she grinned. She was always touching and cuddling me, and I was flattered by her attention. "You've got the tits of a goddess, girlfriend. You were born to be a bra model."
"No, they turned me down. They wanted me to bulk up my tits."
"They're crazy! Your tits are perfect as they are."
She stripped and I watched her. She had a powerful body and her musculature was lean and well defined. Tyra was totally unfazed by nudity and was always wandering around our apartment naked. Still naked, she sat down and pulled on her athletic socks and aerobics shoes. Her tits were small and very firm. Her aureoles and nipples were small and intensely black, a marked contrast even on her dark skin.
I unfastened my demi-bra and pulled down my panties. I quickly changed into my pink and black mesh sports bra and matching knee-length mesh tights. Tyra sat on a stool and watched me, naked but for her shoes and socks. When I was pulling on my socks and athletic shoes, she came over and ran her hands over the racer back of my sports bra.
"You're looking hot girlfriend," she said.
Only after I was ready did she finally pull on her own blue and orange-splotched sports bra and matching tights.
"Want to do some stretching with me?" she asked.
"No, I'm teaching a spin class," I said. "But Karl's got me team-teaching advanced step aerobics with you at four."
"Cool. Let's show them some paired moves."
I nodded and left the locker room smiling. Hanging out with Tyra always made me feel good.
* * * * * *
2. I did the spin class -- it was a very young crowd, mostly young professionals at that time of the evening -- and they wanted to go hard. So I pushed hard and by the time I was done, I was soaked through with sweat. There was no time for a shower or a change and I ran over to the aerobics studio as soon as I got off the spin bike.
Tyra was already there, leading the early birds in some pre-workout stretching. She was incredibly flexible -- as flexible as me. But I had worked on my flexibility through all my years of cheerleading experience -- splits and high kicks -- whereas with her it was just natural.
She beckoned to me and I brought up my step and parked it next to hers. As soon as I set it down, she laced her fingers in mine and twisted me around in a double-stretch move that brought me tit to tit with her. She arched backwards and we were on one another tight, belly swell against belly swell. As she leaned further, arcing her back into a bow, our point of contact drifted lower till our lateral weight was driving our mounts into each other. When she released, she was strong enough to straighten up, but I wobbled on the verge of losing my balance. She got one powerful arm under my back and scooped me up into a tight clinch. The feel of her firm, young breasts against mine got my nipples hard and protuberant again. She spun out of the clinch and we faced the class with arms spread wide, just fingertips touching.
"Ready, girlfriend?" she asked.
"Sure!" I said, with more certainty than I felt.
It was her class, so I let her do the talking.
"OK, ladies, here we go," she said. "I've got my girlfriend here and we're going to do a paired routine. Everyone get a partner and try to follow us. This is an advanced class, so we're going to have fun, aren't we?"
"YES!" the class chorused.
It was pretty full class and they were a toned, fit group, as one would expect in an advanced class. Of course, they were all women.
Tyra hit play on the system and a driving beat came on. I knew Tyra's routine and I went right into it. I kicked high, up and back, twirling at the end of every step. It was fast paced and after the forward and back moves, I switched over to do the cross onto Tyra's step. She took my hand as we crossed and swung me around so that we stepped up facing each other.
"Who's that hot, older guy outside the studio glass?" Tyra asked as we passed.
I followed her line of sight and caught my breath. My expression grew set.
"That's Jack Grierson," I said tightly. "He's the asshole who's fucking my mom."



"I can see the appeal," said Tyra, on the next pass.
"Five, six, seven, eight," she called. "Hand your partner, swing on by!"
She stepped towards me, twirled me around and put her arms around my waist so that we in a spoons-clinch.
"Rotate those gluts, ladies, rotate them hard!"
She ground her mount against my buttocks as I rotated them. Then her hands moved up from my waist and cupped my breasts. She released and spun me around, gradually moving from a paired workout to a leader-follower routine. She used her greater strength to do mini-lifts and hold me off balance in complex spin moves. Her hands were all over me, very quick and never lingering, but working me up to a tingling feeling. All the while she exhorted the class to follow.
Every time I looked out of the studio glass, I saw Jack there, looking on intently. Tyra saw him too and her aggression towards me seemed to be for his benefit.
By the time we hit thirty minutes I was tiring. My sports bra and tights were drenched and clung to me, revealing more than they concealed. Tyra was covered with sweat too and each time we clinched, I felt her sweat mix in with mine, her chocolate skin against my whiteness.
I glanced out into the studio from time to time and found several of the couples were going at each other as aggressively as Tyra was going at me. She was clearly goading them saying, "I like what you're doing ladies, harder now, harder! Give it to your partner!"
In the last fifteen minutes, she began to whisper dirty nothings to me as we passed.
"I love the feel of your tits, girlfriend," she whispered. "I can feel your pussy through your tights and it's hot!"
I was breathing hard now and gasped with the tougher moves. Finally, when I thought I could not go on, the beat slowed and slid into the gentle cadence of the cool down. As soon as the music stopped, I grabbed a towel and headed to the trainers' locker room, leaving Tyra to wind up the session and close the studio.
I sat on a locker room bench and leaned back against the wall, just waiting for my racing heart rate to slow. Five minutes later, Tyra came in all smiles.
"That was a great workout, girlfriend!" she said, pulling her sports bra over her head. She tossed it into her gym bag, unzipped the bottoms of her tights and stripped them off. Then naked except for her aerobics shoes and athletic socks, she came over and sat on the bench by me.
"Why so glum, sweetheart? Don't worry about that stupid gig at Alexandra's Secret. You'll get another one." She leaned forward and cupped my breasts again saying, "Your tits are just perfect. Just look at those nipples!"
She ran her thumbs over my nipples though my soaking wet sports bra, making them even stiffer.
"Stop it!" I said, crossly. "You got enough feels in during the workout in the studio. I'm not in the mood for your horseplay now."
I pushed her away and stood up to walk towards my locker. She sprang to her feet and came after me, pushing me against the lockers with a clang.
"Think you're too good for me, ho?" she said, her voice turning vicious. "Saving that virginal pussy for some rich honky?"
I turned towards her saying, "Don't talk like that, Tyra. You know you're my best friend ..."
She pulled my sports bra up, exposing my breasts. She kneaded them hard now, pinching my taut nipples.
"Great tits, girlfriend," she hissed.
"Don't do that, Tyra. Why are you mad? Your tits are just as lovely."
"Too small, girlfriend. All the guys tell me that. I'd kill for a pair like yours."
She leaned down and quickly kissed my nipples. Then she took one in her mouth, sucked on it and speared it with her sharp tongue.
"Don't!" I said sharply, trying to twist out of her grip. But she held me tighter against the lockers. I fought her and almost slipped out of her grasp.
"Stay there, bitch!" she screamed, slamming me hard against the lockers.
The shock of hitting the metal so hard hurt and I squealed. She grabbed my biceps and pinned me against lockers her mouth finding mine and her invading tongue forced its way in. Her tongue was sharp and strong and sought mine out aggressively. Still kissing me, I felt her right hand release my left and I thought she was done. But then her right hand slid under the waistband of my tights and quickly found my pussy.
Now she broke the kiss and whispered in my ear.
"You're wet, bitch, you want it!"
"No, no, .." I said weakly.
But as her fingers manipulated my clit, I was soon panting.
"Let me go, Tyra, please!" I cried, but I dared not struggle, fearing that she would slam me into the lockers again.
It was well past nine now and there was no one working in the gym now except for the front desk staff and they were at the other end of the building. There were probably patrons out there, but the workout areas were far away from trainers' locker room.
"Let her go."
It was Jack's voice. I looked over Tyra's shoulder and saw him standing in the door. Tyra twisted her head around, still holding me in a tight clinch.
"Get lost, honky!" she said. "Can't you see we're busy?"
"I don't think Judith wants to play with you," he said.
"It's none of your business, motherfucker!"
"Let her go, or I'll have to punish you."
"What're you going to do, fuck me?"
"Thanks," said Jack. "That's a great idea."
He moved fast. He was on Tyra in an instant. He put his arms around her and dragged her off me. She spit and screamed unintelligibly, but he forced her to straddle the bench. He pushed her face down, raising her ass in the air. I got an eyeful of her clean-shaven pussy and her thick black pussy lips between her coffee brown buttocks. She'd obviously gotten herself excited with me for her pussy lips were wet and her feminine juices were leaking out of her and down her inner thighs.
Jack unzipped his pants and they slid down around his ankles. The last time I had seen that enormous cock, he was pushing it hard into Mom.
Tyra was screaming at him.
"Let me go, you bastard! I'll sic my boyfriend on you, he's a mean dude!"
"Just tell me if he can fuck you like me," said Jack.
He leaned forward and pushed his cockhead into her. Her thick, black pussy lips stretched around his fat, dark pink cock. She was tight and there was a sucking sound as he forced his length into her an inch at a time. All the while, she was twisting and struggling, her sweaty body thrashing in his grip.
"You asshole! You creep! My God!! OMIGOD!! You're a big sonofabitch!"
Jack had her by the back of the neck with his other arm around her middle. He pushed his final three inches into her with one smooth thrust and she cried out, "OMIGOD, you're like a hot steel rod! I can't take you! You're too big! I can't, I CAN'T! You're tearing me apart!!"
Jack did not delay, but began to fuck her hard right away. His mount struck her round buttocks with hard smacks and each time it drew a cry from her. She kept protesting, but her body was reacting to him. Her hips began to rotate in time to his thrusts and I could see her getting wetter and begin to drip on to the bench.
Her cries grew higher pitched and soon she was squealing. I recognized the signs from watching Jack fuck Mom -- she was ascending to an orgasm. She left me in no doubt for she cried out, "OMIGOD!! I'm cumming, you bastard! I'M CUMMING!!"
She was much wilder even than Mom -- and she affected Jack too. He grunted and began to cum too. He kept pounding her hard as he ejaculated into her. His spurts of milky jism were so copious that by the second thrust, thick threads began to leak out and seep down her inner thighs. It had a musky smell that was strong, but not terribly unpleasant.
Jack stayed embedded in her after his ejaculation. He leaned forward and cupped her breasts.
"Small and firm, just the way I like 'em," he said. "And I love your black nipples. I got to fuck you missionary style next time."
With Jack still deep inside her, Tyra checked her sports watch.
"You asshole!" she shrieked. "This is the worst day of the month for me! And you pumped your load right into me!"
Jack rocked gently, his still hard member sliding in her slick vagina.
"Get out of me! Get out of me!"
Jack took his time. As his cock began to shrink, he finally pulled out of her. He took a small hand towel from the rack and cleaned himself off. Tyra lay face down on the bench, the viscous mixture of his jism and her juices still leaking out of her on to the bench and dripping on to the floor.
"OMIGOD! What am I going to do? If I get pregnant, DeSean will know that I've let someone else fuck me and he'll kill me!"
Jack tossed a business card down on her sweaty back saying, "Just call my secretary. She'll set up a paternity test. If it's mine, we'll take care of all the expenses."
"What about DeSean?"
"If he complains, remind him about all the other women he's been fucking."
"He's not fucking any other ho! He's my man!" yelled Tyra.
"Give me your cell phone number. I'll send you video of him fucking other women."
I listened with growing horror. DeSean! I had never met Tyra's boyfriend, but I had to awful feeling that he was the same DeSean who had tried to rape me. Jack had taken me from him. Now he'd taken Tyra.
* * * * * *
3. Later that evening in our apartment, Tyra silently passed me her cell phone. It was cued up to a video. I hit play.
It was DeSean all right. He was fucking a voluptuous black woman doggie style in a shabby room. The bed creaked and swayed under his weight. He had not been lying about his cock -- it was big -- and he was not using it very gently. The woman was squealing and she didn't sound excited. I handed it back to Tyra.
"I'm not going to let him treat me like that," she said.
"What are you going to do?" I asked.
"I'm going to spend the night with Jack. He's asked me to come over his suite at the Hilton."
"Are you crazy? DeSean is going to be really mad."
"Serves him right for cheating on me!"
"But Jack has already fucked you," I said.
"And Jack's a lot better than DeSean, let me tell you, girlfriend. I almost never cum with DeSean, he just wants to hurt me. The way Jack made me cum -- I've had a lot of men and no one's done gotten me off that hard! We're going to be up all night. I can't wait to get that big cock of his in my mouth."
She went out wearing a tight yellow halter-top and black skirt that was so short that it showed her yellow panties whenever she bent over. I had a very unsatisfactory masturbatory session in the shower. I was mad at Tyra, really mad. She's such a whore, I thought, jumping from DeSean's bed into Jack's. But I was jealous of the way she could switch effortlessly from fighting Jack to having consensual sex with him.
* * * * * *
4. A couple of weeks was all it took for Jack to breed Tyra. She was pregnant and the paternity test showed that Jack was the father. She took perverse pleasure in informing DeSean by text message. As I expected, he was enraged and came over to our apartment. He was storming and raging at Tyra and when I came home, his mouth dropped open to see me again.
"You honky ho! What are you doing here?" he asked.
"I live here," I said.
"You fucking that asshole Jack Grierson too?"
"No she's not!" screamed Tyra. "Jack's mine! Judy's too much of a prissy virgin. She couldn't handle him."
DeSean must have seen some evidence of Jack's operatives, for he kept his distance from me and left soon afterwards.
Jack came over later that evening and spent the night. I could not sleep, because they were so loud, fucking all night. Tyra seemed to delight in screaming what he was doing to her, so it was like a running commentary as he went down on her, then fucked her doggie style and finally, fucked her in her ass. I had a paper due for a class, but I could not get a lick of work done.
The next morning, I was bleary-eyed at breakfast when Tyra came out of her room. She was naked. There were love-bites all around her nipples and her pussy lips were puffy. There was dried jism on her inner thighs and some still wet, strong smelling semen was seeping out of her pussy.
"God, you look like hell, Tyra," I said.
"Thanks, so do you," she replied. "I've got to get a shower."
Jack came out fully dressed while Tyra was in the shower. He waved to me as he made his way to the door.
"You guys were loud enough to wake the dead last night," I said to Jack's retreating back. "I guess Tyra is a great fuck."
A month went by and Tyra's pregnancy began to show. She switched to teaching fitness classes for pregnant moms. She'd broken up with DeSean and was seeing Jack regularly. He came over the apartment every ten days or so. He usually spent the night and his sexual marathons with Tyra kept me up. He routinely asked me out, but I always refused.
* * * * * *
5. I got a text from Jack during the mid-semester break.
Jack: I've got you another try-out with Brian Dixon-Jones for Alexandra's Secret.
Judith: What's the use? I'm not going to do breast enlargement.
Jack: You won't have to. You'll have to do something much less permanent.
Judith: What?
Jack: Just give him a couple of blowjobs. Good ones.
I went to class and did not answer for a couple of hours.
Judith: I've never given a blowjob.
Jack: I can teach you. You'll blow him so hard, he'll pass out.
I did not respond for a couple of days. Then our landlord raised our rent. It didn't faze Tyra, Jack's people had started paying her money to support her pregnancy. But I had to increase my hours at the fitness studio and it began to affect my grades. The prospect of making a lot of money as a bra model for Alexandra's Secret became more attractive with every passing day. After a particularly hard day of workouts at the studio, classes and exams, I texted Jack again.
Judith: How many blowjobs do I have to give Brian Dixon-Jones?
Jack: Just two -- one before and one after.
Judith: How long will it take me to learn?
Jack: If you take it seriously, just a couple of days.
I was not stupid -- I knew what he wanted.
Judith: You want me to practice on you.
Jack: If you can suck my cock, you can take anyone.
Judith: OK.
All the girls said that blowjobs are not real sex.
* * * * * *
6. Jack wanted to meet in his suite in the Hilton, but I did not want to meet in a hotel. So we compromised and agreed to meet in his office. I thought the official environment would inhibit his wilder impulses.
The Foncault Group occupied the top thirty floors of a midtown skyscraper and Jack's office was on highest one. He had a corner office suite on the 65th floor with a sweeping view of the Park and the river. I was ushered into an outer office and met Farah Hojjat -- the very woman who had given Dad such an incredible hard on. I learned now that she was Jack's executive assistant.
She was dressed just as Dad described during his meeting with her -- and I could see how she got him all distracted. She wore a very revealing business suit with a tight, short skirt and a jacket with no blouse. Her stockings were black and fishnet, her pumps were black patent leather Monolo Blahniks and she wore a black ribbon choker. The top button of her jacket was undone, so when she leaned forward to shake my hand, she gave me a complete eyeful of her lacy, red bra. I wondered why she was bothering to give me this treatment.
She led me into Jack's corner office. He rose to meet us and rather than shake my hand, he gave me a warm hug. It was friendly rather than sexual and he smiled at me happily.
"We're going to have fun this morning!" he said.
Jack invited me to sit, motioning to a comfortable armchair. I expected Farah to leave, but when Jack sat down on the matching couch, she sat right by him. She crossed her legs and undid another button on her suit jacket, exposing the entire central bridge of her red lace bra. Her breasts were full and I wondered how firm they were.
Jack pulled off his polo shirt, dropped his pants and shorts, then sat back down next to Farah buck-naked. Sitting in his office with the commanding desk, the thick pile carpet and the majestic views it just seemed so incongruous!
"Did you wear what I told you?" Jack asked.
"Yes," I said.
I had on the lingerie Jack had bought for me: the red-and-cream La Perla demi-bra, the matching thong panties, the St. Laurent red silk ribbon choker and the Wolford Logic red stockings. But these were concealed beneath my chiffon blouse and black pleated knee-length skirt. And I had the shoes he got me on my feet -- the Christian Louboutin sling-back pumps with the oh-so-cute bows and spike heels.
I crossed my legs and said, "Why don't you ask Farah Hojjat to leave so we can get started."
To my surprise, Farah began to laugh.
"She wants me to leave," she chortled.
"I don't understand," I said.
"Farah is going to show you how it is done Judy," said Jack patiently. "I asked her specially, because just a few years ago, she was as green as you -- a newly married Iranian Oxford graduate who had never had sex except with her husband with the lights turned off. So she knows where you are. Most American girls could not relate. Think of Tyra -- she doesn't know what it is to be as sexually inexperienced as you."
"Yes," said Farah, her voice very kind now. "Jack taught me how to enjoy sex -- and to enjoy my body."
"Come here," said Jack.
I stood up and walked toward him tentatively. Jack turned me around, so my back was to him and reached under my armpits. He kneaded my breasts gently, but firmly. As he did so, he unbuttoned my blouse, a button at a time, looking over my shoulder to see how he revealed my red-and-cream bra.
"Your breasts are truly spectacular, Judith," he said.
Only later would I understand how valuable that compliment was! Jack had seen many, many women over the years.
When he finished unbuttoning my blouse, he drew if off, very slowly, turning me around with the same motion. Much more quickly, he hiked my skirt up, and put a hand on my crotch, his thumb quite firmly on my clitoris, fingers running along my pussy lips, all through my thin La Perla panties.
"No! No!" I exclaimed. "You were going to teach me to give a blowjob, not grope me!"
"OK," said Jack, dropping his hands, and sitting back down on the couch.
As Jack was groping me, Farah had undone the rest of her jacket and took it off, revealing all of her lacy red strapless bra. She went down on her knees in front of Jack and ran her long red-painted nails the length of Jack's latent member. Then she opened her mouth and ran her tongue up and down the shaft, barely touching it.
"Watch everything Farah does," said Jack. "She's become one of the best."
Soon, in addition to her tongue work Farah began to blow on Jack's member, paying particular attention to the head. Soon he grew semi-tumescent. He put his fingers in her collar length, thick black hair. She formed her lips into a bee-stung bow and kissed his cockhead. Then her tongue darted out of the tight line of her lips and teased his swollen glans. Soon she was lapping his glans with her tongue, giving the bulbous member a coating of her saliva.
Watching raptly, I unconsciously cupped my breasts as Jack had, teasing my nipples. Jack's eyes went from Farah's head in his lap to me, and back again.
Farah's work on Jack's glans had paid off. He was now fully erect -- a thick hose with a metallic sheen. Farah opened her mouth -- as wide as she possibly could and swallowed his cockhead. She fellated him with both hands as she took in more and more of him, inch by inch. She arched her neck like a swan, sucked in through her mouth and breathed out through her nose. Arching her neck gave her another few inches at the base of mouth, but even so she only had engulfed about two thirds of Jack's fully erect member.



Jack took a more active role in the proceedings now, moving her head up and down, fucking her mouth. He pulled her head back so she only had his cockhead in her mouth and thrust back in. As he did so, she sucked hard. Each time he thrust into her mouth, he pushed more of his length into her. I could see that he was distending her throat and fear rose in me. I would never be able to that!
Amazingly Farah now had almost three-quarters of Jack's enormous length in her mouth and throat. Her eyes and nose were watering and thick tendrils of saliva leaked out of her mouth and dripped on to the carpet. Jack reached down, pulled down her bra cups and kneaded her naked breasts. My question was answered -- they were indeed very firm and her nipples were brown on her white skin.
Then just as I was getting into the rhythm of watching, they stopped. Jack released Farah and she sat back on her haunches, breathing heavily. Her breasts juddered and her hard nipples quivered. Her ribbon choker moved in time to her panting breaths. Sweat slid down the sides of her face and her saliva dripped from the corners of her mouth.
Jack's fully erect cock was slick and huge in his lap. He crooked his finger at me.
"Your turn," Farah gasped.
"But ... but ... I thought ...," I said.
"Just do what I did," said Farah soothingly. "Don't worry, I'll sit right by you and coach you through it."
I approached Jack on my hands and knees. The trailing ends of my St. Laurent choker ran along the ground -- I did not realize how sexy I looked, for I was just nervous and afraid. When I came up by Farah, she reached around me and cupped my breasts.
"My, my, Jack was right. You have the most beautiful breasts," she said. She gave each a quick knead, grazing my nipples with her long forefinger nail. They puckered up immediately, pushing through the thin material of my bra.
I put both my hands around the base of Jack's member and ran my tongue up and down his shaft as Farah had done. Then I repeated the move of her lips on his glans. He was weeping pre-ejaculate and it had the strong musky smell I remembered from his fucking Tyra. Right now it smelled rather good. I opened my mouth as far as I could and managed to swallow his cockhead.
"Very good, very good," cooed Farah. "You are a natural. Just let Jack take over now."
Jack's fingers were in my hair and he had a firm grip of my head. He began to push himself into my mouth, an inch at a time, just as he had with Farah. But I gagged and he withdrew.
"Just breath in hard," whispered Farah. "You'll get enough air as you suck on him."
Jack began to push his cock into my mouth again and this time I followed Farah's instructions. I sucked hard on Jack's cock. He began to fuck my mouth with slow thrusts, going in further each time. I could feel my saliva drooling, the tears from my eyes and the watering of my nose. All of my fluids were dripping off my chin and jaw on to the thick pile carpet. I could feel Jack's hands on my tits, kneading, massaging my nipples. My hands were on Jack's wrists, holding them to keep myself steady. I felt hot. Then I felt Farah unzipping my skirt and stripping down my panties.
"UMMPHPHFFF!!"
I tried to express my anger and resist, but it was hopeless. My cries of displeasure came out as choked gasps.
My mouth was so distended, I felt like my jaws were going to come apart. Jack's cock was in so deep, I felt like his cockhead was in my belly. My sucking was so loud, that even I could hear it. Then all of sudden, he withdrew and I felt hollow.
"Brian Dixon-Jones would have cum ten times by now," said Jack.
"I'm very hot," was all I could say.
"I know," said Jack.
He picked me up and lay me down on the couch. The next thing I felt was the weight of him on me. His lips were on my throat and I felt his cockhead at my pussy lips. I realized that I was sopping wet.
"No! No!" I cried. "Jack, you promised you weren't going to fuck me!"
"I promised no such thing," said Jack.
I struggled, but Jack had me in a tight grip, pinioning my arms. He pulled down the cups of my bra and my bare breasts and nipples went up against his hard chest. I tried to twist my body to turn my pussy away from his cock and was partially successful, so his thrust missed and slid up the outside of my belly instead.
"You're really being difficult," he hissed.
He put his hand down between us and guided his cock. Even though I continued to twist, he was able to move his cock to pussy lips.
"No! No! No!" I shouted.
"Stop being prissy, Judith," Farah's voice was severe. "You're just postponing your own pleasure."
"You can fuck him, Farah," I shouted. "I don't want to!"
Paradoxically, all my fighting had caused my pussy lips to rub very hard against his cockhead and gotten me even wetter.
"Look how wet you are," said Jack. "Why are you still fighting me?"
"You know why," I panted. "I don't want the man fucking my mother to take my virginity."
"Let's discuss that later," said Jack, pushing his cockhead into me, spreading my vulva around his hard organ. He grunted and seemed to make an effort to penetrate me.
"OMIGOD!" I cried out. I'd seen Jack's huge cock, but the reality of its entering me was completely different. It was so much hotter and harder than I expected. I felt like a hot metal rod was being pushed into me. "You're too big for me! I can't take you! You'll tear me apart!"
"God, you're even tighter than I thought," he said. "A real virgin!"
For some reason, that made me feel good. I still twisted my body and threshed in his grip, but it seemed to make him even harder and increase the secretion of my vaginal fluids. The couch was wet and slippery beneath me and it was mostly because of me. The pain of his invasion was sharp, but temporary and my wet lubrication soon eased it.
He pushed steadily into me and his cockhead reached and breached my virginal hymen; it did not slow him at all. He's taken my virginity, I thought.
"I'm going to fuck you, Judith Peters," he said.
"I know," I panted. "You're going to breed me. Whether I like it or not."
He used his weight to sink the rest of his enormous length into me with one smooth thrust. I had seen him do it to Mom, I had seen him do it to Tyra. But it was something else to have it happen to me.
"OMIGOD, JACK!" I cried out again as I felt his organ reaching hitherto untouched depths within me. "How deep are you going to go?"
"You're going to take all of me, Judith," he said.
My head was angled sideways and I saw Farah, still on her haunches, still with her breasts bare, smiling at me as Jack fucked me. He rapidly increased his speed and tempo, soon pounding me into the couch with long strokes. I stopped protesting, and rotated my hips to increase the pressure of his shaft in my pussy. Even though I was very fit, but I felt like I was at the crescendo a very hard workout, covered with sweat, muscles screaming, my breath coming in sobbing gasps. Then I felt explosive release and I screamed and screamed, cumming for the first time with a cock in me. I later learned that Jack's office was soundproof, so I need not have worried about anyone hearing.
Jack stayed fully embedded in me as my pussy clenched and unclenched in a wild series of contractions. Then began to fuck me again.
"You're young," Jack panted. "And stronger than your mother. But you're a hot bitch like her. You like being fucked hard."
He drove me to another orgasm, as hard as the first and then came himself, pumping his load deep into my now willing womb. I did not know how long we lay on the couch together. But when we finally sat up, we found Farah fully dressed and professional again.
"I've got the Henkel team from Germany coming in half an hour," she said. "And then we have the O'Connor merger meeting all afternoon."
"Judy and I will shower in my private shower," said Jack. "Don't worry, I'll be ready for the Germans. And I've already memorized the notes from the O'Connor balance sheet."
"I know," said Farah.
Jack fucked me again in the shower, a quick, explosive one 'to send me on my way'. We dried each other with thick, spotlessly white towels, feeling each other's bodies with our fingers as we did so.
Jack quickly dressed in the new set of clothes Farah laid out for him. I collected my scattered clothing and began getting dressed. By the time I was buttoning my chiffon blouse, Farah was putting the finishing touches on knotting Jack's tie. As I was letting myself out, Jack asked me to come to his suite at the Hilton that evening at seven. "We'll order room service," he said.
"I really shouldn't," I said.
"Come if you want," he said simply.
"I just can't get my head around being fucked by the same man who is fucking my mother," I responded. "It'll take some getting used to."
* * * * * *
7. Farah was with Jack in the suite at the Hilton when I got there. There was a magnum of Dom Perignon in a silver bucket and three flutes. We toasted each other and our sexual tryst began very soon thereafter. Farah went down on Jack to get him hard and he fucked me on the wide bed. It was much more satisfying than the romp in his office. He took me missionary style and then doggie style before shooting his load into me.
He ordered a magnificent dinner -- caviar and filet mignon. We ate, finished the champagne and ordered more. Then I went down on him and he fucked Farah. I thought we were done but Jack said we were just starting. He doused me with champagne from my hair to my toes and proceeded to lick it off. He poured more on my breasts, belly and pussy and sucked on my nipples till they got so hard, they ached. He licked my belly button, slurping up the bubbly wine and went down on me. He kept lubricating my clit with champagne and used his tongue with such skill and finesse that he got me to cum twice again.
"Champagne mixed with pussy juice -- the best cocktail in the world!" he said.
"Me too, me too," said Farah. So Jack poured the rest of the magnum on her and gave her the same treatment.
It was a very long night. I sucked Jack's cock twice more -- once in the middle of the night and once in the early morning. "You're getting better and better," Farah said.
Jack and Farah had cleared their morning diaries for the next day. Luckily I did not have morning classes.
In the following days, I had two more intense cock-sucking lessons with Jack without Farah. In the second one, I got him so excited, he could not control himself -- he came in my mouth and pumped his load down my throat. I nearly drowned as I swallowed his profuse ejaculate.
"I think you're ready," Jack panted.
* * * * * *
8. I gave Brian Dixon-Jones two very intense blowjobs and I got the Alexandra's Secret contract. I gave him a real slow buildup with licking and tonguing before taking his length into my mouth. His groans as I worked on him were music to my ears -- I knew I had him. His cock was a LOT smaller than Jack's, so I was able to engulf the whole of him. He was rough with me, fucking my mouth hard and burying my face in his pubic hair. I sucked on him hard as he did so.
"I'll choke you, bitch!" he cried.
He didn't really, but I made gagging sounds and thrashed as though I was asphyxiating. As Jack said, with my sucking on him so hard, he could not last. He came and I swallowed his cum -- it was really sour, not musky like Jack's. So when I spluttered and coughed, that was not playacting.
"You're the best cock-sucker I've ever had!" he exclaimed. "I've never had a girl who could deep throat me that like that! And you suck like a vacuum cleaner!"
(He said that he came so hard that he was inspired to shoot the best try-out shots he had ever done. He used them on two magazine covers and I later got some pretty hefty royalties.)
After the try-out shoot, I gave him his second blowjob. It was as successful as the first and he was totally flat at the end of it. His assistant came by and gave me the signed contract in a cardboard folder.
"Are you a professional? I mean do you moonlight as a hooker or something?" he asked.
"No," I said, my eyes wide. "You're just the second man I've gone down on."
"I know guys that would pay ten grand for a blowjob like that! Maybe more!"
* * * * * *
9. Soon afterward I discovered I was pregnant with Jack's baby. When I called Farah about it she said, "You'll make enough as a bra model to support yourself, the baby and more. You don't need to depend on Jack or anyone."
* * * * * *
10. I went home for Christmas break to find that Mom had just delivered Jack's second child and I had a second half-brother. My parents named him Logan. Mom now had an au pair in the house to handle the two babies. She was a young, red haired Irish girl named Ailish O'Flanagan.
My baby bump was too obvious to ignore and both Mom and Dad asked about it. I told them I had had a one-night stand at college and forgotten about protection. Mom seemed satisfied with this explanation. But Dad kept asking and asking and I finally was a bit sharp with him to get him to stop.
Mom was happy that I had the bra modeling contract to support myself, so she wouldn't have to pay for my tuition any more. She kept trying to cozy up to me, but I was cool to her and did not react to her overtures. She kept trying, especially as Christmas approached. Finally on Christmas Eve, when we were wrapping presents and drinking tea, she asked me straight out, "Why are you freezing me out, Judith? What have I done?"
"How can you even ask me that, Mom?" I said coldly. "You're a bitch! Dad's a sweet man and you've treated him terribly."
"You don't know anything, Judith," Mom said. "Anything at all!"
"What don't I know?"
"You don't know how desperate I was. When Jack first fucked me, I did it for money and I'm not proud of that. He does not treat me like a lady, and I've gotten used to that. He's rough with me and he likes risky sex -- he fucked me in an elevator, in the park, once he even fucked me reverse cowboy on a crowded subway train. But he made it lucrative for me and My God, he makes me cum so hard! Sex with him is like nothing else."
Sex with Jack in an elevator, in a park, on a crowded a subway train, I thought. They conjured up visions that excited me.
"You father did not know how I got pregnant with Evan," Mom went on. "He still thinks Evan is his son. But soon after Evan was born, I came clean and told him about my affair with Jack. I wanted to stop, but your father encouraged me to go on. 'It's good for the family that you are making all this money,' he said. Then he slowly wanted to hear about what I did with Jack. He asked for more and more details. He'd get a hard on as I described how Jack fucked me. Then he asked to watch. I refused for the longest time, but he kept nagging me till I gave in. He hid himself in our bedroom closet and watched Jack fuck me -- it was a prolonged sexual session, a couple of hours. Three separate fucks with rest in between. Jack is no fool, he knew right away that he was watching. And your father wanted me to do more risky sex. It was his idea for me to meet Jack commando -- no panties and a short skirt! -- at Murphy's Saloon on a busy Friday night and have him fuck me doggie style right there at the bar. Your father was right next to me, watching my every grimace and writhe, as Jack slowly worked his huge organ inside me, covered by his coat. Your father even kissed me to smother my cries each time I came."
Mom paused and took a sip of her tea.
"And your father makes videos of Jack and me having sex. I am sure he masturbates while he is watching us and then masturbates again watching the videos. So don't think your father is so hard done by."
"My God!" I breathed. "This is just so sordid!"
"Don't play innocent, Judith. You watched us fucking too. Jack told me."
"Never again," I said, putting my hand on my heart.
"And how sordid is it to come home your first Christmas from college pregnant from a one-night stand?" asked Mom.
I looked down into my teacup.
"It wasn't a one-night stand, Mom," I said.
"Then you have a boyfriend?"
"Not exactly. Jack's been fucking me. And he bred me."
"That bastard! I told him to leave you alone! Did he rape you?"
"No, Mom, he didn't rape me. He could have, but he didn't. Like you said, sex with him is out of this world -- I can't imagine a better way to lose my virginity. And just like you, it's lucrative for me -- he got me the bra model try-out."
Mom reached forward and cupped my breasts.
"You're getting bigger -- that's what they wanted at Alexandra's Secret. But are you sure want this pregnancy?"
I sipped my tea and thought for a moment before replying.
"I can't explain it, Mom. I'm carrying Jack's baby because I want to. I want this baby more than anything in the world."
"But this is just so weird! Your baby and my babies with Jack -- Evan and Logan -- how are they even related?"
"They're related two ways," I said promptly. "Uncles through me and half-brothers through Jack. I've thought this through."
"And I'm going to be a grandma," said Mom faintly. "I'm not sure I want that."
"And Mom," I said. "Please don't tell Dad that Jack is the father of my baby -- let's stick with the story of a one-night stand. If Dad finds out, he's going to want to watch Jack fuck me. And I'm just not up for that."
But even as I said it, it brought forth arousing imagery in my head. I felt moistness in my pussy. I knew I'd leaked through my panty shield and dampened my panties.
* * * * * *
EPILOGUE.
So I guess things worked out pretty well for everyone. Jack came into my safe, boring life like a whirlwind and turned everything upside down. He bred Mom and cuckolded Dad, but in the end both of them became his willing partners -- so who am I to judge? He gave me two young half-siblings, Evan and Logan, and eventually maybe I will grow to love them. Time will tell.
As for me, I had Jack's first baby just before returning to college for my sophomore year. I named her Jacqueline -- Jackie for short. Jack and I had another short, intense sexual fling a few months after she was born and Jack bred me again. I had his second baby almost exactly a year after Jackie was born. I named our second daughter Jeraldine -- Jerrie for short.
Jack had made sure my Alexandra's Secret contract had a clause to cover childbearing, so I was able to continue modeling maternity bras even through my pregnancies. I was well paid, but I was no supermodel. I was featured in a lot of their catalogs, mostly as a backup model and I did some of their runway shows, also in a supporting role. I made enough money to pay for college and even save a nice nest egg.
After Jerrie's birth, Jack and I gradually drifted apart. We saw less and less of each other. I began dating Bernard Yeung, my admirer from freshman year. He had graduated with his MBA by now and was a hot rising star in the financial markets. He is a real sweet man and treats me like a queen. He's completely unfazed by the fact that I have two daughters. He loves Jackie and Jerrie and they have really taken to him. The four of us often go out on weekends -- the zoo, picnics in the botanical gardens, afternoon cruises on the river.
As a side-benefit, Bernard took my savings from my Alexandra's Secret work and invested it in some complex financial instruments -- he quadrupled my money in a year, before cashing me out! I'm now worth almost a million dollars!
When Bernard asked me to marry him last month, I said yes without a second thought. He wants to adopt Jackie and Jerrie as soon as we are married. Mom and Dad love Bernard. His parents in Hong Kong were not so thrilled when he told them -- they wanted him to marry a good Chinese girl. Bernard says he will take me to Hong Kong to see them one day. He says he is sure I will have them eating out of my hand as soon as they meet me. I don't know about that!



He tells me he loves me about twenty times a day. He's always sending me roses and chocolates and surprising me with expensive gifts. I surprise him too -- I'm always working out ways to give him blowjobs when he least expects it. Taking a cue from Mom's stories about Jack, I've sucked his cock in the elevator, in the carwash and on park benches. Most recently, I gave him a blowjob in our box at the opera during 'Madame Butterfly'. He came just as the soprano was hitting her high notes. He says he loves my sexual spontaneity.
So I've got two beautiful daughters, quite a bit of money in the bank, a diamond engagement ring, a successful fiancé and I'm due to graduate from a prestigious university in a month. We're planning a great summer wedding and then a honeymoon at the super exclusive Residency resort on Vahine Island in the South Pacific. My daughters Jackie and Jerrie will come along -- the resort has 24-hour childcare.
The only small downer is that Bernard is lousy in bed. Fucking him puts me to sleep. He can sometimes make me cum by going down on me. Even there, he's pretty terrible, so most times he does not succeed. I got so used to having mind-blowing orgasms with Jack, cumming again and again, that Bernard really suffers by comparison.
* * * * * *
POST-SCRIPT
I had not seen or even heard from Jack for over a year. But then I got a text from him out of the blue.
Jack: A friend of mine has a timeshare on Vahine Island. It coincides with your honeymoon.
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As the Hashers running group approached the marker indicating two miles to go, Jillian Fletcher abruptly picked up the pace and rapidly opened a gap. Tall and strikingly good looking, her bright red ponytail swished from side to side as she lengthened her stride. Jack opened his stride to match hers and pounded after her. The muscles of her sculpted back moved harmoniously under the tight harness of her purple-white splotched sports bra. The sunlight reflected off the sheen of sweat on her golden skin. On her left shoulder blade, there was a small tattoo of a Boston Marathon unicorn's head with "BQ 3:35" just below it. Jack's eyes were riveted on her perfectly rounded gluts, which swiveled sinuously under her knee-length tights – black with purple splotches. In spite of riveting his eyes on her ass the whole time, he could not make out a panty-line.
Her black-purple tights were thin and looked like they were painted on her. She ran with perfect form, and her smooth movements accentuated perfection of her musculature. Jack had a hard time preventing himself from getting a hard-on just watching her. He knew that if he ran in front of her with a view of her breasts and crotch, no amount of sobering thoughts could prevent arousal and tumescence.
The last half-mile sloped up and she increased her pace further. Jack was aware that he was breathing hard, but he kept focused on her fluidly moving butt and stayed with her. He took a quick glance over his shoulder and saw that they had dropped everyone else far behind. A quarter mile to go – inhale-inhale, exhale, inhale-inhale, exhale – and he knew he could do it now. He relaxed and his legs turned over more smoothly. He could see the parking lot now. Over the last hundred yards, she opened up a sprint and he doggedly kept up. He did not try to beat her, but just followed her over the imaginary finish line where the trail met the tarmac of the parking lot.
They stopped and bent over, panting.
"Fifteen miles, and you still had it in you," she panted. "I pushed as hard as I could, I didn't have another ounce."
"Neither did I," said Jack, wiping sweat off his brow. "I was hanging on by a thread."
She smiled enigmatically, and was about to say something, when the first of the other runners sprinted into the finishing area. She continued smiling, but did not say anything. One by one, the other runners in their lead group on the training run raced into the parking lot. Soon everyone was stretching, chatting and discussing their long run.
Several of the runners came by to give Jack and Jill high fives.
"Jack and Jill, just like the nursery rhyme," said Phil Shoke, one of the vice-presidents of the running club. "Don't know how you two manage to pack such a sprint after fifteen miles!"
He was a handsome young man, an executive with a pharmaceutical company. Jack figured he was doing pretty well, judging by the fact that he drove a Porsche.
"Jill's always saving up a little something," said Jack. "And I just follow along, can't keep my eyes off her tight butt."
"Don't be a such a douchebag!" Jill said, her face flushing as red as her hair. But she could not keep the pleased look off her face and as Phil leaned over to take a drink from the water fountain, she shot Jack a quick smile.
"I stared at your ass for two hours, Jill," whispered Jack. "But I couldn't see a panty-line."
"Don't wear any," she whispered back, giggling.
"You two coming to The Friar?" Phil asked. It was a Friday evening and the day of the Hashers' annual social, but of course they had to do a run first.
"Wouldn't miss it," said Jill. "I'll see you there, guys."
She left to walk over to her car. Jack watched her towel off, especially as she slid up her sport bra and dried her tits. She did it so smoothly that she kept her tits covered the whole time. Then she climbed into the passenger seat of her car and Jack watched her take off her shoes and strip off her tights. The thought of her naked pussy just behind her car door got Jack half hard and he had to breathe hard to calm himself.
Fifteen minutes ticked by before the second group of runners began to straggle in. Trixie Ann Peters was among the last of the second group to come in. Jack went up to her and gave her a high five before she did her stretches.
Everyone in the Hashers running club thought that Jack and Trixie Ann were just good friends, which they were – in a way. What they did not know was that they were friends with benefits, and that both were cheating on their spouses. Jack had bred Trixie Ann and she had borne his son a few months previously. He had now bred her again and she was just over a month into another pregnancy. [See Her Fiancé's Father & Stallion-Brood Mare-Cuckold-Virgin.]
Jack and Trixie Ann toweled off and got into Jack's Jaguar. He drove to The Friar and they looked seats at the long high gathering table that was reserved for them. The faster group was already seated at the choice middle high seats and the only free ones were at the ends. Trixie Ann took the high seat by Jill and Jack stood by her at the very end, in a corner cubby. Phil Shoke sat across from Jill, separated by the considerable width of the high gathering table.
Most people had made a token attempt to change out of some of their running clothes. Trixie Ann had a mesh top over her sports bra. Jack had replaced his running singlet with a T-shirt. Jill had taken off her tights and running shoes – she now wore a short purple-white pleated skirt and high heels with ankle thongs. But she still had on her purple-white splotched sports bra. Her nipples hardened in the cool of the air conditioning and made clear knobs, revealing themselves to be both thick and long.
The men all ordered beers and most of the women ordered wine. Phil engaged Jack in a running-related conversation. He took it up with apparent interest, but he was really listening to the conversation Trixie Ann was having with Jill Fletcher.
Jill and Trixie Ann worked for the same software company. Jill was the CEO's secretary and executive assistant, while Trixie Ann had used Jack's help to become the company's top sales agent. Jill was as gossipy as she was beautiful and Jack had his ears peeled, soaking up everything that they said.
"So, Trixie Ann," said Jill, when the appetizers came along with the second round of drinks. "Now that I have you to myself, you've got to tell me what brought on your incredible makeover."
"What do you mean?"
"Don't play innocent with me, now. Just a year ago you were a frumpy drone of a sales agent, with a rounded ass and jiggling tits, lusted after by all the paunchy, balding middle-aged losers in the office. Always late with everything, never quite making your sales quota, always one step away from being fired. Just a year later and it's like you're a different person. You're selling more than the rest of the sales team combined, you're making more in commissions than I make all year – and I make a lot of money."
Trixie Ann colored, but did not reply. She took long sip of her juice – she had given up alcohol during her pregnancy.
"And look at you!" Jill went on. "Sleek and toned, super fit. You're looking great!"
"Not as great as you," said Trixie Ann. "Nowhere near as fit or fast. Or as good looking."
"Well, I'm a runner," admitted Jill. "I ran cross-country in college, I'm a jockette."
Jill took a sip of her chardonnay.
"You look happy too! And you had a baby boy just a few months ago. Your husband must be feeling his oats."
"He's OK," mumbled Trixie Ann. She dropped her voice to a whisper so she could not be heard across the table. "But you're one to talk. You're dating Phil Shoke. He's a real hunk! I heard that you're engaged, I see you're wearing a ring."
"Yes," said Jill, without elaboration.
She changed the subject, talking about work again. They were into their third glass and it was getting louder and more raucous. Fueled by the liquor, there was much more laughter and ribald humor.
"So your husband and you must have a pretty exciting sex life," said Jill, finally returning to personal issues. "Women's fertility drops off after thirty-five. No offense, but it must have taken a lot of fucking to get pregnant at your age. Aren't you almost forty?"
"I'm thirty-eight," said Trixie Ann defensively. "I had Judith when I was nineteen, when my husband, Alan and I were still in college."
"So does your husband like the mornings or the nights? A lot of mornings you come into the office, humming and looking like the cat that swallowed the cream. When I see you like that, I always say to myself, she looks like she's just had good sex."
Trixie Ann blushed, but then she giggled. She nodded at Phil across the table.
"I do come in happy," she said. "But what about you and Phil the fiancé? You're such a gorgeous thing I bet he can't keep his hands off you. I bet you two have sex like rabbits! You're not even thirty, are you?"
"Twenty-eight," said Jill. "And you're right, Phil wants to have sex with me every night and every morning."
"That sounds wonderful," said Trixie Ann. "But you don't sound too happy about it."
Jill glanced over at Phil. He was no longer talking to Jack, but to another man on his left that she did not know. She watched him for a few moments to make sure he was not listening. She leaned over to Trixie Ann and spoke in a low voice.
"Phil wants to fuck all the time, but he just wants to get off. He shoves his cock into me, pounds me three or four times really hard, and comes. Poof! That's it. Slam, bam thank you ma'am."
"At least he's hard and fast. Sounds better than my husband," muttered Trixie Ann.
"Do tell," said Jill, her voice becoming breathy.
"With Alan, I can never tell if he's in or not. His penis is so thin – I work on my Kegels all the time, but no matter how hard I squeeze, I can barely feel him in my pussy. He doesn't last very long either, never more than thirty seconds."
"If that is all it takes to get you smiling and humming all day long, you're easily satisfied."
Trixie Ann knew that she should stop here, but she was desperate to tell someone about her exciting new life. She leaned over even closer and spoke into Jill's ear. Jack had to strain to hear her over the buzz of background noise.
"I'm having an affair! With a man that really knows how to drive a woman wild. My husband often goes out early to the job center or for interviews. Whenever Alan is out, he fucks the bejesus out of me before I leave for work."
"Tell me everything," said Jill, her eyes bright.
"He goes down on me and then he fucks me at least twice. Missionary, doggie style, cowboy, reverse cowboy, we're done them all. He makes me cum so many times that I don't bother to count; I just let GO!"
"My God, Trixie Ann! You're not making this up, are you?"
Trixie Ann smiled a lazy smile.
"Whenever we have a morning tryst, I'm lightheaded all morning."
"Did he breed you?"
"Yes," said Trixie Ann nodding. "And he bred me again last month. I'm pregnant, just over a month in. That's why I'm drinking juice."
Jill took a sharp breath.
"Who is he? Do I know him?"
Trixie Ann did not answer, but just smiled blandly. A frustrated look came over Jill's face.
"You're driving me crazy, Trixie Ann!" Jill said, crossly. "You've got to tell me!"
Jack had heard enough. He drained his beer, rose and stood between the two women. He put an arm around each of their waists, just below their sports bras.
"Enough private talk," he said, pretending that he had not been eavesdropping. "This is a social!"
"Take your hand off Jill," hissed Trixie Ann in his ear, "Phil is just across the table and he's looking."
"No whispering," said Jack, ignoring her warning. He tightened his hold on Jill, feeling her ribs, with his forefinger brushing the underside of her bra. He went on loudly. "We're all runners here, but I think we can agree that Jill is our queen. No one can keep up with her."
There was a round of clapping, whistles, and calls of "speech, speech!" Jill's face went red again and her green eyes flashed.
"How many marathons have you run Jill? Ten? Eleven?" continued Jack, still in a loud voice.
"Stop, Jack, or you'll be sorry," Jill said in a low voice.
"Every week, it's the same, isn't it?" Jack persisted. "We all tag along till Jill decides she wants to drop us."
"I'll drink to that!" said Phil, though he did not look particularly happy.
"You've asked for it, Jack," said Jill, sliding off her bar stool and standing up. "Jack is our man of mystery, isn't he? He's always asking questions, but never talks about himself. No one knows anything about him. Well, I make it my business to know who I'm sprinting with, especially when he's ogling my ass for two hours."
There was a burst of raucous laughter at this.
"Jack Grierson, CEO of the Foncault Group. You all know that, or you should. But we're runners here, right? I qualified for Boston for the first time this year, after three years of trying – I ran 3:25. How many of you know that Jack ran Boston ten years ago in 2:50? Or that he ran New York in 2:44?"
There was a collective intake of breath. The Hashers were not a particularly fast running club and these times were beyond any of the members' abilities.
"It was a long time ago ..." began Jack.
"Did you know that Jack served in the Army Special Forces? I searched through the all records and even pulled in some favors from friends in the Pentagon – but guess what? There's no information on record, except that he served. So what kind of secret activities were you up to, Jack?"
"Nothing, nothing," said Jack, hastily. "I was just a grunt, a non-com. Nobody important. Let's change the subject."
Jill looked up at him dangerously, eyes challenging.
"You win," he said. "I can't match you at public exposure."
She smiled, acknowledging his capitulation. The others drifted back into their conversations. Jack moved to insinuate himself into the small space behind Jill, squeezing her into the high table. He felt her firm round derriere and she felt his incipient erection. She thought she was safe in public, so she rolled her hips slowly to ensconce his manhood between her tight ass cheeks. The intimate contact with her ass through the thin barriers of her skirt and his tights caused him to harden further. Both of them were conscious of Phil across the table. The man next to him as trying to have a conversation with him, but Phil was distracted by Jack and Jill and was only half aware of what he was saying,.
Jack moved his hips deliberately up and down, simulating sex. He gradually became convinced that Jill was naked under her skirt – that she still had no panties on! She was trying to ignore him, talking to Trixie Ann about one of the managers in their office who was always padding his expenses. Trixie Ann could see what Jack was doing, but carried on the conversation with Jill, pretending not to notice.
Now that Jill was standing, Phil could see less of Jack. He could see that Jack was just behind her, but he could not see what he was doing. Jack took advantage of the cover of the high table to cup the undersides of both Jill's breasts. Still talking to Trixie Ann, she tried to twist out of his grip, but he held her fast.
"You're commando," Jack whispered in her ear.
"OMG, Jack, you're big," she whispered back. "Back off, don't you dare do anything more here."
"Just lean forward, Jill," he whispered. "Lower your tits below the table edge."
"Let me go Jack, we mustn't! We could get into a lot of trouble if someone complains!" she hissed.
"Lean forward, or Phil will see my hands on your tits."
Jack's hands crept up her ribs, so she hastily did as Jack instructed and leaned forward, screening her breasts with her elbows and the table edge. Jack took a breast in each hand, kneading them through the Lycra of her purple-white sports bra. Unbelievably, her nipples got even harder, thicker and longer. Jack's face was in her red hair. It smelled of her shampoo, her conditioner and her sweat.
Then one of Jack's hands tracked downward, pressing on the swell of her belly and then further down. He found the hem of her skirt and darted up. She gasped as he suddenly inserted a finger into her, two knuckles deep. She took a swig of her drink to mask the gasp.
"You OK, love?" Phil called across the table.
"Never better," she responded, trying to sound normal. But she could not keep a telltale shake out of her voice, for Jack's finger had been joined by a second one and he was moving them in and out, in a circular motion.
"You can't do that here, Jack!" Trixie Ann whispered in his ear.
"Why?" he whispered back. "Do you want my fingers in your pussy instead?"
"Jack," hissed Jill. "Stop it! You're driving me crazy!"
"That's the idea, Jill."
She was breathing hard now, almost like she was running again.
"This is not funny, Jack."
"It's not supposed to be funny."
"My God!" she breathed. "I'm going to cum!"
Her hips began to rotate and she simulated a fit of coughing to cover the juddering of her body as she came.
She was still in the haze of her orgasm when Phil called again, "You OK, love?" This time there was a note of worry in his voice.
"Just had bit of my drink go down the wrong tube," she panted.
To her horror, she realized that Jack had pulled down his tights and his rampant erection was under her skirt between her ass cheeks.
"Jack, don't!" she whispered.
Then she coughed again to cover her mewing as Jack pushed his cockhead into her doggie style.
"Drink some water, love," Phil called over from the other side of the table.
Jill knew that if she tried to drink anything, she would splutter it out. For Jack was sinking his huge cock into her, an inch at a time. It was like nothing she had felt before – so thick, so hot and so long! He had a breast in each hand and kept rocking back and forth, pushing deeper and deeper into her. Just as his mount met her ass, he pulled the cups of her sports bra up into her armpits and began kneading her naked breasts, rolling her thick nipples between the thumb and forefinger of each hand.
Screened by the high table, Jill was impaled on Jack's huge cock and her sensitive nipples were over-stimulated, but above the table, she fought to maintain a normal façade. Jack was behind her and now that she was bent forward, he could see Phil across the table.
"Check out that hit!" he said to Phil, pointing to one of the big flat screen TVs where a football game was in progress.
"That lineman really gave the QB the business!" agreed Phil.
And I'm giving your fiancée the business, Jack thought, as he really began to fuck Jill. She dared not straighten up and reveal her naked breasts. She really wanted to moan and squeal and the effort of keeping it bottled up showed in the tension on her face.
"What's the matter, honey?" asked Phil, noticing the lines on her forehead.
"Nothing," she panted. "Just a sudden headache."
"I'll take you home, let's go right away," he said, concerned.
"No, no," she gasped. "It will pass. Trixie Ann here was just asking about whether I'm coming to the office party next week." She turned her head toward Trixie Ann just as the first waves of her second orgasm hit her. "I'm ... I'm .... I'm ... cumming! Yes! I'm cumming!"
Jack fucked her through her orgasm. Her pussy gripped his shaft in a jagged series of hard contractions. She rotated her hips as she came and Jack let himself go. He managed to keep a straight face as he pumped his load deep into her through several hard thrusts.
She disengaged from him, pulled her sports bra down to cover her breasts, straightened and slid out from between Jack and the table.
"I'm going to the ladies', Phil," she said. "Then let's go. I want to sleep at your place tonight."



She left, clicking her heels on the parquet floor of the bar. All the guys looked over at Phil enviously. As she walked, Jill felt Jack's thick, musky semen beginning to leak out of her naked pussy and ooze down her inner thighs.
"You're a lucky man, Phil," said Jack, as he pulled up his tights to cover his softening cock, coated with Jill's sexual fluids.
"That I am," said Phil in a smug voice. "That I am."
"And you're a bastard, Jack," whispered Trixie Ann.
"I'm going to the gents', Trixie Ann," Jack replied. "Then let's go to your place. I want to fuck you tonight."
* * *
A month later, Jill came by Trixie Ann's cubicle at the office and asked her to have a drink after work. Trixie Ann agreed, and they left together. Jill prattled on about office gossip till they were settled in secluded booth in the bar. When the waitress came, Trixie Ann ordered a mocktail and Jill said, "Make that two."
"I'm pregnant," said Trixie Ann. "That's why I'm having a virgin drink during Happy Hour. What's your excuse?"
"I'm pregnant too," said Jill. She reached under the table and caressed Trixie Ann's belly through her white chiffon blouse, where her pregnancy was just beginning to show.
"Phil?" said Trixie Ann, responding very quickly in her curiosity.
"No," replied Jill. "Jack Grierson!!"
"No!"
Jill smiled with a touch of malice. She undid the buttons of Trixie Ann's chiffon blouse, one at a time. Then she caressed her breasts through her black silk underwire bra, working the aureoles till the nipples puckered and hardened. Trixie Ann gasped.
"Now tell me truly, Trixie Ann – isn't your mystery lover Jack Grierson? The way you described him, it couldn't be anyone else. Jealous?"
Trixie Ann stared into her mocktail before looking up into Jill's pretty face.
"What about Phil?"
"Oh, I'm still marrying Phil, you silly. I just moved up the date, so he'll think the baby is his. He doesn't suspect a thing, the poor dear."
Trixie Ann sipped her drink, her breathing quickening as Jill continued to tease her nipples through her bra.
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Russell Paine, Bradley Morgan and Martin Grierson were at the Metropole, having a drink at the bar. They had gotten together before an informal reunion of their high school lacrosse team. All of them were through college and in jobs now - not that they needed them. They were all from families that were worth hundreds of millions. Both Russ and Brad were in cushy jobs on Wall Street and Martin had a position as a correspondent for a major business news organization.
"I'll always remember the lacrosse banquet our senior year," said Russ. "When you sneaked in the vodka, Brad and we all got wasted."
"Yes," said Brad.
"Then you did the karaoke, Brad," continued Russ. "And you looked so soulfully at Martin's mom. We were all dying of laughter."
"I wasn't laughing," put in Martin.
Both Brad and Russ ignored Martin. He'd been a hanger-on in the 'popular' group in high school. Brad had been the quarterback of the football team and a star attackman on the lacrosse team; Russ had been a captain on both the football and lacrosse teams. Whereas Martin had been a bench warmer in both sports, tolerated among the 'populars' because of his family's great wealth.
"Well, Martin's mom was a hot babe," retorted Brad. "Carmen St James Grierson is a real MILF. And she always came to every lacrosse event - without Mr. Grierson."
"You're right about that, brother," said Russ. "That's what made the banquet so memorable for me. She was wearing that short, black dress that showed her long, long legs."
"Yeah, the one with the droopy neckline that hung down and showed the bridge of her bra," agreed Brad, nodding.
"It was so tight around that incredible ass of hers," said Russ.
"Her tits are to die for," returned Brad.
"Hey," protested Martin, weakly. "Don't talk about my mom that way."
"Come on, sport," said Brad, pounding him on the shoulder. "You and I adored your mom all through high school. Remember?"
Martin would have been happy to reminisce about his joint infatuation about his mother with Brad, but not in front of Russ Paine. He treasured his secret lust for his mother, stealing her used underwear and masturbating to the smell of her bodily fluids. [See my Literotica story, Carmen the MILF]. He knew that Brad had done the same, but he did not want Russ to laugh at them both.
"Carmen got really drunk at the banquet," said Russ. "She was on the dance floor all night. She kept asking the DJ for that hard driving song, you know that one, 'We're going to rock it, rock it, baby'."
"I'm gonna bend you as you fight; Give you a doggie delight; We're going to rock it, rock it, baby," sang Brad, dropping his voice to mimic the deep bass of the song.
"Yeah, that one," replied Russ, nodding. "I like it when it goes: Struggle and buck, but I'll hold you; Gonna pin you down and fuck you; We're going to rock it, rock it, baby. I was with her on that dark dance floor for like an hour. I got behind her and, man, I did everything but fuck her!"
"No kidding!" said Brad.
"I had my hands around her front, a tit in each hand, squeezing those babies! Her nipples got so hard, they were like bullets! She had on this strapless bra - the bridge was on display, like you said, Brad. It was so thin, it was like her tits were naked in my hands. You're right about her tits, they are to die for."
Russ drained his beer and signaled the barman for another one.
"Really, Russ, this is uncalled for ..." began Martin.
"Oh, shut up, Martin," said Brad. "Go on, Russ."
"I was behind her, but I think she knew who I was, she said my name a few times. I don't think I've ever been that as hard as I was that night, kneading her tits. She was grinding herself on my hard-on, running my cock up and down her ass crack. What an ass she has! I swear to you, I unzipped my pants and had my cock sliding up and down on her dress."
"Wicked!" said Brad. "Did you get under her dress?"
"I did! Her dress was so short that I managed to get my cock under the hem and right on her skin! She has buns of steel, that woman! With all the dancing, we were both covered with sweat. She was wearing a thong and it was soaked, but I bet a lot of it was her sexual juices."
"Russ, just listening to you, I'm getting hard," said Brad. "What happened then?"
"The fucking DJ decided to take a break.," said Russ in a disgusted voice. "I was just getting my hand up the front of her dress and feeling her crotch, when the lights came on. I just managed to get myself zipped up in time. She said, 'That was so nice, Russ dear, thank you' or something like that and walked away. Another ten minutes and I would have fucked her, maybe right there on the dance floor. Her dress clung to every curve, she looked like a sex goddess."
"You missed out, dude," said Brad. "I actually fucked her once. It was in her own bedroom." [See my Literotica story, Carmen the MILF.]
"Brad!" said Martin.
"Shut up, Martin." It was Russ who said it this time.
"She still looks like a sex goddess," said Brad.
"How does she do it?" asked Russ. "She's over forty, right?"
"Forty-two," said Brad.
"She works out, cardio and weights, three hours a day, seven days a week," put in Martin. "She fanatical about her super fitness."
"And she should be at the reunion tonight," said Brad. "Without Mr. Grierson."
"Well, well, well," said Russ, chuckling. "Let's double team her."
"Why not?" said Brad.
"This is mom you're talking about," said Martin sulkily.
"Sure," said Brad in a soothing tone. "But remember, you've got a drawer full her used panties and bras in your room. You still masturbate with her used panties on your nose. And remember how exciting it was to watch her masturbate in her Jacuzzi. Imagine how much more exciting it will be for you to see us both on her." [See my Literotica story, Carmen the MILF.]
"Martin," said Russ. "If I had Mrs. Grierson's panties, I'd masturbate on them too." He paused and gave Martin a light punch on the shoulder. "Think about it, buddy. Imagine how hard you'll cum watching Brad and me give her the business."
Russ turned to Brad, and went on.
"And Brad, think how great it will be to get back at that lowlife husband of hers! Jack Grierson is just a guttersnipe - he doesn't deserve her."
Martin drank the last of her beer. He looked from Brad to Russ, flattered by the camaraderie they were showing him - the two most popular guys in high school! Besides, he hated his father.
"OK," he said. "You're right about my father - he's a lowlife creep who treats her terribly. But no violence."
"Of course not," said Brad. "We'll only give her what she wants."
Struggle and buck, but I'll hold you, thought Russ. Gonna hold you down and fuck you.
* * * * * * * *
The lacrosse reunion was at the Bull & Boar Club, one of the last bastions of elite male privilege in the city. Women were not allowed to be members and could only enter as guests. Carmen walked into the darkened lobby wearing a tight white spandex-nylon crop top that was translucent over a black strapless lace bra. Her skirt was shorter than a ballerina's tutu, so tight that it looked like it was painted on her and clearly outlined her thong. It was also translucent white revealing that her thong was black. She had on strappy Christian Louboutin slippers with high platform heels and a black silk choker. Her dark blonde hair was piled on her head in an expensive coiffure and there were diamond earrings on her shell-like ears. She walked up, unfazed by the two pretty young receptionists who stared at her firm breasts and the smooth swell of her bare belly.
She put down her initials by her name on the guest list and swept into the high-ceilinged anteroom, lit by a large chandelier. Russ's and Brad's wives, Nikotai and Taylor were there, both heavily pregnant.
"I'm leaking milk all day long," Nikotai was saying. "I can't wait to have this baby. He kicks so hard, he makes me think of his father."
"Don't tell me Jack's still fucking you in this state," said Taylor with a hint of malice. [See my story, Four Weddings and Baby Shower.]
"Just because he's stopped fucking you doesn't mean I should - ," Nikotai began, but she broke off when she saw Carmen. "Why hello, Mrs. Grierson."
"Hi, Nikki," said Carmen. "And it's good to see you, Taylor. You're both glowing! Pregnancy obviously agrees with you."
"Looks can be deceiving," said Taylor.
"Yes, I can't wait to deliver," said Nikotai.
"When are you due?" asked Carmen.
"In a few weeks," said Nikotai. "But my OB-GYN thinks I'll be early."
"Me too," said Taylor. "I don't think I'll stay around long. I wanted to see the group again, but half an hour is about all I can stand."
The three of them went on to enter the clubroom where the reunion was being held. Most of the men were already there, crowded around the bar. Many of them had their wives with them. They all whistled when the three women walked in. Carmen knew that she outshone all of the other younger women there, especially dressed as she was. She smiled and walked a little taller, pleased with the reaction she was getting from the young men.
"Hey, Russ and Brad, you guys get married and immediately knock up your wives!" called one.
"Didn't anyone teach you guys to use a condom?" asked another.
These comments were aimed at Nikotai and Taylor. But Brad jumped up and brought Carmen into the conversation.
"Everyone is staring at you, Mrs. Grierson," he said. "You look stunning, like you're in your twenties."
"Oh, you don't mean that!" said Carmen, smiling at the flattery and pleased to be the center of attention again.
"Oh yes, he does, Mrs. Grierson," said Russ. "Here's a glass of a Grand Cru, let's drink to that."
They drank and the talk flowed back to normal channels. Martin came up to Carmen and she ruffled his hair absently, not realizing how childish she made him look.
The DJ came on very shortly after and couples drifted on to the tiny dance floor. Russ and Brad took up positions on either side of Carmen and Martin stood beside them, shifting his weight from one leg to the other. Their conversation was animated, discussing Carmen's recent second place finish at the City Garden Fair. Martin did not have anything to say and just stood, listening. Eventually, Nikotai and Taylor came up and excused themselves to return home. Their husbands gave them pecks on the cheek and sent them on their way.
Russ took a brief break to walk over to the DJ and request a song.
"Do you have 'We're going to rock, rock it, baby?" he asked. "The 20 minute long disco version?
The DJ nodded, saying, "I'll cue it up next."
Russ returned and said to Carmen, "I don't know when he's going to play something danceable."
Just then the song ended and the new one began. Carmen squealed when she heard it begin:
I'm gonna to go on all night,
I'm gonna to do you just right.
We're going to rock it, rock it, baby!
"Come on!" said Carmen. "I love this one! Let's dance."
Russ needed no second invitation. He took Carmen's hand and led her to the crowded dance floor. He progessively maneuvered Carmen till he was behind her in a corner. At the same time, he signaled to Brad over Carmen's shoulder. Martin watched helplessly as Brad came up just as the next verse began:
I'm gonna to squeeze you so tight
Pound you with all of my might
We're going to rock it, rock it, baby!
Russ put his hands on her sides, just above the waistband of her short skirt. As the verse went on, he moved his hands steadily upward. Brad came up in front of Carmen, put his hands on her shoulders and began to sway with her. As he did so, Russ signaled the DJ, who lowered the lights even further:
I'm gonna bend you as you fight
Give you a doggie delight
We're going to rock it, rock it, baby!
Brad screened off Russ's hands from everyone else. Immediately, his hands moved up and cupped Carmen's breasts. She twisted and struggled, causing her breasts to move pleasingly in his hands.
"What are you doing, Russ, " Carmen began indignantly. "Don't! Stop it!"
Brad grasped her by the back of her neck, just below her choker, held her steady and kissed her hard, forcing his tongue into her mouth. Her words were abruptly cut off.
"Ummphfff!! Ummmphfff!!" Carmen tried to expostulate, but her stifled cries were drowned out by the driving rhythm and beat of the song:
Struggle and buck, but I'll hold you;
Gonna pin you down and fuck you;
We're going to rock it, rock it, baby!
The song now launched into a long and loud instrumental solo. Martin moved to the edge of the dance floor, but he could see little of what was happening to his mother, sandwiched between Russ and Brad.
"Her nipples are getting hard are pebbles!" Russ said to Brad over Carmen's shoulder.
Brad held Carmen' neck with his left hand, his tongue still deep in her mouth. She was twisting in his grip, making muffled mews. Then Russ began to tweak her nipples savagely. Her mewing grew louder and her struggles became more frenzied. Russ's hard-on grew as her pain heightened his excitement.
Brad's right hand slid up her skirt. It was so short that he rapidly got access to her crotch, barely protected by the thin thong. He began to knead her mount, his actions still hidden from general view by his body. She struggled hard, but the two men had her body pinioned between them. Her thrashing actually made it easier for Brad to pull her thong down around her gyrating buttocks. He let the black wisp of fabric slide down around her ankles. He left it there as it restricted her ability to move. He pushed first one and then two fingers all the way into her tight pussy. His thumb naturally landed on her clit and her body began to shudder as though she'd gotten an electric shock.
"Ummphff!! Ummmphphfff!!"
She felt herself rising on a tide of heat. Russ kept on massaging her breasts with one hand, and peeled her crop top up around her armpits, exposing her thin black bra. Then he allowed his other hand slide down, tracing the line of her backbone. He squeezed each rounded buttock in turn. Then he ran his hand in between her ass cheeks. She felt his fingers trace the ring of her anus. Fight as she might, the more she tried to move away from Russ's touch, the deeper she embedded Brad's fingers in her pussy. Russ pushed two fingers deep into her tight ass. The sexual fluids leaking out of her pussy lubricated his penetrating fingers, but even so his aggressive anal invasion was a shock.
Brad kept manipulating her clit with his thumb. His fingers were pistoning deep into her pussy, matched by Russ's fingers thrusting deep into her ass. They got into a one-two rhythm. That was enough to drive her over the edge and she began to cum, very hard. Her body jerked spasmodically between them. Brad's tongue still corked her mouth, so her sounds were strangled. The song hit its crescendo with a repeat of the last verse:
Struggle and buck, but I'll hold you;
Gonna pin you down and fuck you;
We're going to rock it, rock it, baby!
Brad and Russ began to piston her again, fingers in her pussy and ass, heavily lubricated by her flowing sexual fluids. She barely came down from her orgasm, when she began ascending to a second one. With his fingers still embedded in her ass, Russ drew his other hand back and began spanking her bare buttocks as hard as he could. It sounded like pistol shots, but it blended into the hard driving beat of the rap.
"Mmmmmphfff!! Mmmmmphffff!!"
Her strangled cries were a mixture of passion and pain. They were loud enough that they even overcame Brad's strenuous efforts to silence her. Even with the very low lighting, the couples around them began to look curiously. Martin took a step on to the dance floor and managed to get an angle to see the climax of his mother's second orgasm, in a tight sandwich between Russ and Brad. He saw her jerking fitfully between them, their hands at her crotch and her ass, double teaming her with their fingers. His imagination did the rest, conjuring up images of Brad's fingers in her pussy and Russ's fingers in her ass. His erection stiffened and unbidden, he spurted his jism, soiling his underwear.
The song ended. Carmen's legs felt like jelly. Brad and Russ had to hold her up. Brad reached down and raised her legs to retrieve her soaked thong and put it in his pocket. She was still in her orgasmic high when they led her off the dance floor. Her crop top was rolled up to her armpits and her black bra cups were pulled down. They screened her between them to prevent anyone seeing her naked breasts, that jounced sexily as she walked. Martin could not take his eyes off them. They led her to a secluded booth in the corner where it was even darker. Martin followed.
"What did you do to me?" she asked shakily, as she sat down in the booth between Russ and Brad. There was a curving table in front of her. "I'm a married woman - "
"You're a hot bitch, Carmen," said Russ. "I want to fuck you."
"No, no, Russ, you can't do that - "
He slid down below the table and the next thing she felt was his head between her thighs.
"No! Don't! Omigod!"
His tongue found her naked pussy under her very short skirt and pushed in.
"Oh!" The expostulation was forced out of her. She put her fingers in his hair, intending to push him away. But then his tongue traced her swollen pussy lips and found her distended clit. She involuntarily arched her back and pulled his head deeper into her crotch. Brad saw that she was going to cry out and he put his hand behind her neck and kissed her, his tongue forcing her lips open again. Both of them assaulted her with their tongues, working her upper lips and her nether lips.
Martin watched them with his mouth dry. His hard-on returned, but he had no more jism to spend. He knew his mother had no such problem and she would cum again. Just as he thought this, she came, arching her back and bucking so wildly that she bumped Russ's head on the underside of the table. He came back up, his face glistening with her clear sexual excretions.
She lay between the two of them, panting with the effort of three hard orgasms. Her breasts bobbled with her exhalations. She was covered with sweat and a few beads traced her rounded breasts to her bare nipples. They hung there pendulously before dripping off into her lap. She looked like a sex goddess and both Brad's and Russ's cocks were so stiff that they were painful.
"I came so hard!" she muttered in a low voice. "Three times!"
"That's just the beginning," said Russ, smugly. "Just what that lowlife husband of yours needs."
"You want to get at him?" asked Carmen, indignantly. "So you want to hurt me? I'm not his property!"
"You've been his bitch since you were a teenager. You're an embarrassment to us blue bloods. I'm going to fuck you in the ass, Mrs. Grierson."
"How dare you! You're never getting your hands on me again!" Then she saw Martin who had come up unobtrusively and sat by Brad. "You made me cum three times in front of my son. That's just so debauched!"
"Why don't you ask him if he liked the show, Mrs. Grierson," said Russ, smirking.
Carmen turned to Brad furiously. "So you want to hurt me too? I thought you were a nice boy, Brad."
Brad shifted uncomfortably.
"I just want to give you pleasure, Mrs. Grierson."
"Well, look at what your friend did to me," said Carmen. She plumped her breasts, one in each hand. She showed him the angry welts that were beginning to form around her nipples where Russ had tweaked and pinched them. "And that's not all."
She raised herself and turned her ass cheeks to Brad so he could see the red marks of Russ's palm on the smooth white skin of her buttocks. She sat back down and Brad leaned forward to caress the welts on and around her nipples.
"I would never hurt you, Mrs. Grierson," he said.



"Don't touch me, Brad," said Carmen, tightly. "Not unless you are willing to get back at your friend for what he did to me."
Russ laughed.
"No chance of that, Mrs. Grierson. Brad and I go way back! We were teammates through high school and frat brothers in college."
"Well, then just go, Brad," said Carmen. "Take your disgusting, sadistic friend and go! I never want to see you again."
"But Mrs. Grierson, listen to me!" cried Brad.
"I've nothing more to say to you, Brad. Just go."
"I'll do whatever you want," he said in a low voice. "Anything. I've worshipped you since I was a teenager. Just like Martin."
"What do you mean?"
"You're just so perfect, Mrs. Grierson. So beautiful! I've got a drawer full of your used panties and bras and I still masturbate with them on my nose."
"Brad!" said Carmen, color rising to her face.
"Don't send me away, Mrs. Grierson. I never meant for you to get hurt - I just wanted to make you cum."
He cupped her breasts and gently ran his fingers over her welts and this time she did not stop him. He picked up a half drunk flute of champagne from the table and poured it on her breasts. Then he leaned down and ran his tongue around her nipples, licking up the champagne and letting his saliva mix with the bubbly wine to salve her hurts. She ran her fingers through his hair.
"You're a good boy, Brad," she whispered. Then her voice hardened as she went on. "I want you to hit Russ for me. Right now. If you do, you can kiss me again."
Without hesitation, Brad got up, went around the table and dragged Russ to his feet. Brad was a few inches taller than Russ and had thirty more pounds of muscle.
"Hey, Brad, you can't - " began Russ.
But his voice was abruptly cut off as Brad punched him the nose as hard as he could. There was a sickening crack as Russ's nose broke, followed by a rush of blood. There was a scream from the background and Nikotai came waddling up, holding her swollen belly.
"I forgot my purse and came back," she said in a panicky tone. "What happened?!"
"Brad hit me," said Russ sounding nasal and inarticulate. "You've got to take me to the ER!"
"Yes, yes," she said, hustling him away.
"You pregnant cow," they heard him say as Nikotai led him toward the exit.
"Charming man," said Carmen.
Brad said nothing, but came to sit down by Carmen again. Martin shifted over and made room for him.
Carmen pulled up the cups of her black bra and pulled down her crop top. Both were already damp with sweat, but now grew wet with the champagne on her breasts. Her nipples were still hard and made clear indentations in the wet fabric.
"Give me my panties, Brad," she said.
"Please, Mrs. Grierson, can't I keep them? They make me so excited!"
"Oh, alright," she said.
He put his arms around her and kissed her, gently this time. She did not resist, but opened her mouth and kissed him back. Martin watched, but this was much less exciting.
"Please, Mrs. Grierson," said Brad, after two long, lingering kisses. "Let me make love to you. Like I did when I was eighteen. I've so hard for you right now. Feel my dick."
He rubbed his engorged crotch, but she did not take him up on his offer.
"You want to have sex with me?" Carmen asked. "What about your wife, Taylor?"
"She's heavily pregnant, you know that. And she's not as beautiful as you."
"Beauty is only skin deep, Brad."
"But it's the inch that I can see," he replied.
"You want me to cheat on my husband," she continued.
"He cheats on you," retorted Brad. "Constantly. With anything in a skirt."
Carmen was silent for a long moment before she said, ""I'll think about it, Brad. I'm old enough to be your mother. And I've known your mother since I was in high school."
"You don't look old enough to be my mother. And my mother's got nothing to do with this."
"That's what you think," said Carmen. "What if I told you that your mother has a lot to do with this?"
"I can't imagine how," said Brad.
"You said my husband cheats on me. I know he does. And one of the many women he's had sex with is your mother."
"What?"
"Your parents had come over for dinner. The four of us were downstairs, but the two of them slipped away separately on different pretexts. I went up to get something from my boudoir and found him fucking her on our marriage bed. He fucked her thoroughly. She was screaming as she came, again and again. Some friend."
They sat in silence for a while.
"Please," he said again. "I need to have sex with you. It's got nothing to do with Mr. Grierson or my mother. I've dreamed for years about fucking you again."
"And what about Martin?" she asked. "Do you want him to watch?"
"Only if you do, Mrs. Grierson."
"Let's ask him, shall we?" said Carmen.
Brad knew what Martin was going to say and he was not disappointed.
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This is a Jack Grierson story, following from the many chapters of Her Fiancé's Father and the Jack Grierson Chronicles.
*****
Jack had just finished a leisurely round of golf with Kenji Kojima, the representative of the enormous Yamanouchi keiretsu and Anastasia "Tasha" Olenskaya, program hostess of the CCBC Social Hour. The golf was just cover for the intense negotiations he was running with the Kojima. As Jack had planned, the Japanese man was clearly distracted by Anastasia. He had eyed Anastasia's all through the round. He was clearly much more interested in her luscious ass than her elegant golf swing. Her white golf top and red bra were very thin and by the 18th hole, the heat and the sweat of her exertions made them nearly see-through. Her nipples stood out prominently and Jack saw Kojima eyeing her hungrily. Jack had managed to slip several details into the deal that he would normally have objected to.
Now Jack walked into the lobby of the Four Seasons Maui with Tasha on his arm.
"He'll do the deal at my price," Jack said as they walked out of the heat into the cool air conditioning. "And he'll convince his bosses in Tokyo to go along. But he wants a sweetener."
"Not money, I take it," said Tasha. Her accent was a pleasing mixture of her native Russian and her British boarding school.
"No, he wants to fuck you," Jack paused briefly before going on. "I'll make sure the company makes it worth your while - we'd pay a lot to hook Kojima. Will you do it, Anya?"
"I go by Tasha now, Jack," she replied with a note of irritation. "Don't call me Anya, it brings back bad memories of all those crude Russian mafia men who fucked me rough."
"It couldn't have been that bad," said Jack. "You married Sergei, there can't be many rougher than him."
"And I'd give anything to escape him," she said seriously. "But he'll never give me up. He's coming here tomorrow morning. You know how jealous he is. I have a hard enough time just convincing him that you're not fucking me - even though it's the truth!"
"True, you've only let me get my fingers into you," said Jack. "That's not real sex. But you know that I'll fuck you any time, any where, any position, if you let me." [See my Literotica story Her Fiancé 's Father, Chapter 9.]
"I hear that you force women who resist you," said Tasha.
"Sometimes," said Jack. "But they always come back for more." He patted her rump. "But returning to business, you could have sex with Kojima tonight, before Sergei gets here." He rubbed his semi-tumescence on her plus fours and gave her firm breasts a quick, surreptitious squeeze. "Look Tasha, it's your decision. I'll accept whatever you decide."
"I don't need more complications in my life," she said. "It's difficult enough juggling Sergei and Stu."
She turned to go, swinging her hips aggressively. Watching her retreating hourglass figure, Jack thought about how he'd met her. He had been one of her interviewees on the CCBC Social Hour. She was tolerable at her job, but her looks trumped her ability. Jack knew that she got her job by banging Stu Blustein, the chairman of CCBC, and that she was backstopped at work with a capable assistant manager. He'd tried several times to get Tasha to have sex with him and had finger fucked her the first time they met. But she'd allowed him no further advances since then. [See my Literotica story Her Fiancé 's Father, Chapter 9.]
"Mr. Grierson! Mr. Grierson!"
He was jerked out of his reverie by a familiar voice. It was Tim Monaghan, one of the junior accountants who reported directly to him. Jack had taken to Tim as soon as he hired him, and in return, the young man was intensely loyal. Jack recognized that Tim was rather naïve and he felt protective towards him.
"Tim! What are you doing here in Maui?"
"I've been saving, Mr. Grierson. I wanted to surprise Sarah with a Valentine's Day vacation she'd never forget."
"Well, I'm sure that you will do that."
"We're just checking in at reception. Can I introduce you to Sarah?"
"Of course." Jack followed Tim toward the reception. Tim was of medium height, pasty faced, quite pudgy, and wore thick glasses. Jack expected his wife Sarah to be the same. He saw her squatting by a baby stroller, straightening the clothes of a small baby.
"Sarah, guess who I found here," said Tim excitedly. "My boss, Mr. Grierson. Isn't that a coincidence?"
Sarah stood and Jack got a look at her - and she was not what he expected. She was about the same height as Tim, but stood taller on two-inch heels. She was pretty, with dark, shoulder-length straight hair and large, clear blue eyes. She had a wonderful peaches-and-cream complexion that suggested that she came from a line of redheads. Her figure was ripe and the only visible effect of her recent motherhood was that her breasts were rather full. Overall, she had a wholesome 'girl next door' look that was very attractive.
Jack put his hand out, saying, "Jack Grierson, pleased to meet you. Tim talks about you a lot."
She shook his hand and replied, "Sarah Monaghan. Likewise. I've heard so much about you."
"Well, I can see that he didn't exaggerate. He's always telling me he married the prettiest girl on campus."
"Yes, we met at college," she agreed, deflecting the compliment.
"Honey, I'm going to complete our check-in," said Tim. "I'll leave you here with Mr. Grierson."
As Tim walked off, Jack looked back at Sarah, appraising her, mentally undressing her in his usual, direct manner. She was well aware of his scrutiny and he was surprised by the boldness with which she reciprocated. His sexual hunter's instincts were aroused as he recognized her as prey.
Then he pulled himself up. Tim was his protégé and he was very fond of him. He did not want to fuck his wife.
Just then the baby in the stroller began to fuss.
"Excuse me," said Sarah, bending and scooping up the baby. "I've got to attend to Andrew."
She rocked him in her arms, but he would not be pacified and sounded increasingly agitated.
"He's hungry, I'll have to feed him."
She was wearing a white mesh tank top and she pulled it up, revealing a black, strapless Victoria's Secret bra. She pulled down the right cup and exposing a thick, meaty nipple, damp with lactation. It disappeared into the baby's mouth in an instant as he began to suckle her.
"I hope you're not one of those 'decency' Nazis who glares at women who breast-feed in public," she said with a confrontational expression on her face.
"No, no," said Jack, putting his hands up. "I think breast feeding is very natural and normal. Besides, it is very healthy for the baby."
"The prudes seem to think that there is something sexual about breast-feeding," she said, her tone still militant.
"No more sexual that giving a bowl of cereal to a six-year-old," said Jack.
"Good," she said, mollified, plumping her breast to give the baby easier access. "Andrew is always hungry. I swear he drains me twice a day."
Her breasts were alluring - firm and rounded with no hint of sag - and Jack could not help staring at them. To avoid temptation, he turned to go.
"Am I making you uncomfortable?" Sarah's voice had a hint of sarcasm.
Jack stopped.
"No, no," he said. "I just need to get some work done."
"Tim will be back in a minute," she replied. "He hero worships you, you know. He'll be so disappointed if you leave abruptly. He'll think I embarrassed you with my breast-feeding."
"I'm not embarrassed," Jack protested. To change the subject he went on, "Your bra is definitely a size off."
"What do you mean? I had it fitted!"
"I know a thing or two about lingerie. Most bra fitters in mall stores don't know what they're doing. She under-sized you. That's a Victoria's Secret 32B, isn't it? You need a fuller cup, probably a C. Look, your bra cup is barely covering your aureole and you're spilling out on the side."
He reached forward and clinically ran his hand over the top and side of her free breast. It was completely asexual, like the touch of a doctor.
Before Sarah could respond, Tim returned. Jack patted him on the back and wished him a great Valentine's week.
"Have you got Sarah some sexy lingerie for Valentine's Day?" Jack whispered in Tim's ear.
Tim looked crestfallen.
"Don't worry," Jack whispered. "I'll send you some to give her."
* * *
The next day was Valentine's Day and it dawned warm and sunny - a typical Hawaii day. Jack had hoped to spend Valentine's morning pursuing his quest to fuck Tasha - he knew he had the morning before Sergei arrived. But to his surprise, she had taken him up on his offer - she'd spent Valentine's eve fucking Kojima and had gotten him to sign the contract. Now she was tired and sore - Kojima had been an energetic lover, dousing her in champagne and choking her as he fucked her rough. By the early morning, he had fucked her so many times that he could no longer get an erection - so he himself used a champagne bottle to piston her and make her scream.
She was keen to get everything finalized to collect her payment. She rebuffed Jack and spent the morning in endless conference calls with the lawyers at the Foncault Group headquarters, getting the contract processed.
Bored and frustrated, Jack spent the early morning doing some research of his own. By ten thirty in the morning, he put together his findings and sat back, pursing his lips. Then he pulled on his swim trunks and sunglasses and wandered down by the pool. He was trying to think of what he wanted to do, when he heard his name called. It was Tim. He was seated under a large umbrella in a sheltered arbor surrounded by a flowered trellis. Jack had to take a step sideways to peer into the arbor before he recognized him.
Tim had baby Andrew on his lap and was seated facing Sarah. He wore swim trunks and flip-flops, displaying his sagging belly and pasty skin. Sarah wore a yellow crop top, a short, flowery skirt and high-heeled slippers with ankle thongs. She wore a metal choker necklace around her throat. The outfit displayed the smooth swell of her tight belly, a sharp contrast to her husband.
"What's up, kids?" Jack asked, smiling. He came up to the table between them. "Happy Valentine's Day."
"Yes, the same to you, Mr. Grierson," said Tim. "You must be missing your wife, Mrs. Carmen Grierson."
"Yes, I am," said Jack and was rather surprised to find it was true. He had not thought of Carmen, and but when Tim mentioned her, he wished she was with him. If he were home, he could have used his morning hard-on dutifully fucking his wife, making her thrash and scream as she came.
"Well, do sit down and join us," Tim said.
Jack looked from Tim to Sarah and saw that there was no welcome in her rigid smile.
"I should really leave the two of you lovebirds alone," he said.
"Oh, we're not doing anything exciting," said Tim naively. "With Andrew here, everything has got to be G-rated."
"Well, OK. Just for a little while."
A waiter came by as soon as Jack sat down, and he ordered margaritas for all three of them.
"Thanks for making our Valentine's Day so great, Mr. Grierson," said Tim. "I gave Sarah the bra and panties you ordered this morning. She liked them so much that she put them right on! You were right. Her Victoria's Secret bras were too small. These La Perlas bras fit her like a glove. And the low-rise panties make her look so sexy! Don't they, darling?"
Sarah flushed, her face going bright red.
"Tim! Really! That was private, just between the two of us."
"You shouldn't have told her, Tim," put in Jack. "I meant for that present to be from you."
"Oh, I can't lie, Mr. Grierson," said Tim, wide-eyed. "It'll all come out sooner or later. It's better to tell the truth. And Sarah dear, you told me yesterday that Mr. Grierson saw that your bras don't fit. There's nothing wrong with telling him that he got you the right size."
Sarah did not reply and Tim took her silence for agreement.
"Show Mr. Grierson the bra, sweetheart. I'm sure he'd like to see how it looks on you."
"I can't display my underwear in public!"
"It looks just like a bikini bra - it has a flowery yellow-blue pattern. Even if anyone saw you, they wouldn't know."
"But it's not a bikini bra - it's lace and silk!"
"Oh, no one can tell from a distance."
Sarah did not respond again and Tim smiled at Jack, again thinking that he had convinced her. She undid the two buttons on her yellow crop top and spread it apart in ominous silence, displaying the bra. It was a very expensive La Perla creation, yellow silk with blue lace trim. As Jack expected, it fit her very well. The bow at the bridge sat flat on her sternum, the band was firm under her armpits without cutting into her skin and the cups hugged her rounded breasts. Her meaty nipples raised noticeable pokies in the silk, but were hidden by the lace. There were damp circles around them.
"Happy?" Sarah's tone was sharp and it was not clear whether she was addressing Tim or Jack.
"Yes, dear," said Tim. He turned to Jack. "Doesn't she look sexy?"
"Yes, she certainly does," said Jack gravely.
Andrew gurgled and Tim rocked him on his knee.
"I'm really enjoying being a dad, too," he said. He dropped his voice. "We both really want Andrew to have a sibling. We've been trying for three months now. But no luck so far."
"Tim!" exploded Sarah. "You'll be telling him about our sexual positions next!"
"Oh no, that would be crude. I would never do that."
The waiter arrived with the margaritas and right behind him there was uniformed hotel employee. He waited till the waiter set the drinks down before entering the arbor.
"Mr. and Mrs. Monaghan? I have a booking for two and a baby for this hour's island cruise. Are you ready to go?"
"Oh, we just got our drinks!" said Tim. "Can we come in fifteen minutes?"
"I'm afraid the boat is about to depart, Mr. Monaghan. You'll need to go right away to make it."
"Oh, we've already paid for the cruise!" said Tim, looking at Sarah helplessly. She had a set expression. Jack was amazed that Tim had not yet figured out that she was livid.
"You go with Andrew, Tim," said Sarah sweetly. "I'll sit here with Mr. Grierson. We'll take care of the drinks."
"Are you sure?" Tim asked doubtfully.
"Yes, very sure. I think Andrew will really enjoy being on the water with you. Make sure you take enough sunscreen for the two of you."
"OK, darling. You're a doll."
Tim rose with Andrew on his hip. He picked up the large beach bag by his chair and followed the hotel employee out. They watched him disappear around the corner of the hotel building, headed for the jetty.
"He's a sweet boy," said Jack. "A bit naïve, but he is faithful and has a good heart. I hope you realize how lucky you are to have him."
"He's totally clueless," said Sarah, with a trace of malice. "And he seems to be getting worse. Making me strip to show you my bra, telling you about our sex life!"
She met Jack's eyes, but found no sympathy there. His look was cool and distant.
"But you're right," she said, switching gears abruptly. She leaned forward, putting her elbows on the table, displaying her tight cleavage. Her voice changed timbre and took on a honeyed tone. "He means no harm. He's very sweet and we are really happy together."
"Really," said Jack.
"He's not your typical husband, but I can't imagine being with anyone else. We were both virgins when we met. He's my first and only lover and I adore him."
"Well, you have Andrew to keep you together. And hopefully another baby to complete your family."
"Yes, yes. Andrew is proof of our love. Sooner or later, we'll be blessed with another."
Jack looked into her blue eyes for a long moment.
"If there's one thing I can't stand, it's a bad liar," he said.
Her head jerked as though he had slapped her.
"What?"
"I was unexpectedly free this morning. So I did some research. On you."
"Why?"
"I told you, I am very fond of Tim. I wanted to see what kind of girl he'd married. I am disappointed, to say the least."
"What do you mean? We're very much in love. He's my Valentine."
"Oh, drop the act, Sarah. I know what you've been up to."
"I don't know what you're trying to do, Mr. Grierson," she said defiantly. "This air of mystery does not frighten me. Tell me what you know, I've got nothing to hide."
"OK, I'll tell you. You graduated with your MBA two years ago and went to work for Glitter.com as an account executive. Within two months of being hired, you were reporting directly to Marc Benedorm, the billionaire CEO."
"So what of it? Tim was hired the same time as me. And he reports directly to you - you're the CEO of the Foncault Group."
"Yes, that's true. But Tim makes a market salary and has had raises of about 10 percent in each of his first two years. You started at about the same salary as him, but today you make ten times what he does. With bonuses and stock options, you make more than most of the Vice Presidents at Glitter.com. I checked the online statements and made some calls."
"I'm good at my job."
"But what is your job? You travel everywhere with Marc in his corporate jet. Fifteen, twenty days a month."
"I work closely with him."
"Marc is happily married to Miranda Carter, the supermodel. They have two beautiful children. He values his squeaky clean image. It's good PR for his company."
"Yes, he's a good man."
"Is he?"
"I don't know what you are saying."
"He has you - a sexy, attractive woman - with him day and night, twenty days a month. It is convenient for him that you are happily married. His wife has met Tim and you. Your family situation allays her fears. And its keeps those pesky, prying journalists from getting suspicious."
"I know you're implying that I'm having an affair with Marc. But you haven't produced a shred of evidence. It's all nasty conjecture. You sleep with anything in skirt and you think all powerful men are like you."
"Well, just listen to this," said Jack, pulling out his phone.
Jack cued up an audio file and hit 'play'. A man's voice came on and Sarah instantly recognized it as Marc Benedorm.
Marc: Sarah, honey, I'm just so happy with the news. It is such a sweet surprise.
Sarah: Well, it's hardly a surprise. You've been fucking me almost every day for the last month.
Marc: Aren't you happy too? I thought Tim and you wanted a baby.
Sarah: Yes, you're right, it's what we want. I'm sorry I snapped at you. And with his low sperm count, there was no way Tim was going to get me pregnant."
Marc: It's a boy, isn't it? I want you to name him Andrew, after my father.
Sarah: Tim wants to name him Melvin after his father, but I'll talk him out of that, Marc. Andrew is a much nicer name.
Marc: I thought you kind of liked sex with me as well.
Sarah: Oh, yes, Marc! You make me so excited. You give me more orgasms in a night than Tim has given me since I've known him. I never knew sex could be so mind blowing.
Marc (sounding smug): Yes, it's pretty good with me isn't it? And you're a hot woman, Sarah. The way you scream and moan and thrash during sex - it makes me hard just thinking about it.
Sarah (throatily): Are you getting hard right now?
Marc (thickly): Yes, I'm playing with myself and thinking of you. What are you wearing?
Sarah: A red teddy, a red thong and red stockings.
Marc: Are you wearing a choker?
Sarah: Yes, the red silk one we bought together in LA.
Marc: How about those Jimmy Choo stilettos that I bought you?
Sarah: No.
Marc: Go put them on.
This was a pause in the recording before she came back on.
Sarah: I've got them on now.
Marc: You have the best tits I've ever seen.
Sarah: Better than Miranda, your supermodel wife?
Marc: Hers are too small. Yours are perfect. I'm closing my eyes and I can see them in front of my face. I'm sucking your thick nipples. God! I'm so hard, it hurts.



Sarah (giggling): Don't cum without me, you naughty boy. Get me excited too!
Marc: Knead your breasts for me. Slowly. Tell me how you feel.
Sarah (sighing): Oh, Marc, I'm running my nails over my nipples through the silk of my bra. My nipples are so hard!
Marc: Pull down your bra cups and keep teasing your nipples.
Sarah: Yes, yes, yes.
Marc: Are you lying on your back?
Sarah: Yes, yes.
Marc: Raise your legs up in the air. Point your stilettos at the ceiling.
Sarah: With my red stockings and stilettos I look like a stripper on a bar, Marc. Like the tall Russian you paid for in Vladivostok.
Marc: Yes, wasn't she sexy? Now do just what she did, tease your clitoris. Tease it with you nails through your panties.
Sarah (gasping): My God, Marc! I'm more tender than I thought!
Marc: Good, good. Tell me what's happening, tell me, tell me!
Sarah (with a small moan): Oh Marc, I'm getting wet. Just thinking of your hard cock is getting me so wet! I want it in my mouth!
Marc: I'm in your mouth, baby! I'm fucking your mouth, stretching those full lips of yours!
Sarah moaned louder and made gagging sounds.
Marc: I'm gonna cum, baby! I'M CUMMING!!"
Sarah (squealing): I'm cumming, darling! I'M CUMMING WITH YOU!
There was silence on the line for a while.
Marc: We're flying to Paris tomorrow, but we have a free day before our meetings. I've got a suite at the George V. We'll order room service and have sex all day! I'll blindfold you, tie you down and fuck you so hard, you'll scream to wake the dead.
Sarah (breathily): I can't wait that long. Can't we have sex on the plane?
Marc: We'll have the stewardess on board, Sarah.
Sarah: Let her watch!
Marc (sharply): I can't have anyone seeing us, Sarah.
Sarah (petulantly): Oh, alright! I'll wait till we get to the hotel.
Jack hit stop.
All the color had drained from Sarah's face.
"How did you get that?" she asked.
"Not too difficult," said Jack with elaborate casualness. "I have a standing contract with a black ops company - lots of highly skilled folks in all manner of undercover activity. Turns out that hacking into phone company records is pretty easy. I asked them to do it and they sent me the full transcripts of your calls just over an hour ago."
"What else do you have?"
"I've got lots more phone sex. You made some sex tapes with him, didn't you? He stored them on his Cloud server, not very wise. I've got them too. Lots of sex, pretty routine, though. Straight fucking in the a lot of anonymous hotel rooms, in the bed, on the floor, in the bathroom, missionary, doggie style, cowboy, sitting, standing. All the standard positions - not very creative as far as sex goes, is he? I wonder what kind of sex supermodel Miranda lets him have."
Sarah's hand went over her mouth with shock.
"He's planning to breed you again, isn't he?" Jack went on, relentlessly. "You said to Marc, 'Tim will be so happy to be a father again'. You're a bitch, Sarah."
"Who are you to talk?" said Sarah, recovering. "At least Marc doesn't sleep with a different woman every night like you do."
"I don't claim to be virtuous. But play the innocent wife. You're just using Tim."
Sarah picked up her margarita and took a long swig, draining it. Jack did the same with his. She pulled her sunglasses down out of her hair to shade her eyes and looked away at bright sunlit pool. She picked up Tim's margarita.
"Take off your top," said Jack suddenly. "I want to see you in the bra I bought you."
Sarah set down the drink and looked back over at Jack. She put her sunglasses back up in her hair. She looked like she was going to refuse, but then she shrugged out of the unbuttoned crop top. She dropped it on the ground by her chair.
"Stand up."
Sarah took her time, but then stood up slowly, fluidly.
"Turn around."
She slowly twirled, her heels clicking on the stone flagstones. Jack got up and came up behind her. He traced the edges of her bra, his fingertips mere millimeters away from her skin. Her breathing was slow and uneven, causing her breasts to judder. When she completed her turn and faced him, his hands cupped her breasts so close that she could feel the heat of his hands. But he did not touch her.
"Drop your skirt."
Sarah looked into his eyes, so close to hers. His expression was intense, but it was the intensity of command, not desire. She knew she could look away, and be free of him, but she was not sure she wanted to. Slowly, deliberately, she unfastened her skirt and let it drop to the ground.
He sank down to his haunches, till his face was level with the crotch of her low-rise panties. The yellow silk was semi-diaphanous, but the blue lace up and down the center of the crotch obscured her thick pussy lips. She had a narrow line of downy bush along her pussy lips. Her clitoris made a small but obvious bulge in the lace trim.
"Turn around. Slowly."
She obeyed. Again, her heels again made tiny clicks on the stone as she moved. His fingers traced the edges of her panties, again close, so close, but without touching her. With her derriere in his face, she stopped and bent forward, pushing it toward him. But he retreated, maintaining his closeness but without actual contact. He inhaled deeply, drawing her heady sweet-and-sour nether aroma into his nostrils. The strip of yellow silk covered her anus, but the tight fit of the fabric outlined it clearly. The thong top that sat at the base of her spine was a blue butterfly fashioned from lace. The twin globes of her buttocks were perfectly round and covered with a very thin sheen of sweat.
She kept turning. When her crotch came under his face again, he blew a sharp breath directly at her clitoris. It was so unexpected that the pleasurable sensation was piercing. She caught her breath and let out a small moan.
He stood up to found her eyes half closed, her lips parted, her breathing shallow. A bead of sweat slipped down her face, ran down her neck and disappeared into her cleavage. The bridge of her bra was damp with sweat and domes of her bra cups had a different kind of wetness, soaked through with her rich, creamy mother's milk.
He reached into a pocket of his trunks and drew out a long yellow and blue silk ribbon. With great care, he threaded it through her metal choker, working it all the way around, forming an elaborate pattern. Finally, he tied the two ends together in a long, looping bow and let the ends trail down her back.
Then he picked up his margarita and tossed it back.
"Let's go to the bar," he said. "I'm parched."
Seated at the bar, Jack ordered a jug of sparkling water. He poured out two more glasses and both Sarah and he sipped them for a short while in silence.
"Sarah," said Jack, putting down his glass. "You're incredibly hot."
"I don't want to have sex with you, Mr. Grierson."
"You brought up sex, not me," said Jack.
Sarah looked embarrassed and she did not say anything further.
* * *
Two hours later, Tim returned to find Sarah and Jack at the poolside bar. She was in her bra and panties, thong slippers with the silken choke collar Jack had woven around her metal choker. There were several other women wearing wet bikinis at the bar and no one was paying any particular attention to Sarah's attire.
"Where's Andrew?" asked Jack as soon as Tim came up.
"He met a little friend on the cruise. They're both in the day care center, playing."
Jack ordered another margarita.
"You've got a lot of catching up to do, my man," he said. "You wife and I have been drinking and talking for hours."
"I'll gladly join you," said Tim with a smile.
He stood between Sarah and Jack's bar stools and sipped his drink, pushing his heavy glasses up the bridge of his nose. He looked from his wife to Jack and back again and laughed.
"Have you had sex with Sarah?" he asked with a laugh. "She's taken off her top and her skirt."
He was obviously joking, so Jack responded in a similar light, bantering tone.
"Of course I was tempted," he Jack, smiling. "And I tried. But she wasn't interested in me. Were you, Sarah?"
"No, I'm not," said Sarah in a low voice. To Jack, she sounded like she was trying to convince herself. "Anyway, you didn't even touch me."
* * *
After Jack left, Tim said, "Wasn't it funny, Mr. Grierson joking about wanting to have sex with you, Sarah?"
"Why, do you think I'm that undesirable?" asked Sarah, a nasty note creeping into her voice.
"He's always in the gossip columns with models and actresses, Sarah," said Tim, placating. "You're pretty, but I never thought Mr. Grierson would notice you."
"Thanks, Tim." There was no mistaking her sarcasm. "But, Mr. Grierson did notice me,"
"You said he didn't touch you."
"That's true."
"Well, don't keep me in suspense! Tell me everything!"
"He made me take off my top. He traced my bra cups, as close as he possibly could with his fingers, but without touching them. I could feel the heat of his hands. Then he made me turn around, slowly, and traced my bra strap all the way around, fingers just above my skin."
"Did it excite you?"
"Yes, very much. My nipples were hard and leaking milk."
"Than what happened?"
"He made me take off my skirt."
Tim licked his lips. His eyes behind his thick glasses were growing glazed.
"And then?"
"He squatted before me. He traced the lines of my thong panties the same way he had traced my bra. His face was only a inch from my crotch."
Tim did not realize that a thin line of drool ran out of the corner of his mouth and ran down to his jaw.
"He made me turn around again, very slowly. When I had my ass in his face, I bent forward, but he still did not touch me. I felt his breath on my ass. When I turned back toward him, he put his face deep into my crotch and blew on my clit."
"How did you feel?"
"I was really excited! I was moist and I could feel my clit really distended."
"Do you want him to fuck you?"
Sarah looked down at Tim's swim trunks. In spite of his hands thrust into his pockets, she could see that he had an erection.
"Do you want me to have sex with Mr. Grierson?" she countered. "Look at you! You've got a hard on!"
"Yes," Tim said, before hastily correcting himself. "I mean no. Yes, I've got a hard on, but no, I don't want you to have sex with Mr. Grierson." He paused before going on. "I once saw him fucking his executive assistant, Farah Hojjat. He had her sprawled face down on his desk, with her short skirt rucked up around her waist. He was fucking her doggie-style, really hard and driving. She was squealing and sounded like she was cumming again and again. He's hung like a horse and her pussy was really tight around him. Then he came and he must have pumped a quart of jism into her, it was such a mess!"
"Talking about Jack having sex with women makes you excited, doesn't it, Tim? You liked watching him fucking Farah, didn't you?"
Tim's expression became pained. His hard on was persistent and would not go down. His memories of Jack fucking Farah Hojjat were vivid, but now he saw Sarah in her place, heard his wife's voice instead of Farah's, crying out as she came. The image was too much for him and he could not stop his ejaculation. He came, soiling his trunks.
"God!" he gasped, unhappily. "I jerked off as I watched him fucking Farah Hojjat - she wears these, tight, short business suits, she always looks so hot! And it makes me excited when you describe what Mr. Grierson did to you. But I don't want YOU to have sex with him. So God help me, why does thinking about it turn me on?"
"I don't want him to fuck me either, Tim," said Sarah. "But he kept me on edge for two hours! I'm about to explode!"
Tim's eyes were round behind his thick glasses. His hands were still in his swim trunks pockets, concealing his softening erection.
"Let's go ... let's go ... back to our suite," stammered Tim in a voice that was higher pitched than usual. "Let's have sex."
Tim and Sarah slowly made their way back to their suite, looking in on the nursery to make sure young Andrew was all right. The baby was hungry and Sarah gave him a quick feed before handing him back to the nursery staff. With Valentine's Day, the nursery had hired extra staff and they shooed Tim and Sarah away, urging them to have a good time.
* * *
Back in their suite, Sarah stripped off her the La Perla bra and panties and stepped into the shower. Tim joined her and grew amorous under the hot water, but he'd just ejaculated and could not summon an erection. Sarah allowed him to soap both their bodies, but it was a frustrating experience for them both.
"Put on the lingerie back on, Sarah," said Tim, hoarsely. "And the metal-silk choker. Let me see you in it."
Sarah took her time, beginning with the bra. She plumped her breasts to adjust it to sit just right. Then she pulled on the thong, snugged it on her crotch with her palm. She snapped on the choker - the silk Jack had threaded through it gave it a unique feel on her throat, metal on silk.
"Shoes," croaked Tim. "High heels."
She walked over the closet and picked up a pair of Miu Miu platform stilettos. She sat back down on the bed and put them on, slowly. Tim felt his heart thumping in his chest and felt a hard on returning.
"I want to try again," he said, indistinctly. "I want to fuck you right now."
"Yes, dear," she said. She lay back on the bed, mutely offering herself to him.
Tim was on her in an instant and mounted her. She helped him and guided his semi-tumescent erection to her mount, pulling her thong aside. He pushed, but he was not hard enough to enter her tight pussy. He tried again and again, and grew increasingly discouraged.
"Hush, dear, don't worry," said Sarah, patting Tim on the head. She was used to Tim not being able to perform - it happened quite often. She snugged her thong back in place, patting her crotch, giving herself small trills of excitement that Tim's performance could not. "You're too tense, you're trying too hard. Why don't you do something to take your mind off it for awhile. Go out and play a round of golf or something. We can try again tonight after dinner."
"OK," said Tim in a low voice.
He pulled on slacks and a polo shirt and poked his feet into some sandals. Then kissing her on the cheek, he left her lying on the bed.
Sarah was in the mood for sex and frustrated, so she thought about masturbating. She reached over for her bag to get her vibrator when her eye fell on a bedside laminated tent card placed by the hotel.
VALENTINE CHAMPAGNE LUNCH AND DANCE - COMPLIMENTARY
"Free champagne," she said to herself. "That should loosen me up."
She pulled on a white silk sleeveless tie-on crop top and zipped up a tight white tube skirt with a high slit. She inspected herself in the mirror. The top revealed more than it concealed of her bra and left her midriff bare. The tight skirt clearly outlined her panties.
"Almost there," she thought. "I'm a top level business executive, but it's a Valentine's Lunch - so I'm going for the stripper look."
She rummaged through her lingerie drawer till she found a pair of stockings and snap-on garters that matched her La Perla bra and panties. Then she sat on the bed and languorously pulled on the stockings, one at a time. She ran her fingers over her nylon-encased upper thighs, tightening and smoothing down the filmy material before snapping on the garters to stretch the stockings into place.
The lunch was in a big gazebo on a rise overlooking the sea. Several men looked Sarah up and down as she walked in. Her blue stockings and garters showed through her translucent white slit skirt. The semi-transparent silk top drew men's eyes to her breasts like magnets. Her rounded ass rolled as she walked on her high platform heels. She found a table by the edge with a sea view and sat down.
There was a dance band playing some upbeat music and several couples were crowded on the small dance floor. Then Jack strolled in, wearing a pair of khaki shorts, a polo shirt and boat shoes. He had a gorgeous woman on his arm, wearing a yellow bikini, pearls and high heels. Sarah instantly recognized Anastasia "Tasha" Olenskaya from CCBC. Jack and Tasha went straight on to the dance floor and joined the couples already there, moving easily to the rhythm. The number ended and the next one was slow. Jack held Tasha close, very close. One hand was on her bikini bra strap, holding her breasts tight against his chest, the other was on bikini panties, between her ass cheeks, holding her crotch against his. They rotated against one another, with sinuous grace.
"Hung like a horse," thought Sarah, venomously. "I bet his big cock is grinding against her pussy."
The number ended and Tasha unwound herself from Jack. Both Tasha and Sarah got a glimpse of the tenting of Jack's khaki shorts before he stuck his hands in his pockets to conceal it. Tasha kissed Jack on the cheek and left, swinging her hips.
"Sergei will be here any minute," Tasha called back over her shoulder. "I better get some clothes on and meet him at reception when he arrives. You know how jealous he gets."
Sarah stood up and walked over to the dance floor.
"Will you dance with me, Mr. Grierson?" she asked.
"Sure," said Jack.
The band started up again with a slow melody, featuring a lot of sax. Jack took Sarah into his arms and guided her around the dance floor. He was an exceptionally adroit dancer and Sarah found herself moving better than she ever had.
"You know what they say," she said into Jack's ear.
"What do they say?"
"Dancing is a vertical expression of a horizontal desire."
"What else do they say?"
"A couple who dance well together will have great sex together."
He held her tighter. She felt his hand on her bra back-strap and one on the butterfly of her thong at the base of her spine. Her breasts flattened against his hard chest and she felt his growing hard-on grinding against her crotch. She did not fight him, but pressed herself against him.
"You're tempting me, Sarah," said Jack.
"Don't worry, Mr. Grierson," she said. "I just want to get you hot and leave you frustrated - like you did to me."
"Don't be so sure," said Jack.
"What are you going to do? Tear my clothes off right here on the dance floor?"
Jack did not reply, but kept their bodies tightly entwined. Her breathing was steady, but shallow and her eyes grew a bit unfocused. As the number ended, Jack suggested that they seat themselves at the bar.
Jack signaled the barman and ordered a jug of margaritas and poured out two glasses. They both sipped their drinks without talking for a while. Then as they set their glasses down, Jack put his arms around her and pulled her to him, growling, "OK, I'm done fighting temptation."
He reveled in the feel of her full breasts against his chest. He kissed her, forcing his thick tongue into her mouth, seeking and taming hers under its weight and strength.
The barman cleared the empty margarita glasses away and laid out fresh ones, studiously ignoring their public display.
Beneath the bar and concealed by their bodies, Jack's pushed his hand up her skirt between her legs. He moved very quickly and by the time she tried to close her thighs against his invasion, his hand was already at her crotch. He ran his finger along her slit, scraping her clit through her panties. He was gratified as she let out a mew, choked back by his thick tongue in her mouth.
The barman moved closer. His eyes bugged out of his head. From his side of the bar, he could not see what Jack was doing, but way Sarah moved and sounded, he could guess. He quickly grew hard himself and put his hands in the pockets of his voluminous shorts to conceal the erection.
Sarah's body moved supplely in Jack's arms. Her arms went around his neck as she rubbed her breasts against his hard chest. He held her by the back of the neck with his left hand, feeling the combination of silk and metal of her choke collar on his palm. Meanwhile, his right hand worked assiduously at her nether lips. The latent heat of hours of frustration grew hotter and her feminine juices were soon flowing copiously. Her profuse sexual secretions ran down his fingers to his wrist and dripped on to the ground and the aroma of her sex was released into the air. The barman surreptitiously drifted closer, drawn by the tangy scent of sexual activity. He breathed it in, getting even harder.



Her pussy lips were swollen and Jack was surprised by how engorged her clitoris had become, even without digital penetration. He moved the crotch of her panties aside and pushed two fingers into her, two knuckles deep. He began to finger-fuck her hard and fast. The heat descending from her belly ignited in her crotch and she began to cum. The pressure of her orgasm caused milk to spurt from her nipples and Jack felt the wetness on his chest through her bra and thin silk crop top. Her hips jerked spasmodically and Jack's fingers dug into her neck as he held her firmly to maintain his tongue in her mouth, stifling her mewling as she came.
This was too much for the barman and he spurted his jism into his shorts.
* * *
The couple seated a few stools over watched, seeing only the energetic kissing. The girl tugged at the halter strap of her bikini, whispering to her husband, "Why don't you kiss me like that?"
"Because we'd have some pervert watching us, like that barman," said the man.
"It would be worth it if you could get me as hot as that," the girl breathed. "Being watched would make it more exciting. I think that girl just came."
"You're kidding," said the man, disbelieving.
* * *
Sarah felt limp, as though every bone in her body had turned to water. She remained draped over Jack, breathing heavily for a long moment as she wound down from the high of her orgasm.
"We've got to get you fitter," Jack whispered in her ear. "You shouldn't get out of breath so easily."
"You bastard!" said Sarah, still drawing air into her lungs in great gulps. "I came so hard!"
Her breasts pressed tightly against Jack with each inhalation. "I just want to lie down now."
Sarah slowly unwound herself from Jack and leaned back on her barstool, against the bar. Her silk crop top clung to her and clearly outlined her bra. Her wetness had leaked through her panties to create a damp patch on her short slit skirt. She was damp all over, with milk, sweat and sexual fluids. She put a finger insider her silk-festooned metal choker.
"I'm going to have to change out of this bra and panties," whispered Sarah. "Such a shame, they make me feel really sexy."
"I'll send something just as sexy to your suite," said Jack. "Change into it - I'm sure Tim will love to see his Valentine in it. And so will I."
* * *
When Sarah got back to her room, there was another parcel on the bed. It had a Melissa Odabash brand label with a sticker that read that said "Swimsuit: Bikini. Model: Orgasmic swim". She tore it open - it was a blue bikini with long ties. She held it up to the mirror - it was an iridescent blue that matched her eyes. The fabric was a cunning mesh that looked like lizard-skin and shimmered in the light.
The bra had ties at the back-strap and at the halter neck; the panties had ties at both hips. There tiny protrusions of rubber on the insides of the cups of the bra and in the crotch of the panties. She ran her fingers over them and found them to be incredibly soft, but she had no idea what they were. Sarah held the tiny fragments of fabric in her hands, aware that it was a top of the line swimsuit, costing hundreds. She stripped and donned the bikini. She found that it was very edgy - the bra just about covered her aureoles and the underswells of her breasts. The panties rose just high enough to cover her pussy, and left her ass cheeks bare. Just as she was inspecting herself in the mirror, Tim returned, tired and hot from his round of golf.
"Wow!" he said. "Look at you! You're all set for the pool! Let's go and soak in the Jacuzzi, that's all I could think about the last few holes on the golf course."
"Great idea," said Sarah. "I'm ready to show off my new bikini!"
They walked down to the oceanfront swimming pool. As she walked, Sarah felt suit fit her like a second skin - even though it barely covered her, it moved with her body and she soon became confident that it would never malfunction. The super supple rubber on the suit's interior rubbed on her sensitive nipples, her pussy lips and her clit. The design worked with her body movement, creating a gentle, sexual buzz. It was very subtle, just enough to get her attention, but not enough to stimulate her. She ran her hands down her sides as they approached pool deck and the buzz made the pool seem particularly inviting. She was an excellent swimmer, unlike Tim, whose skills in water were just bit above the dog paddle.
"I'm going for a quick swim," she said.
"But Sarah!" cried Tim. "The Jacuzzi!"
"Go on in and take the two-seater by in that arbor by the ocean," she said, pointing. "I'll just do a couple of quick laps and join you."
"OK," he said unhappily.
Sarah leaned over to untie the thongs on her Miu Miu platform heels, aware of the many male eyes appreciating her lissome motion. She did not see Jack at the poolside bar, but he was watching her intently. She walked over to the lap lanes and went in with a shallow racing dive. The bikini held its place on her body perfectly. She felt it helped her glide through the water as she began a steady freestyle.
The lap pool was a full fifty meters and Sarah used the first lap to warm up. By the time she was halfway across, she was aware that the mild sexual buzz created by the suit while walking was much more intense with swimming. The soft rubber on the insides of the suit abraded her nipples, her pussy lips and especially her clit, in a manner that mimicked a lover's lips. The effect was so pleasurable that she sighed each time she took a breath. She reached the far wall in about seventy seconds and turned to complete the lap. She came back at a faster pace and became aware that the stimulation of the suit grew with her speed. The faster she stroked, the faster the soft rubber abraded her most sensitive regions and more excited she got.
She swam the second lap much faster and was rewarded with rising sexual excitement. It was like masturbation, but so much more pleasurable! She could not possibly have stimulated her breasts and her pussy all together like this on her own. The pleasure centers of her brain urged her on and she couldn't stop. She was no longer in any doubt - "Orgasmic swim" was not just a name, it was a description. She swam the third lap even faster. Each time she came up for air on this lap, she let out a half-gasp, half-squeal, her sexual tension rising. She wanted it, oh, how she wanted it! She turned for her fourth lap, and went out at race pace, raising gouts of water with her arms and legs. The stimulation of her nipples drew a steady stream of lactation and her sexual fluids were flowing copiously out of her pussy. She left a faint milky trail behind her in the blue water of pool.
She was in the middle of the pool on that fourth racing lap when the stimulation crescendoed and she began to cum. She stopped, gave a final wheezing cry and stopped swimming as she was engulfed by the waves of her orgasm. She had the presence of mind to take a deep breath before she disappeared below the surface. She sank toward the bottom, her body contorting as she was wracked by wave after wave of orgasmic contractions. The asphyxiatory sensation of being deep underwater gave an added edge to her climaxes. The more her thighs threshed, the more she stimulated her pussy and prolonged her frenzied carnal rapture.
It was only when her shoulder hit the bottom of the pool that she realized that the danger of drowning was very real. She forced herself to still her arms and legs, stopping the suit's stimulation. Then she drifted toward the surface.
She was only yards away and in plain sight of almost hundred people around the pool. But her masturbatory antics were very private, concealed underwater. Only two men saw anything out of the ordinary - the lifeguard, who started down from his high chair as soon as Sarah disappeared below the surface and Jack, who watched with a smile on his face. By the time the lifeguard got to the pool edge, Sarah had resurfaced, puffing and spluttering, but treading water easily.
'You OK, miss?" called the lifeguard.
Sarah just waved and flipped over, coming to the poolside with a slow backstroke. Jack was at the pool edge when she hauled herself out. He stood by her wordlessly as she sat, dangling her legs in the water.
"How do you like the suit?" he asked.
"You bastard!" she said. "You knew what would happen! I almost drowned."
"I know a girl on the U.S. swim team who swears by this bikini," said Jack. "The faster you swim, the more the suit stimulates you. I knew from my research that you were on your high school swim team."
"I came so many times! But I'm still so turned on!"
"That's the beauty of the suit - it's so gentle and subtle that it keeps you wanting more. Tim is waiting for you in the Jacuzzi. The secluded one you pointed to."
"Just stay out of our marriage, Mr. Grierson!" she snapped, ignoring the helping hand he offered as she pulled herself up to stand up. She picked up her Miu Mius and walked away toward the Jacuzzi, aware of the continuing and insistent sexual stimulation of her bikini. Jack watched her retreating back, admiring her perfect swimmer's musculature - straight spine, well-defined lats, tapered V-shape and rounded gluts that rolled pleasingly as she walked. The bikini blatantly accentuated her normally muted sex appeal. Every male within eyeshot followed her covertly or overtly. Every female partner looked envious and some poked their mates to get their attention. A slow smile reappeared on Jack's face.
* * *
The Jacuzzi was on a shaded patio overlooking the ocean, partly screened by an ivy-covered trellis. Jack waited for Sarah to get into the tub and settle in before walking up to it. He drained his beer as he approached and set down the empty on a poolside table. Tim and Sarah were cuddling in the warm water, facing the ocean with their backs to him.
"What did you think of Sarah's new bikini, Tim?" asked Jack, leaning on the fiberglass rim of the Jacuzzi.
Both of their heads snapped around, but with contrasting expressions. Tim looked pleased, while Sarah's expression was the opposite, made of equal parts of anger and dismay.
"It fits her perfectly and makes her look so attractive, Mr. Grierson! Just like the bra and panties you gave her!"
"That Jacuzzi looks really inviting," Jack returned, nodding. "Would you two kids mind if I joined you?"
"There's no room," said Sarah quickly, trying to keep the annoyance out of her voice. "It's designed for two and ..."
"There seems to be room for one more to squeeze in," said Jack, cutting her off so smoothly that he didn't sound impolite. He spread his hands palms outward in a gesture of helplessness. "I don't mean to intrude, but it's evening on Valentine's Day, the Hawaiian sun is setting on one of the most romantic vistas in the world and I would like to be with friends."
"Well, you are intruding, Mr. Grierson - " began Sarah, but Tim interrupted her this time, with less finesse than Jack.
"Oh, it must be terrible for you, missing Mrs. Grierson at this special time," he said. "It will be a tight squeeze, but we'd love to have you join us and watch the sunset."
"Thank you, Tim," said Jack simply. "You're a good friend."
Sarah moved closer to Tim with bad grace, her expression poisonous. Jack knew that her every movement caused the bikini to stoke her erogenous zones. As she shifted her butt on the Jacuzzi seat, he saw the effect in her eyes.
The Jacuzzi had only two seats molded into the fiberglass. When Jack slid in, he and Tim each occupied one, while Sarah was perched on the rather uncomfortable ridge between the seats. With a natural move born of long practice, Jack put his hands on Sarah's waist and moved her on to his lap, splaying her legs over his thighs.
"What - "she began.
"There!" Jack said, cutting her off again so smoothly that it was as if she had not spoken. "Now we're all comfortable."
He turned the Jacuzzi jets on high as he spoke and the rumble covered Sarah's gasp as Jack's rampant erection pushed between her ass cheeks, only nominally sheathed within his swim trunks.
"Thanks, Mr. Grierson, the jets feel good!" said Tim. "Great idea to increase them to high."
Sarah found her seat unstable as Jack moved under her. It made her own body move, accentuating the effect of her bikini's rubber stimulators. At first, she thought that this was Jack's main intention, but she soon realized her mistake. For when he settled down, she felt his manhood against the thin fabric of her bikini panties, unconstrained by his swim trunks. He had managed to slide the trunks down to his ankles where they were concealed in the mass of rushing bubbles from the Jacuzzi jets.
Jack's hands were on her waist again and he lifted her slightly, adjusting his seat. When she got her seat again, he had insinuated his naked erection between her legs. Now she found her vulva astride his manhood, with only the thin fabric of her bikini panties and the supple rubber stimulators between them. She had felt his maleness on the dance floor, but this was so much closer, so much more real. As Jack slowly slid her forward, she rode his shaft with her vulva thinking, "It's true, he's really hung like a horse!"
The rubber stimulators on her clit and pussy lips worked her erogeneity, making it hard for her to think. She was already sexually aroused getting into the Jacuzzi with Tim, and Jack was stoking it with an adeptness she had never known before. She was surprised by Jack's harsh whisper in her ear, "The sun's almost down, talk to Tim!"
She looked up and saw that Jack was right. The golden disc was already halfway below the horizon. It lit up the ocean with fiery reds and oranges that mixed in with the blue and white of the water and waves.
"Gosh, Tim!" she cried loudly to be heard over the rumble of the Jacuzzi. "Look at the gorgeous sunset!" Her sexual excitement drove her voice up an octave.
"Wow!" Tim responded, following her gaze.
She tried to stand, to get away from the distracting contact with Jack's enormous member, but he held her fast, his hands on her waist, below the waterline of wild bubbles.
"Let me go!" she hissed over her shoulder as Tim continued to gaze at the sinking sun.
"Lean over and hold Tim's hand," Jack responded. "Keep him occupied."
Sarah wanted to refuse, but even in her fog of sexual arousal, she was keenly aware of all the evidence Jack had of her affair with Marc Benedorm. So she put an arm around Tim's neck and let her left breast squeeze against his shoulder. Tim put a hand on her hand and interlaced fingers. Sarah kissed his cheek.
The three of them watched the sun slip into the ocean. Enveloped in Sarah's arm, cuddled by her firm breast, Tim was content and happy to watch the fading twilight.
Jack worked assiduously with the setting sun, moving Sarah's vulva up and down his shaft, slowly and patiently building sexual tension. The tropical twilight was very short and in the darkening dusk, Jack untied first one and then the second hip tie of Sarah's bikini panties. She wiggled her bottom to try and stop him stripping off her panties, but this only increased the contact with his huge member without impeding him. Then to her horror, she saw her bikini panties float to the surface. However, in the maelstrom of Jacuzzi bubbles, Tim did not notice the blue wisp of fabric, even though it floated right by his chest a few times.
Jack slowly slid her forward again, but this time her vulva was bare, pressed against the steel hardness of his erection by her own body weight. She tightened her hold on Tim neck and he squeezed her hand, smiling at her. She leaned toward him to keep his attention away from Jack. It was not difficult, for Tim only had eyes for her.
"You look really turned on!" he said loudly, over the rumble of the Jacuzzi motor.
She smiled at him and replied, "I'm with my Valentine!" in a similar loud tone.
Jack felt her vulva ride over his cockhead and pushed it into her without further ado. He was surprised by how tight, warm and wet she was. Even though she was a new mother, her pussy was as tight as an 18-year-old virgin and stripped back his foreskin easily.
His enormous cockhead forced its way into her pussy, propelled by her body weight and his arching back. She was expecting Jack to be big, but the reality of his penetration was much more intense than anything she could have imagined. His girth split her pussy lips wide apart. Once he was inside her, she could feel the heavy throb of his heartbeat pumping hot blood through his engorged member. She felt like he had inserted a hot bar of metal into her.
She felt the hoarse exclamation rising in her throat and knew that she had to distract Tim or there was no way he would mistake what was happening. She grabbed her husband's head with both arms and kissed him aggressively, driving her tongue into his mouth. Simultaneously she gave vent to the stifled cry brought forth by Jack's initial invasion.
"OMIGOD!!" she cried out, but it came out sounding, "UHMPHPHFFF!!"
Tim's eyes closed with Sarah's kiss. Her breasts were tight against him, her nipples still roused by the rubber stimulators in her bikini bra. Tim's cock was harder than he could remember.
"This is so exciting to have Mr. Grierson watch Sarah and me make out!" he thought. "We're showing him what a sexy couple we are!"
With Sarah using her mouth and tongue and breasts on him in the foaming water, Tim was in heaven. He had no idea that Jack's huge cock was already in his wife's pussy.
Now that he was in her, Jack pulled Sarah back into his lap with one smooth motion. The movement drove his dick all the way in, pushing past her cervix and distending the tender tissue of her fornix. She had never been so filled or penetrated so deeply.
"UHHHPHPHFFFF!!" she expostulated, with the shock of becoming so thoroughly impaled.
She felt a shortness of breath and was forced to break off her lips from Tim's to inhale. Saliva drooled out of her mouth on to Tim's face, and her nose ran with clear fluid.
"Oh, Tim! Oh, Tim!" she gasped. Tim put his arms around her and she twisted her torso wildly, driving him crazy with the tight contact with her magnificent breasts. "Suck my tits, Tim!"
Tim needed no second invitation. He pulled down the cups of her bikini bra and went to work, sucking on the thick, meaty nipples, tasting her rich creamy mother's milk for the first time. With Tim's tongue working on her breast, she was free to give voice to her passion.
Jack began to fuck Sarah slowly at first. Her firm, round buttocks felt so good in his lap. His hands found their way to tease her clit underwater. She was already so aroused, that this was all it took to send her over the edge. She came, threshing her thighs around his in their odd reverse cowboy position.
"OMIGOD! OMIGOD!! OH, TIM, YOU'RE DRIVING ME WILD!!"
Tim was rocked around as her torso thrashed wildly. It was all he could do to keep her nipple in his mouth while kneading her other breast with his hand. He was aware she was cumming and with his eyes closed, he thought it was his tongue on her breast that was doing it. Her climaxes touched off his own response and he spurted his load into his trunks. It was the heaviest ejaculation he could remember having and it left him light headed.
Sarah kept his head tightly pillowed between her breasts, acutely aware of Jack's steel hard dick still deeply buried in her pussy. He did not keep her waiting. He saw that Tim was safely and happily snuggled in Sarah's breasts, his chin distending the bridge of her bikini bra. He was blind to the fact that Jack was fucking his wife right beside him.
"Keep licking my breasts, Tim!" Sarah exhorted. "I'm so tender with lactation, it drives me out of my mind!"



Tim complied and felt his wife's body juddering with the steady rhythm of Jack's thrusts. She continued to twist her torso to keep Tim occupied, but she was rapidly losing sense of time and place in her sexual miasma. Jack's huge cock pounding into her innermost depths and his fingers continually manipulating her clit gave her no respite.
"OMIGOD! OMGOD!! I'M LOSING IT! I'M LOSING IT!! I'M CUMMING AGAIN!! I'M CUMMING AGAIN!!"
In spite of his wife's vice grip on his head, Tim managed to untie Sarah's bikini bra and give her breasts fuller attention.
"If I knew that her lactating tits could make her cum so hard, I would have suckled on her as soon as Andrew was born!" thought Tim.
Sarah sheathed Jack so tightly, that she felt this rising gout coming up his shaft. She twisted her head and whispered harshly, "Don't cum inside me, Jack!"
But a mere second later, she felt the first warm blast deep inside her as Jack exploded. He pumped two more thrusts into her, ejaculating with each one.
The three of them remained locked in position, Tim's face pillowed in Sarah's breasts, Jack's cock deep inside her for more than a minute, while their breathing slowed.
Jack withdrew first, pulling his half hard dick out of Sarah, leaving her feeling hollow. She slowly released her husband and he sat up to find Jack looking at them quizzically.
"Wow, Tim!" said Jack, loudly. "You're a real caveman! You went at your wife right in front of me. She must have cum like five times! You even took off her bra! Look at all the milk she's leaking."
"You liked it, didn't you, Sarah?" said Tim anxiously. "It was a rather shocking to do it in front of Mr. Grierson, but I'm sure he will not tell anyone."
"You were great, Tim," said Sarah reluctantly. She lay back on Jack's lap and reached over casually to dunk her panties below the surface of the foaming water. Putting her hands between her legs under the foaming water, she ran the fabric between her legs. Jack quickly tied on one hip strap and then the other. Sarah snugged the bikini panties on her crotch, giving a little gasp as the rubber stimulators ran over her overused pussy lips and clit.
"What's the matter, darling?" asked Tim.
"Nothing, just some bubbles got into my suit," she said. "Hand me my bikini bra, Tim."
He did so, and she tied it on, her lips pressing into a thin line as the rubber stimulators settled on her still-hard nipples.
"I'm going to dry off before I turn into a prune," Sarah said.
She heaved herself out of the Jacuzzi and leaned down to strap on her Miu Miu platform heels. As she did so, she felt Jack's thick semen begin to course down her vagina. There was so much of it that she knew that it would soon begin to seep out of her bikini panties and down her inner thighs. She could already smell the musky scent.
"I'll see you in the room, Tim," she said hurriedly, and walked away by the pool deck and toward the main hotel building.
"You're a real sexual athlete, Tim," said Jack as Sarah went out of earshot. Tim leaned back in the Jacuzzi, looking content.
Sarah forced herself to walk slowly. She knew that the faster she walked, the more likely she would hasten Jack's thick semen to course into sight. Further, faster walking got the rubber stimulators to work harder on her already sore erogenous zones. In spite of her best efforts, by the time she reached the elevators, Jack's jism was oozing down her thighs. She wiped it off hurriedly with a towel she picked up from the poolside. She hoped she would have the elevator all to herself, but just as the doors were sliding shut, they opened again. Tasha entered with a thick, powerfully built man with a bull neck. They were both dressed in evening wear.
The elevator doors closed and the man immediately sniffed the air.
"Smells like someone's just been fucked in here," he said to Tasha. He had a heavy Russian accent.
Sarah went red as another tendril of Jack's ejaculate made its way out of her panties. She hastily wrapped the towel around her midriff, but it was too late. Both Tasha and the man saw it.
"I thought you said this was a high class establishment," said the man to Tasha. "But it seems they let hookers in here."
"Sergei," scolded Tasha. "Be nice. It's Valentine's Day. Everyone should be making love today."
He put his hand up the slit in her evening dress and drew a squeal from her.
"I'll fuck you soon enough," he said.
Then to Sarah's intense relief, the doors opened at her floor and she hurried out.
Back in the room, she stripped off her bikini and Miu Miu heels. Then she went into the bathroom and sat on the edge of the tub, doing some calculations. She knew she was ovulating and she worked out that this was her most fertile day. Rather than jump into the shower, she lay down in the dry tub, naked. She watched Jack's viscous semen dribble out of her pussy lips on to the floor of the tub. The smell was raw and intensely male. She took a deep breath, inhaling and savoring it.
"I know what you want, Jack Grierson," Sarah whispered. "You're going to keep fucking me till you get me pregnant. I'll fight you, but in the end you'll breed me and I'll carry your baby."
She plumped her breasts and watched the tiny globules of milk forming on her nipples.
* * *
Tim returned to the room over an hour later, a bit tipsy from the jug of margaritas he had shared with Jack after getting out of the Jacuzzi. He found Sarah asleep in the tub in the bathroom. He leaned over and woke her.
"Come to bed, love," he said.
"Uh, huh," she muttered.
But she allowed him to help her up, walk over to the bed and climb in. Tim joined her and put his arms around her.
"Tell me something, darling," he said.
"What, now?" she grumbled. "I'm sleepy."
"You didn't cum that many times and that hard from me suckling your breasts, did you?"
"No," she said sleepily. "I was wearing a orgasmic bikini. It has rubber stimulators for my pussy and tits. It stoked my arousal every time I moved."
"Oh," said Tim.
He got out of bed and gathered the scraps of her bikini from the floor. He ran his fingers over cunningly located stimulators at the crotch of the panties and in the cups of the bra. Then nodding contentedly, he got back into bed with Sarah.
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This a Jack Grierson story, following on from the chapters of Her Fiancé's Father and the Jack Grierson Chronicles.
*****
"Oh my God, Jack! No one's ever been this deep in me, even you! OH MY GOD!! Fuck!! I'm cumming! I'm cumming!! AGAIN!!"
Scarlett Callahan was an attractive stewardess with major airline, her Irish heritage reflected in her dark hair and peaches-and-cream complexion. She got together with Jack at her room in the Marriott whenever she was in town. Their sex was great and they never lost any time getting right down to it. She still wore her bra (though Jack had pulled down the cups), stockings and high heel shoes; her uniform skirt was hiked up around her waist. She had her airline scarf knotted around her throat, for Jack loved the reminder of her profession.
She rode Jack, rotating her hips wildly, gripping his huge cock with her tight pussy lips as she cried out in the throes of yet another orgasm. Jack was fucking her for the third time of the night. She'd lost count of how many times she had cum, for Jack knew exactly how to excite his sexual partners. What he liked about fucking Scarlett was that she loved rough sex: it made her cum quickly, hard and often.
Now she squashed her clitoris hard on his mount and raked her nails on his chest hard enough to mark his skin. Jack kept arching his back, continuing to thrust into her as the spasmodic contractions of her orgasm went on and on. Her wet tightness pushed him very close to the edge and he grunted with the effort of holding back. It was her hardest orgasm of the night and her entire vagina pulsed and clenched as she kept up a litany of "OH, MY GOD! OH, MY GOD! OH, MY GOD!" over and over. Jack was sure that her cries carried through the walls to the adjoining rooms. These were occupied by her crewmates and he wondered what they would say to Scarlett on the flight back.
She put her hands on his hips to draw him even deeper into her as she approached the apex of her orgasm.
"Easy, easy!" he remonstrated. "There's shrapnel still lodged in my lower back!"
Then her phone rang and she looked at the screen. It was her fiancé, Don.
"Don! Exactly ... OOH! ... on ... AAH! ... schedule!!" she gasped.
"As usual ... Don's timing is ... perfect!" grunted Jack.
Scarlett tapped the screen and opened the call on speakphone.
"Baby, I've been missing you!" Don's voice was plaintive. "You said you'd call, I've been waiting."
"OH, MY GOD! OOH!" Scarlett's panted as Jack kept pushing into her and she swiveled her hips to keep her pussy rotating on his shaft. "Yes, yes! Sorry!! I've been ... MY GOD! ... busy!"
"Are you all right, honey? You sound like you're in pain!"
"No, ... no, ... OOHH!! ... I'm ... on ... the treadmill ... hard ... workout ... OH, MY GOD!!" The last was forced out of her as Jack gave her a particularly powerful thrust.
"You always seem to be working out when I call. It's very disconcerting to hear you panting and gasping like this. Are you coming home tomorrow?"
"MY GOD, YES!! I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING!!"
She grabbed the phone to cut the line and her whole body went rigid. Her final vaginal spasm was so hard that Jack felt like his cock was in velvet vice. He could no longer hold back and exploded, shooting yet another gout of thick, musky jism deep into her innermost recesses. She squealed like a stuck pig. He arched his back to empty his load, and she clung to him before collapsing, completely spent.
They were both covered with sweat. Her uniform scarf and bra was soaked with it. Jack's thick, pungent semen leaked out of her cunt and coursed down to stain the tops of her stockings. Scarlett lay on Jack, his thick but softening cock still deep inside her. She propped herself up on his chest and he cupped her firm, rounded breasts, one in each hand. He tweaked her meaty nipples - they were still hard, but grew even harder.
"How do you like fucking your pregnant girlfriend?"
"You're not my girlfriend, Scarlett. I'm old enough to be your father. You're getting married to Don on Saturday."
"I know, I know, I'm 24 and you're in your forties. But I'm carrying your baby, doesn't that entitle me to call myself your girlfriend?"
"No. You're marrying Don; legally it will be his baby. My assistant Farah has gone over the contract with you. Don doesn't know about us, does he?"
"Of course not," said Scarlett. "Don's a great accountant, but he's pretty naïve when it comes to women. When I told him I'm pregnant, he just assumed that his condom had leaked and that it's his baby." She tousled his hair and kissed him. "I want you to come to the wedding, Jack."
"That's not a good idea, Scarlett."
"Why not? You're one of the best things that has ever happened to me. You got me this promotion to cabin service director, I'm the youngest one in the airline! You fuck me to more orgasms in a night than Don has done since I met him. And you're the father of my child. You should be there."
"It won't turn out well."
"Why would you say that?"
"Weddings are always overladen with sexual tension. And I'm a sexual hunter. It's not a good combination."
"You can control yourself for a day, can't you?"
"You can't put a wolf in a flock of sheep and then blame it for preying on them. I know myself. I could ruin your wedding."
"I'll take that risk. I want you to be there."
"Don't say I didn't warn you."
---
Scarlett stood at the head of the receiving line at the country club, anxiously scanning the crowd. Jack had reluctantly agreed to come to her wedding, but he had not been at the church. She still hoped he was coming to the reception. She was about to give up, when she saw him - at the end of the long line, wearing an open-neck silk shirt, tailored slacks and well-cut jacket. Scarlett kept looking at him, trying to catch his eye, but he was looking around the reception hall, people-watching. She went through the motions, speaking to friends and relatives in the line mechanically. Don stood by her, receiving everyone much more enthusiastically and did not notice her preoccupation.
Jack finally got to them.
"I love the off-the-shoulder gown, Scarlett. You look beautiful in white. The white ribbon choker is a nice touch. And white gloves! Very classy."
"It is good to see you, Jack." She turned to her new husband. "Don, this is Jack Grierson, he really helped me in my job."
"Pleased to meet you," said Don, extending his hand.
"Congratulations!" said Jack. "You're a lucky man." He turned back to Scarlett. "Here's a little something to help you on your honeymoon." He handed her an envelope.
She opened the flap and took a quick peek inside. It was a cashier's check for ten thousand dollars.
"Jack! You shouldn't have!"
"Give us a kiss, then," he said.
He leaned forward, seeming to offer her his cheek. She puckered up and leaned toward him. At the last minute, he turned his face and kissed her on the lips. He held her by the nape of the neck, a hand on her ribbon choker, his thick tongue forcing itself into her mouth. His other hand was between them and kneaded her firm breasts, first one, then the other. It was only for about five seconds, but to her it seemed to go on for a long time. No one but the three of them saw it.
Jack looked Don in the eye. 'Punch me now if you want your wife,' he thought. 'Otherwise, you're a cuckold.' Don looked down and then away, but would not meet Jack's eye. Jack stepped off the dais and took a quick look over his shoulder as he did so. He saw the relieved look on Don's face.
Jack sat by himself through dinner. He listened to the semi-funny speeches of the best man and the matron of honor, Violet Callahan. She was Scarlett's older sister, but there was only a year between them. Scarlett and Don opened the dancing with a slow number, ending with a very photogenic kiss. Jack clapped with all the others. Then they were joined on the dance floor by Violet and her husband, David, another accountant.
With the ceremonial dances done, the music got faster and a lot of the guests got up to dance. Jack went to the bar and joined Violet's husband David, who was sipping a glass of white wine.
"Hi, I'm Jack Grierson," he said. "I'm a friend of Scarlett's."
"Hello," said David without enthusiasm.
"Scarlett tells me that your wife Violet is a stewardess too - and with the same airline."
"Yes, Violet and Scarlett do everything together," said David. "Though Scarlett got a big promotion recently, so she's more senior. I hear you had something to do with that."
"Scarlett told me that Violet is a year older," said Jack, ignoring the reference to his role in Scarlett's job. "But they look very alike. Except that Scarlett has dark hair and Violet is a redhead."
'Yes, I noticed, Mr. Grierson," said David, with a trace of sarcasm.
The music grew slow again and only couples remained on the dancefloor, in tight clinches. Violet came by to lead David to the floor. Jack stared down her plunging neckline at her cleavage, glancing at David boldly. Then accidentally on purpose he brushed his forearm on her one of her breasts. He made sure that David saw the moves on his wife. David pretended not to see and quickly walked away with Violet to the dancefloor. 'David, you're another cuckold,' thought Jack. 'I can fuck your wife, if I want.'
The lights were turned down. Scarlett and Don were at the very center of the dancefloor, swaying to the slow tempo. Jack waited out the first number before making his move. He walked out and tapped Don on the shoulder.
"May I cut in?" he asked. "I hope you'll share the bride, you'll have her all to yourself soon enough."
Jack's sexual innuendo was very clear. Scarlett's firm cleavage was revealed by the low-cut white bodice of her wedding gown and Jack let his eyes rest very obviously on it. Then he turned to look Don in the eye. 'If you're a man, you'll tell me to go fuck myself,' thought Jack. It was calculatedly aggressive, and Don quickly gave in - he looked away and muttered, "OK, OK." Then to save some measure of face, he went on, "Just one dance, though."
Jack took Scarlett in his arms even before the slow music came on. He put his left hand on one of her round buttocks and squeezed very noticeably as Don retreated, looking over his shoulder. He cupped one of Scarlett's firm breasts with his right hand and moved her smoothly as the music started.
"Don't, Jack," she whispered.
"Just relax," said Jack. "He'll be excited, not angry."
"How can you say that?"
Jack pulled her into a tighter clinch and pushed his crotch between her legs. She felt his growing erection through her wedding gown.
"He's heard you cumming on the phone. I assure you he was jerking off."
"That's different! He didn't know you were fucking me!"
"Look at him. See if he reacts to what I'm doing to you."
Jack put his lips on Scarlett's throat, just above her white choker and let his tongue run over the sensitive skin there.
"God, Jack!" she breathed.
She looked over his shoulder at Don. He stood there transfixed, not making a move to stop them. But the look on his face was not angry. His lips were slightly parted and his eyes were a bit glazed. Had he had too much to drink?
Jack's one hand continued to knead Scarlett's butt through her wedding gown. His other hand squeezed her breasts, one at a time, his fingers tracing her nipples through the bodice of her wedding gown. Her nipples hardened and poked through the thin white fabric.
"Not wearing a bra, I see," murmured Jack. "I love your tits, so full, yet so firm."
His erection was rampant now and he pushed it in between her legs without subtlety, all the while moving smoothly to the music.
"My God, Jack!" she whispered. "You're getting me horny. Everyone can see us."
"Don't worry, the lights are low. They see us dancing close, they can't see what I'm doing to you."
"I'm getting wet, Jack!" she whispered, with a note of desperation. "My panties are ..."
The number ended and Jack felt a tap on his shoulder. He released Scarlett and turned expecting to see Don, but it wasn't the bridegroom. It was Violet. Jack looked from one sister to the other, Scarlett in her white bridal gown, Violet in her pink bridesmaid's dress.
"Jesus!" he said. "You two look so alike."
"I'll dance the next number with you," said Violet, ignoring what Jack said. "Scarlett, you better go back to Don."
Scarlett was not sure whether she was relieved or disappointed, but she said "OK," and left them. The music started for the next number and Jack took Violet into a tight clinch, continuing from where he had left off with Scarlett.
"You're not subtle, are you?" said Violet. "Are you a jealous old boyfriend of Scarlett's?"
"Not jealous and not a boyfriend," said Jack, easily. "It's just sex. Scarlett calls me whenever she's in the big city and I usually fuck her."
"Then why are you here?"
"Scarlett invited me. I told her it was a bad idea, but she insisted."
"Well, don't be an asshole. Leave my sister alone, don't ruin her wedding day."
"She's a big girl, if she wants me to stop, she'll tell me."
"We'll, I'm her big sister and I'm telling you."
"You two share everything, don't you? Including your men."
Violet did not expect this and she blushed so red that for a moment, her face matched her hair.
"Scarlett told you?"
"Yes. You slept with Don, her new husband."
"He wasn't her husband then!"
"He was her fiancé."
"It was just innocent fun. We were drinking at a bar and Scarlett and I made a spur of the moment dare in the ladies' room. David and Don were very drunk and still have no idea that we switched places. It will never happen again, don't make it sound sordid."
"Want some fun with another of Scarlett's men tonight? It won't be so innocent with me."
"I'll do anything to get you to leave Scarlett alone tonight."
"What about your husband?"
"He doesn't have to know."
Jack pulled down Violet's bodice to uncover one of her breasts and cupped it, running his thumbnail over the nipple. He squeezed her butt harder, simultaneously pushing his erection relentlessly between her legs. She felt the heat of his swollen cock through the folds of her bridesmaid's dress.
"Yes, he will certainly prefer not to know," he breathed in her ear.
Jack was persistent, pulling down the other side of Violet's bodice to bare both her breasts. He held her very close rubbing them on his chest. He felt her hard nipples through his thin silk shirt. After a few moments, she moved her torso, rubbing her breasts against him. She looked up into his eyes.
"What did Scarlett tell you about me?" he asked.
"Everything," breathed Violet.
"Do tell."
"She says you're insatiable; that you fuck her many times a night. She says no one has ever fucked her like you. You make her cum so hard she almost passes out. She says you've got a big cock; I can feel it between my legs right now."
"How would you like it in you? Balls deep in your pussy?"
"You've got a filthy mouth."
"You love it, don't you? I bet your accountant husband doesn't talk like that."
"No, he's a gentleman."
"He's a cuckold."
"No, he's not. I've been faithful to him since we've been married."
"He'll be one by tomorrow. Because I'm going to fuck you tonight."
"You really think so? I'll just endure this number with you, then you're done here. Unless you leave right away, I'm going to ask you to do so, very publicly. I'm quite prepared to make a scene."
"I'm sure you are," said Jack. "But, it's a long number. I specially requested it from the DJ - Love to love you, baby, by Donna Summer. There's more than twelve minutes left."
Violet cocked her head to listen to the lyrics and heard Donna Summer groaning in sexual frenzy, "Waa ... AHHH!! Waa ... AHHH!!" Jack moved his hips, sliding his clothed cock up and down against her pussy. She caught her breath.
"It's a time-honored tradition. Someone's got to make the bride and the matron of honor cum at every wedding."
"I'm married, thank you."
"You think David can make you cum tonight? With all that he's been drinking?"
She looked over Jack's shoulder at David, expecting to see him livid with Jack's actions. But David was looking away, talking to someone. He had a glass of wine in his hand and seemed to be trying to avoid looking at the dancefloor.
"He knows what I'm doing to you," said Jack. "But he knows that if he sees it, he'll have to do something about it. And he's scared, so he'd rather pretend nothing is happening."
"I don't believe you."
"Just watch him," said Jack. "While I do this."
He reached down and with a quick move, darted his hand up under her skirt. His hand found the crotch of her panties. He ran a finger along her vulva and his thumb found her clit and manipulated it adroitly through the thin lace. Her panties were already damp, but they rapidly grew wet. He turned her sideways so that David could see his hand up her skirt if he looked at them.
Violet gasped and tried to move away, but he held her tight.
"OOOOH!! Love to love you, baby!" gasped Donna Summer.
"Look at David," Jack whispered.
She looked at her husband but he quickly turned his back to the dancefloor.
"See?" said Jack. "He knows, but he does not want to see it. That way he can pretend nothing happened."
"OOHH!" Violet cried out involuntarily, echoing Donna Summer. She put a hand on her mouth to stifle herself. She was furious that Jack had been right, even more furious with her husband, but most of all, she was panicked by the strength of her sexual response to Jack's aggressive groping.
"I'm going to fuck you right now, but your husband will pretend not to notice," whispered Jack. "Do you scream as loudly as Scarlett when you cum?"
"You wouldn't! Not here in public!"
"I've paid the DJ $100 to run the lights on a slow dimmer. Don't you see how much darker it is? Soon everyone on the dancefloor will be just a shadow."
Violet looked around and sure enough, all the hall lights were much lower. The dancefloor lights were already out and she could barely make out the other dancers. Jack's probing hand found the waistband of her panties and pulled hard. He got them down to mid-thigh before she realized what he was doing. For a moment, they caught on the ribbons of her pink snap-on garters, but he disengaged them skillfully and they dropped to her knees. Jack's hand returned to her now naked crotch and jammed her upper thighs apart. She tried to hold her panties up by putting her knees together, but Jack used his knee to separate them. Her panties fell to pool around her ankles.
"Don't you dare, Jack ... "
"Waa ... AHHH!! Waa ... AHHH!!" Donna Summer's sexual ascent continued and Violet felt the corresponding rise in her own.
Jack leaned down and pulled her panties. She raised her feet, one at a time to allow him to retrieve them and free her legs. He put them to his nose before pocketing them.
"You smell just like your sister, Violet," he said.
It was now so dark that Violet could no longer see David or anyone beyond the dancefloor. The other dancers were dim silhouettes. Jack maneuvered her to the large pillar at the middle of dancefloor till her back was against it. He moved much more quickly now and dropped all pretense.
"You're hot, Violet, and you want it now," he whispered in her ear.
"No, no, ... I'll scream," she whispered, a note of hysteria entering her voice.
"I'll do this to Scarlett in the next number," said Jack, softly. "I've got a long, slow sexy number requested next and the lights will go down again, just like this. So, what do you want, you or her?"
"Do me." Her whisper was so low that it was almost inaudible.
"I didn't hear you," said Jack.
"Do me!" she repeated in a low tone, her anger obvious.



Jack hiked her skirt up around her waist and put a hand under each buttock. He lifted her with her back resting on the pillar. She put her arms around his neck, rubbed her naked breasts on his chest and scissored her legs around his waist. Somehow, his shirt had become unbuttoned and her firm breasts flattened on his bare skin, her hard nipples making sensual indentations.
She felt his cockhead at her pussy lips and he felt the leakage of her sexual fluids.
"You're a bitch in heat, Violet," said Jack.
"Yes, yes," she whispered urgently. "Just fuck me now!"
He lowered her slowly, impaling her pussy lips on his cockhead. She was as tight as her sister and gasped in an identical manner as he entered her. He knew they had less than seven minutes left, so he pushed the rest of his enormous cock into her without ceremony. He covered her lips with his, forcing them apart and entering her mouth with his thick tongue at the same time as his cock was embedding itself in her tight pussy. Her sharp cry was stifled.
He kept his tongue in her mouth as he began to fuck her hard, driving her buttocks against the pillar. The thought of the dancers all around them in the darkness heightened their excitement. Like her sister, Violet had a short fuse and came very quickly and very hard. Her body thrashed on his, her hips rotating to jam her clit on his mount and make the greatest possible contact. Her contractions were wild and uncontrolled. Jack kept fucking her through them and she ascended to another orgasm almost immediately. This time he let himself go, his grunts muffled by his tongue in her mouth. He ejaculated a heavy load of thick, pungent jism into her deepest recesses. He pounded his ejaculate into her through three hard thrusts.
They were both covered with sweat and their clothes clung to them. He let her down on to her feet. She leaned on him, feeling a bit dizzy, not sure that her legs would hold her up.
"Oh, love to love you, baby!" crooned Donna Summer as the song wound down to its close. The lights began to brighten, very slowly.
Violet quickly pulled up the bodice of her bridesmaid's dress to cover her breasts. She plumped them with her hands, making sure that the dress was properly fitted again. She began to wipe her brow of sweat with her hand, but then Jack handed her a large handkerchief. She used it quickly. It came away with smudges of black from her mascara and red from her rouge. By the time she handed it back to Jack, he had straightened his clothing and was annoying calm. Her dress was damp, but there was nothing she could do about it now.
"Let's go back to your husband," said Jack. "Then I'll leave. As you wanted."
The lights were back to normal when they approached David. He was standing with Don and Scarlett. Jack took Violet's hand and put it on David's.
"Here's your wife back, David," he said. "Thanks for loaning her to me." He left the sexual allusion hanging there and turned to Scarlett. "Thank you for inviting me. I'll see you the next time you're in the big city."
He left quickly, without waiting for a response. Both Scarlett and Violet looked after his retreating back. Scarlett took in Violet's damp dress, her face devoid of make-up and the whiff of sexual fluids in an instant.
"He fucked you on the dancefloor, didn't he?" she whispered in her sister's ear.
Violet nodded, but before she could respond, Don and David brought them back to the present.
"Come on, girls!" said Don. "Time for another foursome of the bride and matron of honor on the dance floor!"
Don took Scarlett's hand and led her to the dance floor where the next number was just beginning. It was Jack's requested slow, sexy number and the lights slowly began to dim. David tightened his grip on Violet's hand and followed Don and Scarlett.
"Wait, David, ..." began Violet. "I need to use the ladies'."
"Oh, you can do that after the dance, darling," he said, pulling her along.
"Well, ..." she began.
She still felt the warmth of Jack's copious load of semen deep inside her. But now it was seeping out of her pussy lips. The thick, viscous admixture of their sexual fluids had slowly oozed down her upper thighs and was beginning to stain her stocking tops. The tart scent of their sex was obvious to her nostrils, and she wondered if David could smell it too.
He put his arms around her on the dance floor and they began to sway to the slow rhythm.
"Do you smell that sharp odor?" David asked her.
"No," she said, innocently. "I don't know what you mean."
"It's almost like someone has been having sex right here on the dance floor."
"People do the craziest things," she said. "But you're much too sensible for that."
"That I am," he agreed.
---
Ten days later, Jack's phone pinged with a text. He opened it and saw the familiar airline uniform. It was a selfie of stewardess taken from the neck down. The jacket was wide open and her blouse was unbuttoned down to the waist. Her uniform scarf was tightly knotted around her throat. The cups of her black lacy bra were pulled down and she had a hand under each of her firm, young breasts, holding them together to form a tight cleavage. Her nipples were hard and she had a red-painted fingernail scraping each one. The text read, "The Marriott, room 846. The door's unlocked."
'Scarlett's back in town,' Jack thought.
He texted his wife, Carmen, that business would keep him in town for the night and called his chauffeur, Henry. He was at the Marriott within the hour. As he rode the elevator up to the 8th floor, he could feel his cock getting hard with the thought of sucking on Scarlett's pregnant tits. He pushed on the door to 846 and it swung open smoothly.
Violet sat on the bed. She was dressed as in the selfie she had sent him, except that her uniform skirt was now hiked up around her waist, displaying her black beribboned garters, stocking tops, and black lace panties. Jack began shedding his clothes as he advanced on the bed.
"I want your baby," she whispered throatily, as Jack climbed into the bed and ran a finger on her damp panties, up her pussy to her clit. "Like my baby sister, Scarlett."
"I've fucked you at the wedding - maybe you're already pregnant."
"I want to be sure."
"How long are you in town?"
"Three days."
"That's plenty of time," said Jack. "I'll fuck you repeatedly, every day. You'll go home sore, but pregnant. I hope you like rough sex."
"I've seen some of the videos Scarlett made of her fuck sessions with you. I'm her big sister, I can take more."
Jack smiled.
"I think we're both going the enjoy the next few days. Now call your husband, I want you to talk to him while I fuck you."
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A Reluctant Executive Assistant
Whether she liked it or not, she did most of her job on her back.
Cheating sex; voyeur; oral sex; airplane sex
This is a Jack Grierson story, following on from the series "Her Fiance's Father" and "The Jack Grierson Chronicles".
* * * * *
Farah Hojjat had graduated from Oxford and was completing her MBA at Columbia Business School where she met Jack at a networking event. Farah had been a virgin and engaged to her Iranian boyfriend for several years. Bright, confident and aggressive, she had roughly repudiated his advances. Jack had waited till the end of the day when the networking workshop was breaking up and then followed her to the deserted ladies' room, where he stripped off her panties and fucked her. But as he always did, he worked hard on exciting her first, so that even as he took her virginity, he brought her to two gut-wrenching orgasms.
When he offered her a job the next week, she turned him down. Over the next six months, she took a job with a major investment bank and married her Iranian boyfriend, Hossein. However, her sex life with her husband was pale and insipid - he was inexperienced, poorly endowed and above all, not interested in her pleasure. As the months passed, she thought of her encounter with Jack in the ladies' room at Columbia more and more. The more she thought about it, the more it excited her.
Eventually, she quit her job at the investment bank and came to discuss a job with Jack. Jack hiked her up skirt, stripped off her panties again and fucked her on his desk, bringing her to the third orgasm of her life. Lying with his face between her full breasts, his semen dribbling down her thighs, he offered her a job as his executive assistant.
While she dutifully let Hossein fuck her once a week, her sex life with Jack too off. He fucked her hard every morning when she brought in the status reports. He taught her to deep-throat his big cock; every afternoon she went down on her knees under his desk, her head between his thighs, coating his steel hard shaft with her lipstick. Hossein thought of Farah as a faithful Iranian Muslim woman whose lack of interest in him was due to her awkwardness with sex. He began to take refuge in porn. She took considerable pleasure in her secret sex life that her husband did not even begin to suspect.
* * * * *
Jack's daughter-in-law, Isabelle had come across an up-and-coming sculptor, Nathan Halett, at an art show in the city. Jack loved fucking his daughter-in-law and relished the fact that she had just borne his child. They both understood each other and their arrangement was mutually satisfying.
Isabelle wanted to invest in Halett's work and decided to fly to his studio in Maine to see him. Jack agreed to finance the deal and came along with Farah to work out the details. However, the main reason he agreed to come was that he had met Halett's sexy young wife, Suzy, at the art show. It was lust at first sight; for Jack, the trip to Maine was a quest to get into Suzy's panties.
They took their seats on the small plane to Maine -Farah at the window, Jack in his customary aisle seat and Isabelle across aisle. As soon as they were taxiing, Jack leaned over to say something to Farah, but it was just a transparent excuse to put his hand on her lap and then quickly up her skirt. He liked the feel of Farah's smooth nylon stockings, but he liked her discomfort and attempts to resist him even more. Isabelle took perverse pleasure in Farah's discomfort. She enjoyed watching Jack with other women and even more when his attentions were unwelcome.
Farah enjoyed sex with Jack, but disliked public displays. She realized that her discomfort just made him keener to do it, but with her strict Muslim upbringing, she could not bring herself act otherwise. She crossed her legs to try and keep his hand out of her crotch. She unwound her silk scarf and dropped it on her lap, hissing, "Please stop, Jack!"
He just smiled and redoubled his efforts. The scarf moved as though she had a snake in her lap as he forced his hand up in between her tightly crossed legs. By dint of strength, he managed to get his forefinger on her clit and began teasing it. Her willpower began to fade and with it her leg lock. Her thighs slipped apart and then splayed. By the time they had taken off, Jack had gotten her to a climax, twisting in her seat and pretending to be throwing up into the airsickness bag.
"Once you fuck Suzy Halett," whispered Isabelle, leaning across the aisle. "She will never want to stop fucking you."
"Right now, I just want Farah," said Jack thickly. He turned to his executive assistant, who was still panting, with beads of sweat rolling down the sides of her face. "Kiss me, darling."
She tried to turn away, but he caught her head in his hands and held her fast, kissing her hard and forcing his thick tongue into her mouth. They were still climbing and the seatbelt sign was on, but the plane was small enough that stewardess had a grandstand view of their display. When Farah began to kiss Jack back, the stewardess unbuttoned her jacket and fanned herself with a newspaper to tame the heat that was rising to her face.
* * * * *
They landed and Jack got a rental car - a small Audi was the most expensive one they had. The drive to the Cliffside Sheraton was only ten minutes, but Jack made it in five. He tossed the keys to the valet and impatiently drummed his fingers on the counter as the reception clerk readied the room keys. As soon as she handed them over, he propelled Farah to the elevator and to the Presidential Suite on the cliff top with a stunning view of the rocks and surf below.
Jack was not interested in that view, however. As soon as he closed the door, he reached around Farah and grabbed her breasts through her silk blouse and frilly bra. He kneaded them roughly, whispering in her ear, "I'm going to fuck you till you scream, you Muslim bitch." He knew that Farah found his degrading commentary rousing, the reference to her religion always excited her.
He unbuttoned her blouse and pulled down the cups of her bra to free her small, rounded breasts. Isabelle had opened the French windows to the terrace and the cool ocean breeze caused Farah's thick, meaty nipples to stiffen and pucker up. Under Jack's ministrations, they hardened. He moved his attentions down to her crotch and in short order had her skirt hiked up around her waist.
Picking her up, her carried her to the king size bed. He lay her down and pulled her wet panties off before diving in and sucking on her clit. It was still swollen from the excitement on the plane and she was soon moaning and thrashing. Isabelle hiked up her own skirt and played with herself as she watched the show with lust-filled eyes. Jack decided to give Farah the full treatment and kept working his tongue expertly and drove her higher and higher till she began to come. She screamed his name as she came, blasphemously also calling out
"Ya Allah, Jack! Mashallah!! Ya Ilahi!!"
In spite of the cool ocean breeze, she was soaked with sweat. Her bra, her silk blouse, her tailored suit jacket and skirt and even her stockings - everything would have to go to the drycleaners. But Jack was just beginning. He had stripped himself naked and now crawled up her body, trailing his lips, tongue and teeth over her body, kissing, licking and nipping. Her nipples came in for considerable attention again and he bit and licked till he had worked in colorful, but not very painful bruises into her milky, white skin. He did the same with her throat, above and below her silk choker and finally his lips found hers. He nipped her full, pouting lower lip, tasting her lipstick and then just a droplet of blood as he bit deeper.
He steadied his engorged cock at her sopping cunt with his right hand and held her head steady with his left. He slowly began a double-penetration of her body, thrusting his thick tongue into her mouth at precisely the same time and speed as he pushed his cock into her tight pussy. He reveled in her tightness, in her saliva and vaginal secretions, in her muffled mewing as she felt his cock butt up against her cervix. She knew this was just the prelude to a much more thorough fucking. She breathed in hard through her nose and held on to his hard shoulders as he used his weight to grind his enormous organ deep within her. She mewed harder and her thighs contracted around his hips, intensifying the sensation of impalement.
He lay on her, his huge cock fully sheathed in her body, her entire vagina squeezing him, her nipples as hard as pebbles against his chest. Now he finally began to fuck her, slowly at first and then with a rising tempo. Soon he was fucking her so hard that the slaps of his mount against hers took on a staccato, machine like quality. In spite of his thick tongue in her mouth, her muffled screams grew louder and louder. Her third orgasm of the morning was the hardest yet. Jack loved the feeling her wet body thrashing in his powerful grip. She was like a fish on a line, panicked, desperate, unreasoning in the pure physicality of her climax. Isabelle came too, working her clit with her finger, uttering short, sharp oaths in French.
However, Jack was not done. He kept fucking Farah, on and on, giving her no respite and not allowing her to come down from the release of her orgasm. She lost all control now, and came again very soon, her vaginal contractions wringing his unyielding cock. She felt like she had a hot steel bar in her, and this time, she could not stop coming. Her continual contractions finally broke even Jack's great resolve and he exploded, pumping a huge load of semen into her through three hard gut-wrenching thrusts.
They lay together, sweated soaked and exhausted.
"This time I've got you pregnant, my Muslim bitch," Jack whispered in Farah's ear.
"Cover me if you call me that," she whispered back, feeling a twinge of excitement when he called her that.
He unwound her scarf from her neck and pulled it over her head to cover her hair. She was an erotic sight, fully dressed with the headscarf, but effectively naked, her blouse open, her bra cups pulled down, her skirt hiked up around her waist, her pussy leaking copiously of his thick, musky semen. He could not resist following up by roughly massaging his seed into her crotch with his hand.
"You'll have my baby."
"Just so long as you pay for the baby," she said, panting. She gave a small mew as his probing fingers pushed into her pussy again. "In Islam, you can father children by many women, as long as you can afford to pay for them."
"Then I'm going to give you and Hossein a big family," he promised.
Lying there entwined on the big king size bed, they made an unusually carnal picture of contentment. Isabelle pulled off her wet panties and clambered on the bed on her hands and knees.
"You're not going to leave me out, Jack," she said.
Hiking her skirt up, she straddled Jack's face and sat down, pressing her clit on to his mouth. Holding his head with both hands, she drew him into her crotch. Jack responded as she wanted, working his tongue adeptly into her pussy and around her clit, drawing gasps of excitement. Sitting on his face, she knew he was gagged and giggled through her pants. Once his hands settled on her firm, round buttocks and began kneading them in time with his tongue, she leaned over and put her fingers in Farah's damp hair under her headscarf.
Grinding her hips on Jack, Isabelle felt every bit of his face on her sensitive nether region: his tongue, his nose, even his chin. She pulled Farah toward her and kissed her, her tongue pushing into the Iranian girl's mouth in quick, sharp intrusions. Farah had never been kissed by a girl before and did not respond with her own tongue at first. However, after Isabelle began playing with her breasts, her nails raking over her already stimulated nipples, Farah began to kiss her back.
Isabelle rode Jack expertly, and bucked as she felt another orgasm coming. When she came, she squeezed Farah's breasts and pushed her tongue into her mouth even harder. She threshed on both of them, Jack's tongue in her pussy, Farah's tongue in her mouth, Farah's breasts in her hands, engorged nipples under her nails. As the waves of her contractions began to wind down, she lay down on both of them, mingling her sweat with theirs.
"I thought you came up to Maine to fuck Suzy Halett's brains out," Isabelle said, finally.
"I'm warming up with the two of you," replied Jack.
"It doesn't matter if you succeed with her or not," said Farah. "Your relationship with us is more important than fucking Suzy."
"I don't have a relationship with either of you, Farah. It's just sex."
"But, you're the father of Isabelle's daughter! And will soon be the father of my child!"
"I'll impregnate you, Farah. But the child you bear will be yours and Hossein's to bring up."
"But I care for you, Jack," said Farah.
"Don't," said Jack. "I'm no good for you. We both enjoy the sex we have together, leave it at that."
"I care for you too, Jack," said Isabelle. "But I know that to you, I'm just a good fuck. One day you'll regret turning away all this love and affection."
"I once let sex lead me to caring for a woman," said Jack. "It did not end well. I won't allow it to happen again."
"I'll call Suzy Halett," said Isabelle, sitting up. "And ask her to bring Nathan to discuss terms over dinner."
"Tell her wear a short skirt and a thin chiffon blouse," said Jack. "With a strapless bra and no panties."
"You're impossible, Jack," said Farah.
Isabelle made a face at him as she tapped her phone to make the call.
* * * * *
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This story uses Indian female clothing – sari, choli and petticoats – as a part of the action. A choli is a short blouse that typically ends just below the breasts. A sari is a six-yard bolt of cloth that is wrapped around the body, pleated and tucked into a petticoat. One end is worn over the left shoulder and is called the pallu. The pallu is sometimes worn over the head and sometimes drawn around the right shoulder to envelope the entire upper body over the choli.
* * * * * * * *
All characters in this story are fictitious with no relationship to any person living or dead.
* * * * * * * *
My name is Jahan Ara Peerally and I am the younger daughter of Seth Ismail Azeem Peerally and his wife, Nabila Nazneen Peerally. My father is a wealthy businessman and making money is the only thing that truly interests him. My sister Ayesha Banu and I were mostly brought up by my mother.
It all began when I was seventeen years old and happy with life. I was cooking in the kitchen with my mother. She was normally talkative, prattling on about anything under the sun, but this day she was unusually silent. Mother and I were very close, so I knew something was up.
"What's the matter, Mother?" I asked.
"Nothing, Jahan Ara," she said. "Nothing at all."
"No," I insisted. "I can tell that something is up."
Mother was silent for a while, stirring the vegetables sautéing in a pan. I knew my mother, so I waited for her. Eventually she spoke.
"Jahan Ara," she said. "Your father has been contacted by a distant relative of ours, Seth Rashid Khan. He lives in Canada. He is looking for a bride for his son, Iqbal."
My blood ran cold. Canada! I knew where this was going.
"But Mother, I am only seventeen!"
"By the time he comes here in three weeks, you will be eighteen. He will arrive just after your birthday. Your father is keen on this marriage. Seth Rashid is far wealthier than your father, he will give us a lot of business. It will be a fine match."
My heart sank. I knew there was no use protesting. I wanted to study, I wanted to go to university, but all that was off the table now.
Seth Rashid came a week after my birthday. Mother dressed me in a richly brocaded sari with a tight blouse that bared my straight back and showed my firm young breasts to advantage. She tied a tight choker necklace with a heavy gold pendant around my neck to emphasize its swan-like grace.
"I apologize for coming like this," said Seth Rashid. "This is normally women's work. But my dear wife passed away several years ago and I must do what I can in her absence."
He made me stand and walked around me, inspecting me like a mare in an auction. He came close and with his back to Father and Mother, allowed his eyes to linger on the swell of my breasts. Even though my blouse was mostly concealed under the heavy brocade of my sari pallu, the lust in his stare was palpable. It frightened me. I wrapped my pallu around myself to completely cover my tight blouse and hide my breasts from him. Then he went back to stand on the opposite side of the room from Father and Mother.
"Walk across the room for me, rajkumari," he said to me, calling me 'princess'. I looked over at Mother, but she merely nodded approvingly.
I walked across the room with him on one side and Father and Mother on the other. I swayed on the tall, strappy platform heels Mother had made me wear. I had protested, because I am quite tall for a girl, but she insisted, saying, "Being tall is an advantage on the marriage market. We must use every advantage, this match is very important for us."
I turned at the end of the room and Seth Rashid beckoned me to return. I walked back up to him, eyelids fluttering with nervousness. It was awkward approaching him. For even though he was heavily muscled and must have outweighed me by a good fifty kilograms, I was taller than him on my platform heels.
"Turn around, meri rani," he said, calling me 'my queen'.
I turned around so that I was facing Father and Mother with my back to him. He put his hands on my hips, holding them so tightly that I felt his fingers through my sari and petticoat, tracing the lines of my panties.
"A good set of hips, she'll have no trouble birthing children," he said.
To my amazement, my parents both beamed with pride.
"Indeed, she has a body made for childbearing," said Father.
I blushed furiously, feeling the blood rushing to my face. His hands moved around, out of sight of my parents and he gripped my buttocks firmly, a cheek in each hand. He squeezed them hard and massaged them, making it me rock on my tall heels.
"Are you uncomfortable, soni?" he asked, calling me 'sweetie'.
Father and Mother continued to smile when he said this.
"No, no," I mumbled.
Then he pushed his fingers between my legs, gathering my sari and petticoat between my butt cheeks. I moved my hips, in an attempt to ease my discomfort, but this only enabled him to push his fingers deeper, pressing the layers of my sari and petticoat against my nether lips. I was shocked by how intimately he was able to invade my privacy through the protection of my clothing. I was dreadfully frightened of having my parents find out and causing a scene – and perhaps losing this match that they so wanted. But now I became aware of another feeling – a heat in my lower belly that was slowly descending to my loins.
"A firm, round ass. And a thick set of pussy lips." His tone was low enough that my parents did not hear him. I blushed deeper. For some reason, his filthy talk seemed to accentuate the heat that was growing between my legs. "With an ass like this, you will be a great fuck, doggie style. But of course, no one has fucked you. Yet."
His hands moved up from my buttocks to my lower back and traced the line of my bare spine, from my sari waistband to the hem of my blouse.
"She has a very straight back, Seth Ismail," he said in a normal tone.
My father took it like a compliment and beamed even more broadly.
"I always made sure she maintained excellent posture," said Mother, proudly. "She has had many offers to model, but of course, we have not allowed her to do that."
"You are wise, Begum Peerally," said Seth Rashid, gravely. "Models always have to sleep with producers and photographers. Any girl I consider for my son must be a virgin."
Mother's hand went to her mouth in shock.
"Seth Rashid! I had no idea the modeling profession is so wicked! I am relieved to tell you that our Jahan Ara is untouched."
His hands slowly traced the hem of my tight blouse until they were under my armpits. I desperately moved the pallu of my sari around to cover his hands and hide them from my parents' eyes. Shrouded by my pallu, his hands cupped my breasts and began to knead them, thumbs teasing the bumps that my nipples made through my bra and blouse.
"Perfect young breasts," he whispered in my ear. "Small, but so firm." He went on in a normal tone to my parents. "Her figure has the promise of fertility. Her exquisite little breasts will swell with mother's milk."
Both Father and Mother looked confused.
"She will bear your heirs, Seth Rashid," said Mother, after a pause. She tried to look confident, but her voice sounded uncertain.
I was beginning to feel hot all over. I could not understand why my nipples had grown so hard and knobby, raising ever bigger bumps through my bra and blouse. Normally my nipples grew firm and hard when I was cold, not when I was hot!
Then one of his hands slid down from my breast to rest on the swell of my belly. It was covered by the sweep of my pallu, so even though I was facing my parents, they could not see it. I was too frightened to protest and cause a scene, but I could not help catching my breath in a gasp. Seth Rashid was bold and allowed his hand to linger, his thumb exploring my belly button. His fingers reached downward, sneaking under the pleats of my sari. My expression was piteous, but my parents thought I looked shy and just continued smiling.
"She's very obedient, Seth Rashid," said Father. "She will do whatever you ask."
"I'm pleased to hear it," said Seth Rashid, as he pushed his fingers lower, under my petticoat, finding the waistband of my lace panties. I tried to move away from him, but he held me fast, his other hand moving from one breast to the other.
"She is tall for a girl," Seth Rashid continued. "Why, she now stands a few centimeters taller than me and fits me very well. I like tall girls."
"Yes," said Mother, proudly. "Jahan Ara was always the tallest girl in her class."
"How tall is your son, Seth Rashid?" I asked, trying to keep my voice level.
"Oh, Iqbal is about your height, maybe a bit shorter," said Seth Rashid, airily. "You will be taller than him when you wear heels like now, but I am not concerned about that. I think you will fit into our family very well."
Seth Rashid's hand pushed lower and I moved my hips trying to dislodge him. But I only succeeded in making it easier for him to drive his hand into my panties. His thumb touched and manipulated my clitoris. I had never even touched myself like this before and my mouth opened in a small "O". I put my hand over it and covered my shocked mew with a cough.
I could not understand what was happening to me – the physical sensations were totally new to me. My breath was growing short, I felt the heat in my loins growing more intense. I felt wetness in my pussy, though I had no urge to urinate. I wanted it to stop, but only because I was afraid of making a scene between my parents and Seth Rashid. The feeling of his hand was undeniably pleasurable.
His thumb moved faster and then he pushed two fingers into my pussy. He worked them in and out in time in time with his thumb. I billowed my pallu to obscure the movement between my legs from my parents.
"You're a hot bitch, Jahan Ara," Seth Rashid whispered in my ear. "It's clear that no one has touched you before, but you have a naturally strong sex drive."
"She has a fine hair," he said aloud to my parents, keeping their attention at eye level. With two fingers still in me, his thumb still working my clitoris, his third finger caressed my pussy lips, running through my soft, dark pubic down. "Thick, dark and sweet smelling. She seems to take after her lovely mother."
"Oh, you are such a flatterer, Seth Rashid," giggled Mother. "But run your fingers through our Jahan Ara's hair, you will find it as soft as silk."
"Oh, I am doing that already," said Seth Rashid. "Her down is soft to the touch, not coarse and curly like most girls."
My parents did not catch Seth Rashid's reference to 'down' and just smiled serenely, completely unaware of what he was doing to their daughter. Then Seth Rashid put his other hand on my head as Mother suggested, subtly pulling my hair to bring my head back. The pressure arched my neck and back. The movement caused my pussy to push forward even harder on to his invading hand. The move made me look upward and breathe through my mouth. The pendant on my choker necklace jiggled with my rapid breathing.
"Don't be so nervous, child," said Father. "Seth Rashid means you no harm."
"Listen to your father, Jahan Ara," Seth Rashid said. "Why are you so tense? Just let yourself go."
With that, he pushed even deeper into me with his fingers, I began to tremble and feel very hot all over, like I had a fever. I did not know what was happening to me, and when I felt the first contractions, I thought I was going to pee. When I did not, the relief so overwhelmed me that I exhaled a big sigh as my orgasm engulfed me. It was the first orgasm of my life and it surprised me with its continuing waves of pleasure. I exhaled small gasps with each contraction. My legs felt like they would not support me and I sagged back against Seth Rashid.
I felt a thick, hard object between his legs against my rump and he rubbed it against me. He moved his hips to insinuate the hard object into the crack between my buttocks cheeks. I could feel its heat even through his pants and the layers of my sari. I knew that boys and girls were different, but at this point, with my sheltered upbringing, I did not know what men had down there.
Both his hands now moved to support me and hold me against him. Under the cover of my pallu, he again cupped each of my firm, young breasts. With a quick movement, he undid the hooks of my gold lame blouse and pulled down the cups of my lace bra. His fingers moved roughly over my bare nipples, massaging a viscous liquid onto them. I smelled a faint aroma; though I was aware that it was from my body, the smell was new to me.
"Smell your sex, Jahan Ara," Seth Rashid whispered in my ear. "My fingers in your pussy were doused with your wetness when you had your orgasm."
My nipples were now so stiff that they were painful. But it was a pain unlike any I had ever felt before, for my hard nipples were a new source of pleasure, even as the waves of my orgasm began to subside.
"What's the matter, Jahan Ara?" said Mother. "Are you feeling faint?"
"Yes, yes," I faltered.
"A dizzy spell," said Seth Rashid. "She needs some water."
Mother left and went to the kitchen to get it. Seth Rashid continued to knead my breasts. I ballooned my pallu to keep his probing hands out of sight of Father, thankful that the heavy brocaded silk of my sari provided an effective, tent-like covering. I tried to dislodge his hands, but my efforts were halfhearted and he would not be deterred.
"Relax, Jahan Ara," Seth Rashid whispered. "Your nipples are so hard and long! I am sure they taste sweet."
"Are you still dizzy, Jahan Ara?" asked Father. "Perhaps you should sit down."
"I'm ... fine," I stammered.
"Yes, yes," said Seth Rashid. "Come, sit on my lap, child."
Still holding me captive with his hands on my breasts, he sat on a chair and pulled me down to sit on his lap. His hard member was now implanted firmly between my buttocks cheeks, wedged in there by my body weight. My panties were already wet, but I felt a fresh oozing of fluids out of my pussy. I began to feel hot again and my breath was growing short.
"Jahan Ara, you look a bit bilious," said Father. "Did you eat something unusual at lunch?"
"No, no, Father," I said faintly.
"She's just feeling overwhelmed by the occasion," said Seth Rashid. "It is every girl's dream to be married; the thought of being in man's bed for the first time is exciting."
"Oh, I see," said Father, quite at a loss.
Mother returned from the kitchen with a glass of water. As quickly as he had begun, Seth Rashid withdrew his probing hands from my breasts. Still holding me in his lap, he put his arm around my waist in a fatherly fashion to steady me, whispering in her ear, "Mashallah, Jahan Ara, it is obvious that no one has made you cum before. And I can see that my cock in your rump has you excited again."
I drank the water and smiled weakly at Mother.
"Are you better, Jahan Ara?" she asked.
"Yes," I managed to say.
Seth Rashid's hand was still on the bare flesh of my waist under my pallu, but after what he had just done to me, this touch was almost innocent. Sitting on the hard reality of his cock, I could think of nothing other than the wetness seeping out of my panties and staining my petticoat. I even forgot that my blouse was undone, my bra was pulled down and my breasts were bare under the cover of my pallu.
"Your daughter is exactly what I am looking for, Seth Ismail," Seth Rashid continued in a normal tone. "An innocent rose."
"Indeed, she is," gushed Mother. "You should see how she goes out of the house. She wears a silk headscarf covering everything but her eyes."
Mother knew that this was rubbish – that I only wore the headscarf and long sleeves to keep from getting dark in the sun. I was several shades paler than my sister Ayesha Banu and was petrified that the sun would make me go from light caramel to chocolate brown like her.
"I would love to see her in it," said Seth Rashid. "Once she is my daughter-in-law."
"Seth Rashid, you have made Jahan Ara the happiest girl in the world," said Mother.
"She is wet with joy," said Seth Rashid. "Tell your parents how wet you are, Jahan Ara."
My parents looked at him blankly, completely bewildered.
"I'm ... I'm ... very happy," I managed to mutter.
* * * * *
After that everything happened very quickly. I protested to Mother, but she brushed my objections aside.
"Seth Rashid is far richer than your father," she said. "His son is a great catch. This is very important for our business."
I met Seth Rashid's son, Iqbal Khan, for the first time on the day of our marriage. He was dressed his groom's finery and I was in the complicated attire of a wealthy bride, complete with a great deal of jewelry. My older sister, Ayesha Banu, was there by my side to calm me – she had been married the previous year to Rizwan Premji, the son of another wealthy merchant.
The wedding night was in the bridal suite of the most luxurious hotel in town. It was a bit of an anti-climax. Both Iqbal and I were virgins and we fumbled around. It took Iqbal a long time to get me out of my wedding sari and gold lamé blouse. I took off my own petticoat as he tried to get out of his clothes as quickly as he could. When he saw me in the red bra, panties and stockings that my sister Ayesha Banu had bought especially for my wedding night, his erection grew to its full extent. It was quite modest, only slightly thicker and longer than a cigar. But it was the first erect cock that I had seen and it scared me. So I quickly snapped off the bedside lamp, plunging the room into darkness.
The brief sight of his new wife in lingerie obviously excited him, for he threw himself on me like a starving man on food. He tore off my panties, managing to rip them in the process. He didn't bother taking off my bra, but just pulled down the cups to expose my breasts and dark red nipples. In the dark, it took him forever to get his cock lined up with my pussy. When he finally did, he tried to push into me and failed at the first attempt. He tried several more times with the same result. Even though his hard-on was small, I was tight and totally dry, for he had not aroused me in the least. Eventually he used the weight of his body and forced his cock into me. It hurt like hell and I screamed with pain. He thought it was a cry of passion and began to piston me as hard as he could. I screamed again, begging him to stop hurting me. Mercifully he only lasted through half a dozen thrusts before ejaculating his small load into me.
I knew that my sister Ayesha Banu and several of my young, married female cousins were listening outside the door in the traditional bridal party ritual. I heard them giggling after Iqbal was done and lay back in the covers. The next day, I asked Ayesha Banu about it. She laughed and said, "It sounded like he hurt you, but at least he didn't last long. My husband, Rizwan is the same."
Two days later, I flew to Canada with Seth Rashid and Iqbal.
* * * * *
My life in Canada was a big change, but it quickly settled into a routine. Seth Rashid and Iqbal lived in a huge mansion with sprawling grounds, in the suburbs outside a large city. There was a swimming pool, a gym and stables with several fine horses.
As his new son-in-law, Iqbal took over managing Father's Canadian stores. Seth Rashid used his contacts to bring many new large buyers to Father's stores and sales boomed. Iqbal boasted to me of his job performance and kept telling me how lucky my family was with my marriage. My parents reiterated this when I spoke to them on the phone.
"Keep Iqbal happy, Jahan Ara," Mother said, every time we spoke. "You cannot believe how much more money we are making after your marriage. Seth Rashid has been very good to us."
Iqbal fucked me energetically every night, and was pleased with his efforts. His penetrations of my tight, dry pussy were still painful. He continued to assume that my cries of pain meant that I was enjoying our coupling, never realizing how far this was from the truth. But I thought of what Mother told me and dutifully lay back every night and let him get off. He seemed satisfied and often told me what a beautiful body I had.



Seth Rashid groped me at every opportunity. He seemed to take particular pleasure in doing it in front of Iqbal. However, my husband remained completely oblivious to his father's lascivious actions. This was partly because I used all kinds of subterfuge to conceal what he was doing to me and partly because Iqbal was always obsessively playing video games on his phone.
Seth Rashid enjoyed the ways I used my pallu and other devices to conceal his groping hands. He always made me wet my panties. Sometimes made me cum, something that his son was never able to do. (The wet panties that I discarded in the laundry hamper always seemed to disappear. I later discovered a huge cache of my soiled panties in one of Seth Rashid's closets.) But even when Seth Rashid's insistent hands got me to climax, I still had a hollow feeling, a perception that something was missing.
The Khans had a female cook and two maids that came in every day. They did the meals, the cleaning up, and all of the housework. They also had a hot, young Brazilian housekeeper, Ana Elisa Siqueira, who lived in a cottage on their property. Seth Rashid and Iqbal rarely used the pool and never used any of the other facilities on their property, but Ana Elisa took full advantage. I saw her swimming laps every morning, sunbathing on the pool deck in a string bikini in the afternoons, working out energetically in the gym in colorful tights and a sports bra. She regularly rode the horses around the extensive property. She seemed to do no housework and oversaw the cook and maids in a very disinterested manner.
Seth Rashid and Iqbal went to work every morning after breakfast, leaving Ana Elisa and me at home with the cook and maids. She wore very short skirts, diaphanous blouses, silk scarves worn choker style and very high heels. Whenever she looked at me, there was a hint of contempt in her eyes. When she spoke to me, her tone was formal and commanding, giving me orders rather than requests. She acted as though she was the mistress of the house and I was subservient to her rather than the other way round.
She often patted me on the rump when she spoke to me and her hands seemed to accidentally brush my breasts through my pallu with regularity. She was always commenting on how I wore my sari "like an old woman"; she asked why I always wrapped my pallu around myself, rather than letting it fall free like other women. I always replied her stiffly, saying that well brought up girls dressed modestly and covered themselves. My pointed innuendo about her immodesty had a perverse effect on her. She always laughed, often responding by undoing a button of her blouse so that I could see the bridge and cups of her bra. Her bras were so low cut that her nipples were always threatening to escape and I could not help seeing the tops of her aureoles. When she saw my eyes dragged to her breasts, she smiled victoriously.
Even though I decided I could not stand her, I found myself following her about. I watched her work out in the gym, swim laps in the pool and ride the horses about the extensive grounds. I marveled at her beautifully muscled body: her ass so tight and hard, her abs, shoulder blades and back so well-defined, her dark blonde hair so thick and straight.
Her workouts in the gym were long and hard. She would moan and sometimes squeal as she got to the climax of her computer-generated programs. She always stripped off her sweat soaked sports bra as she stepped off the treadmill or computer bike in the gym on the way to the shower – she knew I was watching and cupped her firm breasts, teasing her pink nipples to erection as she walked by me, swinging her hips to emphasize her firm buttocks. After my own shower each morning, I spent long periods looking at my naked body in the full-length mirrors, forward, sideways and from the rear, comparing myself to her. I'm not bad, I thought. My breasts are as firm as hers, my nipples may be dark brown whereas hers are pink, but mine stand out just as straight and hard as hers when I tease them with my fingers. My buttocks are tight too and the soft swell of my belly is so much more feminine than her hard abs.
I did not know how to ride or use the equipment in the gym and I was a poor swimmer. But I had always walked for exercise and did so with gusto now, spurred by my own secret competition with Ana Elisa. I continued doing so, even as summer faded into autumn and the weather grew colder.
Everyone was happy. Except me.
* * * * *
I was confined to the large mansion and after a few months, I began to feel like I was in a gilded prison. Seth Rashid and Iqbal were driven to work in their cars in the morning, but I had no transport and it was impossible to walk anywhere from our distant suburb. It began to grow very cold as winter approached. The Canadian winter was like nothing I had ever experienced. I could only continue walking on the grounds with the heavy winter clothing that Seth Rashid bought me.
I knew how to drive and I finally asked Iqbal for a car – but he told me that it would be Seth Rashid's decision. So that evening after dinner, I begged Seth Rashid, but he just laughed.
"Where would you go, my comely daughter-in-law?" he asked. "Do you want to start an affair? Are you not satisfied with poor Iqbal?"
Iqbal flushed at this, but did not speak.
"Of course I do not want to start an affair," I said angrily. "I just want the freedom to get out of the house. I would go shopping, to the movies, maybe have a meal out."
"I will take you wherever you want to go, my pretty young thing," he said.
He moved quickly behind me and put his arms around me in what seemed to be a protective embrace. Iqbal was playing a game on his smart phone and did not look up as his father's hands moved to cup and knead my breasts under the pallu of my sari. As usual, I distended my pallu in an attempt to conceal what his hands were doing. But my light chiffon sari was semi-diaphanous and Iqbal could have discerned traces of his father's hands on my breasts if he cared to look up from his game. But he was engrossed and did not raise his eyes from his screen even once.
"I can see that my son is not satisfying you in bed, Jahan Ara," Seth Rashid whispered in my ear. "A hot bitch like you needs to be fucked hard."
My body had betrayed me immediately and my nipples were stiff under his rough touch. I leaned onto him, closing my eyes, blanking out my husband's presence from my thoughts and imagining Seth Rashid's hard cock was penetrating me instead of simply rubbing against my rump through my sari.
"Well, fuck me then," I thought, though I did not dare to say it.
* * * * *
Every day, I spoke to my sister, Ayesha Banu on a video call. I told her every detail of my day, especially about my weird sex life. I spoke to her of Iqbal's painful but mercifully short sexual attentions. I told her that apart from these bursts of intimacy in bed, my husband mostly ignored me. And I complained about how Seth Rashid imprisoned me on the property.
Ayesha Banu was a year older than me and I had always been her little sister. She was darker than me and most people said that I was the prettier one. Perhaps to make up for it, she became more assertive, displaying her voluptuous body in racy attire and flirting with men. She wore hipster saris with pleats so low that they almost revealed her panties, paired with halter neck cholis that displayed her tight cleavage. She worked for Father in his stores. interacted with men all day in business and used her sex appeal to make sales. She was always on the boundary of scandal, but somehow managed to stay just on the right side; so she had a very respectable marriage to Rizwan Premji, scion of one of the wealthiest families in the country. I idolized her, though I would never have had the courage to be like her.
Every time Seth Rashid molested me, Ayesha Banu made me describe everything in great detail. Her eyes seemed to grow glazed as she listened, and she almost seemed to enjoy hearing about it. I shamefully admitted that even though Seth Rashid's groping was unwelcome, I now looked forward to it; it was my only experience of physical pleasure.
I told Ayesha Banu of my secret competition with Ana Elisa. I sent her surreptitious videos that I took of her working out, sweat dripping from every pore, her finely muscled body moving flawlessly on the equipment.
* * * * *
I formed a strong suspicion as to why Seth Rashid never tried to take his groping to the next level and actually fuck me. For whenever Ana Elisa was in the room, Seth Rashid took great pains to stay away from me; he would barely look at me. My feminine instincts quickly picked up from the way that they looked at each other that she was more than a housekeeper.
A few months later my suspicions were confirmed. I got up earlier than usual and left Iqbal snoring in our bed. I made myself some tea and as I was letting it brew, I saw Seth Rashid's smart phone on the kitchen table. After I made my tea, I picked up the phone and went to the master suite, teacup in hand. The door to the suite was closed, but it opened smoothly when I turned the doorknob. I entered the anteroom and immediately heard Seth Rashid's deep groans. Thinking he was ill, I hurried to the bedroom door that was slightly ajar.
What I saw made me duck behind the doorjamb and peer around it furtively. Seth Rashid was naked on his bed, lying on his back. Ana Elisa was on her hands and knees, wearing nothing but a green lace bra, whose cups had been pulled down, so it covered nothing. Her incredible, athletic body was covered with a thin sheen of sweat. I hated her for her perfect bronze tan.
She had Seth Rashid's cock in her mouth! I could not believe it! His hands were in her hair and he kept pushing her head down. I watched in fascination as her lips formed a tight lock around his swollen member and moved up and down. Each time she did so, he groaned from deep in his throat. She was sucking on him, for I heard the slurping sounds. He was much bigger than Iqbal and I gaped at how Ana Elisa was able to swallow all of him.
As I watched, Seth Rashid began to thrash and ejaculate his load into her mouth. Ana Elisa gulped – she was swallowing Seth Rashid's ejaculate, for I could see her Adam's apple bobbing. It was over in less than a minute, but to my bedazzled mind, it seemed to go on for a long time. Ana Elisa wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and then with the bedsheet. She crawled up on the bed and rested her head on Seth Rashid's chest.
"You suck like a vacuum cleaner, Ana Elisa," Seth Rashid puffed, still out of breath. "You drive me crazy!"
"Well, you're not done yet," she said with her throaty Brazilian accent. "You've got to get me off."
"I'm completely spent, Ana Elisa!" Seth Rashid exclaimed.
"Let me see what I can get out of you, old man," she laughed. She had a full laugh, very merry and unfeigned.
She began to fellate his flaccid member with her hand. As she did so, she reached under the bed and pulled out a wicked looking hunting knife, its sharp blade glinting in the lights in the room. I stuck Seth Rashid's phone under the pleats at the waistband of my sari and put my free hand on my mouth to stifle my gasp of dread.
She held the knife casually as she kept fellating him. I could see that there was fear in Seth Rashid's eyes. When she found that her continuous hand job did not get him hard, she went back on her hands and knees and used her mouth. Eventually, she got him half-hard and straddled him. She lowered herself on to him, holding his member with one hand and the knife in the other. She managed to get his cockhead into her and then used her weight to take the rest of him into her pussy. She began to grind herself on his mount and this brought renewed groans from him. She began to move her hips faster and grind harder. Eventually she shone as fresh sweat appeared on her toned body. She finally began to breathe hard – eventually she began to sound like she did when she was working out, giving out little moans. Impaled on his member, she finally shuddered, slammed her mount on his through three hard strokes and gave out a small squeal, before leaning forward with her left hand on his chest.
Through the sexual congress, Seth Rashid's breathing had grown increasingly labored. When she pounded herself on him through her final gyrations, he cried out as though he was dying, almost drowning her out. Her breathing returned to normal almost immediately, though she dripped sweat on him. I was fascinated with the droplets that coursed down her throat, over her firm breasts to distend from her hardened nipples before dribbling onto him.
"Ana Elisa," he puffed. "You will kill me if you keep doing this to me!"
"You seemed to like it," she said complacently. "You came again, I felt your little gush in my pussy. Not as much as I swallowed the first time, but quite good for an old man."
"I'm not so old, Ana Elisa," he said.
"Old enough to be my father, Rashid," she said, using his first name. "But young enough to lust after other women."
"What do you mean," he said, still wheezing. "It is you that I want to marry."
She rested the sharp point of hunting knife on his chest, allowing the weight of the weapon to prick his skin and draw a bead of blood.
"You've got this hot, young daughter-in-law in the house now. I've caught you eyeing her now and then."
""Oh, that is ridiculous," protested Seth Rashid, his eyes wide with fear. "She's my son's wife. She's like a daughter to me. I don't even know what she really looks like."
"Well, if I catch you with her, I'll kill you," said Ana Elisa. She moved the hunting knife lightly over his skin, creating a thin trail of blood.
"Don't talk like that, Ana Elisa. You're going to be my wife."
"I'm a hot-blooded, passionate Brazilian," she said. "Not some tame muslim woman that you can treat like chattel. I'll marry you, but I won't change my name or my religion. And I won't wear a headscarf or any of those medieval costumes that muslim women wear."
"I've already agreed to all that. Please put the knife away, you mustn't threaten me."
"Every time you see my knife, you get harder. It adds spice to our relationship."
"I'm quite content with our sex," said Seth Rashid, his voice finally coming back to normal. "I don't need the risk. You might do me seriously injury by accident."
"If I catch you touching Jahan Ara, I'll kill you," she repeated with a hint of viciousness. "And it won't be an accident."
I silently turned around and left, thankful that the master suite door was well-oiled and soundless.
* * * * *
After witnessing Ana Elisa's sexual romp with Seth Rashid, I rushed out of the master suite, picked up my laptop and sequestered myself in a little used guest bedroom. I locked the door and video called Ayesha Banu on my laptop. It was evening back home; she had just dressed to go out and wore a sumptuous sari. I breathlessly described the sex between Seth Rashid and Ana Elisa. Ayesha Banu asked me searching questions, making sure that I gave her every detail.
"She is a very beautiful woman," said Ayesha Banu, finally. "But you are a lovely girl too, which is why she is wary of your presence in the house. No doubt her jealousy and the risk of being caught groping you makes the whole situation more exciting for Seth Rashid. But perhaps now she has scared him into ceasing his sexual attentions to you."
"It will be a relief," I said.
"Are you sure?" Ayesha Banu adjusted her position in her chair and rubbed her swollen belly under her pallu. She was heavily pregnant; it was only a week or so before her due date. "He is the only one who has given you sexual pleasure."
"But it is shameful!" I exclaimed. "Pushing his fingers into my pussy! And now I have seen him fornicating with his Christian Brazilian mistress that he pretends is his housekeeper. She puts his private parts into her mouth! Disgusting!"
"It is normal sex," said Ayesha Banu, laughing as my eyes widened in disbelief. "Nothing disgusting about it."
"I would never put my mouth on Iqbal's member," I said decisively. I went on with a note of challenge. "Do you take Rizwan's member in your mouth?"
"Of course not," said Ayesha Banu, still smiling. She saw my triumphant expression and her eyes twinkled as she continued. "But that does not mean that I have never done it."
"Whatever do you mean?" I asked, shocked.
"Let me show you," she said. "I'll send you a video."
Within a moment, my phone pinged with an incoming message. I saw that there was a video attached and tapped it to make it play.
In the video, Ayesha Banu was on her knees, wearing a yellow chiffon sari. Her pallu had fallen over her shoulder and pooled on the floor beside her. Her halter neck choli was unhooked. Her yellow silk bra was pulled down to reveal her full breasts and charcoal black nipples. Her head was in the lap of a white man, who could only be seen from the waist down, his pale skin quite a contrast against her chocolate brown. Her lips were stretched around his organ – which was huge! It was like a steel bar, veined and so hard that it glistened in the light. His hands were in her straight, black hair, holding her head. Her hands were on his wrists and she gripped him tightly.
As the video began to roll, he forced more of his length into her mouth, arching her neck to line up her throat. Her large dark eyes were open, but her eyelids fluttered in what looked like panic. I could hear her sucking as she tried to draw air into her lungs.
"Suck, Ayesha," I heard his voice. "Fill your lungs with air, I don't want to choke you when I push my cock into your throat."
She complied, breathing noisily. He pushed harder, holding her head firmly. Finally, he managed to insert three quarters of his enormous member into her mouth. I could see the bulge where he had pushed into her throat, for her mouth was not big enough to accommodate even the length he had pushed into her. Her eyes were watering copiously now and her nose was running. Saliva drooled out of the tight seal between her lips and his shaft. I could hear wheezing noises as she continued to suck.
"Time it, Ayesha Banu," his voice was calm and soothing. "I am going to fuck your mouth now – breathe in hard when I pull out, hold your breath when I push in. There, there ..."
He was as good as his word. He began to fuck her mouth, slowly at first, still holding her head tightly. He pulled a few inches out and then pushed in again, hard. Her grip on his wrists tightened further and in the process, her full breasts pressed against his thighs.
"Oh, I love your hard, black nipples against my skin, Ayesha Banu," he said softly, as he continued to rock his organ in and out of her mouth, faster and faster. They began to fall into a rhythm and she was sucking on him mightily as he pulled out, holding her breath as he pushed in. Her eyes continued to water, her nose continued to run and her saliva lubricated his shaft. Her fluids dripped off her chin and jaw on to the carpet and formed a pool of wetness.
"Oh, Ayesha Banu, you have gotten so good at this!" The man's voice took on a note of urgency. "I'm going to cum soon! Swallow now, don't choke!"
He came explosively. It made what I had just seen between Seth Rashid and Ana Elisa tame and mild by comparison. He grunted and my sister's eyes bugged out as the first gout of his ejaculate hit the base of her throat. It was a massive spurt, for I saw it bulge out her throat as it went down. He pushed in again and pumped in another gout, but she was still swallowing the first one and spluttered. Thick, milky semen exploded out of her mouth and sprayed everywhere, on to her sari, her bra, her breasts, even up her nose, on to her face and into her hair. He pushed in a third time and there was an even bigger mess of ejaculate flying everywhere.



He slowly released her head and she withdrew from his softening organ. She rocked back and would have fallen on her back, but his hands reached behind her and held her, pulling her head back to rest between his thighs again. She was panting hard, pulling air into her lungs in great gasps. This made her full breasts jounce and droplets of her tears, nasal drip, saliva and sweat, mixed with thick, viscous semen coursed over her twin globes to dangle off her ebony nipples before falling on to the carpet. Her mascara had run and made black tracks on her brown skin.
"I'm getting good, aren't I?" Ayesha Banu asked, finally.
"Yes, you've gotten very good."
"I never like how we start," she said. "You are so rough. But you always make me cum so hard in the end. Even now, giving you a blowjob in Father's study made me to cum."
"You came?"
"Just before you did. It was not as good as when you fuck me, but I'm not complaining."
"Let's go to your bedroom, Ayesha Banu. I'll fuck you again there."
"Not now, Jack. Rizwan and Father will be coming home soon."
"All the better. Think of how exciting it will be, fucking in your marital bed with the risk of being caught."
"We're always taking risks! You've already made me pregnant!"
"You cum harder when there is risk," he said. "Don't you?"
The video slowly faded out. I looked back at my sister's face on the laptop screen in horror.
"How could you?" I whispered. "That was an absolutely disgusting display and sinful as well. Is it true that the baby you are carrying is not Rizwan's?"
"No, it is Jack's. Rizwan's sperm count is so low that my OB-GYN said it would take a miracle for him to make me pregnant."
"How often do you sleep with this Jack?"
"Whenever he is in town. He's been here three times so far. But when he is here, he fucks me three, four times a day. We find all sorts of places to do it. The first time he fucked me, it was in the walk-in safe at work."
"Ayesha Banu, this is wicked. How can you cheat on your husband like this?"
"You are cheating on your husband too, aren't you?" she countered. "You seem to enjoy your father-in-law finger-fucking you."
"I try to fight him! He forces me!"
"You said yourself that you enjoy it and look forward to it."
"I am ashamed of my urges! But you seem to take pride in your cheating."
"Jahan Ara, if Jack Grierson fucked you, you would beg him to do it again. And again."
"Never!" I shouted.
"Don't shout, Jahan Ara," said Ayesha Banu. She rubbed her pendulous belly again. "I'm glad you called. I was going to call you anyway, to tell you that Rizwan and I will be coming to Canada soon after the baby is born. Father wants me to check on Iqbal and Rizwan has some business for his father, Seth Premji."
"When will you arrive?"
"The baby is due next week; we'll probably fly two weeks after that."
* * * * *
TO BE CONTINUED.
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This story series is an antecedent to my Jack Grierson series. It is about the Danish chieftain, Grier, an ancestor of Jack Grierson. It takes place during the Viking invasions of England.
* * * *
Burke, son of Ealdorman Hollis of Tunbridge, leaned on a wooden post on the top of the stockade wall of Newhaven Fort, squinting his eyes against the sun glare. He followed the pointing finger of Leofric, his father's bailiff. His eyesight was not as good as Leofric's, but what he saw made him quail. Outlined against the late morning horizon were four long ships.
It was hard to believe that he had been married less than an hour previously to Mildrith, the 18-year-old heiress of the coastal fief of Newhaven. The courtyard of the fort behind him was festooned with gaily-colored ribbons and streamers. Burke's sixty Tunbridge warriors and gentlemen as well as Mildrith's retainers were all dressed in their finest. But now they were all milling about nervously.
Ealdorman Hollis was a close advisor to the king and had made the all arrangements for the marriage. Mildrith's father had recently died without a son and the king was quite pleased to promote the match so that the fief of Newhaven could be merged with Tunbridge and controlled by his loyal vassal, Hollis. Mildrith's father had died owing the massive sum of a thousand shillings to the Church, but Hollis paid off the debt to ensure that Newhaven would remain unencumbered. He thought it a small price to pay for such a strategic extension of his territory.
Leofric was a massive, battle-hardened warrior who had fought many bloody battles at the side of Ealdorman Hollis. His respect for his master was only matched by his contempt for his master's heir. Burke was the opposite of his father in almost every way -- physically weak where his father was strong, timid where his father was bold, cowardly where his father was fearless and conniving where his father was straightforward.
"By the saints, Leofric!" cried Burke. "It is Danes!" He squinted harder to try and make out the long pennant flying from the mast of the leading long ship and then gave up. "Can you make out the standard they are flying?"
"It is a battering ram, my lord," said Leofric. "The standard of Grier the Ramrod."
"The Ramrod?" asked Burke, stupidly.
"He carries a battering ram on his ship that he forces into my lord's castle. And a rod between his legs that he forces into my lady's pussy."
"Surely these are fanciful tales," said Burke nervously.
"Ask my lord, the Sheriff of Bridgeport," said Leofric with a harsh laugh. "Who just last year had his castle sacked and his wife fucked. Grier fucked Lady Ardith, the Sheriff's wife, on the table in the dining hall for all to see, even the servants! My lord Sheriff has rebuilt his castle, but the babe his wife has birthed is said to be the image of Grier."
"Pack our baggage, Leofric," said Burke, licking his lips. "We are leaving immediately for Tunbridge."
He hurried down the steps from the stockade wall to the courtyard and began shouting to his retainers to pack and make ready to leave.
"My lord," said Mildrith, putting a hand on his arm. "Why the panic? We are safe here in the fort. We have a dozen men-at-arms and another score of strong men from amongst the tenants. With your sixty warriors and gentlemen, we have more than seventy men. Under the command of the fearsome Leofric, we will easily see off these Danes."
He looked at her, bewitched once again by her looks. She had a lovely peaches-and-cream complexion and a mane of fiery red hair. Her white wedding gown was demure, but hugged her curves in just the right way to set a man's imagination racing. Her bosom was full and firm, pushed up by her laced bustier whose outlines could be seen through the translucent material of her bodice. It also emphasized her narrow waist and rounded derriere. She wore a bright red choker around her neck, hung with a silver cross. For days now he had been looking forward to undressing her and putting his member into her tight virgin pussy. His organ twitched as he mentally undressed her again.
"My Lady Mildrith is right, my lord," put in Leofric. "Newhaven Fort is set on a height with open ground all around. They will have to come up at us and we can pick them apart. They will not dare to attack a fully garrisoned strong point like this."
"Then why are they sailing here?" asked Burke plaintively.
"Last night's storm must have hit them hard," said Leofric. "I saw that their sails have rents in them and their hulls look the worse for wear. They must be looking for a peaceful cove to repair and refit. We have nothing to fear if we stay put in the fort."
"No," said Burke. "I will not stay here in this flimsy, wooden structure at the mercy of these savages. I have given you my orders, Leofric. I wish to be on the road to Tunbridge within the hour."
"As you command, my lord," said Leofric, his tone barely civil, his anger quite plain on his face.
"I will not leave my tenants to be slaughtered," said Mildrith angrily. "You may run away, Burke with your tail between your legs. But I shall stay here and defend my ancestral fief from these godless heathens."
Burke raised his hand and tried to slap her, but she put up an arm and took his blow on her forearm.
"You bitch!" he hissed. "Stay with your worthless tenants in this pigsty you call a fief. Once you are killed by the Danes, my father will find me a more fitting bride."
* * * *
Mildrith and her castellan Oswald took a turn around the top of the fort walls as night fell and the torches were lit. Oswald was now dressed in chainmail with his sword and dagger on his belt. Mildrith had fastened a belt on the waist of her wedding gown on which she wore a long wicked-looking dirk. It was a cloudy night that obscured the thin crescent moon. They looked at the long ships drawn up on the beach half a mile away at the bottom of the hill. There were a few torches lit there as well, and they could see a few shadows moving about. But it was impossible to tell whether there were ten men or hundreds.
"Four long ships, probably close to two hundred men, my lady," said Oswald. He was a plump, heavyset man whose best fighting years were behind him. "It will be a tall order to hold them off if they decide to attack us."
"Leofric said that their ships were badly damaged in the storm the night before my wedding day," said Mildrith. "Perhaps they will make their repairs and sail away."
"Indeed, my lady, they may well do that. Fifteen years ago, your father and I beat off a Danish attack on Newhaven Fort. I am sure they remember that."
But no sooner had they completed their inspection and returned to the courtyard than there was commotion from outside the walls. Mildrith and Oswald ran back up to the top of the wall and found horns blaring in the forest behind the fort. Then a series of fire arrows arced out and hit the northwest tower. One of them stuck fast in the external face and flames caught the vertical timbers.
"Water!" bellowed Oswald. "Quickly!"
The archers in the forests saw the point where the flames were catching and soon dozens of fire arrows were aimed at the spot. Several stuck in and fed the rapidly expanding flame.
"Don't worry, my lady," panted Oswald to Mildrith. "Once we get the bucket brigade going, we will have the flames out. These walls are stout, they will not burn down easily."
In the ensuing hour every available hand was pressed into the bucket brigade. All other points along the walls were denuded and even the main gate was watch was reduced to a single man. Water came up from the fort's interior well to be poured over the flames. Slowly, but surely, the water began to win as the timbers grew wetter. There was a loud hissing as the flames began to die out.
Then there was an enormous CRACK at the main gate that was set in the eastern wall. Oswald knew the sound only too well -- a battering ram. And the single tenant farmer on watch was caught completely unaware. Oswald reacted immediately. He caught Mildrith by the arm and spoke urgently.
"You must take shelter in the keep, my lady! Find a good hiding place! I will send a man with you!"
Mildrith nodded and hurried down the steps to the courtyard, holding her wedding gown above her ankles as she did so.
"Edwina!" she called out to her personal maid, as she entered the keep. "Come with me, immediately!"
Edwina Batten was exactly Mildrith's age -- eighteen. They had known each other since they were children, first as playmates, and then as mistress and servant. She was a pleasant looking girl with auburn hair, firm breasts and a tight ass. She had a rolling gait that accentuated her curves, turned men's heads and had them ogling at her womanly body. Wives and mothers inevitably smacked their erring husbands and sons, and Edwina gained a rather unearned reputation for moral laxity.
She had been married a year previously to Frank Batten, one of the fishermen in the village. But much to Frank's dismay, she preferred to continue living with Mildrith in the fort, coming to his cottage only once a week. He vented his sexual energies on her during her visits, but as a hot-blooded youth, he chafed at his many nights alone.
The two girls ran into the keep along with Connor, a heavyset farm boy that Oswald sent to guard them. Connor was armed with a pitchfork and had a determined look about him that gave Mildrith confidence. She led the way up to the upper level. Edwina turned toward the master suite that her mistress normally occupied. But Mildrith pulled her in the opposite direction toward the Edwina's own small maids' chamber.
"But my lady ..." began Edwina.
"Hush!" snapped Mildrith. "If the Danes come up, my suite is the first one they will search. They may overlook your small chamber."
Edwina's chamber was barely big enough to fit in the bed and bureau. There was a small closet and heavy drapes over the small window that overlooked the courtyard. Mildrith, Edwina and Connor crowded around the window, agog. Just as they took their positions, the main gate to the fort gave way and the massive head of the battering ram poked through. It withdrew and when it struck again a moment later, one of the gates was torn off its hinges and fell inward with a crash.
The Danes flooded in with bloodcurdling cries, led by a tall, dark-haired man carrying a broadsword in one hand and a round Danish shield in the other. Oswald led the fort's small party of defenders against the onrushing Danes with his sword held high and met the Danish leader.
"Look, my lady!" whispered Edwina. "That dark-haired man must be Grier the Ramrod! Isn't he handsome?"
"Bite your tongue, you bad girl! He's a godless pagan! If you are a good Christian woman, you will pray for his speedy death."
Oswald thrust at the Danish leader, but the Dane used his sword to brush it aside. With the heavy castellan off balance, Grier struck him with his shield, knocking him to the ground. Then he plunged in the sword into Oswald's chest. Driven by Grier's weight, the heavy broadsword tore through his chainmail like tissue paper.
Mildrith gave a short scream of dismay at Oswald's gargling death cry, cupping her mouth with her hand to silence herself. Grier turned his attention to another of Newhaven men-at-arms and quickly dispatched him. Mildrith watched him with awful fascination as he worked his way around the battle, always looking for and engaging the strongest remaining adversary.
The battle was over in less than half an hour. The defenders were slaughtered. Grier stood in the middle of the courtyard where the wedding ribbons and streamers were now trampled in the mud. His sword dripped blood. He had a few cuts on his right forearm and a bruise on his right cheekbone, but was otherwise unhurt. He was joined by one of his warriors, a huge man, with long blond hair, a dark blond beard, and the shoulders of an ox. He carried a bloody battleax,. Grier pointed to the keep, and said, "Send some men in there to make sure there are no more fighting men hiding there." The blond man nodded and spoke sharply to a couple of his warriors and they strode purposefully toward the keep.
"Stay behind the drapes, Edwina! I will be in the closet! Connor, you take up a position behind the door. If any of the savages enters, run him through with your pitchfork!"
"I will, my lady," Connor assured her stolidly.
Mildrith pulled the closet door shut, but left a narrow crack so she could see out. She shrank back against the wooden back of the closet, trembling. Curse Burke, my cowardly husband, she thought angrily. With his sixty warriors, we could have easily beaten off these monsters.
Time passed slowly. Then she heard Grier's voice again.
"Check on the wounded, ours and theirs. Kill those who cannot be saved, I take no joy their misery. Gather the others under shelter and bind their wounds."
Harsh cries came up through the window from the courtyard below as the Danes began to butcher the dying and drag the wounded to the small barracks by the gate. Then came high-pitched screams, followed by the sounds of clothing being ripped and a cacophony of moaning. The Danes were celebrating their victory with the women.
But all three in the room lost interest in the sounds from outside as they heard the creaking of the stairs. The Danes began to ascend the steps to the upper level of the keep. Mildrith heard them rummaging around in her master suite from the back of her closet. Then the door to Edwina's small chamber was pushed inward and a warrior stepped in. He wore leather armor with metal rings and a distinctive Danish metal helmet with a peak. Connor rushed at him and buried his pitchfork in his chest. The Dane clutched at the pitchfork as he fell and the handle snapped under his weight.
Connor remained standing with the stub of the handle in his hands as the second Dane stepped over the body of his comrade. The Dane ran Connor through with his sword and kicked his body as he fell, snarling with rage. There was a moment of silence as Dane stood still with Connor's blood dripping off his sword, looking around the small, dim room. He took a quick look under the bed, straightened and stood still again, as though making up his mind. Mildrith's heart beat wildly, but she held her breath and began to hope. Then she heard Edwina mumbling, "Holy Mary, mother of God! Holy Mary, mother of God!"
The Dane took one step forward and pulled the drapes apart. Edwina screamed as he placed the sharp tip of his bloody sword at her throat.
"A pretty one!" he breathed in accented English. "Lucky for me I get fuck you first before I have to share you with the others!"
"No, no, no," she babbled, her hands together in supplication. "In the name of our Lord Jesus Christ, don't do this to me! I'm a God-fearing girl. He will strike you down!"
"Your god is no use to me!" he cried, pulling her out from behind the drapes. He sheathed his sword and put both hands in the neckline of her blouse. There was a sharp ripping sound as he tore it open, revealing her white under-bodice. He drew his dagger and sliced the ties of her under-bodice, releasing her firm, young breasts. Her nipples are hard like pebbles! thought Mildrith stupidly, staring through the crack.
"Killing always gets my cock stiff!" growled the Dane as he dragged Edwina to the bed. He threw her on it and rucked her skirts and petticoats up around her waist. He tore down her drawers and unbuckled his sword belt with the same motion. Then he pulled down his leathern breeches and mounted her.
It was Edwina's turn to moan as the Dane entered her, his hard member spreading her underused pussy lips. He groaned as he thrust his full length into her and then began to fuck her. The smacks of his mount against her crotch gained rhythm. To her horror, Mildrith saw that Edwina was moving with him, arching her back to help him gain deeper penetration. Her moans grew in volume, but now she cried out as well.
"Omigod! Jesus God! Mother of God! What are you doing to me? I'm cumming! I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING!"
The Dane slowed his thrusts into her and stopped. Edwina felt his weight on her as he lay inert for a moment, his organ still hard and deep inside her. She moved her hips to milk his penis with her pussy and the Dane grunted, "You're a good fuck! You really want me to shoot my load in you, don't you?"
Mildrith drew her dirk and emerged from the closet. It was only a couple of steps to the bed, and on the last one, the floorboard creaked under her shoe. The Dane turned his head toward her, but he was too late. Mildrith already had her dirk raised and she drove it into his left side. He struggled to grab her wrist, but she wrenched it out and stabbed him again. And again. She was oblivious to the spurting blood, his gasping oaths and Edwina's screams.
Incredibly, he managed to raise himself off the bed to face Mildrith. She shrank back a step, avoiding the tangled bodies of Connor and the first Dane. As he reached toward her, he toppled forward, and his flailing fingers hooked themselves in the neckline of her white wedding gown. He fell to the ground, his weight tearing open her bodice and revealing her bustier.
Mildrith looked from the dead Dane at her feet to her maid sprawled on the bed. Edwina's pert breasts quivered as she panted noisily, making her still hard nipples tremble. Her legs were wide open and as Mildrith watched, a thin trickle of feminine sexual fluids seeped out of her swollen pussy lips.
Edwina looked at Mildrith with equal fascination. Her mistress was an incongruous sight, with the skirts of her white wedding gown stained red to match her choker and bustier, blood dripping off her dirk and her gauzy wedding veil trailing down her back. Her plump breasts rose and fell with her pants, straining at the laces of her very tight satin bustier. It was all that was left of her clothing above her waist.
"Well," said a deep voice. "Looks like you've had quite a battle here. Killing and sex, always a potent combination."
Grier leaned on the doorjamb, holding his bloody sword with a nonchalant air.
"Godless pagan!" breathed Mildrith. "You'll roast in hell!"
"I salute you, Lady Mildrith," said Grier. "Your little group here has killed more of my men than all the rest of your men put together." He touched the Dane at her feet with his boot and gestured toward Edwina in the bed. "Poor Sven. Did he at least get to fuck the girl?"
"You're disgusting!" Mildrith cried. "Edwina is a Christian woman, wed in holy matrimony. But nothing is sacred to you godless infidels."
"Speaking of matrimony, you must be Lady Mildrith, married today to the son of Ealdorman Hollis. I am sorry he was in such a terrible hurry to leave. I would not have attacked your fort if his men had been here."
"My father-in-law is on his way here, pagan. You had best leave immediately for he will not spare you when he gets here."
"Oh, I don't think he'll be here for quite some time. We watched Burke and his men galloping away. And one of my scouts heard him saying that he never wished to see Newhaven again."
"My husband ..." began Mildrith.
"Has left you in your white gown," completed Grier. "But a bride must be fucked on her wedding day."
Mildrith held her dirk ready.
"You'll have to kill me, pagan!" she snarled. "Use your sword and make it quick."
"Oh, I'd much rather use my cock and make it last," Grier said, laughing. "You're a feisty girl! I'll wager you're as hot in bed as your hair is red."
Grier's hand moved so quickly that Mildrith did not even see it. He caught her wrist and squeezed it till her fingers splayed and the dirk clattered to the floor. He picked it up and stuck it in his belt.
"There!" he said, twisting her arm behind her back. "Let's go to your master suite, shall we? It is so much more comfortable." He nodded to Edwina. "You too. You want to be part of the wedding festivities, don't you?"



As Edwina got out of the bed, Grier slid his sword into a back scabbard. Then he put his free hand around Edwina's waist, cupping her naked left breast and tweaking the nipple, drawing a gasp. He steered the way to Mildrith's master suite. As the mistress struggled fruitlessly, the maid moved lithely on his arm and whispered in his ear, "Be gentle, sir."
"I certainly won't," he whispered back.
They were just about to enter Mildrith's master suite when the blond bearded Dane clomped up the stairs.
"Ah, Denhaf, my favorite shipmaster," said Grier. "You've secured the fort?"
"Yes, lord," said Denhaf. "We've jury-rigged the gates and I've posted a watch rotation. We'll not be surprised."
"The men are happy?"
"Yes, lord. There's plenty of food and ale from the wedding feast. We could do with some more women, but the men are sharing and taking turns. Battle always gets them aroused, they'll be up all night, fucking. It was good fight, we didn't lose a man."
"Not so," said Grier. "We lost two. Egil and Sven. Taken down by these two women and a farm boy."
"Both of them!" Denhaf exclaimed, his face tightening.
"They're feasting in the corpse hall," said Grier. "We'll see them there soon enough, if we're lucky." He paused. "You look like you want to say something. What is it?"
Denhaf looked away for a moment, reluctant to speak. Then Grier pounded him on the shoulder.
"How foolish of me!" he said. "Of course, it will not do for the shipmaster to rut with the men." Grier paused. "That young, blonde woman who was on the walls, managing the bucket brigade, she's comely. I was saving her for myself, but that was before I found this redheaded spitfire and her maid. I can afford to be generous now. Take her, you can fuck her like a woman, face to face! Put a bun in her oven, you'll make a blond babe together!"
"You devil!" cried Mildrith. "That blonde is Oswald's daughter, Audrey, married just last month before our Lord God! Her husband, Evan Fiske -- "
"Oh, Denhaf will make Audrey forget her husband," said Grier.
Denhaf's face broke into a smile.
"Thank you, Grier," he said. "I'll surely make her forget her marriage bed!"
He turned and went down the stairs. Grier pushed Mildrith into her suite. Edwina followed them in mutely. It was festooned with ribbons and there were silk streamers decorating the headboard of the broad bed.
"Your wedding bed," said Grier. "When were you married?
"Just today, before God," Mildrith gritted out. "He will strike you down if you despoil the vows that were sanctified before him."
"I'll take my chances," said Grier chuckling. "Are you a virgin?"
"How dare you ask me that, you animal? I'm a God-fearing Christian lady. No man has laid a hand on me!"
"No rolls in the hay with a groom after the morning ride? What about the farm boy who was in the fight with you just now?"
"Connor would never look at me that way! His family has served mine for generations!"
"With a body like yours, I'm sure there are men lusting for you for miles around."
"We are not filthy, rutting animals like you Danes!"
"Well you're going to see what it is like to rut with a Dane," said Grier.
He picked her up and carried her to the bed. As he set her down on it, she grabbed for her dirk in his belt. He slapped her hand aside and then caught both her wrists in an iron grip.
"You killed poor Sven," he panted. "So I'll take my chances with your god, but not with you. You're a spirited bitch."
He held her down on the bed with his weight, and reached up to grab a long silk streamer. Quickly and efficiently, he tied her wrists together in an anchor hitch knot and fastened the long trailing end to the headboard. He adjusted the knots till he was satisfied and sat back. She struggled to free herself, but all she did by tugging was to make the knots even tighter.
With her arms tied above her head, her rounded breasts were thrust up, making them appear even fuller. In her struggles, she displaced one cup of her bustier, baring a nipple. Grier leaned forward and took it in his mouth, fellating it with his lips and spearing it with his tongue.
"Don't, don't, you vile dog! Oh! OH! OOOHH!!"
Her cries went up an octave as the nipple stiffened and swelled in his mouth.
"My, my," he said. "You nipples are sensitive! You're a hot wench!"
Grier unfastened his back scabbard and dropped his broad sword by the bed with a clang. Then undid his belt and dropped his leather breeches, along with the assorted weapons that were stuck in it. Clad only in his linen tunic and leather vest, he clambered on the bed. Straddling her, he pulled even these garments over his head and threw them on the pile beside the bed.
"Edwina! Edwina!" Mildrith cried. "Help me! Help me!"
"How, my lady?" Edwina did not sound frightened or worried and this stoked Mildrith's ire.
"Pick up a weapon, Edwina! Stab him, kill him!"
Grier looked over at Edwina and their eyes met.
"He is such a handsome man, my lady!" Edwina protested. "And such a beautiful body. But so many scars!"
"How can you speak so, Edwina!" cried Mildrith, shocked.
"I earned the scars, for many have tried to kill me," said Grier. "Will you try, Edwina?"
The maid came forward slowly and climbed on the wide bed. She approached them on her hands and knees. As soon as she got close enough, Grier put a hand in her hair, twisted her head up and kissed her, pushing his tongue deep into her mouth. She kissed him back with abandon. Still straddling Mildrith, Grier roughly kneaded Edwina's breasts, one at a time. When he broke the kiss, she whimpered, "Oh, my lord, I've never felt like this ..."
"Undo your lady's bustier."
"Don't you dare, Edwina!" cried Mildrith.
"If you don't, I will rip it open," said Grier steadily.
Edwina looked from her mistress's wild green eyes to Grier's serious blue ones. Then she did as Grier ordered, undoing the laces that secured Mildrith's bustier. She spread the bustier open, revealing both of Mildrith's creamy rounded breasts, topped with strawberry red nipples, now hard, swollen and elongated. Mildrith panted in her anger, causing them to jounce enticingly, which was certainly not her intention.
"Now hike up her wedding gown. And her petticoats."
Grier moved aside to allow Edwina to obey and work on her mistress's clothing as he directed. Mildrith twisted her body, trying to prevent her from doing as she was ordered, but Grier held her fast. Edwina was able to gather the gown and petticoats around Mildrith's narrow waist, even as her mistress promised her harsh punishments.
"A great pair of legs," said Grier approvingly. "Expensive lace stockings, lace panties, garters, and high heeled shoes, all in red! You were dressed to be fucked!"
"I would kill you if I could!" Mildrith spat, struggling hard against the silken bonds that tied her to the headboard of the bed.
"Oh, I am sure you would," said Grier. "But let me see if I can change your mind. Edwina, stroke your lady's pussy. Through her panties."
"If you do that, I will have you flogged, Edwina!" cried Mildrith.
"She won't do that," whispered Grier to Edwina. "She'll come around, you'll see."
Edwina began to stroke Mildrith's pussy, but her attention was clearly on Grier's organ that lay just beside it, pressing on her mistress's upper thigh. It was enormous, hard and veined, the tip dripping pre-ejaculate. Her gaze did not escape Grier and he put his left hand on Edwina's rump, squeezing each buttock before pushing two fingers into her pussy.
"Poor Sven got you very wet before your mistress killed him, didn't he?" said Grier.
"He made me cum, my lord," whispered Edwina. "Oh, he made me cum so hard!"
Grier began to push his fingers into Edwina's pussy faster and faster.
"Let's see if we can get you to cum again, Edwina. But don't neglect your lady!"
Edwina's fingers worked harder and faster as her own excitement level mounted. Soon she was moaning and her hips began to rotate under Grier's insistent finger penetration.
Mildrith's anger at Edwina's perfidy was dissolving and she could not understand why. Her maid's ministrations were disgusting to her, but undeniably pleasant. She continued to struggle futilely against the silken bonds that tied her down, panting and gasping with her efforts. But Grier saw that her hips were moving in sync with Edwina's fingers and her lace panties displayed a line of wetness along her sexily concealed pussy.
"Your clit is swollen, Edwina!" said Grier. "Tell me how you're feeling"
Edwina was past thinking now and just cried out, "I'm cumming again! Oh, my sweet Jesus in heaven! I'M CUMMING!"
Edwina crumpled to the bed beside Mildrith and lay there wheezing. Grier lay down put his head between Mildrith's legs. She immediately put her thighs together but was too late to keep him out. He chuckled.
He began to kiss the insides of her upper thighs, just above her stockings. The touch of his tongue on her bare flesh brought forth an involuntary shiver that went up her whole body.
"What devilry are you up to now, you dog?" she cried. Her tone was angry, but her voice was breathless. As his tongue traced upward, closer and closer to her panties and the treasure of her pubis, her voice progressed up to higher octaves. "Oh! Ooh! OOH!!"
Suddenly, he lunged forward and buried his face in lace of her panties. His lips were on her vulva and traced her slit upward, till they circled her clitoris.
"What are you doing to me, you brute? How can you be so disgusting?" Then his tongue speared her clitoris through the thin fabric. Her back arched involuntarily, pushing her crotch more tightly against his face and her voice climbed back up the octaves. "Oh, my God! OMIGOD!! PLEASE STOP!"
Edwina propped herself on her elbow and watched spellbound. As Grier continued to tease Mildrith's clitoris, her responses grew steadily, till her entreaties and her actions were totally at odds with one another.
"Don't! Please don't do this to me!" she moaned. "OMIGOD! PLEASE!! What is happening to me?!"
Her knees bent, her body thrashed spasmodically, and her hips undulated under his ministrations.
"You are getting so wet, Lady Mildrith," Grier whispered. "Your lovely red panties are soaked with your juices."
"How sickening!" she cried.
He stripped her panties down her legs and off and resumed sucking on her clitoris, using his tongue to lance it with every breath. Then he pushed two fingers into her pussy and began to drive them into her in time with his tongue.
Mildrith's tenuous grasp on her self-control evaporated and she began to climax. Her cries were wordless now and her contractions were uncontrolled. Her vaginal lips squeezed his invading fingers with wringing but uneven intensity.
Grier had had enough of foreplay. He moved up her body now, putting his arms around her and gripped the back of neck with both hands, pressing her firm breasts and rock-hard nipples to his chest. With a practiced move, he lined up his massive engorged organ with her pussy, and began to push into her, spreading her tightness with his girth. She pushed her buttocks into the sheets, shying back from him, like a mare from a stallion, but he would not be denied. Her taut pussy lips slid back his foreskin so that his bare cockhead penetrated deep into her. Her hymen resisted him for a brief moment before he felt it give way. The tiny spurt of her virginal blood was warm and gave him the fierce pride of conquest.
He kept pushing into her till his entire enormous length was sheathed in her warm, wet pussy. She felt like she had been impaled on a hot bar of steel. He lay on her for a moment, fully embedded in her. She felt the heavy pulsing of the blood pumping though his organ deep inside her. It was so intense that she had the sensation that his member had penetrated all the way to her throat.
His lips found hers, and his tongue entered her mouth, impaling her twice over. He pushed it in deep, sparring with hers and seeking response.
He began fuck her, slowly at first, but soon picked up tempo. With each deep thrust, there was a sharp sound as his mount slapped on hers. His thick tongue in her mouth choked off her cries, so what emerged was a series of strangled grunts that grew ever higher. Both of them were covered with sweat now and their bodies slid on each other. Her thighs threshed frantically.
"Ummmphff! UMMMMPHFF!! UMMMPHFFFF!!"
He felt the beginnings of her orgasm as her deepest recesses began to grip the tip of his organ. Her contractions radiated outward along the walls of her vagina, wringing his entire length in spasms that were so wild and strong that he exploded, pumping gout after gout of thick, milky semen into her.
Grier was no stranger to wild sex, but even he could not believe the strength of Mildrith's sex drive or how she had drained him. He collapsed on her, their two bodies in a sweaty heap. His organ was still deep inside her and he did not withdraw but stayed enbedded, enjoying the snug grip of her warm pussy.
The experience was unlike anything Mildrith had ever experienced before and initially all she could do was pant noisily, her sweat mixing with his as she tried to find a more comfortable position under his weight. She was sharply aware of pungent smell of sex -- his copious, viscous jism that was beginning to leak out around his softening penis, mixed with her lighter, feminine sexual fluids. In the afterglow of her powerful orgasm, she felt lightheaded and could not think clearly.
Grier recovered much more quickly and looked over at Edwina who was watching them round-eyed.
"You're a married woman, sex should be familiar to you," he murmured. He spoke in a hush to avoid intruding on Mildrith's post-orgasmic stupor.
"My lord, what you did to Lady Mildrith is unlike anything I have ever experienced," Edwina whispered back. "
"Well, I've never had a woman like her -- and I've had a lot of women, let me tell you. She's a magnificent fuck."
"As are you, my lord."
"Well, I was planning to put you on your back after I was done with your mistress, but I am afraid she has quite sapped me."
"I can wait, my lord."
"Don't worry, it's a long night. I'll fuck you, I promise."
Minutes went by as Mildrith remained in a daze. As she descended from her high, she became conscious of Grier's member, now flaccid but still fully inserted in her.
"Get out of me, you beast!" she cried.
"We've just had mind-blowing sex, Lady Mildrith," said Grier. "Don't ruin it."
"Filthy rutting! I don't know why the Lord has seen fit to punish me thus. I must have sinned in my thoughts, for I cannot recall anything I have done."
She reached behind her with her bound hands and brought her white wedding veil from her back to cover her face. With the red ribbon choker around her throat, her unlaced bustier and her wedding gown and petticoats gathered around her narrow waist, it only served to accentuate the picture of sensuality.
"You are getting me hard again, Lady Mildrith," said Grier, laughing.
"I wish you would die," Mildrith gritted out.
"I will die soon enough," said Grier. "But tonight I will fuck you so hard and often that you will remember it for the rest of your life. And I will make memories that will stay with me even after I die and feast in the corpse hall."
"I will give you no pleasure, you ogre! You may do whatever you want to me, but I will simply lie here and take my punishment."
"We'll see about that," said Grier, smiling. He withdrew his member from her with a plop and sat up. "Edwina, you are a married woman. I assume you know how to go down on me."
"Go down on you?" asked Edwina , confused.
"Give me head! Suck my cock with your mouth!" said Grier impatiently.
"Oh, sir, I am good Christian girl, I have never done such an unnatural act,"
"Well, come here, I'll teach you. Go down on your hands and knees and put your head between my knees."
Edwina came up nervously on her hands and knees. As soon as she was close enough, Grier took her head in his hands and put his thumbs in her cheeks to open her rosy lips into an 'O'. He guided her mouth to his cockhead.
"Put your tongue out and lick my glans," he said.
"Don't do it, Edwina!" cried Mildrith. "Fight him! The Lord will give you strength!"
But Edwina was deaf to her mistress. She only had eyes for the organ in front of her and put out her pink tongue to lap Grier's glans. She breathed in the strong musky smell of his semen residue as well as the sweet-sour odor of Mildrith's feminine secretions. She tasted the tart mixture on her tongue.
"How do you like the taste of our sex?" said Grier. "Can you taste your mistress?"
"It is strange, my lord," said Edwina. "But not unpleasant."
"Good girl! Now take my cockhead in your mouth. And swirl your tongue over it. It will grow in your mouth as I get hard."
Edwina did as she was told and her eyes grew large as she swallowed Grier's cockhead. He put his hands in her auburn hair and moved her head back and forth, thrusting into her mouth with a gentle rhythm.
"Ah, you are getting the hang of it, Edwina!" he said. "Now suck on me as I withdraw and hold your breath as I thrust in.".
It only took a few minutes for her to get him hard and fully erect again. He released her and patted her cheek.
"I'll fuck you later tonight, I promise," he said. "But this hard-on is to give your mistress an encore."
"No! Don't you dare, you swine! NO! When I get free, I will hunt you down and kill you by inches!"
Grier only laughed and rolled her on to her back. He pushed up her wedding veil so he could kiss her as he thrust his mammoth organ back into her. Lubricated as she was from their previous romp, he sank into her much more easily this time, though she was still tight enough to peel back his foreskin. He began to piston her and she kept raging at him. But his rough proficiency rekindled her animal passions and her angry expostulations soon gave way to sensual cries. He had awakened her innate sexuality, so she began to cum very quickly and he was able to continue pounding her till she climaxed again. The contractions of her second orgasm were even stronger than her first, and Grier felt his member was caught in a velvet vice. She screamed as she came, drowning out Grier's grunts.
"This was truly the 'little death', Mildrith," gasped Grier as he pumped another load into her. "You are a woman to die for."
* * * *
The dawn came early on this summer night. It found three of them -- Mildrith, Grier and Edwina in a tangled heap on her marriage bed. Mildrith was still tied down. Grier's arms were around her, hands cupping her superb breasts. Edwina lay with her head on Grier's belly.
Grier awoke first and as he stirred, he woke Edwina. She sat up, stretched and then wriggled up to nestle against Grier's side. She kissed him and rubbed herself on him like a cat, pressing her firm, young breasts against his chest and side.
"What a night, my lord," she whispered. She was happy to have Grier to herself for the moment and did not wish to wake Mildrith. "You mounted Lady Mildrith four times and still were able to make love to me in between! She came like a woman possessed, over and over! And so did I!"
"Yes, I've never had such a pair of women," responded Grier. "And you've become quite a good little cocksucker. I will be sorry to leave you both."
"Can I not come with you, my lord?" she asked. "I will keep your bed warm. And I am not jealous, you may have other women so long as you lie with me often. I will give you head any time you want."
"I like the way you suck my cock, Edwina," said Grier. "And I enjoy fucking you. But I would rather not take you from your people. Our lives are hard and you would soon come to hate me."



Mildrith slowly stirred and tugged at her silken bonds.
"Untie me, you monster," she said. Her voice was hoarse from the long night. "I must do my morning toilette."
"Oh, I will leave you to do that," he agreed. "But I will check you for weapons after you are dressed. It will be pleasure to search you thoroughly, my hands exploring every inch of your luscious body."
"I expect no gentility from you," she said bitterly.
* * * *
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Miranda Kim handed her boarding pass to the gate agent, hoping desperately. She was on the last flight out and she could see the whirling snowflakes outside through the glass behind the check-in counter. The snow was accumulating on the tarmac and many flights on the departures board had already been cancelled.
"I'm sorry, ma'am," said the gate agent. "Your flight is cancelled. We'll re-book you on the first flight tomorrow."
"But where will I stay overnight? The airline will put me up in a hotel, right?"
"No, I'm afraid not, ma'am," said the gate agent apologetically. "Bad weather is an Act of God. We are not responsible."
"But I can't afford a hotel!"
"I'm sorry, ma'am," said the gate agent, clearly keen to get to the next customer. "You can stay in the airport till tomorrow. It's the best we can do."
The gate agent returned her boarding pass and Miranda turned away. She was on the verge of tears. The business trip had been a disaster: she had failed to close a single deal, there was no way she could afford a hotel! She was on probation at work - her boss had already given her two warnings, so he would fire her for this unless she ... gave him what he wanted. He made no secret about his desire to fuck her.
Miranda was a twenty-nine, a Korean-American born in Chicago, with degrees in chemistry and business. She was tall for an Asian woman, five foot nine in her stockings with soft, jet black shoulder length hair. Her eyes were quite narrow, even for a Korean, but her face was so symmetric that they complemented it well. She retained the athletic figure she had developed as a varsity swimmer in college. Her breasts were firm and just full enough to balance her narrow waist and tight ass. Overall, she was remarkably pretty and always turned men's heads.
The business suit she wore was in the modern style - a tight skirt that was on the short side, diaphanous white silk blouse and a short jacket. Her Balenciaga silk scarf was worn loose and did not cover her black silk mesh choker. She wore black stockings, whose tops showed when she sat down and her short skirt rode up. Her black open toe strappy pumps had small leather bows and heels that raised her height to almost six feet.
"My flight's been cancelled too."
Miranda looked around quickly - it couldn't be! But it was. Jack Grierson, her former client, as tall, athletic and well dressed as ever. He had a cocky expression, not looking at all unhappy with the situation.
"What are you doing here, Jack?"
"Like every red-blooded man here, I'm staring at your black lace bra through your translucent blouse."
"How's business?" she asked, trying to ignore his eyes that were undressing her.
"Better and better." He loosened his tie and unbuttoned his collar. "How about you?"
"Terrible! I didn't make a single sale on this trip."
"What are you trying to sell?"
"Firewalls for industrial sites. Our systems are particularly good for continuous process industries."
"What's special about them?"
"They have an inbuilt neural net - they continuously mutate as they respond to hacking attempts. So you don't need to keep buying upgrades every few months."
"So why haven't you sold any?"
"Our systems are very expensive. The competition is 20% cheaper."
"That's too bad. Let me buy you a drink and commiserate. We've both had long days and we're stuck here for the night."
She hesitated before responding.
"I'm way behind on my quotas and my boss told me that if I don't make a sale on this trip, he's going to fire me."
"You should never have stopped handling my account. I was giving you enough business for you to make your quota, month in, month out."
"Yes, but the price was that you also gave me the business in bed. You impregnated me!"
"We had a good thing going. I fucked you, off and on, for almost two years. I didn't see any problems."
"I couldn't go on living a lie with Stan."
He began walking toward the Vino Volo wine bar that was a hundred yards from their gate. She fell into step beside him. He got them a table at the back, ordered a bottle of champagne and they clinked glasses.
"Jesus, I miss you, Miranda," he said. "We had great sex, didn't we? Even when you were heavily pregnant, we had so many positions: you rode me cowboy, reverse cowboy, I fucked you doggie style."
"Sex was never our problem. But I never enjoyed cheating on my husband."
"So is it any better with Stan now?"
"He's a great father to our daughter. He thinks she's his."
"Does he fuck you three or four times a night like I did? Did he get you pregnant with a second child?"
Miranda buttoned her jacket to cover her breasts and hide her bra from his unrelenting eyes.
"No," she admitted after a pause. Then she went on in a more aggressive tone. "But he doesn't force me to have sex at two in morning with another woman's sweat on his body and her fluids on his dick."
"That happened one time! And it was after the Christmas party your company threw for clients. I was drunk."
"You fucked one of the teenage cocktail waitresses at the party. And later came to my hotel room and forced me to have sex with you."
"Hold on!" Jack protested. "I seem to recall you cumming quite a few times that night. And begging me to fuck you harder."
Miranda felt her face grow warm and redden at the memory. She drained her champagne flute to avoid responding.
When the champagne was gone, Jack ordered another bottle. Miranda ate some nuts and olives, but she could feel the wine going to her head. She knew she should refuse, but when the waiter popped the cork on the second bottle she didn't stop him from refilling her glass. She unbuttoned her jacket, disregarding the way Jack's eyes caressed her breasts through her black bra.
"I'm sorry I took you for granted when we were sleeping together, Miranda. You're looking really sexy tonight. Sitting here, all I can think about is how we fucked in the restroom on that flight to London - three times!"
"I'd have happier memories of that flight if we hadn't later discovered that my boss was back in economy. He saw you with your hand up my skirt. He put two and two together and has been pestering me for sex ever since. He figures that if I cheated with one man at work, why not with another?"
"My God, Miranda, must you be so negative? We're together on a snowy night, drinking champagne and can do anything we want."
"Maybe you can. I can't afford a hotel. I'm going to spend the night on an uncomfortable airport chair."
She took a deep draught of her champagne and Jack refilled her flute.
"No need to do that. I've got a room at the airport Hilton. Come stay with me."
"No."
"Come on. You know you want to." He leaned toward her. "And loosen up a little. We're done working for the day."
He reached forward quickly. Before she could stop him, he undid the two top buttons of her blouse.
"There! You look much more comfortable and your silk choker shows up much better."
"You're incorrigible, Jack."
He drained his glass and she followed suit. He raised the bottle, but it was empty.
"No more champagne. Let's go to my room."
"Oh no," she said, wagging her finger and giggling. Two bottles of champagne between the two of them! She had a nearly empty stomach and was really beginning to feel the wine now. She had a hard time speaking without slurring. "I'm tipsy. I'm not going up to a hotel room with Jackhammer Grierson."
"You look so pretty, giggling like that."
He took out his phone and took several pictures of her. She was leaning forward on her elbows. With the top buttons of her blouse undone, he was able to fit her tight cleavage, the frilly tops of the cups of her lacey strapless black bra into the pictures. He attached the most revealing one to a text to Miranda's husband, Stan, with the message, "I'm with your beautiful wife tonight. Her flight is cancelled, but don't worry, I'll take good care of her tonight. Jack Grierson."
"Come on, Miranda. You can't spend the night in an airport chair. Not when you can sleep in a comfortable bed."
He stood up. She got up as well, teetering slightly on her high heels.
"Okay," she said. She knew she was slurring now. "But I want to sleep, not fuck. I'm not starting with you again."
"We'll do whatever you want," he said, taking her roller suitcase and hooking it to his.
Just as they started walking, her phone rang. She fished it out of her bag and looked at the screen. It was her husband, Seho 'Stan' Kim.
"How are you, darling?" He sounded worried and his Korean accent was thicker than usual.
"Fine, fine," she replied, her accent turning even more American in response. "My flight's been cancelled, that's all. I'll be home on the first flight tomorrow."
"Have you been drinking?"
"Why do you ask?"
"You're slurring a bit."
"I've had a long day. I had a glass of champagne."
"Are you alone?"
Miranda glanced at Jack before replying.
"I ran into an old client, John Grierson. We had a quick drink together."
"Are you with him now?"
Miranda looked over at Jack again and said, "I'm just saying goodbye to him."
"Good, good. I'll call you back in half an hour. Then we can chat privately."
"Okay."
"Is your Asiatic husband being the mother hen again? 'Now don't be naughty, Miranda, cluck, cluck!' I can't understand why you married such an old man."
"Stan and I are both Korean-Americans."
"You look and sound All-American," responded Jack patting her firm rump. "You were a cheerleader in high school, a varsity swimmer in college! He sounds like he arrived from Korea yesterday."
"He's not that old! He's fifty-one!"
"That's pretty old. And he acts older." Jack.
"Well, age is just a number. You're a mature man and you act like a high school boy with raging hormones. You try to fuck every woman you come across!"
"Every woman is special to me. If anyone is starved for love, it's me."
"My heart breaks for you."
"Oscar Wilde said that sarcasm is the lowest form of wit."
"I'm not trying to be funny," Miranda snapped.
They entered the lobby of the airport Hilton and Jack led the way to the elevators. He pushed the button for the top floor. Once there, he led the way to the corner suite. It had a brass plate on the door that read "Regal Suite".
"Who's paying for this?" she asked.
"I've got a gold membership in the Hilton Club. I managed to score an upgrade."
They entered. There was an large sitting room with ornate furniture and floor to ceiling windows that looked out on to the airport runways. There was a silver bucket with a bottle of Dom Perignon champagne and a tray of nuts, olives and gherkins. Jack popped the cork and poured out two glasses and handed one to her without a word.
"No, ..." she began.
"Just to toast. To our snowy reunion in my hotel upgrade."
"Okay," she said reluctantly.
They clinked glasses and she took a sip. She was about to put the glass down when her phone rang again. It was Stan.
"Shit," she said.
She chugged the glass, ignoring Jack's expostulation, "Hey! That's expensive champagne!"
"Hi, Stan," she said, slurring badly now.
"Miranda! How much have you had to drink?"
"Probably too mush, I mean mush, I mean mush much," she said, and giggled again. "I've been a bad girl."
"Are you with John Grierson?"
"No, no," she said. "I'm alone. I'm goin' to shleep now ..."
"Miranda! Stop drinking! I mean, like right now!"
"Okay, sir!" said Miranda in a mock subservient tone.
"Miranda!" Stan was pleading now. "You sound very drunk! Don't do something you will regret."
"No, sir," she said. "No more drinks!"
"Oh, good, good," said Stan, relief plain in his voice. "Just keep talking to me. As long as you like."
She looked at Jack and giggled. Jack came up to her and began unbuttoning the rest of the buttons of her translucent white blouse.
"No!" she said to him in a loud whisper, catching one of his wrists with her free hand. She slowed him, but could not stop him. "No, don't!"
"What's up, darling?" asked Stan. "Who are you saying 'no' to?"
"Just the barman," Miranda said, quickly. "He was trying to refill my wine glass and I told him no."
Jack managed to undo the last of the buttons on her blouse and began to pull it out of her skirt waistband.
"No, no," she whispered and tried to keep her blouse tucked in.
"What's going on, darling?" asked Stan again.
"Oh, the barman is being very insistent," she said hastily, still fighting to rebutton her blouse. It was a hopeless struggle and Jack soon had her blouse out of the way.
"You must be firm, Miranda," said Stan. "Don't let him bully you."
"Of course," she said, as Jack began to knead her breasts through her black strapless bra and kiss her nipples through the fabric. Her nipples were already half hard and now poked through the lace as stiff and long as rifle bullets. She tried to push Jack away with her free hand, whispering again, "No, no, no!"
"Look how excited you are," whispered Jack. "See I how hard your nipples are getting ... relax, don't fight it."
"Just talk to me, baby," said Stan.
"You want phone sex?" asked Miranda, realizing that Stan would not hang up and that Jack would not stop.
"I don't want to keep you up," said Stan, hesitantly. "You're tired."
"I know you want it!"
"But you're in a bar! Aren't there people around?"
"I'll find a secluded corner."
"Okay, then."
She could hear the eagerness in his voice.
"I'm goin' to feel myself. You can hear me. You do it with me. I want to hear you, too."
"Okay."
There was no hesitation Stan's voice now.
"You got your dick out?"
"Yes, yes."
Jack began kissing Miranda's throat down the side, kneading her breasts with his hands. He spread her scarf out of the way and his tongue ran over the smooth silk of her choker. Her breath began to be audible, just gentle sighing at first.
"You sound great, baby," Stan said. He was clearly farther along than her, for his voice was strained.
Jack picked her up and carried her to the big king bed. He hiked up her skirt, his fingers tracing lines on the smooth nylon to the tops of her stockings, and over her snap-on garters to the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. She gasped, put her phone on speaker and dropped it on the bed beside her.
"Tell me, baby," gasped Stan, his voice clear in the speaker, his strong accent unmistakable. "Tell me what you're doing."
"I've got my skirt up around my waist," she panted. "My fingers are on my panties."
Jack's fingers reached her black panties. He traced the line of her vulva through the thin lace-trimmed satin. Her panting grew louder.
"Tell me more, tell me more," implored Stan.
Jack hooked his fingers in the waistband of Miranda's panties and pulled sharply. There was a tearing sound as he ripped them and pulled them off. She caught her breath and Jack pushed his face into her crotch. His tongue traced her thick vulva lips and he pushed two fingers deep into her pussy.
"OMIGOD!!" she cried out.
"What did you do? Tell me! Tell me!"
"I've got fingers in my pussy!" she groaned. "It's driving me wild!"
Jack worked up to a rapid tempo, his tongue keeping pace with his fingers. He pushed them as deeply as he could into Miranda's pussy.
"OH! AAHH!! OOHH! AAAHH!! OOOHHH!! I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" Miranda's voice climbed the octaves and they could hear Stan's heavy breathing on the speakerphone. Just as Miranda began cumming, they heard Stan's telltale grunts that indicated he had spurted his load.
Miranda lay on her back, panting slightly. Jack moved up on her body, undid her loose scarf, and pulled down her bra cups. His tongue began teasing her bare hard nipples.
Miranda did not realize that Jack had gotten naked when she felt his old, familiar weight on her. Then she felt his gargantuan cock between her upper thighs, his cockhead at her wet vulva, his skin against hers.
"God, Miranda, listening to you cumming was so exciting!" exclaimed Stan. "Are you going to the ladies to freshen up?"
"No, no," she mumbled. "Still excited! Going again ... "
"You can't be serious, Miranda! You just came!"
"OOOHH!!" she expostulated as Jack pushed his cockhead into her. He used his weight to drive his entire organ into her, his length and girth stretching and filling her underused pussy. He paused to let her reorient herself to him, to feel the heavy pulse of his heart through the veins in his member far inside her. In their years apart, she had forgotten the intensity of being so fully penetrated.
"OMIGOD!" she cried. "You're in so deep!"
Jack kissed her open mouthed and she felt his thick tongue invading her orally, one hand gripping the back of her neck at her choker to hold her head steady. He gathered her wrists together with his other hand and pinned them up on the pillow behind her head. The years melted away and it was like she had never left his bed, as though being impaled on his immense manhood was her natural state of being.
"Who's in so deep?" Stan's voice wafted in, high with worry. "What are you doing now?"
Jack began to fuck Miranda, slowly, with long, steady strokes. Each one brought forth a gasp "OOOHH!!" from her, interspersed with "OMIGOD!! OMIGOD!!" Miranda was extremely wet now, so Jack's thrusts created distinctive slopping sounds with a soft smack at the end as his mount hit her vulva. She rotated her hips, grinding his cock against her stretched pussy walls. She pulled hard on his grip on her wrists above her head, arching her back to rub her firm breasts against his hard chest.
"Are you masturbating again, Miranda?" Stan's voice was plaintive. "Are you using a vibrator? Tell me! Talk to me! I'm spent, I can't join you!"
"I'M CUMMING!! I'M CUMMING AGAIN!! OMIGOD, I'M CUMMING SO HARD!!"
"Miranda! Don't be so loud! Someone might hear you!"
But she cried out several more times as her contractions waxed and waned. Her body twisted in Jack's grip, her pussy gripping his shaft its velvet maws. Both Miranda and Jack were covered with sweat now, their bodies sliding against each other, moving to the staccato rhythm he dictated. Her contractions were more powerful and continued longer than he remembered, perhaps fueled by her years of passionless sex since her last tryst with him. Jack felt the twitching in his member and knew that he would not be able to hold it back any longer. Miranda continued to cry out, and Jack began to cum, pumping his thick, musky semen into her through three hard thrusts. She felt the gushing warmth of his copious ejaculation in her innermost recesses and remembered with trepidation that she was ovulating.
He lay on her, still fully sheathed, his viscous ejaculate beginning to leak out around his softening member. Miranda's thinking mind was wiped out by the intensity of her orgasm. She just lay on her back, pulling great gulps of air into her lungs, aware of his weight on her, but still lightheaded from her explosive climax and too drained to move.
"My God, Jack!" she mumbled finally. "I'd forgotten how hard you make me cum. I almost passed out."
"The night is young," said Jack. "I'll try harder."
Too late, she remembered her live phone. She quickly retrieved it and cut the line to Stan, pushing Jack to make him roll off her. He complied and lay beside her. He held her in a tight embrace, kissing her eyebrows, her eyes, and her nose, before seeking her lips to push his thick tongue into her mouth again. Her tongue sparred with his, but she was still very buzzed with liquor and her climax and had little enthusiasm. It soon grew one-sided , so he stopped. He just held her, reveling in the feel of her firm, young breasts and her still hard nipples against his skin. She closed her eyes and soon dozed off.
He heard the faint buzz that indicated an incoming text on his phone. He reached over into his jacket pocket and pulled it out, reading the screen behind her head. It was response to picture of Miranda that he had sent Stan.



Stan: 'You're fucking my wife, aren't you?'
Jack: 'Yes.'
Jack tapped quietly to avoid waking Miranda.
Stan: 'Are you done?'
Jack: 'I've got all night with her. I'll probably fuck her 2-3 more times.'
There was long pause. Jack put his phone down on the bed and closed his eyes. He was nearly asleep when it buzzed again.
Stan: 'I want to watch.'
* * * * *
Seho Kim had come to the U.S. as a young man to go to college. He graduated in business studies and got a job as a sales agent for a large industrial company, and took to using the name 'Stan' to fit in. He worked hard, but found that in sales, his heavy Korean accent and foreign ways were big detriments to making connections with buyers. He did not have the ready stock of jokes or folksy ways that many of his colleagues used to befriend buyers and make sales. Years passed and he saw colleague after colleague promoted over his head, till he was reporting to men ten years younger than him.
He was frustrated at work, but that was nothing compared to his frustration in bed. He was mediocre at his job, but he was a total failure on the dating scene. He tried bars, he tried online, but no matter how much effort he put into it, no woman that he found attractive would have anything to do with him. Finally, in his late thirties, he began going to his Korean-American church and there he found a group where his language, his humor and his persona were appreciated. He volunteered for more and more church activities and soon became a leading light of the congregation.
He saw Miranda Park, as she was then, grow up before his eyes, blossoming from an awkward teenager to a beautiful young woman. Recalling his disastrous experiences with women, he was cautious, only talking to her at church events and never bringing up anything personal. But he assiduously cultivated her parents. The Parks were like him, immigrants from Korea, but not very educated. They operated a laundry and had to work long hours to make the money they needed to send Miranda to an expensive prep school and on to Yale.
When Stan brought up the idea of marriage, they were enthusiastic. A college educated Korean man for their daughter! They conspired to throw him together with Miranda at events at church, and then invited him to their home. Soon he became a regular at the Park household, dining there three or four times a week. He began by asking Miranda out to the movies. It was innocent enough, and she reluctantly agreed. She only did so to please her parents, who seemed very keen that she accept.
One movie led to another, and another, and then dinner dates. Miranda was not sure what to make of this older man, but he seemed very earnest and was clearly very smitten with her. When he proposed, she said she would think about it - with her strict church upbringing, she was still a virgin and Stan had barely put his arm around her in the movies. He was different in every way from the American men she had met at college and at work; many had tried to get physical with her and some had tried to "convince" her to yield. Stan's timidity came across as gentlemanly respect. He was not exciting, but he was safe.
She got subtle pressure from her father and not-so-subtle pressure from her mother. She felt guilty to refuse her parents, who had sacrificed so much for her. So after a few months of resistance, she accepted him. They were married in their church and Stan thought it was the happiest day of his life.
Virtually the entire church flock attended. Miranda wore an ivory off the shoulder wedding gown with a tight bodice that hugged her exquisite figure all the way down to her upper thighs. All the young men on both sides of the aisle got hard watching her sway up to the altar on her father's arm.
Several of them joshed Stan at the reception about how he managed to marry the hottest girl in the congregation. As the drinks flowed, their talk grew more raucous.
"So Stan, how is she in bed?"
"Envy you, man! Why did she choose you? You must have a big cock!"
"Let me know if you need any help in the wedding suite tonight."
"Let's get Stan drunk and asleep, so we can give Miranda a wedding night to remember!"
Stan was alarmed by this line of talk and tried to escape it by spending time with Miranda's parents and the older parishioners. He danced his opening dance with Miranda to polite applause, but when the younger men aggressively demanded dances with the bride later in the evening, he was unable to deter them. Miranda was clearly uncomfortable with the way some of them pawed her on the dancefloor, but when she asked Stan to "do something" he was unable to protect her.
Their wedding night sex was superlatively exciting for him, and but only mildly so for her. He was as inexperienced as her when it came to sex - most of his knowledge came from pornographic films. He tried to initiate some of the techniques he had seen on their honeymoon, but she was horrified and refused pointblank. They settled into a regular routine of missionary sex - and even with her stupendous body, and great looks, he eventually grew tired of the repetitious activity. He returned to secretly watching pornography late at night after she had gone to sleep.
* * * * *
Stan had been recording the call with Miranda. After he exchanged texts with Jack, he sat back in his chair and wiped his brow, surprised at how much he was sweating. He cued up the recording of the call and now played back several segments.
"I'M CUMMING!! I'M CUMMING AGAIN!! OMIGOD, I'M CUMMING SO HARD!!"
He played back Miranda's loud orgasmic cries three times. He felt his member swelling and he soon had an erection that was stiffer than any he could remember. He played her orgasm the fourth time and this time he let it run on till he heard the bit where Miranda made it clear that Jack was fucking her.
"My God, Jack!" she mumbled finally. "I'd forgotten how hard you make me cum. I almost passed out."
"The night is young," said Jack. "I'll try harder."
Stan texted Jack again: 'When are you going to fuck Miranda again?'
He waited impatiently and the minutes crawled by. Then twenty minutes later, his phone buzzed.
Jack: 'I need a nap. Maybe in an hour.'
Stan: 'I really want to watch. Set up a video.'
Jack: 'OK. I'll use Miranda's phone.'
Stan: 'You have a big cock?"
Jack: 'Women seem to think so.'
Stan: 'I want you to make her gag on it.'
Jack did not respond.
* * * * *
Jack went back to cuddling Miranda, and fell asleep holding her close. A few hours later, arousal woke him up. His raging hardon was right against Miranda's skin. He slid out of bed silently, hacked through her password into her phone, arranged it on the bedside table at just the right angle and hit Stan's number with the video on. Then he unzipped Miranda's skirt and slid it off her. As he slipped her translucent blouse down her arms and off, she sighed in her sleep, mumbling, "Jack, Jack, I'm so sleepy ..."
He gently turned her sideways on the bed, hands on her bra straps under her armpits and arranged her head on the edge, so that it tilted backwards. Then he got on his knees and lined up his erect member with Miranda's face. He ran his fingers through her glossy, jet black hair and looked over at the screen of her phone. It was filled with Stan's face and his slant eyes were almost round as he watched the action, totally agog - he was clearly mere inches from his screen.
Jack put his thumbs in Miranda's cheeks to splay her rosy lips. The intense smell of his precum drew her out of slumber and her narrow eyes popped open - and the first thing she saw was Jack's engorged organ an inch from her face.
"Wha ...!!"
She had barely time to get a word out before Jack pushed his thick cockhead into her mouth.
"UMMMPHPHFFF!!"
Her strangled cry drowned into strong suction as she strove to draw breath into her lungs around his oral invasion.
"Calm down," Jack's voice was soothing. "Open wide."
She complied, but even so, his thickness spread her jaws to their maximum extent.
"I'll go slow. Inhale as I draw out, suck as I push in, exhale as I thrust deep."
He held her head firmly, fingers in her silky hair, as he kept insistently increasing his penetration.
"Easy now, easy now, do as I say," Jack's soft tone had its intended effect and she calmed down. He rocked his hips back and forth, increasing his penetration each time. He kept coaching her to "inhale, suck, exhale", as he kept slowly fucking her mouth. She began to fall into his rhythm, and soon the pleasurable sensation of her sucking enhanced the feeling and sight of her rosy lips on his shaft.
He kept one hand to steady her head and reached with the other to knead her small, firm breasts exposed by her pulled down bra cups. His thumb ran over her nipples and stimulated them back to hardness. He periodically glanced over at Miranda's phone screen, but Stan's rapt gaze never wavered.
Jack arched her neck back, lining up her throat with her oral cavity.
"I'm going deeper, honey," he said, keeping his voice soft. "Just stay with my rhythm, don't gag, don't panic. Alright?"
He had to push harder to go through the back of her mouth. Her throat constricted his cockhead and in spite of his tender coaching, Miranda began to panic - her body thrashed in his grasp and her hands gripped his wrists, trying to free herself.
"Shhh ... shhh ... calm down, baby ... calm down ..."
"UMMMMPHPHFFF!! UMMMMPHPHFFF!!"
Jack withdrew partially, and she breathed noisily, sloppily sucking on him in the process. Her saliva drooled out of her mouth around her cock, providing additional lubrication. Her nose ran copiously and her eyes watered with clear salty tears that dripped on to the carpet.
"Just remember what you were doing," Jack's voice stayed low, calm and level. "I doesn't matter how deep I am, you can still follow the same rhythm."
It seemed to help for the next time Jack pushed his member into her throat and felt the velvety tightness around his cockhead, her body thrashed less and she sucked more. His thrusts into her mouth grew steadily faster. While she still gagged at the apex of each one, she was able to swallow almost his entire massive length.
Jack allowed his free hand to reach down, follow the line of her sternum from her breasts to the swell of her belly, and tickle her belly button. He leaned forward, and his fingers found her crotch again. He caressed her pussy lips, stroked her line of fine down and teased her clitoris in time with his oral fucking. Her sloppy breathing became interspersed with strangled cries.
"UMMMMPHPHFFF!! UMMMMPHPHFFF!!"
Her smothered cries took on a higher note as his fingers grew more insistent. Now her body thrashed on the bed with sexual excitement rather than panic. He enjoyed watching the twitching of her pussy lips and when he glanced over at her phone screen, he could see from Stan's concentrated expression that he was at the climax of his masturbation, ejaculating his load.
Miranda began to cum soon after, her sweat glistened body twisting on to her side, speared on his cock like a fish on a hook. Her black stockings and the metallic studs on her high heels glinted in the dim lamps as her legs fluttered. Her hands frantically clenched his wrists again, but this time she held on like she was drowning.
"UMMMMPHPHFFF!! UMMMMPHPHFFF!! UMMMMPHPHFFF!! UMMMMPHPHFFF!!"
Jack took one more glance at her phone screen and saw Stan's still staring. His mouth dropped open as he witnessed his wife's explosive orgasm.
Jack drove once more into Miranda's mouth as he felt his load coursing out of his balls. The view of her caught like a fish with his cock deep in her mouth, combined with her husband's ogling stare goaded him to climax. His lower body shuddered and he pumped his gouts of semen into her in two thrusts, lodging his cockhead deep into her throat with each one.
She gagged and spluttered as his thick, pungent discharge went straight down, just as she was trying to inhale. She involuntarily swallowed most of it, but lots of the thick, milky fluid gushed out of her mouth around the seal of her lips on his shaft. Impelled by her abrupt exhalation, beads of the milky, gelatinous fluid flew in all directions - some were even propelled far enough to hit the screen of her phone. They clung there for a moment, before seeping downward, adorning Stan's image with streaks of Jack's semen.
Jack kept his cock in her mouth even as it began to soften. Globules of his semen were in her hair and he massaged them into her scalp through her thick, silken mop. His shrinking member allowed her jaws to relax and she felt her tongue again. She lapped his glans as he finally withdrew, slowly and deliberately.
A thin trail of residual semen slowly dribbled out of her mouth, diluted with a great deal of her saliva and clear salty tears. A thinner trail of similarly diluted semen trickled out of her nostrils. She sighed, but made no attempt to wipe the fluid away.
"OMIGOD, Jack," she whispered loudly. "I've never had a cock in my mouth. You never did that to me before."
"It was a special request," said Jack.
"I must have asked for it in my sleep," she smiled.
Jack looked over and saw that Stan was gaping at his wife's post-orgasmic kittenish demeanor.
"Clean up, darling, and let's cuddle," Jack said, handing her his handkerchief from the bedside table.
"I don't know how I'm going to get back to sleep," she murmured, as she wiped her face. "I'm so high!"
She slid easily into his arms and he pulled the covers up to their waists.
"I should take off my shoes," she said in a low tone.
"No, no, it feels so much naughtier when you still have them on," responded Jack.
He nuzzled her neck.
"Go to sleep, Miranda."
In spite of her claim to be on a high, Miranda drifted back to sleep very quickly. The sexual romp had clearly tired her. Jack nuzzled her neck and looked over at her still-live phone screen. Stan had blanked his own camera. Clearly, he was still watching them, but his own image was replaced with a blank screen. Then Jack's phone buzzed with an incoming text.
Stan: 'I want you to tie her down.'
Jack: 'Why?'
Stan: 'So you can fuck her in the ass.'
There was another long pause.
Jack: 'I've never done that with her. Have you?'
Aan hesitated before responding, 'No.'
Jack: 'Why do you want me to do it?'
Stan: 'She won't let me do it to her. But she can't resist you. And with your big cock, it will be very painful for her.'
Jack: 'You want me to hurt her?'
Stan: 'Yes.'
Jack: 'Why?'
There was no response for a few minutes. Jack had just closed his eyes, when his phone buzzed again.
Stan: 'She's cheating on me! She's being unfaithful to the vows she made in church! She's got to pay the price! Punish her - hurt her, bruise her. You will be God's instrument and earn his forgiveness for your sin of fornication.'
Jack: 'I won't hurt her.'
He muted his phone, closed his eyes and was asleep within seconds.
* * * * *
Jack's internal clock woke him in just over an hour. He had another hardon and it was tight against Miranda's thigh. He sat up soundlessly and drew off her Balenciaga silk scarf. He used it to quickly and efficiently tie her wrists to the heavy slats on the bed's headboard. Then he turned her on to her belly and put a pillow beneath her mid-section to raise her buttocks. Her pussy and anus peeped out at him from between her legs.
He got a tube of skin cream out of her purse and squeezed a healthy dollop on to his palm. He dipped his fingers in it and with swift, economical movements, smeared her anal ring. With gentle moves, he pushed a cream greased finger into her ass, so gradually that she merely sighed in her sleep, but did not wake. He progressively pushed his finger deeper and deeper into her anus, working the cream in to lubricate her anal passage.
He put one hand on the back of her neck at her choker and steadied his hardon with the other. He leaned over her and kissed one of her ears. The warmth of his lips on her sensitive ear woke her and she said sleepily, "What time is it, Jack?"
"Time to fuck," said Jack.
"Again?" she asked. "You're insatiable." She tried to move her hands, but found that she could not. "Why have you tied me down?"
"You'll see," he said.
He had his gigantic organ positioned at her ass, but she did not realize his intention till she felt his cockhead on her anal ring.
"Jack! You can't go in there with your big cock! You'll tear me apart!"
"Relax, Miranda. It's a new experience for you, but you can do it. The more you relax, the less it will hurt at first."
"Why, Jack? OMIGOD! OMI ...UMMPHPHFF!!"
Jack had to push very hard to get his thick cockhead into her and she cried out. He used his grip on the back of her neck to drive her face into the pillows and stifle her screams. Simultaneously, he leaned forward like a rider in a saddle and whispered in her ear, trying to calm her.
"Just relax, Miranda! Easy does it! The hardest part is over, you've got the thickest part of me in you. I've pre-lubricated you, but your own fluids will soon begin to flow and it will become much easier."
She continued to struggle, her hands pulled hard on her scarf and her muffled cries came from the pillow. He gave her enough room to breathe and her body threshed in time to her panicked puffing. He penetrated deeper into her, and his organ felt like a hot bar of steel. She felt a tight sensation in her throat - it made her panic again and she thrashed against her silken bonds.
"Shhh ... shhh ... don't be afraid ... calm down, darling ... " Jack's soft voice continued in her ear. He pushed steadily, but very slowly. The sharp pain of the initial impaling eased and her panicked breathing slowed. She moved her hips to better accommodate him. With a final push, he felt her round buttocks against his mount.
"You have a great ass, Miranda," he whispered. "You were built to ride."
He began to move in her, slowly. He pushed one hand under her and began to tease her clitoris as he rocked, generating a steady rhythm. She felt the pain slide away and it was replaced by a steadily growing heat. His teasing fingers stoked her excitement and his deep anal penetration became less intrusive and more stimulating. She felt filled up in a new and different way.
Her panting breaths gave Jack a clear message and he began to ride her hard, his mount slapping her round ass. Her ass was even tighter than her pussy and she gave small screams as each thrust sank home. Jack other hand curled around her neck and his fingers caressed her throat. It was a strange feeling with his huge organ ploughing deep into her ass, invading her intimate regions that had never been touched before. Her body began to respond with fluid secretions that alleviated the sharpness of the pain and allowed her excitement to build faster. His anal invasion intensified the pleasurable sensations of his continuous caressing of her clit many times over. She was soon mewing wordlessly and arching her back to give him a better angle to pound her.
Jack felt the beginnings of her orgasm with her first contractions deep inside and they were accompanied a moment later with a higher pitch to her keening cries. His fingers tightened around her throat and he began to choke her. The asphyxiation accelerated and heightened her orgasmic outburst and she twisted violently in his grip, tugging hard on the scarf that tied her down, her sweat-covered body bucking and thrashing. Incredibly, her anal muscles clenched even tighter and Jack knew he would not be able to resist her body's demands.
He pulled out of her ass and with the same motion, thrust his full length into her pussy. He was just in time, for his coursing ejaculation shot out just as his cock hit the soft depths of her vagina.



Miranda felt many things at once, and the compendium of sensations was so forceful that her brain could scarcely process them all. Her asphyxiation strengthened her orgasm to such a degree that she felt it throughout her body, from her fingertips and toetips to her clitoris, her nipples, her throat and even her mouth. She saw stars exploding before her eyes and the sensory overload was too much for her. The last thing she felt was the warmth of his ejaculate gushing into her most intimate alcove. She passed out and Jack's fingers slid off her throat.
He was spent too, but he was till tightly wound up from the intense excitement of the romp. His cock was still rigid within her vaginal clamp and he lay on her sweaty body, petting her wet hair. He looked over at her phone screen and saw Stan, who was staring with his mouth still hanging open. Jack could see that he had masturbated, for there was sweat coursing down his face and his hands, though off camera, were clearly on his crotch. His own phone buzzed with an incoming text.
Stan: You really hurt her! Good!
Jack saw the text, but did not respond. He continued petting Miranda's damp locks, arranging them so they were off her face.
"What a strong fuck you are," he whispered, aware that Stan could hear him. "You've got my motor so revved up, it won't calm down."
Minutes passed. Miranda felt like she was at the bottom of a deep well and rose slowly, ever so slowly, toward to the surface. The first thing she became aware of was Jack's huge organ still deep in her pussy, and then she felt his weight on her, their sweaty bodies slithering against one another. In spite of all the lube, she could still feel the burning soreness in her anal passage, especially the reaming of his thick cockhead. Even so, she felt closer to him that ever. But she was still dizzy in the continuing afterglow of her blazing orgasm.
"You animal, you fucked me senseless," she whispered, softly. "And you're still in me and still hard."
"I told you I would try harder," he said.
"I thought I'd seen everything that you could do. But you topped everything." She twisted her torso to face him, tugging on her silk scarf as she did so. Both Jack and Stan could see her nipples were hard and elongated. "When I was first married, I thought sex with Stan was exciting. How little I knew!"
"I hurt you, Miranda, didn't I?" said Jack with a sidelong glance at Stan, who was staring from her phone screen.
"It was intense. At first I couldn't tell whether it was good intense or bad intense, but soon the excitement mounted and it was all good. The sensations were SO much stronger than anything I've felt before, even with you, like WOW! Then you choked me and, OMIGOD! I came so hard, I passed out." She puckered up and Jack kissed her. "I couldn't do this every night, Jack. But I'm going to want to do this again!"
She squeezed her pussy lips as hard as she could on his still rigid dick.
"It feels good to have you in me." She slowly rotated her hips, creating friction and warm suction that got his pulse going again. "Fuck me again. But slowly this time."
He moved slowly in time with her rotations, thrusting gently into her pussy. The sticky warmth of his last ejaculation lubed his shaft and seeped out, adding more sexual residue to the sheets under her. Jack had very little jism left in him and even his great sexual energies were close to spent. He did not seek release, but sought to enjoy the warmth of her pussy that had incredibly retained its taut grip on his member.
"I've fucked a lot of women, Miranda," he said. "But very few can match your energy in bed."
"Tell me about them," she said, continuing the placid rhythmic rotation of her hips. "Tell me about your executive assistant, Farah Hojjat, with her upper class British accent. She sounds so cold on the phone."
"What do you want to know?"
"Is she cold in real life? Is she married?"
"No, she's not cold. And yes, she's married."
"Did you breed her?"
"Yes."
"Do you tie her down like this?"
"Sometimes."
"Is she better than me in bed?"
"Not better, just different."
"Does her husband know?"
"No."
Miranda sighed.
"I wish I could see you with another woman."
Jack glanced over and saw Stan's eyes goggle.
"What about your husband, Stan? Would you want him to know about us?"
Miranda laughed and arched her back suddenly, upsetting Jack's rhythm.
"Stan! He wouldn't believe what we are doing if I told him! He couldn't imagine any of this. He thinks I'm an innocent schoolgirl."
"And you're not?"
She giggled.
"Would a schoolgirl let you fuck her in the ass?"
"I wouldn't try unless she was eighteen."
She giggled again.
"I have a feeling you've had some eighteen-year-olds."
Jack did not respond, but reached down and cupped a firm breast, playing with the hard nipple.
"Tell me what you wish you had."
"What any girl wishes for," laughed Miranda. "Things I can't afford. Designer clothes, sexy lingerie, and of course, cute shoes."."
Jack increased his rhythm and she began to breathe faster. He moved his hand down to stroke her clit again. Soon she was exhaling hard and climbing the heights again. When her orgasm came, it both sudden and mild - just a minor contractions that Jack barely felt. He came with her, and his climax was equally temperate. This time he rapidly went flaccid - he lost tumescence to the extent that he could not maintain penetration and slid out of her with a plop.
She turned around and Jack quickly reached over and cut the line to Stan on her phone. When she saw it on the bedside table, the screen was reassuringly dark.
"Will you untie me now?" she asked. "I'm very tired."
"No," he replied. "Go to sleep, you still have a couple hours before daylight."
"Hold me," she said, drowsily. He put his arms around her and cuddled her. She fell asleep almost immediately, arms still stretched over her head, wrists tied to the slats of the headboard.
Jack dozed for an hour before rising silently. He showered and dressed before coming to the bed and brushing her cheek with his lips.
"Love you, Jack, ...," she mumbled in her sleep.
He stopped at the door and looked back over his shoulder at her sleeping form.
"No, you can't love me," he whispered. "I'm a monster."
* * * * *
It was well after dark the next day when Miranda let herself into the row home she shared with Stan. He came down the stairs when she shut the front door and gave her a hug.
"I'm so glad you're home," he said. "Have you had dinner?"
"Yes," she said.
"Come to bed."
"I'll just put my bag away first."
"I'll take it," he said. "How was your trip?"
"Tiring," she said.
He carried her bag upstairs and she followed. She went straight into the bathroom and changed into her nightie there. When she came out, Stan was in bed. She slid into bed with him hesitantly. She was still very sore from her extreme sexual marathon with Jack. Stan had the smell of sex on him and she braced herself to put up with his pawing, groping sex. However, she was gratified to find that he merely kissed her on the cheek and held her for a few moments before rolling over and going to sleep.
Stan had masturbated almost continuously since the previous day, watching the saved video of Jack fucking Miranda over and over. If anything, he was even more sore than she was. The thought of waiting a few hours to watch the video again while masturbating was far more attractive to him than boring missionary style sex with his wife.
* * * * *
Seven months later Miranda received a gift card in a Foncault Group envelope. In it was a gift card to the most expensive spa in town. It was signed by Farah Hojjat, Jack's executive assistant. Miranda put it in her purse and went to work. On an impulse, she called Farah's number. It rang a few times before she heard Farah's clipped British accent.
"Farah Hojjat."
"This is Miranda Kim. I got the gift card."
"Good."
"I want to see you."
"Why?"
"To see my competition."
"Whatever do you mean?
"Jack hasn't called me or contacted me since our night together at the Hilton. I want to know why."
"He's been busy."
"Not too busy to fuck you."
There was a silence.
"When do you want to meet?"
"Now."
"You know the Starbucks across the road from your office?"
"Yes."
"I'll meet you there at three."
Miranda was there fifteen minutes early. She took a corner table that had a view of the outside and scanned the people walking by, trying to guess what Farah would look like. When Farah appeared, she was more or less what Miranda expected - dressed as she was herself in a dark business suit with a short, tight skirt, white blouse and single button jacket that hung open. She wore a red silk choker and very high heels. Her heart shaped face, big brown eyes and hourglass figure were a marked contrast to Miranda's own.
She bought her coffee, seated herself at Miranda's table and crossed her legs.
"You're very pregnant," she said without a preamble.
"Thank you for the support payments, they arrive on the first of every month."
"Along with the support payments for your previous child with Jack," Farah said in a businesslike tone. "Why did you force this meeting?"
"I want to know why Jack hasn't seen me since the night he bred me. The last time he slept with me all through my pregnancy."
"I told you, he's been busy."
"But he's fucking you, isn't he?"
Farah remained unruffled.
"Jack has sex with me every day," she agreed. "But he's had a lot of other women as well. It would be best if you forget him."
"Do you love him?"
This did surprise Farah and she did not respond immediately. She looked out the window at the passersby and smoothed her tight skirt.
"Perhaps," she said finally. "I don't know. He's a hard man to love - he pushes everyone away."
"He keeps telling me that he is bad man," agreed Miranda. "But he's not. And he's a very successful businessman."
"Yes, he slaves away for the St James family," nodded Farah.
"Well, he's CEO of their corporation, the Foncault Group," retorted Miranda. "I'm sure he's well rewarded for his work."
"You don't know anything," snapped Farah.
"What do you mean?"
Farah hesitated.
"Jack loved Carmen St James," she said. "He agreed to an impossible contract in order to marry her. Her father, Reginald St James, had it drawn up so that Jack has access to a fortune in his corporate expense account, but he has no salary and not a penny in his own name. Everything he has is owned by the company. If Carmen divorced him, he'd be destitute and homeless - literally on the street."
"I've never heard of such a thing!"
Farah sipped her coffee before going on.
"Jack has been the best thing that ever happened to the Foncault Group - and he's made the St James family richer than ever. They were worth about $50 million when Jack became CEO, they're worth over $3 billion today. But he's been ruthless in building the company, and has made a lot of powerful enemies." She began ticking them off on her fingers. "Prince Mushtaq of Saudi Arabia and the terrorist groups he controls. The Russian mafia. The South American drug cartels. Various inner city ghetto gangs."
"The St James family must be grateful to him if he's taken such risks to make them richer!"
"That's not the way the world works, sweetie. Reginald St James and even Jack's own son, Martin, do everything they can to make his life difficult. I believe they actually provide assistance to his enemies. Jack's been very good at using his contacts in black ops to build a security barrier around himself, but there have been several attempts on his life."
Miranda's mouth dropped open and she put her hand up to cover it.
"OMIGOD!" she expostulated. "But what about his wife, Carmen? Surely, she loves him and helps him?"
"Oh, Carmen is oblivious to everything. All she cares about are her social functions and parties. She's satisfied that Jack fucks her brains out twice or thrice a week and that he is there for all the ceremonial occasions when she needs a husband by her side. They used to love each other long ago, but it has long since cooled. She's aware that he fucks other women, but chooses to ignore it, to the extent she can."
"So if Carmen divorced him ..." began Miranda.
"If Jack did not have millions at his disposal to buy security, his enemies would kill him within in a week. I lie awake at night worrying about him. Sometimes I get so worried that I throw up."
"Why doesn't Jack do something about it?"
"What could he do? His enemies are not going to say 'Jack screwed us out of tens of millions of dollars, he got some of our best gunmen killed, he made us look like fools, but we'll let bygones be bygones'. "
"I can't imagine how he gets through the day!"
"Deep down, Jack is a soldier. He once said to me, 'Someday someone is going to kill me. Why spoil today's fun thinking about it?' Another time he said to me, 'I was born with nothing, I'm a nobody from nowhere. I've already gotten far more than I ever expected to get.'"
"I'm the mother of his daughter and pregnant with a second one, yet I know so little about him!" Miranda exclaimed.
"What do you want to know?"
"He looks so commanding, surely he can't he a nobody from nowhere!"
"He comes from a military family, all lower ranks," said Farah. "His father was a sergeant, killed in action in the Middle East. His grandfather was killed in Vietnam, his great-grandfather was at Normandy."
"And what about Jack?"
"He spent three years in the Army special forces as a private. That's all I could find out. I even pulled his Pentagon file under the Freedom of Information Act and it contained two pages - his name, rank, and serial number, a photo, and a few inane sentences - 'service in Africa, Iraq, Afghanistan - details CLASSIFIED'. That's all. The detailed record was not public. I tried several contacts, but no one could get me any more details."
"How do you know how to do all this?"
"I was educated at Oxford, I know how to do research," said Farah complacently. "I've spent a few years putting together a database on Jack."
"What for?"
"For the same reason you're quizzing me now. He fucks me every day and bred me. I want to know everything there is to know about my lover and the father of my child."
"Who's his mother?"
"That was also very difficult to find, because it was hushed up. But after I dug through a lot of records, I was able to call in favors from some British journalists to find out."
Miranda was on the edge of her seat.
"So what did you find? Tell me!"
"His father had an affair when he was posted in England - a lot of rough sex, I was told - with Lady Amanda de Waynflete-Beaumont, the daughter of Lord de Waynflete, the 12th Earl of Beaumont. My sources said she was very upset with the pregnancy, but too squeamish to have an abortion. So she went to Switzerland under the pretext of going into drug rehab and had the baby there. She delivered baby Jack to his father, who brought him up as a single dad, carting him from base to base. Jack always jokes that his mother was 'just some whore my father slept with'. But I think it still hurts him very deeply that his mother did not want him."
"Poor Jack," Miranda whispered.
There was a silence for a while and both women sipped their coffee.
"I want to see him again," said Miranda.
"You're a persistent minx," said Farah with sigh. "But it may do Jack good to see how you're glowing with his child in you."
"So you'll help me see him?"
"I'll get him to come to the spa when you are there. I don't know if he will want you, but that's the best I can do."
She rose and Miranda took her hand.
"Thank you," she said.
They looked into each other's eyes for a long moment, and each saw sisterly affection in the other.
"I'd love to have a three way with Jack and you," said Miranda. "It would be so exciting to see him fuck you."
"You just want to show off," said Farah, her laugh taking the sting out of her words. "Jack told me with a strong gasper you are."
"What's a gasper?" asked Miranda, puzzled.
"You came so much harder when he choked you, didn't you?" When she saw realization dawning on Miranda's face, she went on. "You should try it in a pool. For a gasper, there's nothing like the feeling of drowning to bring on a mind-blowing orgasm."
* * * * *
Jack found her in the spa's jacuzzi and she did not have much difficulty in getting him to join her. Afterward she got him on his back on a chaise and positioned her pussy lips above his enormous organ. She allowed herself on sink down on her haunches with a groan, impaling herself on him, driving him into her with her weight. He lay there and allowed her to rotate her hips, grinding herself on him till she rose to orgasmic bliss, crying out his name. He did not hold back, but came with her, superfluously pumping his piquant load into her pregnant body.
She still straddled him, her huge pregnant belly resting on his hard abdominal six pack. She leaned forward and offered him her breasts, now engorged with mother's milk. The nipples were elongated and wet. Jack took them in his mouth one after the other and suckled contentedly till he drained her. Unweighted from the heavy fluid, her breasts returned to their perky firmness.
His shaft was softening in her pussy and his tart, sperm-laden cum oozed out of her. She kept him in her possessively, and sighed.
"Sex with you is incredible, Jack," she said softly. "But there's so much more to it. I feel safe with you, I never worry about any other man challenging you. With Stan, I'm always on my own - he never defends me."
"I'm not your knight in shining armor, Miranda," said Jack. "Don't build me up to be something I'm not. It's just good sex - let's leave it at that."
"You always say that. But when I look into your soul, when you're cumming, when you're truly exposed, when there's so subterfuge - I see that you are always trying to give me pleasure. Not like Stan, who just uses my body to get off."
"You're wrong, Miranda. To me, you're just a great fuck. Think of all the times I forced fucked you."
"You're a good man pretending to be bad one," insisted Miranda stubbornly. "You don't fool me. I love you, Jack Grierson."
"Don't be stupid, Miranda. I'm no good for you. Stan's your life partner, he'll stay by your side. I won't be there when you need me."
"That night when we started this pregnancy, I was a poor broke girl with a cancelled flight and nowhere to go, about to sleep on an airport bench. I had husband who spent more than he earned, a negative balance in my bank account, credit card bills that I couldn't pay, and was about to be fired for non-performance."
Jack did not respond and waited for her to go on. She offered him her breasts again - he sucked her nipples and speared them with his tongue.
"Then you came into my life again, swept me off my feet, and packed more excitement and pleasure into one night than most women experience in a lifetime."
"I tied you down with your scarf, fucked you in the ass and choked you."
"It was incredibly hot sex," she said dreamily. "I came so hard, I passed out! Every time I think about how you fucked me in the ass, I wet my panties." She giggled like a teenager. "After this baby is born, I want you to do it to me again. Maybe in a pool this time, so I can feel like I'm drowning."
"I left while you were asleep, still tied to headboard of the bed."
"There you go, trying to play the villain again," she said indulgently. "The knots were not that tight, it took me barely ten minutes to free myself."
She ran her fingers through Jack's thick pepper-and-salt hair.
"Soon after I freed myself, I got a call from the hotel general manager, telling me I had been rebooked on an evening flight, but that I could have a very late checkout and keep the room till then. And that the room was mine for another night if I could not get on my flight. I wonder who arranged that?'



Jack was silent.
"I had a lovely morning, ordered breakfast in the room - already paid for, by the way - had a leisurely swim, a massage in the spa, a shower and a light lunch. You spoil a girl."
"It was all included in the gold membership package. I didn't do anything."
"Not all of it - I asked. Then I got to airport and when the man at check-in saw my ID, he said that there was bag left for me. He brought it out and Voila! It was a Louis Vuitton. I opened it and found a Hermes scarf, Manolo Blahnik shoes and a Bordelle bra, panties and stockings. The bag and its contents are worth over $3,000!"
"Did he tell you who left the bag for you?"
"There was printed card in the suitcase with the words 'FROM STAN' on it."
"See, I told you he's the man you really love."
She wagged a finger at him.
"It was so transparent, I had to laugh. I. Stan has never even bought me flowers for Valentine's Day! He wouldn't know the difference between Manolo Blahnik and Nike running shoes. Jack, if you want to be an asshole, you'll have to try a lot harder."
She laughed now and moved her hips, her warm pussy stimulating his captive cock and stirring it to semi-tumescence.
"Then the airline's station manager came rushing out and said that I'd been upgraded to Chairman Select, the highest class of their frequent flyer program. With a note from the CEO of the airline himself! The manager escorted me to the aircraft and the pilot saw me to my seat. They ordered Dom Perignon 1982 champagne specially for me! There was a Mercedes limousine with a liveried chauffeur waiting to take me home when I landed. I wonder who arranged all that?"
Jack did not respond verbally, but the rotation of her pussy on his shaft with her clitoris rubbing on his mount soon spurred his semi-tumescence to a full blown erection. He arched his back to gently thrust into her.
"I began one day as a beggar maid and ended the very next day, a princess, delivered home in a Mercedes coach! And it went on. When I got to work on Monday, I fully expected it to be like Cinderella's midnight - the end of the dream. I was on probation for non-performance, and had just returned from another trip with no sales. I expected to be fired, simple as that. But my boss came to my cubicle all smiles and congratulated me for making a big sale - a complete software suite ordered by the Foncault Group - $500,000! He showed me the purchase order, signed by Farah Hojjat, your executive assistant - 'following a sales meeting with Mr. John Grierson, CEO.' My commission is $100,000! Presto! I'm still a princess!"
"That $500,000 process system firewall has already blocked over $15 million in hacks at our refineries. It was worth every penny. And you sold it to me."
"I just mentioned the firewall system in a five minute conversation and you nodded your head. I never dreamed you would buy it!"
"You're a sharp girl, Miranda, and you understand the links between hydrocarbon chemistry and IT better than anyone I know. That purchase was no gift, it was a hardheaded business decision."
"And what about spoiling me with all those hotel specials, the gifts and the airline VIP upgrade?"
"It was nothing, just a few phone calls. I did it because I wanted to fuck you again."
She smiled and did not reply, but intensified the rotation of her hips, creating more friction between her pussy and his organ. He reciprocated by beginning to arch his back and fuck her in a steady rhythm.
"Like I'm fucking you now," he said.
She was panting now, her excitement was showing on her face, and beads of sweat began to course down the sides of her face. But what Jack said brought forth a wide smile.
"You're ... not ... fucking ... me ...," she gasped. "Stan ... fucks ... me. You're ... making ... love ... to ... me."
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* * * *
1. Ealdorman Hollis of Tunbridge stood before a roaring fire in the reception hall of his castle. His expression was stony as he listened to his son Burke finish his tale. Leofric stood a few paces behind, staring ahead with a blank look on his face.
"So you see, Father, I had no option. When Lady Mildrith refused to come with us, I was forced to leave her behind. Such a pigheaded woman! I am sure that we can find a better match. After all, we are the most important lords in the region, the king depends on us!"
"So Leofric," said Hollis. "What is your assessment?"
Leofric cleared his throat before speaking.
"Four long ships, my lord," he said. "Probably about two hundred Danes. We were just over sixty Tunbridge men with another thirty or so doughty local lads. Newhaven Fort is well situated and its stockade walls are timber, but quite stout."
"I see," said Hollis. "We must assume that they have taken Newhaven Fort by now. The poor tenants and fisherfolk under Lady Mildrith could not possibly have held out against that many Danes." He stroked his beard, before continuing. "It will take a lot more effort to dislodge them from the fort now. What say you, Leofric?"
"To be absolutely sure, I'd like to raise at least four companies of yeomen, my lord. That is in addition to our mounted knights. But it will take time to muster a force of this size."
"How long?"
"Five or six weeks, my lord."
"God's blood!" exploded Hollis, striking the mantelpiece with his fist. He calmed himself with an effort. "Well, there is no help for it. Begin the mustering immediately, Leofric. You may retire."
Leofric withdrew, followed by the men-at-arms in the hall. Hollis waited till the doors shut behind them and he was alone with his son.
"I am ashamed of you!" he shouted. "You are a fucking moron and a coward to boot. I cannot believe you are my own flesh and blood. Don't you realize how strategic Newhaven is? It dominates the sea lane from the Channel to the North Sea -- Tunbridge ealdormen have coveted it for generations! Now with it in our grasp, you've thrown it away!"
"If it is so important, we can always retake it, Father --" began Burke.
"Do you think the past generations were fools?" Hollis said angrily. "Do you think the king would sanction such a grab? Your mother and I have waited and planned this match for over ten years. Ever since Lady Mildrith was a little girl of eight, and you were still playing with wooden swords."
"But Father, the Danes --"
"With your men and the Newhaven lads, you had over a hundred men in a well situated fort, you worthless bag of shit! The Danes would not have dared to attack a strongpoint, uphill over open ground, against such a sizable force. Even if they had, Leofric would have seen them off."
Burke stood mute, but his face showed his petulance.
"Well, let us hope that Lady Mildrith is still alive," said Hollis, heavily. "So that we can install you as her lawful husband before God and lay claim to Newhaven Fort."
"But Father, the Danes must have fucked her by now! I have no wish to --"
"I don't care what you wish!" roared Hollis. "You will do what you are told! Or else I will have you flogged!"
Burke cowered before his father's rage and muttered, "Have it your way."
"What did you say?" asked Hollis dangerously.
"I will do as you command, my lord," said Burke, sulkily.
* * * *
2. Several weeks at Newhaven Fort passed in a whirl. One crew of Danes rebuilt the gates that they had battered in and refurbished the damage the fort had sustained during the battle. Another crew took cordage, wood and pitch from the English and set to work repairing the storm-battered long ships. By day they worked hard and by night, they played hard, drinking and carousing with the local women. Some women willing, but most put up at least a semblance of a fight. However, Danish steel ensured that Danish flesh got what it wanted.
Grier was untiring. Supervising work all day, he still kept both Mildrith and Edwina busy much of the night. At first, he remained suspicious of Mildrith and continued to tie her down with the silk ribbons. He mounted her repeatedly in a variety of positions. When he fucked her doggie style, he encouraged Edwina to kiss her on the mouth and from there they progressed into a range of three-way sexual acts. Grier was pleased that each night Mildrith's rage and threats declined in volume, while her orgasms grew harder and more frequent. Edwina willingly went down on him. She got so good at giving head that he had a hard time containing himself and not ejaculating in her mouth. At least once every night he mounted her as well.
By the second week, Mildrith was surprised to find herself beginning to look forward to her nights with Grier. She remained ashamed of the sinfulness of her lust and the depravity of their three-way sexual frolics. But the heights of physical pleasure that she achieved with Grier made her rationalize her situation. There is nothing I can do, she said to herself. He is forcing himself on me and even though I resist him, I cannot stop him from taking what he wants. Surely God will forgive me.
Gradually, Grier began to see her acquiescence and stopped tying her down. Her freed body widened the range of sexual positions he could explore with her, and she gave in to her passions. She even began to guiding Grier toward acts that particularly stimulated her.
At the end of five weeks, Mildrith sat with Edwina and Audrey as they were plying needle and thread. Edwina and Audrey were mending netting, while Mildrith was crocheting. Edwina seemed particularly preoccupied and stuck her finger with a needle several times, clicking her tongue with irritation each time.
"You seem quite out of sorts today, Edwina," said Mildrith. "What's the matter?"
"Nothing, my lady," said Edwina, coloring deep red.
"Obviously, it is something," persisted Mildrith. "Forget that I am your mistress for the moment. We will swear to secrecy, won't we, Audrey?"
"Yes, indeed, my lady," said Audrey, her cornflower blue eyes lighting up with curiosity.
Edwina looked down at her feet and then out into the distance. She drew her kerchief out of her waistband and twisted it in her hands.
"I don't know what to do, my lady," she said at length. "I have been due for my monthly for two weeks now. But there is no sign of it, not a drop of blood. I went to Agnes the midwife down in the village yesterday -- she thinks that it is almost certain that I am pregnant."
Audrey also reddened as she heard this.
"Have you told your husband, Frank?" asked Mildrith, not noticing Audrey's reaction.
"How can I do that, my lady?" cried Edwina. "I have not been in Frank's bed since the Danes came."
"So the baby you are carrying --" began Mildrith.
"It is Grier's! There can be no doubt!"
Audrey put her arms around Edwina and held her. Mildrith now noticed her expression.
"Audrey, what about you --"
"I have also missed my monthly, my lady. It is only by a week, but I am normally as regular as the tide. So I also saw Agnes yesterday and she is certain that I am pregnant as well. I am in the same boat as Edwina -- my husband, Evan, has not touched me since the Danes have come. I am carrying Denhaf's child."
"By all the saints!" exclaimed Mildrith. "My monthly has been due as well, but I have not had any signs yet. I thought nothing of it --"
"My lady, the way Grier is fucking you, it would be impossible for you to NOT get pregnant," said Edwina, abandoning decorum in her agitation. "He pumps a pint of semen into you every night."
"Don't talk like a slut, Edwina!" snapped Mildrith. "I'm a God-fearing woman. The Lord would never allow this pagan beast to impregnate me."
Mildrith threw down her crocheting and went for a walk down to the seashore. Grier was working on the beach with some of his men, stepping a mast on one of the long ships. He waved to her cheerily as she walked by, but she ignored him. She went into the small fishermen's church by the harbor and knelt in front of the cross. She prayed as hard as she could. Then she went to the cottage of Agnes, the village midwife.
Half an hour later, Agnes washed her hands in a basin and turned to Mildrith with a serious mien.
"It is still very early, my lady," she said. "But I am fairly certain that you are with child."
"Thank you," said Mildrith, handing her a copper coin.
"I helped your mother when you were born, Lady Mildrith," she said, holding her wrist in a maternal fashion. "And it grieves me deeply that the Lord took her a week later, in spite of my best efforts to save her." She had to pause to clear her throat before she could go on and her eyes were moist. "I promised her that I would care for you when your time came. The child you are carrying --"
But Mildrith rose and fled before Agnes could go on. She went back to the fort and locked herself in her bedchamber, refusing to see Edwina when she knocked. She did not go down for the evening meal and only reluctantly opened the door to Grier when he came later in the night. The only reason she did not refuse him was that she was sure he would break down her door if she did.
Grier took her in his arms and carried her to the bed. He hiked up her skirts and petticoats and stripped down her panties, running his lips her along her pussy. As his tongue began stimulating her sensitive clitoris, the pleasurable physical sensations made her forget her anxiety. After Grier's persistent tongue drove her to her first orgasm, she did not protest when Edwina slipped in and joined them in bed.
But later that night, lying naked in Grier's arms, the thought of the child growing in her womb returned to torment her. I will give birth to a Danish bastard, she thought. How could this happen to me?
She thought of Grier's weapons, lying on the floor by the bed. She slowly slid out of his arms, worrying about how he would react. But he just muttered, "Oh, my darling," in slow, clear, Danish. She reached down and drew his dagger from his belt on the floor.
The moon came out from behind some clouds and the white light shone on his naked body, turning it silver white. In spite of the dark markings of countless cuts and scars, his powerful musculature and handsome face made him a very attractive sight. He was completely unsuspecting and it would be so easy to kill him now. She raised the dagger, and hesitated. He is the father of my baby, she thought. How will I be able to tell my child that I murdered its father?
"Come back into my arms, darling Mildrith," Grier mumbled, his eyes closed, still half asleep.
She silently lowered the dagger and returned it to its sheath on the floor. When she returned to his arms, he tightened his hold on her naked body and kissed her. She opened her mouth, his tongue entered and she kissed him back fiercely, angrily. When she opened her eyes after the kiss, she saw that he was wide awake, a playful expression in his blue eyes.
"Thank you for not killing me," he whispered.
She rolled him over on his back and straddled him. He reached up and cupped her firm breasts. She reached down and found his organ, now rampantly erect. She raised herself, wiggled her bottom till she was in position and sank down, impaling herself on him. He reciprocated and arched his back. This position allowed him to penetrate even more deeply into her.
"Oh, my Lord! Ooh! Oooh!! Aah! Aaaah!!"
Her panting grew louder with her rising excitement. Eventually it gave way to full throated cries as she gave voice to her feelings.
"OMIGOD! You're in so deep! SO VERY DEEP!! FUCK!!"
Mildrith was so loud that she woke Edwina and the first thing she heard was her mistress's saying "FUCK!" for the first time in her life. She sat up to see Mildrith riding Grier, grinding her hips, holding his face between her breasts, while he bucked her. True to his name, he fucked her like a ramrod.
* * * *
3. Once the work on repairing the fort and the long ships was done, Grier had more time on his hands. He began taking rides with Mildrith on the beach in the mornings. He used the horse that had been her father's personal mount when he was alive. Grier enjoyed riding and spoke of his experience of English horses. She enjoyed riding as well, but was still tense with him in public. A typical male, he did not notice these subtleties.
They returned from their ride to find a great deal of commotion by the gate of the fort. The Danes were all gathered around Denhaf and there was a general hubbub. Grier touched his spurs to his horse's sides and galloped up the rise to the fort, with Mildrith riding hard in his wake.
"What is the matter?" asked Grier as he leaped off his horse.
"The English!" cried Denhaf, relieved to see Grier. "Our scouts report a huge force, hundreds of yeomen and men-at-arms. The leading knights are less than an hour's ride away."
"How could they have come so close before our scouts saw them?" asked Grier, clearly angry. "Well, there is no use bemoaning that now. Get the men ready and on to the ships. We must be out to sea before they get here."
"Yes, Grier," said Denhaf. He turned to the Danes milling about. "You heard him! Get down to the beach immediately, we must get the ships in the water. Don't waste time gathering anything other than your weapons. We'll take more plunder in our next raid."
Mildrith listened to their conversation. She could not understand them, for while she understood standard Danish, Denhaf and Grier was speaking very rapidly in the colloquial dialect they used among themselves.
He saw her and beckoned her over.
"Lady Mildrith, I am sorry to tell you that we are leaving forthwith. My scouts report that your father-in-law is less than an hour's ride away and leads a large party of knights and hundreds of yeomen. Our ships are ready, so we will sail as soon as we can get the men aboard."
"Afraid to face real fighting men?" she asked acidly.
"A wise man only fights when he has to," Grier said. "We are outnumbered more than three to one, but even so we could probably hold the fort. But then they would burn our ships and we would be trapped here."
The Danes left Newhaven Fort very quickly and in good order. They hurried down from the heights of the fort to the shore by the village, where their long ships were beached. Mildrith, Edwina and Audrey, along with all of those remaining in the fort clambered up on to the stockade walls to look. Even as the Danes struggled to launch their long ships into the waves, the van of the English force came into sight, riding hard. Hollis and Leofric led over fifty battle-ready knights and their supporting retinues, all with weapons drawn. They bypassed the fort. and galloped down the slope at the Danes.
The watchers on the stockade walls saw Grier argue briefly with Denhaf before the blond giant reluctantly took over marshalling the bulk of the Danes in getting the long ships afloat. Grier and a group of twenty warriors fanned out and formed a defensive rearguard behind a rough perimeter of rocks, protecting the long ships from the onrushing horsemen.
"My lady, there are so few Danes facing the knights!" cried Edwina. "And Grier leads them! He will sacrifice himself to save his comrades!"
Tears started from her eyes.
"Good!" responded Mildrith, unsympathetically. "I hope the Tunbridge men kill him. It will be even better if they wound him and bring him here for me to kill!"
"Oh, my lady, how can you speak thus?" said Edwina. "Don't you recall the bliss he gave you ...."
"Hush, you foolish girl!" snapped Mildrith, her face reddening, as she glanced at the others within earshot on the stockade wall. "I fought the beast with all my might and will rejoice at his death."
They continued to watch in silence. As the lead horsemen neared the Danish line, Grier rose from cover and flung a spear at Leofric, who led the charge. But the English bailiff was a seasoned campaigner and bent low in the saddle. The spear passed over his shoulder and struck the man just behind him, knocking him from his saddle to be trampled by the following horsemen. Leofric swung at Grier from the saddle, but the Dane managed to get his shield up in time to deflect the blow. However, there was enough weight in the swing to knock him to his knees.
Seeing him thus disadvantaged, a following knight charged in on Grier. As he lunged with his sword, Grier swung at the forelegs of the horse with his own blade. The horse screamed and fell forward, throwing the armored knight, who landed heavily. As he strained to rise, Grier ran him through.
However, with superior numbers and horsemen against infantry on open ground, the Danish rearguard was rapidly liquidated. Soon there were only three Danes left standing, and Grier was one of them. All of them were injured.
"Finish these three and get to the shore!" shouted Hollis to Leofric. "Then we can use fire arrows to set their ships alight."
The bailiff selected six of his men and galloped in to finish off the last three Danes. Grier threw his weapons down and ran for the water, stripping off his mail and leather as he did so. He called to his two surviving men to follow him. They imitated their leader, but both fell under the swords of the onrushing English. Grier managed to get into waist deep water before beginning to swim strongly after the long ships. Grier's rear guard had bought them enough time to get afloat and a dozen meters out. Even as they rowed frantically, all the ships were hoisting sails to hasten their departure.
Denhaf stood at the stern of the one of the long ships, exhorting Grier. His stentorian voice carried even up the rise to Newhaven Fort.
"Come on, Grier! You can make it! We'll back the oars till you get to us!"
Meanwhile Leofric had dismounted and a few of his men had strung their bows.
"Kill that murdering Dane!" roared the bailiff. "And get the pitch up here to light the fire arrows!"
The bowmen needed no encouragement. Several arrows splashed into the water around Grier, who continued to swim desperately. Then one struck him and he disappeared below the water surface. A cheer went up from the English lines, echoed from the watchers on the stockade walls. However, both Edwina and Audrey were conspicuously silent. Even Mildrith found that her cheers were less than wholehearted. There was a contrasting groan from the decks of the long ships.
Then Grier's head re-appeared above the water surface again, prompting a cheer from the Danes. Denhaf threw out a rope, unmindful of the fresh volley of arrows that came from the beach. Audrey and Edwina put their hands on their mouths and whispered, "Mother Mary, save him!", though they each had a different 'him' in mind. They whispered low enough that only Mildrith heard them. As soon as Grier grasped the rope, Denhaf bellowed at the sail crew, who released the restraining sheets. The sail billowed out immediately, and the long ship rapidly gained way. It put a sharp jerk on the rope, but Grier hung on with all his remaining strength.
By the time Leofric's men got the buckets of pitch to the beach, the Danish long ships were safely out of bowshot. Denhaf pulled the rope in and hauled Grier aboard. The Danish chieftain stood for a brief moment and waved at the fort before collapsing into his shipmaster's arms.
As the Danish long ships sailed toward the horizon, Mildrith felt a curious sense of emptiness. She descended from the stockade wall, followed by Edwina and Audrey. Once in the courtyard, she commanded the few surviving tenant farmers and laborers in the fort to open the gates to Ealdorman Hollis, Leofric and her husband.



* * * *
4. Mildrith's wedding gown had been cleaned and mended: she was dressed as a bride again. She ran her fingers over the skirts. The bed in her suite had been made up again with white and red ribbons and streamers to celebrate the consummation of her marriage to Burke. She sat on the bed and looked to the headboard through her gauzy white wedding veil. The memories of her nights of wild sex with Grier whilst tied to that headboard flooded her mind. Even though she tried to very hard to suppress them, they persisted. Before her experiences with Grier, she would not have known what was happening to her. But now she knew that in spite of her best efforts at quelling them, those memories were exciting her so much that there was moisture forming in her pussy. The more she tried to suppress the memories, the worse it became till she realized that her panties were getting damp. She rose to change, but just as she did so, the door to her bedchamber creaked open and Burke strode in.
He shut the door behind him and took several steps toward her. He stopped a meter away and stood, allowing his eyes to travel over her body. Even though she was wed to him before the Lord in holy matrimony, she felt there was something indecent in his lewd stare. She recoiled from him, taking a step back toward the bed. He advanced another step and she took another step back. Her calves hit the side of the mattress. She lost her balance and abruptly sat down on the bed. There was something about Burke's expression that frightened her and she could not understand why. I did not feel fear when I faced Grier, she thought. I felt only the heat of anger. Why am I afraid of my lawfully wedded husband?
"Grier the Ramrod, they call him," said Burke finally. "He took your fort. And he took your maidenhead as well, did he not?"
"No thanks to you," she replied resentfully. "If you had not run away, you would have had a unconquered fort and a virgin wife."
He slapped her savagely across the face with an open palm, striking her so hard that it sounded like a whiplash. Her head snapped to one side with the force of the blow. Though it stung, she did not cover it with her hand or betray any sign of the sharp stinging.
"You slap me with your open palm like a girl," she said contemptuously.
"I have promised my father that I will rule Newhaven for him," said Burke, his tone malevolent. "I need you to stand by my side as my loving wife, so your worthless tenants and fisherfolk and all in Newhaven remain loyal to Tunbridge. Otherwise I would not hesitate to beat you with my fists and break your bones."
"You are a brave man, indeed," she taunted. Her wedding veil had marginally cushioned her face from the slap, but even so a red imprint began forming on her cheek. Unbidden, the image of Grier appeared in her mind, on foot, fearlessly facing the mounted armored knights to give his men time to get to sea. Then she saw him the water, struck by the arrow and going under, but resurfacing and swimming on. Burke raised his hand again, but stopped his hand just short of her face.
"You are lucky that I need you," he said. Then his expression turned to a smirk and somehow this scared her more than his anger. "But I can pleasure myself and make you suffer without hitting you." He paused, pleased to see the fear in her big, green eyes. "Remember that if you harm me, my father will not hesitate to punish your retainers in retaliation. You have this stupid love for your people -- so remember that I will hold their lives as a guarantee of your good behavior."
With that, he undid his breeches and dropped them, revealing his organ beneath his flabby belly. She was breathing quickly in her nervousness and it caused her breasts to heave in a manner that accentuated his lust. His erection grew harder before her eyes. He raised her wedding veil and swept it back over her head. Then he undid the hooks of her bodice, tearing the fabric in his haste. Her red satin bustier was laced tight and his fingers trembled as he untied the laces. He pulled the stiff garment off her and threw it on the ground.
He took a firm, creamy breast in each hand and kneaded them hard. The hurt caused her to gasp and that brought a smile to his face. Then he grasped a nipple in each hand between thumb and forefinger.
"Your nipples are as red as your hair!" he cried, before tweaking and pinching them hard. He kept pinching and tweaking till her resolve broke and she cried out and grabbed his wrists, trying to free herself from his torment.
"Ah, fight me, fight me, you bitch! I'll soon show you who's master! I can bruise and mark you all I want on the parts of your body that are covered by clothing!"
"Please, Burke!" she cried, trying to appeal to his reason. "We are lawfully wed before the Lord. I swore to serve you and you swore to protect me!"
"That was before you slept with that barbarous Dane!" he shouted. He intensified his brutalizing of her nipples till tears began streaming down her cheeks. "He fucked you, didn't he? You're a Danish whore, that's what you are!"
"My God, Burke!" she cried, unable to stop the sob that forced its way out. "It hurts!"
"It's supposed to hurt," he said. "Now open your mouth. And remember what I said -- hurt me and I will punish your people."
His erect member was right in front of her face, dripping pre-sum. He smelled rank and unwashed, quite unlike Grier's clean, musky scent. His smell was sour, and in her present haze of pain, it nauseated her.
"Open my mouth? Why?" she asked, not immediately understanding what he wanted. In her sexual hyperactivity with Grier, he had often gone down on her, but he had never asked her to give him head.
"Why do you think, bitch? Open it!"
Then she remembered Edwina giving Grier head, sucking strongly on his huge organ. Burke was not nearly as well-endowed, but even so, she recoiled from him. He put both his hands in her hair and forced her face toward him. It was a relief, for to do so he released her distressed nipples.
She opened her mouth and he immediately pushed his penis into her mouth, holding her head firmly whilst thrusting his entire length into her. She gagged and choked, bringing a smile of triumph to his face. He held his full length in her mouth, pressing her face into his pubic hair. It smelled dank and she fought the urge to throw up. He held her there without thrusting to avoid cumming. He grew increasingly pleased as she continued to gag and choke.
She realized that the only way he was going to release her was if he came, so she desperately worked her tongue on him. This stimulation was quickly too much for him. He groaned, his hips gyrated and he shot a wad of jism into her mouth. She swallowed it involuntarily, for he kept his member deep in her mouth, continuing to hold her head tightly. In spite of his best efforts, he rapidly grew flaccid and she was able to breathe much more easily. Eventually, he withdrew his member from her month and tilted her head up. A thin admixture of her drool and his semen ran out of the corner of her mouth and dripped on to her breasts.
"You are perfect picture of servility," he crowed. "With my seed all over your face and down your throat. Let us now lie together. I will have another present for you later tonight."
He pushed her into the bed, and settled with her under the covers. He held her tightly, reveling in the feel of her splendid body.
"Remember," he reminded her. "If you so much as scratch me, I will torture your peasants, starting with the young women."
Mildrith thought that she would never be able to sleep in Burke's rigid embrace. The sour smell of his body as well as his flab contrasted strongly with Grier's clean sweat and lithe musculature. She caught herself wishing that she was in Grier's arms again. Then, without realizing it, she slipped into slumber.
She woke to a sharp pain. Burke was biting her sore nipples.
"My God, Burke! Please don't!" she cried.
But her cries only served to make him bite harder. He bit hard enough to bruise her, but not break her skin. Finally, after what seemed an age, he stopped. Her breasts were sore all over. He rolled her on to her belly and rucked up the white wedding gown that she still wore. He was erect again for she felt his hardness on the backs of her thighs. He moved purposefully and she prepared herself for a doggie style penetration that she had grown accustomed to with Grier.
As he used his hand to position his member, she realized something was not quite right. She tried to move him to what she knew was the correct position, but he resisted. Too late she realized his intention and cried out, "No! No, Burke, not there! That is sordid, shameful! Oh! OH!"
He pushed hard into her anus and as he managed to get his cockhead in, he grunted, "You're tight back there, you whore! The Dane left you an anal virgin, did he?"
She did not hear him, for the pain blanked out everything. Dry and unlubricated, the pain of the anal invasion was more intense than anything she could remember. She hyperventilated in her panic, thrashing under him and uttering sharp, keening cries.
"AAH! AAAHH!! MY GOD, BURKE, YOU'RE TEARING ME APART!!"
He used his weight to push the rest of his member into her. It took so much effort that he lay fully sheathed in her for a moment, exhausted. He felt the warmth of her anal canal and some wetness.
Then, just the agony receded from the pitch of sharpness to an ache, he began to thrust into her and intensified it again. He reached around her with both hands to cup her knead her breasts and his fingers abused her throbbing nipples yet again. She could not think at all, for the torment of his assault filled her mind with a red miasma. She was unaware of her cries, of the floods of tears that wet her face and pillow, and of the profusion of sweat that made her twisting body slippery in his grip.
Her bucking and desperate whining stoked Burke's lust and drove him over the brink. He only lasted through half a dozen thrusts and came hard, emptying his load into her ass. He withdrew immediately and lay beside her, patting her sweat-soaked red hair.
"There," he said, pleased with his performance. "The groom must take the bride's virginity on their wedding night. Wasn't that fun? I'll wager that worthless Dane did not make you feel like this!"
Mildrtih did not respond, but simply lay there, unable to think of anything other than the burning in her anus. He squeezed the round globe of one of her buttocks and said, "You have a lovely ass, my dear. You are far better than the serving wenches I am used to fucking."
His smiled widened when he saw a thin trail of blood seep out of her ass, trickle down her inner thigh and stain the white sheets.
"A virgin's blood!" he crowed. "So that was the wetness I felt in your ass! The perfect thing for the wedding night!"
Burke woke her in the predawn darkness and fucked her in the ass again. It still hurt a great deal, but less than her first experience. She tried to relax herself and suffered through it. She tried to mute her cries of pain, realizing that they added to his pleasure of mastering her.
In the morning, Burke rose and went out with his two gentlemen for a hunt. Mildrith cautiously called for Edwina, who came into her bedchamber. when she saw her mistress's tear-streaked face and red eyes, her torn wedding gown and the blood stained sheets, she hurried to the bed and took her in her arms. Mildrith's shoulders began to shake and she began to cry again, overcome with the relief of Edwina's loving embrace.
"Oh, my lady, I had my ear to the wall the whole night!" she cried. "He is the monster, not Grier! How he tortured you! I would like to cut him to pieces!"
"He put his ... his ... his member in my rear ...," Mildrith faltered. "It hurt so much! He forced me to endure such depravity! My sin of debauchery with Grier must have caused the Lord to punish me thus."
"No, no, my lady," protested Edwina. "Grier gave us bliss and delighted in our bodies. You enjoyed your nights with him. Such joy cannot be sinful."
After a while, Edwina bustled about, heating water and laying out lotions, She undressed Mildrith and put her in a wooden tub. She washed her in the sudsy water then dried her with soft towels. She massaged lotion into her mistress's badly bruised nipples, crying out at the intensity of the bruising, discoloration and bite marks. Then she rolled Mildrith over and gently applied the lotion to her red and swollen anus.
"Your husband is a fiend, my lady," said Edwina. "Only a fiend could do such harm to a lovely, innocent girl like you."
Then she dressed Mildrith in a soft linen nightgown and put her to bed. With Edwina's care and pampering, Mildrith fell into a deep slumber and slept most of the day.
* * * *
5. The next three days passed in a daze of pain for Mildrith. Burke kept her up much of the night, devising creative tortures. He strove to choke her with his first and hardest erection of the night. Then he repeatedly forced her to have anal sex, trying to hurt her as much as possible. Her abused nipples were swollen and discolored with his continual pinching.
While he was waiting to achieve an erection again, he dripped hot candle wax on her creamy skin -- on the swell of her belly, on her thick, pink, pussy lips, on her breasts. She bit her lip and tried not to give him the satisfaction of hearing her cry out. However, when he exposed her clitoris with his fingers and dripped the hot fluid on to it, she could not help herself and let out anguished screams. With her ear to the wall in her adjoining room, Edwina wrung her hands and whispered a litany to the Holy Virgin.
Burke went hunting every morning and Edwina tried her best to soothe Mildrith's hurts. At lunch, Burke made her sit with him at the high table and smile at her retainers who sat on the benches on the floor of the hall. Many of her father's friends came by to wait on her, most of them with their wives.
"Your father would have been so proud to see you married to the heir of Ealdorman Hollis of Tunbridge," they all said. "An excellent match for Newhaven as well as Tunbridge."
"What a beautiful teenage bride you are!" the wives all exclaimed, patting her cheeks. "Only eighteen and in your first bloom!"
She smiled woodenly through these visits. Burke assured her that he had a whole range of more excruciating tortures that he would use on her if she breathed a word of her experiences to anyone.
Mercifully, Burke spent the afternoons drinking with his gentlemen and then sleeping into the early evening. Mildrith tried to nap during this respite. It was difficult, however, since the dread of his nightly return hung over her.
* * * *
6. On the fourth morning, Edwina sneaked in as usual. She bathed and applied lotions to Mildrith. Then she crawled into her mistress's wide bed and held her tenderly. Mildrith's eyes fluttered open and she saw that Edwina was looking down on her with an expression that indicated that she was bursting to say something.
"Well, Edwina, what is on your mind?" asked Mildrith, gently. "You are obviously wild to tell me something."
"My lady, I have such news!" whispered Edwina, trying very hard to keep her voice down. "Last night I could not sleep, so I walked down to Newhaven. On the way, I ran into Audrey -- she said she could not sleep either. We went by our cottages, but both my Frank and Audrey's Conor were dead drunk and asleep. So we continued walking along the shore eastward and then up the Pen river estuary past Penmouth village."
"Is there a point to this story, Edwina?" asked Mildrith impatiently.
"Yes, yes, my lady," said Edwina, aggrieved. "There under the rushes on the riverbank, we saw a dim light. We thought they may be thieves or robbers, so we crept up ever so silently. When we got close enough, we saw it was a long ship! A Danish long ship!"
"No!" breathed Mildrith.
"Yes! They had secured her to the riverbank and covered her with rushes to conceal her. We crept up on the camp and there they were! Danes!"
"And then -- " whispered Mildrith, her eyes round.
"They had a low fire -- it was the light I had seen. Right in their midst was Denhaf. And lying by the trunk of wide, spreading beech was Grier. He was shirtless and right shoulder was bandaged with some filthy rags. He groaned ever so often -- he was in such great pain, it broke my heart. I rushed forward and Audrey followed me. Two Danish warriors caught us and putting their hands over our mouths to gag us, dragged us to the fireside. Denhaf made them release us immediately and Audrey fell into his arms, while I went to Grier's side. He looked at me with his lovely blue eyes, smiled in his inimitable way, and said, 'My prayers to Odin have been answered, he has sent me a pretty wench'."
"Then?" asked Mildrith. Her tone had an edge, but in her excitement, Edwina did not notice it.
"We sat with them and re-did their night meal -- these men have no idea how to cook! We ate with Grier and Denhaf and they told us how they had sailed away after the battle. But when their butcher of a medicine man tried to extract the arrow from Grier's shoulder, the barbs tore his flesh something awful! I undid the dirty rags they had on it and found that the wound has festered. I think there is still a piece of the arrowhead embedded in there. He gets periodic fevers and chills -- my lady, unless he gets better care, he will die."
Edwina's lower lip trembled as she spoke the last sentences and big tears rolled down her cheeks.
"Did you help him?"
"My lady, I know nothing of nursing! And neither does Audrey! We were afraid to make matters worse. I tried to comfort his physique."
"What do you mean?"
Edwina flushed deep red.
"My lady, I went down on him. I sucked his big cock. I gave him some relief, I think. He was very gratified."
"All you could think of was lust? When Grier could be dying! I am ashamed of you."
"My lady, Grier did not want me. All he wanted to talk about was you. He said he misses you constantly. That he would like to see you once more before he dies."
Tears rolled down Edwina's cheeks again.
"That is why I am telling you this, my lady. You have studied with Agnes the midwife. You know nursing -- you can save Grier's life. And I am sure you long for him to fuck you again, especially after the way your husband is torturing you!"
"Don't speak like trollop, Edwina -- even if you have acted like one," said Mildrith severely.
"I am sorry for speaking thus, my lady," said Edwina, her tone contrite. "I meant to say that I am sure you miss his loving touch. But please come with me now, I will take you to Grier. You must help him!"
"Why, that is impossible!" cried Mildrith. "Burke will be back from hunting in a few hours. He will miss me at luncheon."
"No, my lady," said Edwina. "I heard him talking to his gentlemen as they rode out of the gates. He plans to go straight from the hunt to Litchfield to lunch with the Sheriff. He will not be back before nightfall."
"Well," said Mildrith, considering. "I have no wish to let any man suffer, even a scoundrel like Grier the Ramrod." She sat up. "Well, lay out my red chamois bustier, red lace panties, red garters and red stockings."
"The underclothes we assembled for your wedding, my lady?"
"Yes, yes," said Mildrith irritably. "And I will wear my green dress."
"The one with the low neckline, my lady?"
"Are you dense, Edwina? Of course, that is the one. I have only one green dress!"
An hour later, Mildrith and Edwina walked through the woods, skirting the village of Penmouth. They walked along the riverside path, constantly looking around, to make sure they were not seen, for they had no wish to lead any of the English to the Danes.



Denhaf met them by the riverside and led them to their camp. Grier was worse than he had been the previous night. The camp had a funereal air and the Danes stood around in silence, as though they were waiting for death. Mildrith put down her bag, knelt by Grier and put her hand on his brow. It was raging hot. He opened his eyes when he felt her touch and smiled.
"Ah, now I can die content," he said. "I asked Odin for one last look at my lady Mildrith and he has sent you to me."
"Hush, you stupid Dane," said Mildrith. "You're not going to die. Now roll over so I can see your wound."
Grier dutifully rolled over. Mildrith had a hard time not looking away, for the wound was deep and very messy. Putrid pus had begun to form and she knew that unless she drained it, it would kill him within days. Steeling herself, she set to work, cleaning it out and probing into it with her fingers. Grier's face was set in a mask of agony as her fingers pushed into his flesh. When she found the barb of the arrow, he could not help crying out, "Fuck, Mildrith! That hurt!"
"Hold still!" she said harshly.
In response, he held himself rigidly and his lips compressed in a thin line as he strove to bear the sharp spasms each time the barb moved under her fingers. Finally, she was able to get it between her thumb and forefinger and pulled it out. He cried out again, but then as the relief washed over him with the withdrawal of the barb, he smiled. She showed him the sharp piece of metal.
"I'd love to meet that English bowman over a pot of ale," he said. "We could face each other man to man with our fists."
"All you Danes think about is fighting," she said.
"And fucking," said Grier, grinning.
She did not respond, but made up a poultice from the herbs she had brought with her. She applied the poultice to the cleaned wound and bound it tight with silk streamers that she had taken from her wedding bed.
"There," she said. "Now we will let Mistress Time heal you."
"Come lie with me, Mildrith," he said, his voice low.
"Not with all your men here," she retorted.
"Denhaf, can you give us some privacy?" he called.
"Sure thing, Grier," said the giant shipmaster. "You heard him, men! Let's go upriver with some fishing lines. Fresh river fish will make a fine dinner."
The men rose, gathered some fishing lines, and followed Denhaf along the upriver path. Mildrith and Edwina looked after them, waiting till they were out of sight. Then Mildrith sat down by Grier gingerly, but he put an arm around her and pulled her into his embrace. She was used to his great strength and was surprised by how weak he was. He kissed her and she opened her mouth tentatively to accept his thick tongue. Edwina lay down on his other side, content to snuggle against his unwounded shoulder.
Grier untied the ribbons of Mildrith's bodice and she resisted, but only half-heartedly.
"You are dressed like you are going to a ball," he whispered.
"I dressed for myself, not you," she countered, but her tone was mild.
He spread her bodice, then undid the laces of her red chamois bustier and gathered her plump, naked breasts, one in each hand. He saw the angry bruises and red bite marks and looked into Mildrith's big, green eyes. She saw his blue eyes turn icy and her face took on an expression of shame.
"I am sorry I am so disfigured, sir," she said. "I know you must be disgusted by how ugly my body has become. Allow me to cover myself again -- "
In response, he bobbed his head and kissed her nipples, then sucked on them gently, whilst very gently kneading her breasts. Her nipples grew thick and hard under his ministrations, making the bruising and discoloration even more prominent. After several minutes of tending to her breasts with his hands and mouth, he looked up at her face. She looked uncharacteristically timid.
"What has that beast done to you, Mildrith?" said Grier. "Surely he has not broken your spirit?"
"No," she replied, softly. "But he is too strong for me. I cannot stop him from hurting me." Her voice trembled and tears formed in her eyes. "When I fight him, it only prolongs the torture, for he delights in subduing me by force. So I lie still, allow him to have his way, and cry out only when the pain grows unbearable. Fortunately, he has grown bored of hearing my screams."
"You are a precious English rose," he said. "Burke is a cowardly dog. I will make sure he never touches you again."
There was a catch in his voice that tugged at her heart.
"No, no, Grier. You are wounded and weak. Rest and heal, then sail away. I am not your problem. You will find easier pickings to the north. Tunbridge is powerful and Ealdorman Hollis and Leofric will hunt you down if you do anything to Burke."
Grier did not respond, but held her. Eventually, he was unable to suppress his natural reaction to the feeling of her firm breasts and hard nipples against his chest -- and she felt his manhood grow rampant through her skirts and petticoats. She was conscious of Edwina snuggling against Grier's back, but she felt no jealousy. For while Grier enjoyed being sandwiched between the two girls, his attention was obviously centered on Mildrith.
"I must leave you, Grier," she said. "Burke will be back around nightfall. "I must be there to receive him. He is lunching at Litchfield and is likely to bring a party back with him."
"The good Sheriff of Litchfield," mused Grier. "And Lady Ardith."
"That you had sex with," snapped Mildrith. "On the dining table for all to see."
Grier looked uncharacteristically abashed.
"I drank too much in the festivities after we sacked the castle," he said. "It was wrong of me." He recovered his composure. "I do not regret fucking her, for she was mine, her husband could not defend her. But I should not have done it publicly and humiliated her. That was uncalled for."
"You think defeating a man in battle entitles you to his wife?"
"It entitles me to all his property. Including his wife."
"I am not any man's property!" exclaimed Mildrith.
Grier put his hand on her cheek and kissed her nose.
"No," he whispered. "You are a special woman. You should be a princess, a queen."
Mildrith smiled and ran her fingers through his thick, black hair.
"You are a Danish scoundrel," she said, her tone turning indulgent. "Flattering me will not change my opinion of you."
* * * *
7. The dinner went on even longer than Mildrith feared. Burke brought back not only Sheriff Guy of Litchfield and Lady Ardith, but their two-year-old son, her nursemaid and ten of the sheriff's gentlemen. The stores at Newhaven Fort were not sufficient to meet the requirements of such a large dinner and Burke sent men down to Newhaven village to ransack the baker, the fishmonger, and the miller, bringing up a heaping cartload of ingredients as well as all the ale that the public house had in stock.
Two of the village men who had some musical talent were pressed into service with their fiddles and there was dancing in between courses. Women were scarce, for only Mildrith, Ardith and the nursemaid were of gentle breeding, and the men took turns to dance with them.
Burke was heavy footed and trod on Mildrith's toes several times. Sheriff Guy was hardly better. Even that was preferable to one of Burke's younger gentlemen, who let his hands stray and took liberties on the dancefloor -- Burke was either too drunk, or simply did not care, she did not know which. She tried to push away his grasping hands, as he squeezed her breasts and pushed his fingers up between her buttocks. She was shocked by how much intimacy he was able to gain through the layers of her skirts and petticoats and the final shield of her panties.
"I can feel your cunt, you Danish whore," he whispered in her ear. "You're wet for me, aren't you? I know that you want it. Burke told us how you buck when he rides you with his cock up your ass."
Mildrith did not reply, but continued to struggle to dislodge his fingers. She was heartily relieved when the music ended and the next course was served, requiring him to reluctantly release her. She returned to her seat by Lady Ardith, who was sitting demurely by her husband. She was an attractive woman about five years older than Mildrith, in her early twenties. She was higher born than her husband, the daughter of an ealdorman from Mercia and looked less than pleased with everything that she saw at Newhaven Fort.
The nursemaid was from around Litchfield, the daughter of a gentleman farmer. Now she handed the babe to her mistress saying, "Lady Ardith, young Harry is hungry again."
Ardith clicked her tongue in annoyance.
"Hand me my shawl," she said. "I will cover myself and feed him right here, I will not let this lamb shank grow cold while I feed him in another room."
The nursemaid handed Ardith a wool shawl and she draped it over her upper body before undoing her bodice and underbodice to free her breasts. Mildrith was too close to avoid seeing the young boy -- for he was too big to be called a babe -- eagerly cuddle his mother's breasts and say, "Want tit!" before taking a pink nipple in his mouth and sucking greedily. Ardith let him work on her breasts one at a time, while she leaned over him and ate her lamb as delicately as she could.
"This is lamb is quite delectable, Lady Mildrith," she said. "I did not think you could have such fine cooking in this rough fort of yours.'
"My maid Edwina has been helping our cook," replied Mildrith. "She is good at basting and broiling. And we grow some very fine mint here."
"Well, give her my compliments," said Ardith.
Mildrith tried to avoid staring, but she had a hard time keeping her eyes off Ardith's son who was still energetically sucking at her breasts. His jet black hair, his blue eyes and his face were such miniature replicas of Grier that it was impossible to doubt his paternity. The question rose to her lips several times and each time she bit it back. But finally, as the lamb was cleared away and the fiddlers returned, she could no longer control herself. She leaned over and whispered in Ardith's ear.
"How many times did you sleep with Grier?"
Ardith's eyes grew hot with anger.
"How dare you, you hussy!" she hissed back. "Everyone is talking about how you were happy to become a Danish whore. Don't think every woman is like you."
"Your boy is a spitting image of him," Mildrith insisted, too bound up in her line of questioning to care. "You may deny it to everyone, but not to me. I beg you to help me."
Sheriff Guy had risen and was waiting impatiently for his wife as the fiddlers had begun playing a reel.
"My lord sheriff," called Ardith to her husband. "Pray, ask the musicians to wait a few moments. I must finish feeding our son."
"Very well," said Guy with bad grace. He led the gentlemen to the other side of the hall, where kegs of ale were stacked.
"What do you want?" asked Ardith in a low tone, once the men moved away.
"I am not a Danish whore, for I fought Grier as hard as I could," said Mildrith. "And I killed two of his men. But it is true that I did sleep with him. He was in my bed for many long weeks. And now I carry his child. I am several months into my pregnancy and soon it will be impossible to conceal it. I am already showing, but I have loosened my gown to hide my rounded belly. I beg of you to tell me how you dealt with your husband through your pregnancy and when your son was born."
Ardith's face was wooden, but it softened as Mildrith spoke.
"Have you slept with Burke after they retook Newhaven? Has he spurted his seed in you?"
"Yes, of course," said Mildrith, unwilling to go into the details of her nightly bouts with her husband.
"Men have fragile egos," said Ardith. "They are willing to suspend disbelief to an extraordinary degree if it preserves their manly pride. Guy knew full well that Grier had his way with me, for he once took me publicly on our dining table. He was in my bed every night for a week -- long nights, for he had sex with me again and again! The man is an insatiable animal! Then he sailed away, his ships laden with booty from Litchfield."
Her voice grew harder as she spoke.
"Afterward, I had to fawn on Guy for weeks, getting him to sleep with me as often as possible. I kept telling him that he is more of a man than Grier, that his seed would impregnate me. That he would wash the Danish seed out of me with his manhood."
Mildrith tried to keep a straight face, but she failed. A grin split her face and she covered her mouth to stifle her giggle.
"If your sex with Grier was anything like mine," she said. "He must have ejaculated an enormous amount of his seed deep into you every night. "This is his son, there can be no doubt."
"Yes, he is Grier's son," acknowledged Ardith. "But Guy's pride is invested in believing that he is a Litchfield. And I help him out, continually pointing out features that the boy has inherited from him and from his Litchfield forebears."
"So you advise me to tell Burke that I am pregnant? And claim that I am carrying his child?"
"Yes, dear. You will be surprised how easy it will be to convince him that he has impregnated you. He will want to believe it, and the more you praise his manhood, the easier it will be."
The boy had finished with Ardith's second breast and fallen asleep. The nursemaid took him and laid him down in the crib by the wall. As she covered him with the wool blanket, Ardith refastened her underbodice and bodice. The musicians warmed up on their fiddles. Ardith and Mildrith stood up and beckoned to the men across the room.
"Tell me," whispered Mildrith to Ardith. "Do you miss him?"
Ardith looked so angry that Mildrith thought she was going to slap her. Then her face crumpled and she looked down at her feet.
"Yes," she said, so low that Mildrith had to strain to hear her. She continued more quickly, as her husband and the other men approached. "He pounded me like his nickname -- he used his rod like a battering ram! I reacted like a madwoman and the climax was always explosive! But afterward he held me tenderly and made me feel like I was the most beautiful woman on earth. I miss lying with him more than I can say."
* * * *
8. Burke leaned on Mildrith heavily as she led the way to their bedchamber. Edwina had ensconced herself in her maid's chamber with her ear to the keyhole as usual. No sooner were they in the bedchamber than Burke began fumbling with Mildrith's gown. When he was unable to undo her bodice quickly, he drew his dagger and sliced the ties, getting the point dangerously close to her skin.
"Don't do that, Burke," cried Mildrith in dismay. "I'll undo it, I'll undress myself for you."
He did not reply, but clubbed her at the base of the skull, knocking her on to the bed, where she lay on her stomach, stunned for the moment. He undid his belt, dropped his breeches and clambered on her back, rucking up her skirts and petticoats. His rough hands snaked under her and found her crotch. He ground his fist on her pussy lips before hooking his fingers in her panties and ripping them off.
"Oh, Burke, oh, oh!" cried Mildrith. "Those were my best lace panties, they were brought over from France!"
"You shouldn't wear panties, you whore!" snarled Burke, positioning his erect cock between her buttocks.
"Please, Burke, not there again! Please give me your seed! I want your organ in me!" implored Mildrith.
Burke's cockhead was at her anal ring, but her words gave him pause.
"You want my seed?" he repeated.
"Yes! Yes! Every time you have driven your semen into me, it has been intoxicating! You are such a virile man!"
Burke hesitated, then moved his cockhead down to her pussy and pushed unceremoniously into her pussy doggie style. His modest dimensions did not excite her, but she cried out, "Oh, you are such a strong man! Fuck me, Burke! Fuck me hard!"
Burke needed no further encouragement. He began thrusting into her with all his might. She kept up a constant stream of flattery.
"Yes, Burke! Oh my God! You are such a bull of a man! Nothing can resist your manhood! Your seed has already sprouted in me! You've bred me, but I want more!"
Burke lasted all of six thrusts and ejaculated his load into her. He lay on her exhausted and sweaty and soon passed out. She waited till he shriveled and plopped out of her, then slid out from under him. She smoothed down her petticoats and skirts and fussed ruefully over the sliced ribbons of her bodice. She tried to refasten them, but soon gave up and let it hang open. She plumped her breasts under her red underbodice and picked up her ripped panties from the floor.
"Ruined!" she murmured to herself. "Bloody well ruined! What a savage you are, Burke!"
She heard a soft cough and looked up sharply. Grier emerged from the shadows and advanced. He put his arms around her and sank down on the bed beside her. She saw that he was at the limit of his strength and that his knees had given way.
"What are you doing here, Grier?" she whispered urgently. "How did you get in? Are you insane? They will kill you!"
"Climbed the stockade wall," he said, trying to suppress his wheezing and sound normal. "I came to see you -- to ask you to be mine."
"I can't do that!" Mildrith cried. "What will I do on your ship? You refused to take Edwina when she asked you!"
"I am going to give up raiding, Mildrith," he said.
"You would do that for me? What of your men? What would you do? You have no trade."
"I have spoken to my men. They are tired of raiding as well. The weeks in Newhaven were a balm for them -- they want to settle down."
"Where will you settle down?" Mildrith's tone was sarcastic. "Denmark?"
"England," said Grier quietly.
"You think we English will give you Danes land? After what you have done to us?"
"I will not ask for it," said Grier. "I will take it. And bend the knee to King Edward as an Ealdorman."
Mildrith almost laughed out loud.
"Why would King Edward name an invading Dane an Ealdorman?"
"Because, like all kings, he needs strong nobles to protect his lands and collect his taxes. Especially Tunbridge and Newhaven."
Finally, she began to see his meaning. And now she did laugh.
"You would challenge my father-in-law Ealdorman Hollis, for Tunbridge? With your four puny ships and two hundred men? Do you realize how many men-at-arms he can raise? And how powerful Tunbridge Castle is? You ran from him when he came to Newhaven, you will have no chance of taking his castle."
"Leave the fighting to me," said Grier. "All I ask is that you come to my side if I win. With our child."
"You know that I am pregnant?" she asked surprised. "Did Edwina tell you?"
"No," said Grier, smiling. "The swell of your belly is slight, but you have such a narrow waist that it is obvious to anyone with eyes in his head."
Behind them, Burke groaned and sat up on the bed.
"My head!" he grumbled, eyes still unfocused. "You shouldn't have tempted me into sex, you bitch, I'll beat you for this ... "
His voice trailed off as he saw Grier. Several things happened at once. Burke leaped of the bed and grabbed his sword. He pulled up his breeches and shouted for help at the same time. Grier stood as quickly as he could, but he was unsteady on his feet. He drew his sword, but in his weakened state, he was very slow. In the time Burke got his breeches on and his sword out, Grier barely managed to get on guard.
Even so, Burke approached him warily, and continued to shout for help. Boots pounded up the steps, the bedchamber door was flung open and two burly men-at-arms rushed in.
"Disarm him and bring him to me," said Burke, much calmer now that he knew he would not have to fight. "I want to kill this Danish swine very slowly."
Grier backed away from the men-at-arms and from Burke, keeping a wary eye on both. The men-at-arms were stolid and unemotional; they approached him in a practiced manner, working together as a team. Meanwhile, Burke put his left arm around Mildrith's neck, continuing to hold his sword in his right.



"So the Dane returned for his whore, did he?" he said. He gripped her throat at her silk choker and began to throttle her. Mildrith's hands grabbed Burke's wrists, attempting to free herself, but she rapidly began to weaken with lack of air. Her face turned red and began to take on a purplish tinge. Her tongue came out of her mouth and a gargling sound issued forth. Burke put the flat of his sword between her legs and she felt the cold steel on her crotch.
"Watch my men beat down your Dane," Burke crowed. "While you gasp and struggle for breath like a fish on a hook."
Grier could see what Burke was doing to Mildrith out of the corner of his eye, but forced himself to ignore her travails and focus on his own perilous situation. The two men-at-arms split up and approached him from different directions.
Edwina cracked open the connecting door to her maid's chamber. She could see that Grier, still weak from his wound, was in grave peril. Her mistress's situation was worse, for Burke had little experience. It looked like he would strangle her by mistake, even if he did not intend to do so. She crept forward and picked up her mistress's scissors from her bureau top. Holding the sharp end like a dagger, she slid forward toward Burke's legs on her stomach. Raising the scissors, she struck Burke's unprotected calf with all her might. The scissors went in deep and a fountain of blood spurted out. Burke screamed, released Mildrith and dropped his sword. He grabbed his wounded calf and collapsed to the ground, moaning and rocking himself.
Mildrith coughed harshly as she drew deep breaths into her tortured lungs. Her breasts jounced under her red underbodice. Burke's fingers had left red marks on her white throat that would flower into colorful bruises. She saw Grier was being backed into a corner by the two men-at-arms. However, Burke's screams gave them pause and one of them looked over his shoulder to see what had happened. Grier took advantage of his inattention to thrust hard and run him through. He strove to withdraw his blade and did so just before the second man-at-arms recovered his poise and renewed his attack.
Mildrith picked up Burke's sword and staggered to her feet. It was heavy for her, but she managed to prepare the blade as she approached the other man-at-arms from the rear. He sensed her approach and ceased his attack on Grier, to address the new threat. He made a quick move to knock Mildrith's blade aside and returned to face Grier again. Grier was well below his best, and the man-at-arms was able to deflect his weakened thrust without difficulty. Mildrith prepared her blade again and he repeated his effort, knocking it aside.
They kept it up for several moves, before Grier engaged him long enough to give Mildrith enough time to stab him in the small of the back with the point of Burke's sword. He grunted with pain and staggered. It was a grievous wound, but not enough to kill him. Grier slashed at him and finished him off.
Mildrith took the few steps to Grier and put her arms around him, rubbing her breasts against him and purring. He put his face in her thick red hair. They just held each other, both holding swords dripping blood. Burke remained on the ground, holding his wounded calf and blubbering. Edwina stayed close by Burke, the scissors raised and prepared to stab him again.
There were steps outside and a rapping at the bedchamber door.
"My lord Burke," came the voice of one of the Tunbridge gentlemen. "Is everything all right?
Grier gently disengaged himself from Mildrith, came up to Burke and placed the point of his sword on Burke's chest.
"Say you're fine, that you stubbed your toe," he hissed. "Say anything else and you are dead man."
The reality of the sword caused Burke to cease his blubbering. He cleared his throat. Mildrith and Edwina held their breaths.
"I'm fine, I'm fine," said Burke, his voice a bit higher pitched than normal. "I just stubbed my toe -- a beastly pain. Take your ease, I am sorry to disturb your night."
"Sorry to bother you, my lord," said the gentleman.
They all listened to the creaking of the stairs as Burke's gentleman made his way down again.
"Edwina, get some silk cords from your mistress's dressing gowns. And my dear Mildrith, hand me the panties that this animal tore off you."
Burke waited on the ground, while the women followed Grier's instructions.
"Open your mouth," Grier said to Burke. When he complied, he took the torn panties from Mildrith and stuffed them in Burke's mouth. He took a length of silken cord from Edwina, fashioned it into a gag and tied it tightly, forcing the panties to the back of Burke's mouth. It was rudimentary, but very effective.
"There, now you can taste your wife's sex," said Grier. "While I fuck her."
He used the other silk cords that Edwina brought him to tie Burke's wrists behind his back and his ankles. The tie on his ankles caused more blood to leak out of his wound and Burke whined through his gag, but he could produce very little sound. The three of them manhandled Burke into sitting position in a chair facing the bed.
"Now, my dear Mildrith," said Grier, taking her into his arms and kissing her. "We have the night in front of us."
"I am here as well, my lord Grier," said Edwina in a small voice. "I am also with child. And it is yours."
Grier put his arm around Edwina's waist and drew her into an embrace to form a threesome.
"You shall join us, Edwina," he said.
Mildrith looked over Grier's shoulder at Burke, who stared at them with hatred in his eyes.
"Grier, I am not sure about this," she whispered. "I cannot be intimate with you with Burke staring at us."
"Then I will force you," Grier whispered back. "I am a barbarous Dane, after all."
"You wouldn't!" she said. "Not after all that has transpired between us."
"We are punishing this animal, Mildrith, for what he did to you," said Grier. "If you do not see that now, you will in time."
Grier held her wrists tightly together. Edwina silently handed him another silken cord and he tied them together before lifting her and carrying her to the bed.
"No, Grier, NO!" protested Mildrith, unable to take her eyes off Burke's malevolent gaze.
Grier did not listen, but tied the ends of the cord to the headboard again. Tied down, he unfastened her underbodice and released her magnificent breasts, now slightly fuller with her pregnancy. He ran his thumbs over her nipples, murmuring, "Soon, so soon, your tits will be filled with milk."
He rucked up her skirts and petticoats and entered her doggie style, so that she and Burke could maintain eye contact. She cried out with his sudden invasion and he grunted in her ear, but loud enough for Burke to hear: "So tight, Mildrith! Your warm pussy is like a velvet vice on my cock."
"Your manhood is so big, my lord," put in Edwina, on her hands and knees on the bed. "You would stretch the pussy of any woman!'
Mildrith's mouth was open as she gasped, drawing great breaths into her lungs. Grier quickly ramped up his tempo, fucking her energetically. He was not sure which delighted him more: her rising excitement or Burke's impotent rage.
"See how your wife pants as I fuck her, Burke," said Grier. "While you sit there like a trussed goose, with her panties in your mouth. How does she taste?"
"No, Grier, please don't!" cried Mildrith, struggling against the silken cords that tied her down. "I cannot stand Burke looking at us like this!"
"You should have seen her when I took her virginity on her wedding night," said Grier to Burke, "When you ran away and abandoned her, dressed in her bridal white!"
As Mildrith struggled, her superb breasts rubbed against his arm, her hardened nipples scraping on his wrist. The ealdorman's son initially struggled against his bonds in his rage, but when he realized that it increased the blood flow from his stab wound, he desisted.
Grier ignored Mildrith's struggles and kept pushing into her slowly and deliberately, each thrust driving all of his considerable length into her, probing the depths of her pussy. She could not keep her eyes off Burke and kept begging him to stop. However, eventually, her entreaties tapered off and ceased -- it was unclear whether it was because she realized the futility of it or because she was growing so excited that she no longer wanted him to stop.
"See her cry out!" Grier said to Burke. "I'm in her so deep, I'm going to make her cum. You could never do that."
Grier felt the pain of his wound and some dizziness. He realized that he had overextended himself. He sped up his thrusting, drawing more urgent gasps from Mildrith. As soon as he felt her first contractions, he let go, spraying his ejaculate deep inside her. His body spasmed as he came, pounding his final few thrusts into her. He was gratified to feel her contractions grow stronger and she cried out her release, hips swiveling to get her pussy to milk his cock.
They lay together, Grier on top of Mildrith with her wrists still tied to the headboard of the bed. An hour passed and they slept, with Edwina cuddled against Grier's side. Burke's head's lolled over on to his shoulder as he too fell into a fitful slumber.
Burke was dreaming of a milkmaid that he had violently raped in the past year and her cries filled his head. Gradually he rose out of slumber to realize that the cries were very real. He looked over at the bed and saw Grier on his back. Edwina was mounted on him and rode him hard, skewering herself on his manhood. Grier moved minimally, allowing her to do most of the work. She was happy to do so and her loud cries were testament to her excitement. In spite of the chill night air, she was sweating profusely with her efforts, and silvery beads coursed down her face to drip on to Grier's chest. Eventually, she began to cum and she tried to muffle her final screams with a pillow. Grier came with her, his expression showing the effort of forcing out yet another load of jism in his weak state. In the afterglow, Edwina lay on Grier, their sweat soaked bodies slithering on each other.
Mildrith lay beside them. She was still tied down and hence unable to cover herself. Her underbodice was still unfastened and her skirts and petticoats rucked up to reveal her rounded rump and her obvious lack of panties. Her expression had changed: it was now hungry rather than embarrassed.
"You look like a sex kitten, Lady Mildrith," said Grier. "If I were not wounded and weak, I'd fuck you again right now. Just the way you look would have gotten me hard again. And you look like you want it -- I wish I could oblige you."
"Kiss me, Grier," she said.
He did oblige her with that, sliding out from under Edwina, who was still panting from her exertions.
"What shall we do with Burke?" he asked.
"It depends on whether you have come here prepared, or on a fool's errand," said Mildrith.
"I may be a fool, but I always come prepared," said Grier.
"If you have plans to take Newhaven Fort, pray set them in motion," she said. "And I shall kill this craven beast, and make myself a widow."
Burke's eyes went wide and he began to fight his bonds again, uttering whimpering sounds.
Grier and Mildrith rolled out of the bed. He went to the window and hooted three times like an owl. He waited till there were three hoots in response. He smiled as he saw dark silhouettes begin to appear over the tops of the stockade walls.
"Not long, now," he said to Mildrith and Edwina.
Mildrith picked up Burke's sword. She rested the point on his chest. His eyes took on a terrified expression and he began to strain at his bonds, regardless of the spreading blood from the wound at his ankle. Panicked, guttural sounds issued from his mouth around the gag. Mildrith could barely make out the word "Please!"
"You tortured me," she said to him. "With sex and with beatings. My body hurts all over. I could return the favor, and cut you to pieces, killing you slowly. But I am not so cruel."
The sounds issuing from his mouth grew even higher and more desperate. Mildrith let him go on for a couple of minutes, enjoying his cowardly distress. Then she put all her weight behind a thrust and drove his sword through his chest. Burke's eyes bugged out of his head as the sword went home, his mouth opened even wider around the gag and a guttural gargling sound emerged. Mildrith took a step back in horror.
"The death rattle," said Grier cheerfully, putting an arm around her waist. "A bit muffled by your panties in his mouth, but unmistakable."
All three of them went to the window, watching the Danish attack. There was some confused shouting in the darkness, but after the Tunbridge men on watch were dealt with, the rest of the sleeping defenders were mostly captured in short order. The Newhaven men wisely chose not to fight, while the few Tunbridge men that resisted were quickly dispatched. Denhaf, the shipmaster, knocked on the bedchamber door an hour later. He entered on Grier's command and found him in the large bed, with Mildrith and Edwina cuddling up to him on either side.
"We have taken the fort again, Grier," he said. "Sheriff Guy of Litchfield and his wife Ardith are among the prisoners." He stopped short when he saw Burke's body, still tied to the chair. "You killed Burke! Well, we're committed now. Ealdorman Hollis will never forgive us."
"We'll rest and recuperate for a week," said Grier. "Mostly on my account, to allow my wound to heal. That will also give Lady Mildrith time to raise some local levies. And Sheriff Guy of Litchfield may see the wisdom of joining forces with us."
"What do you want to do with that?" asked Denhaf, jerking his thumb in the direction of Burke's body.
"Put Burke's head in a basket and send it to Tunbridge Castle when we are ready to fight. Let's get Ealdorman Hollis upset. His father's grief will probably cause him to come tearing down to find us, with a revenge in his heart. An angry, inconsolable man is likely to make mistakes."
* * * *
9. Sheriff Guy of Litchfield was sufficiently impressed with the Danish warriors that he decided to ignore Ealdorman Hollis's summons and stay in his castle on the coast. As Grier predicted, the loss of his only son caused Hollis to go mad with rage and grief. He overruled Leofric, who counseled caution, and rushed to attack Newhaven Fort with the forces he had immediately at hand -- barely a score of knights with their pages and about a hundred men-at-arms.
They approached Newhaven Fort and Hollis immediately went on the attack rather than laying siege and forcing the Danes to come out and do battle in the open. Safe within the fort, the Danes had a two to one advantage in numbers and the English knights were of limited value when storming the fort. Grier directed the defense efficiently, focusing on wearing down the English numbers. After two assaults on the stockade walls were repulsed with heavy English losses, the Danes issued forth and fell upon the weary attackers, whose numbers were sorely depleted. It was a one sided battle and the English were massacred. Hollis was killed and Leofric was so badly wounded that he died the following day.
Leaving Denhaf in command of Newhaven Fort with a force of twenty warriors, Grier led the bulk of his forces to Tunbridge Castle along with Hollis's body. Seeing their Ealdorman dead with no heir, the remaining knights had no stomach for a fight. Grier held a parley and agreed to allow them all to retain their fiefs, rights and privileges as long as they acclaimed him ealdorman. They eventually agreed to do this.
Settled in Tunbridge Castle, Grier sent a mission to King Edward consisting of a mixed company of Danish warriors and English knights. He offered to bend the knee to the king, defend the realm against raiders and collect the king's taxes throughout Tunbridge. And he invited the king to his upcoming nuptials to Lady Mildrith, widow of the erstwhile heir to Tunbridge. That would unite Tunbridge and Newhaven, something the king had wanted for some time.
The king made Grier wait a month, but eventually sent a knight summoning him to London. Grier discussed it with Denhaf at great length -- his shipmaster counselled against it.
"Once you are in London, the king will have you in his power," he said. "He will hang you and place an English nobleman of his choosing in Tunbridge."
"He knows that we Danes are better fighters than his English," countered Grier. "We are offering him a Danish force to fight under his banner. It is to his advantage to accept me."
Denhaf would not be convinced.
"Well, I will leave you here in Tunbridge," said Grier. "If the king has me executed, you have the ships and the men -- they will follow you anywhere."
So Grier went to London. Mildrith insisted on accompanying his party along with a few gentlemen farmers from Newhaven, to show the king Grier's widespread English support. The king was hunting when they arrived and kept them waiting for half a day. But when he eventually granted them an audience, he was friendlier than they had expected.
"I have heard many tales of you, Grier the Ramrod," said King Edward. "An audacious and daring raider. Now you have killed Ealdorman Hollis and the fearsome Leofric in battle. A painful loss for England. I have no doubts as to your abilities. But convince me as to why I should depend on your loyalty."
"Your Majesty," said Grier. "I have grown tired of the life of a raider -- constantly on the move, rootless, homeless, unloved. I wish to settle down and now have the opportunity to do so with the lovely Lady Mildrith."
"She is lovely indeed," said the king, with a lingering look at Mildrith's breasts and especially the deep cleavage revealed by the plunging neckline of her gown. "You are to be envied."
He paused and glanced over at his Lord Chamberlain.
"My advisors are not keen on you, Grier the Ramrod. But I think you are a gamble worth taking. They tell me that Sheriff Guy of Litchfield has thrown his lot with you."
"Indeed, he has, Your Majesty. He visited Tunbridge Castle a fortnight ago with a large party. We have much in common, Sheriff Guy and I."
"So I hear," said the king. "Come walk with me, Grier. There are some things I would discuss with you privately."
"I am at Your Majesty's service," said Grier, bowing.
The king led the way through some French windows and on to a terrace. The evening air was growing chill and Grier found it bracing after the overheated reception room with its roaring fires.
"So tell me, Grier," said the king, leading the way to the terrace rail overlooking a verdant garden. "How was Lady Ardith? Did you have her again?"
"You are making me a gentleman, Sire," responded Grier in a low tone. "Surely you do not want me to begin in this estate by besmirching the honor of a lady?"
"You are not a gentleman yet," retorted the king." Grier the Ramrod does not care about any lady's honor, does he?"
"Perhaps not. But the Ramrod does not boast of his female conquests."
"Even when his king orders him to do so?"
Grier bowed his head.
"If you order me, I will confess to you that I did enjoy Lady Ardith's charms a fortnight ago."
"So you had sex with her," said the king, his voice growing thick. "Did you fuck her hard?"
"Yes, Sire."
"Many times?"
"Yes, Sire."
"Is she as frigid as she appears?"
"No, Sire."
"So there is fire under the ice. Did you make her cum? "
"Yes, Sire."
"Where was her husband?"
"Drunk, Sire," said Grier.
"I confess to lusting for Lady Ardith myself," said the king. "She's a handsome young woman, but what really gets me hard is her cold, arrogant air. Her family are among the oldest in England and she looks down her nose at everyone -- even me! So it would be particularly satisfying to put her on her back. And wipe that haughty look off her face with one's cock in her pussy."



The king frowned before going on.
"But I would fain not take your seconds. So I will not fuck her. When you had her before, they say you bred her."
"I did, Sire."
"Did you breed her again?"
"It was the right time of the month for her," said Grier. "So it is quite likely."
"Grier," said the king, rubbing his hands together. "You have almost as many bastards around England as I do. I sometimes feel we are in competition."
"It is very kind of Your Highness to offer this comparison," said Grier. "I am humbled by it. But I am sure that I am not in your league."
The king smirked.
"You're a satyr, Grier. Your cock is said to be one of the biggest in England. And it's said that once you've had a woman, no other man can satisfy her. I wouldn't allow you within a league of the queen." Then he cleared his throat and raised his voice. "Very well, then. Let us return to the others. You will kneel before me."
Grier knelt before the high chair that served as the throne in the receiving room. The Lord Chamberlain approached with a velvet cushion on which rested a heavy silver ealdorman's chain of office. The king picked it up and placed around Grier's neck with due ceremony.
"Rise Ealdorman Grier of Tunbridge," he intoned.
"My sword is yours, Your Majesty," said Grier rising. "I have here a parchment announcing my wedding to Lady Mildrith. I beg that Your Majesty will favor us with your presence."
"Who gives the bride away, now that her parents are dead?"
"I have asked the priest of our church in Newhaven, Sire," said Mildrith, speaking up.
"No, no, we cannot have a country priest give away the bride of an ealdorman of the realm. In such cases, it is the king's duty to step in."
"You do us great honor, Sire," said Mildrith.
The king's gaze returned to Mildrith's breasts for a moment. She wore a gold pendant with the Newhaven coat of arms that nestled in her cleavage and drew attention to it. The king had to drag his eyes away from it to her face.
"The honor is mine, Lady Mildrith," he said. "I look forward to seeing you at court."
They rode back to Tunbridge that evening. Grier was pleased with the outcome of his trip to London, but expressed his misgivings privately to Mildrith.
"The king lusts for you," he said. "It was as plain as day. I fear he will make you attend court. And force himself on you."
"How is he different from you?" she asked tartly. "I have no illusions about our upcoming marriage. You will continue to sleep with any woman you choose. Why should you begrudge your sovereign your wife's bed? It is his by right, for you have now bent the knee."
Grier opened his mouth, but had no reply and closed it again.
"I will keep you from court," he muttered.
* * * *
10. Mildrith and Grier were married the following week with due ceremony at Tunbridge Castle. She was showing her pregnancy by now. So it took a great deal of work on the part of her seamstresses to sew her wedding gown to conceal the slight swell at her belly. On the morning of the ceremony, Grier rubbed her belly through the white satin and kissed her chastely.
The king was true to his word -- he came to Tunbridge and gave away the bride. Much to Grier's relief, he did not demand the right to Mildrith's bed in Tunbridge Castle. However, while dancing with her at the wedding reception, he summoned her to court for the upcoming season.
"I will be delighted to attend you," she replied. "But I am a married woman now and may well be with child when the season is upon us. That will make it impossible for me to travel."
"Well, let us hope that Grier does not put a babe in your belly that soon," said the king, looking disappointed. Then he smiled. "For you dance divinely. I look forward to having you at many balls during the season." He grinned at his double entendre, and looked into her big green eyes meaningfully. "The king's bastards will all be ealdormen -- if the mother were well born, they could even be dukes. And I will make sure they all get rich fiefs."
"I am sure there is no shortage of beautiful women keen to bear your children, Sire," said Mildrith, smiling.
"Do you count yourself among them, Lady Mildrith?"
"I am your loyal subject, Your Highness," said Mildrith, not answering the question.
The king had to satisfied with that.
"I'll get her in my bed," he muttered to himself as she walked back to Grier at the end of the dance. "One way or the other."
* * * *
11. Mildrith's pregnancy was very advanced by the opening of the season and she sent her regrets when the king's messengers arrived with his invitation to court. Her labor was long and hard, but in the end she bore Grier a healthy son.
"I have named him," she told Grier, when the midwife allowed him in to see mother and child.
"He's half Danish," said Grier.
"And he will have a half Danish name," she replied. She held up the babe in swaddling clothes. "Hold your son, Grier. His name is John Grierson. I will call him Jack."
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What is fiction but an imagined reality?
* * * * *
1. I was the Vice President of Foreign Operations of a major bank and my wife, Millicent, was a teacher. She was active on the local zoning and hospital boards and managed the volunteers for the county library. I am a past president of our local Rotary Club. We were proud to be pillars of our local community.
Megan was the daughter of Henry Kelly, one of my best friends from college with whom I'd maintained intermittent contact. He'd moved away and now presided over a bank down in Alabama. Henry contacted me one day by email, telling me that Megan had been selected for a prestigious summer internship at a government banking oversight agency in our city and was looking for a place to stay. He knew that we had a big, rambling house, and that our own children were grown and had flown the nest. Megan was nineteen and had her own car, he said, so she could get herself around from our suburban neighborhood, and would not impose on us for transport.
My wife, Millicent and I agreed immediately. We were missing our kids, and the house was feeling a bit empty, so the thought of having a young person around was attractive. I emailed our acceptance right away. Henry's wife, Sarah, emailed back and Millicent arranged everything with her.
* * * * *
2. Megan arrived when I was at a business meeting in Europe, so the first thing I saw of her was the car with Alabama plates in the driveway when I got out of my taxi from the airport on my return. I went inside the house and Millicent told me, rather redundantly, that our houseguest had arrived. She had been lodged in the downstairs guest room. It used to serve as my study and while I had moved my computer out, my heavy wirelessly networked laser printer remained there in a corner.
Millicent knocked on the guest room door and asked Megan to come out and meet me. My first impression was shocked surprise. My friend Henry had never been a particularly good looking fellow, but his daughter Megan was incredibly pretty. She was elfin, a pocket Venus, barely over five feet tall, with very straight, shiny dark brown hair that cascaded down to the middle of her back. She had a lovely heart shaped face, with brown eyes and the creamy, smooth, white complexion that Southern girls are known for. Her breasts were firm and pleasingly plump, though petite to fit her diminutive frame. Her waist was tiny and her derriere was rounded and tight. She wore a very tight, short black skirt, a black and white crop top that left her midriff bare and very high heeled thong sandals to give herself some height. She had on a metal choker necklace and hoop earrings.
"Hello, I'm Megan Kelly," she said, advancing and offering me her hand. She had a charming Alabama accent, with just a little lilt. "It's pronounced KI-lly like KITE."
Of course, I'd known her father for years, so I knew this.
"I'm James Hardwicke," I said, shaking her hand.
"I'm pleased to meet you, Mr. Hardwicke," she replied. "I want to thank you and Mrs. Hardwicke for taking me in like this. It is so very kind of you."
"It's no trouble at all," I said. "How's your father?"
"He's well, Mr. Hardwicke, and sends his best," she replied politely.
We chatted in the kitchen for a short while and I learned that Megan had skipped two years of school through an accelerated program and AP credits. Only nineteen, she was already a rising senior in college. Megan soon excused herself, saying she had to get to bed and be ready for work the next day.
Once we were alone, I had a quick bite to eat and Millicent filled me in with some more details. In her correspondence with Megan's mother Sarah, Millicent had learned that she was straight A student and had won a very competitive state-wide scholarship. Millicent told me that Megan left regularly every morning around eight, and worked long hours. Even after she came home, she spent most of her time in her room, working and studying.
"She sounds like she's nineteen, going on forty-five," I joked, as Millicent and I walked upstairs.
"Maybe she has a hidden wild side," said Millicent. "She has a lyre tattooed on her ankle."
"A lyre?"
"Alpha Chi Omega. She's a sorority girl."
* * * * *
3. Millicent and I met in college. She was a year behind me, I got her pregnant when she was a senior, and we were married immediately after she graduated. She has been a wonderful wife in every way. She's been very supportive of my career, and an excellent mother to our two children. She spent endless hours with them through the difficult years of middle school, high school, and college, when I was a bit of a stand-offish father. Thanks to her, they'd both graduated from Ivy League universities. Our son was working in the energy industry and our daughter was in graduate school. At forty-eight and forty-seven, we were empty nesters with a twenty-five year old son and a twenty-four year old daughter.
Millicent was a very businesslike, sensible woman, and quite attractive, but she was not particularly warm. She was not tactile, and did not enjoy physical touching. We'd had wild, hormone fueled sex as teenagers and in our early twenties. But after the children were born, her interest in sex became increasingly dutiful, rather than passionate. Eventually, by our thirties, she endured rather than enjoyed our physical coupling. While she met her conjugal obligations, she told me that she was only doing it to service my physical needs. Our sex life degenerated to a once-a-week affair, usually on weekends. Even then, it only took place if I did elaborate planning to ensure it was not too early (when she would be reading or watching television) and not too late (when she would be too sleepy). She never wanted the light on, and was always in a hurry to "get it over with".
In the last few years, we sometimes went months without sex. I confess that I resorted to pornography, initially the print and online magazines, and later the videos that were available on the internet. I enrolled in some online sex forums. I'm pretty fit -- I lift weights and am an avid runner. So the buff photos I posted of myself were genuine. I struck up chats with some women who hit on me, especially those who posted naughty photos of themselves. I enjoyed racy, suggestive online chats, often receiving explicit photos. I did this late at night after Millicent had gone to bed.
However, I was well aware that many of the participants in these forums were gang members and criminals, looking for extortion targets. I knew that I was probably chatting with some heavyset, swarthy man who looked like a boxer. So I never revealed any information about myself, and was never tempted to respond when the "women" in the chats asked to meet me in person.
* * * * *
4. In the next few days following her arrival, I saw very little of Megan. On some days, I had to leave very early in the morning to get on my conference calls with foreign counter-parties. On other days, I slept in and she was gone before I came downstairs. She often worked very late at her internship, and had dinner in town before returning. She invariably went straight to the guest room and remained in there with the door closed.
However, the very thought of a young, pretty, and very sexy girl living directly below our bedroom was enough to fuel my fantasies. I thought about her being there a lot, though at first my thoughts were rather unformed. Then on her first weekend with us, I went for my usual early morning long run with my running club. On my return, I sat under the fan in the kitchen, cooling down with a beer. Megan walked in, obviously also returning from a run.
She was wearing a neon yellow Nike sports bra and yellow on red Nike running shoes. Her running socks were lo rise, so I saw the pink and green lyre tattooed on her right ankle. Her yellow and red running shorts were little more than bikini panties. It was a hot, muggy day, and she was covered with sweat. Her bra clung to her breasts, emphasizing their firmness and pleasing shape. Her nipples made clear bumps in the fabric. I managed a few surreptitious glances between her legs and saw her pussy lips clearly outlined by the tight running shorts.
"Well!" I said. "I didn't know you were a runner. I'd have invited you to run with my club."
"Oh, I barely run at all, Mr. Hardwicke," she said. "I just run a bit around the neighborhood, very slow. I couldn't possibly run with a club."
"Would you like a drink?" I asked.
"No, Mr. Hardwicke. I'd better get a shower."
She disappeared into her guest room. The guest bathroom doubled as the downstairs bathroom and its door was just outside the guest room. I sidled over to the family room from where I could see the guest room and bathroom doors, pretending to fiddle with the TV. She came out of the guest room with a towel, and smiled at me as she went into the bathroom.
I could not get the picture of Megan's sweat-covered body in her skimpy running outfit out of my mind. That night, before joining Millicent in bed, I went into the upstairs main bathroom, that I used as my own since the children had moved out. I locked the door, put off the light and masturbated with the image of Megan in my head.
* * * * *
5. Thereafter, I adjusted my schedule to try to be in the house when she returned from her occasional evening workouts at a local studio, and when she returned from her short neighborhood runs. She was so arousing in her brief, sweaty workout clothes, that I she always gave me an instant hardon that I had to conceal with a newspaper on my lap. I asked her to run with me several times, but she always refused, most gracefully.
After she had been with us for a few weeks, I was working at home and sent something to the printer before remembering that it was in Megan's guest room. I gingerly entered the room for the first time since she had been in occupancy. Her clothes hung in the closet, a line of high heeled shoes were on the closet floor. She obviously was trying to compensate for her short stature. The bed was very neatly made. Nothing particularly interesting.
I picked up my printout from the tray, but dropped a sheet. Bending down to pick it up, I realized that Megan's laundry hamper was just under the printer. Right on top of the pile of laundry was a filmy, lacy, Victoria's Secret Pink bandeau bra, with the letters 'PINK' emblazoned on both cups. I stared at it for a long moment. Megan was at work, Millicent was at school and neither one of them was due home for hours. But even so, I looked guiltily at the guest room door before picking up the skimpy garment. I felt its delicate texture before putting it to my nose. It had a faint, but definitive smell. I closed my eyes and thought of her firm breasts and imagined her hard nipples, the bumps that I had seen several times in her athletic bras.
The next garment in the pile was the matching pair of panties, with the lettering 'PINK' across the seat. With trembling fingers, I picked it up. I turned it inside out and put the small crotch pad to my nose. The slightly sour, musky smell was much stronger and intoxicating. Time stood still as I kept breathing in the smells of her pussy. I thought that just a few minutes had passed, but when I glanced at my watch, it revealed that I had been inhaling the scent of her crotch for over fifteen minutes. I realized that I had an enormous hardon.
I pulled my handkerchief out of my pocket, unzipped my trousers and massaged my rigid member. I was more excited than I had been in years. I jerked myself off, and was so far gone that I spurted my load after just a few strokes with my hand.
* * * * *
6. I stayed away from Megan's room for a week after that. But I thought about it constantly and after seven days, I gave into temptation again. Thereafter, my slide downhill was rapid. Every day I worked at home, I spent time in Megan's room, going over the underwear in her laundry hamper. Some days I came across panties with heavier smells than others. I particularly enjoyed smelling her running shorts, for they were a gold mine of her sweat mingled with her pussy juices. I realized that she must have done her runs and workouts without panties under her bikini shorts.
I was embarrassed with what I was doing, for I was conscious of my position in society. But I could not help myself. I felt like an addict. When I saw her coming back from a run or a workout, I made mental notes of her attire so that I could look for it the next time I was in her room.
It was only a matter of time before my need for Megan's underwear became too strong for me to wait for the opportunity to sneak into her room. The next time I found a particularly strong smelling set of panties -- a thin white Lycra pair with gray cross-hatching -- I stole it. I concealed it at the bottom of my own underwear drawer, in a plastic bag.
That evening when Megan came into the kitchen to chat with Millicent, as she often did, I made sure to be there. At a lull in the conversation, I asked Millicent if she had seen my running shorts. Of course, she said no, she had not. I went on for a few minutes, talking about several items of underclothing that I had lost in the laundry recently. "Gremlins!" I concluded with a laugh.
* * * * *
7. I had difficulty chatting with Megan. When she spent time with us after work in her business attire -- modest knee length skirts and thin, white chiffon blouses, and high heels -- I always visualized the panties and bras under her clothing. Her skirts were always tight enough to reveal a clear panty line. Worse, she often wore dark bras under her white blouses, the color tantalizingly visible through the translucent material. I imagined the panties she was wearing were the ones I'd masturbated with and often recognized the bras she wore from my forays into her laundry hamper. Seeing them tight on her breasts always gave me a hardon and I had to work to conceal it. It was difficult for me to keep my eyes off her breasts and her crotch.
Millicent noticed that something was up, but she was not sure what.
"You seem uncomfortable around Megan," she said to me one night in bed. "Is everything all right?"
"Of course," I said, trying to sound normal. "Why do you ask?"
"I don't know," she said. "It's just that you don't seem to look her in the eye. I sometimes get the feeling that you are staring at her tits and ass, but then I tell myself that's impossible. She's younger than our daughter, Heather!"
"You're right, that's just ridiculous!" I exclaimed. I laughed, hoping it sounded natural.
"Well, she's a very attractive young girl," said Millicent. "It would not be unusual to look at her twice."
"I barely notice her," I said. "You're the one that spends so much time talking to her."
"Yes, that's true," said Millicent, opening the book she was reading.
* * * * *
8. Our 25th wedding anniversary fell on Wednesday. I got a congratulatory text from our daughter Heather first thing in the morning. However, she said that she had a group assignment meeting and would be unable to come home to celebrate with us. In typical fashion, our son Nathan forgot all about it. Even Millicent did not mention it before she left for school.
I had taken the day off, but by eight in the morning, I found myself alone in the kitchen, re-reading Heather's text for the tenth time. I wandered upstairs and pulled out Megan's purloined panties from my underwear drawer. I crawled into bed and inhaled deeply, but Megan's scent was growing faint.
I went downstairs, entered Megan's room again and replaced the white and gray panties in her laundry hamper. I rummaged through it till I found a cobalt blue pair of v-string panties with black lace trim. It was a prize -- she must have masturbated in them, for the crotch was soaked with her pussy juices. It was still damp and her feminine aroma went straight to my head. Holding it to my nose and mouth, I could almost feel my nostrils and tongue deep in the folds of her pussy. My semi-tumescent organ was instantly erect, and harder than I could ever remember it being.
I quickly unzipped my trousers and released my erection. I got my handkerchief out to cover my member and barely managed one stroke before I ejaculated such a large load that that my handkerchief could not contain it. I dribbled some drops over Megan's clothing in the laundry hamper. I leaned on the printer table in my post orgasmic high, feeling light headed and slightly dizzy. I realized that I had left traces of my ejaculate on her clothing -- mostly on one of her white office blouses.
I put my prize -- her cobalt blue panties -- in my pocket. I took her blouse to the laundry room sink, where I rinsed the spot where the gob of my semen had landed. It was gooey and would not come off easily, so I ended up wetting a larger area than I intended. There was still a faint residue, but I did not want to wash the blouse, for that would raise too many awkward questions. I put it back in the hamper, hoping the thin chiffon would dry by evening.
* * * * *
9. I got on my laptop and went to work, going through the dozens of emails that had come through overnight. I did a conference call at noon, and then I fixed myself a light sandwich. After lunch I headed upstairs to our bedroom, where I pulled out my prize -- the cobalt blue panties -- and masturbated again with them to my nose and mouth.
The first thing I did in the afternoon was call and confirm the table for two for dinner that I had booked at L'Auberge du Mouton Rouge, the best restaurant in town. Thereafter, I worked steadily, drafting memos and sending them out to our worldwide offices. It was my usual afternoon's work, shepherding through a dozen deals, approving loans to foreign entities, re-negotiating terms with delinquent borrowers. I was well pleased with my efforts and shut my laptop at five. I went for an hour long run and hopped in the shower on my return.
I came down, dressed for the evening at six thirty and found Millicent and Megan chatting in the kitchen. It appeared that they had just come in, for they were both in their work clothes. I stood around quietly for a while, endeavoring to keep my eyes off Megan's ass, that looked particularly sensual -- her skirt seemed even tighter than usual and her panty line seemed even more pronounced. I let my eyes linger just a bit too long -- for my mind was filled with thoughts of her cobalt blue panties soaked with her pussy juices -- and she caught my eye with a questioning look.
I quickly looked away, but it was too late. There was heat in my eyes, for I was imagining her masturbating on the bed in our guest room, wearing the cobalt blue panties. The vision was so erotic that even both my hands in my pockets did not fully conceal my hardon. Fortunately, Millicent was on the other side of the kitchen island and could not see my lower body. However, after our eyes met, Megan quickly glanced down and saw it. I thought there was a brief look of shock in her brown eyes, but it came and went so quickly that I could not be sure. She turned back to her conversation with Millicent, and they carried on as though nothing had occurred.
I let them talk on for another fifteen minutes before speaking up in a gap in the conversation.
"Millicent, we better leave now," I said. "I've got a dinner reservation for us."
"Why? Where are we going?" she asked.
I was little irritated. It was our 25th wedding anniversary and she was acting as though she did not know it.
"It's our 25th wedding anniversary, remember? I've made a reservation for us at L'Auberge du Mouton Rouge."
"Oh, that's nice dear." She turned to Megan. "Do you have plans for dinner, Megan? Would you like to join us?"
Megan glanced at me before responding.
"Oh no, Mrs. Hardwicke. I wouldn't want to intrude. You and Mr. Hardwicke go and have a lovely time."



"No, you wouldn't be intruding," said Millicent, without consulting me. "We'd love to have you, wouldn't we, dear?"
"It would be nice," I said, trying very hard to keep the anger out of my voice. "But I made the reservation a month ago. You know how difficult it is to get a table at L'Auberge. We can't just show up with a party of three for a reservation for two."
"Well, call them, dear," said Millicent. "I'm sure they can fit us in. After all, you give them plenty of business with all the work dinners you do there."
Actually, I had never done a work dinner at L'Auberge, but I let it pass. Millicent was being difficult, and I could not understand why. Nonetheless, I pulled out my cell phone and called the restaurant. The girl at reservations was notoriously supercilious and kept me on hold for a good ten minutes before telling me that, no, they were fully booked and could not accommodate a party of three. She asked me if I wanted to keep my original reservation.
"They can't take three," I said to Millicent. "So we'll have to go, just the two of us."
"I had a hard day at work, dear," she replied, yawning and stretching. "And I'm tired. I'm not sure I want to go all the way to town for dinner. Why don't I fix something simple for the three of us, right here?"
"Oh, thank you, Mrs. Hardwicke," said Megan. "But I picked up something on the way home, so I'm not really that hungry. I think I'd better go to my room and do some reading."
She walked out of the kitchen, clicking the tall heels of her sling-back pumps on the hardwood floor.
"Let's just go to L'Auberge, Millicent," I said, wheedling. "It's our 25th! We should do something special."
"Oh, all right," she said, as though she were making a big concession. "I'll go since you are so keen on it."
The dinner was extremely expensive, but a complete bust. Millicent was preoccupied the whole evening, and responded to my attempts at conversation in monosyllables. Eventually, I gave up and pulled out my phone and answered work emails.
In the car on the way home, Millicent suddenly broke the silence.
"Megan seemed a bit out of sorts this evening, didn't she, dear?" she said.
"Oh, I don't know," I said cautiously. "I didn't notice anything."
"She seemed tense. I wonder if she is having boyfriend troubles."
"Doesn't she have a boyfriend back in Alabama? She's in a sorority, isn't she?"
"Why, do you think sorority girls are loose?" Millicent's tone was severe. "I was a sorority girl, remember? No, she told me that she broke up with her boyfriend back home before she came. But she may have gotten a new boyfriend up here."
"Why do you say that?"
"No reason, just a hunch. I thought she looked a bit edgy, like her hormones were acting up or something."
"Teenagers!" I said, hoping that agreement would end this line of conversation. It did, and we drove the rest of the way home in silence.
Millicent went through her usual nightly routine with no concession to our special anniversary. She got into her baby-doll nightie, pulled up the sheets and got her book off the nightstand to read for her habitual half hour before switching off the lights and bed.
I shed my clothes and pulled on my dressing gown. I stealthily took Megan's cobalt blue panties from my underwear drawer and put them in a pocket of my dressing gown. Then I went to the upstairs bathroom down the hall that I used. I brushed my teeth and then put the panties to my nose and mouth, stroking my organ. My hardon arose immediately, as I thought of Megan meeting my eyes in the kitchen, seeing me staring at her panty line and her ass, and the quick look of shock when she saw my hardon.
But after a few strokes, I put the panties down. It's our 25th anniversary, I thought. I shouldn't have to masturbate on such a special day! I returned to our bedroom, but found it in darkness. Millicent had put out the lights. I hung up my dressing gown on its peg and returned Megan's panties to their place of concealment at the bottom of my underwear drawer. Then I felt my way to our bed.
I slid under the sheets, naked except for my hardon. I reached for Millicent, and pulled her into my arms, kissing her throat.
"Don't," she said, pushing me away. "I'm tired, I just want to go to sleep."
"It's our 25th anniversary!" I hissed, my sexual frustration boiling over. "You've been a bitch all evening, the least you can do is let me fuck you!"
"Being crude won't make me give you what you want!" she retorted. "You've been a pig all evening, I really don't want you pawing me tonight. Go to sleep."
I'd never, ever used violence in my life. I'm a banker, a reticent, rational man who plays by the rules. But now, something snapped in my head. I'd never felt so much sexual tension in my life and it swamped my thinking mind.
I caught both of Millicent's wrists in one of my hands and pinned them to the pillow above her head. I pushed my other hand between her legs, roughly kneading her pussy lips through her panties.
"What's come over you, Jim?" she cried. "Are you insane? Let me go!"
I did not reply, but kept up my working on her pussy. She struggled and fought, and I had to slide over on to her, using my weight to control her. I was too overwrought to wait much longer. I hooked my fingers in the waistband of her panties and ripped them off. The tearing sound galvanized her and she renewed her twisting and squirming, saying, "Omigod! Are you going to rape me, you bastard?"
I'd never done this before, so it was quite difficult. I straddled her and tried to guide my engorged cock into her pussy. But her continual wriggling made her pussy a moving target. My organ slid over her pussy lips several times without gaining access. Finally, I felt my cockhead engage with her folds and thrust hard. It was not clean, but nonetheless my cockhead gained an angular entry. I pushed harder and harder, gaining more entry an inch at a time.
"You're hurting me, you bastard!" she panted. "I can't believe you're raping me!"
Her wrists pinned above her head elevated her breasts, and as she squirmed, they rubbed tightly against me. I could feel her nipples through the thin material of her shortie nightgown -- they were hard like little pebbles. She'd hadn't had hard nipples during sex since before the children were born!
"You want this!" I rasped. "I should have fucked you like this years ago!"
Another twist and I managed to push my hardon all the way into her. I quickly began to thrust into her, building a staccato tempo. I drove into her hard and the slapping of my mount against hers was a sound that I had not heard in years. The warm glove of her pussy intoxicated me.
Her panting took on a higher note, and her pussy grew wet. I knew that I could not last and did not care. With my organ buried in her warmth, I felt the pressure of my load building. Then just as I felt it coursing through my organ, I heard her sighing and whispering, "Now, now, now, ..., don't stop now, ..., yes, yes, yes, do it! DO IT! DO IT TO ME, YOU BASTARD!!"
I ejaculated deep inside her and she began rotating her hips. I felt her contractions -- it was the first orgasm she'd had with me in years. It was like we were in our early twenties again.
We were both covered with sweat in spite of the air conditioning. She twisted her body out from under me almost immediately and rolled away. She slid out of bed and padded to the master suite bathroom that served as her boudoir.
"Don't go," I called after her.
"I need to clean your mess out of me," she said without looking back.
Fifteen minutes later, she came back to bed. But she stayed way over on her side. When I reached for her, she pushed me away.
"Just stay on your side of the bed," she said, sharply. "And get some clothes on. It's disgusting, having you naked in the bed like this."
The next morning was like usual. Millicent did not mention anything about the night, or our anniversary. She got ready and went to school, with a minimum of conversation. It was the best sex we had had in years, but now it felt hollow.
* * * * *
10. In the following days, I was in an agony of trepidation. Would Millicent ask for a divorce? Would she accuse me of rape? Had I have destroyed my whole life with one act of passion? Every evening I returned home in fear of finding police cars in the driveway. Every day I worked at home, I looked for flashing lights to come down our cul de sac. As the days passed, the worries slowly grew less severe. Millicent did not bring it up, and the only sign that anything had happened was that she studiously avoided touching me in bed. Our bed was a large king, so it was quite possible for us to share it without touching one another, and that seemed to be what she wanted.
She gave me a dry peck on the cheek now and then when Megan was around, and I could see that it was only for appearances.
I thought of bringing up our night of passion several times, but always chickened out at the last moment. I wondered what would happen if I forced her to have sex again. However, the enormity of the risks kept me from ever taking this beyond idle speculation. If anything, she had grown more physically distant from me since the event. I often thought about the irony of it -- there was absolutely no doubt that she had had her first non-masturbatory orgasm in years. Yet she was very deliberately acting in a manner to prevent its recurrence.
* * * * *
11. The weeks of the summer went by and things returned to some sort of normalcy. I was afraid of what Megan now suspected, and forced myself to avoid her room. I had the one pair of her cobalt blue panties and regularly used them to masturbate, but over time the intense scent of her femininity began to fade. I watched a bit more pornography, chatted a bit more online, hoping that the suggestively clad women were actually at the keyboards at the other end.
Megan's last weekend with us arrived. She was going to drive down to Alabama on the Saturday, so Millicent suggested that we take her out to dinner on the Thursday, the last working day of her internship. I booked a table at a historic coaching inn not far from our house. Dinner was a stilted affair. Megan obviously caught the tension between Millicent and me, but she chose to ignore it. She chatted amiably with Millicent, about her internship, all that she had learned, what her bosses were like, and what she planned to do after she graduated. It was all very incongruous, since I was the banker and knew far more about her internship than Millicent possibly could.
However, I remained quiet and let them prattle on. Megan's mother Sarah was about Millicent's age, and they moved on to talk about her at great length. Finally, the dessert plates were cleared away, I settled the check, and we drove home.
"Tomorrow is an in-service day at school," said Millicent, as we drove home. "I've arranged with my girlfriends to go to a day spa."
"I'll probably take it easy at home," Megan. "I've got to pack and get ready for my long drive back to Alabama on Saturday and Sunday."
"How about you, Jim?" asked Millicent.
"I'll probably go to the office," I said.
However, I ended up sleeping in Friday. I changed my mind, deciding to work at home instead. Millicent was already gone when I came downstairs and there was a note on the kitchen island -- "Having dinner with the girls after the day spa -- back late. Fix your own dinner."
I knew Megan was home, but she was in her room with the door closed and I did not see her. I decided to go for a run before starting work for the day. I padded back upstairs, changed into my running clothes and went out quietly through the back door. It was a relatively cool late summer's day. There had been rain overnight, the streets were wet and the trails were muddy. I was feeling good and ran hard, clocking up a series of fast miles, one after the other. As a result, I went farther from home than I had planned, so I pushed it even harder on the way back. I ended up with over fifteen miles and it was almost two hours by the time I got back home. I took my muddy shoes off on the back patio and let myself in without making any unnecessary noise. I went upstairs, stripped off my sodden running clothes and dropped them in our upstairs laundry hamper. Naked, I took Megan's panties from their hiding place and walked down the corridor from our master bedroom to the upstairs bathroom that I used. I was fairly relaxed, for Megan had never come upstairs in all the months she had stayed with us.
I took a luxurious shower and dried myself off. I stood in the front of the mirror with Megan's cobalt blue panties on my nose and my erection rose immediately. I opened the bathroom door and padded toward the bedroom to masturbate in our bed, caressing my hardon with my hand. I took two steps in the corridor and froze -- Megan stood right there, between me and the master bedroom door. I had her panties in one hand and my raging hardon in the other.
My brain took a freezeframe picture of her. She wore a mesh crop top that ended just below her breasts. The mesh obscured, but did not conceal the Victoria's Secret Pink bandeau bra that I knew so well. She had on a very short denim skirt, so short that bottoms of the small pockets extended well below the ragged hemline. Her phone was stuck in one of the pockets. The skirt had all the requisite fashionable rips and tears, and showed glimpses of her matching Pink panties. She had on her metal choker necklace, hoop earrings and high platform heel sandals with ankle straps.
Her mouth dropped open and her hand flew up to cover it.
"Mr. Hardcock! I mean, ..., I mean, Mr. Hardwicke! I thought you were at work! Downtown!"
"I, ..., I, ... changed my mind," I stammered. "But what are you doing up here? You never -- "
"I was just checking for some clothes I'm missing," she said, the words tumbling out. She did not say what clothes, but her eyes were clearly riveted on her panties in my hand. She was breathing very fast, and her breasts rose and fell. I could see the side panels of her bandeau bra stretching through the mesh of her crop top.
I tried to tame my raging hardon, but it had a mind of its own. It grew harder and stood straighter, larger than I could recall it ever being. It was so swollen that it was slightly painful. I expected Megan to turn and flee down the stairs, but she remained rooted to the spot. Her eyes slowly traveled over my body, seeming to scan every muscle, and eventually moved down to my hardon.
"My God, Mr. Hardcock, I mean, Mr. Hardman, ..., Mr. Hardon, ..., I mean, I mean ..., ." Her breath came in quick, sharp gulps, and her jouncing breasts heightened my arousal. "You've got an erection! You've got my panties!"
"I know," I said. As the shock receded, I felt a curious sense of calm.
She knows everything, I thought. She knows I stole her panties, she knows I masturbate with them, she probably found the residue of my semen on her blouse. She'll tell her parents. Her father knows my bank president. My career is over, I'm finished.
I took a step toward her, then another one. Now flee, I thought. I still have your cobalt blue panties and I'll still use them to masturbate, your image is sharper now. I no longer pretended. I stared at her breasts, at her Pink bra. I stared at her crotch, at the glimpses of the panties that I had already masturbated with.
She held her ground, still rooted to the same spot. Perhaps she was frozen with panic. Perhaps she was too angry to run. Perhaps it was a bit of both. I didn't know, and at this point, I didn't care. She was in my way, blocking the door to my bedroom. I came up to her and pushed past.
They say there is something deeply visceral about skin to skin contact -- I never believed it till then. As I pushed past her, my swaying hardon pressed on her bare midriff. I was already well past the point of thinking clearly and the electric feel of her smooth young skin on my penis prompted a caveman response. They're going to say I'm sexually deviant anyway, I thought. I might as well go the whole hog!
I grabbed Megan's arm and pulled her into the bedroom.
"No! No! No!" she cried, fighting to free herself. "Mr. Hardcock! Mr. Hardwicke! Let me go! I won't tell anyone!"
"That's what you say now!" I snarled. "As soon as you leave this house, you'll tell everyone!"
My arousal was primeval. I think forcing Millicent to have sex with me and her orgasmic response was at the root of it, for it woke up the caveman compartment in my brain. It was a compartment that I did not know that I had. I dragged Megan to the wide king bed, picked her up and threw her on it. It was surprisingly easy to do, for with her little frame, she was much lighter than Millicent. I dropped her cobalt blue panties and mounted the bed on my hands and knees. She tried to roll away from me, but I caught her again with my arms around her.
"I'm younger than your daughter, Mr. Hardwicke!" she cried.
This had a perverse effect on me -- younger than my Heather, my caveman brain thought triumphantly, young and fertile!
I caught her wrists and pinned them above her head as I had learned to do with Millicent. One of my wife's expensive silk scarves, I think it was a Hermes, hung over the headboard. I took it and used my boy scout training to quickly and efficiently tie her wrists together and fasten the trailing end to the heavy slats of the headboard.
I released her arms and Megan immediately pulled and tugged as hard as she could. But silk is an incredibly strong material and she soon recognized that she was well and truly tied down.
I kneaded her breasts through her mesh top, feeling the reality of the mounds that I had fantasized about for so long. I pushed her mesh top up to reveal the bandeau bra, now pasted on to her heaving breasts. I kneaded her breasts again, this time running my fingers along the contours of her bra, feeling its texture with her firm, young breasts beneath it. I teased her nipples with my fingers and they hardened and stood forth, forming pokies that rose before my eyes. I pulled the bra cups down and regarded her naked, heaving breasts for moment before leaning down to suck on her hard nipples.
I unzipped the short zipper on her denim skirt and when I pulled it off, her phone dropped out on to the bed. I dived in, burying my face in her crotch, feeling the panties that I had masturbated with, now merged with the reality of her pussy. I ran my lips and nose along the bulges of her pussy lips, kissing, licking, gently biting. I ran my face up and down, drawing a sharp gasp from her each time I came into contact with her clitoris. Her Pink panties rapidly grew wet with a combination of my saliva and the secretion of her sexual fluids.
"I had lunch with Heather every week, Mr. Hardwicke!" Megan wailed. "How will you face your daughter?"
My cravings now had me in their grip and I barely heard her. I pulled her panties down on her lovely, well-muscled legs. I got them caught in the ankle straps of one of her sandals, and took some time to disengage them. I regarded her for a brief moment, on my knees between her legs. Her dark brown hair was spread over the pillow like a halo, her crop top was hiked up, her bandeau bra was bunched around the underswells of her breasts, her nipples were pink and very hard now, they stood up like bullets. Her hoop earrings lay flat on the pillow and metal choker necklace moved with her neck, as she twisted her arms, still trying to free herself.
Her pubic hair had been trimmed to a neat line along her puffy pussy lips. I ran my fingers along her pubic down and it was soft, almost like her head hair, not wiry like Millicent's. And I became privy to her most intimate secret. Just above her clitoris, but so close to it that it could be concealed by the briefest bikini panties, was a pink and green lyre tattoo that matched the one on her right ankle. I traced the lyre with my fingers and ended with a gentle nudge to her clitoris. She gasped, her eyes round with embarrassment.



"The only way to see your matching tattoo is to see you naked," I murmured. "Who was the tattoo artist?"
I did not stare at my trophy for long -- I was already over-stimulated. I mounted her, guiding my engorged organ with one hand and putting my other arm around her, grasping the back of her neck.
"Mr. Hardwicke, no!" she cried, but her open mouth was just what I wanted.
I pushed my cockhead into her pussy and my tongue into her open mouth. She was far tighter than Millicent and her warm, wet, teenage pussy gripped my member. I was so excited that I knew I had to hurry. I slid my hand under her round buttocks, to the small of her back. I began to fuck her with a driving rhythm. I tried to keep my tongue in her mouth moving in sync with my thrusts. I felt her light tongue lance at mine. She made gentle, keening sounds as her hips began to swivel with my thrusts, creating suction that I could not resist. I barely managed five thrusts before I exploded and pumped my load into her.
I lay on her for a moment, still hard, my member still fully sheathed by her warm pussy, my tongue still in her mouth. She was panting, but had not yet cum. I knew that my erection would not last much longer, so I began to fuck her again, pistoning her as hard as I could. She writhed beneath me sinuously, her thighs threshed and I kept pushing into her, striving to keep my erection. Just when I felt my organ begin to wilt, I thought I felt her contractions and hoped she climaxed.
I just lay on her, exhausted for the moment. My hardon rapidly shrank and plopped out of her. I closed my eyes for a few moments. When I opened them, I saw that she was staring at me, her brown eyes hard. Our faces were only inches apart.
"You can ruin me now," I whispered. "Whatever they do to me, it was worth it."
"I didn't want you to fuck me, Mr. Hardcock," she whispered back, mis-stating my name on purpose. "But now that you've done it, you owe me."
"Owe you?" I asked, stupidly.
"You forced yourself on me," she said, managing to make her lilting Alabama accent sound harsh. "We can't go back, we can't put the toothpaste back in the tube. But you can't get something for nothing."
"What do you mean?" I asked, not daring to hope.
"I graduate next year and I want a job up here in the city," she said. "Banking is all about contacts, I know that from Father. You could help me get on the fast track. Father says that you're very well connected."
"If I do this," I said. "You'll keep quiet about what I've done this summer?"
"Yes," she snapped.
"You've got a deal," I said, feeling like a man on death row who receives a reprieve. "You're a bright girl, I can put you in a high impact position."
"For a man who's so sexually frustrated, you're easily bought, Mr. Hardcock," she said, her tone becoming less hard.
"I'm not sure I follow you," I said.
"You're in great shape, you've got a great body, and no one to share it with."
"How do you know?"
"You wouldn't be masturbating with my panties if you wife was having sex with you every night," she said. "She's frigid, isn't she? I think she's a repressed lesbian."
I was totally bowled over by this and it showed on my face. Her pugnacious demeanor broke and she laughed, a pleasing, tinkling sound that went well with her Alabama accent.
"She looks at me with the hunger of a she-wolf. She wants me as badly as you do. Maybe more." She smiled at my increasing shock. "She's often gone all day with her girlfriends, isn't she? She likes spending time with women, though I don't think she actually does anything physical. She wouldn't be such a tightly wound bitch if she was having lesbian sex."
I just lay there beside her with my mouth open. Twenty-five years of marriage and I did not have the faintest idea. Yet Megan seemed to have figured my wife out almost immediately.
"You've already had me today," Megan went on. "What's one more slice from a cut pie?"
"I'm not sure what that means, Megan."
"Untie me and I'll show you. I want you to remember today for what I did, not just what you did." She paused and when she continued, her voice was much harsher. "The more we do, the deeper the hole you're in, the more you owe me."
I undid Millicent's Hermes scarf and Megan massaged her sore wrists. Then she pulled off her mesh crop top and put her arms around me. I cuddled her and nuzzled her in bed for an hour, reveling in the feel of her tight, young, sylphlike body. Then she abruptly picked up her phone, set it on the nightstand and hit record.
"What are you doing?" I asked, rather superfluously.
"Evidence, Mr. Hardcock," she said, tartly. "Why should I trust the man who just raped me? I don't want this to be a 'she said, he said' story."
I shrugged. I was already committed, one way or the other.
She ran her lips down my body, commenting favorably on my pecs, and my abs, before using her fingers to dexterously get me erect with a hand job. I looked down to see her mouth open wide and her pink lips form a tight seal around my resurgent organ. It had been over twenty years since I'd had a blowjob, and Megan made sure that hers was memorable. She had me gasping for breath in less than a minute and I came very soon.
"They say sorority girls in the South have to give blowjobs as part of their initiation rites," I said to her afterward.
"I don't know where you got that ridiculous story," she said, but the mirth in her brown eyes kept me guessing. "Maybe we have to get tattoos."
The second time, Megan made me wear a condom. I fucked her doggie style, kneading her firm breasts and burying my head in her mane of soft, dark brown hair. She was so little, that she fit under me completely. Her pussy milked my member insistently and with soft pressure. Her young body was just too exciting for me and I came far too soon, leaving her unsatisfied.
* * * * *
12. Later, she used her mouth to get a condom on my rigid member, a sexual maneuver that was new to me. She rolled me over on my back and straddled me.
"Don't move for now, Mr. Hardcock," she said, as she positioned her pussy on my erection. "Let me do everything. You've got to stay hard long enough for me to cum too, you know. I'll tell you when you can start thrusting into me."
She slowly impaled herself on me, placing both her palms on my chest. I watched with fascination as her pink pussy lips engulfed my organ and I penetrated into her depths. I put a hand on each of her firm, round buttocks. She squashed her clit on my bony mount, slowly rotating her hips to maximize contact, friction, and stimulation. She increased her pace slowly, her eyes became glazed, and her breathing quickened into panting.
"Don't move, Mr. Hardcock!" she murmured. "Don't cum. Stay hard."
The pleasure was intense and I had to fight to hold back my rising sap.
"Don't cum," she said again. "Not yet. Not yet."
I broke out in a sweat, trying to hold back the ejaculation that was straining for release. As she worked her pussy on my erection, beads of perspiration coursed down the sides of her face and dripped on to me.
"Now!" she whispered finally. "Now! Give it to me!"
I arched my back immediately, bucking her and accentuating my cock's penetration of her pussy. Just two thrusts and I was done, spewing my load into the sac of the condom inside her.
"Did you cum?" I asked her, when I got my breath back, and she was lying on me, our bodies slippery with shared sweat, her supple breasts flattened against my chest.
"Yes," she said, with a lazy, predatory smile. "I can't believe how excitable you are, Mr. Hardcock. You're like a teenager with his first girlfriend, not an experienced man in his forties."
"I've only had sex with one woman before you, Megan," I said. "This is all very new for me." I kissed her breasts and suckled on her hard nipples. "You make me feel like a teenager. Nervous and constantly aroused."
"Well, we have a few more hours," she said.
Was her tone and manner less belligerent? I fervently hoped that I wasn't imagining it.
* * * * *
13. We cuddled for a while on the bed before she announced she was going down to the kitchen to get a drink of water. She hopped out of bed, wearing only her Pink bandeau bra, her metal choker necklace, and hoop earrings. She strapped on her platform heel sandals. A few moments after she went out the bedroom door, I got out of bed and followed her down, still naked.
She was at the kitchen island, and had just run herself a glass of water from the mini sink there. Her back was straight and well-muscled, highlighted by the thin backstrap of her bra. Her buttocks were perfect and round, her legs were long. Her high platform heels caused the muscles to tighten, making her buns firmer and her legs longer. Her pink pussy peeped out from between those perfect buttock cheeks. She was a sexual dream come true.
I stalked up behind her, soundless on my bare feet. My hardon swayed in front of me, longer and thicker than it had ever been. Holding my engorged organ with one hand, I guided it to her pussy lips. Her platform heels elevated her ass to just the right height. Before she could react, I pushed my cock into her. Her tightness stripped back my foreskin, exciting me even more. I reached around her, got a firm breast in each hand and pulled down her bra cups. I kneaded the mounds, and tweaked her nipples as I thrust hard, fully impaling her on my manhood. Her round buttocks fit perfectly against me.
"Guuhh!!" she spluttered, as some water went down the wrong track. "GUUHHH!! GUUHHH!!"
By this time, I was fucking her hard. Her spluttering made it even more erotic. She twisted in my arms as I pounded her, bringing out the wetness of sweat over her whole body. She spilled water out of the glass, making herself even wetter. I had already cum so many times, that I was able to fuck her for longer. I drove into her, relishing the feeling of my cockhead plumbing the tight, wet depths of her pussy, the roundness of her buttocks tight against me. Then I felt the twitching of her tight pussy and knew that she was about to cum.
"UMMphphff!" she gave out a strangled cry as she began to cum, still spluttering through the water in her airpipe. The partial strangulation seemed to give an edge to her orgasm and she rotated her hips wildly. Her hard contractions wringing my cock were too much for me, and I exploded, pumping my load into her.
She lay forward on the island and I lay over her, my hands still cupping her breasts and feeling her softening nipples on my palms. My cock was still buried deep inside her and felt the thick wetness of my ejaculate begin to leak out of her and down her thighs to drip on to the kitchen floor.
"You bastard," she said, her Southern accent sounding harsh and bitter. "You came inside me again. And it was a big load."
It was true. I'd never ejaculated so much before.
* * * * *
14. I couldn't get enough of Megan. I wanted to maintain a continuous erection and keep my cock buried in her. But of course, that was impossible. With my banker's analysis, I realized that I would produce an ejaculation about once an hour -- so I surreptitiously maintained a timer on my phone. I had sex with her on the timer, managing to fuck her a bit longer each time before cumming. She noticed it too.
"Omigod, Mr. Hardwicke, you're getting to be a satyr," she said, after I fucked her on the bathroom vanity. "You're banging me so hard, that my clit is sore."
I was so focused on the timer, that I lost track of the actual time. I realized it had grown dark and when I checked, it was nearly ten PM. Millicent would be home soon. I knew it was risky, but I wanted more.
I casually picked up Millicent's Hermes scarf. With a sudden move, I held Megan down and retied her wrists to the headboard.
"What are you doing, Mr. Hardwicke?" she complained. "You don't have to tie me down again to have sex with me."
"Bear with me," I whispered.
I flipped her over on to her stomach, and pulled a tube of Millicent's body lotion from the bedside drawer on her side of the bed. I pumped a generous squirt on my palm and massaged it into her buttocks. I kneaded her round butt in a massaging motion and she sighed with contentment.
"Yes, yes, ...," she murmured. "Be a masseur, Mr. Hardcock."
My fingers strayed between her buttocks, touching her pussy lips. Her clit rapidly grew swollen under my ministrations. Her breathing grew faster.
"Omigod, Mr. Hardcock," she said. "You're ready to have sex again? Already?"
"Yes," I said, simply.
"I can make it better for you if you untie me," she whispered.
"No," I said. "I don't think so. Not this time."
My lotion smeared fingers touched her anal ring. I massaged it with the lotion, feeling its pink tightness.
"Oh, oh, oh, ...," she whispered. "Just touch it, but no more. No more, Mr. Hardcock."
I didn't listen. I smeared a thick coating of lotion over my index finger and pushed it into her anus. She reacted immediately, arching her back and twisting in an attempt to get away from me.
"No, no, no, Mr. Hardcock! Not there! Don't you dare!"
Her ass was extremely tight, much tighter than her pussy. Her anal ring clenched around my finger in an instinctive reaction. However, the lotion was slippery and I kept pushing. My finger penetrated past her tight anal ring, a knuckle at a time.
"Omigod! OMIGOD!! Don't do this to me!" she wailed.
I got my other hand under her belly and used my forefinger to stimulate her clit. Soon her sexual juices were flowing copiously, so I knew that no matter how much she protested, her body was saying 'yes'.
I got my middle finger to join my index finger to widen my penetration of her ass. It was even harder to get it in.
"Don't, Mr. Hardcock! You're hurting me! OMIGOD!"
She began to sweat again with her twisting exertions. I felt moisture in her ass and my fingers moved in the tight canal more easily. I began to thrust my fingers into her, still stimulating her clit.
"OMIGOD! OMIGOD!! JESUS GOD!! What are you doing to me??!!"
My cock was rampant now and I was impatient. I pulled my fingers out of her and straddled her. She knew what I was going to do and thrashed under me. I got my cockhead lined up with her anus several times, but each time her thrashing caused it to slip away. Finally, I managed to use my body weight to hold her still for a moment. I felt her anal ring with my cockhead and pushed as hard as I could. My cock felt monstrous, painfully hard. The foreskin peeled back directly as I entered her ass. She screamed.
"OMIGOD!! OMIGOD!! YOU'RE TEARING ME APART!! I can't take you!! I CAN'T TAKE YOU BACK THERE!!"
Her tightness was incredible and I felt my cock was in a vice. But I kept pushing until I felt her firm buttocks against me. I was too excited to be gentle and began to fuck her hard, reaming her tightness. She screamed again, but as I continued to stimulate her clit, her cries became less about pain and more about passion.
"Now! NOW!! I CAN'T BELIEVE IT!! AAH!! AAAH!! AAAHHH!! Give it to me! GIVE IT TO ME!!"
I exploded and pumped another load into her. I collapsed on her and we lay there, a tangle of two sweat covered bodies. Even the backstrap of her bra was soaking wet -- I felt it on my chest. I kept my cock in her ass, feeling it deflate ever so slowly. Tied down with the scarf, pinned down on the bed under my weight, I felt her completely in my control.
"You bastard," she gasped. "You absolute bastard. I've never let anyone fuck me in the ass."
"But you came," I insisted. "I felt your pussy contracting on my fingers."
"Untie me now," she said. "I need to take a shower. I can feel your warm cum deep in my ass."
I joined her in the shower. My hands roamed over her young body, inserting soapy fingers into her pussy and her ass, teasing her nipples to hardness.
"You've fucked me very thoroughly, Mr. Hardcock," she said as the warm water cascaded over us. "You came in my pussy, in my mouth and in my ass. I can't believe how much you've changed in ten hours."
I felt a quiet sense of triumph. I had sex with her in my marriage bed, in the kitchen, in the bathroom. And I made her cum -- again and again. When she said that I'd fucked her thoroughly, she made me feel more like a man than I had ever felt before.
* * * * *
15. Even after spending all day fucking Megan, I was sorry when we had to shower, and make ourselves ready for Millicent's return. I could not keep my hands off her while we waited. Unlike Millicent, she seemed to enjoy that her elfin body aroused me. I offered her cobalt blue panties back.
"Keep them," she said. "I want you to remember me. And here -- keep these as well."
She handed me the Victoria's Secret Pink panties that I had pulled off her, still wet with the copious outpouring of her sexual fluids.
"When I'm back at school in Alabama, I'll think of you masturbating with my panties," she said, laughing. "It's quite a turn-on." She grew serious again -- I was beginning to see that she habitually interspersed bouts of levity and gravity. "But this is a bad time of the month for me, you know. I'm REALLY mad that you came inside me the first time when you raped me. And then again in the kitchen."
"I'm sorry," I said, but I did not mean it. The feeling of my bare cock in her pussy was definitely better than with the condom, thin as it was. She saw through me immediately.
"You're lying, Mr. Hardcock," she said angrily, and this time I could not be sure whether her anger was real or feigned.
When Millicent finally came home around ten at night, she found Megan and me at the kitchen table, playing cards.
"I hope you had a nice day with your girlfriends, Mrs. Hard, ... I mean Hardwicke," said Megan.
"Wonderful, Megan," said Millicent, a stab of irritation showing in her eyes at the faux pas. "Are you all packed and ready to go?"
"Car's loaded," replied Megan. "I leave first thing in the morning."
"I'll get up and see you off," said Millicent.
* * * * *
16. The next morning, I got up even earlier than Millicent, brushed my teeth, and went downstairs in my dressing gown. Megan was just finishing her coffee. She gave me a peck on the cheek, which was fortunate because Millicent came downstairs just as she was doing it.
Millicent and I watched her backing her car down our long driveway. I put my arm around Millicent's waist, but she disengaged herself rather brusquely.
"I'll miss having her around," said Millicent. "But I won't miss having you staring at her tits and ass."
* * * * *
17. Five months later, Megan called me.
"I'm pregnant," she said, without preamble. "It's a girl. And it's yours."
"How do you know?" I asked automatically.
"You're the only one I slept with around the time conception happened," she replied. "And you came inside me. Twice."
At nineteen, she's near the peak of her fertility, I thought. At the right time of the month, when she was ovulating, unprotected sex would almost certainly get her pregnant.
My phone buzzed with an incoming text and I saw it was from Megan. I switched to speaker mode to keep talking to her while I opened her text. It was a sideways picture of her, taken in a mirror. She was wearing her neon yellow Nike sports bra, now stretched to hold in her pregnancy-enhanced breasts and yellow v-string panties. One hand held the phone that took the picture, while the other was on the underside of her prominent belly.
"What can I do, Megan?" I asked. "I'll do anything."
"I told Father and Mother the truth," she said. "That the father is someone I had an affair with in the city during my internship. And that he's totally unsuitable -- not someone I want around the baby. They're not happy, but they don't believe in abortion. They said they'll adopt her."
"If you need any money ...," I began.



"Father and Mother will take care of it," she said. "I'm going to name her Jennifer."
"That's a pretty name," I said. "I like it."
There was a pause on the line, and I thought she had hung up. But then she went on. "I knew you were becoming my sugar daddy. But I didn't expect you to become my daughter's daddy as well."
* * * * *
18. Megan came up the following year, lean and trim with no evidence of having recently given birth. I got her a position at the bond trading desk of our bank. It was a commission-based position, and as I expected, she got the hang of trading very quickly. She got licensed within weeks, and was soon racking up large bonuses. The Vice President of Fixed Income loved her work, and she got her own desk in less than two months. She was on the fast track.
"Where did you find this nymphet, Jim?" the VP of Fixed Income said to me a month after Megan started trading. "She's leaving all my Harvard and Stanford MBA boys in the dust!"
"Alabama," I said.
"And she's only twenty, you say? Those boys at the trading desks have filthy mouths, but she's got them acting like choirboys around her. How does she do it?"
"Southern charm," I said. "And double digit margins."
He walked away, shaking his head.
Having her in the same building was very difficult. I resisted for several months, but eventually, I asked her out to dinner. One thing led to another and we wound up in bed in her downtown apartment.
"You're still frustrated, Mr. Hardcock," she teased me, as we cuddled after sex. Then in her habitual manner, she grew more serious. "But there is no future in this. I enjoy having sex with you, but I'm an old-fashioned Southern girl. I want to get married, settle down, and have a traditional family."
"What if I divorced Millicent?" I asked, keeping my tone light, trying to sound only half-serious, even though I was in deadly earnest. I waited for her response with bated breath.
"I'm still younger than your daughter, Mr. Hardcock," she said, returning to her teasing tone. "That hasn't changed."
"I know there's a big age difference between us, Megan," I said, trying to sound nonchalant. "But many couples make such relationships work."
"You're forty-nine, I'm twenty. You're in good shape, but you have at most twenty good years left, if you're lucky. When you're sixty-nine, I'll be forty and still wanting a real man in my bed -- I'd have to trade you in!"
I put my arms around her and held her tighter, feeling her firm young breasts and hard nipples against my chest.
"So what should we do?" I asked.
"You'll always be Mr. Hardwicke to me, my father's friend. I can't think of you as James, much less Jim. I appreciate what you're doing for me at work, I know it's important to have a godfather looking out for my interests. The sex with you is good, but I realize that this is also payment for what you're doing for me."
"Don't make it sound sordid, Megan," I whispered, disappointed. "I'll help you in any way that I can, whether you have sex with me or not.
She kissed me and my tongue sparred with hers. I savored her saliva, for I knew she was telling me that my time with her was limited.
"You should definitely divorce frigid Millicent," she said. "And find a sexy babe closer to your own age. Someone who can appreciate that hot bod of yours. And isn't such a bitch."
"Yes, I should," I agreed.
But I knew that I never would.
Over the next week I managed to spend several nights at Megan's apartment. She gave me furtive blowjobs in my office. I was in a constant state of arousal. Every moment I was away from Megan, I lusted for the moment when my cock would be in her again. In her bed I just wanted to keep her nymphet body tightly against mine, skin to skin. I had sex with her as many times as I was able, to the point that my member was sore with use. In her apartment, I often tied her down and I fucked her in the ass. She grew more comfortable with anal sex -- she came even harder when I reamed her tight anus with my cock than when I pounded her pussy.
She had the hormones and sex drive of youth, and reciprocated my physicality in full measure. We were both bleary-eyed at work. Traders are always tired, so no one noticed her. I said that I was spending time on the Asian markets with a lot of overnight work.
Millicent did not seem to care -- in fact, she seemed to prefer having our house to herself. At the end of the week, Megan did what I dreaded -- she kissed me and gently told me that it was over, that she needed to move on. Even though I was expecting it, I was crushed. She asked me if I wanted the video of our first day of sex on the marriage bed I shared with Millicent, but I refused it. She did not comprehend how painful it would be for me to watch it, knowing that she was gone from my life. For she would never understand how much I loved her.
* * * * *
18. I knew that sooner or later she would find a boyfriend and I could not bear to see her with anyone else. So I got her transferred to the London. I kept tabs on her, and made sure it was known that she had a powerful protector in the rough and tumble world of fast paced, high pressure finance. Once she found her feet, she did very well, and rapidly became one of the bank's best performing Eurobond traders, and her success was reflected in her bonuses.
I sent as many trades as I could to her desk -- even though I knew that she did not need them. However, she was still the well brought up Southern girl that she had always been. I received an old-fashioned note in the mail after each trade I sent her way, with a few lines expressing her gratitude. I enjoyed receiving these missives in her neat, rounded handwriting, and perhaps that was why I sent the trades to her.
Two years went by and then I heard through the office grapevine that she was engaged to a German equity trader that she met in London. A few months later, I got an invitation to her wedding down in Mobile. I showed it to Millicent, but she said, "Alabama in June! I'm not going down there in that heat. We barely know the girl."
* * * * *
19. Another year went by, and it was three years since her summer with us. Just after the New Year, I got the invitation to the bank's annual trading performance awards banquet in Hong Kong. As Vice President of Foreign Operations, I presided over the event and handed out the awards. I quickly scanned the list of awardees and felt some unease. The top performing trader for the year, over all the global operations of the bank was -- Megan Kelly.
I had lunch Sheridan Logan Baldwin III, the bank president, and suggested that someone else should go to Hong Kong this year.
"Nonsense, Jim!" said the bank president, who went by 'Logan'. "She's your discovery, that little Southern nymphet, who's the toast of the trading floor this year. Go and bask in the glory."
"Well, I really don't think it will look good," I said. "Won't there be rumors of nepotism, if I hand out the award to my own protégé?"
"Of course not!" he replied. "The awards are based on objective data -- hard numbers, Jim. And numbers don't lie. She just put up better numbers than anyone else. No way you could have helped her with that."
And that was that. I asked Millicent to go with me, but school was in session and she said she couldn't take time off. A week later I checked into the Mandarin Oriental, the best hotel in Hong Kong, that the bank used for the awards function.
There was a cocktail reception before the awards dinner. I saw Megan at the center of the reception, flanked by a tall, blond man that I assumed was her husband. She was wearing a cobalt blue shoulder-less, backless evening gown that went extremely well with her pale complexion. She wore a white gold choker necklace that was fashioned like a snake biting its tail, and a matching armlet on her right bicep. She had on very high platform heel slippers that added at least five inches to her diminutive height. The slippers had ankle straps fashioned like snakes that matched her choker necklace and armlet. Her dark brown hair was piled on top of her head in a stylish coiffure. Her gown had a very high slit and every time she walked, it split open and revealed that she was not wearing pantyhose or stockings.
She was the center of attention, and was carrying on an animated conversation with the circle of people around her. I tried not to make eye contact, but she inevitably saw me. When she waved me over, it was impossible to avoid meeting her.
"This is my husband, Gunter von Hakenberg," Megan said, introducing me. "And this is one of my senior colleagues, James Hardwicke."
I shook hands. Von Hakenberg had a thin aristocratic nose, a long face, and very pale blue eyes. I am tall, but he was even taller, and he towered over Megan, even on her platform heels. Unbidden, the unwelcome image of the two of them in bed together arose in my mind, and it persisted, even though I tried very hard to dismiss it.
"Gunter trades equities," said Megan. "For Deutsche."
"A competitor," I said dryly.
"We try, Mr. Hardwicke," he said. "You know what they say, equities is all sentiment, fixed income is all mathematics."
"Indeed," I said. "That's why Megan is so good at it. She can solve differential equations in her head." Von Hakenberg looked surprised at this, so I went on, "You didn't tell him?"
"It's nothing," said Megan, but some color rose to her face. "I'm just a simple Southern girl from Alabama."
I didn't want to make her more uncomfortable, so I let her change the subject. We talked about the Hong Kong market for little while and then dinner was announced.
I was seated at the head table since I was handing out the awards. Megan and Gunter were also seated there and she contrived to sit next to me, with Gunter on her far side. All of us at the table chatted amiably through the soup, salad, and main courses, after which the keynote speaker was announced. He was a senior Chinese government official and he was slated to speak for half an hour, but he had the reputation of speaking for much longer than he was allowed.
He was five minutes into his speech, when Megan leaned over and whispered in my ear.
"So have you divorced frigid Millicent, Mr. Hardcock?"
"No," I whispered back. "But you got married, as you said you would. You said you wanted a traditional family. When will you start?"
"Gunter wants to wait," she whispered. "He thinks I'm too young to be a mother. But I want to have a baby right away." Her brown eyes twinkled. "I think our birth control is going to fail soon."
"Does he know about Jennifer?"
"Of course not!" her whisper was heated.
We listed to the keynote for a few more minutes. Then Megan leaned back toward me.
"Gunter is built like a porn star," she said. "He makes love like a jackhammer. He goes on and on."
"I'd rather not know," I said in a low tone.
Visions of the massive, muscle bound von Hakenberg on top of petite Megan, pounding her with his enormous cock flooded in and made me physically sick.
"But that's just it, Mr. Hardcock. You are not very good in bed, and you've got a terrible case of premature ejaculation -- you cum far too soon. But that first day, when you tied me down on your marriage bed and raped me -- that was the best sex of my life. I still fantasize about it."
"Why?" I asked, incredulous.
"You'd already cum -- too soon, as always. But even though you were so bent on getting yourself off, you still sensed that I hadn't cum yet. You worked so hard to get me to cum too! It was sweet, the way you kept pushing into me -- I could feel your cock softening, but you kept right at it. I think that's what I fantasize about, how you kept trying. I came just as you totally lost your erection, the timing worked out, so it was perfect. It's different with Gunter, he's like a machine, he stays hard forever."
I really didn't want to hear about von Hakenberg, so I said, "Why didn't you tell me at the time?"
"I was really mad at you then," she said. "Because you came inside me. And then again when you sneaked up behind me in the kitchen. You got me pregnant."
"You came that time in the kitchen," I said. "I know, I felt your contractions."
"Yes, I did," she agreed. "I enjoyed the way you fucked me, Mr. Hardcock, it was satisfying, you did make me cum. But not like Gunter. He pounds me senseless."
Her lowcut gown revealed the tops of her creamy breasts. They were highlighted by her snake choker necklace that glittered in the lights. I now saw that it had very small red rubies for eyes. She couldn't wear a bra with her gown's low back, but its décolletage was firm, giving her a tight cleavage. There was a very thin white gold chain dangling from the snake's mouth, just where it bit its tail at her throat. There was another small ruby at the end of the chain nestled in the warmth of her cleavage. The ruby drew attention to her bodice, where her nipples made clear indentations. My organ responded, hardening quickly.
"That's an impressive necklace," I whispered.
"Gunter's mother, Silke, gave me this jewelry at the wedding. She's descended from the Elector of Hanover, and one of her ancestors had this set made sometime in the 19th century."
"Snakes are phallic symbols," I whispered. "Dating back into antiquity."
"I'm sure Silke had sex in mind when she gave these to me," Megan whispered back. "She likes sex and goes through men like I go through shoes."
"What about Gunter's father?" I murmured, shocked.
"He seems rather broadminded about it, for she doesn't try very hard to hide it. I was walking by the pool cabana at Gunter's parents' estate a few weeks ago and heard Silke having raucous sex with her current lover. 'If you want to keep my Gunter,' she said to me at the wedding. 'You'll have to give him plenty of sex.'"
"Charming woman, your mother-in-law," I said, sardonically.
"On the contrary, I think you'd like Silke," said Megan. "She's tall, blonde, and hot to trot! She likes athletic, serious men like you, for she's a competitive swimmer and very fit. She might be just the thing for your sexual frustration!"
"What was that, Megan?" asked von Hakenberg, hearing his mother's name.
"I was just telling Mr. Hardwicke that Silke gave me this jewelry," said Megan.
Shortly thereafter, she excused herself to go to the ladies. She was gone for the rest of the keynote address and returned just as dessert was being served. She seated herself, smoothed her gown, and spread out her napkin on her lap.
"You were gone a long time," said von Hakenberg, irritably.
"Did I miss anything important?" she asked, her tone arch.
"It is awkward," he said. "To have you disappear for most of the keynote, when we are seated at the head table."
She did not reply. But a few minutes later, she leaned over to me again.
"Just thinking about that first day with you got me all excited again," she whispered excitedly. "I had to go and masturbate in the ladies' room. I came twice! My panties are soaked!"
"My God, Megan," was all I could whisper back.
Her hand disappeared beneath her napkin. I managed a furtive glance and saw her hand disappear into the high slit of her gown. She sat up and wiggled her bottom on the chair.
"Anything the matter, Megan?" asked von Hakenberg, turning to her from his conversation with the wife of the Vice President of Fixed Income.
"No, no," said Megan. "Just trying to get comfortable on this uncomfortable chair."
Megan wiggled her bottom some more, but more subtly now. I caught a glimpse of her cobalt blue panties as she slid them down her thighs, and over her knees.
"They're just like the ones you stole from me," she whispered to me. "That's what got me so excited when I saw you."
"Where are your panties now?" I murmured.
"Around my ankles," she murmured back.
"Over your sorority tattoo," I said, barely audible.
"They're caught on one of the ankle snakes of my sandals," she hissed, in an appropriately serpentine hiss.
"A phallic bottleneck," I whispered. "A snake in your panties."
"Don't say things like that. You'll make me wet my gown."
Her charming Alabama accent made it sound particularly erotic, and my organ perked up.
Then she leaned down, bunched her napkin, and handed it to me.
"My panties are in the napkin," she whispered.
"What do you expect me to do?"
"Put them on your nose when you get to your room!" she whispered. "I'll be thinking about you masturbating with my panties when Gunter is having sex with me tonight -- and it'll really get me off!"
"I won't do that!" I whispered, angrily.
"You won't?" she asked. Her hand darted under the tablecloth between my legs, where she found my very prominent hardon. She caressed it through my trousers. My hardon grew under her ministrations. I knew I was beat.
"I'll promise to do it," I said. "But you'll never really know for certain whether I did."
"Oh, I'm pretty sure you will," she said, looking like a cat that got the cream jug, continuing to massage my hard on under the table.
I felt the pressure of my jism building and holding it made me feel like I was strangling.
"My God, Megan!" I whispered in her ear. "You're driving me crazy!"
"That's the idea," she whispered back.
I held her wrist, but her fingers were quick and nimble. She undid my pants and pulled my zipper down, releasing my cock.
"Don't," I murmured, trying to keep my voice down.
She did not listen, but kept stroking my hardon, causing it to rear up, fully erect. Then she dropped a fork on the floor.
"Clumsy me," she said to von Hakenberg, before disappearing under the tablecloth
to retrieve it.
A moment later, I felt her lips fasten around my organ and form a tight seal. She swallowed my erection whole, sucking so hard that I came almost immediately. Her head was in my lap and I could hear her gulping as she swallowed my load. She resurfaced wiping her lips with my napkin and with the fork in her hand.
"It was dark down there," she said.
"It usually is, under the table," replied von Hakenberg, turning briefly to her from his conversation with the wife of the Vice President of Fixed Income.
I was in a post orgasmic high and it was several minutes before I could make sense of the conversation at the table.
Later, she came up to the stage when her award was announced. Gunter came up to the stage with her. I handed her the award, shook her hand for the cameras and then we posed for the award photographs. I had my hand on her bare back, while we both had a hand on the award. Her panties were in my pocket. I tried not to think about her bare crotch under her cobalt blue evening gown, for if I did, I knew nothing would keep my hardon from returning with full force.
In my room that night, I stripped and tried for a while to resist the temptation of her cum soaked panties. It was a vain fight, and my resistance crumbled after barely twenty minutes. Lying in bed with the crotch of the panties on my nose, the overwhelming pungent smell of her pussy hit me like a drug. With her intense aroma inundating my senses through my nose, my brain used Megan's description to conjure up an apparition of the huge German fucking her with his porn star cock.
As I stroked my erect member, the apparition would not go away, but got worse, as it coalesced with pornographic films I had watched. Megan screamed as the German forcefully rammed into her, making her cum again and again. He drove her to heights of animal sensuality that I could never give her. His sexual assault was ferocious and vicious, designed to subdue, rather than delight her. He was a stallion taking his violent pleasure from a mare by establishing his dominance, not a man trying to pleasure a woman. But even as I felt nauseated by the apparition, I came so hard that I felt stars pop in front of my eyes and a fountain of ejaculate spurted out of my member, making a mess of the coverlet. In a perverse way, I felt like a cuckold.



* * * * *
20. Three months after I returned from Hong Kong, I was lunching with Logan, the bank president, again and he told me he wanted me to take his place and speak for the bank at a regional banking conference in Atlanta. I protested, saying that I did not handle domestic operations, but he said that I was the most senior vice president, and that it was an order of protocol issue. There was no choice, so I said, "You're the boss!" and packed my bags.
Atlanta is actually quite a pleasant city and the conference was better organized than I expected, though rather dull. My address was the last one on the first day before the big reception. I gave the president's prepared remarks, took questions to which I gave the standard canned answers and headed to the reception to get a drink.
I'd just gotten a beer, when I was clapped on the shoulder. I turned around, and it was Henry Kelly!
"Jim!" he said. "How've you been? It's been years!"
"Too long," I agreed.
We shook hands, but then he gave me a big bear hug. We stole away to a quiet corner and spent a good half hour reminiscing about college, as well as filling each other in on family, friends, and acquaintances.
"Jim, Sarah and I are ever so grateful to you for hosting Megan that summer some years ago. And later hiring her and looking out for her when she started her job. Trading is a rough game and without you to watch over her, I think she would have gotten eaten alive."
"She's incredibly bright, Henry," I said. "She didn't need me."
"That's nice of you to say, Jim. But I know better." He took a swig of his beer. "She said she had a wonderful time at your house. That Millicent and you were like a second set of parents to her. It really set my mind at rest, knowing she was staying with you."
"It was nothing," I said, slightly uncomfortable.
Scenes of that summer ran through my head: stealing into Megan's room to inhale the aroma of her pussy from her panties; staring at her pussy lips through her bikini running shorts; tying her down on our marriage bed and fucking her. I shook my head to clear it.
"Well, Jim, let me tell you about the hot new girl in our lives." Henry tapped his phone and brought up an album of pictures. He showed them to me proudly. They were all of a little girl doing all the things little girls do -- on a slide, on a swing set, with a bucket and shovel on the beach, playing with dolls, being held by Henry and Sarah. She was cute as a button, with light hair and blue eyes, and looked feisty.
"Looks like a handful," I said, smiling. "Who is she?"
"We've adopted her," said Henry. "Her name's Jennifer. I never thought I would or even could do this at my age. But Jim, I tell you, that girl has stolen my heart. I couldn't live without her. And neither could Sarah."
"Adopted!" I said, with forced surprise. "Very courageous of you."
Henry as silent for a moment.
"You're an old friend, Jim, so I'll tell you the truth. I don't want you to take this the wrong way and think I'm blaming you. And please don't blame yourself."
"You've lost me, Henry," I said, with growing alarm.
"Megan got pregnant the summer she spent with you. Some boy from the wrong side of the tracks -- 'totally unsuitable as a father' is how she put it. Remember, she was only nineteen at the time. Probably some smooth talking, Northern sonofabitch that got her drunk or high or worse. Sarah and I are just happy that she had the good sense to cut off all contact with him."
Henry drained his beer, flagged down a passing waiter and took another one from his tray.
"I tell you, when she told us she was pregnant, I was so mad, I took my Colt and fired a whole box of ammo at the range on my back forty. If I could have found the guy then, I'd have shot him down like a dog."
The blood drained from my face and I chugged my beer to cover my disquiet. I turned to flag down a waiter in order to avert my face from him. Getting a new beer gave me a few minutes to recover my poise.
"So Jennifer is Megan's daughter? Your granddaughter?"
"Yes. But we didn't want the pregnancy to mess up Jess's life. So we did it all formally -- Jess went to our local agency to give up her baby, and signed the paperwork accepting the Chinese Wall. In other words, she agreed not to contact the adoptive parents. Then Sarah and I filled out the paperwork to adopt her. Technically, we don't know who Jennifer's birth mother is. Of course, I have some weight in Mobile, so I was able to make all this work."
"So no one knows that Jennifer's mother is Megan?"
"Just us and the adoption agency. And now you know."
He swigged his beer again. "It's worked out perfectly. Megan could go to work and date as a normal young woman without the burden of motherhood. She's married now to a wonderful German, Gunter von Hakenberg. The wedding was a year ago in Mobile. I think I sent you an invitation."
"Yes, I got it," I said. I wasn't sure if I should ask the next question, but I plunged ahead. "Will you tell Jennifer who her mother is? When she's older?"
"I don't know, Jim," Henry said heavily. He looked into his beer for a long moment. "Megan called last week. She's pregnant again."
"Pregnant! I heard through the bank grapevine that she's been in Asia for the last few months."
"Yes, she has. But Gunter went with her. Megan told Sarah that she thinks she conceived in Hong Kong, at the Mandarin Oriental! I looked it up -- it's the fanciest hotel in Hong Kong, maybe in the world. Our daughter's a high flyer!"
My grip on my beer mug tightened. Unwelcome images crowded my mind again -- of the big German on top of my nymphet, repeatedly forcing his gigantic cock into her tight, pink pussy. Pinioning her small, sweat-covered body with his powerful arms, while she thrashed under him, crying out inarticulately. Exulting in the grip of her slippery tightness on his supersized manhood. Using his huge, phallus like a piston, driving it into her with mechanical ruthlessness. I felt like a colossal boulder had been placed on my shoulders, for the awful apparition was true. While I was masturbating with Megan's cum-soaked panties, the German was fucking her brains out, pumping his seed into her, and impregnating her.
"It's so different this time," Henry went on, not noticing my despair. "She's going to have a legitimate child and give it all her mother's love. Sarah and I don't want Jennifer to resent her half-sibling, and hate Megan for giving her up. Better that she has resentment toward an unknown mother. That way she can love Megan as an adoptive big sister. And it would complicate things between Megan and Gunter, if he found out."
"I see," I said.
"He's a great guy, Gunter," said Henry. "After the wedding, Megan brought him home for Christmas. We got along like house on fire. I took him hunting, the man can shoot! It was a down home Southern Christmas -- the women in kitchen, cooking and gossiping, the men in the family room, sipping whisky, smoking cigars and watching football; baby Jennifer getting in the way of the cooking, and trying to drink my whisky. One big happy family."
"I'm happy for you, Henry," I said.
* * * * *
21. EPILOGUE
I still have Megan's panties in my underwear drawer. Her fragrance in them is fading like my memories of the feel of her young body. I'm a hardheaded banker. I know that while she was the great passion of my life, to her I was just a means of getting ahead in her career. So I rejoice in the fact that I impregnated her, for it means that there is a young life that is a permanent reminder of our time together, and she can never completely forget me.
I often think of the child we made together in that summer of my obsession, now growing up in my old friend Henry's house. He will never realize that he and I are united in the girl named Jennifer Kelly, and that we will be forever bound together in her progeny. She is the product of my midlife angst, the co-mingling of my essence with Megan's. I sometimes think of following up with Henry and going down to Alabama to see little Jennifer. But I know that's not a good idea -- for some doors are best left closed.
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Illustration by Calzas

Jack ran up the trail as hard as he could. It was late afternoon in December and an early dusk was falling. While it was a bit chilly, it was warmer than usual for December. Running four miles up the steep trail from the lower parking lot, he had generated a lot of heat. His running jacket was now tied around his waist and he ran in his Lycra Boston Marathon T-shirt and tights. He came pounding up to the top of climb and into Dorran Meadow, a wide flat expanse of low scrub on the ridgeline. The upper parking lot abutted the meadow and he could see a couple on the far side.
Jack ran on the trail toward them. At first, he thought they were having a picnic, for they had a blanket spread out on the hard ground. From the far side of the meadow, the first thing Jack saw was the woman's dark red hair, so bright that it shone in the gathering dusk. But as he came closer, he saw that there was an expensive camera set on a tripod. The man was fussing with it and woman was on her knees on the blanket, with a small baby propped up on her thighs, swathed in blankets.
The woman was young and very attractive in the way that Jack liked women -- lithe and athletic with little fat except for a pleasing, rounded-but-tight rump and firm, rounded breasts. She had the lean musculature of a committed runner with perfectly sculpted abs. She wore a Boston Marathon sports bra with the Boston Athletic Association logo above one breast, colorful tights and running shoes. The man was of medium height, a bit chubby and wore a T-shirt emblazoned front and back with "Turkey Trot 5-K".
"Hold still, Gretchen," the man was saying. "I'm almost done setting up the timer and light filters. We'll get a great shot for our family Christmas card."
"Richard, I'm freezing my butt off here," she complained. Her accent had a foreign touch, not very strong. It sounded German. "You said this would take five minutes. We've already been out for fifteen minutes and you haven't even set up the camera yet. Thank God I decided to dress Junior warmly."
"Just a little while longer, darling," the man she called Richard said. "You can't tell the temperature in the photos, and it will look so good to have you in your Boston running gear!"
"Then we should have taken the photos indoors!" she said, her tone belligerent.
Jack came up behind Richard on trail and stopped as he continued to fuss over the camera. He looked into Gretchen's big blue eyes and saw a spark of interest as she took in his hard, firmly muscled body. His Lycra T-shirt clung to him, revealing his well-defined abs, chest and biceps. The brief spark was enough for Jack and he dropped his eyes to stare at her breasts. Her nipples had stiffened to their full length in the cold and poked very clearly through her sports bra. They were long and disproportionately thick. Given her athletic frame, her breasts seemed a bit more rounded than Jack's expertise would have expected, suggesting that she was lactating and breast-feeding the baby.
He was staring at her breasts so obviously that Gretchen flushed. Jack pulled out his phone and tapped the special locator-identifier app that he got from his friends in Black Ops. It brought up details of all phones within a hundred-yard radius. Gretchen's picture popped up next to the details of her phone, dressed in a dark business suit with an expensive scarf knotted around her neck. "Gretchen Elise Lovewell, Associate, Brewster Bailey Hamilton LLP, Counselors-at-Law" he read. She was a new associate with one of the biggest law firms in town. It listed that she was German by birth. It also listed the year of her college and law degrees, indicating that she was twenty-five. Richard's phone details had a picture of him in a business suit; it said "Richard Pappo, Principal, Pappo Consulting".
Jack was getting cold now, so he put on his running jacket and zipped it up. Then he typed a quick text with an identifier picture of himself.
Jack: Hi Gretchen, I'm Jack. When did you run Boston?
She was hugging herself against the cold, but when her phone buzzed, she reached into her Fendi handbag and tapped it open. When she saw the text, she looked at Jack in surprise, growing even more embarrassed as his eyes ranged over her even more suggestively, lingering on her crotch and belly. Her phone buzzed again.
Jack: You've got beautiful breasts.
She colored more deeply, but her expression turned angry. She rapidly typed into her phone with both thumbs.
Gretchen: F off.
Jack: I can't. The view is too good.
Gretchen: You're bad.
Jack: That I am.
She hesitated.
"Richard, hurry up now," she said.
"I'm almost ready, dear," Richard said.
Jack: I can't see a panty line under your tights. Are you wearing panties? Or are you commando?
Gretchen: You're a prick.
Jack: I love it when you talk dirty. Your nipples are incredible, standing up so stiff.
Her eyes went wide when she read the text and she crossed her arms over her breasts. Just then Rich completed his camera set up and came over to her side.
"Uncross your arms, darling," Richard said. "The camera will start shooting in ten seconds. You need to hold Junior."
Gretchen obeyed Richard and he kneeled next to her and looked into the camera. As the camera began to shoot, Richard noticed Jack who was unhurriedly undressing Gretchen with his eyes. She hoped Richard would make Jack go away and when the camera finished its first round of shots, she was gratified when he rose angrily.
"Look here, sir, you have to business staring at us like this. Please keep going down the trail."
"I wasn't staring at you," said Jack, smiling. "I'm not into men."
"Well, move along, now."
"It's a public park," said Jack. "I have every right to be here."
Jack locked eyes with Richard, who looked away quickly.
"Suit yourself," said Richard. Then he dropped his voice to a whisper and said, "Bastard."
"What did you say?" asked Jack.
"Nothing," said Richard. He went back to setting up the camera for the second set of shots.
Seeing Richard so dominated, Gretchen felt her heart beat faster. She did not know if it was fear, anger or something else. She picked up her phone.
Gretchen: You're a bully!
Jack: I'm not a bully. I like looking at you -- you're a sexy. Why should I leave?
Gretchen: Because I'm someone else's wife!
Jack: I ran Boston -- we have that in common.
Gretchen: So did thousands of others!
Jack: What do you have in common with your husband? He's not a serious runner like you.
Gretchen: He just wants to love me and make me happy! And he does, all the time.
Jack: I doubt it.
Gretchen: Go fuck yourself.
Jack: I just want to fuck you and make you cum. And I will, many times.
Gretchen could not believe she was carrying on like this. But somehow, she could not stop. It was so naughty, texting with Jack like this in full view of her husband.
Gretchen: Well, you can keep hoping, you'll just be frustrated.
Jack: Will I? Then why is there a spot on the crotch of your tights?
Gretchen's immediate reaction was to look down. She knew that this banter and Jack's bold stares had made her feel a bit warm down there. And her tights were pale blue with white splotches, so she was worried.
Gretchen: There's no spot!
Jack: I can see it from here. Feel it with your hand.
Gretchen hesitated and then touched the crotch of her tights. Sure enough, there was a tiny spot of wetness. She colored again.
Jack: See? I told you.
"OK, dear, we're ready for the second and last set," said Richard.
He came and kneeled by his wife again and the camera when through its shooting routine. Jack stared at Gretchen and she looked away from the camera at him from time to time.
Jack waited while Richard packed his camera and Gretchen picked up the baby. They headed back to their car in the upper parking lot. Jack enjoyed watching Gretchen's back and her perfect sculpted shoulder blades separated by the Lycra strip of her sports bra. Her perfect round buttocks rolled pleasingly under her tights. Jack wondered again whether she was wearing panties.
They settled the baby in the car and Jack saw her get into the back, wrap herself in a robe and begin to change out of her running clothes.
Jack: Don't put on panties when you change out of your running clothes.
Gretchen: Maybe I will. Maybe I won't. But you'll never know.
Jack: Nach Hause gehen? (Going home?)
Gretchen: How do you know I speak German?
Jack: I'm interested in you. Sag mir. (Tell me)
Gretchen: No, out for dinner to celebrate our Christmas photos.
Jack: Where?
Gretchen: Get lost, you prick!

* * * * *

Jack ran the downhill trail to his car as fast as he could. He toweled down, changed into dry clothes and turned on the locator app to Gretchen's phone. He patched it into the Jaguar's GPS and started the car. Then he drove off, squealing tires and working through the gears as he followed the route to the blinking dot of Gretchen's phone. The GPS led him surely and steadily toward his goal and he saw her unmistakable dark red head in traffic a few cars ahead in a Mercedes. He followed them as they drove and was surprised to see them turn into a residential side street. Maybe they're just going home, he thought.
They parked in front of a line of row houses. Jack parked at the end of the street behind a line of cars on the other side of the street. He had a good view of them, and slid down behind the steering wheel in case they turned around.
Richard got out of the car with the baby bassinet. He entered a row house, but Gretchen remained in the car. A few minutes later, Richard emerged without the baby, started the car and they drove off. Jack waited till they turned at the end of the street and were out of sight before following them. The flashing dot of Gretchen's phone on his GPS led him unerringly to Cinque, a fashionable Italian restaurant. He parked at the other end of the parking lot from them and watched them walk up the steps into the restaurant. Then he followed them in.
Richard was talking to the hostess at the podium as Jack came in.
"I'm sorry, sir," she was saying. "Your reservation was for twenty minutes ago. We had to give your table away. We have no tables for two right now."
"I told you that you were taking too long over the damn photos!" snapped Gretchen. "Now you've lost our table!"
"How long is the wait?" Richard asked.
"About an hour, sir."
"But I did have a reservation!"
Gretchen mouthed, "Moron!"
"I'm sorry, sir," the hostess repeated. She looked to Jack as he approached. "Do you have a reservation, sir?"
"No," said Jack easily. "I'm with these folks here. Jack Grierson."
Richard looked at Jack, shocked.
"No, you're -- " he began.
"Do you have anything that would seat three?" asked Jack, cutting him off. As the hostess checked her list, Jack unobtrusively slipped her a sheaf of twenties. "A table for four would do just as well."
The hostess made a show of running her finger up and down her list, while she counted the sheaf of bills Jack had given her. When she realized how much he had given her, she could not keep her eyes from showing her disbelief.
"I have a table for four just opening up," she said. "Do you want to be seated?"
"No -- " began Richard.
"Yes, that would be great," said Gretchen, smiling at the hostess and cutting her husband off again.
"Follow me," said the hostess, picking up a set of menus.
Jack leaned forward and whispered to hostess, "A booth if you have one."
As the hostess began to walk away, Richard hissed at Gretchen, "What are you doing?"
"Hol uns einen Tisch," said Gretchen. (Getting us a table.)
From his expression, Jack was sure that Richard did not understand.
Gretchen wore a white chiffon semi-diaphanous blouse over a blue silk bra with black lace trim and straps, and a short, black, very tight skirt. She had changed into strappy black slippers with high spike heels and carried a Fendi handbag. Jack followed her, nimbly outmaneuvering Richard, who moved awkwardly. Jack could feel Richard glaring at his back, but he only had eyes for Gretchen's ass that swung provocatively as she walked on her high heels. The twin globes of her buttocks moved sensuously. Jack pulled out his phone as they walked down the restaurant corridor toward an interior room.


Illustration by Calzas

Jack: So, are you wearing panties?
She had her phone in her hand and texted right back.
Gretchen: Was denken sie? (What do you think?)
Jack: I think you are.
Gretchen: You're guessing.
Jack: Your ass looks delicious. I want to go down on my knees and bury my face between your butt cheeks.
Gretchen: Asshole.
Jack: That's where I want to put my tongue.
The hostess showed them to their table. Jack smiled when he saw that she had given them a booth with high backs by a window. Gretchen slid into the inside on one bench and Richard quickly sat down beside her. Jack sat facing Gretchen with Richard glowering by her side. The waitress came by and gave them their menus and recited the specials. The busboy filled their water glasses. Jack ordered a very expensive bottle of Pinot Noir saying, "Don't worry, it's all on me."
Jack eased off his shoe off his bare, sock-less foot and ran his toe up the inside of Gretchen's calf. She moved her leg, but confined between the window and Richard, she could not avoid him.
"So, do you run, Richard?"
Jack's toes ran further up Gretchen's leg, caressing the inside of her knee.
"No," said Richard, sipping his water. "Running is boring. I prefer more exciting pastimes."
Jack's toes went higher, even as Gretchen squirmed in her seat. She put her hand under the table to try and dislodge his foot, but his leg was far stronger than her hand and he kept pushing upward.
"Exciting, huh, Richard?" said Jack. "Like what?"
"You wouldn't understand."
"Try me," said Jack.
His toes were now high on the inside of Gretchen's thigh. She knew his object and squeezed her thighs together in an attempt to prevent his foot from moving higher. But all she succeeded in doing was in creating a warm snugness between her thighs for his foot.
"Skydiving," said Richard with a touch of bravado.
"Really!" said Jack, sounding impressed. "How many jumps have you done?"
"I done five--" Richard began, but then he looked over at Gretchen and paused.
"Richard hasn't been up in a plane yet," said Gretchen, her tone sharp.
"I've done all five classes," said Richard, sounding petulant at his wife's interruption. "I'm scheduled to go up any day now."
"Tandem, with an instructor," said Gretchen.
"Really, Gretchen!" said Richard angrily. "You really don't have to keep butting into the conversation. All you do is run, you're too chicken to even try something filled with risk like skydiving."
"What do you think of skydiving, Mr. Grierson?" asked Gretchen, her tone syrupy sweet. "Have you tried it?"
"No," said Jack, and a smirk came to Richard's face.
"Is it something you want to do?"
"No," repeated Jack. "I did my share of jumps when I was in the army. Many were under enemy fire. I have no desire to do any more."
"You served in combat?" she asked.
"Yes," said Jack.
There was a brief silence, but Jack did not elaborate. Richard's expression went pale. A look of grudging respect came to Gretchen's face.
"You speak German?" Gretchen asked to fill the silence.
"Yes, I was based in Germany," said Jack. "Ich habe nie einen Deutschen mit einem Nachnamen wie Lovewell getroffen." (I never met a German with a last name like Lovewell.)
"What did you say?" asked Richard, interrupting loudly. "What does it mean?"
"My German name was Liebegut," said Gretchen, ignoring her husband's outburst. "I changed it to the English translation when I enrolled in law school here."
The waitress arrived with the wine. She poured a small portion and offered it, saying, "Who's going to taste it?"
"The lady will do the honors," said Jack, indicating Gretchen.
"No, no," said Gretchen. "I'm breast-feeding, I can't let the baby have alcohol."
"That's OK," said Jack. "You don't have to drink, just approve the wine."
The waitress handed her the wineglass before she could say anything.
Just as she sipped the wine, Jack pushed his foot hard and he felt the warmth of her pussy with his big toe. He felt the silk of her panties, a bit disappointed that he had been right. But the thin silk was no protection against his incursion. She gasped and coughed as she felt his big toe touch her intimately. She coughed again as he ran his toenail over her vulva and then her clitoris through the silk. His ministrations drew more moisture from her, and he felt her panties grow damp along her slit.
"Are you OK, hear?" asked Richard.
"Fine, fine," she gasped. "Just swallowed the wine the wrong way."
"Here, drink some water," Richard said.
She set down the wineglass and took the water glass that he offered her.
"Is the wine OK?" asked the waitress.
"Fine, fine," said Gretchen.
The waitress looked doubtful, but she set the wine bottle down and left. Jack used his big toe dexterously to slide the crotch of her panties aside. The skin of his big toe touched the flesh of her crotch, and he felt her smooth pubic down, trimmed to a narrow line along her slit. It was soft and furry, not crinkly like most women.
She involuntarily squeezed her thighs even tighter together. Paradoxically, she achieved the opposite of what she wanted, making it easier for him to push his foot into the tight space. He felt her clit without its silk panty shield, and it was slippery wet. Then, just as Gretchen drank the water, he pushed his big toe into her. Her tight warmth encased his toe and he felt wetness in her pussy.
She spluttered and spewed out water through her mouth and nose, making a puddle on to the table cloth.
"What's the matter, dear?" asked Richard, clearly worried.
"Just ... just ... coughing ...," she stammered.
"What can I do, darling?" he said, rubbing her back.
"Nothing, nothing, I'll be .... fine ...."
She tried to keep from gasping, but Jack was twisting his big toe in her tight pussy. Each time his toenail ran over her clit, she felt a spasm and her hands held the table edge tighter. She grew wetter with each turn of Jack's toe.
"I think Gretchen might have caught a bit of a sore throat from being so cold out there on Dorran Meadow," said Jack. "There's a drugstore on the next block, why don't you get her some throat lozenges?"
"Shall I do that, dear?" Richard asked Gretchen.
"No, no, ..., I'll be fine ..." Gretchen protested. She tried to keep her voice normal, but could not avoid sounding breathy.
But then Jack pushed his toe harder, embedding its full length in her. She coughed again and put her hand over her mouth to disguise the small scream that rose up her throat.
"I'm going to get some lozenges," said Richard firmly. "I'll be right back."
He rose and quickly walked out.

* * * * *




As soon as he was out of sight, Jack went down under the table. He forced, Gretchen's legs apart and put his head between her thighs.
"Don't, Jack!" she hissed, as loudly as she dared. She did not want to draw any attention, for she was not sure how brazen Jack would be.
But Jack's face was already in her crotch. Her panties were blue silk with black lace hip straps and trim, matching her bra. They were soaking wet. He ran his thumbs along the pubic down of her vulva and he speared her clitoris with the tip of his tongue. She was breathing so heavily now that Jack could hear her under the table. Her hands were in his hair and she tried to disengage herself, but Jack could see that she was not trying too hard. She was rising toward a climax and the lure of the release inhibited her attempts at pushing him away.
"Omigod! MEIN GOTT!! Don't do this to me!" Her voice was low, but her tone was plaintive.
Jack knew she was on the edge of an orgasm and he teased her. He kept withdrawing his tongue, and then sticking it out to suddenly stab her clitoris. Each time he drew a hissing gasp from her. She mumbled in a low monotone that rose and fell, begging him to stop and urging him on at the same time.
"Omigod! GOTT IN HIMMEL!! No! NO!! Please! Please!! Don't do this to me! Yes! YES!!"
As he kept teasing her, her breathing became more desperate. She arched her back and rotated her hips, pushing her crotch into his face as she tried to bring herself off in spite of him.
"OMIGOD! Please stop! Don't stop! Ooohh!! Just make me cum!!"
He relented and put his lips around her clitoris, simultaneously pushing his fore- and middle fingers deep into her pussy. He sucked hard on her clit as he used his fingers like a piston in her pussy. It took just a few thrusts with his fingers before she came.
It was hard orgasm. She arched her back spasmodically, pulled his head deeper into her crotch and put a cloth napkin in her mouth to stifle her cries. She was able to keep herself down to guttural grunts, going "Uhhh! MUGHHH!! UHUH-UHUH!! NGOLUH!! NHGAH!!"
She heard herself making sounds unlike any she had made before.
Jack felt her pussy's contractions on his fingers. Finally, she slumped back in her seat, drained in the afterglow of her orgasm.
Jack rose between her legs and let his fingers trace out her thick nipples and kneaded her breasts. Her nipples were so hard and erect that the two thin layers of her chiffon blouse and blue silk bra could not pretend to conceal them. She had cum so hard that the pressure had caused her to leak milk into her bra. It had seeped through the thin bra to create damp blotches on her white blouse.
"You're a fucking animal, Grierson," she said.
"I'm as hard as a rock, Gretchen," he said. "I've got to fuck you."
"No!" she said. "Get back in your seat! I think I see Richard!"
Jack slid back under the table and just managed to seat himself as Richard returned with a sheet of lozenges.
"You're looking ill, dear," Richard said worriedly. He put a hand on her forehead. "You're warm! And you've got a sheen of sweat on you!"
"It's nothing," she stammered. "It's just that the restaurant is overheated."
"Nonsense! It's quite cool in here." He leaned over and whispered in her ear. "I don't want to embarrass you, but you've leaked milk. It's soaked through your bra and wet your blouse."
"I know!" Gretchen replied in a normal voice, her tone snippy. "I told you I wanted to feed the baby before we came to dinner."
"How old is the baby?" asked Jack.
"He's six months," she said. "I've wanted to wean him for some time now, but Richard wants to keep me lactating."
"You like mother's milk, eh, Richard?" asked Jack, with a smile.
"Really, Gretchen --"
"Maybe Gretchen is a bit excited," said Jack, with meaning look at the wet blotches on her blouse. "Maybe it was all those photos you took."
"You are really intruding into our marriage," said Richard resentfully. "And you're talking about my wife in a despicable manner."
"Am I?" Jack turned to Gretchen. "What do you think?"
Gretchen was saved from answering by the waitress, who came to take their order.

* * * * *

They ordered and there was a strained silence as they waited for their food. The wine was gone, and when the waitress came back with the food, Jack ordered a second bottle. The wine glasses were large, and he poured over a third of the bottle for Richard.
Gretchen's pussy was sopping wet from her orgasm. She knew her skirt and cushion of the bench she was sitting on were damp. Jack could still the taste her juices in his mouth and rang his tongue around to savor them. He could smell her sex from across the table, but it was overlain with the rich smell of her mother's milk. Richard had smelled the milk, but Jack wondered if that was all he had smelled. His tense expression seemed to indicate that he suspected.
Richard continued to voice his concerns that Gretchen was unwell and kept asking her about it every few minutes. Her wet panties were beginning to make her uncomfortable and she was soon exasperated with his constant repetition.
"I'm fine, Richard!" she exploded at him after he asked for the third time.
"I'm just worried about you," he said, sounding hurt.
"I'm fine! Let it go!"
Richard looked miffed. He looked away from her and did not say anything more. He guzzled what was left in his wine glass and filled it again, nearly emptying the bottle. Jack signaled the waitress, pointing at the wine bottle. She nodded.
Gretchen put her fork down. "I need to go to the restroom."
"Are you --"
"Nein, du Idiot! For the last time, I'm not ill. I just need to go to the restroom." (No, you idiot!)
She got up and dropped her napkin on the incriminating patch of wetness where she had been sitting. Richard stood up to let Gretchen slide out from the table. Jack pulled out his phone and hit an icon that triggered a ring.
"I need to take this," he said.
He emptied the last of the bottle in Richard's glass before rising to leave the table with the phone on his ear. The waitress arrived with the third wine bottle just as he stood up. He put a hand on her waist and whispered in her ear, "Get a fourth bottle after this one."
"It's very expensive wine, sir," the waitress whispered back.
"Here, run a tab on my credit card." Jack pushed a credit card into her apron pocket, shoving his hand quickly and hard into her crotch. By the time she gasped, he was already gone, hurrying after Gretchen.
He quickly turned the corner, out of Richard's sight. He saw Gretchen was at the end of a darkened interior corridor almost at a door marked with female pictogram. He closed the distance between them with long, but silent strides. The first she realized of his pursuit was his hand on her rump.
"What the--" she began.
"Do you really need to use the restroom?" he whispered in her ear.
"Not really, but my panties are wet and uncomfortable," she whispered back.
"Take them off here," he whispered. "So much more exciting."
"No, no, I couldn't--"
But Jack has already pushed her up against the wall by the door, with his hand up her short skirt. His fingers found the waistband of her panties. He jerked them down in a move that was as smooth as it was sudden. Gretchen found her panties around her knees and felt them sliding down her to calves to pool around her ankles.
"My God!" she breathed.
"Lift your feet," he whispered before bending down to scoop them up. He moved quicker than her, and her panty thong caught on one of her tall heels. She fell into his arms as he rose with his prize in his hand. He put the wet panties first to his nose, inhaled deeply, and then put them on her nose murmuring, "You taste heavenly, Gretchen."
Gretchen could not remember wetting her panties like this before, and certainly had never had her own sexual juices thrust into her nose. She could not decide how to describe it, sweet and sour at the same time. Jack had arm around her and she realized he was holding her very tight. His male smell was intense, slightly sour from the dried sweat of his run. She became aware of something large pressing on to her through her blouse -- it was his cock!
"You've got a hardon, Grierson," she hissed.
"Of course, Gretchen. I've been hard ever since I saw you in your sports bra and tights."
"What kind of a beast are you? You've got me acting crazy--"
"Not crazy, Gretchen. You're a woman, I'm a man, this is what we're meant to do to each other."
"How could you make me cum like that? Right in the middle of a crowded restaurant!"
"You have to let yourself go."
"Omigod!" she hissed looking over Jack's shoulder. "Our waitress is coming down the corridor!"
Instead of releasing her, Jack grasped the back of her neck, and kissed her. He forced his thick tongue into her mouth with his lips sealed on hers. Her own tongue fought back, lithe and quick. She felt his breath in her mouth, in her nose. His other hand was at the small of her back and he ground his hard manhood on her. The waitress approached closer, staring at them, and Gretchen closed her eyes to avoid her. She lost herself to Jack's hard body and his tongue in her mouth.
He broke off the kiss, and she opened her eyes, relieved to find that the waitress was no longer there. His lips traced down her throat, his tongue leaving electric traces on her skin.
"What are you doing to me, you monster?" she whispered.
Jack's tongue traced down further, past her thin metal choker necklace, to the seams of her blouse. He unbuttoned her blouse so fast that she could not have stopped him if she had tried. His tongue slid over the upper swells of her breasts, leaving light lines of saliva. Then his nose was in her tight cleavage, and he pulled down the wet cups of her blue silk bra, exposing her meaty nipples. Their reality matched their promise, long and hard. They were as dark red as her hair, and even as he watched, a tiny droplet of rich, white mother's milk oozed out of each one.
"Your husband likes to suckle your nipples, doesn't he?" Jack murmured. "He wants you to keep lactating."
"Yes," she breathed, the word coming out in a gasp as Jack's lips fastened around one of her nipples and began suckling. Her hands were on his head, her fingers laced in his thick pepper-and-salt hair.
Jack's tongue worked her nipple and kneaded her breast as he suckled, milking and exciting her at the same time. She felt the stream of her milk flowing out of her and the stimulation of her sensitive, erogenous nipples renewed her sensual excitement. The flow of yet another of her fluids into Jack's mouth -- mother's milk from her breasts after the sexual secretions from her pussy -- was carnal, erotic. It was so unlike Richard, who was just tedious.
"This is so wrong." Her whisper came out as a low moan. "So wrong. So very wrong."
Jack moved to her other nipple and was equally thorough, suckling, kneading, stimulating. And then he was done. Traces of her milk marked his face from his lips down his chin. She wiped her milk off his face with her hand. She looked down at her slightly less full breasts. Her nipples had never been this long or this hard. They were almost painful.
"I want to fuck you now, Gretchen," Jack said. His normal voice sounded unusually loud after all their whispering.
"No, no, don't fuck me," she said, keeping her voice low. Her mind was in a whirl and she went on. "Where are my panties?"
"In my pocket. Come on."
He took her by the arm and steered her out past the bar.
"Ich bin fast nackt, du Schläger!" she protested. (I'm almost naked, you brute!)
She desperately held her unbuttoned blouse together with both hands, her forearms covering her breasts. She felt her hardened nipples through the thin chiffon, for her bra cups were still pulled down. Several men looked after them curiously, but no one stopped them. Jack guided her to the front door, past the hostess who also looked at them with wide eyes, and out the front door into the parking lot.
"It's cold out here, Grierson!" she said.
"You won't be cold long, Gretchen," he assured her.

* * * * *

Jack shepherded her around the back of the restaurant. There was a back patio with French windows that looked into the main dining room. The patio was probably used for outside service in the warmer months, but now the stone floor was empty. The furniture was stacked up along one side.
Jack led her to the French windows and moved along them, peering in. There were heavy drapes on the inside, but there were gaps through which they could see into the dining room. He found one where they could see right into the booth were Richard was sitting, barely five feet away.
Her blouse hung open, her bra cups pulled down, and with the cold her nipples were even harder than before.
"Let go of me!" said Gretchen. "Richard is right there! And my tits are freezing!"
"You just need to get some circulation going, Gretchen," said Jack, his voice soothing. "Just look at Richard while I fuck you."
She heard a zipper, realized her short skirt was being rucked up around her waist, and felt the warmth and hardness of his manhood on her buttock. He grasped the back of her neck with one hand and bent her forward. His other hand traced the contours of her beautifully defined abs, before settling on the swell of her belly. He got her into the precise position he wanted her. The pinkness of her pouting down-fringed vulva lips, tightly encased between the round globes of her buttocks made Jack's mouth water.
"No, no, no!" she wailed, as she sensed the touch of his cock.
In what seemed like the same moment, she felt his cockhead spread her pussy lips wider than any man had ever spread her before. Her taut, warm pussy stretched to accommodate his huge organ -- gripping him so tightly that she stripped back his foreskin.
"JESUS GOD!" she expostulated. "You're huge!"
Jack had been waiting for this for hours and could not be patient. He pushed his enormous length into her with one powerful thrust, letting out a grunt of satisfaction as he did so. The shock of his sudden and massive penetration dredged up a primitive sound that she didn't know existed.
"NGAHH!!" she yelped.
No man had ever been so deep in her before. Watching her husband as her innermost recesses were violated intensified the shock. Richard was pouring himself another glass from the fourth bottle of wine, his head bent forward, his expression vacant.
"SOO DEEP! YOU'RE IN SO DEEP!!!" she moaned.
"Steady, Gretchen," said Jack. "Breathe."
He drew back and thrust his full length into her again. And again.
"OOGL!!" she squealed. "OOOGAH!!"
Jack began to fuck her hard, quickly getting a solid rhythm. Each thrust went home with a wet smack as his mount struck her round buttocks. Each time he withdrew, she felt as though her insides were being pulled out.
Her hands were on the heavy double-glazed glass of the French windows, her breasts jounced with his powerful piston action. He could see them reflected in the glass. He could also see her reflection, her expression growing increasingly wild. But her eyes remained focused on her husband just on the other side of the glass.
"OOOGL!! NGAHH!! OOGH!! Mein Gott!! OMIGOD!! DON'T MAKE ME!! PLEASE DON'T MAKE ME!! AAGH!! AAHN!!"
She was crying out quite loudly now and her breath was steaming up the glass. She was sweating and her body grew slippery in his grasp. He knew it would not take much to make her cum, and he knew what to do. But he was enjoying fucking her too much, and kept thrusting into her with long strokes. Each time he withdrew and slammed his full length into her.
She was acting like a cavewoman, twenty thousand years of civilization stripped away. She was just a pure instinctive female animal responding to his forceful maleness. Her husband, the competing male just in front of her eyes, completed the prehistoric scenario. Jack reveled in his conquest, for Gretchen was a prize female and he was taking her, forcing himself into her. But now she was responding to him, rotating her hips, grinding her pussy lips on him, all the while staring at her cuckolded husband.
Her eyes were watering, her nose was running, she as drooling as she continued to moan, gasp, and cry out. Her warm, tight pussy was steadily leaking her sexual fluids that dribbled on to the stone floor of the patio. Her nipples oozed a thin, milky discharge. But none of that registered with her. Her entire consciousness was focused on the center of womanhood: her pussy, her womb, her clitoris, mated with the essence of his manhood, hard and hot. Her pussy gripped his cock so tightly that she felt his heavy pulsing heartbeat through his cock deep inside her.
She interspersed words with wordless cries, so loud that some faint sounds filtered through the double-glazed glass. Some diners cocked their heads and asked each other what they were hearing. A few said, "Almost sounds like someone is having sex."
"I CAN'T, JACK!!" she cried, using his name for the first time. "WHAT ARE YOU DOING TO ME?! OOOHH!! OOOGGL!! PLEASE!! PLEASE!!!"
Jack slid his hand from her belly down to her crotch and his fingers expertly manipulated her clit. Her cries rose in pitch and she immediately began to cum, bucking and rearing, hips rotating wildly. Her tight pussy was spasmed with wringing contractions. Each contraction began by squeezing his cockhead buried deep inside her, and radiated out along her vaginal walls, gripping him like a vice. No sooner had one contraction run through than the next began. As her orgasm finally began to wind down, she felt like she was boneless, completely drained, incapable of standing. Jack held her sweat covered athletic body gently, caressing her breasts and nipples.
Slowly she became mindful of Richard looking straight at them.
"Richard!" she gasped. "He's looking right at us!"
"He's in the light, we're in darkness," said Jack calmly. "We can see him clearly, but all he can see out here are shadows."
"He's seeing you're fucking me!"
"He may see someone fucking someone," said Jack. "But he's probably too drunk to recognize even that now."
The waitress had come by to check on Richard in the midst of Gretchen's wild cumming and she had followed his look to the French window. And she'd come closer to investigate. She'd seen Jack fucking Gretchen. Her expression at the strength of Gretchen's orgasm was one of envy.
Gretchen slowly became mindful that Jack's cock was still deep inside her, throbbing like a huge engine idling.
"Jack! You're still hard! What --"
He pulled out of her, leaving her feeling like there was a void in her.
"My legs are shaking, Jack --"
"Don't worry, you won't have to stand now."
He turned her around and lifted her up with hands under her round buttocks. He carefully positioned her pussy lips on his rampant cockhead, now coated with her sexual fluids. She put her arms around his neck and Jack rested her back on the glass. With one motion, he lowered her, letting her weight drive him into her and covered her lips with his, pushing his thick tongue into her mouth. The double penetration, especially with her clit rammed into his mount, brought up a scream, but it was smothered in his mouth.
"MMMFFGGH!! UUMMMFFGH!!"
Her choked cries drove him on and he began to fuck her hard again. Her firm breasts were squeezed against his hard chest, her hard nipples indenting his flesh like pebbles. He rammed her buttocks against the glass with each piledriving thrust. One hand was on the back of her neck, holding her face steady, while the other was at the small of her back, gripping her bunched-up skirt like a leash around her waist. He kept his tongue deep in her mouth, stifling her cries.



Her arousal was already so extreme that she could not last long, and neither could he. She began to cum again, as hard as before, her pussy a silken clamp. He exploded, and she felt the first copious gush of his musky ejaculate deep inside her. He kept pounding her, and pumped three more spurts into her before he was done, grunting as he did so.
He leaned on her, one hand on the glass, the other still holding her up by her bunched-up skirt that was now no more than a waistband. They were both spent, covered with sweat, clothes sodden, but still high from the intensity of their sexual climax.
"I'm going to pass out!" she whispered into his shoulder.
"I'm a little faint too," confessed Jack, as his cock began to slowly deflate in her pussy. "Let's take a moment."
"I'm not cold now," she whispered. "In fact, I'm still sweating. How can you fuck like that? You're a satyr!"
"I've got a lot of testosterone," said Jack.

* * * * *

They adjusted their clothes to regain some semblance of normalcy. Gretchen set her black bra straps on her shoulders, pulled up her blue silk bra cups and plumped her breasts under them to snug them on. She ran her fingers through her damp hair, using her reflection in the glass as she tried to comb it. Then she buttoned up her blouse, now so damp that it was see-through. As she smoothed her skirt down, she realized that Jack's viscous semen was oozing out of her. It was slowly seeping down her inner thighs.
"My God, Jack, you must have forced a liter of your semen into me," she complained. "I have to go to the ladies' and clean up."
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"Good idea," he said.
"Give me back my panties."
"No," said Jack, smiling. "I'll keep them. To remember you by."
"You want me to prance around with no panties in public," she muttered, but Jack did not respond.
They walked back around and re-entered the restaurant. As they passed the hostess, Jack said they were returning to their table. Gretchen went into the ladies', locked herself in a stall, and used half a roll of toilet paper in an attempt to clean Jack out of her. But there was so much of him so deep in her, that each time she thought she was done, more milky semen oozed out of her. Finally, she gave up and walked back to their table, feeling the gooey fluid slowly leaking out of her pussy and trickling on to her inner thighs.
Richard was very drunk. Jack had managed to get him to stand up with an arm draped around his neck. Holding Richard with one hand, he was signing the waitress's iPad with the other to pay the bill.
Gretchen walked up quickly and picked up her purse, but Jack waved her away saying, "I told you it's on me."
He turned to the waitress and slipped her a twenty.
"Thank you, dear," he said. "Your service was great."
The waitress looked from Jack to Gretchen and back again, coloring.
"Thank you, sir," she said. "Merry Christmas."
"Call me if you want more service during the holidays," said Jack, pulling a card out of his jacket pocket and giving it to the waitress. Then he put his other arm around Gretchen's waist and went on, "A Merry Christmas to us all."
With that, he steered husband and wife out of the restaurant. He settled Richard in the passenger seat of their Mercedes and clipped on his seatbelt before coming around to Gretchen's window on the driver's side.
"You raped me," she said.
"Did I?" Jack cocked an eyebrow.
"Will you do it again?"
"If you want," he said.
"I've had periods since the baby was born," she said. "But my OB/GYN said I'm unlikely to get pregnant again while I'm breastfeeding."
"Do a pregnancy test in a few weeks and call me," said Jack.
"Monster!" she exclaimed. Then she went on a soft voice. "Mein Monster." (My monster.)

* * * * *

Gretchen's phone rang as she drove home. When she answered it, their babysitter's voice came through the speakers.
"The baby is up, Mrs. Lovewell and won't stop crying," she said. "I've tried holding him and rocking him, but nothing seems to help. I think he's hungry."
"We're on our way home," said Gretchen. "Just keep holding him till we get there."
The call woke Richard, who stared ahead vacuously.
"The couple fucking on the patio outside the restaurant," he slurred, his head lolling on the headrest. "Wasn't it disgusting?"
"You mentioned it to me at the time," said Gretchen cautiously. "But I couldn't see exactly what they were doing. Anyway, it's not our business."
"They were fucking," repeated Richard with drunken certitude. "I thought the woman had dark red hair like yours. I told you, didn't I?"
"Yes, yes, you told me," said Gretchen. "I was right there with you in the restaurant, wasn't I?"
"Yes, I think you were," mumbled Richard, and fell back asleep.
Gretchen felt Jack's gooey semen continue to ooze out of her. Her skirt was already wet, but now it leached through the fabric to the leather driver's seat of the Mercedes. Its musky smell was strong and brought her wild orgasms back to mind. Her pussy clenched reflexively as she looked over at her cuckolded husband. She wondered if he smelled it, but he continued to sleep fitfully.
The babysitter had to help Gretchen manhandle Richard upstairs into bed. After she left, Gretchen fed the baby with her depleted breasts and managed to rock him to sleep on her belly.
Richard woke in the late morning with a fearful hangover, grateful that it was a Saturday. He came down to find Gretchen in the kitchen with the baby in her arms.
"I feel like hell," he said.
"Zu viel trinken hat nur ein Ende," Gretchen said tartly.
"I hate it when you talk German," he said, voice rising.
"Drinking too much has only one end," she translated. "We've been married two years, you could have learned."
He went to the coffee maker and poured himself a cup. He gulped some black coffee and belched.
"I thought I saw a couple fucking outside the restaurant yesterday," he said, remembering. "The woman had dark red hair like yours."
"You told me to look," said Gretchen, her voice a bit tense. "But I couldn't see much. You were so drunk, you probably imagined more than you saw."
"Maybe," said Richard. "It was a miserable evening. After I had everything planned so well! That creep, Jack ruined it for us."
"Maybe he did," said Gretchen. "But you couldn't even get us to the restaurant on time."
Jack Grierson speaks German, she thought. He has a nice accent.

* * * * *

Gretchen called Jack's office the next Monday, late in the afternoon. He had had a stressful day full of high-pressure meetings, and he was mentally exhausted. He was thinking of going to his gym for a hard boxing workout with the heavy bag when his desk phone rang. He saw the caller ID was from Brewster Bailey Hamilton LLC. He picked it up.
"This is Gretchen Elise Lovewell."
"Well, you certainly love well, Gretchen Elise," said Jack, sitting back down in his swivel chair.
"You're the CEO of the Foncault Group, a conglomerate with sales of over twenty billion," she said. "Your father-in-law Reginald St. James is the Chairman." (See my story, The Jack Grierson Chronicles -- Casey on Literotica.com).
"Yes," he said.
"You're married to Carmen St. James Grierson, you have two children, Martin and Kelly." (See my series, Her Fiancé's Father on Literotica.com.)
"Yes," he repeated.
"You married well, Jack Grierson," she said. "No college degree, just three years in army special forces."
"All of this is public knowledge, Gretchen."
"I looked you up in the ExecuComp database. It your salary and stock options are both zero and you have no stock in your name. I looked up the Foncault Group. Your father-in-law owns forty percent of the outstanding stock, your wife Carmen owns eleven percent. You own nothing, your net worth is zero."
She paused, but Jack did not respond.
"Yet you were named one of the ten most effective CEOs by Fortune magazine four times! I mentioned your name to the junior partners here at Brewster Bailey Hamilton. One of them said you are a business genius. He said that as Foncault CEO, you took the group from five billion to twenty billion."
Jack still did not respond.
"Then I asked one of our senior partners, Chip Bailey. He has a strong opinion about you, Grierson. He called you a low-life from the gutter. The SEC filings for the Foncault Group list your father as Sergeant Henry Grierson of the US Army. But -- and this is interesting, I've never seen this before in an SEC filing -- it lists your mother as 'unknown'."
"Chip Bailey is right," said Jack, his voice rough. "I am a low-life from the gutter. You seem to have spent a lot of time researching me. Why do you care?"
"Is it surprising that I should want to know everything about the man that fucked my brains out?"
"Well, you've got it all now," he said.
"Where's your father now?"
"He's dead. He was killed in action."
"Who was your mother? Where is she?"
"Just some whore my father slept with," Jack shouted, his anger boiling through. "My father raised me. I grew up on army bases. That's all there is to it."
"How do you manage it? You drive a fancy Jaguar, you have credit cards, you live well."
"It's a company car. I have a company expense account. It's quite generous. I live with my wife and children in her mansion."
"Why no salary, no stock, no possessions in your name?"
"It was my father-in-law's condition for the marriage." (See my story Miranda Kim, on Literotica.com.)
"Does your wife know about all your women? You're very often in the gossip sheets."
"Carmen and I have always had an understanding."
"When will we meet again?" she asked.
"Do you want me to fuck you again?"
"No, I don't," she said. "But don't let that stop you."

* * * * *

Three weeks later, Jack's phone rang early in the morning before his first meeting, and he cursed. He was in his office with his massive erection stuffed in the mouth of his lovely executive assistant, Farah Hojjat. He held her steady with a hand in her silky raven hair and his cockhead at the base of her throat. Her lips formed a tight seal around his shaft that was coated with her lipstick.
"Keeping sucking, Farah," he said.
Her nose was running and her eyes were watering, but he read "OK" in her expression.
"Jack Grierson," he said, picking up the phone.
"It's Gretchen Elise Lovewell."
"Ah, meine Liebe gut," said Jack. (My love well.)
He switched the phone on speaker and put both his hands in Farah's hair, beginning to fuck her mouth.
"Ich bin schwanger. Und es gehört dir." (I'm pregnant. And it's yours.)
"How do you know?"
The sound of Farah's sucking and breathing rose as Jack quickened his pace.
"Richard always uses a condom, he doesn't want another baby right now. And you've fucked me many times in the last three weeks. And each time you've forced an enormous load into me. You're like a wild animal."
Jack was rocking back and forth hard now, choking Farah with each thrust. Her hands were on his wrists, her nails biting into his skin.
"OOHHMFFF!! OOMMFFFF!!" Farah's labored breathing was too loud to conceal now, and Gretchen heard it clearly.
"Are you fucking a woman now, Jack?" she asked, her voice incredulous.
"No," huffed Jack, giving up on trying to keep his voice normal. "Not real sex."
"Not real sex?"
"I've got my cock in her mouth, Gretchen," Jack wheezed.
"She sounds like she's choking," said Gretchen.
"It's not her first time with me."
"You're a pig, Jack Grierson," said Gretchen.
"I know I'm a horrible person," Jack panted. "But, keep our baby. Please ...."
"Of course, I will," she said. "It's mine."
"I'll pay for all expenses, don't worry."
"UUHHMFFGG!! UUMMFFFFGGG!!" Farah's choked gasps were getting louder and louder.
"The woman sucking your cock sounds like she is drowning," said Gretchen. "I don't need your money."
"She's ... she's used to it," gasped Jack. "Does that mean you don't want to see me again?"
"I don't," she said. "But will that stop you?"
"No!" he cried.
"MMFFGGHH!! MMMFFFGGGHHH!!" Farah's face was turning a bright shade of red, purple dots were showing in her cheeks and her eyes showed the beginning of panic.
"Don't hang up, Jack Grierson," said Gretchen. "I want to hear you cum, schweinehund." (Pig dog.)
Jack groaned and let himself go. He forced the first spurt down Farah's throat. She gurgled as she swallowed the massive flow. Then he withdrew and sprayed the next two on her face and breasts.
Farah sat back on her haunches, his semen dribbling out of the corner of her mouth, slowly sliding down from the tops of her breasts into her cleavage and soaking her bra, shiny globules sparkling in her hair like pearls. The force of his first ejaculation had been so strong that there was semen leaking out of her nose.
"Are you going to fuck her now, Grierson?" Gretchen's voice drifted out of the speakerphone.
"Damn you, Jack," said Farah, unfastening her wet bra. Then she raised her voice so that it would be picked up clearly by the speakerphone. "Jack's going to fuck you this evening, Gretchen. Not me."
"How do you know?" asked Gretchen.
"I know Jack," said Farah. (See my story Miranda Kim, on Literotica.com)
"I'll always fight you, Grierson," said Gretchen.
"Why?" he asked.
"You like women who fight you. That's why you want me. And when you force me, you make me crazy."

* * * * *

Seven weeks after Jack fucked Gretchen at Cinque, he arrived at reception of her law firm Brewster Bailey Hamilton LLP. It occupied several of the high floors of one of the downtown towers and its premises were lavishly appointed as befitted one of largest law firms in town. The receptionist was a perfectly made up and turned out platinum blonde who looked at Jack with a bored expression as he walked up. When he identified himself at the front desk, she consulting the computer screen in front of her.
"Your appointment with Mr. Bailey is at four o'clock, Mr. Grierson," she said. "It's only three now. Would you like to wait an hour or come back?"
"I came early in purpose, A," replied Jack. "I'd like to have a chat with one of your associates, Ms. Gretchen Lovewell."
"I'll see if she's in," said the receptionist, picking up her desk phone.
"Don't bother," said Jack. "I'll just go and knock on her door. If she's not in, I'll come back at four."
"It's not our policy ..." began the receptionist doubtfully, but Jack turned on a winning smile. He was dressed in a very expensive suit with an Italian designer tie, and he was sure the receptionist had an eye for these things. "Well, I guess there's no harm. Her office is on the outer ring, number 5764."
"Thank you," said Jack.
He walked around the outer ring, following the numbers till he found her office door. It was made of dark wood and there was a metal plate screwed on it with her name on it -- 'Gretchen Elise Lovewell'. He knocked and heard her voice from inside calling, "Come in." He opened the door, entered and shut it behind him. The office was small, but well appointed.
She wore a white chiffon blouse with a high professional collar with a colorful Hermes scarf tied loosely but stylishly around her neck. There was a crimson silk ribbon in her dark red hair and a pearl choker necklace around her throat. Her business suit was dark gray with a tight knee length skirt, though her suit jacket was hanging on a peg behind her door. Jack could see tantalizing contours of her blue silk bra with black lace trim through the translucence of her blouse. He guessed it was the same bra she had worn when he fucked her the first time.
"What are you doing here, Grierson?" she asked sharply. "I'm at work!"
"I know," said Jack. "Aren't you excited to see me?"
"No, of course not!" she snapped. "You force me to fuck not once, but twice, and then ignore me for weeks! I've called you, left you messages, texted you, risked my marriage for you. You presumptuous bastard!"
"I've been busy," said Jack, pulling a chair and sitting down in front of her desk. "How are you feeling, Gretchen?"
"Sick," she said. "Nauseous most of the day. It's been seven weeks since you fucked me at Cinque. I think you got me pregnant right there, the very first time we had sex."
"Probably," said Jack, smiling. "That was good sex. And your husband was just through the window. That made it more exciting."
"Du bist ein Schweinehund, Grierson," said Gretchen, relapsing into her native German. (You are a pig-dog, Grierson.) "You make me do the vilest things. The very next week after fucking me at Cinque, you came into my house in the middle of the night. You took me out of my husband's arms and fucked me in the guest room."
"You didn't wake him," said Jack, grinning.
"He wouldn't have known what to do, poor liebling," retorted Gretchen. "I really hate you."
"But you like me to fuck you."
"Mein Gott, Grierson!" she exclaimed. (My God, Grierson!) "I know you're bad for me, but you're like a drug, like heroin, like crack. You've got me addicted. Each time you fucked me, I told myself, never again, never again. I promise myself, I make resolutions, but then the cavewoman in my takes over and throw my responsibilities and my pride to the winds. I call or text begging to see you. You humiliate me."
"The cavewoman is the real you, Gretchen," said Jack. "Strong, exciting, quintessentially female. Don't deny her, don't be ashamed of her. She's you."
"You make me do sordid things! That's not the real me, I'll never accept that."
"How can having orgasms be sordid? Just thinking about that time in your guest room, I'm getting hard again."
"You're disgusting!"
"Give me your panties," said Jack, leaning forward.
"What?"
"I said, give me your panties."
"I can't do that! I'm at work! I have a meeting with one of the senior partners, Chip Bailey, in less than an hour."
"I can take them off you if you want, Gretchen."
"I'll scream!"
"Just give them to me. There are getting wet anyway."
"No, they're not!"
"You're lying, Gretchen."
"How dare you talk to me like that!"
"I can make your blue silk bra through your chiffon blouse,' said Jack. "It's the one you wore when I fucked you at Cinque the first time, isn't it? The panties you're wearing match it, don't they?"
"Yes," she said, her voice very low. "Why do you want them?"
"To smell you, Gretchen, that's all."
"I don't believe you, Grierson. You always want more. When you broke into our house and came into our bedroom, you whispered in my ear that you just wanted a kiss. Come to guest room and give me one kiss, you said!" Jack had the grace to look a bit abashed, and she went on. "Then on the guest room bed, you forced your face into my pussy."
"Kissing your nether lips," said Jack, trying keep a serious face.
"Putting your tongue in my pussy is not kissing, Grierson!"
"Depends on how you define kissing, doesn't it?"
"Then you didn't stop, did you?" she demanded.
"Well, you were the one who was crying out, don't stop, don't stop, I'm cumming!"
"I did cum. So hard! You can make me act like a wild woman with just your tongue and your fingers!"
"See?" Jack smiled. "It's all good."
"Mein Gott! The next thing I knew, you used my scarf to tie my wrists to the headboard of the guest room bed. And just as I asked you what the hell you were doing, you were on me! Your tongue was in my mouth and you pushed your gigantic cock into my pussy."
"You were very wet, Gretchen."
"You fucked me like a jackhammer. You made me cum so many times, I can hardly remember. You kept me tied up all night. And woke me three more times during the night to fuck me again."



She clenched her pussy lips unconsciously at the memory and the tension showed on her face. She'd felt heat in her belly as soon as he walked in the door, and it had slowly descended into her loins. Now she could feel it acutely.
"Only twice more in the night, Gretchen. The third time was at dawn."
"And it all started with asking for 'just one kiss'! You left me tied in the guest room. Your semen was in my pussy and all over me, even in my hair! You wanted my husband Richard to find me like that! Thoroughly fucked with your jizz all over me."
"But you got out, didn't you? I didn't use a particularly difficult knot to tie you down."
"It wasn't that easy!"
"I had confidence in you," he said, his tone mollifying.
She could see he was undressing her with his eyes. And she could no longer deny the wetness in her pussy. He was right, her panties had been damp. Talking about their nightlong sexual marathon made it worse. Her sexual fluids leaked out of her, making her panties truly wet.
She met Jack's eyes for a long moment, but finally looked away out of the big picture window. Then she slowly raised her buttocks off her chair and hiked up her skirt. She pulled her panties down her long legs and took them off, careful to avoid snagging them on her stocking garters and tall high heels.
He took the wet panties, put them to his nose and inhaled deeply. When they were not on her body, her panties were such a small scrap of silk and lace! But they contained so much of her sexual essence. As he sat there with the panties on his nose, she began to hope ... but she was not sure what she was hoping. Did she want him to leave? Or did she want him to fuck her?
"You've got my panties, Grierson," she said. "That's what you came for. Now leave. I've got to get back to work."
"I can't, Gretchen. I want you. I need you. And you want me."
"No, I don't."
He took out his phone, cued up voicemail and hit the speaker button.
"Pick up the damn phone, Grierson," she heard her own voice. "Richard's at a client meeting and I'm home. I'm waiting for you."
He stood up and came around her desk.
"You want me, Gretchen. And you want to cuckold your husband."
"No, no, no," she whispered.
Jack stood up, took off his jacket, and hung it on the back of his chair. Then he came around her desk. Gretchen stood up as he did so. He hiked her tight skirt up around her waist, revealing her black stockings with their snap-on garters. He put his hand on her bare pussy, fingers tracing her soft pubic down along her vulva. She gasped. He pushed her and she raised herself on her tiptoes, settling her buttocks on her desk. She heard his zipper and the rustle of his trousers sliding down his legs. She put her arms around his neck.
His hands settled on her hips, holding her steady. He positioned his engorged cock at her sopping entrance, the outer folds of her pussy sheathed his tip, already hinting at the wetness and warmth that lay within. His lips found hers and she opened her mouth to receive his thick tongue, a prelude to what she knew would be a much deeper invasion below.
He waited, his huge erection poised, while he took his time tasting her lipstick, inhaling her minty breath, smelling the roses in her cheeks. He knew she was impatient, and so was he, but he knew that control was the secret to great sex. That the longer he made her wait, the harder she would cum. He took his time unbuttoning her blouse, to expose her blue silk and black lace bra that he knew so well. He pushed up her bra cups ran his thumbnail over her nipples to cause them to pucker, harden, and leak milk.
When he finally finished the kiss and traced his tongue down her sensitive throat, she whispered, "Mein Gott, Grierson, don't do this to me!"
He pushed into her all at once, and she put a hand on her mouth to stifle her cry. It still came out, muffled, "MMMFFFFGGHH!!"
He gave her no time to reorient herself, but began to fuck her hard, his mount making sharp slapping sounds each time he rammed her.
"Gott im Himmel! Scheisse! Du bist eine Maschine! OOGHL!!" (God in heaven! Shit! You're a machine!)
She was already on a short fuse, and felt herself ascending very quickly. It was such a rapid boost that stars danced before her eyes.
"Don't make me! OOOHH!! Please! Oh, please! Oh, please!! Oh, please!!!"
She began to cum hard, twisting and writhing in his arms. Her pussy was warm, tight and clenched him forcefully and spasmodically. Her bucking hips and sobbing pants of "FUCK ME! FUCK ME! FUCK ME!" tore away the last vestiges of his control. Jack let himself go, and began to spurt inside her. He hadn't had sex in two days and his sacs were full, painfully so. He kept pounding her and spewing into her, with a series of coughing grunts. The warmth of his ejaculate was deep within her, but as he kept squirting, she felt her insides beginning to bulge.
"Mein Gott!" she said, an edge of panic in her voice. "You're gushing inside me like a firehose!"
Her legs scissored around his waist, and they held each other, both savoring the afterglow of their powerful orgasms. As she wound down from her high with her arms around his neck, she looked at her watch.
"Omigod, Grierson!" she cried. "Your cock is still in me, and I have a meeting with one of our senior partners, Chip Bailey, in less than ten minutes!"
"It's OK," said Jack. "I called the meeting. I asked for you to work on a brief for us, for the Foncault Group. We'll go and see Bailey together."
He pulled his shrinking cock out of her with a plop, used his handkerchief to clean himself and zipped himself up. She slid off her desk, but wobbled on her heels. He steadied her with hands on the straps of her bra.
"You have the tits of a love goddess," he said.
"A goddess who doesn't have time to go to the ladies' to clean up!" she wailed. "You flooded my insides with so much semen, it's leaking out of me! It's run down my thighs and gotten into my garters and stockings!"
"Take them off," said Jack, helpfully.
"No panties, bare legs," she muttered. "You don't care how I feel."
"I want you to be bold, fearless. A cavewoman."
She pulled down the cups of her bra and settled them on her breasts. Then she rapidly buttoned up her blouse and pulled her skirt down. She went to the mirror on her office door and ran her fingers through her hair to straighten it. Jack took her jacket on the peg on the door and held it for her to put on. Settling the tie of her scarf in place and touching her pearl choker, she turned to him.
"How do I look?"
"Like a woman who's just been fucked," said Jack, with a grin.
"Monster!" she cried.
"Dein Monster," he said with a smile. (Your monster.)
They walked down the corridor together to Charles (Chip) Bailey's corner office suite. Gretchen tried to tighten her pussy lips and walked in mincing steps. But no matter how hard she tried, she could not stop Jack's copious outpouring from slowly leaking out of her.
"Grierson," she whispered, as they approached Bailey's secretary outside his office. "Give me your handkerchief. Your semen is still oozing out of me."
He complied and she took it as the secretary opened the door to corner office and announced them.
"Good to see you, Mr. Grierson," said Bailey coming out from his desk to shake his hand. "And you too, Gretchen. Let's sit down."
He led them to a comfortable sofa set by a large picture window.
"Now what brings you to us, Mr. Grierson?" he asked.
Jack quickly and succinctly described the details of a complex merger he was undertaking. Gretchen wrote rapidly on her iPad trying to keep up with the details. She could not believe how many detailed figures and ratios Jack quoted from memory with no aids whatsoever. Whenever she had a moment, she checked what he mentioned with public data on the internet and found it all to be exactly as he said, to the last decimal place.
"We can certainly help you set up all the legal safeguards," said Bailey when Jack had finished. "And we will, of course, also advise you on all the compliance issues to make sure you don't raise any red flags with the SEC."
"Thank you," said Jack. "I assume we can depend on your discretion. We wouldn't want any leaks before we make the formal announcement."
"Of course," said Bailey. "And I understand that you wish Ms. Lovewell to work on deal. Is there any particular reason? We could assign a more senior associate for the same fee."
"Ms. Lovewell fits me very well," said Jack, with a sidelong glance at Gretchen.
She was trying desperately to look professional and interested, but failing abysmally. She had a pained expression on her face for Jack's discharge was seeping out of her steadily. It had wet her skirt and bled through the fabric to create a damp spot on the sofa cushion where she was sitting.
"Ah, she fits you well, does she?" said Bailey, giving Gretchen an arch look. "She certainly seems to have internalized your, ah, affairs."
She could smell the pungent aroma of Jack's semen, and was now sure that Bailey could too. Her face slowly turned as red as her hair.
"She's has taken my affairs deep inside her, Mr. Bailey. Very deep inside her creative processes. I am sure she will nurture them and bring forth new life."
"I am pleased that the two of you already have such a ... productive ... relationship, Mr. Grierson. Ms. Lovewell, I applaud you for your service. You will find that the firm will not be ungrateful."
"Mr. Grierson," said Gretchen. "There's a copy of the Wall Street Journal on the on the side table by you. Would you be so good as to hand it to me? There is an article that I believe is very relevant to your case."
Jack reached over and handed her the paper. Gretchen made a show of looking inside it, while Jack and Bailey discussed the law firm's fees. Then they rose and shook hands again. As Gretchen rose, she dropped a section of the paper on the sofa where she had been sitting, covering the damp spot. Then she followed Jack out, repeating her mincing steps as she tried to tighten her pussy lips again.
They made their way back to Gretchen's office again. She opened the door and told him to wait while she went to the ladies' room. She locked herself in a stall and tried to clean herself out as best she could, before returning to her office. She found Jack standing by her picture window, looking out at the surrounding skyscrapers.
"Nice view you have here," he said when he saw her.
She sat down at her desk and opened her laptop.
"Thank you for including me in your deal, Grierson," she said. "It's a huge advancement for my career to work on such a big deal."
"You'll get a big bonus too, I'll make sure of it."
"Why do you always make money for others?" she asked. "Even when you make nothing for yourself?"
"I fucked you, Gretchen. You deserve to get something out of it."
"So that's all I am to you? Your whore? You fuck me, you pay me? I don't need your money. I do well here at law firm, and my husband Richard's business is very successful."
"You can make anything sound sleazy, Gretchen. Even marriage."
"You're the one who's making it sound sleazy. Why can't you just accept that you're being nice?"
"Because I'm not nice, Gretchen. What Chip Bailey told you the other day is true. I'm a low-life from the gutter."
"Really? A low-life? An army officer's son?"
"Not an officer. A sergeant. Just a grunt. Who got himself killed in a meaningless war."
"Your father died fighting for his country. So men like Chip Bailey can live like kings in safety and security. You served too, Grierson. You were wounded in action. A hero."
"I was just a footslogger who stopped a bullet."
"I've been doing research on you, John Henry Beaumont Grierson."
"Where did you find that name?" Jack's tone was sharp. "I never use it. It's not on any corporate documents."
"It's on your passport, isn't it? And on your Swiss birth certificate."
"How do you know all this?"
"I had lunch with Farah Hojjat a few times."
"You met Farah?" Jack sounded incredulous. He was so shocked that he put his hand on the picture window to steady himself and Gretchen was pleased with the effect of her statement. "You mustn't believe what she says about me. She's a bit of a romantic."
"She didn't sound romantic to me. I think she's a hardheaded, professional businesswoman, really intelligent, and totally grounded. She loves you, but she's not a fool about it."
Jack went to one of the chairs in front of her desk and sat down heavily. He covered his face with his hands. His voice came through his hands.
"What did Farah tell you?"
"She told me your name. And she told me where it comes from -- who your mother is."
"I have no mother," said Jack, his voice flat.
"Lady Amanda de Waynflete-Beaumont, the daughter of Lord de Waynflete, the 12th Earl of Beaumont. She's now married to the Duke of Airor. Your mother is a duchess, your grandfather is an earl. You were born to her in Swiss clinic."
"She never wanted me. She gave me to my father as a newborn and I've never met her since then. I've never met any of her fucking family either and have no desire to ever do so. The Beaumonts pretend I don't exist. I often wish she'd had an abortion, it would have been better for everyone."
"Don't talk like that, Jack." He looked up at her use of his first name. "Farah says you have this deep sadness in you. She says you sometimes get into depressions that last for days and drink yourself into oblivion."
"You mustn't believe everything that Farah tells you."
"She showed me some emails from your father-in-law, Reginald St. James. He really hates you. He sounds like a mean sonofabitch, and he wants you dead. And she told me about all your enemies -- the Arab terrorists, the South American drug cartels. You must be more careful, Jack. Farah is so worried about you." Gretchen paused for a moment before going on, softly. "So am I."
"Sooner or later, someone will kill me," said Jack. "No point in worrying about it."
Gretchen got up, came around her desk, and put her arms around his shoulders. She kissed the top of his head.
"Poor Jack," she whispered. "You've been hurt so deeply. A mother's love is one of nature's certainties, but she denied you. How could she do that to her own child?"
"Don't kid yourself, Gretchen," he said. "I don't care about anyone but myself. To me, you're just a good fuck."
She straddled his lap, unbuttoned her blouse, and pulled down the cups of her blue silk bra. She offered him one of her bright red nipples that puckered up on exposure to the air. He hesitated, but then took it into his mouth, his tongue teasing her small aureole. She let out a small gasp as he suckled and her rich mother's milk began to flow into his mouth.
"Come to mama, Jack," Gretchen murmured, kissing the top of his head again. "Keep trying to convince me that you're nasty and repulsive. The next time you fuck me, Farah wants to join us."
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He forces her in a truck stop, breeds her, then discovers who she is.
This a Jack Grierson story, following on from the chapters of Her Fiancé's Father, the Jack Grierson Chronicles, and especially Scarlett's Wedding.
* * * * *
Amber Callahan swiveled her hips as she rode him, her hands gripping his heavily muscled shoulders. She worked her pussy lips as hard as she could to generate some friction. He was groaning and crying out, "It's good, babe! It's really good!" He reached up and cupped her small, firm breasts through her tank top and thin bra, fingers tweaking her thick, long nipples through the layers of fabric. He was so inept that he hurt her, and she slapped his hands away. They were both covered with sweat, but even though she was working hard the pleasure was totally one-sided. A BGSC, she thought in disgust. Big guy, small cock.
He was a waiter at the diner she'd stopped at and had come on to her strong. He was very young and looked wholesome in a way that boys have when they're almost men. He had the upper body of a football player, definitely over eighteen, so he wasn't jailbait. Normally he wouldn't have tempted her, but she'd been on the road for eight straight hours and was so horny she wasn't thinking straight. What the hell, she thought. He's about twenty, he can probably get it up three times in an hour. He was done with his shift by the time she'd finished eating and they'd kissed in the dark parking lot. She'd walked him over to the motel on the other side of the lot and used some of her precious cash to get a room.
Now she ground her clit on his mount as she tried to get herself off, but it was no use. She needed more cock inside her, and he had nothing more to offer. She could see the tension in his face -- he was trying mightily to hold back.
"You ready to cum, babe?" he gasped. "You've got me in overdrive!"
"Just cum," she said, her voice flat.
As soon as he began to shudder, she rolled off him and let him spurt his load on himself. She went to the bathroom, took a quick shower, and came back into the room in her bra and tank top. She put on her panties and ruefully patted her pussy as she snugged them in place. She slid on her leather skirt and zipped it up. Then she sat on the armchair and pulled on her ankle boots. He lay in the bed, watching her. His cock up again like a flagpole.
"Let's do it again," he said. "Let me take off your clothes this time. I'll have a shower too, if you like."
"I've got to go," she said.
"You sure you don't want to fuck some more? We could go all night."
"Nah, I'm behind schedule already. I've got to make it to Reno by the day after. But the room's paid for. You can stay here tonight if you like."
"I hate to make a lady pay," he said. "If you stay the night, I can get you a free breakfast at the diner. It's the least I can do."
The thought of another bout of frustration with him made her cringe. He's not bad looking, he must have fucked a lot of girls, she thought. How can he still know nothing about getting a girl off?
"Take care," she said as she hefted her leather backpack.
"You want my email? We could get together again the next time you roll through here."
She went out and shut the door behind her without answering.
"Waste!" she muttered under her breath as she thought of the hard-earned dollars she'd spent on the motel room.
She walked across the parking lot to her rig and climbed in.
* * * * *
It was late afternoon on gray, crisp, fall day. Jack was at a Love's truck stop on Interstate 80 just over the Utah line in Nevada, en route to visit the site of a company he was thinking of buying for the Foncault Group. As he worked the spigot on the machine to pour his coffee, he saw the woman enter.
She was small, no more than five foot three, athletic, and pretty. Her hair and eyes were both dark brown, her body was wiry and strong, and her face was finely chiseled with a cute upturned nose. Her breasts were small and firm, but her nipples were disproportionate -- they made prominent bumps in her tank top through her bra. But what really arrested his attention was her attire. She wore a Peterbilt hat, a fleece lined leather jacket, a well-worn knee length leather skirt, and ankle boots. There was leather choker around her throat, and she hefted a small leather backpack on her shoulder. She walked with a rolling gait that emphasized her lean hips and firm buttocks.
He guessed she drove a big rig, and his guess was confirmed as she went straight through the convenience store area to the trucker's lounge. Jack paid for his coffee and followed her in there. She'd gotten a free coffee from the professional driver's counter and was talking to the shower attendant. She got her shower number and returned to a couch. She took off her jacket and threw it on the couch with her backpack before sitting down. Jack ambled in and sat on the couch with her, separated by her jacket and backpack. He sipped his coffee and looked at her out of the corner of his eye. Her slender musculature looked even better close up and her small breasts more pleasing. Jack could just about make out the outlines of her thin bra under the tank top and part of a tattoo behind her left shoulder. She wore a leather wristlet that matched her choker.
She sipped her coffee, looking bored.
"Where you headed?" he asked.
"You shouldn't be here," she replied. "This lounge is for truckers."
"I know, but guests are allowed, right?"
"Whose guest are you?"
"Yours," said Jack with a smile, "For now."
She turned to look at him and felt a tug of sexual desire. She liked what she saw -- a good-looking fortysomething man, powerfully built, with salt and pepper hair and a boyish smile lightened by bright eyes. He wore a polo shirt, slacks and loafers.
"Well, pleased to meet you, guest," she said, with a laugh. "I'm Diane."
"Jack," he said, extending his hand.
She shook it -- her fingers were long and her grip was firm. She looked him in the eye in a very mannish manner. He guessed it was cultivated from her work in her male dominated line of work. She looked at the tattoo on his forearm.
"You Special Forces?"
"Used to be. How do you know?"
"I hang out with vets back home. Some of them have tattoos just like that. Where did you serve?"
"All over," said Jack vaguely. "You drive a Peterbilt?"
"Yeah. Best rig I've ever driven. She's all mine, just paid her off six months ago."
"Congratulations."
"Thanks."
"Shower eleven is ready!" The announcement came over the speakers. She reached into her leather backpack and pulled out a slip of paper.
"That's me," she said. "'Bye, Jack."
She walked into the corridor marked "showers" and pushed through the swing door. As soon as she went through, Jack rose and followed her, moving very fast but making no sound. No one noticed him going in through the swing door. Once in, he saw the door marked '11' was just closing. He strode forward, put his shoulder against it and pushed hard. She pushed back, but she was no match for his weight and strength. In a moment, he was in. He pushed the door shut behind him and locked it.
"What the fuck --!" she cried.
Jack pushed her back against the wall and put his left hand on her throat. His right hand went up her skirt and found her crotch. He kneaded her mound and she heard a ripping sound and felt her panties torn off her.
"You asshole --!"
Her voice was cut off as he covered her lips with his. His tongue pushed into her mouth and he sank two fingers into her pussy. He worked them hard, like a piston, giving her half a dozen quick stabs.
"Mmmphphff! MMMPHHFF!!" she expostulated, even as her tongue fought his.
She was already a bit moist and rapidly grew wet as her hips began to rotate with his fingers. Horny bitch, thought Jack, as he brought his thumb on to her clit and manipulated it adeptly.
"UMMMPHPHFFF!! UMMMPHPHFFF!!" Her lower body began to writhe as she came, very hard. She was so wet now that her sexual secretions dripped on to the floor. Her saliva smeared Jack's lips and cheeks.
She sagged against him and he held her up with one arm. He undid his pants with the other and stepped out of them. He pulled her tank top over her head and uncovered her black bandeau bra. He pulled the cups down, exposing her small, firm breasts. Her unusually long nipples were bright red and stood out proudly on small red aureoles. He kissed them one after the other and sucked on each. He used his teeth to give her nipples gentle bites while spearing them with his tongue. The stimulation caused them to harden and thicken even more. It was a bit ticklish, but a surprisingly pleasurable sensation.
"My God!" she breathed. "My nipples are very sensitive ... how did you know --"
He hiked her leather skirt up around her waist and put a hand on each firm, round buttock. He lifted her with her back against the wall. She gripped his haunches with her thighs and put her arms around his neck. Jack settled her thick pussy lips on his cockhead and pushed in just a little. He broke off the kiss and traced a pattern along her cheek to her ear with his tongue.
"You're a horny bitch," he whispered.
"I am now," she whispered back. "Just fuck me, asshole. Give me what I want."
Jack thrust and dropped her at the same time. Her weight drove his thickness into her all at once. Her pussy so tight that she stripped back his foreskin with ease. The fleshly sensation of his bared cockhead gripped so taut caused him to groan deep in his throat.
"Fuck!" she sputtered, her thighs threshing as she held on to him. She couldn't believe how deeply she could feel Jack moving inside her. "It's...too big ... I can't ..."
"You're tight," Jack said, his voice low. "My cock feels like it's in a soft clamp."
Amber was no stranger to quick, wanton sexual romps. She was an attractive woman -- whenever she felt the urge, it was easy for her to find a man to fuck her. Her sex on the road was anonymous, purely physical, from quick half hour slam-bangs to one-night stands, never longer. She didn't keep score, but in six years she reckoned she'd had over a hundred men. But no one had been this deep in her before.
His mouth found hers again and he thrust his thick tongue deep into her mouth and began to fuck her hard at the same time. She began mewing into his mouth and began to cum again, but he didn't stop fucking her.
The high was so intense that couldn't tell if she was mounting to a second orgasm or if the first one was just continuing. All she knew was that her pussy continued to spasm. With each one, the thick lips of her vulva gripped his shaft with vice like intensity.
She twisted her torso against his hard chest, her thick nipples indenting themselves into his skin. Their bodies grew slippery with sweat and they slid against each other as he continued to rut, pounding her like a jackhammer. She finally ran out of energy and just flopped against him like a rag doll saying, "I can't ... I can't ... Omigod .... OMIGOD!! Just take me now!"
"Come on, come on," he whispered. "Just a bit more. You can do it ... you can do it!"
She regrouped, tensed her thighs and gripped him tight again. She rotated her hips and screwed her pussy around his cock. He felt her swollen clit on his mount. Her renewed thrashing finally pushed him over the edge, and he began to cum. She felt him erupting deep inside her like a geyser. With a last series of full-bodied thrusts, he pumped gout after gout of thick, musky semen into her. The smell of their sex was intense and it pervaded the shower room.
They slowly sank down on the wooden bench, arms around one another other, spent for the moment.
"I'm going to need a shower too," Jack murmured.
"We'll go into together," she whispered back. "But I need some time to get my breath back. You're a fucking animal."
* * * * *
She got into the shower still wearing her leather choker and leather wristlet. Jack stripped and followed. Her wet body under the hot water rapidly rekindled his arousal. He put his arms around her from behind, covering her small breasts with his palms, running his stubby fingernails on her sensitive nipples. She felt his erection on her buttocks.
"Fuck! You're hard again? What are you, sixteen?"



She turned around, squatted in front of him, and put both her hands around his huge organ. The shower drummed on the tile floor, making a steady backdrop of sound. The hot water cascaded off him on to her -- it created a sensual atmosphere, heightening her arousal. As she jacked his manhood, it grew before her unbelieving eyes.
"You're hung like a horse!" she whispered. "I've never had anyone this big!"
She put her lips around his glans, the tip of her tongue on his meatus. She was pleased to hear him grunt. He put his hands in her wet hair and pushed more of his organ into her mouth. From experience, she arched her neck to line up her throat. He pushed harder and she felt his cockhead at the base of her throat. She breathed in through her nose and fought the gag reflex. He began to fuck her throat, pushing a bit more into her each time. Her eyes began to water, and her nose began to run. Her saliva ran freely, lubricating his cock. He could hear her struggled breathing over the sound of the shower. She managed to take almost two thirds of his enormous length. She steadied herself with one hand on his hip and the other down between her legs, working her clit.
"Keep going, keep going," he breathed. "Good girl, you're a good cocksucker."
The choking sensation was acute, and she was surprised that it excited her. She felt another orgasm coming on. It was not as intense, but she wriggled her bottom as she came. Jack saw it and disengaged, slowly pulling his engorged member out of her mouth.
He raised her to her feet and turned her around facing the tiled shower wall. One of his hands slid upward, gripping her leather choker. The other slid downward, his fingers manipulating her clit and drawing renewed gasps from her. He arched her back toward him, settling his cockhead at her anus.
"Oh no," she said. "Not in there. Not with that monster. You'll tear me apart."
"You've never been fucked in the ass?"
"Of course, I have. But not with a horse cock like yours."
"Just relax. Even anal virgins enjoy me after the first few minutes."
"No, no --"
He pushed hard, at just the right angle with just the right amount of force. Her ass was tighter than her pussy, so she stripped back his foreskin with ease. His uncovered glans entered her, bigger and wider than any she had experienced.
"OH FUCK!" she cried. "SWEET BABY JESUS!"
He kept up a steady pressure, entering her an inch at a time. The pain was sharp, and she began to panic. Her breathing grew faster and faster, till she was on the verge of hyperventilating.
"Shhh!" he murmured, his hand caressing the swell of her belly. "Shhh! Calm down. Breathe slower, slower. Easy now, easy."
She reacted to his voice, her breathing slowed, and her panic abated. The pain remained severe, especially as he continued to invade her, penetrating deeper and deeper into her ass.
"It hurts, you bastard!"
"Shhh ... shhh ..."
He was finally all in her and rested, his cock throbbing in her like a big rig diesel engine. He began to fuck her slowly and gently, his fingers manipulating her clit again. She began to be roused again, her sexual juices and sweat mixed in with the water to lubricate her ass. The pain receded so subtly that she couldn't exactly tell when the pain transitioned to pleasure. He sensed her stimulation and began to fuck her harder, driving her upward with the combination of his cock in her ass and his fingers in her pussy. Her lower body gyrated and twisted, further increasing the friction as he hammered her with his cock.
"Ah ... ahhh! ... AAHHH! ... I'm cumming! I'm cumming!"
Then she slowed and stopped, still breathing hard. In the afterglow of this latest orgasm, it gradually dawned on her that he was still deep inside her. And still hard.
"What are you?" she panted. "A machine? A robot?"
"Just testosterone," he mumbled.
He slowly withdrew. He felt his foreskin slide back to cover his shaft was he backed out of her tight ass. For a moment, she felt hollow, a vacuum, before her rectal muscles asserted themselves.
He moved his cockhead to her vulva lips. She tried to think of his name, but it was driven from her mind.
"Listen guy, I'm can't --" she began.
"Yes, you can."
"We only have the shower for an hour ..."
"I'll fuck you again, then soap you."
He thrust his cock into her pussy with one powerful thrust.
"JESUS CHRIST!!" she cried, at the shock of being impaled.
He waited, fully embedded in her. He felt her warmth, her wetness, her velvety tight clinch on his member. He felt the rapid expansion and constriction of her throat -- she was still breathing hard. He reveled in the hard swells of her buttocks against him, the sight of her straight spine, her flawless back muscles with the perfect tattoo of a compass on her left shoulder blade.
She felt his thickness on of walls of her pussy, felt his cockhead deep inside her, pushing up against her cervix. He was so big that the pressure was intense. She felt his heartbeat pulsing in his cockhead, slow and heavy. It reverberated up her insides through her cervical mucus. His gentle fingering of her clit kept her arousal rising, rising.
Holding her by her leather choker, he began to fuck her. He quickly worked up a tempo and his mount began to slap against her rump, the sound accentuated by the splashing of running water. The tug of the leather choker on her windpipe made her labor even harder to breathe and her panting gasps grew more plaintive. The partial asphyxiation was a novel sensation, but it amplified her arousal. She began to cum again.
"OMIGOD! What are you doing to me? FUCK! AAAHH!! AAAAHHH!!"
She rotated her buttocks faster and faster till she finally hit her apex. Her contractions radiated out from her very womb clenching his organ spasmodically. Jack exploded with her frenzied writhing, arching his back as he pounded her while ejaculating. There was less semen than the last time -- he was only human, after all -- but he still spewed good load of thick, milky jism deep inside her.
His arms slid off her body. She felt boneless. Without his support, she slid down the shower's tiled wall till she lay curled up on the floor. Jack managed to lower himself to the shower floor and curled up behind her. He put an arm under her head, cushioning it from the tiled floor. The shower continued run, drenching them with hot water. The drumming of the warm water was soothing to Amber. She was so tired and sated that she felt drowsy.
She was brought out of her torpor by Jack leaning over her and saying, "We have the shower for an hour, you said." He gave her a hand and pulled her to her feet.
"I've never been so thoroughly fucked," she murmured, as he began to soap her and then shampoo her hair. "You're a fucking freak of nature."
"You're a strong fuck," he said. "I'm exhausted, too. I can get us a hotel, if you like."
"I've got to be in Reno by morning to get my on-time bonus."
"You're going to drive a big rig all night?"
"A couple of Red Bulls and I'll be fine. This isn't my first rodeo." She paused. "Though this has got to be the wildest ride I've ever had."
"Bulls and rodeos," said Jack, smiling as she washed the soap and shampoo off. "You a cowgirl?"
"I grew up riding horses," she said. Then she laughed. "But the last couple years my rides have had two legs, not four."



She stepped out through the shower curtain. Jack used her body wash and shampoo, then rinsed off. By the time he stepped out of the shower, she had finished drying herself with the truck stop towel and was snapping on her bra. She pulled on her tank top, then her leather skirt. She picked up her ripped panties.
"You owe me a pair of panties," she said.
"I like how you smell," he said taking the ripped panties from her and putting them to his nose. "I'll keep these and buy you a new thong."
"Don't bother. I have to get on the road." She opened the shower room door and looked back over her shoulder. "You'll have to use my wet towel. They only give you one towel with each shower."
"It's fine. We've shared bodily fluids. And as I said, I like how you smell." He patted her rump. "You're going out without panties? Commando?"
"I have extra panties in my rig, Mr. Smartass."
"Another thong, I hope."
She walked out and shut the door behind her.
Jack used the wet towel and dressed quickly. He put his wallet and keys in his pockets. Then he saw a leather purse on the counter by the sink. He picked it up and opened it. There was a fair bit of cash, several credit cards, gas coupons, receipts, and a commercial driver's license.
He took out the license and saw her picture -- she looked pretty even on anonymous background of the licensing center. He read her name -- Amber Callahan, not Diane. He didn't blame her, there was no point giving her real name to a strange man. He read her description: hair -- brown, eyes -- brown, height -- 5' 3", weight -- 108 pounds. Her date of birth made her twenty-six. Her address was in suburban Orange Country, outside LA. Then he put it away and walked out of the shower, out of the truck stop building, and headed toward the truck parking area.
Trucks were heading out in a steady progression. He tried to look into the cabs of as they passed, but it was dark and they were high off the ground. He gave up after ten minutes or so.
He walked back to his rented Mercedes. In the car, he took a picture of her driver's license before putting it back in her purse and dropping it on the passenger seat. Then he drove out on to the highway, heading west.
* * * * *
Jack called his black ops company as he drove. It was picked up by Jo Ellen Taggart, one of the analysts. She was Southern girl, a lean, rangy, former marine, striking rather than pretty, and tough as nails. She regularly broke the "no sex with clients" rule with Jack and had a soft spot for him.
"What's up, honeybunch?" she asked in her rounded Georgia drawl.
"Wish I was with you," Jack said.
"Liar. Tell me about the babe you're with right now."
"I'm alone in a rental car, I swear."
"What's on your mind?"
"I have a driver's license. Can you get me the cell phone number and any other details you can find? Send it all to my secure phone."
"Send me a picture of the license."
"I just did."
"Oh, here it is, just popped up. Amber Callahan. Cute gal. You fucked her yet?"
"Yes."
"Any good?"
"Smokin'. Almost as good as you."
"Lying again, Jack? It's gettin' to be a habit with you, I see." He could hear her fingers tapping on her keyboard. "She must be a hot number if you want to go another round with her. Well, I've uploaded her cell into your online address book, you can call her any time you want. I'll have all the other data in your cloud account before tomorrow morning."
"Thanks, Jo Ellen. You're a doll."
"Take care of yourself, Jack."
"I'll try."
"Kutuesov has upped the price on your head. That sort of money will bring out all sorts of scum crawling out of the woodwork. We can't ID them all, many don't fit the standard hitman profile. Do you trust this Amber? It would be real easy to put a bullet between your eyes when you're sleeping."
"I fucked her. I don't plan to sleep with her."
"Stay alive, Jack. There are still things I want to do with you."
"That's a strong incentive, Jo Ellen. What about your boyfriend?"
"He's sweet, but he can't fuck me like you do. If he asks me to marry him, I'll tell him about us. Till that time, he can love me, and you can fuck me."
* * * * *
Jack called Amber as soon as he hung up with Jo Ellen. It rang and rang before going to voicemail. "This is Amber," came her voice, metallic on the answering system. "Leave a message."
"Amber, this is Jack. I have your purse. Call me back."
She called him back within five minutes.
"Fuck!" she said. "I can't believe I forgot my purse. I should have put it back in my backpack after I paid for the shower."
"Where are you now?"
"Just a couple miles from Elko."
"Give me a moment."
Jack had synced his phone with the Mercedes dash screen. He did a quick search as he drove and made an online booking.
"Amber, you still there?"
"Yes."
"I've booked a suite at the Best Western in Winnemucca, I've copied you on it. I'll meet you there."
"I can't stop, Jack! I've got to get to Reno before morning or it's going to cost me two hundred dollars."
"You need your purse."
"Well, okay. I'll meet you there in Winnemucca. I should be there in two hours. Just to get my purse and leave."
Jack accelerated and pushed the Mercedes. Each time he passed a big rig, he wondered if it was her.
He pulled into the Best Western, checked in and took his small carry-on up to the suite. He didn't have to wait long. There was a knock on the door just ten minutes later. He opened the door and they stood looking at each other for a moment.
"You must have driven fast," he said. "I was doing over ninety all the way here."
"I always drive fast," she said. "The faster I drive, the more I make." She hesitated. "I never expected to see you again."
"I'm sure you didn't. But come in for a moment. Now that I know your name isn't Diane.'
She laughed, but acquiesced and came in. He handed the purse to her. She was about to put it in her backpack, when he said, "Don't you want to make sure I haven't stolen your stuff? There was a fair bit of cash in there."
She looked at him, trying to read the look on his face. Then she took her purse out of the backpack. She took out the cash and counted it.
"There's four hundred dollars more than I had here."
"I wonder how that happened," said Jack. "Are you sure you know how much you had?"
"I'm careful with my money, mister. I know how much I have to the last penny."
"Well, even the best of us makes mistakes. But now that you have more than you thought, you won't miss that on-time bonus as much."
"You put that money in here, didn't you? I don't want it. I don't fuck for money. I'm not a whore."
"Don't make it tawdry," said Jack. "You've got more money than you thought you had, why don't we leave it at that? You're not far from Reno now, you can spend a few hours in bed and still make it there by morning."
She stood still and kept him waiting for a long moment. Finally, she put her backpack down.
"Okay. A couple hours. But then I've got to get back on the road. I always make it on time, I won't be late. It's not just money, it's my reputation."
"Come on," said Jack, putting his arms around her. "Let me hold you in bed for a while."
After a moment, she put her arms around him. He pulled her tank top over her head, then unzipped her leather skirt and it dropped to the plush carpet around her feet. She kicked off her ankle boots. He picked her up and carried her to the suite's king size bed in her bra and panties.
"I'm still a bit sore, Jack," she whispered. "My pussy, and especially my ass. Do you really want to fuck me again right now?"
"Not right now," he said, as he pulled back the covers and lay her on the bed. He got in after her and pulled the covers up around both of them. He held her diminutive form in his powerful arms.
"I am a bit tired," she whispered. "Those Red Bulls are wearing off. But I can feel you against me."
"I can be ready whenever you want," he said.
"I don't know if I can sleep. All I can think about is how hard I came with you in me. So many times, that I lost count."
But just a few minutes later, she was asleep. In repose, the years fell away -- she looked like a teenager, even younger. Jack kissed her forehead and then her eyelids before closing his eyes.
* * * * *
Two hours later, Jack woke. He swiveled his head to look around the bedroom, unsure of what had woken him. He lay inert and listened, but there was no sound except for the highway buzz filtering in through the closed windows. Jo Ellen has got me on edge, he thought. No one is going to find me here. It wasn't on any plan or itinerary.
But now that he was awake, he felt the immediacy of Amber's nearly naked body, tight against his. His organ responded as it always did, and his hardon grew rampant. Her back was to him, so he reached around her and pulled down the cups of her bandeau bra. He gently massaged her sensitive nipples between thumb and forefinger. They responded in a miniature mimicking of his member, growing stiff, thick, and more prominent. Their redness looked jet black in the moonlight streaming in through the light curtains, and her skin looked silvery.
He traced one hand down to her crotch and gently began stroking her vulva, round and around, brushing against her clit with each circuit. She moaned in her sleep, low and long. He felt her growing moist and took a moment to lick her sexual juices off his fingers. Then he gently, ever so carefully, eased her panties off. Once he got them on her thighs, he stripped them off with subtle efficiency.
He began to work on her bare clit now, with gentle touches that grew just a bit quicker. She moaned again.
"It feels so good," she murmured. "Don't stop, don't stop."
Her voice was far away, for she was still asleep. Jack adjusted his position behind her and used his hand to line up his engorged manhood between her buttocks, the cockhead poised at her moist, thick vulva lips. Then he pushed his entire length into her all at once.
"OMIGOD!" she cried, shocked out of sleep. "JESUS GOD!"
Jack stayed in fully embedded in her, savoring the tight, warm compression of her pussy.
"God, Jack, you could have given me some warning!"
"Tell me you didn't like it."
"Mmmmh."
He moved very gently, rocking back and forth, just an inch in and out. With the slow tempo and limited thrusting, her tight pussy created suction around his cock. It made a pleasing susurrating sound. She sighed softly as he pressured her cervix with each unhurried thrust.
"This feels wonderful, Jack," she whispered. "Are you same man that fucked me like a caveman a couple hours ago?"
He didn't speed up but kept going at the same pace. His hands found her small, firm breasts and teased her nipples again.
"God, Jack, turn around, I want to see you," she said.
"Twist your torso, I can still kiss you."
When she did so, her serpentine form was even more alluring. He kissed her and tugged on her leather choker. Her breathing grew labored, as she felt the mild suffocation again. Her hands grasped his wrists tightly and her body began to tense. Then, unfolding in slow motion, she began to cum. It was an orgasm unlike any she had had before. Her contractions were wringing, but each built up gradually, coming out from deep inside her, advancing along her pussy walls till they reached her vulva that squeezed the base of his shaft. Each sent a powerful impulse of pleasure to her brain, and she cried out, "Yes! YES! YES!! OMIGOD, YES!!"
He came equally sedately. She felt him gushing deep inside her like a firehose, forcing a stream of thick, musky semen into her recesses.
They lay together, still conjoined with his organ deep inside her as they wound down from their highs. The serenity made them lethargic. She felt his cock finally begin to deflate. As he lost his erection, he slid out of her pussy, slippery with their admixed sexual secretions. She felt his semen slowly seeping out of her on to the bedsheet. It was thick, viscous, sticky, and had a strong, pungent smell. It was intensely masculine, and it made her want him to fuck her again.



Her eye fell on the bedside clock.
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" she shrieked. "It's nearly three! I should have been on the road by now!"
She rolled out of bed pulling her bra up over her breasts and hurriedly pulled on her tank top. She found her panties and slid them over her hips, unmindful of the semen dribbling out of her pussy. She zipped up her skirt, stepped into her ankle boots, and picked up her backpack. Throwing her leather jacket over her arm, she headed for the door.
Meanwhile, Jack got out of bed and pulled on his pants.
"Aren't you going to say goodbye?" he said to her back.
She went out the door without replying or even turning her head. The door shut behind her and she was gone.
* * * * *
Amber cruised in the left lane, pushing the rig to its limit. The needle hovered just below ninety miles an hour. The roar of the big engine was music to her ears. Jack's semen continued ooze out of her pussy. Her panties were soaked now, her thighs were slippery with the sticky, gluey gel-like jism, and it wet her driver's seat. The smell of sex kept her aroused, and she had to fight the urge to pull over and masturbate.
But she made it to Reno by first light. She got her on-time bonus. Then she locked herself in her truck sleeper. She hiked up her skirt, took off her soaked panties, and worked her fingers fast and furiously on her pussy. Thinking about Jack, she came almost immediately, letting out small screams. She didn't stop and came again. And again.
* * * * *
Jack hooked his computer to the hotel internet first thing in the morning as he was sipping his coffee. The fall sun was just rising, and it promised to be a lovely day. There was a new folder in his cloud folder entitled simply "Amber Callahan". He opened it.
There was an enormous amount of information there -- everything about Amber that was in the public record from her birth certificate onward, as well as photos drawn from social media and other public sites. He scrolled the documents quickly.
At first, he was surprised, for the coincidence was extraordinary. But as he looked through more and more documents and photos it became more obvious. Amber had two sisters -- an older sister named Violet and a younger sister named Scarlett. There were several pictures of the Callahan sisters together. In several of them, Violet and Scarlett were in their flight attendants' uniforms. There could be no doubt. Jack had already fucked and impregnated both of Amber's sisters (see my story, Scarlett's Wedding). It must be fate, he thought. He wondered when they would find out.
* * * * *
Three weeks later, Amber was on a short run to San Diego. She pulled into a truck stop for lunch, even though the thought of food made her sick. She had been feeling nauseous for days, throwing up frequently. Now her sensitive nipples were swollen and sore. She walked into the driver's lounge and saw Matt, a fellow driver that she'd had sex with a few months earlier.
"Amber!" he called out to her, looking hopeful.
She waved back without enthusiasm and walked straight into the ladies without saying anything to him. She threw up and leaned over the sink weakly. It's impossible, she thought. It can't be. I'm on the pill. It must be something I ate, maybe food poisoning.
Nonetheless, when she came out, she went to the truck stop convenience store and bought a kit. She took it back to the ladies, peed in a dixie cup, and dipped the test stick in it. She waited the requisite five minutes and took it out. The reading was unambiguous. There were two clear pink lines on it.
She sat on the lid and did some furious mental arithmetic. She was normally so regular with her pill. But after her frustrating experience with that BGSC waiter, she'd forgotten. And the next day she'd met Jack just before she was scheduled to take it. Nearly 48 hours without birth control. It must have been enough for her to ovulate. She thought of all the semen he'd forced into her. So deep into her.
She walked slowly back to her rig, ignoring Matt's cheery, "Hi!" as she passed him. She climbed into the cab and pulled out her phone. She scrolled back on the call log to three weeks previously and tapped Jack's number. He picked up almost immediately.
"I'm pregnant," she said emotionlessly. "It's yours."
"You don't sound happy about it."
"I'm not. I've got an eight-year-old at home. How the hell am I going to keep driving with a baby?"
"I'll take care of it," he said, his voice quiet. She heard the kindness and warmth he infused into it.
"How?"
"I'll pay for a health insurance policy that lets you take a couple months off. After that, I'll pay for a live-in nanny."
"I live in a one-bedroom house, Jack. My kid sleeps in a corner of the living room. I've no room for a nanny."
"You only need her to stay in while you're on the road. Other times she can just come by for the day."
"You make it sound easy."
"Everything is easy with money."
"I feel like a whore, Jack. You're paying me for sex."
"I'm just paying what any father should. It's my baby too."
"Yes," she said, somewhat mollified. "It is."
"Have you told anyone about it?"
"I just found out myself. You're the first one I called."
"Thank you, I appreciate that."
"You want to know something really funny? I have two sisters, and they're both pregnant. Now I'm pregnant, too."
"When are they due?"
"Scarlett's due in about two months, she's my kid sister. Violet's due in three months, she's two years older than me." She paused. "But at least they're both married. I'm carrying your baby and I don't even know your last name."
"It's Grierson. Jack Grierson."
She put her hand on her mouth and took a sharp intake of breath.
"No! It can't be!"
"What can't be?"
"The man who got both my sisters pregnant -- his name is Jack Grierson."
"I impregnated your sisters, Amber. But I swear, our meeting was a coincidence. I had no idea who you were till later."
"You expect me to believe that?"
"I can't prove it to you. But when we met, I was en route to visit a company that I bought for our group. It's in Winnemucca. I texted you the article in the local paper that documents my visit and my meeting with the mayor. Before we met, I didn't even know you existed. Neither Scarlett nor Violet ever mentioned you."
"They're embarrassed of me," Amber said with a trace of bitterness. "They're so superior with their accountant husbands and their big houses in suburbs."
"Well, they're both good in bed," said Jack. "But you're better."
"That's something, I guess."
"I want to see you again, Amber."
"You've got my number, Jack."
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The photos are all selfies. I used a timer and a mirror for some of them. It is my own hand in the groping pic.
*
I met Trevor, my husband, after work a Grand Central. Trevor was a banker and normally worked late. I usually left the ad agency where I worked much earlier and took the five fifteen train to get home in time to make dinner -- like a dutiful wife. But this summer Friday, Trevor was taking the early train with me. He'd made reservations at a rustic inn and we were going to dine and spend the night there together. It was just after five and the platform was packed with commuters as well as travelers leaving the city for the weekend. Trevor and I were crushed together. I tried to make conversation, but he was engrossed listening to a podcast through his headphones.
The train came in and we scrambled aboard with hundreds of others. There were no seats and we stood in the middle of the car. In the push of the crowd, I was separated from Trevor -- he was only about a yard away, but there were two men between us. More and more people crowded into the car till I was squashed in the mass of bodies. My personal space was invaded from all directions. Well, we're all in the same boat, I thought, resignedly. Fortunately, I am not claustrophobic.
Both Trevor and I are tall, so we could see each other. I thought of the romantic night ahead with my husband and felt a warmth between my legs. I let it take hold, for I had a slow fuse. Trevor was not a stellar bedmate and when we made love, I always needed my fantasies to cum. I usually fantasized about the black janitor who cleaned our floor at the ad agency. He was enormous, built like a tank, with massive muscles and a bull neck. He had a set of even white teeth and elaborate tattoos on his powerful, coffee-colored arms. I thought of him now and luxuriated in a private erotic dream. The press of humanity around me faded into my subconscious. The warmth between my legs grew.
* * * * *
The work environment at the agency was relaxed. However, I was an account executive and often had to meet clients, so I always dressed very professionally -- though I did wear a belly button ring! I was wearing a gray business suit with a short jacket and knee length pleated skirt, white chiffon translucent blouse, and a choker pearl necklace.
In preparation for my night of passion with my husband, I had spent an hour that morning, trying on combinations of lingerie to make myself look sexy. I began with black stockings, a black garter belt with straps and a sweet little yellow bow.






Next, I tried on black self-supporting stockings and a cute violet thong that had a pretty bow on the rear triangle.




I finally settled on grayish stockings that had a black pattern, tie-on ribbon garters, and a simple black silk thong.




I matched the silk thong with a black demi-bra. It was constructed of see-through lace mesh with a silk underbody and straps. It showed quite clearly through my translucent chiffon blouse. There were tiny black silk bows on the rear triangle of my thong and on the bridge of my bra.




I wore dangly silver earrings because Trevor loved to feel the metal against his cock when I took him in my mouth. He always wanted to start sex with a blowjob -- and invariably came very soon. Then I to wait almost half an hour before he could get it up again. I usually had to suck on him to get him hard again. I fantasized about the black janitor to keep my excitement up.
* * * * *
I clutched my big purse with one hand and my laptop bag hung on my other shoulder. I reached and grabbed the overhead strap just as the train moved forward with a sharp jerk. Everyone in the car lurched. I fell against one of the men between me and Trevor.
With both my hands occupied, I could not stop myself. My jacket was splayed open with my clutching hand above my head on the strap. My firm breasts pressed against the stranger's hard, well-muscled chest. I did not look up to see his face. The train jerked several times again, and I was thrown against the man repeatedly.
My earlier fantasies had me in precariously sensual state. The repetitive intimacy of my breasts squeezed against the man's hard chest prompted my nipples to harden. With my right hand high above head to hold the strap, my breasts were pushed up. My swollen right nipple escaped from the low top of my demi bra and pressed against him through my wispy chiffon blouse. My nipple grew even harder and my face reddened.
"Sorry, sorry," I muttered, turning away so that my face was away from him. I could see Trevor out of the corner of my eye. He was still engrossed with listening to his podcast, but I kept looking at him till I caught his eye. He smiled at me vacantly.
"That's okay," I heard a whisper in my ear. It was a very masculine voice. "You have lovely breasts."
I ignored him and concentrated on NOT looking toward him, trying to preserve anonymity. Then I felt a hand on my buttock. I hoped it was an accidental touch, much like my unintended squashing of my breasts against him. But it rapidly became clear that this was premeditated. He groped my firm, round derriere aggressively. There was nothing between his probing hand and my pert behind but my skirt.
His fingers explored, found the panty lines of my thong, and began to trace them, up and down. I twisted my body to try and break the contact, but there was nowhere for me to move. I tried desperately to get Trevor's attention, and finally got him to meet my eyes. But he just smiled benignly and continued listening to his podcast.
The train was an express and I knew it was a good half an hour till the first stop -- where Trevor and I would get off. I resigned myself to being felt up for the remainder of the journey. I hoped he would get bored and find something else to occupy him.
He seemed to realize that I was relaxing, and his other hand joined in. He had one hand on each of my buttocks, massaging without pretense. The crush of the crowd was so tight that his hands were out of everyone's sight. The two of us were the only ones who knew what he was doing to me. My fantasies about the black muscle-bound janitor began to invade my thoughts again. The warmth between my legs was rising dangerously.
I didn't know what was worse -- that I was begin groped by a stranger on a commuter train on my way to a romantic sexual tryst with my husband. Or that I was beginning to be excited by it. I knew I had to stop myself right now. I had always had a fairly easy time controlling my sex drive, so I was not unduly worried.
"Please stop," I whispered over my shoulder.
"Why?" he murmured.
There was something attractive about his voice -- gravelly, commanding, and yet rather gentle.
"I'm a married woman," I whispered back. "My husband is just a few feet away. He can see me."
"Lucky man."
"I'm lucky he married me," I whispered. "He's a good man."
"I can sense your sexual strain," he whispered. "But your husband is oblivious. He seems more interested in listening to what's playing in his headphones."
"We're going on a romantic getaway," I blurted, my voice rising a bit above a whisper. "He'll pay attention to me there."
I couldn't believe I was talking to this stranger who was still running his hands over my lower body. As we were whispering, his hands found their way around me to rub the front of my upper thighs. They traced my ribbon garters through my pleated skirt and approached dangerously close to my crotch. Then, to my horror, I felt his erection behind me against my buttocks. At first, I thought it was something he had in his pockets. But then I felt his heat through the thin layers of cloth and knew it was all him. Even through our clothing, it was obvious that he was huge.
"No!" I whispered urgently.
His hands that had been moving so slowly, so sedately, and building up voluptuous tension, now moved very suddenly. His fingers found the hem of my skirt and hiked it up to my waist. One hand found the triangle of my thong and his fingers forcefully probed my thick pussy lips. His thumb found my clit. The silk of my thong offered scant protection -- it was already damp.



His fingers and thumb worked me. I could not believe how quickly I became wet and soaked my thong.
"No, no, no," I whispered. There was an undercurrent panic in my tone. I did not want to draw attention to cause a scene.
But in spite of my words, my hips began to undulate, pushing into his hand rather than away from it.
"You want me, Ryder," he whispered.
"How do you know my name?" I asked in shock, striving to keep my voice low.
"Your business card is in the address tag on your computer bag. Ryder Fox."
"Shit," I whispered.
"You're certainly a fox, Ryder."
His hand continued to stimulate me, and my breath began to grow short. Fortunately, the thundering of the commuter train on the rails and the whistling sound of the wind through the vents offered a great deal of covering noise.
Then his other hand began to unbutton my blouse. With one hand on the strap to hold me upright in the swaying train, my other hand holding my large purse, I was helpless.
"Please, please," I whispered. "Don't do this to me. I've never cheated on Trevor."
"You want it Ryder."
He was right behind me now, and I felt his organ against the bare skin of my rump. It was fleshy and HUGE -- somehow he had contrived to release it from his pants.
His chin was on my shoulder, his breath was in my ear. He kissed my ear, tongue darting in. No one had ever done that to me before -- it was incredibly carnal.
"Please don't," I begged.
My words no longer had any meaning, for my actions contradicted them. My hips were moving synchronously with his hand. I was so wet that I felt my sexual juices running down my inner thighs. I was dimly aware that he had allowed my skirt to drop down and conceal his hand on my pussy.
He pulled insistently on the waistband of my thong till it slid down and pooled around my ankles. With adeptness I could barely discern, he reached down and got me to step out of them. When he straightened, two of his fingers sank into my bare wet pussy, and his thumb manipulated my swollen clit. His other hand caught me by the throat just above my pearl choker.
He knew my body better than I did myself. I began to cum and would have cried out. However, at exactly the right moment, his other hand closed on my mouth, stifling me. My orgasmic cries were smothered and all that came out were low mews.
"I love your bra," he whispered, as I sagged against him. "Suits your breasts perfectly."
I became aware that his hand had left my pussy. I felt him moving his tumescent organ and then felt his bulbous cockhead at my wet pussy lips.
"You can't be serious --" I whispered.
"Just rock with the train, Ryder."
Sure enough, with the next lurch of the train, I was thrown against him and his cockhead sank into me.
"You're tight, Ryder," he whispered. "You've stripped back my foreskin."
"You're huge!" I whispered back. "You're splitting me in half!"
"Just ride, Ryder. Let the train push me into you."
Sure enough, as the train rocked back and forth, he was pushed into me, in inch at a time. His cock invaded my intimate depths that no one had touched before.
"So deep," I whispered. "You're in so deep!"
"Just a bit more," he whispered back.
One more rock of the train and I was fully impaled on him. My mouth was slightly open, and I was breathing through it, sucking in great gulps of air. He did not move, but just stood there, allowing the train to rock me back and forth. It created a steady rhythm. With alternating lurches of the train, his cock was pulled out of me a couple inches, then rammed fully into me, my buttocks tight against him. He was fucking me relentlessly by standing completely still.
Trevor finally finished his podcast, pulled out his headphones, and waved to me. I hastily put my purse over my chest to cover my unbuttoned blouse. The stranger's hand was kneading my breasts through my demi bra. My nipples had both escaped from the bra and he was tweaking them.
"Looking forward to tonight?" Trevor said. He spoke loudly to be heard over the train.
The stranger's other hand descended to my pussy and his fingers found my clit again. With his huge manhood deep inside me, fucking me with metronomic timing, I was already much closer to the edge than I thought. His stimulation of my swollen clit was all it took. I began to cum again, my hips began to rotate, and my contractions began to clasp the stranger's organ spasmodically.
""Yes, yes," I replied, loudly. "Omigod, yes! YES! YES!!"
The stranger grunted, low in my ear, and came with me. I felt the warmth of his ejaculate in my innermost recesses. He gushed inside me like a firehose through two more rocks of the train.
"I glad that you're so excited about our little getaway," Trevor said, still loud. He was smiling.
"I'm very excited," I gasped. "I can feel it deep inside me."
"I'm glad!" said Trevor.
I felt a sheen of sweat on my brow. The stranger was still deep inside me, still hard, though I could feel him deflating. He slid out of me with a gentle plop. My pleated skirt fell into place. Still shielded by my large purse, the stranger buttoned up my blouse.
The train began to slow. The stranger pushed through the crush of humanity, helping me toward the door.
"I don't have my panties," I whispered.
"I'll keep them," whispered the stranger, propelling me forward. "To remind me of you, Ryder Fox."
"No one's ever fucked me like that," I whispered, as we got closer to the door.
"Do you want me to fuck you again?" he whispered.
"No," I said.
But I allowed the next lurch of the train to press me against him. I twisted my torso so that my still swollen nipples rubbed on his shirt front. He held me for an instant, a hand tight on the swell of my belly. A finger slid through the seams of my blouse to touch my belly button ring. Then he pushed me forward, so I was flush against Trevor, who was already at the door.
Trevor got off the train first and I got off right after him. I looked back over my shoulder at the stranger. He was very tall and athletic. He had dark pepper and salt hair, and bright blue eyes. He looked in his forties. He was one of the most handsome men I had ever seen. He gave me a small wave. I nodded back imperceptibly. As I followed Trevor down the platform toward to parking garage, I felt the stranger's thick, warm semen began to leak out of my pussy and slowly course down my upper thighs like treacle.
"Trevor," I said. "I have to go to the ladies' room. I'll meet you at the car."
"I'll drive around and pick you up at in front of the station," Trevor said.
I went into the ladies' room and locked myself in a stall. I cleaned myself up the best I could with the toilet paper. But his semen was so sticky, and smelled so strong and musky, that I could not get all the traces off me. It had already stained my pink ribbon garters and the tops of my stockings.
I left the ladies' room, feeling quite daring as the breeze swirled my skirt around my bare pussy. Trevor was waiting for in front of the station in our car as his promised. I got in and he drove off. As I feared, Trevor smelled the lingering traces of my sex it in the car.
"It smells rather ... " he began.
"I'm embarrassed to admit I was fantasizing about you in the train, Trevor," I said. "I got a bit too excited."
"I can't wait to get to the inn," he said, with a roguish grin. "Let's have a quickie before dinner."
But then he talked nonstop about his work all the way. I put my seat back and closed my eyes, saying "yes, dear" at the appropriate intervals.
The sex with Trevor was short even by the standards of a quickie. Through our rapid coupling and later all through dinner, all I could think of was being fucked by a nameless stranger on the train to the best orgasms of my life.
* * * * *
A few weeks later I awoke sick and nauseous. I threw up and retched in the toilet, my breasts ached, and my nipples felt tender. Trevor had already left for work. I went to work and somehow managed to get through the day. On my way home, I stopped by a pharmacy and picked up a test kit. Then I went to the dry cleaner's and picked up our laundry.
"A business card in you suit," said the Korean lady who ran the dry-cleaning store. "You want?"
"Yes," I said, and she handed it to me after hanging our laundry on the rack.
"Which suit was it in?" I asked.
"This one," she touched the gray suit with the pleated skirt.
I stuck the card in my jacket pocket without looking at it and drove home. I did the test and it confirmed what I knew in my heart -- I was pregnant. I pulled the card out of my jacket pocket and read it -- "John C. Grierson Jr., CEO, Foncault Group" together with an office address and phone numbers.
I picked my phone and called his cell phone. He answered on the first ring.
"Jack Grierson." His voice was unmistakable.
"It's Ryder Fox," I said.
"It's good to hear from you, Ryder."
"You knocked me up."
"I didn't know anyone talked like that anymore."
"It's not a joke, asshole!" I shouted. "I'm pregnant!"
"You're a married woman. Your husband fucks you. Regularly, I hope."
"Trevor always uses a condom."
"Condoms leak."
"Are you trying to wriggle out of this?"
"Of course not," he said. "We'll do a paternity test, and I'm fairly sure it will confirm that I am the father. All I'm saying is there's no need to damage your marriage over this."
"I can't believe this!" I cried. "I've been impregnated by a stranger on a train! I didn't even see your face while you were fucking me! And my husband was just a few feet away!"
"That's what made it so exciting, Ryder."
"It's like a bad dream."
"You came, though," he said. "Very hard. More than once. I felt you."
"You've got a big cock," I said. "And you know how to use it. No one's stretched me like that before. Or been in me so deep."
"You've got a tight, warm pussy. Just thinking of you is getting me hard again."



This prompted me to ruck up my skirt and feel my panties. Sure enough, there was line of damp over my pussy.
"I'm a bit ... a bit ... you know ... damp," I whispered. "Omigod! I can't believe you're doing this to me. On the phone!"
"I want to fuck you again, Ryder. Do you want me to?"
"I told you on the train! No. A thousand times, no!"
"Alright. Goodbye then."
"Wait!" I cried. "Wait! I'm going to be the mother of your child. Are you going to just walk away?"
"Trevor will be a good father, won't he?"
"He'll be shocked, but he'll do it. He did want children, just not so soon."
"How old are you, Ryder?"
"Twenty-four."
"You'll be a good mother. I'll pay whatever is necessary."
"I don't want your money. We can afford it."
"What do you want, Ryder?"
"I want you to want this baby, too."
"I do. I'll make arrangements to see it. Discreetly."
"Don't you want to see me, too?"
"You told me that you didn't want to."
"Can't you see me without fucking me?"
"No. You're too tempting."
I let a silence develop. I could hear him breathing, so I knew he hadn't hung up.
"Okay," I said.
"Okay, what?"
"Okay, you can fuck me again. Do you want to meet in a hotel?"
"No, that would be too boring. It's the risk that makes it exciting."
"What do you want, Jack?"
"Next Friday," he said. "That same train. I hope Trevor is with you. This time I want you to suck my cock."
"You're hung like a horse! You'll choke me!"
"Trust me, it'll be exciting," he said.
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I was a First Team All-American swimmer in high school, went to college on a swim team scholarship, and graduated with a degree in Actuarial Science at twenty-one. I got a job with a major re-insurance company doing catastrophic risk assessment. That's where I met Kenny. He was a senior analyst eight years older than me, and just a tad shorter, but funny and easy to talk to. He pursued me assiduously and after a few weeks of dating, I had sex with him at his place.
He was modestly endowed, came too soon, and couldn't make me cum. But he was fun out of bed, so I kept seeing him. After a few months, he asked me to marry him and I said yes. We were married in the spring six months after our first date.
He immediately started looking for houses in the suburbs. In the early summer, we bought a big McMansion in a new development. It was at the limits of what we could afford. It had five bedrooms, three and a half baths, a jacuzzi in the master suite, granite countertops, a three-car garage, and was on a two-acre lot. I was twenty-two and couldn't quite believe that this palatial place was home -- it was more luxury than I had ever had in my life before.
* * * * *
I wasn't sure that we were ready to have a pool party yet, but Kenny insisted. We had just gotten our landscaping done, and half of the houses in the development were not yet occupied. Even most houses that had been occupied still had work being done. We were one of the first to have the work on our property completed.
"It's the first Memorial Day weekend in our new house," said Kenny. "And the first for this new development. This is a sure way that everyone will remember us."
Kenny went all out and bought enough hamburger meat, hotdogs, and beer for a small army.
"You just stand around and look pretty, Amy," Kenny said. "I'll handle the grill and folks can help themselves to beer and soda from the coolers."
I took him at his word and wore my pink bikini. It had thong briefs with cute hip-ties and I liked the way it displayed my hard butt. It featured a bandeau bra. I tied on a matching pink silk choker ribbon and set the bow on the side with the ends trailing down my back. I debated putting on my rubber pool shoes. Kenny didn't like them as they had three-inch platform heels that made me six feet tall and exacerbated our height disparity. I decided to put them on anyway and came downstairs with my sunglasses in my hair.
Kenny was by the grill on the pool-side patio, a metal spatula in his hand, tending to a big batch of burgers and hotdogs. The guests had begun arriving and he was chatting with them.
"Looking great, babe!" he called out, but I saw the look of irritation that passed over his face as he took in my high-heel pool shoes. "Come over and meet some of our neighbors."
I flipped my sunglasses down over my eyes and walked over. I was conscious that several of the men were eyeing my body furtively, trying to avoid their wives and girlfriends. Kenny introduced me and I said my 'hi's' and welcomed everyone.
More guests arrived: soon there was a crowd and the buzz of conversation grew loud. Several couples came with children and they were the first into the pool. Some parents followed them in.
"Don't worry," I said to the group of the mothers I was chatting with. "I'm a certified lifeguard. I'll keep an eye on the kids in the pool."
They were grateful, but as I expected, they continued to monitor their kids carefully.
* * * * *
I noticed him as soon as he came around the house on to poolside. He wore European-style small, tight swim trunks that outlined his manhood and an unbuttoned Hawaiian shirt. He was tall and powerfully built, but with the rangy physique of an endurance athlete. His bare chest was muscled and his abs were perfectly defined. He had dark hair and piercing blue eyes that seemed to be amused at what he saw.
He was good-looking, but that was not what arrested my eye. Even as he walked, he exuded an animal-like virility, as though he was on the prowl for sex. He walked up to Kenny and handed him a bottle of wine. Kenny waved to me, and I excused myself from the group of mothers that I was talking to.
He stared at me so directly as I walked up that I colored. Kenny noticed as well, but I could see that he was at a loss as to what to do.
"I'm Jack Grierson," he said, putting out his hand before Kenny could introduce him.
"Amy McAdams," I said, shaking his hand.
"Well named," he said. "You look like Amy Adams, the actress. You're much younger and taller, though. How tall are you?"
"Five foot nine," I said, surprised. The color stayed in my cheeks as his eyes traveled over my small, athletic breasts, the swell of my belly, lingered on my crotch before tracking my long legs, and returning to my face. I was not sure how to respond so I asked, "How about you?"
"Six foot three," he said. He turned to Kenny. "Your wife is fucking hot. You're a lucky sonofabitch."
"Well, ..." said Kenny. He ran his hand over his forehead as he always did when he was nonplussed.
"She's a real WILF," said Jack.
"A WILF?"
"A woman I'd like to fuck."
"No need to be unfriendly ..." began Kenny.
"Unfriendly?" Jack sounded surprised. "I'm just paying your wife a compliment. And I'm complimenting you as well, appreciating your good taste in women."
"Well, ..."
Kenny was at a loss again. Jack's eyes continued to rove over my body and the heat of his stare ignited warmth in the pit of my stomach.
"It's a pool party," said Jack. "Why don't we go to the poolside, Amy?"
"Good idea," I said, thinking it was a good way to diffuse the situation. "I promised the mothers I would watch over the kids. I'm a qualified lifeguard."
"We can do that together," said Jack. "I'm a trained lifesaver, too."
Before I could say anything further, he put a hand at the small of my back and propelled me toward the poolside, away from Kenny. I looked over my shoulder to give my husband a reassuring look. He smiled weakly, but it melted away as Jack leaned toward me and put his lips by my ear.
"How tall is your husband?" he whispered.
"Five foot eight," I said. "Why do you ask?"
"You're taller than him, Amy." His hand on the small of my back moved down and he gave one of my ass cheeks a quick squeeze. "Much taller in your heels. They make your long legs look even longer. And make your hips swing. I love the way your ass cheeks move as you walk."
"I'm trying to be polite to a new neighbor, Jack," I said. "But you're trying my patience."
"Am I? Then why is your pussy getting wet?"
"It's not!"
"I can see a line of dampness on your thong."
"That's quite enough, Jack! Where's your wife?"
"She's not here yet, our house still needs work." His eyes were still on me. He moved even closer, just inches away from me, and I felt his animal magnetism more strongly. "How'd you get your hot body? You look like a swimmer. Or a diver."
"I swam varsity in college," I said, relieved to move the conversation away from sexual innuendo. "Four hundred meters medley. You?"
"Army special forces training. Lots of time in the water." I now noticed the military tattoos in his powerful forearms.
"College?"
"Left after my sophomore year to enlist. I'm just an uneducated grunt."
"Yet you've got a house in this expensive development."
"My wife's family is rich."
We got to the poolside and I concentrated on watching the screaming, splashing kids for a while. I waved to a few of the mothers that I have spoken to earlier. Soon they all gathered their kids and shepherded them to the picnic tables to get their burgers and hotdogs. The adults in the pool followed. The surface of the empty pool returned to a flat calm.
Then I glanced down at Jack and covered my mouth with my hand. He clearly outlined manhood had grown! His cock was straining against the Lycra of his brief swim trunks. He was making no attempt to conceal it.
"Really, Jack ..."
"My wife's pregnant, in her first trimester. Her morning sickness is so bad, she hasn't let me fuck her in over a month." I made to move away from him, but he put an arm around my waist. "You're so hot, just looking at you has gotten me half hard. I want to fuck you right now."
"Half hard?" I asked, stupidly.
"Touch my cock, Amy. Then you'll see me really hard."
It was so outrageous that I couldn't think of what to say and laughed weakly.
"How many feet is the pool at the deep end?" he asked.
"Twelve," I said, relieved to change the subject.
I pushed up my sunglasses into my hair.
"Let's dive in," he said, pointing. "I'll beat you to the drain cover on the bottom."
I immediately dived into the pool, still with my silk choker ribbon around my throat, my sunglasses in my hair, and my rubber pool shoes with their three-inch heels on my feet. I was dimly aware of a large form right beside me as I kicked strongly for the bottom. I stretched out and reached forward at full stretch as I would for the touchpad at the end of a race. But despite my desperate lunge, I saw his hand next to mine, touching the drain cover just a fraction of a second before me.
I kicked back upward. When I surfaced, I couldn't see him at first. But then I heard his voice, whispering in my ear from behind me.
"I won."
"I know," I said.
"I'll take my winnings now."
I felt one of his arms around my waist, his hand cupping my small left breast under the surface. His other hand found my pussy and began to knead it through my thong.
"Omigod!" I gasped. My legs were moving rhythmically as I trod water and accentuated the feel of his hand against my nether lips. "What the fuck are you doing? My husband is right there. He can see us!"
"I'm behind you, he can't see me," said Jack. "And he can't see underwater. Not from over there."
I squirmed, but he held me fast. I could not believe how quickly I was getting excited and how it sapped my will to resist. I also didn't want to let Kenny know what we were doing. Jack seemed to read my mind.
"Do you want me to stop?" he asked, his thumb running over my nipple through the thin fabric of my bikini bra.
"Yes," I panted. "I mean, no. Omigod, I don't know what I want ..."
"I want to fuck you, Amy. I want to fuck you hard. I want to make you cum. Again and again."
"Don't talk like that!"
"Why?"
"Because, ... because... you're driving me wild!"
He pulled the crotch of my panties aside and pushed two fingers into me, knuckle deep. His thumb continued to tease my nipple and now his other thumb began to tease my clit. His fingers sank deeper into me as he began to work them like little pistons.
"Jesus God!" I tried to keep my voice down, mewing rather than moaning. I really wanted to let go, to cry out, for he had already gotten me to the verge of cumming. I was more excited than I had ever been with Kenny. My husband waved to me, and I put a hand up, waving back. For some reason, the sight of Kenny while I was being roughly finger-fucked by this stranger added fuel to my excitement.
We were both treading water but he used his weight to submerge us repeatedly. Every time we went under, I blew hard, emitting a cloud of bubbles.
"Your nipples are like bullets," he whispered in my ear. "Your ass is superb -- so hard and firm. I love how it feels against me. It'll feel even better when I push my cock into you."
His fingers in my pussy began to work faster and his thumb on my clit grew rougher. I began to cum, with waves of contractions that had my hips juddering. I tried desperately to keep my voice down. My whole body tensed with the effort of choking down my cries, every muscle tightening and bunching as I tried to continue treading water while cumming so hard.
Finally, he stopped and his hands slid off my body. My contractions slowly abated and I sank into the depths of the pool, closing my eyes. I felt exhausted, boneless. I opened my eyes when my feet hit bottom and found he had sunk with me, his face inches from mine. I held his head in my hands, my fingers running through his hair as we began rising toward the surface together.
"I want to fuck you now," he whispered in my ear, as we surfaced again. He was behind me again. "To really feel your tight pussy and your buns of steel. Right here in the pool."
"Not here," I whispered back. "Follow me into the house. To our bedroom."
"I can't wait that long, Amy."
He untied one of the hip straps of my bikini panties.
"No, no," I whispered. "Not here ... "
He untied the other hip strap. I felt the fabric rub over my clit as he pulled it off. I watched with horror as it floated to the surface of the pool a moment later. Then I felt the warmth of his cockhead at my pussy lips. Kenny waved to me again, looking more cheerful -- Jack was still behind me, so he couldn't see him.
"How's the water, Amy?" he called. "Not too chlorinated, I hope? I just gave the pool a shot of granular chlorine before the party."
"No, no, it's fine ... Omigod!" My voice ended in a gasp, as I felt Jack enter me. He was huge! His cockhead, spread my pussy lips wider than they'd ever been before.
"You ok, hon?" Kenny called out.
"Fine, fine," I gasped. "Maybe the chlorine is a bit sharp."
"It's probably still dissipating," he called out. "Want a burger? I've got one with your name on it!"
"Later, later," I panted, as I expelled air from my lungs. With my reduced buoyancy, I slowly sank and my weight drove Jack's massive organ deeper into me. "Going to dive down to the filter!"
I took a deep breath as Jack pulled me below the surface. He arched his back, driving the rest of his enormous manhood into me. He was right -- what I had seen through his swim trunks was the merest precursor to his rampant organ, fully erect. No one had ever been this deep in me before. I felt like I was impaled on a hot bar of steel. The feeling of being so totally distended went to my head. He was so deep in me, I thought I could feel his cock in my throat.
I began to cum underwater, my contractions gripping his hard, unrelenting shaft. My thighs threshed spasmodically and my body twisted in his powerful arms. I cried out as I came, letting out a rush of bubbles that burbled upward toward the surface.
We kept sinking toward the bottom and Jack worked up a rhythm, fucking me steadily. I felt his balls each time he bottomed out in me and a fresh stream of bubbles issued from my mouth. He pulled down the cups of my bikini bra and kneaded my athletic breasts, tweaking the nipples roughly. They grew harder and longer than I could ever remember -- so much so that they were a bit painful.
I came again just as we touched the bottom of the pool and began to go into oxygen debt. I turned my head around, my eyes clearly indicating that I wanted to surface. I kicked hard with the rubber-heeled pool shoes on my feet but made little progress as he kept fucking me. We were rising, but ever so slowly. I felt the beginnings of panic as I tried to avoid swallowing water. I came yet again, even harder. This one was so forceful that I saw stars in front of my eyes. My whole body writhed, every muscle tensed to the breaking point.
Finally, as my contractions erratically wrung his engorged cock, he exploded, pumping gouts of warm semen into me through three thrusts. Only then, as I felt his warm jism spurt into my deepest recesses, did he join me in kicking for the surface.
We surfaced and drifted apart.
"How's the pool filter?" Kenny called out to me.
I was too zonked in the afterglow of my heady orgasms to answer. I was about to float on my back when I saw my bikini panties on the surface a few feet away and realized my pussy was bare. I grabbed them and tied them back on. Then I floated on my back, with my ears underwater, dead to the world.
Jack's head appeared in my armpit, my body screening him from Kenny.
"You're a strong fuck, Amy," he whispered.
"You bastard, you nearly drowned me!" I hissed back.
"The asphyxiation made you cum even harder," he whispered complacently. "I knew it would. Your pussy gripped my cock like a vise! And way your ass cheeks worked when you came! You milked me, sucked my seed into you."
"You're an animal! No one's been so deep in me before!"
"I want to fuck you again, Amy. Soon!" He casually caressed my breasts, his thumbnails raking my nipples, making them even stiffer. "Next time, I want to feel your hard nipples against my chest."
Then I heard Kenny calling out to me again. Jack dove under and disappeared.
"Your burger got cold, babe, but I made you a new one. Come and get it!"
I swam slowly to the pool edge and hauled myself out of the water. I pulled myself halfway out before I realized that Jack had undone my bikini bra and it was behind me in the water. I quickly lowered myself again, hoping that none of the husbands and wives at the pool edge had seen my naked breasts.
Tying on my bandeau bikini bra in the water, I got out and made my way back to Kenny by the grill. My pink silk choker was sodden, and my sunglasses were wet. I nodded to several of our guests on the way, still in too much of a daze to make conversation.
But Lauren, a young, blonde mom took me by the arm and stopped me. I'd met her a few times already as she lived next door with her husband and young son.
"Where's that hot man you were monopolizing?" she asked. "Jack Grierson?"
"I don't know," I mumbled.
"Weren't you in the pool with him?"
"No, no," I said.
"I saw you both diving underwater with each other," she insisted. "He's hot! I would have liked to join in!"
I looked at her full breasts and her rounded, taut ass.
"You wouldn't have enjoyed it," I said. "Unless you're a mermaid."
"I am part mermaid," she said, laughing. "I can give head underwater! Can you?"
It sounded like a challenge, but not one I wanted to discuss.
"Well, if you find Jack, let him know that," I said. "I'm sure he'll be most interested in your oral talents."
"He already knows," said Lauren, coyly. "You must come over and swim at our place sometime, Amy. You and Jack together."
Her innuendo in mentioning Jack rather than Kenny was obvious, but I chose to ignore it.
"Will do," I said, and moved on to join Kenny.
"Great party, Amy!" my husband said. "Everyone has been congratulating me on our house, the landscaping, our pool, my burgers. Even the beer we bought has been a hit."
"Yeah, great party," I said.
"You sound tired, babe. You okay?"
"A bit of a headache, that's all," I said. "Maybe the chlorine."
"I'm so sorry, babe! I thought with all the kids coming, I should ..."
"Not your fault, Kenny."
"Is the water cold? Your nipples are hard and poking through your bikini bra."
"Maybe a little," I said.
His mentioning my stiff, hard nipples refocused my attention on the warmth in my pussy. I felt Jack's thick, viscous semen deep in me. The smell was strong and musky, so I took a step back from Kenny, afraid he would smell it, too. I felt it begin to drain slowly downward and coalesce against the crotch of my thong. It created sticky wetness, so different from the simple dampness of the water. There was so much of it, that I knew it was only a matter of time before it began to leak out of my thong onto my inner thighs.
"I'm going in the house to change into a dry swimsuit," I said.
"Have your burger first," said Kenny. "I worked hard to make it just the way you like it -- medium-rare."
"I'll take it with me," I said.
"I'm glad you got rid of that obnoxious prick, Jack Grierson," said Kenny as I picked up the burger and put it on a plastic plate.
"Oh?" I asked.
"He dived into the pool with you, but I didn't see him after that. I guess you must have given him a piece of your mind."
"I definitely gave him what he was asking for," I said.
"That must have felt good," said Kenny, smiling. "He was making an aggressive play for you. He made you come with him to the pool."



"Yeah, he made me cum in the pool," I said. I turned to go to the house for I felt the first seepage of Jack's semen begin to leak out of my thong. I continued over my shoulder in a lower tone. "I came really hard. Again and again."
As I hoped, Kenny didn't hear exactly what I said.
"Yes, Amy," he said. "You've got to give it to Grierson just like that. Every time he tries."
"I'll give it to him, honey," I said. "I certainly will."
I went straight to our bedroom suite and stripped off my bikini in the shower. As I rinsed my soaked thong, Jack's thick, milky semen gushed out of me, streaking down my inner thighs. I could not believe how much there was, how much he'd pumped into me.
I can't get pregnant, I thought. I'm on the pill. It had worked perfectly in all my sex with Kenny. He sometimes forgot to wear a condom, but my period always came on time, like clockwork.
After my shower, I changed into a turquoise bikini and headed back out to the party. My pussy felt tender, but I knew that if Jack were out there, I would want him to fuck me again. Mercifully for my marriage, he was not.
However, Lauren was there, and she was talking to Kenny by the grill with her husband Malcolm. He waved me over as soon as I came out of the house.
"I've just been telling Lauren and Malcolm how you handled Grierson," said Kenny as soon as I came up. "How well you gave it to him."
"We had him over for drinks the other day," said Malcolm. "He was coming on to Lauren as well, right there in front of me."
"I hope you were firm with him, Lauren," I said. "He's hard to handle."
"He's a big prick," agreed Lauren. "Gigantic. Malcolm had to take a call from the office while he was there. Once he was out of the room, I could use my mouth on him. He nearly choked me with his junk, but I got him off. I couldn't swallow all that he pumped out, there was so much of it. He left before Malcolm returned."
"Lauren won't take the bullshit that guys like Grierson put out," said Malcolm with a smile. "She can be very direct, rude even. I was glad that I wasn't there to see how she handled him."
* * * * *
The guests all finally left by about eight in the evening. Kenny was very pleased with the success of his party. Even though he was pretty buzzed from all the beer he had drunk, he kept talking about every aspect, over and over. I tried to be patient and listen, but everything he said went in one ear and out the other.
All I could think of was Jack. He'd fucked my brains out right there in the pool, in front of my husband and over two dozen guests. Almost as soon as he met me, he'd transmitted carnal energy that had ignited lust that I did not even know I had. He had gotten me aroused using nothing but his eyes. He was right -- my pussy was wet with my sexual juices, my bikini thong was damp, even before I'd dived into the pool.
With his cock deep in my pussy, he stimulated the pleasure centers of my brain so intensely that it blotted out everything else. Even thinking about being impaled on his organ made my pussy twitch. As Kenny continued to talk, all I could think of was Jack fucking me in the depths of our pool -- and cumming explosively as I was asphyxiating at the bottom. I realized that my silk panties were damp.
"Let's make love, Amy," said Kenny when we got into bed.
He kissed me and his hands went over my body, stroking my pussy. But with the combination of his alcoholic buzz and his tiredness, he couldn't get it up. I went down on him, sucked on his cock as hard as I could, but he remained flaccid.
"Maybe tomorrow, love," I said to him gently. "You've had a long day."
"Okay," said Kenny, skooching over to his side of the bed.
He went out like a light as soon as his head hit the pillow. To be honest, I was a bit relieved that he couldn't fuck me. I was still a bit sore from taking Jack's colossal manhood and having Kenny fuck me so soon after would only emphasize the disparity between the two experiences.
* * * * *
The next day was Sunday. With Monday being Memorial Day, Kenny and I had bookings to go clubbing, dinner, and dancing. We were going with Lauren and Malcolm.
I had been shopping for just the right outfit for the occasion. I got a cute little mini dress, red pumps with four-inch heels, red thong panties with a matching bra, and black stockings with thigh garters. I had a slender silver waist chain that I wore inside my dress, paired with silver anklets that had little bells that tinkled as I walked.
I tried on my entire outfit in the afternoon and wanted to model it for Kenny. I wanted to mollify him beforehand about the high heels that would make me so much taller than him. I really liked how the heels made me look, but I didn't want him to sulk all evening. But he was napping on the couch in the family room, asleep in front of a baseball game.
I decided to go next door and see what Lauren thought of it. ....
TO BE CONTINUED.
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Margot was on her hands and knees on the wide bunk, naked. Her hands were braced on the transparent outer bubble of the cabin. Her green eyes were open wide as she took in the vista of the galaxy that stretched out to infinity around spacecraft Leda of the Jupiter K-57 mission. Adi traced a straight line down her backbone with his fingers, his chocolate coloring a sharp contrast against her exceedingly white skin. He gripped her firm, round buttocks with his powerful hands and rested his chin on her shoulder. His hands made a return trip up her spine and rested briefly on her perfectly muscled shoulder blades before reaching under her armpits and cupping her firm, round breasts. His fingers teased her pink nipples, causing her to take a sharp intake of breath.
"The heavens are before our eyes, and all you can think of is groping me," she teased.
"To me, your body is heaven," he said, kissing her ear.
She felt the tip of his cockhead between her legs and moved her hips so that her pussy lips brushed his tip invitingly. He gave a soft groan.
"Well, I suppose I should do what I am on the mission for," she said. "Service the sexual needs of the mission commander."
"Don't say that even as a joke," Adi said. He kneaded her breasts gently. "They wanted a mission commander with a wife in the service. I could just as well say I'm here because of you."
"I'm still your child bride -- you're twelve years older than me. You know that everyone at the Agency says I'm here because of you and not the other way around."
"I wish you wouldn't use that term. We're both adults."
"I like to say it," she said, letting her voice turn throaty. "It always makes me excited to think of the sex we had when I was an undergraduate and you were a professor. It helps me to cum."
"Well, I prefer to think of us as we are," he said, firmly. "Two mature professional partners, working together for the future of humanity."
She suddenly moved her hips back toward him, her tight pussy lips swallowing his thick cockhead. He groaned again, much louder.
"Push your cock into me, Professor Adi Jahl," she whispered. "I want it now."
"Don't talk like that."
"You know you like it."
"Give me a second," he said.
He backed his organ out of her, slid on a vibrating condom, and pushed his cockhead into her again. He was thick and long, but she was used to his size and gurgled as he gently pushed into her. His cockhead plumbed deep into her, reaching her cervical mucus. As soon as he was fully in her, the vibrator began to work, automatically and soundlessly.
"Omigod! Omigod!" she cried, as the vibrator began stimulating her clit.
"Look at the galaxy," he said, as he began to thrust into her.
"Just fuck me! Fuck me harder!"
But she knew it was not Adi's nature to be rough -- he would not ride her hard. Despite her years of coaching, he never seemed to get the hang of sexual rhythm, never learned how to last. She knew he would cum in at most six thrusts. Just as she expected, he began to judder and spewed his load into the condom.
"Just stay in me," she said, the urgency in her voice unmistakable. "Don't pull out now!"
He complied, and she corkscrewed, working her pussy lips on his softening organ. She concentrated on the stimulus of the vibrator and squeezed her pussy lips as hard as she could to preserve some friction with his cock. But it was not enough -- she could not cum.
"How was it, Margot?" he asked when she finally stopped moving beneath him.
He rubbed his body against hers, comingling their sheen of sweat.
"Great," she said.
"Sex with the whole galaxy at our feet," he said.
"Yes," she said, her voice flat. "You want the first shower?"
She wondered once again how the early astronauts had managed before the invention of space showers.
"Let's shower together."
"I want to gaze out for a few more minutes. You go -- you better get back to the command deck."
"All right," he said, rolling off the wide double bunk.
As he slid the shower door shut, she rolled over on her back and put a hand on her wet pussy lips. Her forefinger touched her clit and she gasped. She worked her fingers quickly and dexterously. While he was still in the shower, she writhed on the bunk as she came. By the time he was out, she'd composed herself and wiped herself down with a hand towel.
* * * * *
The Leda was returning from a mission that had lasted two years. It had been to K-57, a newly discovered moon of Jupiter. Instruments and robotic probes indicated that it was capable of supporting human life. Their mission had been to make absolutely certain of this before the mass evacuation of Earth could begin. Earth's bio-systems were beginning to degrade and it was well known that it was only a matter of time before it became uninhabitable. There were fears that a sudden catastrophe could strike at any time.
They were now in Earth orbit, with their home planet in their visuals.
"What do you think we're seeing down there, Hardwood?" Adi Jahl asked, looking down on Earth.
He used a formal tone as befitted the mission commander. He was a muscular giant of a man, originally from Fiji in the Pacific Ocean, with coffee-colored skin, dark eyes, and plank straight black hair. He was a mathematician but had gravitated to astrophysics as a professor at Oxford, doing several sabbaticals at the European Space Agency before switching over to become a full-time astronaut.
"Yellow clouds covering most of the planet, skipper," Kenner Hardwood replied. "It's definitely not the weather. Things look pretty fucked up."
He was the pilot, lean, lanky, and good-looking, with sandy hair and blue eyes. He had an easy athletic gait that recalled his youth growing up on a horse ranch in Montana. Before joining the space program, he had served in the Navy. He'd been one of the best carrier pilots and later an instructor at the Navy's highly selective Top Gun flight school.
"Never seen anything like it," said Saul Cohen, one of the mission specialists. "The atmosphere has heavy concentrations of sulfuric acid -- pretty poisonous. The buildup must have accelerated very suddenly. It wasn't anything like this when we left."
He was small, dark-haired, with a receding hairline. He had been one of the youngest full professors at MIT specializing in astrobiology and exochemistry before he decided to join the space program.
"It would explain why we haven't been able to get a signal from command, or anyone else on Earth," said Margot Bonnebaise, the communications officer.
She was a leggy, green-eyed redhead with a smooth, creamy complexion that recalled her French-Canadian origins. An avid runner and skier, she had the musculature of an athlete with pert behind and pleasingly rounded, but firm breasts. She looked almost too beautiful for her bio -- first-class honors in physics from Oxford and a stint with the European Space Agency before she qualified as an astronaut. Margot and Adi met at Oxford where they became a couple, joined the space program together, and married soon after.
"Lofton was very clear," said Kenner. "He was sure Earth could not be saved. I know he's a pessimist, but he's one of the best brains in the agency."
"He gave us a clear routing back to Jupiter K-57 -- slingshot around Earth," said Bianca Montez, the other mission specialist, and emergency medical tech. "He must have had this contingency in mind."
She was petite and pretty rather than beautiful, with light brown skin, dark hair, and eyes. She'd given up a possible career as a dancer to take an internship at the space agency immediately after she graduated from MIT in physiology. However, she continued her daily workouts and it showed in her firm body, small breasts, and smooth walk. Bianca and Saul had become a couple in her last semester at MIT and joined the space program within months of one another.
"Yes," said Margot. "Lofton definitely advised us to return to K-57. Based on the reports we sent him."
"We know K-57 is habitable," said Adi slowly. "It appears we have no choice but to return there. If we want to survive."
He looked around his 5-person crew, making eye contact with each one. One by one, they nodded in agreement.
* * * * *
"We're starting over on a new world, skipper," said Kenner at dinner.
"Yes," said Adi, putting an arm around Margot's waist.
"What do you mean, Hardwood?" asked Saul.
"We're going to have to populate it," said Kenner.
"One step at a time, cowboy," said Adi.
"That was part of the agency's plan," said Saul. "While they didn't think about starting a new population, this mission was to have been over two years long. They needed a crew with couples."
"Don't rub it in," growled Kenner. "You get to have sex with Bianca. Adi sleeps with Margot, while I get my rocks off just thinking about you guys."
"You knew how long the mission was when you signed up, Hardwood," said Adi.
"I didn't plan on it being the rest of my life," said Kenner. He finished his steak, carried his plate and utensils to the dishwasher, and came back with a sixpack of beer from the cold case. He handed the beers around, popped the top of his bottle, and took a deep swallow, before going on. "We're going to have to maximize genetic diversity."
"What exactly do you mean, Kenner?" asked Adi, his voice turning hard.
"Is he saying what I think he's saying?" asked Margot.
"We have to be realistic here," said Kenner. "We're pioneering a new world where we know risks at high, especially for newborns and children. We can't pin the entire hopes for the survival of our species on two breeding couples."
"I'm not a brood mare!" exclaimed Bianca.
"You'll have to be," said Kenner, his voice turning hard as well. "Whether you like it or not. The future of our species is at stake."
"Calm down, everyone," said Adi. "We've worked so well together for two years. Let's not start squabbling now."
"Look," said Kenner. "Hear me out, okay? Especially you, Adi, as commander."
"Go on," said Adi, his face set.
"We've got to face facts," said Kenner. "Women have short biological clocks. How old are you, Margot? And you, Bianca?"
"Twenty-six," said Margot, her voice tight.
"Twenty-four," said Bianca.
"If we're lucky, you could both bear children till you're forty. That gives you 14 years Margot, and 16 years for you, Bianca. At the very outside, we could only hope for 30 pregnancies -- 30 children in the next generation. And we have to make sure that there are as many non-siblings as possible to maximize the number of breeding pairs in the next generation."
"You want us both to be pregnant constantly till menopause?" asked Bianca, aghast.
"We have no choice, Bianca," said Kenner.
"Let's wait till we get to K-57," said Adi. "We can decide how we want to handle this then."
"It's going to take us over twelve months to get there, skipper," said Kenner. "Depending on the solar winds, it could take as long as fifteen months."
"I need to think about this," said Adi.
"There's no time to think, skipper," said Kenner. "Every day that passes, is one less day on their biological clocks. Time is precious."
"That's enough, Hardwood."
"What did your biometrics tell you this morning, Margot?" asked Kenner. "And you, Bianca?"
"None of your damn business," said Margot, unable to keep the color off her face.
"It's all in the ship's databanks," said Kenner. "I can pull your data up, just like you can pull up mine."
"All right, you bastard," Margot said. "I'm ovulating."
"I'm not," said Bianca. "But my last period was four weeks ago."
"You've got to start with Margot right after dinner, skipper. And Bianca, you're so close, you could easily conceive -- Saul and you better do it as well."
"Do it?" Bianca said. "Like we're animals?"
"We are animals!" said Kenner. "We fuck to survive. Genetics is just the fancy name for the outcome of fucking."
"Hardwood, you don't tell us when to --" began Margot.
"He's going to fuck you tonight, Margot," said Kenner. "Tell her, Adi."
"Nothing we wouldn't have done anyway, love," said Adi, his tone soothing.
Margot rose and left the dining cabin casting a frigid glance at Adi over her shoulder. In response, the mission commander rose and followed her with quick steps.
"Do you think they will --" began Saul.
"He's going to fuck her," said Kenner. "Go listen at the keyhole if you like."
"Is that what you're going to do, Hardwood?" Saul asked, flushing.
"I'm going to listen at your keyhole. To make sure you fuck Bianca."
"You're disgusting, Hardwood," said Bianca, standing up.
"He's going to fuck you, Bianca -- whether you want to, or not."
"Tell him to shut his mouth, Saul --" began Bianca.
"Ignore Hardwood, darling. What we do together has nothing to do with him."
Bianca rose and left quickly. Saul looked after her and then over at Kenner.
"You meant what you said about genetic diversity, didn't you?" he asked.
"Yes," said Kenner.
"You mean that the skipper's going to have to share Margot with you and me. And I'm going to have to share Bianca with you and the skipper. Six possible breeding combinations. That's the only way to create the maximum genetic diversity in the next generation."
"Yes," said Kenner. "If the skipper and Margot have a daughter and you and Bianca have a son, they're unrelated to each other and a viable breeding pair in the next generation. We can create six unrelated sub-populations."
"Yes," said Saul. "The simple arithmetic of genetics. But it makes me sick to think of you having sex with Bianca, Hardwood."
"If you guys do your job and get Margot and Bianca pregnant, you won't have to worry about me for nine months, probably longer." He gave Saul a crooked smile. "And look on the bright side. You get to fuck the gorgeous Margot Bonnebaise."
"I'm not sure the skipper is going to allow that," said Saul, as he got up to leave.
"Fuck Bianca hard, Saul!" Kenner called after him. "Fuck her like the fate of humanity depends on it. It does."
* * * * *
Margot was sitting on the bunk in the quarters they shared when Adi came in. She had her arms crossed over her breasts and did not look pleased.
"You've come here to do Hardwood's bidding?" she said, her tone belligerent. "To fuck me?"
"I wish you wouldn't talk like that, Margot."
"It's what you're going to do, isn't it?"
"We make love all the time, Margot. It's nothing to do with Hardwood. The only different thing is that I won't use a condom."
"What if I don't want to get pregnant?"
Adi walked over and looked out of the bubble at the myriad stars.
"He's crude, but we both know there's a lot of truth in what Hardwood said, Margot. We've seen our home planet with our own eyes, seen the data on its atmosphere. We're almost certainly the last humans left alive. Everyone on Earth is either dead or dying. We're going to pioneer a new world, and restart mankind. It's a huge responsibility. We have to maximize the chance that the human race will live on. We can't let personal feelings get in the way of this momentous mission."
"You're saying it's my duty to bear children. What if I refuse? Would you force me?"
"You're my wife, Margot. Of course, I wouldn't force you. I'm reasoning with you." He paused. "You and I, we've talked about this. We both want children, a family. Just because we can't choose the precise time is a small price to pay."
"What about Hardwood's talk of genetic diversity?"
"One step, one child at a time, Margot. For now, let's work together, the two of us. When we get to the future, we'll decide what to do. Why ruin today thinking about it?"
"All right," she said, resigned.
Adi unzipped his coveralls and stripped. Margot did the same and they climbed into the bunk together.
"I'd like it if you would give me oral sex," Adi said. "To get me ready, you know."
"That wouldn't be wise," Margot retorted. "Half the time you get over-excited and cum in my mouth. That's not going to get me pregnant."
She lay back and Adi took her in his arms. He kissed her and ran his hands over her body. But he remained limp.
Margot sighed, slid down, and took his member in her hands. She opened her mouth and her rosy lips closed over his cockhead. Adi grunted as she began to suck on him. He got hard very quickly, and Margot could feel him filling her mouth and expanding toward her throat. She regimented her breathing to avoid gagging on his engorged staff.
She quickly moved up and straddled him. She took his organ in her hands again and guided him toward her pussy lips. She was still dry, so she rubbed her pussy lips on his erection, up to her clit and back. As she grew moist, she hurriedly positioned herself above him and sank down on him with a deep moan.
This was the part she enjoyed most with Adi, the way his large cock stretched her tight pussy and went so deep into her.
"OOHH! So deep in me!" She rotated her hips, grinding her pussy lips on the base of his shaft, and her clit on his bony pubic bone. "Yes, yes, YES! Fuck me! FUCK ME!" she cried. "I'm nearly there!"
But then, as usual, she felt Adi's lower body begin to spasm. This time she felt his ejaculation deep inside her, one quick spurt, and he was done. Then he lay there beneath her, quivering. His cock began to deflate within her.
She had not cum, but made a last attempt, rotating her hips, but it just caused his flaccid cock to slip out of her.
"A good start," said Adi. "That was incredible! It's always so good with you, Margot!"
"I wish I could say the same," she muttered, under her breath.
"What did you say, dear? I couldn't hear."
"Nothing, nothing," she said.
* * * * *
When Saul came into the quarters he shared with Bianca, she was lying on the wide bunk, naked.
"Okay, just fuck me and get it over with," she said.
"Don't be that way, Bianca," he said. "Let's just talk like we always do. We can make love or not, depending on what you want. We're not going to let Hardwood ruin our relationship."
"You mean that?"
"Of course."
He climbed into the bunk, took her in his arms, and kissed her. After a moment, she opened her mouth and kissed him back. He kept kissing her, his hands traveling over her petite, dancer's body. She felt his erection form and press against her. Saul's erection was fairly thick but very short. When they had oral sex, she could take his entire length into her mouth, and he always came very soon.
What she liked about sex with Saul was that he always gave her oral sex first. Now he rolled her onto her back and tracked his face down toward her crotch. She arched her back, offering her pussy to his lips and tongue. He worked on her dark brown pussy lips and angry red clit, without much skill, but with a great deal of energy and enthusiasm. It always took a long time for Saul to get Bianca excited, but he was patient and hardworking, so he usually managed to get her to an orgasm. This time was no different. He was very pleased when she finally began to buck and moan, thrashing on the bunk as she came.
Satisfied with his efforts, he moved up on her and used a hand to guide his cock to her pussy, now wet with his saliva and her sexual juices. He pushed into her slowly, hoping to last. But Bianca's tightness was too much for him. He began to cum as soon as he was fully embedded, pumping his semen into her. Even fully embedded, he was not in very deep. She arched and bucked him to try to make him last longer, but to no avail.
They cuddled afterward and he said, "I'm sorry I always cum so soon, Bianca."
"We both came," she said, her tone soothing. "You've nothing to apologize for. Hopefully, I'll be pregnant soon."
"I thought you hated the idea of being a broodmare."
"I do. But I'm looking forward to being a mother."



Saul was not sure about the difference, but he wisely kept his mouth shut.
* * * * *
ONE MONTH LATER
They sat around the table in the mission control chamber of the Leda. There were monitors all around showing the status of every one of the Leda's systems, as well as a bubble port through which they could look out into space. They had just finished going over the status checks on all aspects of the spaceship. Adi cleared his throat as he always did when he was nervous.
"We've made good progress. We're slightly ahead of schedule, thanks to Hardwood deviating from our planned course and picking up some boost from the ionic activity out of the solar winds. Good flying." Adi paused. "But of course, there was a downside, damage to our communications array. Status, Margot?"
"The ionic activity fried the power packs on both the main and the auxiliary arrays," she replied. "We've lost all communications and detection. All frequencies, both receiving and sending, as well as radar, infrared, everything. We're flying blind now. We need to get it back up ASAP."
"That will take a spacewalk," said Adi.
"I'll do it," Margot said.
"I'd like to alter course," said Kenner. "To be on the safe side. There's liable to be ice debris in the wake of the solar storm. That would make a spacewalk hazardous."
"Ice debris related to solar flare activity?" asked Adi. "I've never heard of that. What's your source?"
"Pilots' chatter," said Kenner. "I've heard it from several buddies."
"Well, I prefer to trust the science, not unsubstantiated pilot gossip," said Adi. "And there is no science to support these fears of yours. As Margot said, we're flying blind. We need to get our communications and sensing systems up and running ASAP. Then we can look for ice debris. If there are any."
"I'll go with her," said Kenner. "Just in case."
"I don't need you," said Margot. "I've changed the powerpack several times. Always alone."
"Two power packs. One each for the main and auxiliary arrays."
"Everything is weightless in space," retorted Margot. "I don't need your brute strength."
"Humor me," said Kenner. "I'm getting cabin fever cooped up inside. A spacewalk will do me good."
"Suit yourself."
* * * * *
Twenty minutes later, Margot and Kenner were in the airlock in their soft suits, clicking on their helmets, and testing their suit systems.
"Looks good," she said. "Ready for depressurization."
Kenner nodded, and Adi pulled the lever to begin venting into the holding tanks. As the air pressure in the chamber began to drop, weightlessness set in. Both Margot and Kenner floated toward the center of the airlock. The two heavy powerpacks were strapped together and also floated free with the securing leash waving lazily. Margot grasped the leash and hooked it onto a D-ring on her soft suit. She gave Kenner the thumbs up.
"Ready to deploy," he said.
Adi opened the exterior hatch of the airlock. They propelled themselves to the hatch weightlessly. At the hatch, they hitched their suit tethers to the exterior rail. Despite her earlier protestations, Margot was pleased that Kenner was there to guide the ungainly powerpack bundle through the hatch. Once outside, it was much easier, as it only took minor tugs to move them through the weightlessness of space.
Margot led the way along the Leda's main fuselage toward the long, extended arm that housed the main communications and sensing array. It was over four hundred meters long and seemed to stretch out into the dark infinity of space. The main array was about halfway out on the arm, and the auxiliary was at the very tip.
Once Margot reached the junction of the arm with the main fuselage, she moved slower and more cautiously, carefully re-attaching her suit tether at each discontinuity in the metal rail. Kenner followed her closely.
Her rounded derriere and narrow waist in the tight soft suit held Kenner's attention. He felt the stirrings of desire and no matter how hard he tried, he could not squelch the stirrings in his organ. He moved closer to her, just a meter behind. She was focused on her goal and paid no attention to him.
But then his fighter pilot's sixth sense flared and he looked away into the distance. He saw the objects, shining white in the light of the distant sun, approaching them soundlessly at a high rate of speed. Ice! They were moving directly toward them. They were coming fast and rapidly grew in size. There was no time to do anything, no chance of evasive action. They just had to hold tight and hope.
"Ice!" Kenner said, his tone sharp and urgent. "Brace, Bonnebaise! Brace!"
Her head swung around to see what he was referring to and he saw her green eyes grow wide with shock. She grabbed the railing with both hands and braced her body against the steel arm. Kenner his arms around her, his hands on the railing just outside of hers. He squeezed her tight between his body and the steel arm.
They waited. It seemed like hours but in reality, it was just over a minute before the ice chunks began striking the Leda. There was no sound in space, and Margot closed her eyes. But Kenner was watching, his combat experience helping him assess the damage. Several chunks struck the main fuselage with glancing blows. They tore the exterior but did not puncture the hull. Then a larger ice chunk struck the arm they were on, causing it to shake and wobble. Margot felt one of her hands get jolted free of the railing, but Kenner's hands were secure and he held her in place. He saw shards of metal spray out from the steel arm into space. And then the shower of ice chunks was gone, disappearing into the darkness.
"Report! Report!"
They heard Adi's voice in their helmets, high-pitched with worry.
"We're fine," said Kenner, looking out along the steel arm. "But the arm's structurally damaged. And both arrays have been hit by ice. We won't know their status till we get out there."
"I don't think I'm fine," whispered Margot. "I'm hit. My suit's punctured."
"How rapidly are you losing air?" Kenner asked, cool, unruffled.
"Return to the airlock, Margot! Return to the airlock at once!" Adi's voice came through, worry giving way to panic.
She looked out along the arm and saw what Kenner meant. The arm was swaying as the Leda hurtled forward. Even without air resistance, there was a clear danger that it would become detached from the ship. If that happened, the arm would be lost, irretrievable. And they would be flying blind through the vastness of space, almost certainly doomed.
"We need to put in a strut to the buttress the arm, Adi," she said quietly. "If we lose the arrays, we're all as good as dead."
"I'll take that chance! Just come back here!" Adi shouted. "We need to regroup, rethink, analyze the situation."
"There's no time for that," said Kenner. "By the time we analyze the situation, we'll lose the arrays. We have to act now." He cut the general channel and opened a private channel to Margot. "Where's the puncture?"
Their helmets were touching each other, and he could see color suffuse her pink cheeks.
"The crotch of my suit," she said. "I think the particle that struck me is still lodged in there, it's cold. I've lost about a quarter of my air, and some pressure in the suit. But I have a hand on it and I've slowed the air loss to a trickle."
"You can't maneuver and work, and also stanch the puncture in your suit," said Kenner. "You need one hand on the railing, and one hand on the powerpack leash. The power packs are floating free now, they're weightless but have huge momentum. If you don't get them under control, they'll tear you off the railing."
"There's not enough time to transfer them to you," said Margot.
"Grab the leash, I'll press my hand on the puncture. Then we can get moving to the damaged section of the arm."
She moved her hand and grasped the powerpack leash again. She heard the whoosh of renewed air leakage but then felt Kenner's hand around her waist. His palm felt the swell of her belly, then his hand grabbed her crotch tightly. She moved her legs to accommodate his big hand and the air loss stopped. She looked at her heads-up readings and saw them stabilize. She realized that he'd stuck his long middle finger into the puncture, and it fit precisely, creating a new seal. In the process, he pushed the space particle hard against her pussy lips.
"Fuck!" she expostulated. "That's cold!"
"It feels like an ice chip," said Kenner.
"Let's get on with the job, you bastard," she said.
He smiled, and they began inching outward along the arm again. Each time she moved, she felt his finger and the ice chip on her panties. She now wished she'd worn her coveralls under her soft suit. Just the steady movement of her body was enough to keep his finger rubbing the ice chip on her clit in a rhythmic motion.
"God," she whispered into their private channel. "You're going to make me cum!"
"Focus," said Kenner.
"I'm trying, you bastard," she said, as they got to the damage site.
"I'll hold the railing with one hand, and hold you by the crotch with my other hand," said Kenner. "That way you'll have two free hands to work."
"Okay," she panted.
He felt her panties growing damp on his probing middle finger.
"Grab the broken strut on the damaged side," he said. "It's designed to twist out. Take both pieces out."
"Okay," said Margot.
She grabbed the two ends of the broken strut and twisted. As she exerted pressure with her arms, her legs clamped together over his hand, driving his middle finger deeper into the puncture in her suit and pressing the ice chip harder against her clit. She felt wetness leaking out of her pussy.
"Omigod!" she gasped.
The broken pieces of the strut came free and she let them float away into space.
"Twist out the reinforcing strut from the undamaged side in the same way," said Kenner, still calm. "Then you can snap it in to balance the arm. That should hold it for the time being."
"What's going on?" Adi's voice was still high-pitched, rattled. "Why do you have your hand in my wife's crotch, Hardwood?"
"Her suit has a puncture," said Kenner. "Now shut up, and let us work."
Margot got the reinforcing strut free as Kenner had instructed. But when she tried to snap it in to replace the one she had removed, it was too short.
"It doesn't fit," she said in their private channel, her voice rising.
"The arm is bending with the stress of the ship's velocity," said Kenner. "You'll have to pull in the far end. Tie the powerpack leash to the trailing end of the arm structure. That should be enough mass to bring it in. You only need a few millimeters."
"I'll try," said Margot, doubtfully.
She snapped in one end of the strut and then tied the leash of the powerpacks to the trailing end of the arm structure. As Kenner predicted, it aligned it. She pushed the strut into position, grunting with the effort. She realized that she was pushing Kenner's finger even deeper into her suit. The strut nearly set, and she redoubled her efforts. Kenner's finger was forced through her panties, tearing a hole in the center seam. His finger pushed the ice chip into the warm wetness of her pussy.
"OMIGOD! I'm going to cum!" she cried, louder.
The strut snapped into place and Kenner's middle finger was forced two knuckles into her pussy. The ice chip was on his fingertip, deep inside her. She began to cum, her thighs threshing around his hand. Her lower body spasmed, and she cried out again, "OMIGOD! I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING!"
"What's going on there?" Adi's voice was sharp and angry.
"We've jury-rigged the arm," said Kenner.
He felt Margot's pussy continuing to grip his finger. The ice chip was noticeably smaller to his touch.
"Jesus God, Kenner!" Margot hissed into their private channel. "I'M STILL CUMMING!"
"That interstellar ice chip traveled billions of miles looking for your pussy, Margot," Kenner said, with a grin.
"I can't think! I can't concentrate!"
"Compartmentalize, Bonnebaise," Kenner said. "Keep the job separate from your physical state."
"I'll try," she panted.
They began moving outward along the arm again. Kenner was tight against Margot's back, suit to suit to keep his tight hold on her crotch. She still felt the ice chip deep in her pussy, along with Kenner's finger. Now she felt Kenner's growing hardon through their soft suits. The heat of his finger, the cold of the ice chip, and his organ against her buttocks crack kept her so erotically stimulated that her vision was blurry. She had a hard time even taking in the readings on her helmet heads-up display.
They made it to the main array and moved to the powerpack mount behind the dishes. Margot quickly snapped out the dysfunctional powerpack and set it adrift. Kenner used his foot to push it away from the Leda, and it tumbled slowly away, diminishing in size as its distance from the spaceship increased.
Margot unhitched the two powerpacks from each other and kept one on the leash. She used both her hands to set the free one in the cradle and snapped the securing cables into place. She tapped the exterior control panel, and it lit up immediately.
"Well done, Bonnebaise!" said Kenner. "The main array is up and running."
"So far, so good," she panted. "Let's get to the auxiliary array."
She pulled on the leash to move forward along the arm again with the remaining powerpack. As she propelled herself, she felt his forefinger push deeper into her.
"God, Kenner!" she gasped. "I think I'm going to cum again!"
"It's the thrill of achievement," he said. "It's always a rush."
"You're excited too! You're hard! And big! I can feel you!"
"I am, Margot Bonnebaise."
They kept moving, a meter at a time. The ice chip in Margot's pussy grew smaller all the time. And then it was gone, the melted fluid seeping into her.
"I don't hate you as a person, you know," she puffed when they were almost at the auxiliary array. "It's just everything about you that I hate."
"You sound exhausted," he said.
"I'm not exhausted! I'm trying not to cum again!"
"Just let yourself go, Margot."
They moved closer to the end of the long arm. The Leda seemed a long way off and Kenner unconsciously tightened his hold on Margot, his hardon an even more obvious protrusion against her rump. They both felt their physical closeness acutely. He twisted his finger in her pussy ever so slightly.
"OMIGOD!" she gasped. "I'm cumming AGAIN! Fuck!"
"What about me do you hate?" Kenner's voice was still calm.
"A superficial jock," Margot panted. He felt her thighs tensing through her contractions. "Who thinks the world revolves around him and doesn't care about anyone but himself."
"Brace, Margot! Brace, everyone!" Kenner's voice was urgent and he was on the open channel.
She looked out to see another shower of ice debris hurtling toward them, growing larger by the second. Kenner pushed her body into the steel of the arm and tightened his hold on the only hold he had on her -- her crotch. She gripped the railing with one hand and the leash with the other. Kenner felt her pussy clench his finger spasmodically and knew she was still cumming. She's continuing to cum even in the face of impending danger, he thought. What a babe!
The ice began striking the arm, and one larger chunk hit the auxiliary array straight on, smashing it. A piece of the metal dish ricocheted into the tip of the arm, severing it. Kenner saw that they were detached from the Leda and beginning to drift away.
"Let go of the leash, Bonnebaise!" he commanded. "That powerpack is no use to us now! And let go of the railing, untether yourself. The tip of the arm has been cut loose, we have to get back to the Leda."
They were about a hundred meters away from the ragged stub of the arm and drifting farther away with every passing second.
"We've got to use our suit thrusters," said Kenner.
"There's not enough power!" said Margot. She fought to control her fear and keep it out of her voice.
"We're one body now. We'll use up your power first, then mine. Go!"
Margot turned her suit thrusters on and said, "Max power!" into the voice control. Kenner held her tightly as they began to move in the direction of the Leda.
"Are you okay? What's going on?" Adi's voice came through, still panicked.
"Shut up, Adi!" Margot gritted out. "We'll tell you about it later!"
They were closing toward the wrecked stub of the arm, but ever so slowly. Margot held her breath, and her whole body was tense. Even her pussy clenched tighter around Kenner's finger. She had finally stopped cumming.
"Breathe, Bonnebaise. Breathe," Kenner whispered on their private channel
They were about forty meters from the arm when they felt Margot's thrusters begin to fade.
"I'm running out of power!" she cried.
"I'm turning mine on," said Kenner. His calm voice steadied her nerves. "Now!'
With a pilot's expertise, he got his thrusters aligned and they surged forward. He burned all his fuel in the one burst and then they were coasting still closing, slower and slower. They got to within five meters of their goal when their excess velocity ran out. The Leda and the wrecked stub of her arm began to move away from them again.
"Oh no!" Margot cried.
"Grab your suit puncture!" Kenner said, releasing her crotch, putting both hands on her rump, and propelling her forward with all his strength. By Newton's laws, he went backward away from Leda, just as she went forward. She found herself alongside the trailing wreckage, grabbed it, and tethered herself.
She looked back out and saw Kenner. The gap was now fifteen meters and growing. Without thinking, she put her feet on the steel arm and kicked hard. She moved toward him, tethered to the rail on the wrecked arm. She reached out at full extension, and he reached toward her. She caught his hand just as her tether pulled her up short. She heard her air rushing out through the puncture in her suit, but she put out her other hand and grabbed his wrist.
Kenner reached around her, caught her tether with one hand, and put his other hand back in her crotch. As his middle finger sank into her pussy again, she gasped anew.
"I've never been so happy to be finger fucked in my life," she panted. "I think I'm going to cum again!"
"It's the relief and the release of stress," said Kenner, grinning. "I'm aroused too, I've got a hardon that won't go away. Just stay loose. I'll pull us back to the arm on your tether."
A few minutes later they were back on the wrecked arm. Another fifteen minutes of physical intimacy, his forefinger in her pussy, his hardon between her buttocks, and they were back at the airlock. Adi had it open, and they pulled themselves in. They both let out long sighs of relief as the airlock hatch resealed.
"I kept cumming and cumming out there," said Margot in their private channel before she removed her helmet. "I don't understand how my body kept secreting oxytocin. It was a life-or-death situation, I should have been pumping out adrenalin. That would have killed sexual stimulus."
"A life-or-death situation makes you cum harder, Margot."
"That's not what the science says," she retorted.
"You're such a nerd!" Kenner laughed. "I've never seen a woman cum as you did out there. Sex is not a science experiment."
"Everything is science, Kenner. But I can't expect a dumb jock like you to understand."
"Well, I never saw you cum like that with Professor high-IQ Adi. Even though he's got a big cock."
"How do you know?"
"I watched you two fucking," said Kenner. "It was the highlight of my lonely nights in my cabin."
"We shut off the feed!" said Margot.
"I hacked into the system," said Kenner. "I couldn't help myself."
Margot flushed.
"Thanks for saving my life out there," she said, as she took off her helmet and unzipped her soft suit. And making me cum like a crazy woman, she thought.



Kenner took in her athletic bra and panties, now ripped at the crotch.
"Thanks for coming out and getting me," he replied.
"We did well together," she said.
"I think we can do better," he said with a smile.
"I know what you're thinking," she said. "I think so, too. Even though I think you're disgusting."
* * * * *
They reconvened in the mission control chamber half an hour later. Margot had taken a quick shower and changed into her uniform jumpsuit and ankle boots. Kenner had freshened up similarly. He let Margot describe their recent actions without interrupting. She mentioned that he had plugged the hole in her soft suit but did not mention his finger in her pussy along with the interstellar ice chip, or her multiple orgasms.
"The main communications array is online," she concluded. "But we've lost the auxiliary."
"I can build another auxiliary from the parts we have on board," said Kenner. "And rig up an exterior arm for it. Margot and I can install it. But there's no hurry for that."
"No, there isn't," said Adi.
"What is urgent in the status of Bonnebaise and Montez."
"What do you mean?" asked Saul.
"It's been a month. We've all seen their health statuses on the ship's systems."
"So?"
"Neither of them is pregnant. Yet they were ovulating when you guys fucked them. Regularly, I assume."
"You've got a filthy mouth, Kenner," said Margot.
"Maybe so. But the clock is ticking on the survival of our species. And Mission Commander Adi Jahl and Mission Specialist Saul Cohen aren't getting the job done." Neither of the men responded and Kenner went on. "Given the simple rules of probability, it's my turn with the ladies. And we better hope I can get the job done."
"There's no hurry, Kenner ..." began Adi.
"You keep saying that, Adi," said Kenner, using his first name. "But you know as well as I do that time is not on our side. We have just over a decade to create a genetically sustainable population of humans who will colonize K-57. The future of our species."
Once again, Adi and Saul did not respond. Kenner stood up and took Margot's hand.
"Come on, Margot. We have a job to do."
"No!" cried Margot, trying to pull her hand away. "Adi! Stop him!"
"I would like to, Margot. But what Kenner says is true. We must ensure the future of our species. No matter how much we dislike the means, the ends are noble."
"I won't let Kenner fuck me! He's everything I despise. I'll do artificial insemination."
"The chances of a healthy baby are significantly lower with artificial insemination than with natural intercourse, Margot," said Kenner.
"I'll take that chance!"
"You may wish to. But we don't have the time or resources to deal with it. A baby with birth defects would create a much bigger moral dilemma than open sexual relations."
He gave her hand a gentle tug.
"I won't go! What will you do? Drag me out of here and rape me?"
"You're an intelligent woman. I don't think that will be necessary."
"Adi! What kind of a husband are you to stand there and listen to this? Do something!"
"Be reasonable, darling ..." began Adi.
"Don't you dare call me 'darling' when you're standing by and letting this ... this degenerate force himself on me."
"It will all work out, Margot ..."
Kenner's pull became insistent, and Margot realized that she would have to struggle with Kenner on her own. It was clear that neither her husband nor Saul was going to interfere. She allowed herself to be pulled out of the mission control chamber and into a passageway.
"Let's go to your cabin," said Kenner. "It's bigger."
"You just want to fuck me where you saw Adi fucking me."
"Yeah."
"See? I knew you are an animal."
"We're all animals, Margot."
He stepped over the hatch into the cabin she shared with Adi and pulled her in with him. Even before the hatch had resealed, he put his hands under her armpits from behind and kneaded her breasts through her jumpsuit and athletic bra.
"I wanted to do this in the airlock," he whispered. "When I saw you in your bra and torn panties. I wanted Adi to see me do it."
"Now he can watch us if he wants," said Margot. "He knows what we're doing."
"Doesn't that excite you?"
"No."
"Liar," said Kenner, smiling.
He heard the hiss of the hatch resealing and leaned back on the cabin control panel. Still kneading her right breast, he pinched her nipple through her jumpsuit and bra, causing her to gasp. He tapped the cabin camera feed to 'live' with his left hand behind his back. Then he unzipped her jumpsuit and pulled it down to her waist. He had both her breasts in his hands now and pinched both nipples, now just covered by her bra.
"OH!" she gasped again, louder.
Adi and Saul were in the mission control chamber, working on a model of plant terraforming for K-57 with Bianca helping them with the nutrient contents when Margot's gasp came through the speakers, loud and clear. Both Saul and Bianca looked at Adi. With an enormous effort, he kept his face expressionless and continued his comment on the new inputs to the model. Kenner and Margot were on the main viewscreen, his fingers pinching her nipples through her bra. Saul reached up and turned the screen off. But the audio was through the main system and they continued to hear Margot's gasps.
Kenner's lips were on Margot's throat and his tongue traced a line, up and down. She twisted her body, and her hands were on his, trying to tear them away from her breasts. Her heavy panting came over the speakers. Adi continued the discussion with Saul and Bianca, but his expression grew tense.
"Why are you fighting me, Margot?" whispered Kenner. "You know we have to do this."
"You vulgar ape!" she huffed. "Maybe I have to do it, but I'm going to make it as difficult for you as I can!"
"If that's the way you want it," he murmured. "That's what you'll get."
He stripped the jumpsuit down to her ankles, picked up her writhing body, and pulled it off her. He carried her to the dresser by the wide bunk, clad in just her athletic bra, panties, and ankle boots.
"I like your panties," he whispered. "The red thong matches your hair."
He put on the bunk. Holding her there with his weight, he rummaged in her dresser till he found a nylon stocking.
"How dare you go through my underwear, you beast!"
"Both of us know we need to do this, Margot. This is the way you want it."
"I hope you realize how much I hate you," she panted, continuing to struggle. "I'm going to let you fuck me, but it doesn't mean I'll make it easy for you."
"I was an Eagle Scout," he said, using the nylon stocking to tie her wrists together and then tie the trailing end quickly and effectively to the bunk headrail.
"Omigod! I can't believe you're tying me down!"
Having neutralized her arms, Kenner pulled her athletic bra up around her armpits to free her breasts. Kissing the nape of her neck, he tweaked her naked nipples, raking each with his thumbnail as he did so.
"Omigod!" she cried.
"Your nipples are hard, Margot," whispered Kenner. "They're getting bigger and redder! You can feel the sexual tension, just like I can! Adi can hear us, you know that."
"Omigod!" she cried.
One hand slid down to caress the swell of her belly before descending to plunge fingers under the waistband of her thong.
"AAHH!" she cried as she felt his fingers roughly rub her clit. Then she felt her fingers enter her tight pussy again. "Don't, don't!"
"Adi can hear you, Margot," said Kenner. "My fingers deep are in your pussy, he can see what I'm doing if he wants, he can certainly hear us."
Adi pushed his chair away from the table, his wife's gasps and cries ringing in his ears, along with Kenner's voice. He stood up.
"Everything ok, skipper?" asked Saul, before Bianca kicked him under the table.
Adi paced to the bubble porthole and stood there looking out into space, his hands clenched together behind his back. He could not block out the sounds of his wife's cries.
Kenner fingered fucked Margot quickly with his thumb rubbing her clit. He pulled off his jumpsuit in haste. She arched her back, arms pulling against the nylon stocking that tied her down.
"Your thong is wet, Margot," Adi, Saul, and Bianca heard Kenner's voice clearly. "Soaking wet. You want me to fuck you."
"Just get it over with, you brute!" Margot cried, still thrashing on the bunk.
Kenner pulled her thong off and mounted her. He positioned his cockhead at her wet pussy lips.
"I can't wait any longer, Margot," he groaned, as he pushed into her.
He used his weight to push his entire length into her with one hard thrust.
"OMIGOD!" she cried. "You're huge! You're bigger than Adi!"
Adi felt every muscle in his body tense. Much as he tried to block out the vision, he could picture Kenner mounted on his wife. He felt his own cock harden.
Kenner began to pound her with hard strokes, getting into a steady tempo. Margot continued to cry out, but now she rotated her hips and arched her back, an equal partner with Kenner.
"So deep!" she moaned. "You're in so deep! Omigod, no one's been this deep in me before!"
Adi abruptly left the mission control chamber and quickly walked through the gangways to the cabin he shared with Margot. He stood by the clear panel in the cabin door. Kenner had not darkened it and he could see them as clearly as if he were actually in the cabin. He arrived just in time to see his wife begin to thrash under Kenner and shriek out her release.
"I'm cumming! Omigod! I'm cumming!"
Adi watched his wife, covered with sweat and shrieking, and felt his own bulging hardon through his suit pants. He was shocked just the light touch triggered a spontaneous orgasm. He spewed his load into his underwear, grabbing the gangway railing to maintain his balance in the sudden high of the ejaculation.
He continued to watch his wife and Kenner, ignoring the warmth and wetness of his semen in the crotch of his suit. Margot's pussy clenched Kenner's organ in a velvet grip and he exploded, pumping his gout after gout of thick, milky semen deep inside her. Her sweat-covered body continued to twist in Kenner's hard grip as she felt the warmth of his enormous load begin to permeate her insides.
"God," she breathed. "You must have pumped a gallon of semen into me."
"Not that much," replied Kenner with a grin, as he kneaded her breasts and ran fingers over her engorged nipples again. "But I had a lot stored up."
"You fucked my brains out. I came almost as hard as I did out there with the ice chip in my pussy."
"You're covered with sweat, but there was no danger of dying in here," said Kenner. "Though that can be arranged."
"Really?" asked Margot curious. Adi's ears pricked up as well. "How?"
"You're tied down," Kenner said. "Helpless. I could have choked you. Asphyxiation sharpens and heightens the orgasm. Especially if you don't know when or if it's going to end."
She did not reply, but Adi saw that she was still panting from the effort of the hard sex.
"Omigod, Kenner," she said, looking down. "You're still deep in me! And you're still hard!"
"Months of pent-up frustration," said Kenner. "You're well named, Margot Bonnebaise. You're a good fuck."
"Not now, give me a few moments ....," she said. But just a moment later, she went on, "OMIGOD, you're fucking me again! So deep! SO DEEP!!"
Then there was the sound of thumping smacks on the ship's audio system as Kenner began to fuck Margot with a hard rhythm. As he pounded her on and on, her cries rose in tempo till she was screaming with passion again.
"Fuck me! Oh, fuck me! Give it to me! FUCK ME HARDER, YOU BRUTE!"
Adi watched as Kenner fucked his wife three more times over the next hour. Saul and Bianca heard listened to the performance on the ship's speakers. Kenner's shaft was deep inside Margot the whole time, and he luxuriated in the tight grip of her pussy. She seemed to cum harder each time, her screams were certainly louder. She no longer expressed any negation but urged him on repeatedly saying, "Fuck me! FUCK ME HARDER!"
He finally came again and pumped another load of sperm into her. It was less copious than the first but still substantial. This time he deflated and slowly slid out of her. His thick, musky seeped out of her pussy onto her thighs and
"Oh, Hardwood," she panted finally. "You're well named, too. I hate you. But I want you, I want your big cock in me. Deep in me. But hold me for a while before you fuck me again."
He held her and their bodies slithered against each other, his outpouring, and her sexual juices admixing with their sweat.
"You want me to choke you?" he whispered.
"Yes," she murmured.
"You'll cum even harder."
"I don't think that's possible," she breathed.
But she did. She came so hard that she passed out.
* * * * *
TWO MONTHS LATER
Once again, they were all together in the mission control chamber, gathered around the long conference table.
"It's done," said Margot, her voice flat. "I'm pregnant."
"And I'm not," said Bianca. "Saul and I have been trying though."
"Hardwood's the father?" Saul asked Margot.
"Yes."
"I've had sex with you as well," objected Adi.
"Yeah, you've had sex with both of us these past weeks," said Kenner, with a grin. "Both of us, every day."
"You've had me more than once a day, asshole," said Margot, her tone icy. "You fucked me at least six times a day. With all that semen you pumped into me, the results of the paternity test are not surprising -- you're that father."
"Just doing my duty," said Kenner. "Based on the paternity test, I should fuck Bianca next."
Kenner looked from Margot to Bianca, till she colored.
"What?" she said.
"Let's go," said Kenner.
"Go where?"
"To your cabin. I want to fuck you."
"How dare you!" interjected Saul.
"You've had your chance," said Kenner. "She's not pregnant. And Margot Bonnebaise is pregnant with my child. I'll get Bianca pregnant within a week, maybe less."
"Okay, Kenner," said Bianca. "Let's go."
"What are you saying, darling?" asked Saul, gaping.
"All these weeks," said Bianca. "I've been listening to Margot moaning and screaming. And cumming so hard. Come on, Kenner, I want your big cock in me."
* * * * *
Kenner impregnated Bianca just as quickly as Margot. Over the objections of their husbands, he continued to fuck both women. They pretended to resist him, but never enough to stop him. He knew and they knew that the resistance was just a charade for their husbands' benefit. He fucked their brains out and they came even harder as he began to choke them.
By the time they landed on K-57, both Margot and Bianca were heavily pregnant, almost due. Their babies were born in the new world -- two healthy baby boys.
* * * * *
TWENTY YEARS LATER
There was a functional little community on K-57. Margot had birthed ten healthy children and Bianca had birthed eleven -- these included the two conceived on board the Leda. Of the 21 children, 16 were boys, all Kenner's sons, eight each with Margot and Bianca. Saul had fathered two girls with Bianca and two with Margot. Adi had fathered one girl with Bianca.
They could all do the math. The eight Kenner-Margot boys were matched to the two Saul-Bianca girls, as well as the Adi-Bianca girl. And the eight Kenner-Bianca boys were matched to the two Saul-Margot girls. With a total of forty breeding pairs, and especially with the high ratio of girls to boys, the human population on K-57 was on a steep upward trajectory. And Kenner Hardwood was still very lusty and immensely virile, a veritable Zeus in terms of his ability to impregnate women. The future of humanity on K-57 seemed secure.
* * * * *
Kenner and Margot walked out of the main bubble of their constructed village and looked up at the sky. Jupiter was rising, a red gas giant that filled much of the eastern sky. The Leda was parked on her landing pad.
"The old girl still looks pretty good," said Kenner.
"It's all because you take such good care of her," replied Margot. "She's well-named, isn't she -- the mate of Zeus or Jupiter, the mother of his children."
"I'm going to take her up today. Take a look at Jupiter's Red Spot, see whether we should expect storms over the next couple of weeks."
"Good idea. I'll come with you, you'll need someone to work the sensors as you're flying."
"I was thinking of taking Maribel, your daughter with Saul," said Kenner.
Margot arched an eyebrow.
"She's is pubescent," said Kenner. "I looked at the data this morning, it indicates she's ovulating. I'd like to fuck her on board the Leda, impregnate her there."
"The culture we've developed here is necessary for the future of our species," said Margot. "Free sex, as long as we respect genetics. But even so, you're making me jealous. I'm sorry my biological clock ran out, you hardly ever fuck me anymore."
"You're still hot and fit at forty-six, Margot. Still well-named, a good fuck. But I've got to think about the future. We're still so few."
"Let me come on the flight with Maribel and you. I'll suck your shaft, deep throat you, to get you ready."
"I'd love that," said Kenner. Then his voice turned thick. "Teach her to fight me as you do. It makes the sex so much hotter."
"Sure, I'll teach her," said Margot. "I want my daughter to have what I had. Fuck her brains out. Choke her and make her cum so hard, she sees stars. After all, the galaxies will be at her feet."
"And my cock in her pussy," said Kenner.
"You've got no poetry in you, Hardwood."
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* * *
My name is Zainab Habiba bin Khalifa al Makhtoom al Sura. The al Suras are desert tribal chieftains, but the main branch of the family migrated to the capital many generations ago and is now worth billions with interests in oil, banking, and global real estate. My father's branch of the family are distant cousins and oversaw the old fiefdom, managing the associated camel breeding station and tending to the subsistence goat herding operation. We lived in the old, decaying family mansion built over a century ago by a remote desert oasis. There were always camels and horses in the courtyard. Goats and chickens freely wandered in and out of the house.
My father administered the fief and dispensed local justice as the representative of his rich and powerful cousins. I was the youngest member of our household that included my mother, her three co-wives, and my many half-siblings. My mother's mother had been a blonde, blue-eyed slave from the North and she had passed on her height, light eyes, and pale skin to my mother. It was because of my Northern blood that I was taller and paler than any of my female half-siblings and had light brown hazel eyes.
Our wealthy relatives subsidized our family and I was sent to a very select and restrictive girls' finishing school in Switzerland. It mainly catered to wealthy, conservative families. I joined one of my half-sisters there, Salima Banu, who was the youngest daughter of my father's 3rd wife. She was only a few months older than me and the two of us had been inseparable ever since we could remember. She was my best friend as well as my half-sister.
We all wore abayas and hijabs, observed all our religious rituals, and adhered to our food restrictions. It was like a continuation of my life at home in the desert, except that it was colder, our teachers were European, and we had carefully chaperoned outings to learn to ski, hike, and climb -- all in our conservative clothing. I never met a man throughout all my years at school.
I graduated with high honors at eighteen and returned home. My father was very pleased with how well I had done at school. He decided to reward me by taking me on a two-week vacation to Istanbul. This was a surprise for he had never been particularly close to me and his relationship with my mother was dutiful rather than loving. He slept with her once a week, but that was all she saw of him.
"Istanbul is a city with so much history," he said to me. "We will tour all the famous sites there. This will be your last trip as my daughter for you will be married as soon as we get back."
"Why, Father?"
"It is time for you to settle down. You are running wild here, riding camels and horses, surfing sand dunes and climbing date palms, speaking Badawi instead of the civilized language of the capital. You're becoming a bad influence on your half-sister, Salima Banu. Her mother has been complaining to me that you take her out camel riding in the desert in the middle of the night."
"It was her idea to go out in the night, ..."
"Enough! You are a silly tomboy, you need a husband to turn you into a respectable woman."
"Will Salima Banu be married as well?"
"Soon. We are still looking for a match for her. You have been lucky, my kinsman, Walid al Sura has asked for you."
"Walid al Sura!" I said in dismay. "He's almost fifty, Father!"
"Yes, but his fourth wife died recently and he thinks you'll be a perfect replacement. It will be a good life for you, in the palatial al Sura mansion in the capital. Your husband will cover you with silk, gold, and jewels. Maids and servants will wait on you hand and foot."
"But he has a twenty-five-year-old son!"
"What's that got to do with it, Zainab Habiba? Has your mother been putting ideas in your head? I should never have impregnated her, there's too much Russian blood in her. And now in you as well."
I belatedly remembered that my father was more than twenty years older than my mother -- she was just thirty-four and he was nearly sixty. But Walid al Sura was almost thirty years older than me! I felt like crying, but I knew it was no use. My fate was sealed.
* * *
Father and I were in the First Class Lounge at the international airport. Father had decided to take no chances with the long drive to the city, so we were many hours too early for our flight. He sat on a sofa with his clamshell headphones, watching the Egyptian soap operas to which he was addicted. I wandered around the lounge, drinking sparkling water and nibbling on munchies. I finally settled in a seat around the corner from my father, idly people-watching.
I particularly watched the tall, good-looking man with salt-and-pepper hair who sat next to me. He was working on his laptop and I peered over his shoulder at this screen. He scrolled through tables of data, making rapid notes on an iPad as he did so. He seemed engrossed in what he was doing, so I was shocked when he addressed me.
"Sneaking a look at my figures?" he asked, his tone light and humorous. "Should I worry that you're planning to horn in on my deal?"
"Oh ...," I replied flustered. "I wasn't ... I mean ... I don't know anything ..."
"It's okay, I'm just ribbing you. I'm just going over the figures for the local airline. One of my companies is bidding to do some MRO work for them, I had meetings with them all day yesterday." He glanced at me and took in my hazel eyes and pale skin. "You have a beautiful face. Do you have a hard body under that pink abaya? Are you a hot babe?"
I laughed. Talking to this good-looking stranger, I felt bold and adventurous.
"I work out for over an hour every day. What do you think?"
"What do you work out on?"
"I have a Peloton bike. And free weights."
"Excellent," he said. "Cardio as well as musculoskeletal strength. You work out in those clothes?"
"Of course not. In private, or in the women's chambers, I can wear whatever I want. I work out in a sports bra and tights."
"Then you must have a hard body," he said. His eyes ranged over me. "I'm imagining you wearing nothing but your pink hijab. It's making me hard."
I blushed bright red and giggled. I knew nothing about men, so I wasn't quite sure what he meant by being 'hard'.
"I used to play like that with my half-sister, Salima Banu. When we were younger and first started wearing hijabs."
"Well, you wear the hijab well, you've tied it exquisitely. How old are you, my beauty? What's your name?"
"I'm eighteen, I just graduated from high school. My name is Zainab Habiba."
"A pretty name to go with your lovely face." He kept staring at me till I colored deep red again. "You're traveling alone?"
"Of course not! My father is right over there." I pointed to him. "He's watching his favorite show."
"He looks like your grandfather."
"My mother is his youngest wife."
He reached over and put a hand on my thigh. I'd never been touched by a man before and tried to push it away in a panic. But he held me fast.
"What are you wearing under that abaya?" he asked in a low tone.
"I can't say ... Omigod!"
His hand moved up my thigh, his fingers gripping, caressing, stimulating. I felt like an electric current was passing up my thigh and into my crotch. My breathing grew shallow and I felt like my throat was growing tight.
"I can't feel any clothing. Just stockings ... or pantyhose."
"Stockings," I said faintly. "And garters."
"Naughty girl," he whispered. "No skirt?"
"It's hot where we live," I whispered back. "My abaya is very modest, it covers all of me."
"Blouse?"
His hand was nearly at my crotch now and I couldn't form words, so I just shook my head.
"Just a bra?"
I nodded.
"How are your nipples in this air conditioning? Stiff and hard?"
"Yes they are .... Omigod, please stop!"
"Stop what?"
"What you're doing? Someone will see."
"We have all our clothes on. And my hand is concealed in the folds of your abaya. No one can see."
"My father is right there."
"He's happy watching his show. And you're excited. Aren't you?"
I nodded.
"Then why should I stop?"
"I don't know ... it's not right. I'm betrothed. I'm going to be married in a few weeks."
"Someone you love?"
I didn't reply and his hand advanced aggressively. He pushed it between my legs, cupping my crotch. My abaya was thin, my panties were thinner and they offered little protection against his forceful fingers. He found my pussy lips through its minimal shield and probed. I gasped, then put a hand over my mouth to stifle a moan.
"Someone you love?" he asked again.
I was beyond words and just shook my head.
"An old man?"
I nodded.
"Who has wives already?"
I nodded again.
"How many?"
"Uhhh ... three, ..." I managed to stammer.
"Fourth and youngest wife. Are his children older than you?"
"Omigod!" I exhaled sharply as he kept stimulating my pussy. "... Yes ... yes ... but please stop!"
"Keep saying 'yes', Zainab Habiba. You have beads of sweat on your forehead. You're more excited than you've ever been. More than when you touch yourself."
He made a slight, but critical move and his fingers found my clit. He was right, I did touch myself now and then in my bath. But it had never felt like this! His skillful pressure on my clit drove me wild and I began to cum, the first powerful orgasm of my life. I doubled over his hand, and buried my face in my hands and my hands in my lap. I tried to stifle my mewing and moaning as my body shook and juddered. My mind was full of just one thing, my physical release. I was dimly aware that we were surrounded by dozens of people, some just yards away. But there was no way I could stop my orgasm.
As the waves of my climax washed over me, I just lay there, doubled over with my face in my lap. I slowly realized that his hand was still there, that his fingers were still pressing on my pussy lips and clit.
"Please," I whispered. "Please let me go."
"You came. Very hard. And I haven't even fucked you."
"Don't talk like that! Your hand is between my legs, please take it out."
"I can make you cum again. Don't you want me to?"
"No!" I whispered sharply. "No!"
"You're sure?"
"Yes!"
"Okay. I'll stop for now. But only if you give me your panties."
"You must be joking."
"No, I'm not."
His fingers pressed on my pussy lips and manipulated my clit again. I kept my face in my hands and managed to stifle my moan.
"Give me your panties, or I'll make you cum again."
"Please don't! Please!"
"Learn to enjoy your body, Zainab Habiba. I can teach you."
"All right! All right! I'll give you my panties."
He slowly withdrew his hand and whispered, "I can start again, you know."
I tried to get up to go to the ladies, but he put a hand on my thigh and held me down.
"No, take them off right here."
"Please, sir!"
"Jack," he said. "My name is Jack."
"Please, Jack!"
"Take them off. You can use your abaya like a tent. No one will see."
I slowly raised my butt from the seat and reached under the hem of the long garment. I quickly reached up and snagged the waistband with a finger and pulled it down my thighs. Once I sat down again, I could easily pull my panties down my legs and off my ankles. I handed the tiny wisp of pink silk and lace to Jack. He took it, put it to his nose, and inhaled deeply.
"Pink thong panties," he said. "Very sexy. Your smell is very sweet. They're soaking wet, which shows how hard you came. Didn't it feel good?"
"Yes," I conceded. "Very good."
"Then why don't you want to do it again?"
"It's not right."
"Is it right to marry a man who's nearly fifty? With children older than you? You want to do that?"
"I don't think it's right and I don't want to marry him. But I have no choice."
"Zainab Habiba," he said, very seriously. "You've had the only orgasm you will ever have in your life. Unless you let me fuck you."
"How can you even talk like that?" I gasped.
"You want to live your whole life without feeling what you just felt ever again?"
I didn't respond right away. I looked over at Father. He was still engrossed with his iPad screen and wasn't looking at me at all. I looked at my phone -- we still had almost three hours till our flight to Istanbul.
"I want to cum again," whispered. "But please don't ... you know ... "
"Don't what, Zainab Habiba?"
"I don't know how men do it with women," I admitted, shamefaced. "We're not supposed to know. My half-sister, Salima Banu, and I, talk about it all the time, we ask our mothers, but they won't tell us. 'Get married and you'll find out', they all say."
"I can teach you," he said. His voice was gentle.
"I'm afraid."
"Of course you are. But you deserve a man who will give you pleasure, not one who will simply use you to satisfy himself."
"Please don't humiliate me."
"I would never do that, Zainab Habiba. You are a princess."
"I'm not a princess," I said, laughing. "I'm a girl from a remote desert oasis who grew up with camels and goats."
"You're a princess to me," he whispered.
He stood up and went around the back of our seats. He dropped a pen and expostulated, "Ah, shit!" He got down on his stomach, slid into the crawlspace beneath the couch, and disappeared from view.
A moment later, I felt his head between my ankles, under my abaya. His lips were on my calves, and his tongue traced a line up my stockings, higher, higher, to the backs of my knees, then to my stocking tops and garters. A moment later, his tongue met the bare skin of my inner thighs. He lingered here, tracing wet trails of saliva that created tingling sensations. Imperceptibly his tongue joined now by his fingers got closer to my bare pussy. I was breathing hard now, panting, almost like I was running on a treadmill.
"My God, my God, Omigod!" I whispered, over and over in Badawi.
His lips kissed my nether lips, the fat lips of my vulva, and I moaned deep in my throat. His tongue traced the complete circumference of my pussy, slowly, slowly. I moaned again and put a hand over my mouth to choke it off.
Nonetheless, a European man sitting a few yards away rose and came over with a concerned expression on his face.
"Are you all right, miss?" he asked.
"I'm ... I'm ... I'm fine," I managed to mumble. "Just choking on something that went down the wrong pipe."
"Oh, I see. You look like you're having difficulty breathing, so I thought I'd make sure you're okay."
".... Thank ... you," I managed. " ... Very ... kind ..."
He left but kept looking over at me after he sat down again. I bent over to make my spasms less obvious and to further conceal Jack's head between my legs under my abaya.
He pushed his tongue into my pussy, accompanied a moment later by a finger. Then a second finger. I was completely virginal, no one had ever pushed anything into me before. I immediately began to cum again, much harder than before. I tried to stiffen myself, but could not stop my hips from twisting on the couch. My upper body quivered as he worked his fingers in and out of me, faster and faster, all the while licking and sucking. With my face down in my lap, I could hear and feel the wet squelches of my wet pussy on his fingers, tongue, and lips.
He began to suck on my clit. I was still cumming, but now I could feel even harder contractions coming from deep inside me, radiating outward along the walls of my vagina. My thighs threshed, holding his head tightly in a fleshy embrace. I wanted to cry out, give voice to my surging climax that rolled on and on -- but instead, I put both my hands on my mouth and held as tight as I could, choking myself. I managed to keep my sounds to low mewing.
"Are you all right, Zainab Habiba?" It was Father, standing right in front of me. "I looked over and saw you twisting on the couch."
Jack, the ruthless bastard, kept sucking my clit and working his fingers in and out of my pussy. It was all so new to me, I just couldn't stop cumming.
"Ah, my God! My God!" I said, in Badawi. "I pray to God!"
"Yes, pray to God," Father replied in Badawi, pleased. "It is good to pray at all times."
"Oh, Lord!" I continued loudly in Badawi, relieved to discharge the pressure of my continuing orgasms with exhalations of sound. "My God, Omigod! Omigod!!"
"Good girl," said Father, in the same language. He patted my head through my hijab, not noticing the beads of sweat that ran down my forehead and dripped off my nose.
He returned to his seat, put on his clamshell headphones again, and resumed watching his show. Finally, Jack slowed his ministrations to a stop. He gave my pussy a final kiss with his tongue darting in and spearing my vaginal walls. Then he levered himself back, holding my ankles over the straps of my high heel shoes.
I took a small kerchief from my Gucci handbag and wiped my sweaty face. Jack came back around the couch, and sat by me again, licking his lips. He put the two fingers that had been deep inside me into his mouth and sucked them clean.
"Your womanly fluids are sweet, Zainab Habiba," he whispered to me. "And I love your bare pussy, so pink and white."
"My half-sister Salima Banu helped me remove my pubic hair," I whispered back. "And I helped with hers."
"You have traces of soft pale blonde down there, Zainab Habiba. I wonder about the hair on your head!"
"I'm a modest woman, Jack. I always cover my hair with my hijab."
"My balls are fit to explode, Zainab Habiba. I felt your tits on the back of my head when you bent over me. I've got to fuck you now."
"I thought you just did?"
"That was just foreplay, babe. I need to get my cock in that tight, virgin pussy of yours."
"I don't understand."
"Just leave it to me. See that semi-circular couch over there? The one with all the pillows on it?"
"The one facing Father?"
"Yes, about ten yards away from him. It has a walled partition around the back, so it's not in plain sight for most of the lounge. I'm going to go and surround myself with cushions. Come over and sit on my lap and spread your abaya so you conceal me completely from view."
"I'll try," I said nervously.
A few moments later, Jack had done what he said he would do. I could see that sitting on his lap, I would be ringed by the cushions and it would be hard to see him. I stood up and took a few unsteady steps. I was still woozy in the afterglow of my powerful orgasms. I wasn't sure I could handle more, especially if they were even stronger as Jack promised.
I came to the couch and as I began to sit down, Jack took the rear hem of my abaya and held it up. As I sat down on his lap, I felt the cool air conditioning on my bare buttocks. I gasped again, for he had pulled down his pants and I was skin-to-skin with him. His hands held my buttocks and he guided me to sit down.
I felt a bulbous head at my pussy lips, not sure what it was, and hesitated. But Jack pulled me down insistently and pushed his cockhead into me. He was so thick and I was so tight, that it would not go in, even though I was sopping wet.
"You're a tight bitch, Zainab Habiba!" he whispered harshly. "I'm going to have to use force to enter you, to tame you."
He arched his back and I put both my hands on my mouth to gag myself, for it literally felt like he was tearing me apart. It hurt like crazy, but he kept pushing, harder and harder. His cock was going deeper into me, far deeper than his fingers had been, probing and stretching my virgin pussy. I felt like there was a hot bar of steel in me and my virgin's hymen gave way with a small spurt of blood. When I finally sat down with all of him in me, I felt like his cockhead was at the base of my throat.
"You're so tight," he said in a low tone. "And you've had me hard for a while. I'm not going to last long."



He did to me with his huge cock what he had done with his fingers. But it was more, so much more. He arched his back and pounded me, faster and faster. The pain subsided as I got used to his great size and the feeling of being so completely full of him. My excitement rose ever higher with his low, growling grunts.
His hands gripped my hips, moved up to hold my waist, then he had my breasts in his hands under the cover of my abaya. He pulled down the cups of my wet bra and roughly kneaded my breasts. He tweaked my thick, hard nipples, causing sharp pain that drew low mewls from me. Even the pain stoked my excitement.
"Your tits are superb, Zainab Habiba," he whispered in my ear, continuing to knead my breasts and tweak my nipples. "The tits of a goddess! With divine nipples, long and hard!"
My vision was blurry from the sweat and tears, but even so, I saw Father glance over at me. I was sure he could see my glazed eyes.
"My God!" I said in Badawi. "God! Praise God!"
He heard my invocations to God and nodded approvingly.
All of a sudden, Jack began gushing inside me, gouts of thick, musky semen. The sensation of being filled, of being bred, triggered yet another orgasm, and my pussy gripped his shaft in a series of wringing contractions.
He ejaculated inside me like a firehose, pumping his manly juices into my deepest recesses through three hard thrusts. And then he was still, his hardness latent within me. I could feel his heavy slow heartbeat thudding like a diesel engine through his cock to the walls of my pussy. I could really FEEL him, I really KNEW him. I understood why my mother used to tell me that to have sex with a man is to know him.
I was covered with sweat despite the coldness of the air conditioning. I lay back on him and closed my eyes. I rocked my hips gently, feeling his hardness deep inside me, and concentrated on gripping him with my pussy. I was impaled on his manhood, content to be the female invaded by his rampant male.
"I'm exhausted, nearly comatose," I whispered. "You fucked my brains out."
"You're a virgin," he whispered back. "You know nothing about men. But you are all woman, you were born to be fucked. Your taut pussy clutches my cock like a warm vise. You move your hips, using your wet tightness to remind me that I am spent for the moment but you could still take another man ... or men."
* * *
It was a difficult flight to Istanbul, for Jack's thick, viscous semen kept leaking out of me and staining my pink abaya. I had to go to the restroom several times to clean myself. Every time I thought I had the last of it, more oozed out from deeper inside me.
As soon as we got to our hotel suite, I went to my bedroom and took off my abaya. A business card fell out of the lining and I picked it up. It was Jack's business card with his contacts. I sent him a text -- I'm still tired and sore. But I'm missing you already. His reply came almost immediately.
I'm hard just thinking about you, Zainab Habiba.
* * *
I returned from Istanbul with Father and immediately began a whirl of preparations for my wedding. Mother took me shopping and we bought lots of gold jewelry, many new abayas, and hijabs, in silk, fine cotton, and muslin, many with intricate gold embroidery. She surprised me by sitting with me and ordering dozens of very revealing expensive sets of French lingerie to be shipped from a shop she used in Paris. Father and his staff took care of all the arrangements in the capital. Everything was charged to the rich al Sura family.
A few weeks went by and as the dreaded date approached, I began to feel very sick. I was nauseous and had no appetite. What little I ate, I threw up and continued retching with dry heaves. Father wanted me to see a doctor, but Mother forestalled him.
"It's probably a woman's thing," she said. "Let me check it out."
"All right," said Father. "But if it continues much longer, she must see a specialist in the capital."
That very afternoon, Mother brought in a female European doctor. She was young, blonde, and very professional. She had me lie down, spread my legs, and used a probe in my pussy wearing rubber gloves. She made me pee in a cup, then sent me to sit with Mother. When she came out, she took Mother aside and spoke to her in low tones so I could not hear her. She left soon after.
"Zainab Habiba," Mother said. "Let us go to your suite and sit down."
She ordered tea and we sat drinking it in silence.
"When were you with a man?" she asked me.
"Mother!" I protested. "I have never --"
"Don't bother to lie, Zainab Habiba. You are pregnant. The Catholics may believe in miraculous births, but I do not."
I hung my head.
"It wasn't my fault," I said.
"Who was it?"
"A rich businessman," I confessed. "An American, I think."
"Well," said Mother after a pause. "At least that means he's probably clean." She took a few more sips of her tea. "What was the color of his hair? His eyes?"
"He had black hair with traces of gray, salt, and pepper. And blue eyes, very bright blue. Such a handsome man! So strong and athletic! A magnificent beast!"
Mother put a hand on my cheek.
"Tell no one about this. No one. Remember, Walid al Sura is not only a businessman, but he is also our tribal chieftain. If he knows, or even suspects, he will have you beheaded for adultery."
"He cannot do that!" I exclaimed. "No one is beheaded in this day and age!"
"Not in public," said Mother. "But many things happen in private, in the dark of the night. They say Walid al Sura's previous young wife, the one you are replacing, was strangled on his orders."
"Why, Mother?"
"No one knows. But I guarantee that if he knows that you are carrying the child of another man, your life will not be worth half a dinar. Remember, your grandmother was a slave, she disappeared when I was five, and she's almost certainly dead. No one will protect you."
My blood ran cold. I had not realized the magnitude of my danger.
"No one," I repeated.
"Make sure Walid fucks you on the first night of the honeymoon. Two, three, four times, don't let him sleep. Pretend you're infatuated with him and help him get his cock hard repeatedly. Use your hands and your mouth if necessary."
"My mouth?" I asked, aghast.
"You must have as much of his semen in you as possible, Zainab Habiba. Suck his cock. Suck it like your life depends on it. Believe me, it does. He MUST believe that this baby is his."
* * *
It was a very private wedding with no journalists, though a few paparazzi managed to get long-range photos that appeared in the gossip press. I wore a flowing white silk and lace abaya that covered me from wrist to chin, and a silk bridal hijab that covered my hair, with a delicate muslin veil through which the world appeared blurry. Walid put my veil up after the ceremony and kissed me perfunctorily before moving on the mingle with the distinguished guests.
We had a quiet honeymoon on a private island in the Indian Ocean. I played the modest virgin and let him undress me, take off my gown and lingerie ... and finally the ultimate intimacy, he removed my hijab.
"Ah, you live up to your reputation," he said.
"My reputation?" I asked.
"Your mother and you are called 'the girls from the North' by the men in our family." He ran his fingers through my hair. "So soft and long. You're the palest blonde I've seen. Your father sent me the tests."
'Tests?" I asked, stupidly.
"They did tests on you as a girl. To confirm you're not an albino."
"I don't remember any tests."
"How could you? You were two years old, Zainab Habiba."
I did as Mother commanded. I was all over him from the very first night. It was difficult, for I kept having visions of Jack's hard, muscular body and his gigantic cock, pounding me nearly senseless. Walid's manhood was minuscule by comparison, and he ejaculated almost immediately after achieving an erection. I got better with practice and by the end of the first night, I was able to get him hard and mount him to get him in me before he ejaculated.
He groaned like he was dying every time he climaxed, so loudly that I was afraid he would die in my bed and I would be blamed for killing him with sex. Fortunately, he remained healthy.
Mother took me aside after the honeymoon and asked me about it.
"He came in me, Mother," I said. "Maybe six or seven times."
"Only that many?" She sounded disappointed. "You were with him a whole week. I was hoping you would get him to ejaculate in you at least ten or fifteen times."
"It was very difficult, Mother. It takes a long time to help him grow an erection, and then he spurts a small flow almost immediately. I had to suck his cock for ages to get him hard and then get him in me quickly before he ejaculated. He doesn't get very hard and my pussy is very tight. Believe me, it was not easy."
"It was the same with your father and me," sighed Mother.
"You mean --" I put my hand on my mouth, shocked at what she could be implying.
"Yes," Mother whispered in my ear. "Your real father is a Norwegian oil field explorer who spent a month drilling near our rural mansion nineteen years ago. Such a marvelous man, rugged, tough, hard all over. He fucked me like an animal, drove his cock in me like a piston till I nearly passed out." She blushed prettily, it made her look so much younger -- like a sister instead of a mother. "You are half Viking, why do you think you look like you do? It took all my powers of persuasion to make your father believe that a quarter Russian girl could be such a pale blonde. Thank goodness for hijabs, so very few people have seen the color of your hair." She kissed me on the lips, something she had never done before. "It will be much easier for you. Your man has black hair like your husband and you are blonde. Walid will believe the child is his, no matter what the color of its hair."
"You had your Norwegian for a whole month," I said enviously. "I just had Jack for an hour. I want him again."
"You must never see him again, Zainab Habiba! Your child must be the only memory of your passion. Like you are for me."
* * *
I got a stupendous suite of rooms at the royal palace and my marriage settled into a routine. Walid visited me one night a week -- just like my father and mother. I tried to please him, but whenever he had a premature ejaculation or could not get an erection, he blamed me and beat me.
By my sixth month, my belly was so big that it became uncomfortable. My breasts grew bigger as well. Walid called me ugly and stopped visiting. It was a relief.
They ran regular tests and I soon learned why I was so big -- I was carrying twins! Mother came in my eighth month and took me back from the al Sura mansion in the capital to our remote oasis for the birthing. Walid did not come to the departure ceremony.
A week before I was due, Mother took me away from our home to our even more remote camel breeding station. There, in the heart of the barren desert, I gave birth to our twins -- a boy with black hair who looked like Jack and a pale blonde girl who looked like me.
* * *
The children were nearly three months old when Walid came to visit us for the first time in my suite in the royal palace.
"Very good," he said. "I like the boy you've given me. But I don't like the girl, too much of a Northerner. Like you."
I texted Jack that evening. We have a camel breeding station at Ras al Natheel. Can you get there?
Yes, he responded an hour later. By helicopter.
I can go there next month, I texted.
I thought you couldn't go anywhere without a chaperone.
My mother will chaperone me, I texted. Can you bring her friend with you?
Who? He responded.
A Norwegian.
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* * *
My name is Zainab Habiba bin Khalifa al Makhtoom al Thani and my father's family are distant relatives of the Qatar royal family. When I was eighteen, I was selected by Prince Walid of the royal family to be his fourth and youngest wife. He was forty-seven at the time, nearly thirty years my senior.
Just before the wedding, I had a chance encounter with a stranger in the First Class lounge at Doha airport. I was a virgin with no experience with men, and he used the most creative means to have sex with me -- he finger fucked me, went down on me, then fucked me like a satyr with his huge cock. He made me cum again and again, and finally ejaculated a copious outpouring of his seed deep inside me. (See my story, Zainab Habiba.) He impregnated me and the pregnancy resulted in twins, a black-haired boy that looked like the stranger, and a blonde girl that looked like me. The boy's black hair convinced Walid that the children were his since I am a very pale blonde.
I resumed my intense exercise routine on my stationary bike and with free weights soon after the children were born but Walid did not come to visit us till they were about three months old. By this time, I had lost all the weight I had gained and was feeling as fit and strong as I had before I got pregnant.
I had hoped to escape to have a tryst with my stranger, Jack Grierson, at our remote camel breeding station in Ras al Natheel. But I found that I was a virtual prisoner in the royal palace. I could not leave without Walid's consent, even to go home to visit my mother. Sadly, I sent Jack a text, telling him I could not make it.
I'll find a way, he texted back.
* * *
There was a big gathering of our clans the next week to be held in an isolated desert oasis quite far from Doha. These were usually men-only affairs, so I didn't think too much about it, except that it meant I wouldn't see Walid.
However, the day before Walid was due to leave, his harem mistress, Najma al Wakhar came to my suite. She had a darker shade of Arab coloring but was very pretty and moved sensuously. I suspected she was one of Walid's concubines, though she denied it when I asked her. However, Walid was always touching her rump and sometimes her breasts when he thought no one was looking. She had a five-year-old son who looked a lot like Walid.
Najma seemed to resent me from the first day I arrived in the royal palace. She indicated with word and deed that she thought I was not good enough for Walid. She fidgeted about for a few moments without saying anything.
"Get packed," Najma said. "You're going to the clan gathering."
"Why?" I asked.
"Don't ask questions."
I asked my maids to help me pack my things. One of them was Suhaila, a cute little dark thing from Bangladesh who barely came up to my shoulder. But she had winning ways and an ear for gossip.
"All the chieftains are bringing their newest wives to show them off, Princess Zainab Habiba," she said to me. "Prince Walid will be very proud of you, so young, so beautiful, so European-looking."
"I told you to not call me princess," I said to her, crossly. "You are my friend. Anyway, Walid is not proud of me. He hates how I look, 'too Russian', he always says."
"He says that to you perhaps," said Suhaila slyly. "But I have heard the chauffeurs and footmen say that he boasts about you to his clansmen, and even to foreign dignitaries."
This was news to me and I digested it slowly.
"I will take you with me to the gathering," I said to Suhaila.
"Oh no, Zainab Habiba. Only Prince Walid can decide who will go."
"I will ask Walid," I said determinedly.
Walid was not encouraging.
"We will be very short of water and all sorts of provisions. We cannot take superfluous persons. But if you must have her, tell Najma. She has made all the arrangements."
"I'm sure she has," I said sarcastically.
"You have no reason to be jealous, Zainab Habiba. You're my fourth and youngest wife. You have the lowest claim on me."
I don't want any claim at all, I thought. But I said. "I'll do as I'm told."
"Good, good," he said, and left rubbing his hands.
* * *
The gathering was at an oasis over the border in Saudi Arabia in the Rub al Khali or Empty Quarter. Chieftains from both sides of the border were there and our caravan of vehicles joined a much longer one as we got closer. No expense had been spared, and palatial tents had been put up all around the oasis. As a royal, Walid's tent was one of the biggest, with every modern convenience and multiple rooms separated by heavy drapes -- more like a suburban house.
"You will stay here in our suite," he said to me as soon as we got there. "When you are needed, I will send Najma to fetch you."
"As you wish, Walid," I said.
"You call me 'Walid'," he said. "You do not give me the respect I deserve. You don't understand the difference between us. I am a purebred Tamimi Arab, and through my mother, I am a direct descendent of the prophet himself. Whereas you are a mixed-blood mongrel who speaks Arabic with the rough accent of the desert, a girl raised in a remote oasis far from civilization." He paused for a moment. "Your father is quite respectable, related albeit distantly, to our royal family as well as the House of Saud in Arabia and the House of Makhtoom in Dubai. But your mother! Her father is a Bedouin chieftain and her mother was a Russian slave, a wild, aggressive girl who died in the royal dungeons. You seem to have inherited her temperament."
"Then why did you marry me, Walid? You could have left me where I belong, in the desert among the camels and goats."
* * *
I was left to my own devices for the first day. Suhaila and I chatted and played some silly games. Our suite had two bedrooms and I occupied the smaller of the two. I heard Walid and Najma having sex the first night, finally giving the lie to her denials. I heard her sucking his cock, then his loud groans. She made loud choking sounds. She certainly gave him a performance, with strangulated moans like she was cumming over and over as she sucked on him. He cried out, "Oh Najma! How you pleasure me when you choke on my manhood!"
Then I heard the slapping of his mount on hers as he began to fuck her. I counted the thrusts ... one ... two ... three ... then, sure enough, he cried out his release. It was less than fifteen seconds.
Nonetheless, Najma screamed with him, "Oh, Walid, I am cumming again! You are a stallion!"
I had over a year of sex with Walid, I could not believe that he could make any woman cum, let alone drive her to wild orgasms like that. I was sure Najma was faking it, but it obviously worked. I put an ear to the heavy drapes between our bedrooms and heard him whispering sweet nothings to her.
"I kiss your dark nipples, my dearest Najma," he whispered. "I kiss your shell-like ears. I kiss your big eyes, dark like the desert sky. You are a true Arab girl, unlike my young Russian."
"So pale, she looks sickly," responded Najma. "You should divorce her and get a real wife who can please you."
"Perhaps, perhaps. But she will impress the chieftains with her European looks. And she will be useful by my side when I go to Europe and America on business and diplomatic trips. She is beautiful in her own way, but much too high-spirited, too independent. I still have to teach her obedience."
"Beat her," said Najma, viciously. "Beat her every time you have sex with her. You must show her that you are the master. She is rebellious, and like her grandmother, she may turn violent."
"Quite right," said Walid.
"Najma al Wakhar is a witch," Suhaila whispered in my ear.
"You're just biased, Suhaila. Najma is very beautiful."
"What is she saying about your grandmother?" Suhaila asked curiously.
"My mother told me the whole story," I said. "Her name was Aiza Ismailova and she was a blue-eyed blonde born near Odessa. My grandfather bought her from human traffickers when she was very young. Though he beat her regularly, she was never violent, and never tried to defend herself. But when my mother was five, she tried to stop a beating and he turned on the child in a rage. Aiza screamed, 'You will have to kill me before you touch my daughter!' and struck him with a metal poker. As a member of the tribal aristocracy, my grandfather petitioned the royal court, and they sentenced my grandmother to be chained in the dungeons. She died there soon after. She was in her early twenties."
"What a sad story!" exclaimed Suhaila. "Do you still see your grandfather?"
"My mother and I, we never speak to him, we cannot bear to look at him. He is a monster."
"I saw your mother during your wedding," said Suhaila. "The two of you are the best-looking women I have ever seen. You look like sisters."
"All women are good-looking when you look at them with a loving eye," I said, putting my arms around her and enveloping her in a hug.
"No, no, I heard all the menservants and they said the same thing."
"If we attract lustful looks, then we are sinful," I said.
"The two of you cannot help how you look, Zainab Habiba. Allah made you both."
"Like he made you," I said, squeezing her tighter. "The dearest little bundle of joy."
* * *
Najma woke me the next morning, perfectly turned out. Her hijab was set to perfection in a stylish tie and she wore a thin gold chain around the waist of her abaya to emphasize how narrow it was. It also caused her abaya to cling to the swell of her belly. My mother always told me this was strictly forbidden for it drew lustful looks that the shapeless abaya was designed to prevent.
"Wake up, you stupid girl. You are to sit with Prince Walid in the reviewing stand this morning to watch the camel races. Then cheer him as he races against the other chieftains in the last race of the day."
"Camel races?" I cried, jumping out of bed. "I didn't know there was going to be fun like that!"
Suhaila helped me to hurriedly get ready. I worked hard to make sure my silk hijab was at least as well tied as Najma's. Then I put on my ankle boots and ran out to find Walid. He was waiting for me impatiently in the foyer of our tented suite and walked out immediately on seeing me. I followed him three paces behind like a good Arab wife. But on the way to the reviewing stand, I saw Mahmood, leading Berber, the fastest, wildest camel from our breeding station in Ras al Natheel.
I ran toward him and he dropped to a knee in front of me.
"Mistress Zainab Habiba," he said. "Apologies, I meant, Princess Zainab Habiba. Such a pleasure to see you."
"Oh, don't be like that, Mahmood!" I cried.
We had grown up together, riding and racing camels in the barren wastes around the breeding station at Ras al Natheel. I was always chaperoned by one of my mother's ladies or one of my older half-sisters, but we still had a lot of fun together as children. We both loved camels and camel riding. He was one of the best camel jockeys in the royal service -- I thought he was the best! He had represented Qatar at many international meets. I don't like to boast, but I think I was nearly as good as him -- there was no camel I could not ride.
Walid came up looking like a thundercloud and asked, "Who is this?"
"Walid, this is Mahmood al Jabal," I said. "He is your best camel jockey. I knew him as a girl at the camel breeding station at Ras al Natheel."
"It is very improper for you to run off and address him like this, Zainab Habiba."
"I'm sorry, Walid. But I have not seen him for a long time. And you are right here to chaperone me."
Mahmood went to his knees and kissed the sand at Walid's feet.
"Prince Walid al Thani, I am your underserving servant," he said.
"You will be riding for the royal house today, I assume?"
"Yes, your highness."
"Will you be riding this beast?"
"No, your highness. Berber is a mongrel, doesn't have the bloodlines of a race camel. I will be riding Wahid Sarie, he's a purebred with the best pedigree and has superb race temperament."
"Well, you are the expert. Just make sure you win for us."
"I will do my best, highness."
"Who is racing Berber, Mahmood?" I asked.
"No one. I brought him along as a training partner for Wahid Sarie, he cannot race against the purebreds. And he's so difficult to ride, never been properly broken."
He gave him a slow smile and I returned it. We both knew why Berber was not properly broken. I loved his wildness, his stubborn independence. He fought me, rolled, and tried to unseat me, but I hopped off and back on, and used my whip and the reins until I got him under control. And then we flew across the desert together. In his own way he loved me too, for we were two of a kind -- fiercely independent outcasts.
Now Berber grunted and pawed the sand, stretching his neck toward me. I reached out, scratched his snout, and he grunted louder. Walid took a few steps back.
"Get that beast back to the pens," he said. "And get ready for the racing!"
"Yes, highness," said Mahmood.
He remained on his knees with his face in the sand till Walid left. I followed Walid but looked back at Mahmood, who gave me a jaunty wave.
* * *
We sat in the shaded reviewing stand, watching the races through the day. I sat with Walid in the second stand, just beside the main one reserved for the emirs and sultans. Several chieftains came by to pay respects to Walid and congratulate him on acquiring a new young wife -- me. They all looked at me appraisingly, some letting their eyes rove over my body, mentally undressing me. But no one addressed me directly. Walid looked on all this with pride, ignoring my discomfort.
I got looks from many of the other young wives and heard several snatches of conversation with " ... the young Russian upstart ... granddaughter of the blonde slave who died in the royal dungeons ... lowborn whore ...".
Mahmood duly won the main race of the day, the race of champions. I was so proud of him, I stood and clapped and cheered till I was hoarse. Walid was equally happy with this victory for the Royal House of Qatar but looked at my enthusiasm disapprovingly.
Finally, as the sun was beginning to get low and the air turned cooler, it was time for the Chieftains race. Walid stood up and was escorted by his grooms to his mount back in the pens. I took advantage of his absence to run out and find Mahmood.
"Mahmood, can you saddle Berber for me?" I asked, excitedly.
"Of course not, princess. You cannot ride in the chieftains' race."
"Why not? Where is it written? I am a chieftain's wife, does that not make me a chieftain? The Quran does not make a distinction on the basis of sex, and the prophet himself said -- women have equal rights in every sphere of life. Prince Walid will be happy to see his wife is better than any of the others."
"Are you sure, Zainab Habiba?"
I wasn't sure, but I wanted to ride Berber, so I said, "Yes, I'm sure."
Mahmood saddled Berber and I hopped up onto his back as I had done so many times before. He shied and tried to unseat me as he always did -- it was a game between us -- and I whacked his rump with my whip and pulled sharply on his harness to bring him into line.
"You haven't lost your touch," said Mahmood, approvingly.
"I love Berber, Mahmood."
"The two of you are equally unruly," he sniffed. "You deserve each other."
I laughed. Several of the grooms were staring, so I said, "I am Princess Zainab Habiba, I will ride for the House of Prince Walid al Thani in the chieftains' race."
They all bowed and made way as I rode out of the pens.
The other chieftains were just lining up as I got there. I realized I wasn't properly kitted out, for they were all wearing helmets, gloves, and goggles. I just pulled up my pink sequined hijab over my chin, mouth, and nose against the blowing sand, leaving just a narrow slit for my eyes. I found a spot at the edge of the long line, a position of disadvantage. But I was sure that Berber's speed would make up for it.
"What are you doing here?" shouted Walid leaning down from his saddle. "Go back and take your seat in the reviewing stand at once!"
"I'm representing our House, your highness!" I shouted back. "We double our chances of winning now."
This brought forth a great deal of laughter.
"That mount looks wild, brother," said Mushtaq, one of the Saudi princes. "See how it paws the sand. She will be thrown within the first hundred meters, she may break a bone or two. That will teach her a better lesson than getting her to leave the race."
"Very well," said Walid with bad grace.
We were under starter's orders and I leaned forward, tense as I waited for the gun. It went off and I whacked Berber to get him to move. He grunted and took off. He took an elliptical rather than a straight line and we headed straight for the reviewing stands for a few steps before I yanked him around to join the race. He had an unsteady gait, but he was fast.
"Come on, Berber," I whispered in his ear. "Let's show these purebreds what a pair of mongrels can do."
We rapidly overhauled the back-markers, and by the halfway point we were third, behind Walid and the Saudi prince Mushtaq. I narrowed my eyes against the billowing sand thrown up by the hooves of the camels in front of me. I knew Berber had more in him, but I was content to sit in third till the last hundred meters.
"Go now, Berber," I screamed as we passed the last flag, whacking his flank with my whip.
He responded immediately, putting on a burst of speed that none of the others could match. We crossed the finish line to win by over four lengths.
"We won! We won!" I cried happily when Walid came up to me.
"Go to our tent, immediately," he said. His face was tight and his voice was a hiss. He didn't sound happy at all.
I rode Berber back to the pens and gave him to Mahmood, who was grinning from ear to ear.
"You beat them all easily," he said. "I never had a doubt." But then his face clouded over. "I am afraid you will pay a heavy price for your victory."
* * *
Suhaila was waiting for me back in the suite. I expected Najma to come and invite me to dinner, but no one came. It was very late when Walid finally came with Najma by his side.
"You think you're special don't you?" he asked me without preamble.
"Special?"
"You think you can do whatever you like."
"I wanted to represent our House, Walid. I won for us."
"You humiliated me, you stupid bitch!" he shouted.
He hit me in the stomach with a bunched fist with all his weight behind it. I was not expecting it, and doubled over, with a grunt of pain. I fell to the ground and he kicked me twice in the side. He was still wearing his riding boots and I heard a crack. He got down on his knees and began to pound me with his fists. Through all the commotion, I heard little Suhaila crying, "Oh master, please don't beat her! You are hurting her! You will kill her! Oh! Oh!"
"Shut up, you little black Bengali," said Najma.
As Walid kept beating me, I lost track of time in the miasma of pain. He had beaten me before but never like this. He kept on, sweat dripping from his brow.
"Scream and beg, bitch!" he shouted. "Come on, come on! I want to hear you sob and cry."
But I would not give him that pleasure. I just tensed myself and took the blows, puffing and blowing as I reacted to the pain.
"It's the Russian in you, you whore!" he shouted. "Your father warned me, he said your mother takes beatings like this, in silence. But sooner or later, I'll make you beg for mercy."
Finally, he stopped and rolled me onto my stomach.
"I'm going to fuck you now," he said. "In the ass. To teach you a lesson."
"Do as you wish," I gasped. "It is your right."



He pulled up my abaya around my waist and ripped off my panties. I felt his hardness at my anus. He had never been this hard in all the sex we had together. His fury seemed to stimulate him. He pushed into my virgin ass without lubrication. Thankfully, his erection was small, but I still felt like he was ripping me apart.
"Fuck me," I cried through the pain. "I'm your wife, I'm yours to take."
"Don't do this to her, master," Suhaila cried. "Don't hurt her, please, please."
"You want it, don't you, Zainab Habiba?"
"Yes, yes," I panted. "I want whatever you want."
"I am a lawful husband," he said. "I will never do anything against your wishes."
He began to fuck me hard, his mount pounding against my buttocks. He came after just a few thrusts and I was thankful for his minimal manhood. He spurted a tiny ejaculation in my ass and lay on me with his full body weight. I felt the pain of his beating all over my body.
"You wanted it, didn't you?" he asked again.
"Yes," I said. "I wanted it."
"You deserved to be beaten."
"Yes, I deserved it," I said, echoing what I heard my mother say to my father.
"You are mine, bitch," he said.
"Yes," I whispered. "I am yours, to use as you wish."
You own me, I thought. Like you own your luxury cars, your palaces, your yacht, your private jet. But I will never love you.
"Good," he said. "I pray to Allah that I will always do what my wife wants. But to make you a truly dutiful wife, I must tame your defiant spirit. I will break you."
No, I thought. You may beat me, you may fuck me rough, but you will never break me.
* * *
Walid and Najma left together. Suhaila helped me move painfully from the carpeted floor of my tent bedroom to my bed. She gently felt me -- my torso, my arms, my legs, my neck, my back.
"Oh, oh, oh," she kept sighing. "How viciously he beat you, princess. He has broken several ribs. You will have bruises all over your body."
"Yes," I agreed. "He broke some ribs. It hurts to talk, even to breathe."
"I will bathe you with some salve. And kiss your hurts."
"You are sweet Suhaila," I said. "Sleep with me tonight."
"Yes, I will hold you, princess."
We slept together, naked. She was true to her word, tenderly worked salve into my skin, then kissed me all over. She tenderly sucked on my nipples and hardened them. She gently kneaded my breasts and kissed the swell of my belly. Her lips moved lower, lower, and finally found the thick lips of my vulva. Her tongue darted out, teasing, exciting, stimulating. Somehow, the pleasure of her ministrations made the pain abate. Then she began sucking on my clit and I began to cum -- slowly, gradually, a long drawn-out orgasm. My hips undulated as though I was swimming, and I gurgled softly in my throat.
"Ah, Suhaila, my darling love," I whispered.
She crawled up and drew the heavy quilt over us against the cold night air of the desert. She held me, her little frame against mine, giving me warmth. I felt her little breasts with my lips and nipped her jet-black nipples with my teeth till they hardened and stood out. I suckled on her breasts contentedly.
"I should make you cum," I murmured.
"Not tonight," she murmured, kissing me on the lips.
* * *
We returned to the royal palace in Doha and I did not expect to see Walid till our next weekly night together. However, he came by my suite just a day later as I was handing the twins to the nursemaids to put them down for the night.
"We are leaving for New York tomorrow," he said, making no mention of our violent encounter the day before. "Najma and her assistants will help you pack. They know what you will need."
"Why, Walid? You should take Najma or one of your senior wives. They will behave properly and not embarrass you."
"Of course, Najma is coming, she always takes care of my arrangements," said Walid. Then he paced around the room, stopping once or twice to look out of the big picture windows. "But the emir wants me to meet a group of businessmen. We are hoping they will invest in the country. It will be good to show them a European face. It will give credence to our statements of being welcoming to Western business."
"I see," I said.
"Just make polite conversation at the dinners and receptions, be a demure Arab wife. Don't be forward with anyone like you were with that lowborn camel jockey."
"Mahmood," I said. "That's his name. I have known him since I was a little girl, Walid. There was never anything inappropriate between us."
"It is not what is done or not done, Zainab Habiba. It is how it appears to onlookers. You are still a teenager but you are now a princess. You must learn this."
"Can Suhaila come with me?" I asked.
"No," said Walid. "She is too dark, almost black. She is not the image we want to project in the West. Najma will take care of you."
* * *
Najma oversaw my make-up and dress. She did not approve of the colorful muslin hijab I wore, but I argued with her till she relented. However, she made me pull it up to cover my face whenever we were not in private. Our entourage was too big for Walid's private jet, so we took over the First Class cabin of a regular Qatar Airways flight. Many of the lesser staff were seated back in economy.
We arrived in New York, were met by diplomatic limousines, and whisked to a dinner reception at our country's consulate. Walid and I were at the head of the receiving line. I had slept on the flight, but I was still jet-lagged and wanted to get to our hotel suite as soon as possible. But my fatigue soon fled -- for as the businessmen filed in, I could not believe my eyes. There, looking as handsome and athletic as ever, was Jack! His bright blue eyes sought me out and I gave him a cautious smile, trying not to stare at him.
"John Grierson, CEO, The Foncault Group of Companies," our majordomo intoned as his turn came.
"I'm pleased you could make it," Walid said, shaking his hand. "We are appreciative of the work Foncault companies are doing in Qatar and hopeful you will consider expanding your investments."
"We will certainly consider it," said Jack. "But first, I must congratulate you on your nuptials." He turned to me. "Your new bride is stunning, a wonderful European face of your country. And so young."
"Yes," said Walid, pleased. "She's nineteen and does represent us well. She went to finishing school in Switzerland, you know."
"I must also congratulate you on the birth of your twins. Your young wife has brought a lovely pair of bonny children into this world."
"Thank you. The birth was kept very private, I am surprised you know so much about it."
"Oh, you know the paparazzi and the gossip sites," said Jack easily. "Nothing escapes them, especially when you have such a beautiful teenage princess giving birth."
He extended his hand to me and I shook it. He put out his other hand and held mine in both of his. The slight tug put pressure on my broken ribs, and I winced with pain. Jack immediately released my hand, his eyes growing hard.
"Princess Zainab Habiba," he said. "You give Western business a powerful incentive to invest in your country."
"Thank ... thank you," I said, faintly. Breathing still hurt my ribs, though I tried hard to control my expression.
He passed on into the reception hall. Per our country's policies, there was no alcohol being served, only fruit juices and soft drinks. I thought it was hypocritical since Walid and most of the aristocracy drank alcohol quite freely in private. Ironically, even though I was called 'the Russian', I was the one who had never tasted alcohol.
Without alcohol, the drinks reception was necessarily short and we soon dispersed to our tables. Walid and I were seated at table 1 at the head of the hall under the dais. It was out of the center of the room and as private as one could get in a public dinner. There were two other seats at the table. The majordomo told us that the consulate had reserved them for the biggest investor in our country. A look at the name tags gave me chills, both from excitement and fear -- for they were for 'John Grierson' and 'Isabelle de la Roque Grierson'.
Jack came to the table just a few moments after Walid and me with a gorgeous blonde on his arm. She immediately went up to Walid and put out her hand.
"Hello, I'm Isabelle," she said. She had a French accent, but with an overlay of English/American. As Walid shook her hand, she turned to me.
"Enchanté de faire votre connaissance," I said.
"Ah, you speak French," she replied. "And such a good accent. Swiss?"
"Yes," I said. "I went to school there."
"Let us not be boring old folks," Isabelle continued. "Let's be bold and switch around. I would love to sit by a dashing Arab prince. And I am sure Jack would love to sit with your charming young wife."
"Well ... " I said, unsure of how to respond.
"Unconventional," said Walid, smoothly. "But why not?"
Isabelle switched the place cards and we sat down.
"You also have a very young wife," Walid said to Jack immediately.
"Oh no, you've got that wrong," said Isabelle with a laugh. She had a very sweet laugh, it was like tinkling bells. "Jack's wife Carmen was indisposed and so he asked me. I'm his daughter-in-law, married to his son, Martin."
"Your son is a lucky man," said Walid to Jack, giving Isabelle a seated half bow. The soup was served and he went on. "I am sorry to bring up boring business, ladies, but I am afraid that is the purpose of our trip. I hope you don't mind."
"Talk away," said Isabelle, touching Walid lightly on the arm. She drew a look of frank interest from him. "I'm only here to be decorative."
"Me, too," I said.
"Jack, I would like to say that our government is very happy with the MRO work your companies are doing for Qatar Airways," Walid said, as the soup was cleared away. "Would you be willing to work with us to set up a full-fledged aircraft service center? We think we could bring in many airlines in the One World network."
"That's a tempting prospect," said Jack. "Especially since the only other center in the area is in Dubai. Emirates Airlines is independent, so that service center rests on shaky foundations."
"That was our thought," said Walid.
"However, at Foncault, we need to be cognizant of the current mood in the West. These days, all companies are potential targets in social media. And many feminist groups are unhappy with the state of affairs in your country."
"Why?" asked Walid. "We are committed to women's rights. Our government sits on the United Nations Panel on Women."
"There is evidence that female slavery is still ongoing in your country. The report by Oriana Perretti is continuing to get a lot of play in the media."
"Oh, that Italian b--" Walid began, but cut himself off. "She never produced any hard evidence, just hearsay."
There was a pause as the salad was served.
"She reports the story of Aiza Ismailova," said Jack, after the waiter left. "Perretti claims she was enslaved by one of your aristocratic families, beaten mercilessly, and used as a concubine. She gave birth to a daughter in captivity, a girl she named Tasvir. Defending her daughter from abuse, she struck her captor. For this, she was sentenced to a medieval punishment of being chained by the neck, arms, and legs in the royal dungeons. She died in chains before her twenty-fifth birthday."
"A fanciful story," scoffed Walid. "And in any event, I find it difficult to believe that a man with your reputation cares much for women's rights."
"Ah, you've been doing your homework on me, have you?"
"You and me, we're the same, Jack. We know that women must be kept in their place, by force if necessary. A woman like Oriana Perretti just needs a strong man to tame her. Her report is the result of her own sexual frustration."
"I see," said Jack.
"If you allow indiscipline, it's chaos. Aiza Ismailova, for instance. She struck her man with an iron poker, and seriously injured him. The court had no choice but to make an example of her."
"I confess to being softhearted," said Jack. "In my mind's eye, I see a beautiful young girl, barely out of her teens, with a heavy iron ring around her neck, chained to the wall with leg irons and manacles. Raped by guards every day. Till one day she finally managed to use the manacles to slit her wrist and welcome death."
"Ancient history," said Walid, brusquely. "Even if it were true, nothing like that could happen in my country today."
"No, of course not," said Jack. The salad plates were cleared away and the main course was served. Jack pulled his phone out and put it on the table between us.
"I know how many aircraft Qatar Airways runs," Jack said, his finger poised over the notes page on his phone. "But what's the age profile of the fleet?"
"It's a fairly new fleet," said Walid, before going into a description.
Jack's finger tapped on his phone as though he was taking notes. I was about to say something to Isabelle when Jack's hand gripped my thigh under the table. I gasped and Walid looked at me sharply.
"Sorry," I said, worried about what Jack was going to do. "I swallowed something the wrong way."
I looked down at Jack's phone. Make an excuse and go to the toilet, he had typed. The handicapped toilet, it's in between the men's and the ladies'.
I did as he said, and excused myself. Isabelle put her hand on Walid's arm again and said, "I hear you ride in camel races, Prince Walid. You must tell me all about this. You must cut a dashing figure out there in the desert!"
"Oh, well," said Walid, feigning modesty. "Camels are dangerous beasts, you know. One has to know how to tame them, to keep them under control." He put an arm around her waist. "It is quite similar to taming a woman."
I walked away quickly and when I got to the edge of the room, I looked back to see Jack excuse himself and leave the table. I had barely shut the handicapped toilet door behind me when it was pushed open and Jack entered. He locked it and we looked at each other for a brief moment. It was a big room and there was a padded bench on the far side away from the toilet and sink.
Jack came to me and without a word, bent and lifted my abaya to my armpits. As he stared at my torso and legs, his expression went hard again.
"You are a mass of bruises," he said finally. His voice trembled, and I was surprised to see tears forming in his bright blue eyes. "How many broken ribs?"
"I don't know. Two or three. Maybe more."
"You haven't seen a doctor?"
"Of course not. It would embarrass the family."
"So Walid can beat you with impunity?"
"He owns me," I said. "It is his right."
"The bastard! The fucking bastard!"
"How did you know so much about my grandmother? You seem to know even more than me."
"I investigated. I met Oriana Perretti. She interviewed some of the female guards at the royal dungeons. They gave her graphic descriptions."
"How she must have suffered!" I said, with tears in my voice.
He put his arms around me and held me till I regained control of myself.
"How are our babies?" he asked.
"Thriving. I wish you could see them."
He got down on his knees, unmindful of his designer tuxedo, and softly, felt my ribs, kissing each one, touching it with his tongue.
"At least five are broken," he said. "It must hurt just to breathe."
"Yes," I said.
"Why did he beat you? Or does he do this all the time?"
"He beats me whenever he cannot perform in bed. But this was much worse than usual. It was because I won a camel race, against him and all the chieftains. It was foolish of me, but I had not ridden a camel in so long, cooped up in the royal palace! It was sort of worth it, I had such a good time."
"You deserve a real man, Zainab Habiba. A real man who can appreciate what an exceptional woman you are."
"There is no escape for me, Jack. Walid will have me beheaded if I try to leave him."
Jack pounded the wall with his fist.
"I know the risk you are taking being here with me."
"I have missed you, Jack. Every day and every night. Maybe all the good I ascribe to you is just my imagination. Maybe you are a lowlife asshole. But I don't care. I want you to give me another baby."
"I am a lowlife asshole," he said. "You've got that right."
I rapidly unbuttoned his shirt, felt his hard body, and for the first time saw the many scars that blemished his perfectly muscled body.
"My bruises are nothing compared to your scars," I said. "But we must hurry. Walid will soon become suspicious."
"Not here," said Jack. "I want to spend all night with you. I'll make it happen. We're in New York."
I returned to our table and Jack left the toilet a few minutes later, but made a circumnavigation of the hall, stopping to chat with many other business acquaintances. He finally came back and resumed talking business with Walid.
* * *
I didn't really believe Jack when he said he would find a way. Walid and I left soon after the dessert and our limousine took us to our hotel suite. It was the penthouse suite at the Plaza Hotel, overlooking Central Park. Walid was yawning all the way back to the hotel in the limousine. He could barely keep his eyes open and immediately stripped off his clothes in the living room of the suite. He just about managed to get into his sleeping kaftan before falling into the huge king bed and going out like a light. He emitted soft snores.
I was jet-lagged and tired as well, but I was surprised by just how badly it had hit Walid. After all, he traveled so much more than me. I took off my abaya and went to the wet bar in my hijab, bra, panties, stockings, and high heel shoes. I poured myself some sparkling water and drank it as I wandered around the suite checking it out. I heard some tapping but thought I was imagining it. Then I heard it again.
I went to the suite side window that looked down on an alley -- and Jack was outside. I managed to unlatch the window and he swung inside, still in his tuxedo.
"Omigod, Jack!" I whispered. "How did you get up here? We're on the 21st floor!"
"There's fluting up the walls," he said. "It wasn't difficult."
"You could have been killed!"
"It would have been worth it," he said with a laugh.
"Walid is right here!"
"I slipped him a pill in his orange juice," said Jack. "He'll be dead to the world for twelve hours. Nothing will wake him, we could set off a bomb in here if we wanted."
"Are you sure?"
"Certain. I've done this before. Not to fuck a woman, but for other reasons." He took me in his arms, gently to avoid hurting me. "But right now, my balls are on fire. Here you are in your lingerie and hijab -- just as I pictured you when I first saw you."
He pulled down my bra cups and kissed my nipples, bringing them to hardness and fullness, dark pink.
"I wish I could manhandle you, get you really hot," he whispered. "But I will not hurt you."
"I don't care," I said. "Fuck me as hard as you like, I can take it. I want to take it."
He dropped to his knees and kissed my pussy through my panties, then stripped them off and kissed my vulva, sucked my clit. I clasped his head with both hands, rotating my hips to encourage him. He used his fingers in me and I moaned out loud, happy to give vent to my passion without reserve. He did not stop and kept going even as I began to cum. He was dexterous and brought me to climax once again. I sagged down on him, and he picked me up and carried me to the wide bed.
"I know a lot more about sex now, Jack," I said. "I'm not a virgin anymore."
Somehow, he had managed to get naked and rolled me on top of him.
"Show me what you've learned," he said. "Ride me, let me take your weight."
I reached down and took his monstrous cock in my hand. I still could believe how big he was. Seeing it unsheathed for the first time, I took a long moment to stare at it, the purplish bulbous head, the shiny, veined shaft that had the sheen of metal. I positioned my pussy and slowly used my weight to drive him into me. As I lowered myself, my tightness stripped back his foreskin. He arched his back and sank into me, plumbing depths only he had touched before.



"You're so tight," he groaned. "Two children and still tight as a virgin!"
"Walid has a very small organ," I said, nodding my head toward my snoring husband. "But even he finds me tight."
"I waited so long for this, Zainab Habiba! To see you wearing nothing but your hijab!"
"Yes, I told you I'm a modest Arab woman, Jack," I gasped, as he began to work his huge organ in me. "Omigod! Fuck me, Jack! Fuck me hard!"
Every time I looked over to see my snoring husband, I grew more excited. As Jack fucked me, I rotated my hips aggressively using my warm tightness to create even more friction. I came, again and again, harder each time. He went on much longer than I remembered in our airport encounter, just continuing to pound me. I grew lightheaded with my continual orgasms, but he did not stop. We were both covered with sweat, our bodies sliding against one another's.
Finally, I reached the point where I had no more energy and just straddled him, supporting myself with my hands on his chest.
"Take me now, Jack," I panted. "I have nothing left."
Jack exploded, almost as though he was responding to me. I felt his cockhead spraying thick, viscous semen deep inside me. I just lay down on him and let him pump his load into me through thrust after thrust. When he was finally still, I think I passed out.
The next thing I knew, it was three in the morning, I was cuddling in Jack's arms, and he was whispering in my ear.
"I'm hard again. Are you too sore?"
"I'm tired and sore," I whispered back. "But don't let that stop you. My husband lying there like a log makes everything so much more exciting!"
Jack fucked me three more times that night.
I caressed his body as the sun slanted into the suite at dawn.
"How did you get all these scars?" I asked. "Bullet pockmarks, knife slashes, surgical incisions, rips, and tears ... all over you!"
"The army," he said. "In combat."
"You must have been in so many battles!"
"A few firefights," he said with a shrug. "I was always the lucky one."
"So many wounds! So much pain! You call that lucky?"
"I'm alive," he said. "The unlucky ones are dead."
* * *
Of course, I made sure to get Walid's seed in me several times during the rest of our trip. We returned to Qatar a month later after stops in Europe. Two weeks after we got home, I discovered I was pregnant.
"I impregnated you in America," gloated Walid. "I should name the child after the heroes who brought down the twin towers."
It was just one baby this time, a girl. Her hair turned blonde after a few weeks and her big eyes turned bright blue -- Jack's eyes. I could see him in her.
"Another blonde girl," said Walid, disgusted. "I would rather not see her."
I texted pictures of her to Jack.
She's almost as beautiful as her mother, he texted back.
I knew I would never see him again, so I was crying as I replied -- tears that Walid could never squeeze from me with all his beatings.
We only had a few precious hours together. But you have given me so many tender memories, as well as three children to love. You call yourself all manner of bad things, a scumbag, an asshole, a guttersnipe, a bastard. But to me, you will always be the man who gave me happiness, the like of which I will never know again. This mongrel desert girl, uncouth, uncivilized, will always love you.
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[This is a Jack Grierson story. It is related to many of my other stories about Jack. All characters are totally fictitious and bear no relation to any person, living or dead. All events narrated here are the products of my imagination.]
* * *
My name is Zainab Habiba bin Khalifa al Makhtoom al Sura and my father's family are poor, country-bumpkin relatives of the billionaire al Sura family. My maternal grandmother was a Russian slave and my mother had a month-long secret fling with a blond Norwegian oil field explorer, who was almost certainly my real father. I was a tall, very pale blonde, with Nordic European looks.
When I was eighteen, I was selected by Walid al Sura of the main branch of the family to be his fourth and youngest wife. He was forty-seven at the time, nearly thirty years my senior. I lived in my husband's palace in the capital.
I had the finest silks, a treasure trove of gold jewelry with diamonds, emeralds, rubies, pearls, and maids for every possible activity from my bath and massage to making sure my bed and chambers were always pristine. I even had a maid whose only job was to maintain fresh flowers in every corner of every room. My suite of rooms in the palace included a vast bedroom, an equally big sitting room, an anteroom, a boudoir, several walk-in closets, two bathrooms, a full gym, and an expansive terrace with a horticultural garden and an arbor.
I was now twenty years old and had three lovely children, a pair of twins -- a black-haired boy and a pale blonde girl -- and an equally blonde daughter. The twins were nearly 18 months old, and my daughter was a six-month-old baby. The children were all the result of two wild, unbelievably ecstatic sexual romps with Jack Grierson -- he had impregnated me both times (see my stories, Zainab Habiba and Zainab the princess). No one but my mother knew this and my husband thought the children were his. If he even suspected the truth, my life would be forfeit -- for Walid al Sura was a chieftain of our tribe as well as a businessman. His power was not formally recognized by the government, so his sentences were carried out secretly, often in the dark of the night. However, the government did not interfere with tribal affairs, so effectively, he had the power of life and death in his hands.
Walid kept me sequestered in the palace, not even allowing me to make trips within the capital. My three co-wives did not like me. They were all much older and while their suites were near mine, they avoided me to the extent that they could.
Walid's harem mistress, Najma al Wakhar oversaw everything. She was a sensual woman in her late twenties, with rich, brown skin the color of ground nutmeg. She had a son who looked a lot like Walid. While she continually denied it, I eventually heard them having sex, so I knew he was fucking her regularly. She obviously wanted to be Walid's fourth wife and hated me for being chosen instead of her.
All the staff reported to Najma and spied for her, so I had to be very careful with everything I said or did. She was always looking for ways to make me look bad in front of Walid. My only ally was Suhaila, the personal maid I had brought from my father's house. She was a pretty little Bengali with skin as black as ebony, thick, plank-straight black hair, and dark, large luminous eyes. She had an ear for gossip and kept me informed of what was going on behind the scenes in the harem and the palace.
* * *
I was returning one evening from putting the children to sleep in the nursery and chatting with the nursemaids. That evening, I was particularly missing my carefree teenage years in my father's decaying mansion by a remote oasis in the desolate desert. I had been a crazy tomboy, riding camels, surfing sand dunes, and climbing date palms. However, in many ways, I remained very traditional. Through all my shenanigans I was always covered from ankle to wrist in my abaya with my hair completely hidden by my hijab. Till I met Jack, I knew absolutely nothing about men.
I had shared my teenage years with my half-sister and best friend, Salima Banu. She was a few months older than me and was now married to another distant relative. He was a much poorer one who worked in the date trade. They lived in modest circumstances in Al Zubah, a minor town. We texted each other frequently about inane matters, but now I decided to call her.
"Zainab Habiba!" she cried, picking up after only one ring.
"Salima Banu, I was missing you so much today," I said. "I really wanted to hear your voice!"
We both spoke Badawi, the rough dialect of the desert. Everyone in the palace ridiculed my language. Walid, my co-wives, and Najma regularly and openly mocked me when I spoke, even when we had guests. Many of the servants smirked when I talked to them. My country dialect made my low status in the palace crystal clear, despite the material grandeur of my apartments, clothing, and jewelry.
"I miss you, too, Zainab Habiba. My husband, Faisal al Abadi, and I talk about you all the time. Whenever we go camel riding, I always tell him that you are the best camel rider in the desert! And the way you surf the sand dunes! A hundred meters high, and you just fly down, fearless! I'm always so tentative when they are high and steep like that."
"I don't do anything these days, Salima Banu," I replied, sadly. "All I do is work out in my gym in my suite in the palace. I haven't even left the palace since the official trip I made to America and Europe last year with Walid and his entourage."
"You are his youngest wife, no wonder he is protective of you," said Salima Banu. She laughed. "You are such a sexy thing, he must fuck you with all his might! All his other wives must be jealous of you."
"His other wives hate me," I agreed. "But they have nothing to be jealous about. He visits me once a week, usually on Thursdays. But it is very unsatisfying for me. He always wants me to suck his cock -- fortunately, that is not difficult, since he has a small organ. Then I must straddle him to get him in me as soon as possible because he never lasts more than a minute. Never more than three thrusts, often just one, and he's done -- he spouts a tiny ejaculate. I've never cum in my marital bed."
"Oh! That is so disappointing! But at least he has given you three children."
"Yes, I love my three children." To change the subject I said, "So tell me about your marriage. I know you have one son, your husband must be happy."
"Oh, Zainab Habiba, I couldn't be happier. Faisal and I ride camels together, and I have taught him to surf the sand dunes. We picnic and make love in the desert under the stars."
"Is he a good lover?"
"Well, I don't have anything to compare him to, so I don't know how good he is. But he tries hard to please me."
"Does he have a big cock?"
"He's quite thick, I cannot encircle him with the fingers of one hand. From what I've been reading on the internet, his length is not great. He lasts longer than three thrusts, but never long enough to make me cum."
"That does not sound promising."
"It is much more than that. He kisses me all over and traces his tongue from the swell of my belly to my nether lips. He pushes his tongue into me, along with his fingers. He works on me so patiently, then faster, faster, sucking my clit exactly as I command him. Then I straddle his face with my pussy and grind away with my clit till I cum. Sometimes, I cum so hard, I see stars! When I am cumming, I push my pussy on his mouth and nose so forcefully, that I nearly suffocate him, the poor darling."
My grip on my phone tightened as I listened to her. I felt my own pussy growing moist with her description of cumming.
"Does Walid kiss your pussy? You have such a pretty pink one."
"No, never. It is strictly one way -- he owns me, he is the master, so I suck his cock. Never the other way round."
"You poor dear!"
"I wish I was married to a man like Faisal al Abadi. A man I could ride camels and horses with."
"But you have so much wealth and power, Zainab Habiba!"
"I'm a bird in a gilded cage, Salima Banu. Trapped in a palace where everyone treats me with contempt, a mongrel desert girl who speaks Badawi, rather than the sophisticated dialect of the capital."
"Maybe you can visit me. After all, I am a respectable married woman with a son. I can chaperone you. Then we can go riding into the desert together and surf the dunes!"
"That sounds like heaven, Salima Banu!"
* * *
I walked on and found little Suhaila in the wide corridor outside the door to my suite. She was crying.
"What's the matter, Suhaila?"
"Oh, Mistress Zainab Habiba! It is so cruel, I wish you do not go into your suite right now. Let us take a walk in the gardens."
"What are you talking about?" I asked, surprised and a bit irritated. "Why shouldn't I enter my own suite?"
"But mistress, ..."
I opened the door and walked through the anteroom to the sitting room, with Suhaila following me.
"Please, mistress ..." she kept saying.
I heard the moans and sighs from the open door to my bed chamber. I stood in the open doorway in silence.
Walid was fucking Najma in our marital bed. She wore a yellow bra that highlighted well against her darker skin tone, yellow stockings with snap-on garters, and black high-heel pumps. She wore my pearl and emerald Bulgari choker necklace around her throat -- the one Walid had given me on our first wedding anniversary. Her bra cups were pulled down and her dark brown nipples were stiff and hard, standing out proudly on her firm breasts. She was covered with a sheen of sweat. Walid was naked and much sweatier, grunting as he drove his cock into her pussy. One of his hands was on her throat, just below the choker.
"Oh Walid," she moaned. "I'm cumming again! And again! You're a beast, a machine, a god! Omigod! Omigod!"
She thrashed under him, gripping his sides with her thighs. He must have just entered her, for like clockwork, in three thrusts he began groaning and shuddering. He collapsed on her with his weight and she held him with her arms, scissoring her long legs around his waist.
They lay in a heap for a while and I quietly faded behind the doorjamb.
"I cannot believe I fucked you here, Najma," said Walid, after a few moments. He was still breathing heavily. "This is the bed I share with Zainab Habiba. But I have never known such passion with her as I have with you. She is cold, frigid, I think. She sucks my cock and then just straddles me with a word. Her pussy is so tight, she makes me cum immediately, joylessly. She has no passion."
"She does not deserve you, my lord," said Najma. "You should have made me your fourth wife after you had that bitch, Parveen Bibi strangled."
"I wanted to, Najma," said Walid. "You know that. But my oldest brother forced me to marry Zainab Habiba. He wanted to bring her European looks into the family. I could not disobey him."
"He should have married her himself!" exclaimed Najma.
"She was only eighteen. I'm the youngest of my brothers and even I am a bit old for her."
"Of course not, my lord! You have the energy and virility of a randy twenty-year-old!"
"With you, perhaps," said Walid, laughing.
She's so good at faking sexual excitement, I thought.
"I hope you have impregnated me today, my lord," said Najma. "It is Thursday, an auspicious day to become pregnant. And it is a good time of the month for me."
"You will always be the mistress of my harem, Najma," said Walid. Then he sighed. "But I wish you could teach Zainab Habiba how to be a subservient wife. No matter how much a beat her, she retains her proud, independent spirit. She will not bow to me, will not beg me for mercy."
"She is a mother, she has children," said Najma. "I know she loves them more than anything in the world. They are yours, not hers. Take them away from her. Then she will cry and beg."
"What a brilliant idea, Najma!" Walid exclaimed.
My blood ran cold. He couldn't, he wouldn't take my children! I thought, alarmed. I ran into the bedroom with Suhaila following me on her bare feet.
"Oh, Walid!" I cried, unmindful of the shock on both their faces. "If you take away my children, I will have nothing to live for! I will die!"
"How dare you ..." began Najma.
"You can give Najma everything!" I said in a panic. "Give her this suite, give her all my jewelry -- she is already wearing my Bulgari choker. Divorce me and marry her, if you want. But let me have my children!"
I went down on my knees by the bed and put my head on the carpet.
"They are not your children," said Walid. "They are mine. You were just the incubator for my seed, now the caretaker of my offspring. But they don't need you now. They have their nursemaids, and they will have Najma."
"Oh, please, please, Walid, I beg you," I said, sobbing. "Kill me first, but do not separate me from my children."
He swung his legs out of bed, putting one on my head. I felt the pressure build along with the pain. I thought he was going to put his whole weight on it and crush my skull, but he relented at the last moment. I looked up -- he looked enormous from my prone perspective.
"Keep begging," he said. "Keep crying."
"I am your servant," I faltered, continuing to sob. "I will do anything you want. Beat me, flog me, torture me. But do not take my children from me."
I found that Suhaila was lying prone next to me.
"Have mercy, my lord!" she cried.
"That black Bengali bitch is her confidant," said Najma. "Make an example of her, my lord."
"Good idea, Najma. Take her away and have her flogged. Then get her visa revoked and send her back to her homeland."
Najma got out of bed and belted on a silk robe. Then she grabbed little Suhaila by the arm and dragged her screaming out of the bedroom.
"Suhaila has done nothing wrong, Walid," I sobbed. "Please do not punish her. Take her away from me, but send her back to my father's house in the desert, please, please."
"You must learn that I am serious, Zainab Habiba."
"I do not doubt you, Walid! I never did!"
He ignored me, pulled on his trousers, and kaftan. He left, leaving me prone on the carpet.
The tears would not stop. I cried so hard, that a wet puddle formed on the carpet in front of my face. Finally, I picked myself up and ran to the nursery. Over the protests of the nursemaids, I put the children into a pram and wheeled them to the daybed in my boudoir, away from the sheets of my bed that were scented the sweat of Walid and Najma's sex.
I burrowed into the quilts with the three small bodies and held them to my breast. My 6-month-old contentedly suckled on one of my swollen nipples, and the twins held each other and me. They seemed unaware of my distress and for that I was grateful.
If Walid takes them away from me now, I thought. They will soon forget me, I will fade out of their consciousness. The prospect of that loss was like a heavy rock on my chest and I struggled to breathe.
* * *
I woke up and gradually came to, realizing that I had my three precious bundles in my arms. I got up and quickly bathed with them and got us all dressed. I threw a few things into a shoulder bag, looked in a mirror to make sure my silk hijab was tied just so with a stylish knot and put the three babies in the pram. I headed out of the anteroom and almost ran right into Najma and two female security guards, both wearing gun belts.
"Going somewhere?" Najma asked, unpleasantly.
"Najma, I beg you, ..." I began.
"You had years to learn to be subservient, Zainab Habiba," she replied. "It is too late now. Especially now."
"Why?" I cried.
"Lord Walid and I listened to your conversation with your half-sister, Salima Banu yesterday. When you insulted his manhood in the most disparaging terms."
"How could you?"
"What do you think, Zainab Habiba? The internal network here is monitored, for security purposes. Everything you say, text, or surf on the internet while indoors is recorded. In addition to the recording of your offensive conversation with your half-sister yesterday, we have lots of texts you have exchanged with her. And surfing the internet for skiing and climbing sites, most inappropriate."
I thought of my two texts to Jack, remembering that I had made them outdoors on my big terrace, far from the main palace building."
"Is that all?" I asked, relieved that she had not brought up Jack.
"Isn't that enough? Lord Walid is most disappointed in the way you spoke about him. He will not divorce you, despite all my arguments. But you will be punished."
"How?" I asked, my heart in my mouth.
"He will take your children." The two female security guards took my arms, wrenched the pram from me, and Najma took it.
"No!" I screamed. "Please, no! I will do anything!"
"And you will be confined in the dungeons," she said, gloating. "Till you learn your lesson."
She wheeled the pram away from me and the two security guards dragged me down the corridor. I struggled and fought, but it was no use. They were bigger and stronger than me.
* * *
It was dark in the dungeon, four flights of stairs below the ground level of the palace. The walls were made of old rock, and looked centuries old, certainly far older than anything above ground level in the palace. There was one guttering torch on the far wall, and it cast waving shadows.
There was an iron ring around my neck and it was fastened to a spike driven into the wall. My wrists were in manacles and there were leg irons around my ankles. My legs were tired from hours of standing, but any attempt to move away from standing upright caused the iron ring to choke me. My eyes were dry for I had cried out everything I had in me. I thought of my grandmother, wondering if this was where she was confined.
One of the female guards came, put two crusts of bread in my hands, and left. I ate them slowly, masticating lightly. I was a desert girl, I knew the importance of preserving my body water.
There was a wisp of air coming from the far side of the chamber and I assumed there was an air vent of some sort there. I felt a weight in my abaya pocket, reached in, and found my phone! They had not searched me thoroughly.
I pulled it out and saw the time. It was just after nine at night -- I had already been confined for over twelve hours. There were no service bars -- I did not expect to get cell phone service this far below the surface.
There was the sound of footfalls and the female security guard came back in. She gave me a glass of water that I guzzled down. Then she tied a black blindfold over my hijab.
"Do not attempt to remove it," she said. "Or you will be flogged."
"At least tell me your name," I said.
"Sultana," she said. "Sultana al Abadi."
I heard her footfalls retreat and then a moment later, another set approached. My shoulders were gripped by powerful hands and I was turned around to face the wall. My abaya was pulled up. I felt the tug and heard the ripping sound as my panties were ripped off.
"Who are you?" I cried. "Please tell me! I am faithful to my husband, Walid al Sura! My body belongs to him. I will resist anyone else with all the strength that God has given me!"
I felt the cockhead at my anus as I twisted and fought. My assailant tried to hold me still, but could not. Despite the coolness of the dungeon, I was covered with sweat as I writhed in his arms.
"Enough!" It was Walid's voice. "Enough, Zainab Habiba! It is I, your husband. Cease this defiance immediately!"
I stopped and was still.
"I am yours, my lord," I said.
"That is better. Stay still now. I'm going to fuck you from behind. Your ass is more inviting than your pussy."
"Whatever you want," I said.
He pushed into me. It was easier as all the sweat slid into the slit between my buttocks and lubricated his cock and my anal passage. It still hurt, for he used no finesse. He thrust into me, and stayed for a moment, panting. Then he thrust once more and began to spurt the few drops of his ejaculate.



* * *
Three more days passed with the same routine. Bread, water, blindfolded, then Walid fucking me in the ass in the evening.
"How much longer, my lord?" I asked Walid when he was done on the third day.
"I like you like this, Zainab Habiba," he said. "A few more months should break you. A few more years here and you will lose your looks. Then I can divorce you."
"My children,.." I began.
"You have no children!" he shouted. I was blindfolded and could not see his expression. "They are MY children! You will never see them again!"
When Sultana al Abadi came to remove my blindfold, she found it was soaked with my tears. I cried for several hours that night, till my throat was raw. I was debilitated from three days of bread and water and sagged against the wall. The iron ring around my neck cut into my flesh and drew blood.
I will die here, I thought. Like my grandmother.
I pulled out my phone and saw that the battery was quite low. I knew I did not have much time. I put on the recorder and began my story.
* * *
When Sultana al Abadi came in the morning with my bread and water, she clucked as she saw the blood where the iron ring had cut into my neck.
"Sultana al Abadi," I whispered through my raw throat. "Are you related to Faisal al Abadi, the date trader who lives in Al Zubah?"
"Why he is my brother!" she said. "How do you know him?"
"My half-sister, Salima Banu is married to him."
"She is a wonderful girl," said Sultana. "She has made my brother very happy. I love visiting them, she is more a sister than a sister-in-law."
"Then you are my sister," I gasped, forcing the words out. "Please help me."
"I cannot free you. They would kill me."
"No, no, I would not ask that of you." I made a motion for her to come closer. She leaned forward and I put my lips right by her ear. I spoke as low as I could in Badawi, and hoped no recording device would pick it up. "Please take my phone. And give it to my sister, Salima Banu. Tell her to give it to John Grierson of Foncault. She can find him on the internet."
* * *
EPILOGUE -- THREE MONTHS LATER
Jack sat at the conference table with a powerful man with many martial tattoos and a shaven head. Zainab Habiba's phone was on the table between them. Jack's eyes were moist and the other man looked understanding despite his tough demeanor.
"What do you have for me, Paddy?" asked Jack. His voice cracked and he cleared his throat.
"It's a tough one, Jack," said Paddy. "The recce team reported back this morning. I'm afraid it's not good news."
"What do you mean? Give it to me straight."
"They're pretty sure the girl is dead. Died about three weeks ago, according to the sources they located."
Jack made a strong effort to keep his face wooden, but his fist clenched and he hit the table hard enough to rattle the phone.
"There's no chance she's alive?"
"It's a miracle she lived as long as she did, Jack. She was a tough one, a real desert rat. And loyal to her husband. She gave him his conjugal rights to the end, willingly. And he took her regularly. But on bread and water, she was growing weaker by the day. It was only a matter of time."
"I want a team to go in there anyway. To confirm, find a body if there is one."
"It will be difficult, Jack. And not much chance of success. But we'll do it if you want."
"And I want another team to get the children out. All three of them."
"That will be messy. A bloody shit show. But at least we know the kids are in good shape. We can hide them fairly easily, and in a few years, no one will recognize them."
"I'm going with the team looking for Zainab Habiba. Then I'll rendezvous with the second team going after the children."
"You sure, Jack? These are going to be real firefights. The lads are pros, you can trust them."
"I know that, Paddy. But this one's personal."
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I got off the crowded Friday evening commuter train at my stop. It was over a month after I'd been relentlessly fucked by a stranger on this same train (see my story -- Ryder Fox rides the train). I'd been standing right beside my husband, Trevor, who was listening to a podcast on his clamshell headphones, unaware of my plight. The stranger had been hung like a horse, his cock probed deeper into me than anyone had ever gone before. He stretched my tight pussy till I thought he would tear me apart. He merely stood there, allowing the rocking train to pound me onto his huge organ with a harsh tempo. And he made me cum -- more than once, and so hard! I had to put my scarf into my mouth to gag myself and choke off my cries. Even so, my guttural grunts and facial expressions caused passengers around to look at me curiously. It was only my husband who remained oblivious.
I thought about the encounter several times a day, often retreating to a stall in the ladies' room where I used the memory to fuel heady masturbation. Every time Trevor fucked me with his modest cock and limited staying power, I had to recall the stranger to make myself cum. I had to fantasize about the stranger's cock stretching my pussy, his fingers tweaking my rock-hard nipples, and finally pumping a copious ejaculation of jism deep inside me. The fantasies made me writhe, twist, and cry out. Trevor was delighted with my reactions and gave himself all the credit.
About four weeks after the encounter, I discovered the stranger's name -- I picked up my suit stained with my sexual juices from the dry cleaners and found he'd stuck his business card in my suit pocket. He was John C. Grierson Jr. and went by Jack. And what I thought was a memorable fuck turned out to be much more, something that would last a lifetime. Despite being on the pill, I discovered I was pregnant. I'd kept the stockings I'd worn that day stained with his dried semen and I used his DNA to get a paternity test. It confirmed my worst fears -- Jack was the father.
Standing on the platform, I watched the train pull away with mixed feelings. When I called to confront him about my pregnancy, Jack had said he would be on this train. He'd said he would fuck me again, whether I wanted it or not. I had thought about it with fear and revulsion all week. I kept telling myself that I didn't want it, that I never wanted to see him again. But now as I watched the train pull out of the station, I felt an emptiness inside me. I was loathe to admit it, but I now realized I wanted him to do what he'd promised. I wanted him to drive his huge member into my mouth, even as I struggled and fought. I wanted him to choke me with his thickness, as I squirmed and thrashed. I wanted to taste his pre-cum. I wanted to feel his bloated balls, so full of semen, on my chin. But I wanted him to restrain his ejaculation, because I wanted him to force his treacly, warm eruption into my womb. I recalled that warmth deep inside me from our previous encounter and I wanted it again.
I walked to my car, rucked up my skirt, and felt my panties -- they were damp. Once again, I thought of Jack fucking me on the train as I stripped down my panties and slid them down to my ankles. I pushed two fingers into my damp pussy and used my thumb to manipulate my clit. A month after the encounter, the memory of Jack's steel-hard cock in me was not as sharp. But it was still enough to help me cum, my sighs rising to groans. I had the windows up to keep the sounds of my wantonness from passersby. I had the engine running with the AC on high to dry my sweat.
"I want you to fuck me, Jack," I thought. "I'll tell you I don't want it, but you must ignore what I say and fuck me rough."
* * *
That evening, I sat across from Trevor at dinner. He monologued to me about his day at work as he always did. I didn't hear a word he said, just let the words in one ear and out the other. Halfway through the meal, my phone buzzed with an incoming text. I saw Jack's name and swiped it open eagerly, hoping for a tryst. I was disappointed, for it was just a V-card with the name Amy McAdams on it. My phone buzzed again almost immediately. Trevor continued to talk, and I said "uh-huh" absently as I swiped the second text open.
'Amy is chief of operations at Amtex Reinsurance' Jack texted. 'She's looking for a client services manager. I've given her your name and contacts. She promised to hire you. She'll call.'
'How do you know I'm any good?' I texted back.
'I was playing golf with the CEO of your agency last week. He said you're his best account executive, and the clients all love you. You'll be perfect for the job.'
'Why would I leave? I make good money,' I texted.
'Amy will pay you a lot more than you're making.'
'How do you know what I made?'
'I asked your CEO.'
'You're an asshole, Jack!' My brow knit with irritation.
'That's a nice way to say thank you.'
'I don't want you in my life!'
'You don't want me to fuck you?'
'No.' I typed. But I looked at the text for a moment and thought about how much I fantasized about his taking me again, forcing himself on me, making me cum. I erased it and typed, 'You make me do disgusting things.'
'You want me in your mouth and your pussy but not in your life? That's harsh.'
'You're not a nice guy, Jack Grierson.'
'No, I'm not.' There was a pause and then a final buzz. "Bye. Later.'
I reread our text exchange as we were having dessert but then felt nauseous. I went to the bathroom and retched. Trevor looked annoyed when I returned to the table.
"That was rude, Ryder," my husband said in his official banker's voice. "Just getting up and leaving as I was talking to you."
"I was nauseous. I had to throw up."
"Sorry to hear it," he said but he didn't sound it. "Something you ate?"
I deliberated for an instant. I realized I could well regret what I was about to say. But I reasoned that I was going to show in a month and my husband would know anyway.
"No. I did a test, I'm pregnant."
He sat up straighter as though he had not heard me properly.
"Pregnant? That's impossible! I'm very careful with the condoms. And I thought you were on the pill."
"You are careful, and I am on the pill. But even the best birth control fails sometimes."
"This is crazy, Ryder! I need some time to get my head around this!" He clicked his tongue in irritation. "You must be as a fertile as a peasant woman!"
"I'm twenty-three," I snapped. "It's normal to be fertile at my age."
He got up, left the dining room, and headed for his study. I followed him, but he shut the door in my face.
I went back to the dining room, began clearing the dinner dishes, and loaded the dishwasher. I was just finishing when my phone rang. The face showed an attractive profile picture with the name 'Amy McAdams' under it. I put it to my ear, walked to our bedroom, and shut the door.
"May I speak with Ryder Fox, please?"
"This is she."
"This is Amy McAdams, I'm Vice President of Operations at Amtex Reinsurance. Jack Grierson asked me to call you. He said you're fantastic at working with clients. I'm looking for a client services manager, someone to work with our most important customers, mainly insurance companies and banks, but also some big corporates. I'd like to offer you the job."
She went on to describe a salary and benefits package that made my jaw drop. The salary was more than twice what I was making, and the benefits were much better.
"You'd hire me just like that?" I asked, my incredulity showing. "On Jack's word?"
"Over the years, he's pointed me to several hires. Every single one has been superb. I trust Jack's instincts. If he says someone is great at their job, I know they are." She paused a moment and then went on. "If things don't work out over the next few months, I can always fire you. But I don't expect that to happen."
"What are the next steps?"
"You'll hear from our Human Resources people with formalities over the next few days. I hope you can start next Monday?"
"I have to give a month's notice to my agency."
"Don't worry about that, we'll buy out your contract." Amy made it all sound so easy. "I'm having a small party at my beach house this weekend. Come, and bring your husband. I can introduce you to several of my managers and a couple of our important clients. It will help you hit the ground running."
"How do you know I'm married?"
"Jack told me."
I wondered whether Jack had told her that he'd fucked me. And how he'd fucked me. And that I was carrying his child.
* * *
I got a secure email with the job contract the next day and completed all the formalities online. I talked to the Human Resources person at Amy's company on the phone and she sent me more documents on a secure link that I signed electronically. The following day, I got my job contract, specifying everything in my salary and benefits package.
When I told Trevor about my new job, he was dismissive and didn't believe me at first.
"A reinsurance company? Why would they hire you? You know nothing about insurance or finance."
"It's client services, Trevor," I said. "I'm an account executive. I work with clients all day, every day. I sell services and keep my clients happy. Reinsurance is a service."
"Finance is very specialized, Ryder," said Trevor in the condescending tone he often used with me. "Banking and insurance are complex activities, very different from advertising. You're only twenty-three, two years out of college. You wouldn't understand."
Trevor was ten years older than me, an investment banker, and made much more than I did. He often told me he was much smarter than me and I sort of accepted this was true. Even so, I hated it when he talked down to me like that. But Amy's job offer meant that I would be making more than him, and it gave me newfound confidence.
"Well, I've got the contract," I told him. "I signed it today. I'm going to be making more than you."
"They've got to be crazy to pay you that much!" he exclaimed.
"Well, they are. And I'm sure I can do the job. Amy's invited us to a party at her beach house this weekend. She wants me to meet the other managers and some clients."
"Well, you can go," he said. I could see that he was angry. "I'm busy."
"She specifically asked for you to come," I said. "I've always supported your career, Trevor. I've gone to all the social functions at your bank with you. This is the least you can do."
"Oh, all right," he said with bad grace. "But I can't stay long. I'm very busy."
* * *
I dressed very carefully for Amy's party. I spent almost an hour, choosing my attire. I started by trying on a simple black bra with black athletic panties and designer shoes with very high heels. I stretched and twirled in front of the mirror but was not happy with the way I looked. I stripped off the bra and panties and threw them on the bed. Next, I tried on a white silk bandeau bra with tiny peach polka dots and a silver metal bridge between the cups together with a peach thong. The bra offered no support, but my breasts were firm enough that I didn't need any.
I examined myself in the mirror again. I liked the look of the silver bra bridge and decided to increase the metallic look. I pulled out a jewelry case from my bureau and snapped it open to reveal a matching set of silver rings and studs. I put on a belly button stud and a nose stud. "Why not more?" I thought. I pulled down my bra cups and slid my thong down to my knees. My nipples and pussy were pierced, and I slid on a pair of nipple rings and a serrated pussy ring. Pulling up my bra cups and thong, I thought, "Even more?" and tied on a silk choker ribbon with a silver heart.
Finally, I pulled on a pair of white stockings with lace tops and a white lace garter belt. I slid the garter ties under the hip straps of my thong and snapped the garter clips onto the stocking tops. There, I thought, looking at myself in the mirror. I'm pregnant, but nothing shows yet. I'm still sexy.
Trevor came in while I was primping in front of the mirror. He was already dressed in a dark suit and a tie.
"Why are you dressed like that?" he asked. "You look like a hooker."
"Do I turn you on?" I asked, my tone sharp.
"I'd give you fifty dollars for a blowjob," he said. "Maybe less because you're pregnant. You couldn't swallow my cum last night because of your morning sickness made you nauseous."
"That's just nasty, Trevor," I snapped.
"I call 'em as I see 'em," he said, turning to leave. "I'll wait for you downstairs." He stopped by the bedroom door and looked back over his shoulder. "I know they want you to service their clients, but I don't think they want you to go down on your knees and suck their cocks."
"You bastard!" I called after him.
I knew he heard me, but he kept walking and didn't respond.
I paced around the bedroom and looked at myself again. Maybe the belly button stud is too much, I thought. And the bra does look like something a hooker would wear. Screw Trevor, I thought. I plumped my breasts to settle my bra more comfortably and ran my fingernails over the smooth silk to feel the indentations the nipple rings made in the fabric. The silk was translucent, and my nipples were faintly visible. I snugged my thong into place and patted my pussy. My pussy ring made a small protrusion, but it wasn't obvious.
I went through a series of outfits, looking for one to impress Amy. I eventually chose a white silk translucent Chanel crop top paired with a black soft leather Gucci skirt. The top clung to my breasts and left my midriff bare to show my belly button stud. It had a high bosom, so it didn't show any cleavage. The skirt was rather short, so the hem was a bit higher than my stocking tops. However, I didn't want to change again, so I tugged at the hem and found I could temporarily cover my stockings before it rode up again. I liked the outfit well enough that I thought this was a price worth paying.
"Whoa," said Trevor when I came down the steps. "When I said you looked like a hooker, I didn't expect you to fully dress the part!"
"It's a designer outfit, Trevor," I said angrily, as I tugged the hem to cover my stocking tops. "I've worn it to functions at your bank. You've never said anything before."
"Well, those stockings definitely make you look like a cheap whore."
I didn't respond and we walked out to his BMW in the driveway. I was over six feet tall in my high heels and took satisfaction in towering over him. I knew he hated that.
* * *
Amy's beach house was large, almost a mansion, in the most expensive neighborhood on the shore, and right on the beach. I was very impressed, but it just made Trevor sour.
"Must be a company house," he said.
The front door was open, but the glass storm door was closed. I rapped on it and an attractive woman with dark blonde hair and light blue eyes answered it. She looked over thirty, but it was hard to tell anything beyond that because her body was hard, and her face was unlined. She had a thin, aquiline nose and high cheekbones. She was tall enough on her espadrilles to look me in the eye. She had big sunglasses in her hair and wore a very short, thin, wraparound halter-top sundress. The dress was tight enough on her narrow waist to show the swell of her belly. The fabric stretched to outline her belly button as well as the lines of her thong high on her round hips. The dress clung to her small breasts clearly outlining her nipples, making clear she wasn't wearing a bra. Her breasts were firm and jounced pleasingly as she walked toward the door.
She was hot and I wondered if Jack had fucked her.
"Slept her way to her job," Trevor muttered under his breath. He was unwittingly echoing my thoughts, but it still annoyed me.
I put out my hand to shake but she enveloped me in a hug. I was surprised by how intimate it was. She melded her body to me, rubbed her breasts on mine, causing my nipples to perk up.
"Ryder Fox, welcome," she said. "I'm Amy McAdams." Then she whispered in my ear, "You're a fox, just like Jack described. I like your belly button stud -- and your nipple rings, very sexy!"
She let her fingers trace the back strap of my bra through my top almost to the cups. It made me draw in my breath sharply.
"Oh," I said, but it sounded like "Oooh!"
"You're tall, you look like an athlete. Are you?"
"I was a jumper in college," I said. "Varsity in high jump and pole vault."
"Division 1?"
"Yes, UT-Austin."
"A Longhorn with long legs. Recent graduate?"
"Two years ago. I'm twenty-three." I put my hand on Trevor's arm. "This is my husband, Trevor."
She shook Trevor's hand formally.
"I'm an investment banker," he said. "I work at Morgan Hamilton. We do a lot of work with reinsurance. I'm sure you'll have more to talk about with me than with Ryder. She works in advertising and knows nothing about finance. She just has a bachelor's degree with a so-so GPA, I have an MBA with top grades."
I was shocked at how blatantly my husband was disparaging me in front of my new boss. I had not realized how upset Trevor was about my new salary. Especially as I was so much younger and less qualified.
"Oh, I doubt it," said Amy, as she turned to lead us into the house. "Ryder and I are going to be working very closely together. I think we'll find we have a lot in common." She put an arm around my waist as we entered the great room and stood at the top of the two steps above the sunken floor. She gave me a squeeze and continued to Trevor in a low voice that only the three of us could hear. "And I think most investment bankers are assholes with small dicks."
"Hello, everyone!" she called out to the room. "I'd like to introduce our new client services manager, Ryder Fox. And her husband, Trevor."
The buzz of conversation in the great room stopped and everyone looked up at us. I waved with one hand and tugged the hem of my skirt with the other. Several people called out "hi" but when I glanced over at Trevor, I saw he looked irate. Amy's remark had cut him to the bone.
Amy led me across the floor to a fifty-something man with silver hair and a florid face. He looked me up and down with interest as we approached.
"Ryder Fox, this is Craig Weatherhead," she said. "Craig is CEO of Aegis Insurance. We're their main backstop. We need Craig a lot more than he needs us!"
"Oh, don't believe Amy," said Craig, his tone genial. "She takes all the risk out of my business. I sleep better at night because of her. Though I'd rather sleep with her if you get my meaning."
Both Amy and Craig laughed, but his tone was so suggestive that I didn't join in.
"Maybe so," said Amy. "But I want to make sure our service interfaces are seamless. Ryder is going to help with that."
"We have very few complaints, Amy," said Craig, smiling broadly. "Apart from the fact that you keep refusing to sleep with me."
"Can you explain your concerns to Ryder? I'd like to get her engaged as soon as possible. Your business is very important to us."
"Happy to discuss it," said Craig. "But isn't this a party?"
"A work party is always about work," said Amy, laughing. "The two of you can sit out on the deck under the awning. The sea view should inspire you."
"The fun part of work always inspires me," said Craig. "But I've struck out with you again. Can I try my luck with Ryder?"
"You can always try," said Amy, laughing again as she walked away.
* * *
I worked with Craig for over an hour. It did not take long for me to see what he needed. It was not different from what I provided my clients at the ad agency. He needed reliable real-time information about past transactions and future opportunities. I understood most of what he needed, and he was patient about coaching me on the instrumentalities of insurance and reinsurance. I summarized our discussion and the consequent adjustments to our contractual agreements on my iPad and showed him.



"It's hard to believe you've never worked in insurance," he said finally, as he sipped a vodka martini. "This is perfect. If you can implement these modalities, I'll be a happy man. We'll save over a hundred thousand dollars."
"Amy has to sign off on everything," I said. "I can't approve anything. That's above my pay grade."
Almost on cue, Amy came out and joined us.
"Amy, Ryder has taken care of everything. I can't believe how quickly she saw how the fix the glitches in our interface systems. My computer geeks have been looking at this stuff for weeks and haven't come up with anything half as good."
"Human contact is a lot more flexible than computer systems," I said, as I handed Amy my iPad.
"So true!" said Amy, as she skimmed my notes. "This is great Ryder! We'll save almost fifty thousand dollars at our end with these adjustments. I think you've earned yourself a ten-thousand-dollar bonus. Craig will kick in half of it, I'm sure. He's saving more than us."
"Five thousand, you got it," said Craig with a smile. "I like what Ryder said about human contact."
"I meant --" I began.
"This is what I meant," said Craig pulling down his swim trunks. "What do you say, Ryder?"
His erection was pink and fat and poked out from under his paunch. His arrogance shocked me and so did his size -- he was much thicker than my husband. I looked at Amy helplessly.
"Don't look at Amy, Ryder," Craig said, his tone gruff.
"It's up to you, Ryder. I'd ask for more than five thousand, though. It's not costing him anything, it's coming from the Aegis Insurance bonus account."
I hesitated. Craig took my wrist, sat me down beside him. He put a hand on the swell of my belly, his fingers toying with my belly button stud.
"You're hot as hell," he breathed. "I can help you in lots of ways."
"I'm not going to give you a hand job for money," I said, stiffly.
"I was looking for a blowjob."
"No," I said.
"Good girl," said Amy. "Cover your dick, Craig. Go down to the beach and call yourself an escort. Or your busty Colombian secretary, Eva Cristina."
"Ryder's much hotter than Eva Cristina."
"She's not for sale, Craig. Just pay your share of her bonus, five grand. If you want to have sex with her, you'll have make her like you, not your money."
She handed my iPad back to me and asked me to email her my notes. I did that immediately and ran into the house to find Trevor. I found him by the bar, monologuing to one of Amy's young male assistants.
"... and that's why banking is more complex than insurance," he was saying.
"Trevor, Trevor," I said, too excited to be subtle. "I did some client interface adjustments and Amy said my work qualifies me for a bonus. I'm going to get ten thousand dollars! And I haven't even formally started my job!"
"I'm sure she was joking," said Trevor.
"Amy never jokes about money," said her assistant. "Congratulations, Ryder. Welcome to the team."
"Nothing you could do would be worth ten thousand dollars, Ryder," said Trevor unkindly.
Amy's assistant sidled away, embarrassed by Trevor's cutting remark. I was used to Trevor's condescension, but his outright meanness was hurtful. He was my husband, I thought of him as the love of my life, my best supporter. I felt my eyes get watery, tears formed and coursed down my cheeks.
"Ready, Ryder," said Trevor. "If you can't take an honest assessment without crying, you shouldn't be a professional."
"I'm tough, Trevor," I said, my voice trembling. "I can take meanness from anyone else. But not from you."
I didn't want to make a scene at my new boss's party by fighting with my husband. So I turned away from him, wiping my eyes.
* * *
I wandered away from Trevor toward the French windows and what I saw shocked me out of my tears. Jack sat on a deck chair under the awning where I had been working with Craig. He wore baggy swim trunks and an unbuttoned Hawaiian shirt that was flapping in the wind. He had a perfectly cut sixpack, and a powerful physique, lean rather than bulky, everything just right. His chiseled face was away from me toward the beach. He was trying to avoid the attention of a teenage girl who leaned over his chair. She had her arms around his shoulder and was rubbing her breasts on his forearm. She was a younger version of Amy with lighter blonde hair and wore a teeny flowery bikini.
I stood at the French windows staring at Jack and listening to the girl talk to him. I could feel Trevor's eyes on my back.
"... don't know why you keep pushing me away, Jack," she was saying.
"You're too close, Mackenzie," said Jack.
"I wish you would call me Mack like everyone else. Even Mom does."
"I'm your mom's friend. That means you should keep your distance from me."
"You're always all over Mom -- hands up her skirt, squeezing her tits, kissing her when you think no one is looking."
"You're imagining things, Mackenzie."
"I watch the two of you. Even when you don't know I'm there. Dad's oblivious, he never notices anything."
"I'm nearly as old as your dad, Mackenzie."
"Dad's a dork, but you're hot, Jack. I'm sure you're fucking Mom. And I saw you fucking Bettina in the dunes, that Belgian exchange student who's working as a lifeguard. She's in my class in school, we're both eighteen. Why not me? I'm hotter than her, aren't I?"
She rubbed her breasts on his forearm again to emphasize the point.
"Of course, you're hotter, Mackenzie. You're --"
"Leave Jack alone, Mack!" said Amy, walking past me onto the deck.
"You can't tell me what to do, Mom --"
"Yes, I can, Mack. Go and join the young folks down on the beach. Or I'll take away the keys to your Jeep."
"You can't do that, it's my car --"
"I can and will. I paid for it and it's in my name."
"You're a bitch, Mom!"
Mackenzie flounced away to the steps down to the beach. She tossed her head as she went, her anger obvious.
"Thanks, Amy," said Jack. "Your daughter just revved my motor so hard, my balls are like basketballs. I've got to get my cock into a warm tight, squeeze soon or I'll explode."
"You can hold it, Jack," said Amy patting his cheek. "We'll find a way to relieve you soon."
"I know just the way," said Jack.
There was a slight pause as they looked at each other. The sexual tension between them was palpable, I could sense it from ten paces away.
Jack's hand went up Amy's wraparound skirt so fast she didn't even have time to move. Her wraparound skirt rode up and I saw her thong. He kneaded her crotch roughly, his thumb on her clit through the thin fabric. She grabbed his wrist with both hands but wasn't strong enough to stop him. He kept at it for almost a minute by which time she was panting, and her hips began to swivel.
He stopped as soon as he started. She leaned down over him, and he whispered something in her ear. She nodded and came toward me. She put an arm around my waist and slid it up under my top to cup my breast. As we walked into the great room, her fingernails grazed my nipple ring through my bra.
"Craig got hard just looking at you," she whispered.
"Has Jack fucked you?" I blurted.
"Why do you ask?"
"Your daughter, Mackenzie --"
"Oh, her. Jack got me pregnant the first time he fucked me. I was ovulating and he forced himself on me in our pool with my husband Kenny grilling right on the poolside. With his huge organ deep inside me, he nearly drowned me! And I was a varsity swimmer just a year out of college!" (See my story Amy in the Pool.) She laughed and I laughed with her. "Mackenzie is Jack's daughter. Why do you think he keeps pushing her away? She's eighteen and hot -- if she were Kenny's daughter, Jack would have fucked her without compunction. She would have been pregnant by now and I would be an expectant grandmother." She laughed again. "I'm not sure I'm ready for that."
"You look far too young to be a grandmother."
"I love flattery," said Amy. "Sincere or otherwise."
"Does your husband know?"
"I think he knows, but he's in denial. He loves me, he loves Mackenzie. He wants to believe I'm faithful to him."
"Do you love your husband?"
"In a way. When I was young, he used to drive me crazy with his superciliousness. But while my career has taken off, his has stalled. It's my money that pays for our lifestyle. He's kind now, almost too docile. He doesn't satisfy me in bed, so I crave the times Jack fucks me rough."
"Jack's not a nice guy," I said. "Even he admits it."
"Jack likes to think he's a total scumbag. That he's randy as a satyr, that he doesn't care about anyone but himself. He almost prides himself on this self-image. But I've known him for nearly twenty years, and he's only done good things for me. He's helped me career-wise and personally more than anyone I know." She paused. "He'll fuck your brains out, usually in the most awkward situations. But a few years from now you'll find yourself much better off materially and personally. And will be because of Jack."
"The buffet is ready everyone!" we heard Kenny calling out. "Come and get it!"
* * *
The caterers had set the long, serving-height buffet bar in the middle of the room, and it was covered with a floor-length white tablecloth. As we approached it, Amy's husband Kenny appeared at her other side, took her hand, and kissed her cheek. Trevor took his cue from Kenny and came to my other side and nuzzled my hair. I could smell the liquor on his breath.
Then Jack pushed between Amy and me, disengaging our arms. I felt his palm squeeze my round rump, glanced down, and saw he was doing the same to Amy. Then his hand hiked up the hem of her wraparound skirt and this time pushed aside the crotch of her thong. He drove two fingers into her pussy as deep as they could go and thrust into her thrice with rapid strokes. Again, it happened so quickly that except for Amy's gasps -- that she stifled with a hand over her mouth -- I would have thought I imagined it all.
"I was a bit harsh when I spoke about your abilities earlier, Ryder," said Trevor. "He slurred slightly, so I knew he was buzzed. "But you must admit what I said is true."
"I don't want to talk about it, Trevor," I said in a low voice.
"You have to face facts, Ryder, --" he began.
"Oh, shit," exclaimed Amy, cutting him off. "I dropped my lipstick. I think it rolled under the table. Ryder, be a dear and get it for me, will you?"
"Sure," I said.
I dropped to my knees, lifted the floor-length heavy tablecloth, and crawled into the darkness under the long, high buffet table. It took a few moments for my eyes to adjust to the gloom. However, I couldn't see anything that looked like a lipstick tube. I felt around the floor with my hands, trying to locate it.
Then I felt hands grasp my head and recognized Amy's bracelet on one of her wrists. She guided my head toward the edge of the underside of the buffet. There, mere inches away from my face, was an enormous, erect phallus. It was veined, shiny, and exuded rigidity. It had the appearance of a steel shaft. At such close quarters, the cockhead was huge. It oozed pre-sum whose tangy bouquet permeated my nostrils. It was Jack, it had to be Jack. This was the cock that he had driven so deep into me on the train.
Amy's hands insistently urged my head forward overcoming my reluctance. Her fingers pushed into my cheeks, causing my mouth to open. I was simultaneously enticed and repelled. I had fantasized about this, but the reality of Jack's manhood up close was something else! I was not sure I could actually take him into my mouth. I didn't have time to contemplate, for the force of Amy's hands had Jack's cockhead pressing on my lips. I opened my mouth as far as I could. Then the fingers of a third hand entwined in my hair. It had to be Jack! The three hands -- Amy's and Jack's -- forced the immense cockhead into my mouth.
I had an immediate gag reflex, began to choke, and tried to disengage. However, they were too strong for me. They shoved the thick organ deeper and deeper into my mouth till it reached the base of my throat. I began to panic and hyperventilate. My nose was running, my eyes were watering, and I was drooling saliva around the shaft buried so deep in my mouth. Then I heard Amy's voice, speaking in a conversational tone.
"Using my nose to breathe always helped me focus in the water," she said.
"Nose breathing always works," Jack replied.
I inhaled a lungful of air through my nose and my immediate panic subsided. Jack moved his hips and tightened his grip on my head, pushing deeper. His cockhead stretched my throat. As I tried to breathe, I sucked on him, harder and harder. The slurping sounds of my lips on his shaft became more obvious. Then I heard my husband's voice.
"Amy, have you seen Ryder?" he asked. He must have had more to drink for his slurring was worse. "I thought she was trying to find your lipstick."
"Oh, she already found that," said Amy easily. "She's handling something big right now."
"Something big?"
Jack's fingers twisted in my hair, and he rocked harder, driving his cock even further into my throat. I sucked even harder as I tried to draw air into my lungs. My drool dripped from my lips onto the carpet.
"Bigger than anything she's ever had before," said Jack. "All this is very new to her. But she's sucking like a champion, as hard as a vacuum cleaner."
"Sucking?" Trevor sounded confused. "Vacuum cleaner?"
"She's got something big in her mouth."
"Yes," chimed in Amy. "She's working on interface, you know, intercourse."
"Ryder doesn't have the personality for a serious industry like reinsurance." My husband's voice took on the high pitch he had when drunk. "She dressed for this get-together like she was going to an event at her ad agency. You know, a short skirt, stockings, and garters, the sort of outfit those airhead advertising types wear. Can you believe my wife has her nose, belly button and nipples pierced? She often wears a belly button stud, nipple rings. Totally unsuited for this business."
"Your wife wears a pussy ring, too." It was Jack's gravelly voice. "I felt it."
"Yeah, yeah, she does," Trevor responded. He missed Jack's allusion and giggled. "You want to know something funny? When I saw how she was dressed to come here, I said to her -- Amy wants you to service her clients, but I don't think she wants you to go down on your knees and suck their cocks!"
My husband laughed loudly and drunkenly. Amy tilted my head to angle my throat and Jack pushed till I finally felt the base of his cock at my face. I had deep throated his horse cock! My nose, eyes, and drool continued to drip. The musky scent of his manhood was overpowering, and I thought I was going to pass out. He began to fuck my mouth and throat with a slow, steady rhythm.
"Suck their cocks!" echoed Amy, laughing. "Sucking a man's cock is an art form, if I say so myself. The use of the tongue is crucial."
Thus coached, I moved my tongue around Jack's shaft. With the lubrication, he fucked my mouth harder.
"An art form indeed," Jack agreed. I was pleased to note the aspiration in his voice -- I was rousing him!
"My wife, Ryder is a lousy cocksucker," said my husband. "She's pregnant and got so nauseous last night that she couldn't swallow my cum juice."
"Really?" said Jack, his voice showing even more stress. "Then she must be a fast learner."
Jack was fucking my mouth furiously now with short half-inch thrusts. His cockhead stretched my throat with each one. Amy's hands were caressing my throat, her fingers tracing the lines of my silk ribbon choker. My throat was distended with Jack's organ and the bow knot on my choker ribbon strained to contain it.
Jack's cock was choking me so thoroughly that I was barely drawing in any air. I was on my knees, sucking Jack's massive cock just a foot away from my husband.
"UMMFFFFFG!! UMMMFFFFFGG!!" My choked breathing and slurping were so loud in my ears that I was sure my husband heard me.
Sure enough, he said, "Can you hear snuffling from under the table? Is there a dog there or something?"
"No," said Amy. "I don't hear anything."
"UMMFFFF!!! UMMMFFFFGG!!" As I fought to keep breathing, Jack's huge erection seemed to grow in my mouth. Was my choking turning him on even more?
"Are you sure? I can still hear it."
"No, no," Jack sounded very strained now.
I caressed Jack's balls. As he had said, there were swollen. I heard him grunt and felt his hips shudder. Then with one last stabbing thrust, he began to gush down my throat. The tanginess of his pre-cum was nothing compared to the sharp pungency of the flood of semen that he impelled into me. I swallowed gout after gout, with desperation if nothing else for my breathing and swallowing were as one. As I inhaled both, air and semen, I felt wetness seep out of my pussy. My crotch was untouched, but I felt like his cock had reached down through my throat to thump my clit and I nearly came.
His ejaculation was so forceful and had so much volume that I could not possibly swallow it all. Semen seeped out of my lips to ooze down my chin. Semen even dribbled out of my nose.
He stopped with an abrupt jerk. One moment he was pouring his ejaculate down my throat, the next the floodgates slammed shut and there was nothing. He slowly pulled his cock out of my throat till only his cockhead was in my mouth. He slowly slid it in and out of my mouth. I worked my tongue around the bulbous crown of his manhood and heard him sighing.
He was still steel hard, but he seemed to be done. His fingers in my hair relaxed, then released me. His organ slid out of my mouth. Amy continued to stroke my hair and my throat till I could no longer hold myself up.
I lay down on the carpet under the buffet, screened from the party by the heavy floor-length tablecloth. I was covered with sweat, my crop top clung to me, my nipples were still as hard as pebbles, my thong, my garters, and my stocking tops were wet from the outpouring from my pussy. I'd swallowed much of Jack's ample ejaculate, but there was still enough in my mouth to leak out of my lips onto the carpet.
"Amy," I heard my husband ask plaintively. "I can't find Ryder anywhere. Where could she be?"
"I'm sure she's curled up somewhere recovering," said Amy, soothingly. "She'll turn up, don't worry."
* * *
I closed my eyes and dozed. I don't know how long I lay there but eventually, I heard Amy whispering, "You can come out now, Ryder! Hurry!"
I crawled out from under the tablecloth and Amy pulled me to my feet.
"Come on, I'll take you to the restroom. You've got to get cleaned up."
I followed her but we ran right into Trevor on the way.
"Ryder!" my husband exclaimed. "Where have you been? I've been looking all over for you, asking everyone. You look like hell!"
Jakc's piquant odor was all over me, so strong that even though he was swaying drunkenly, Trevor's nose twitched.
"What's that smell?" he asked. "It smells like sex!"
"Ryder slipped and fell in the flowerbeds," said Amy smoothly. "She got some of the yard chemicals on her. I was just showing her to the restroom so she can clean up."
"Smells more like sex --" my husband insisted.
"Manure," said Amy firmly, steering me away.
We got to the restroom and Amy came in with me.
"Jack turns me into a crazy woman," I said, as I washed my face and gargled.
"Me, too," Amy responded.
She put her arms around me, hiked up my leather skirt, and kneaded my crotch. I realized how close I was to cumming and gasped.
"You're so wet," she whispered. "Give me your thong."
"Why?" I faltered.
"I want to smell you, Ryder."
When I hesitated, she stripped down my peach thong to my ankles. I lifted my feet and let her take it. She put it to her nose and inhaled deeply.
"You smell sweet, babe," she said.
"You like women?" I asked, startled.



"Only when they're as hot as you," she whispered.
We emerged from the restroom together. Amy took my hand again and said, "Come with me, dear."
My husband was still where we had left him, and he put a drunken arm on my shoulder.
"I think we should go home now, Ryder," he slurred.
"Not yet," said Amy, disengaging me from Trevor. "Ryder still has some unfinished business."
"Unfini--" My husband stuttered over the word.
"Just wait for her to cum," said Amy.
"Come?" My husband looked confused again.
"Yes, she'll cum," said Amy, steering me away toward to broad staircase. I looked over my shoulder as Amy propelled me forward and saw my husband stagger after us. Amy moved quickly, and he rapidly fell behind.
Jack was halfway up the stairs and took my arm from Amy. He guided me up to the top, down the corridor, and into the master bedroom. Kenny was in there, just coming out of the bathroom.
"Hi, Ryder, Jack," he said.
"You need to go downstairs, Kenny," said Amy, brusquely. "Host duties, you know."
"But what about you --"
"I'll be down in a bit."
"Okay."
Kenny had not even left the room when Jack pulled up my crop top around my armpits and pulled down my bra cups. He kneaded a breast with each hand and greedily sucked on my nipples, gently tugging on the nipple rings with his teeth. I gasped anew.
"Jack, Jack," I said, weakly. "I'm a good wife --"
He ignored me, picked me up, and carried me to the bed. The bedroom door was ajar and over his shoulder, I saw my husband peering in. Amy stood in front of him, obscuring his view.
I heard Trevor say, "Is Ryder here --?"
"Just some private business," said Amy. "She'll cum soon. Wait downstairs."
Jack laid me down on my back. He rucked my leather skirt to a narrow band around my waist to uncover my bare pussy.
"Don't make me --" I whispered.
"I'm going to fuck your brains out," he said, his gravelly voice low in my ear.
"Please, please --" I said.
Somehow, he was naked. He rubbed his huge cockhead on my swollen pussy lips, jerking my serrated pussy ring.
"I felt your pussy ring on the train. I want to feel it again."
"My husband --" I said, even more weakly.
"You want him now? Or me?"
"I'm married to him --"
"You're wet and ready to ride. Him or me, Ryder?"
I reached up and felt his chest, as hard as a stone wall. He took my wrists, pulled them over my head, and tied them together with a silk scarf hanging on the headboard. He knotted the scarf to the headboard, tying me down. He kissed my nose and gently pulled at my nose stud with his teeth. Then he sucked my nipples again, doing the same to my nipple rings.
"Your breasts are divine, Ryder," he whispered. "Firm, round, just right."
His lips tracked lower to my belly button, and he pushed his tongue into it, lightly pulling on my belly button stud with his lips.
"The swell of your belly draws me in, hinting at the promise of your nether lips."
"Don't, don't..." I murmured.
But I arched my back to accept his face in my crotch. He gripped my buttocks firmly and his tongue invaded my pussy. His lips clenched around my clit and he began to suck hard, working in tandem with his tongue on my vaginal walls.
I'd been on the verge of climax for ages and immediately began to cum. My hips rotated, my upper body strained against the scarf that tied me down, and my whole body thrashed in his grip.
"OOHH!! OOOHH!! OOOHH!!" I didn't even realize I was crying out.
I forgot my husband was at the door, I forgot my boss was in the room, I even forgot I was married. All my senses were inundated with the explosive force of my release.
"Your husband or me, Ryder?" Jack's voice sounded far away.
"You," I said faintly. "But not now, I can't possibly --"
Jack was on me in an instant. I felt his cockhead on my sopping pussy lips again. He sank his cockhead into me, slowly, ever so slowly, just as I had fantasized.
"You're a tight bitch, Ryder!" he breathed in my ear. "You're squeezing me hard!"
"You're tearing me apart, Jack!" I cried. "You're bigger than last time! I can't take you!"
"It will get easier," he assured me softly, as he continued pushing into me.
Inch by inch he went, deeper and deeper. Finally, he was all the way in, and I felt his hard belly on mine. He was in so deep, I thought I could feel his cockhead in my throat. My belly button stud dug into my flesh with his weight.
He rocked all the way back and rammed in with a long, smooth stroke. This time I felt my tight pussy lips strip back his foreskin. He groaned deep in his throat as he fully impaled me on his shaft. His mount pushed my serrated pussy ring onto my clit and I cried out as the metal edges slid on my most sensitive femininity.
"I feel your metal," he whispered in my ear. "All of it -- your nipple rings, your belly button stud, your pussy ring!" He put his lips around my nose and his tongue stabbed my nose stud.
One more long stroke, and then a third, each drove me higher. I was panting, my eyes were open and glazed but I couldn't see anything. My brain only registered that I was so close, oh, so close to another climax and I wanted it, craved it.
"FUCK ME, JACK!" I screamed.
He slammed his full length into me a fourth time, his mount striking my pussy lips with a wet smack. My pussy ring scraped my clit hard, and I began to cum. He had made me cum hard on the train, but that paled in comparison.
My orgasm began with a slow clenching in the deepest recesses of my womb and radiated out along my vaginal walls. My back arched and my hips juddered as I bucked him. He gave me no respite, just rode me hard. He continued to work his cock in me like a piston.
My contractions were spasmodic, and I was about to scream again when I felt hands in my hair. My head was twisted to the side, and I saw Amy. Her lips found mine, her tongue forced its way into my mouth and stifled my scream into muted mewing.
Jack continued pounding me through my contractions with short thrusts, and I continued to buck and thrash. Tied down with the scarf, impaled on Jack's cock and Amy's tongue, I had no sensation of multiple orgasms, just one uninterrupted, forceful high with irregular spikes. Each spike tensed my body to breaking point. Just when I thought I was going to pass out, another spike jangled every nerve ending.
I was covered with sweat, slipping and sliding in Jack's muscular arms, my thighs gripping him reflexively, my nipples as hard as my nipple rings, every muscle in my fit body clenching and unclenching in sympathy with my pussy.
"Omigod, Ryder," I heard Jack's voice in my ear. "You're squeezing the life out of me!"
I wanted to cry out that I couldn't take any more, I was exhausted, spent, I had sensory overload from the continuing strong orgasms. But Amy held my head in an iron grip, her tongue continued to lance and demand attention from mine. All I could do was mew and I mewed as hard as I could. Please, please, please, I thought. Take me now, take me before this unending peak of pleasure kills me!
I was rag doll, I could no longer buck, I just took Jack's pounding, trying to hold him in me by scissoring my legs around his waist.
Finally, finally, I heard him groan, louder this time.
"I saved this for you, Ryder!" he whispered. "I held up earlier."
He exploded in deep inside me. He pumped floods of his thick, milky, musky semen into me, grinding his mount on my pussy as he did so. The warmth suffused my womb. As I felt his copious load spurting inside me, I tightened my legs around his waist, twisting my sweaty body against his.
Then he lay on me, inert, his big organ embedded deep in me, still hard and stretching me. Amy petted my hair and kissed my eyes and my nose.
"What a sexual animal you are, Ryder," she murmured. "You've tamed Jack for a while. It will take him some time to get it up again."
The high of my orgasms was so intense, I descended slowly. I was so completely drained, I slipped into a trance-like state before falling asleep.
I woke as though I was ascending from the bottom of a deep pool. I tried to move my arms and realized I was still tied down to the headboard with the scarf. My pussy was sore, my breasts were raw with light bruises, and my nipples were tender. I gradually realized the bed was moving rhythmically and heard a steady thumping sound of flesh on flesh as well as the shrill cries of a woman.
I rolled on my side and saw Amy on her side, facing me. Jack was behind her, fucking her energetically. He drove his massive cock into her pussy from the rear. The fingers of one hand manipulated her clit, his other hand kneaded her nipples, first one then the other. Her wraparound skirt was around her neck and her body was drenched with the perspiration of her exertions.
"OOH!! AAH!! OOOHH!! AAAHH!!" Each time he shoved into her, he elicited a high-pitched cry.
"Now, Amy, now my beauty, give it to me!"
"I'm cumming, Jack! I'm cumming again!" Amy screamed.
I had a grandstand view as Jack erupted again. There was still enough of his semen to leak out of her pussy from around his cock. This time his cock rapidly softened and plopped out of her. He rolled over her quiescent body to cuddle with an arm around each of us.
"We have all night, Ryder," he said.
"My husband --" I faltered.
"He knows," Jack said.
"My marriage --" I wailed.
"You're too much of a woman for him Ryder. He'll accept that. Or he won't. Either way, you're better off."
Jack fucked me again that night. And made me cum twice more.
Later, Jack, Amy, and I had a shower together. Amy went down on him and demonstrated her swimmer's skills by deep throating his massive manhood under the cascading water. Then he fucked me a third time, while Amy's hands and mouth were all over my body. His insistent grinding of my serrated pussy ring into my clit made me cum yet again, but I barely felt his spurt into my womb -- he had almost no ejaculate left.
"I've tamed you, Jack Grierson," I said to him as we dried ourselves and dressed in our sweat- and semen-stained clothing.
"Yes, you have." he admitted. "Not many women can. But tomorrow is another day."
* * *
We trooped downstairs. The guests had all left and the beach house was quiet. However, the remains of the party were everywhere. Half-empty glasses and plates of half-eaten food covered every flat surface. There were plates, bottles, and glasses on the floor. There were trays and tureens on the long buffet, many with significant quantities of leftovers.
"I can help cleaning up," I volunteered.
"Don't bother, I have a cleaning crew coming in the morning," Amy replied.
We proceeded to the large kitchen. It was also a mess -- the kitchen islands were covered with dirty dishes and glasses, and the sink was overflowing.
Our husbands, Trevor and Kenny were sitting at the kitchen table. They had coffee and drank silently. They looked up at us as we walked in.
Trevor looked the worse for wear, but Kenny put on a cheerful grin.
"Great party, Amy love," he said. "Lots of guests were sorry not to be able to say goodbye. But I told them you'd see them in the office Monday."
He stood up and went to kiss her. She turned her face away and offered him her cheek. He kissed it and put an arm around her waist, drawing her away from me.
"I hope you had a good time showing Ryder the ropes," he said.
"Yes, I did," she said.
Trevor came up to me.
"We should go home," he said, his voice tight.
"Yes," I agreed.
"You're a pair of lucky men," put in Jack. "Amy and Ryder are exceptional women. I hope you appreciate them."
"Oh, I do," said Kenny, a bit too effusively. "Amy is the love of my life."
"How about you, Trevor?" asked Jack.
"Well," my husband stumbled, clearly not sure what to say. He looked pugnacious, but controlled himself as he took in Jack's tall, powerful frame. "I'm not sure --"
"She's a heck of a woman, Trevor."
"I've got a lot to get my head around," said my husband, lamely. His expression remained hostile and I knew he was furious.
"You do that," said Jack.
* * *
I drove us home. I kept glancing over at my husband, wondering what he was going to say. He was obviously extremely angry and several times he looked like he was about to say something. But each time he looked away and did not speak. He had still not said anything by the time we got home about two thirty in the morning.
We undressed for bed, still without exchanging a word. I got under the covers, and he sat on the bed by my head. His fury seemed to have dissipated but he still looked serious.
"Did you?" he asked.
"What are you asking?"
"Did you have sex with Jack Grierson?"
"What do you think?"
"I thought I saw his cock, he had a huge erection. I thought I saw him mount you and fuck you like an animal. I stood by the bedroom door for a long time. But I was very drunk, I can't be sure what I saw and heard."
"You were very drunk," I agreed.
"For a marriage to work, there must be trust. It's more important than love."
"Yes."
"You wouldn't lie to me, would you?"
I didn't reply. I waited for him to ask me again if I had sex with Jack. I wasn't sure what I was going to say. I knew he'd seen Jack fucking me, heard our raucous sex. But he was giving me an out, claiming he wasn't sure what he'd seen and heard.
He went to his side of the bed and got under the covers. He reached over, turned my head to him, and kissed me. I kissed him back, tentatively.
"I trust you, Ryder," he whispered. "You didn't cheat on me, did you?"
I didn't answer.
His hands moved down and cupped my breasts through my shortie nightie. His thumbs tweaked my nipple rings.
"You're a hot babe, Ryder. The hottest woman I've ever had. I don't want to lose you."
"You're my husband, Trevor," I said.
"I love you. Do you love me?"
I didn't respond.
"I want to make love to you."
He reached for me under the covers, but I was much too sore from Jack's rough sex. I didn't want to be fucked again. I put my hands on his chest and kept him at arm's length.
"I'm your husband, Ryder," he said.
"I'm in bed with you because I'm your wife," I replied. "You can go down on me and use your mouth on my pussy. If you're gentle."
"You won't let me have sex with you?"
"Oral sex is sex, Trevor," I said.
He turned away from me in a huff.
But just as dawn was breaking, I felt warmth down in my crotch. I woke slowly to realize that my husband was down there, his lips gently massaging my sore vulva, his tongue toying with my pussy ring. I put my hands on his head and urged him on, sighing my contentment. It was pleasant and he tried hard, but he couldn't make me cum.
Afterward, he lay with his arms around me.
"You're a faithful wife," he said. "Let me take you out tomorrow night, show you how happy I am you're pregnant carrying our baby."
"Okay," I said.
My phone buzzed with an incoming text, and I turned my back to my husband as I swiped it open. It was Jack.
'I want to fuck you again. Tomorrow night at seven. Wear a long skirt with a high slit, all your piercings. No panties.'
A map location followed in a second text. I clicked on it -- it was The Silver Dollar, a bar downtown.
I texted back, 'Okay.'
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I went to bed after Amy's Saturday beach house party (see my story Ryder Fox Rocks). I was exhausted and sore from Jack fucking me nearly senseless along with all the alcohol in my system. My husband Trevor had been concerned, a surprising turnaround for him. He'd given me gentle oral sex at dawn, but I had gone right back to sleep afterward. It was late by the time I finally rolled out of bed on Sunday.
Sunday morning
Sunday was a new day and my twenty-three-year-old body recovered quickly. The first thing I remembered was Jack wanted to see me at the Silver Dollar Saloon in the evening at seven. I went downstairs to find Trevor had made a breakfast spread with eggs, bacon, and sausages along with English muffins and jam. I ate ravenously.
"How can you eat so much after all we drank yesterday?" asked Trevor. "I'm still a bit queasy."
"I'm an athlete," I said. "I'll do a workout this afternoon and burn everything off."
Trevor had a complete gym in the basement. I used it a lot more than he did.
"What are you going to do? Run on the treadmill?"
"No, I think I'll go to the fitness studio. I want to try something different."
"Different? What do you want to do? We have everything here, treadmill, stationary bike, weight machines, free weights."
"We don't have what I want."
I'd been a varsity athlete in college, my event was the high jump. But I'd almost made the gymnastics team as well. The coach had me on the roster as an alternate and I did workouts with the team. These gymnastics skills came in handy at our sorority where we competed in pole dance competitions against others on campus -- and other universities. I was a Zeta and we had the majority of the university cheerleaders, so our pole dancing team was superb. We did these pole dances mainly for charity, but we drew huge audiences. Without false modesty, I can say that I was one of the better pole dancers.
Pole dancing was a great workout and I'd been meaning to take it up again. I packed my gym bag and found Trevor waiting for me in the mud room with his exercise gear.
"I'll come with you," he said.
"Suit yourself."
I went to the women's locker room in the fitness studio and changed. I wore a sports bra, a sparkly Lycra exercise thong, and stiletto heels with four-inch platforms that made me well over six feet tall. I spread some sticky silver sequins on my skin. I looked at myself in the full-length mirror. It had been a few years since I had done this, but I thought I still looked good.
I came out of the women's locker room to find Trevor changed into his gym clothes. He took one look at my outfit and said, "Ryder, what the hell?"
"You can watch if you want," I said, leading the way to the pole dance studio.
There was one other girl on one of the poles, but her music was terrible.
"Excuse me," I said. "But do you mind if we play my music? I have a Bose boombox."
"What do you want to play?" she asked.
"Blues, with lots of trumpets and bass," I said. "Like a club, not a gym. Bettter for pole work."
"I can go with that," she said, switching her music off.
I put mine on, turned down the lights in the studio, and walked to one of the poles. I swayed to the music as I walked, and I could see the other girl stop dancing to watch me. I glanced out through the glass and saw Trevor outside.
I went through slow rolls, bumps, and grinds around the pole, warming up. When I had worked up a sheen of sweat, I grasped the pole and pulled myself up. I twirled around the pole slowly, then faster as the trumpets picked up the rhythm. Then I turned myself upside down, grasped the pole with my thighs, and let go with my hands as I continued spinning.
I felt the cold metal of the pole on my pussy through my thong. I slid down till my face was almost on the floor, the pressure on my clit got my vaginal juices going. I grabbed the pole just before I hit the ground with my face and twirled around it using my hands.
I did spin moves up and down the pole, right side up and upside down, faster and slower, as dictated by the rhythm of the music. It was a long set, and I was covered with sweat, my sports bra was wet, and my nipples had hardened to make clearly defined pokies. My thong was soaked as well, though with a mixture of sweat and my vaginal juices.
I began to hear voices and clapping and looked around to see the studio had filled with people. Trevor was in the front with the other girl, but now there were almost a dozen other men.
They were hooting and hollering and calling for me to take off my bra. I was tempted to give them a show -- I'd done it before -- but I didn't have pasties to cover my nipples. I didn't want to get arrested for public indecency.
The number wound down and I finished with a split on the floor. Several men crowded around me saying, "You are so hot!" "Babe, you've got to do this again!" "Next time, show us your tits!"
Then the girl pushed her way through. Without saying a word, she took my head in her hands and kissed me hard on the mouth. Her tongue was aggressive and literally forced my mouth open. My tongue was submissive and hers lanced it forcefully. Then I felt her fingers on my thong, tracing the line of my vulva through the Lycra.
"Got for it girls!" "Strip her, Jenny!" "Lay her on her back!" The men got even louder.
I knew this would escalate unless I stopped it. I was bigger and stronger than the girl and easily broke out of her arms.
"Not now," I said to her. "And not here."
* * *
Trevor fell into step with me as I walked from the pole dance studio to the weight room.
"Ryder, what were you doing in there?"
"Pole dancing. I did it in college. Charity events for my sorority."
"It wasn't nice watching you, Ryder. All those men were talking about how they wanted to fuck you."
"It's just talk, Trevor."
"Why did you kiss that girl?"
"She kissed me."
He was quiet for a while. He spotted me while I did a bench press workout on the weight bench. I was really sweaty by the end of it and went back to the women's locker room. I stripped and got into the shower, washing the sweat and the sticky sequins off my body.
* * *
Sunday afternoon
Back home, I went up to dress for the evening. I found an ankle-length red dress with a hip-high slit from my sorority days. It featured a ruffled bodice, left my shoulders bare, and came with a red ribbon choker that and tied on with a bow. I wore nude stockings held up by snap-on garters. I found a red silk translucent bandeau bra and My pole dancing shoes were also red, and I decided to wear them as well, even though I knew they would make me so much taller than Trevor -- it would make him mad.
I slipped on my serrated gold pussy ring, then clipped on a belly button stud. I decided to wear nipple bars instead of rings and screwed them into my nipple piercings. Then I put on my nose ring and a range of earrings.
I looked at myself in the mirror. I plumped my breasts and felt the nipple bars through the bodice of the dress and the thin silk of my bra. I put my hand in the slit of my dress and felt my pussy ring on my bare pussy. I tracked my fingernails on my vulva and exhaled sharply. I was going to the bar commando like Jack wanted -- something I'd never done before (See my story Ryder Fox Rocks). I wanted to see him. But did I want him to fuck me again? I wasn't sure.
I walked downstairs awaiting Trevor's hostile comments. He surprised me by not complaining at all, even though I towered over him in my pole-dancing shoes.
"You look very statuesque," was all he said.
He was being so nice, that I felt guilty I had cheated on him. I did like that I could attract a man like Jack -- but right then, I decided to stop having sex with him. I wanted to revert to being a faithful wife to Trevor. But I couldn't suppress the pestering thought in my head -- it was Jack who had impregnated me. The baby I was carrying was Jack's, not Trevor's.
"Where are we going?" Trevor asked.
It was too late to change plans for the evening.
"The Silver Dollar Saloon," I said. "Downtown."
"The one on the Millennium Tower, right?"
"Yes, it's on the 67th floor."
* * *
Sunday evening, Sunday night
We got out of the elevator on the 67th floor and were greeted by a stupendous view of the city. The bar had floor-to-ceiling windows on all four sides and the ceiling itself was two stories high. The low lighting had a reddish hue and dry ice machines were billowing out white clouds of fog that accentuated the clandestine effect.
To my surprise, it was Amy who appeared out of the fog. She wore a white ankle-length dress with a halter that featured a tie at the nape of her neck and long trailing ends and a diamond-encrusted choker. The dress had no back and from the jounce of her firm breasts, she wasn't wearing a bra. The dress had a slit on each side and displayed her white stockings and Roman-thong high-heeled sandals.
She patted Trevor on the shoulder and enveloped me in a tight hug. She rubbed her breasts on mine, making our nipples perk up and harden. I felt her nipples through the fabric.
She pulled my head down and kissed me on the lips, oblivious to Trevor's presence. I opened my mouth and in a reversal of my encounter with Jenny in the afternoon, I forced my tongue into her mouth. She received me willingly and our lips worked on each other's as our tongues sparred.
Finally, she stepped back.
"I'm not a lesbian," she whispered in my ear. "But you're hot, Ryder. A hot Fox in red, I like your dress. Jenny told me how she kissed you after your pole dance this afternoon. It got me so hot and bothered and I had to kiss you, too."
"How do you know --"
"Jenny Jurgens works for me. You'll see her in the office. She wants to sleep with you."
"I'm not a lesbian, either," I said. "She doesn't tempt me."
"But you tempt her." Amy squeezed my rump. "Your body is to die for."
"Shall we get drinks?" Trevor asked, unsettled by Amy's abrupt attention to me.
"Yes, let's go to the bar. I have seats for us at the end right by the glass. You can see straight down to the street."
She took my hand and Trevor followed. She led me through a billow of fog, and we momentarily lost sight of him.
"I thought Jack would be here," I whispered in Amy's ear.
"He'll be here. He likes to surprise."
As she promised, Amy had four barstools at the very end of the bar.
"Sit by the glass, Trevor, it's the best view," Amy said.
She sat by him, and I sat by her, so she was between us. A barman came up and Amy asked us what we wanted. Trevor asked for a Manhattan, and I opted for a Bucks Fizz, a mock champagne with almost no alcohol.
"Let's get a bottle," she said. "I'm sure we'll drink it."
"It's a good choice," said Trevor. "We're celebrating Ryder's pregnancy. We're going to have a baby (see my story, Ryder Fox Rides the Train)."
"I'm so happy for you, Ryder," said Amy.
The barman came back with Trevor's cocktail and a bottle of Bucks Fizz in an ice bucket with two flutes. The barman poured out two glasses of bubbly and left. Amy and I clinked glasses and drank. Trevor craned his neck to look over Amy's shoulder for a few moments but gave up and turned to look out at the view of the city spread out before him.
Seated on the barstools, Amy took my head in her hands and kissed me again. This time she took charge, one hand tracing my ribbon choker on my throat the fingers of her other hand in my hair, holding my head. She pulled me forward off the barstool. She kept at it, whispering breathy nothings between kisses.
Then I felt a hand on the back of my neck, fingers tracing downward along my backbone. I tried to turn and see who it was, but Amy held me fast. The fingers reached the zipper of my dress and pulled it down, exposing the backstrap of my bra. Then two hands reached around and pulled down the bodice of my dress. The hands cupped and kneaded my breasts through my thin silk bra.
More fog billowed around us, creating the illusion of privacy. My husband was only a few feet away, but he was completely out of sight.
The hands pulled the cups of my bra down and fingers traced my bare breasts, lingering on my metal nipple bars. I felt lips on my ear, teeth nipping at the rings on the upper helix.
"I love the bars on your nipples, Ryder," he whispered -- it was Jack.
He tweaked my nipples and they rapidly hardened and stood out. They tightened around the metal of the nipple bars, creating a sharp but pleasant stab of pain.
A hand found the slit in my dress and fingers lightly traced my vulva, caressing my pussy ring.
"Good, you're commando like I wanted. No panties."
"Listen, Jack, I'm going to be a faithful wife to Trevor from now on--," I began.
But Amy kissed me again, cutting me off. This time one of her hands drifted lower through the slit in my dress to stroke my clit. Jack's hands went back to kneading my breasts. Then Jack got my wrists and held them behind me. I felt him bind them together and whispered, "What --"
"I'm using my tie," Jack whispered back. "That's why it's called a tie."
Then I felt him -- the bulbous mass of his cockhead right on my pussy lips. Trevor is right here! I thought. But I can't see him. My husband is befogged both literally and figuratively.
Jack and Amy had me agitated, hogtied, and pinioned between them. I couldn't resist them. I felt my pussy juices oozing out of me.
"You want me," Jack whispered in my ear.
"I shouldn't," I whispered, desperate.
"Then tell me to stop, Ryder. You know I will."
"Please --" I began.
"Please what?"
His voice was implacable. He moved his cockhead back and forth and I felt its immense girth on my pussy ring. My clit was so swollen, it already felt sore. My nipples were engorged, clenching on the metal bars, and I had the illusion they were leaking milk.
"I want to be a good wife! I really do! But I want to cum!"
"You are a good wife, Ryder."
I tried to move my hands, but I was tied down very securely. Strangely, it absolved me of the guilt of cheating on my husband.
"Omigod! Omigod!" My voice was a croak.
"What do you want me to do, Ryder?"
"Just fuck me, Jack!"
Jack immediately pushed his cockhead into me and whispered, "Your pussy is so tight, Ryder! You're stripping back my foreskin! I'll have to push hard to force my shaft into you!"
He was as good as his word. He unceremoniously pushed the rest of his enormous length into me, driving so hard his pelvis hit my butt with a smack. I cried out with the shock of his invasion, the depth of his penetration, but Amy's tongue was deep in my mouth, and she muted me.
Jack began to fuck me hard, his hands kneading my breasts and tweaking my nipple bars. Each time he drove in, he lifted my butt completely off the barstool. Amy's tongue snaked around mine, and her fingers fondled my pussy ring, rubbing the serrations against my clit. I was breathing hard through my nose. Amy's tongue was in my mouth, Jack's cock was deep in my pussy, and my husband was sitting just one barstool away.
Hogtied and pinned between Jack and Amy, heightened my arousal and I began to cum very hard. My contractions caused my whole body to convulse fitfully. My cries continued to be muted by Amy's tongue in my mouth. As I writhed and thrashed in their grip, Amy whispered, "She's cumming, Jack! She's cumming hard! Keep fucking her!"
Jack needed no encouragement. Amy's tongue kept working in my mouth, Jack kept driving his cock into me like a piston. Their hands on me remained active. Jack's hands were on my breasts, fingers were pinching my nipples and squeezing them onto the metal bars. Amy had one hand on my throat, fingers tracking my ribbon choker, and the fingers of her other hand were scraping my serrated pussy ring onto my clit. I hardly descended from my first orgasm before I was wracked with a second one. This time I came so hard that Jack expostulated into my ear, "God, Ryder, you've got my cock in a pulsating vise! I can't hold it --"
He began to buck, pounding his organ into me even harder. I felt the warmth of his discharge deep inside me, spasmodic spurts that seemed to fill my womb. Amy finally released me and leaned on the bar. Sweat dripped off her jaw. I put my head on the bar, my hands still tied behind me, and just lay there, drained, shattered.
"Gosh, Ryder," I heard Trevor's voice. "You've hardly drunk any of your Bucks Fizz."
I opened my eyes and managed to half sit up. Amy was glassy-eyed, but Jack was gone.
"The night is young," Amy said.
She raised her flute and drank. Then she picked up my flute and put it to my lips. I drank as she tipped the wine into my mouth.
"Untie me," I whispered.
"Not now, Ryder," she said, refilling my glass. "I like you like this."
"Come to the window, Ryder," said Trevor. "The view is really something."
"Give me a moment," I said. My voice was hoarse.
"Take your time," he said. "The view isn't going away."
I was lightheaded and grateful for his understanding. The violence of my orgasms assuaged my guilt. If Trevor could make me cum like this, I reasoned, I wouldn't cheat on him.
* * *
Amy and I finished the bottle of Bucks Fizz. She kept me tied down and put the flute to my lips to help me drink. Trevor did not seem to notice.
Then Trevor led me to his barstool by the glass, an arm around my shoulders, holding me tight. I kept my hands behind me, concealing the fact that I was restrained. We surveyed the lights of the city together. Jack's thick, milky semen admixed with my sexual juices seeped out of me and wet my garters and stocking tops. With my hands tied behind my back, I couldn't do anything to stop it. The musky smell of our sex was so strong that I could not imagine that my husband was unaware. But he made no mention of it when I excused myself to go to the ladies to 'freshen up.'
Amy came with me. In the ladies, I asked her to untie me, but she just took me into a stall and cleaned me up. She played with my pussy ring as she did so, making me gasp.
"Isn't it better this way? Just leave everything to me, you don't have to do anything."
"It is different," I said. "I'm just afraid of what my husband will think."
"If he hasn't said anything so far, he won't."
Amy ordered another bottle of Bucks Fizz and this time included Trevor in the conversation, partly about work, partly about family. He conversed eagerly, happy to be included. By the time we went through the second bottle, Trevor had gone through six Manhattans and was more than buzzed. I became less self-conscious and concerned about being hogtied. I looked up at the large bar clock, surprised to find it was midnight.
"Working day tomorrow," said Amy. "I better head home."
"We better leave too," said Trevor, and I agreed.
We walked to the elevator. It was an enormous glass capsule suspended on the exterior of the tower. It was built to handle large crowds since the tower had several floors of bars, restaurants, and theatres. We were among the first to enter and soon got pushed against the outer glass wall. People continued to enter and soon we were crushed together, Amy was on one side, facing me, and I thought Trevor was behind me.
The elevator continued to fill when I felt my husband's hand on my tied wrists and then on my waist. He was being so nice, that I was feeling tender toward him and leaned on him encouragingly. His hand slipped into the split in my dress and unerringly found the thick lips of my vulva. I was sore from Jack's rough fucking and whispered, "Be gentle."
The fingers fondled my pussy ring, and then one entered me. The thumb buffed my clit.
"Ooh," I whispered. "That feels good."
In my post-orgasmic state, it did not take much to get me stimulated again. My pussy juices began to form and wet my vulva as well as the encroaching fingers. Another finger entered me and the thumb on my clit grew more insistent. This was a side of my husband I had never seen before, and it excited me.



"Yes, yes," I murmured.
I tried to regiment my breathing and kept my face averted from Amy. Facing the glass outer shell of the elevator, I hoped our sexual activities were hidden from the crowd behind us.
The hand behind me splayed the slit in my dress wider to gain more access. I heard the elevator chime as it stopped. I glanced over my shoulder at the display and saw we were on the 52nd floor. The elevator doors opened to admit more people and we were pushed even closer together.
As the elevator doors began to close, I felt the swollen cockhead at my pussy lips.
"No," I whispered anxiously. "Not here. Let's wait till we get home."
But the response negated my plea. With my hands tied behind me, there was nothing I could do. I felt the thumb grind the serrations of my pussy ring onto my clit causing me to pant. A moment later, the cockhead pressed forward with renewed vigor. It split my pussy lips and entered me. It was not as big as Jack's but felt larger than my husband's. He's bigger, he must be really excited, I thought.
I felt lips on my ear, teeth tugging at my lobe and helix rings. I leaned slightly forward to give him better access and he pushed his length into me. I heard a small groan from his lips in my ear. It sounded deeper and more gravelly than normal. One of his hands stayed down, rousing my clit, and the other began kneading my breasts through my dress and thin silk bra, twisting the metal nipple bars.
I heard another elevator chime -- we were on the 44th floor.
He began to fuck me. He got up a harsh tempo very quickly, pounding me against the glass harder than he ever had before. The combined stimulus of his manipulating my nipple bars and my pussy ring on my clit, with his pounding member in my pussy drove me toward the edge.
The elevator chimed as it jerked to a stop again. The jerk forced him back into me, smacking his mount on my rump in mid-thrust. I couldn't control the mew that escaped me. The unexpected skewering on his cock surprised me and I began to cum. I could not put my hands on my mouth and tried franticly to suppress venting out my climax. I opened my mouth and put my lips against the cold glass as hard as I could. Puffing and blowing, I created a circle of vapor and saliva on the glass. I saw the reflection of the elevator panel in the frosted circle I made -- we were on the 35th floor.
My contractions were hard, and he groaned again as he came. For the second time that night, I felt the warmth of treacly semen forced into me. I felt his weight on me, his body weak with lassitude after his ejaculation. We were pushed even closer together by the increasing crush in the elevator. I managed to glance over my shoulder -- we were on the 25th floor.
He was still surprisingly hard as he pulled out of me. There was nothing I could do to prevent his viscous, gooey semen slowly coursing down my upper thighs.
We stopped again on the 15th floor and by now, the elevator must have exceeded its capacity. His body was melded into mine, and he seemed bigger, heavier, somehow. Must be the crush of the crowd, I thought. He continued to knead my breasts and manipulate my nipple bars, keeping my nubs hard and poking out through the thin fabric of my bra and dress.
The elevator finally glided to a halt on the ground floor and the crowds streamed out, relieving the crush. I turned around with a smile to get a kiss from my husband -- and froze. Craig Weatherhead stood between me and Trevor, grinning (see my story, Ryder Fox Rocks).
"Oh!" I said, feverishly trying to think of something to say to the man who had just fucked me and made me cum.
He leaned forward and whispered sotto voce in my ear, so low that even Amy couldn't hear, though she was a foot away.
"I wanted Amy, but you're just as hot. And younger."
"I didn't expect to see you here, Craig," said Amy as we began walking out of the elevator.
"My wife and I spotted you in the lobby coming in and decided to join you in the Silver Dollar," he said easily. "But I saw you were very busy there, so I thought I'd wait."
"Where's your wife?"
"She got on the elevator later, she was closer to the doors. She must be waiting for me at the valet desk." He turned to Trevor. "I don't think I've had the pleasure."
"My husband, Trevor," I said, faintly, wishing my hands were untied.
"Pleased to meet you," said Craig, shaking my husband's hand. "I just worked your wife."
Trevor's Manhattans had sunk in, he was dazed, and he missed Craig's meaning.
"I hope you worked her hard," he said.
"Yes, I worked her hard, all right. She's so tight, she squeezed me like a clamp, especially when she came."
"Her background is in client management," said my husband with a bit of a slur. "She knows how to get tight with customers and squeeze them. They're always happy when she comes."
We were all walking across the lobby, and I walked with my hands behind me to hide my bondage.
"I'm glad you're okay with what your wife does, Trevor," said Craig. He turned to me. "I'd like to work you some more, Ryder. A business dinner midweek?"
I looked at Amy.
"It's up to you, Ryder," she said. "If you think Craig can keep it up for you, make you cum again, then go for it."
"What brings you all to the Silver Dollar?" Craig asked my husband.
"We're celebrating," Trevor replied. "Ryder's pregnant, we're going to have a baby."
"You're already pregnant?" Craig asked me, his face a picture of disappointment. "I was hoping I impreg ... well, congratulations."
"Thank you," I said. "I'm very happy to be carrying this child."
"Our child," said my husband.
"I can keep it up for you, too, Amy," said Craig, turning to her. "I can work you hard, make you cum."
"How hard is Craig's package, Ryder?" Amy asked, laughing. "How big? Do you think he can make me cum?"
I colored deeply red and said, "His package --"
"Yes, Ryder," said my husband, helpfully. "Mr. Weatherhead must have shown you his professional package when he was working you."
"I showed it to Ryder at Amy's beach house yesterday," said Craig. "She was impressed."
"He may have a big package, Amy," said Trevor. "But he's just a client. This is the 21st century. He can't make you come."
"I'd like a chance, Amy," said Craig. "A chance to get into you, give you something to incubate."
"Sounds like a great offer, Amy," said my husband.
We met Craig's wife Mimi by the valet desk. She was a petite woman with gray and white ringlets that must have been blonde when she was younger. Amy and Craig handed over their tickets and the three of them settled to wait for their cars. I called us a rideshare and it came before their cars. We wished them goodnight and left.
* * *
I sat sideways in the rideshare to conceal my bound hands. We got into our house and my husband finally noticed my wrists.
"Ryder!" he exclaimed. "Your wrists are tied! Who did this?"
"It was a game Amy and I were playing," I said lamely. "She forgot to untie me. Can you cut me loose?"
"Of course," he said, getting a knife from the kitchen.
However, he was swaying now, and I was afraid he would cut me. I took the knife from him and cut myself loose.
"I liked Mr. Weatherhead," my husband said of the man who had just fucked me to orgasm in the elevator right under his nose. "He said he worked you hard -- but that's what men like him are like, work hard, play hard."
"He plays hard," I agreed.
"He was really pressed against you in the elevator, between us. I tried to get your attention, but you were panting and breathing so hard, you didn't hear me. I guess you were panicking in the crush. You must learn to calm down."
"I'll try."
"Are you going to work with Mr. Weatherhead again?"
"What do you advise?"
"I think you should. Especially since you were impressed with his package."
"I'll do it if you think I should."
"I thought Amy was a bit too forward tonight. She was kissing you a bit too intimately."
"Were you jealous?"
"No, she's a woman, a beautiful woman. Not a man." He laughed with a hint of lewdness. "I'd like a threesome with her and you! Though her husband would never let that happen."
"You should ask him," I said with a grin. "Did you like the Silver Dollar?"
"It was a great location, with superb views. But it was hard to see anything through the fog inside. I thought I saw a man behind you, but I couldn't be sure. The vapor clouds made everything so hazy. It almost looked like he was having sex with you, doggy-style. I even thought I heard the smack of flesh on flesh like he was fucking you hard. And I thought I heard you wheezing. I must have imagined it."
"How did it make you feel?"
"Even though it was probably my imagination, I got a hardon. I can't explain it."
"You got hard imagining another man fucking me?"
"Crazy, huh?" said my husband.
"The thought of you watching while another man fucks me makes me excited."
"You're making me horny, Ryder."
Craig's semen had dried on my inner thighs, and my stocking tops and garters were crusty with dried sexual secretions.
"I'm going to take a long bath in the jacuzzi," I said. "Then straight to bed. No sex tonight."
* * *
My phone rang while I was in the jacuzzi. It was Amy.
"A wild night, Ryder!" she said. "Sex with Jack and me in the bar, then Craig fucks you in the elevator!"
"I have a serious question to ask you, Amy. You said your husband Kenny is in denial about your cheating on him." (See my story, Amy in the Pool)
"Yes."
"But does he try to watch you having sex? Or does he avoid situations where he might see you being fucked by another man?"
"Watching me having sex is like porn for him. He likes to watch, but he doesn't want me to know he does it. I've seen him conceal himself in a closet or be by a window when he thinks I may be having sex. I've found videos of other men fucking me on his phone."
"Have you confronted him?"
"No, that would just be awkward and messy."
"Wouldn't you like him to watch in comfort?"
"It would be less of a rush for me. And probably for him as well. Why do you ask?"
"I'm sure Trevor saw Jack fucking me, yesterday at your beach house and tonight at the Silver Dollar. He was right there when Craig was giving it to me in the elevator. He even admitted he got hard thinking of another man fucking me. But he maintains that he's not sure of what he saw."
"Let him have plausible deniability, Ryder. He knows he's a cuckold and you know he knows. But pretending is so much more of a thrill, for both of you."
"I suppose you're right."
There was a pause before Amy went on.
"I'm assigning you to work with Jenny Jurgens from tomorrow. And you'll handle the Aegis Insurance account for Craig Weatherhead. He liked the work you did for him on Saturday at my beach house." (See my story, Ryder Fox Rocks)
"Are you setting me up?"
"I admit the thought of this threesome turns me on. Jenny is quite skilled."
"You talk like you've had sex with her. You said you're not a lesbian."
"Jenny is relentless, she never gives up. Now that she's got the hots for you, she's going to pursue you anyway. You might as well work it out right away. And you've already had Craig, you seemed to like what he gave you."
"He wanted to breed me, Amy. He was very disappointed when he learned I was already pregnant. Now he wants to impregnate you."
"I've been hoping Jack would give me another baby after Mackenzie -- but it's been eighteen years, and I don't think that's going to happen."
"Jack fucked both of us Saturday night," I said. "Maybe he's already impregnated you. He's obviously incredibly potent." (See my story, Ryder Fox Rocks)
"I not as fertile as you, Ryder, I'm not twenty-three. I'm running out of time, so I suppose I should let Craig try as well, increase my chances."
"Craig mentioned a business dinner midweek," I said. "You can take my place."
"That's a good idea. I'll invite him to our beach house. Kenny would like to watch."
* * *
Clean and fresh, I climbed into bed. My husband cuddled me and kissed me, his lips progressively moving downward under the sheets. His tongue gently, ever so gently, worshipped my vulva, speared my clit, entered my pussy, and drew forth my sexual juices once again. He didn't make me cum, but he filled me with torpor, and I fell asleep serenely.
In the morning, he told me how happy he was with our sex, how much he appreciated my being a faithful wife, and how proud he was of becoming a father. I wondered whether I should plan a sexual tryst for him to watch me cumming again, or just let it happen naturally.
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Sergei told me I was to be a hostess at a small party. But it turned out to have almost a hundred guests. Even though his Moscow penthouse was enormous, there were people everywhere. Many of the guests were young and there was an abundance of attractive Russian women who all looked like supermodels.
One of Sergei's Russian girlfriends had dressed me the way he liked. It was very much at odds with the modest attire I had grown up with. She made me wear a green lacy bra with a matching thong and a very short black minidress with a halter neck. It was so tight, that it appeared to be painted on me. It left my back bare and displayed the backstrap and shoulder straps of my bra. She made me wear strappy stiletto sandals that made me very tall.
I saw Sergei take Jack aside as soon as he arrived. Of course, I did not know who Jack was yet, but it was impossible to miss him. He was so tall, so good-looking, my eyes were drawn to him, and I could not look away. Sergei guided him out onto the enormous balcony overlooking the main city park.
Sergei crooked his finger at me, and I came over with my head down. He put his hand on my chin and raised my face.
"Her name is Parveen Aziza Abdulayeva," Merkulov said. "You saw her sinuous, sexy gait as she came over, Jack. She's a natural. As you can see, her skin and figure are perfect -- creamy smooth complexion with firm breasts, a tight ass, and supermodel legs that go on forever. Silky black hair out of a shampoo commercial. And her eyes! Lustrous, green pools that suck you in."
"You're beautiful," Jack said, speaking to me instead of Sergei.
"Would you believe she was given to me to settle a financial debt?" Sergei said briefly. "I literally own her! And she's still a teenager!"
When Jack did not respond, I asked Sergei, "Do you want me to kiss him?"
"Listen to her husky, bedroom voice!" he laughed. "And such a pleasing foreign accent to her Russian, part Arabic, part Southern republics. She was born into the al Sura family, desert chieftains in the Arabian Peninsula. But her mother was a Chechen slave that her father bought from human traffickers. He used her as a concubine."
"I don't want you to kiss me," said Jack, again speaking to me and not to Sergei.
"Are you gay?" asked Sergei. "Any real man would kill to kiss Parveen Aziza."
"I'm not gay," said Jack. "Though I have nothing against gays."
"I do, I'm not so politic," said Sergei laughing. With his mercurial temperament, his mood changed suddenly to deadly serious. "So, Jack. You want me to help you get mining licenses in Siberia from the government."
"A partnership," Jack replied. "Your legal team signed on to the equity joint venture at the airport. You'll make a lot of money."
"If you find anything."
"We'll find a lot. Our geologists are certain there are rich seams there. All the data supports that view."
"We're legal partners, but I'm not going to shake your hand, Jack. My interests on the other side of the law are much more lucrative and I'm more worried about what happens to them. Whenever you show up, law enforcement seems to follow."
"I don't know what you mean," said Jack, his face expressionless.
"You showed up in Stockholm -- and a month later Alexander Kutuesov who ran drugs and prostitution for me in Scandinavia was arrested."
"I had nothing to do with that. I never met Kutuesov."
"But you slept with his favorite girlfriend, Vigdis Axelsdottir. Then she disappeared from his life. He was so enraged that he took out a contract on your life -- and kept upping the price. That got the police onto him." (See my story, Jack Grierson Chronicles -- Casey.)
"He was assassinated while being taken to court," said Jack. "A long-range sniper shot."
"I had no option. I couldn't risk him talking, he knew too much."
"I didn't know Vigdis was his girlfriend."
"So you say. But I look at your record and see a pattern. You make men irate because you know angry men make mistakes. Nothing makes a man more furious than being cuckolded. You did the same thing to Prince Mushtaq, slept with his favorite concubine, stole her affections. You got Mushtaq so angry, he spent all his time with his terror groups trying to get to you -- while you quietly bought out all his hotel operations in the Middle East." (See my story, Jack Grierson Chronicles -- Leyla.)
"He gave me Leyla, I didn't steal her."
"Details," said Sergei, briefly. He looked over at me and put a hand on my cheek. "Parveen Aziza is my favorite girl, she has just the right mix of innocence and raunch. Large, guileless eyes, but she squeals out her passion when I whack her ass as I fuck her. She's the cliché come to life -- a Madonna in the living room, a whore in the bedroom." Sergei paused and looked at Jack with a trace of malevolence. "I'm going to keep her, Jack. Keep your thoughts on our mining deal -- not her."
"Of course," said Jack.
Sergei was beckoned by one of his men and walked away without another word.
"What do you want to do?" I asked.
"Talk," said Jack. "And drink."
"I can do that," I said, smiling. I flagged down a waiter and selected two flutes of Bollinger's champagne, handing one to Jack. When I put my flute forward, he clinked it saying, "Zavas!"
"Zavas," I responded.
"Don't you find me attractive?" I asked after we both took sips of our champagne.
"Of course, I do," said Jack.
"You're a funny one," I said with a laugh. "When Sergei asks me to entertain someone, they have their hands up my skirt within the first two minutes."
"Has it happened often?" he asked.
I wrinkled my nose and Jack could see I was angry. Strangely, he smiled kindly in response.
"Four times. Every instance was pure hell! Horrid, uncouth men. They don't want me to talk. They like ripping my expensive clothes off me and groping me. They treat me like a piece of meat. They would fuck me if Sergei would let them."
"He doesn't let anyone else fuck you?"
"Not so far."
"So you are Merkulov's mistress?"
His kind smile reassured me, and I let my anger go.
"Mistress?" I laughed. "No, no. I'm a slave. Like my mother before me."
"What do you mean?"
"Sergei bought me from my husband, Hamal Abdulayev. He's Chechen like my mother. But he'd borrowed a lot of money from Sergei and couldn't pay it back. Sergei was going to have his kneecaps and elbows broken. Hamal asked Sergei to take me as the price of forgiving his debt."
"Your husband sold you like an animal?" Jack sounded disgusted.
"It was just business. Poor Hamal was petrified." I shrugged. "It didn't seem that abnormal to me. After all, my father bought my mother from Chechen human traffickers to be one of his concubines."
"Your father is an al Sura? A chieftain?"
"Yes. But my mother was a concubine, not a wife. So I have no status within our family. I'm used to being treated as property."
Jack's gray-blue eyes were very expressive and registered emotion -- it almost looked like my words hurt him.
"You speak of your mother in the past tense. How did she die?"
"My father beat her a lot. She was very unhappy. I don't think she had much will to live."
"Did he beat you as well?"
"Yes. But I soon learned to go and hide in the suite of my older half-sister, Zainab Habiba. Her mother was a wife, so she had status. She protected me whenever she could, made me sleep with her in her bed. She is the one in our family I love the most!"
We sipped our champagne and looked out at the city lights.
"Who are you supposed to entertain tonight?" he asked.
"I don't know. Sergei hasn't told me yet." I looked at Jack with a smile. "I hope it is you."
"Why?"
"You seem nice, you have kind eyes. You wouldn't be rough with me."
"Don't be too sure of that," said Jack. "I hope Merkulov pays you well."
"He doesn't have to pay me," I said. "He owns me."
I tossed back the rest of my champagne. Jack emulated me and set down his flute.
"I'm going to get another glass of champagne," I said. "Do you want one?"
"Sure."
I headed for the bar, glancing back at Jack over my shoulder. He watched the people in the room. I wondered whether he recognized all the Russian oligarchs and the hard men from the shadowy world of the Russian mafia. Many of them had legitimate business fronts. But in my time with Sergei, I had learned that in Russia, the worlds of business and crime were closely connected.
I was at the bar when someone took my arm roughly and turned me around. It was Maksim, Sergei's top hitman. He put a hand up my short dress and roughly kneaded my vulva through my thin thong. He leaned forward and put his lips to my ear.
"I want you now, bitch," he said.
"No, Maksim, I have to ask Sergei --"
"Sergei never refuses me anything, Parveen Aziza. You know that."
With that, he hustled me out of the big reception room and down a corridor that led to the living quarters. He pulled me along, holding my arm upper arm tightly. He pushed open the door of the first bedroom in the corridor.
A couple were sitting close to each other on a bed, doing lines of coke. They looked up at us in surprise. Maksim shut the door and opened the next door in the corridor. It was another bedroom with a neatly made king-size bed -- and it was empty. He dragged me in and kicked the door shut behind him. He pushed me down to my knees, unzipping his fly at the same time.
"Just looking at you in that tight black dress got me hard, bitch. Open your mouth."
"Has Sergei given permission --?"
"Of course."
"If Sergei is okay with it, I'll give you a blowjob."
I was not fast enough for him, and he put a chokehold on my throat. My mouth opened with the gag reflex, and he shoved his thick cockhead into my lips. He let out a groan of satisfaction as he sank the rest of his length into my mouth saying, "Suck hard, Parveen Aziza! Sergei says he's taught you well!"
I sucked on him slurping with my tongue, as Sergei had taught me. It was unpleasant like all my experiences with sex thus far. I had been a virgin before my short marriage. Sex with Hamal was not exciting, but at least he was not rough.
Maksim had his hands on my head, and he pulled my hair. I knew he wanted to hurt me, and he did. I mewed my pain, choking on his organ. It seemed to please him for he grunted, "Yes! Yes! Choke on me, bitch!"
I kept sucking and blowing, hoping to make him cum and end my distress. But he had staying power and after a while, backed out of my mouth and pulled me to my feet. He turned me around and lay me on the bed. He rucked up the short skirt of my dress and there was a sharp tearing sound as he ripped off my thong.
He shucked off his jacket and pulled his T-shirt over his head. I twisted around and saw his heavily muscled body with tattoos all over his torso. He put a hand on the back of my neck and forced me face down on the bed. I struggled, but he held me down easily, laughing.
"Keep fighting, Parveen Aziza! You're making me harder!"
He put his other hand under my belly, trying to pin me in place. Then I felt his hard cockhead on my anus.
"No, no, please no!" I screamed, my voice high-pitched with terror.
Despite his great strength, I thrashed so hard that I managed to dislodge his cockhead from my rear.
"Don't Maksim!"
He tightened his hold on me even more till I couldn't move at all. Then I felt his cockhead at my rear again.
"No! Not my ass!" I screamed. "Oh, please no! I'll tell Sergei!"
"Sergei told me to fuck you in the ass," he said, laughing.
"He did?"
"Yes, Parveen Aziza. Fuck the Arab bitch in the ass, I own her. Those were his words."
"No one has ever fucked me in the ass!" I wailed. "Please Maksim! Oh, please!"
"An anal virgin," he said, gloating. "You're going to be tight!"
His weight on me steadily increased as he pushed, his cockhead pressing on my anal ring. I sobbed with the searing pain, tears running down my cheeks, streaking my mascara.
But I kept squirming, preventing him from entering me.
"Hold still, bitch!" he shouted. "Just lie down and enjoy it!"
"Please don't!" I whimpered.
I kept crying, catching my breath each time he renewed his effort at entering me. I tried to turn my torso so I could meet his eyes and beg him. If he sees my tear-streaked face, he may relent, I thought.
Trying to catch Maksim's eye, I saw the door was ajar and there was Jack! He turned and was about to leave.
"Please, Jack!" I screamed. "Please help me! Don't leave me!"
He took a step away, down the corridor. I cried out again, totally desperate, "PLEASE, Jack! I beg you!"
Jack stopped and turned around. He entered the bedroom and said to Maksim, "Get off her."
Maksim ignored him and kept trying to enter my ass saying, "Baby, you've got a tight ass! It'll be like a vise when I get into you!"
Jack moved quickly and clubbed Maksim on the side of the head with a two-handed blow. He pushed him at the same time, so he fell away from me, his hard cock sliding across my buttocks.
"Why, you motherfucker, I'll kill you!" Maksim snarled.
Jack kicked him in the crotch, and he let out a howl as he fell to his knees. Jack hit him again on the side of the head and he keeled over.
I tottered over and fell into Jack's arms. There was the sound of slow handclapping from the door. Sergei stood there, expressionless as always.
"You've made a bad enemy, Jack," he said. "Maksim won't forget."
"Well, he wasn't following orders --" Jack began.
"On the contrary," cut in Sergei. "He was punishing Parveen Aziza exactly as I ordered. She gave one of my business associates some lip last night -- she needs to learn her lesson."
"I thought you're the only one who fucked her --"
"Yes. But Maksim is like a brother to me, we share everything."
I trembled in Jack's arms. My skirt was still rucked up and I was naked from the waist down. Sergei put his hand out and I slowly, reluctantly, disengaged from Jack. I walked over to Sergei, who put a hand on my back and another on my crotch, pushing two fingers into my pussy. He worked them like a piston and drew gasps from me.
"I'm going to fuck her now, Jack," said Sergei. "I own her, her husband sold her to me. Later, Maksim and I will double-team her. You're welcome to watch."
"No thanks," said Jack.
"Why not? You may learn something by watching me."
"I have nothing to learn from you."
"You're just like me, Jack," said Sergei, laughing. "I know your reputation. You've forced yourself on lots of women."
"Yes, but I want to give them pleasure, make them cum. You want to give them pain, make them cry. You're a bully."
"How honorable, Jack! So you want this whore?"
"Yes."
"Well, you can't have her. Maksim will be up soon. After I fuck Parveen Aziza, he can have a go at you. Sex and violence, it will be a fun night."
Sergei unzipped his fly. He was about to drive his cock into me doggy style, unmindful of Jack's presence. But Jack stepped forward and pushed Sergei so hard that he fell away from me onto the bed. In the same motion, he caught my arm and pulled me away.
"You'll pay for this, Jack --" We heard Sergei's voice as Jack propelled me out of the room and down the corridor.
Jack took me by the hand and led me to the front door without wasting time. There were two heavies there, but he shouldered his way by them. They had obviously not yet received instructions to stop us.
We ran down the stairs to the floor below before calling the elevator. We took the elevator to the underground parking floor, and he ran to his car, still holding my hand. It was a heavy Mercedes SUV, and he gunned the motor as he drove out, tires squealing. Just as he swung into the road, we saw another car in the parking lot switch on its lights and back out.
"Merkulov must have had security guys ready in the parking lot," said Jack. "He's just called them."
"What will we do, Jack?" I asked in a panic.
"Those guys know Moscow roads a lot better than me," he replied. "There's no way I can get away from them."
"Omigod! Omigod!" I cried.
He looked in the rearview again.
"From the headlights, it looks like a Beemer, X5. Lighter than this G-wagon." He glanced over at me. "Cinch your seatbelt on tight. Hold on to the armrest with one hand and the ceiling strap with the other. Hang on tight."
He took his foot off the gas and slowed to let our pursuers get closer. He pulled over to the right opening a lane for them and they accelerated up. Their passenger windows were open and there were men in the front and back seats. They both had guns pointed at us.
Jack swerved at them before they could fire. Our SUV hit theirs at an acute angle with a crash of metal on metal. Our heavier vehicle forced theirs into the barriers, and I heard the screeching sound of their car being scraped along the concrete. I could see the sparks off the metal of their SUV body on the rough surface. Jack jammed the gas pedal to the floor, our engine roared, and just like that, their vehicle flipped over.
Jack swerved back and accelerated away. I looked back over my shoulder and saw flame shoot out of their car and then a heavy explosion.
"That should buy us enough time," said Jack.
He drove straight to the airport and around to the private jet terminal. An hour later, we were buckling on our seatbelts and listening to the whine of the corporate jet engines spooling up. Ten more minutes and we were airborne.
When we reached cruising altitude and the seatbelt sign was turned off, I reached across the aisle and took Jack's hand.
"Why?" I asked simply.
"Your half-sister, Zainab Habiba asked me to save you. She was dying, it was her last wish."
"Zainab Habiba is dead? How is it possible, she was so full of life!"
I burst into tears. Jack held my hand and let me cry my heart out.
* * *
As the first shock of my grief passed, I came round to the reality of my situation. I had run away from Sergei wearing a skimpy black minidress, no coat, not even panties -- Maksim had torn off my thong. I had no money and knew no one.
I got up to use the restroom and looked at my face in the mirror. My makeup was a mess, so I washed it all off and looked at my face again. My Swiss finishing school had taught me languages and etiquette but no marketable skills. I have nothing to trade now but my looks, I thought. I better make the most of them.
When I emerged, I sought out the stewardess.
"May I borrow your makeup?" I asked. "And your airline scarf?"
"I'll fetch my makeup case," she said. "And we have spare scarves on board, I can give you one."
I took her makeup case and carefully redid my makeup. I used the silk scarf to cover my hair in the manner of a modest Arab girl. I returned to Jack, and he looked up from his tablet.
"How do I look?" I asked.
"I already told you. You're a beautiful girl. I'd call you a woman, but you still have girlish innocence in your eyes. Despite all you've been through."
"Where are we going?"
He looked at me kindly.
"We're en route to Switzerland. My corporate jet is waiting for us there. I sent Zainab Habiba's body there along with her children. The children will be raised under new names by friends of mine -- they will keep them safe. I will take Zainab Habiba with me and bury her where Walid and his minions cannot find her."
"You rescued me from Sergei to redeem your promise to Zainab Habiba?"
"Yes."
"You do not want me?"
"How could I not? Merkulov was right about one thing. No man with blood in his veins could look at you and not want you."
"I belonged to Sergei," I said. "But you took me from him. I belong to you now. I'll do whatever you want."
"I don't want to own you, Parveen Aziza."
"Then what will I do? Where will I go?" I felt like crying again, but I didn't want to mess up the makeup I had worked so hard on.



"Don't worry, Parveen Aziza. I will place you in the hands of strong, kind women who will take care of you. They'll make sure that you get a fresh start."
"You gave Zainab Habiba three wonderful children. She told me how happy she was to have them, how much they reminded her of her short time with you. You were the only man she loved."
"Do you want me to treat you like I treated Zainab Habiba?" he asked.
There was a tremor in his voice, and I saw a hint of moisture in his expressive eyes. I knew he was crying inside.
I took a deep breath and said, "Yes."
"I'm not a nice man, Parveen Aziza. You don't know what you're asking."
"I think you're lying, Jack Grierson. I think you're running away from who you really are. You just risked your life for me, a girl you don't know, for a promise you made to a girl you claim to care nothing about."
"Don't tempt me, Parveen Aziza." His voice turned rough. "I'm not good at resisting temptation. Especially with someone who looks like you."
"So I do tempt you. You're not made of stone."
I glanced over my shoulder at the stewardess, and she retreated behind the curtain in the galley. Jack stood up, put a hand on my hair, and pushed the scarf down around my neck. His hand followed the scarf, and he grasped the back of my neck through the silk. I looked into his eyes, and he kissed me. His tongue was hard and powerful, it forced my lips apart and entered my mouth. He sought my tongue and engaged it forcefully till I let him have his way.
His other hand was on my pussy, and I felt his thumb on my clit, massaging gently. But gentleness rapidly turned to vigor and first one and then another finger entered my bare pussy. His tongue in my mouth, his fingers in my pussy, his thumb on my clit -- I felt my sexual juices forming and gradually inundating my vaginal walls before leaking out of me onto his hand. As he continued to work me, my breath grew short, and I was panting through my nose.
I managed to open my eyes briefly and saw the stewardess had opened the curtain and was watching us with rapt attention. I was too far gone to care now and kissed Jack back with abandon. My hips began to judder, and I felt something I had never felt before. I tried to break free of Jack's lips, but his tongue was insistent and would not cease its invasion of my mouth. I could not get enough air in through my nose and my body began to quiver in his arms. My thighs scissored tightly around his hand even as his fingers continued to thrust into me. I felt a clenching deep inside me and suddenly I was gyrating and rubbing my breasts on his hard chest. He finally withdrew his tongue from my mouth and his fingers from my pussy. I leaned on him and realized I was drenched with sweat.
"What ... what just happened to me?" I faltered.
"You came, sweetie," said the stewardess, who was now much closer, only a few steps away from us. "And you made me cum, too, just watching you."
"Sergei said you squealed when he had sex with you," said Jack.
"He hurt me," I said. I felt dizzy and I was slurring. "Sergei liked to hear me squeal with pain, it excited him. But I never felt this before, Jack, I swear."
"Bastard," Jack muttered.
He picked me up and put me in my seat. I felt boneless, completely loose, and did not even feel him laying the seat flat, turning it into a bed. He rucked up my skirt around my waist and felt the cool air on my bare pussy. Then his aggressive tongue was on my nether lips. I'd never been kissed down there before. He sucked on my vulva, his tongue spearing my clit with increasing urgency. I arched my back and rotated my hips under his rapid forceful ministrations.
"Omigod, omigod, omigod," I repeated, over and over.
My hands were on his head, my fingers in his hair, urging him on. I only knew I wanted him to repeat what he had made me feel -- a rising tide of tension to its explosive release.
His fingers joined his tongue and began to thrust into me again. I came much quicker this time, bucking and rearing.
He traced his tongue up over the swell of my belly, reached up, and untied the halter neck of my minidress. He pulled it down till it was just a narrow sash around my waist. Then he pulled down the cups of my green bra. My nipples were so hard that when he sucked on them and touched them with his teeth, I cried out.
His lips continued upward, along the line of my neck to find my temples and my ears. Then I felt something I knew -- his bulbous cockhead on my pussy lips. But it felt bigger, harder than Sergei's, and certainly a completely different organ than my husband's modest member. He pushed into me and now I heard him groan.
"You're tight, Parveen Aziza! I can feel every membrane of your pussy!"
Jack drove into me inch by inch. He was much bigger than Sergei and I cried out at the unfamiliar stretching of my pussy. Big as he was, his entry was completely unlike Sergei, who liked to ram his cock into me as hard as he could. Jack's penetration was so smooth, it took me a while to realize how deep he was. Jack's organ reached depths and stimulated tissues that had never been touched before.
Once he was fully embedded in me, he waited, and I felt his steady slow heartbeat from his cockhead deep inside me. For reasons I still cannot fathom, dates played in my mind, and I gasped, "I'm ovulating, Jack!"
He kissed my ear and whispered, "Do you want to carry my child?"
"Yes," I murmured. "Yes. Yes."
He began to fuck me slowly. Each time he was fully in me, his mount pressed insistently on my clit. It was impossible, but I felt like his cock was in my throat, and it grew increasingly hard to breathe.
As he increased his rhythm, he whispered in my ear, "Steady girl, steady, don't hyperventilate, just keep breathing in tempo with your hips. Let your hips tell you what to do."
My hips were rotating in an instinctive motion, screwing my pussy on his steel-hard manhood. His thrusts grew faster and harder. Soon he was pounding me into the flatbed seat, and I was trying to grip his sides with my thighs. I lost control of my hips, that rotated wildly out of control. My cries were so loud that they echoed in the plane cabin.
Then there were fingers on my lips, and I saw the stewardess was by us in the aisle on her knees. She had unbuttoned her blouse and pulled down her bra. She offered her small breasts to Jack, who suckled and bit them gently. There were tiny hearts tattooed around her nipples.
"Come on, girl! Come on, girl!" the stewardess encouraged me.
I began to buck and rear again and this time I felt the contractions begin deep within me around the depths of Jack's cockhead. They radiated outward gripping, squeezing, till even Jack gasped out, "God, Parveen Aziza, you're forcing me to cum!"
With that, he groaned again, much louder, and pounded me even harder. I felt the warmth of his discharge deep in me. He kept gushing in me, and I felt like my very womb was getting bloated with the volume of his semen.
Then he lay on me, inert, and I felt his full weight for the first time. All my clothes were completely soaked with my sweat and our outpourings. Somehow, he had managed to get naked. My head was spinning with the violence of my release. I idly traced the multitude of scars on his beautifully muscled body.
"I hope you've impregnated me, Jack," I whispered.
"I'm not sure I want to be impregnated," whispered the stewardess. "But I want you to fuck me too, Jack."
"With me, the two often go together."
"I'll take that risk," she said.
"How many hours till we land in Zurich?"
"Two and half hours."
"What about the pilots? It would be nice to keep this out of the flight log."
"If you can afford to charter this jet," she said. "I'm sure you can afford to shut their mouths."
"How do you know that?"
"Not my first rodeo."
* * *
Jack booked us a suite in the Zurich airport Radisson. He stripped me as soon as we entered and carried me into the shower where we had another stint of energetic sex. He helped me dry myself after I stumbled out, exhausted, sore, and lightheaded from my repeated orgasms. There were shopping bags on the table in the living room of the suite.
"I gave my staff your dress and your bra. I asked them to buy you some clothes," he said. "Looks like they've arrived."
"Right now, all I need is a nightie," I said.
"I'm sure there's one in there. My exec Farah Hojjat managed everything on the phone from New York -- she's very thorough."
Jack was right. There was a peach silk shortie nightgown with matching panties in one of the bags. I put them on and crawled into the king in the bedroom.
Jack joined me soon after, I snuggled up to him, and he held me in his powerful arms. I felt safer than I ever had in my life before.
The vigorous sex capped by fiery orgasms in addition to the tension of my escape meant that I was very woozy. I fell into a deep slumber almost immediately. Jack woke me once in the night and fucked me again, making me cry out my passion. I thought I was too sore to take him again -- but once he was in me, I wanted him.
The next thing I knew, it was morning. I was awakened by the smell of freshly brewed coffee. I was alone in bed. I got out of bed and saw the shopping bags were neatly lined up against a wall of the bedroom along with a roller suitcase. I went through the clothes and found they were all expensive designer labels. I dressed in sexy lingerie, a silk blouse, a tight skirt, and a jacket, and tied on a silk scarf.
Jack was at the table in the living room of the suite having breakfast. As I joined him, he asked, "Sleep well?"
"Better than ever," I said, truthfully. "I've never felt so safe as in your arms. Even in my father's house in the desert."
"An illusion," he said, dismissive. "I'm no better than Sergei."
"That's ridi --" I began, but the front door to the suite opened and cut me off.
There were two of them, a man and a woman. Both were tanned, lean, and fit. They wore leather jackets, black jeans, and ankle boots. I could see the bulges of guns under their jackets -- I had plenty of practice with Sergei's men.
"Thanks for coming, Paddy, Jo Ellen. I appreciate everything you do. Coffee?"
"Sounds good," said Paddy.
They sat down and poured out coffee. I could not read their expressions, or even tell if they were friendly.
"Good news," said the woman, Jo Ellen. "But also, much worse news. The worst."
"Well, give me the good news first," said Jack.
"Zainab Habiba's children are settled," said Jo Ellen. "They're only babies, but they've bonded well with Frau Feistmantal. They're too young to remember much, they'll forget their birth mother soon. They certainly won't remember you, Jack. They will have completely new identities, new lives. It's for the best."
"Yes," said Jack. His voice was heavy, and I could see he wasn't happy.
"This was never going to be a fairytale, Jack," she said. "Even if Zainab Habiba had lived."
"I know, I know. I'm just being stupid. It just never gets any easier."
"I understand," said Paddy. "It's hard to know that your children will never know you."
"None of them will," said Jack. "Well, give me the worst news."
"You remember Gretchen Lovewell?"
"Yes, of course."
"She's pregnant with your child."
"Yes, yes, Paddy, I know that. Farah Hojjat is taking care of it."
"They got to her, Jack," said Jo Ellen. "We don't know what they offered her, or threatened her with, but she's turned. She signed a statement accusing you of raping her. It states that the child she's carrying is the result of non-consensual sex."
"That's bullshit," said Jack. "It was consensual. She asked me to fuck her, every time. I may even have recordings of one or two of our sexual encounters."
"None of that matters, Jack," said Paddy. "Your father-in-law, Reginald St. James doesn't want to take this to trial. He's just using the statement to end your employment with the Foncault Group. He has fired you as of yesterday."
"He's circulated Gretchen Lovewell's signed statement to the corporate board of every Fortune 500 company," said Jo Ellen. "And he'll send it to any company that considers hiring you."
"I see," said Jack. He sipped his coffee, looking resigned. "He's terminated the Foncault Group's contract with your company, hasn't he, Paddy?"
"Yes. All the protection and oversight we've been doing for you -- personal security as well as black ops services -- ended as of yesterday."
"You're naked, Jack," said Jo Ellen.
"Fair enough," said Jack. "You're not running a charity, Paddy. I can't expect you to protect me for free."
Jo Ellen stood up suddenly and put her arms around Jack.
"This is just evil, Jack," she said, her face buried in his muscular shoulder. "Your father-in-law wants you dead, that's all there is to it."
"He's been trying for years," said Jack. He looked tired and older. "Sooner or later, something was going to click for him."
"I have to end your personal security detail," she said. "But I've talked to Paddy." She nodded toward him. "I'll still feed you intel -- for free."
"You don't have to do that," said Jack.
"I want to. Right now, Merkulov has shooters on your tail. They tracked your flight out of Moscow, they must know you're in Zurich."
"Europe their territory," said Jack. "I need to get back Stateside. And so does Parveen Aziza. But I can't use the Foncault jet that's parked at Zurich airport. St. James would have made sure of that."
"Hello," I said, happy to be finally included in the conversation. "I'm pleased to meet you."
"And you," said Jo Ellen. "We have a plane leaving for the States within the hour. A freighter, not luxurious. But we can get you both on it, bypassing regular immigration. Along with Zainab Habiba's casket."
"What's on the plane?" asked Jack.
"Sensitive material for a defense contractor," said Paddy. "Flight goes to the Columbus cargo terminal. Can you manage from there?"
"Farah will get us to New York," said Jack. "Amy will help."
"I like them," said Jo Ellen. "Of all your women, they're the two most dependable."
"You haven't met Ryder Fox," said Jack, smiling.
"I'll text you the flight details," she said. "You can forward it to them."
"Let me call Farah to explain what's going on. You guys can help Parveen Aziza work on this massive breakfast I ordered."
Jack went back into the bedroom with his phone. Paddy and Jo Ellen looked at me and I colored.
"You like Jack?" Jo Ellen asked.
"Like is a weak word," I said. "He risked his life for me. He's a good man."
"Yes," she replied. "He's also a dead man."
"What do you mean?"
"Jack has never been shy about making enemies," said Paddy. "We have the intel on all the threats on his life. Right now, in addition to Merkulov, his Arab enemies have men tracking him. Without our protection, he's got no chance."
"Alone against those Arab terrorists and Russian mafia hitmen," said Jo Ellen. "He'll be lucky to make it through to next week."
"How can you both be so cavalier?" I shouted. I didn't realize I had stood up. "You're talking about this like it's a tennis match! It's his life! The life of a man who has always helped others."
"We do care for him," said Paddy.
"I more than care for him, he's the father of my son," said Jo Ellen. Now her voice had a slight catch in it. "And we know he's selfless, a good man. We're just realists."
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Parveen Aziza -- 2
I had a very unconventional entry into the United States. Jack Grierson and I were on a Boeing 777 freighter that landed at the cargo hub in Columbus, Ohio. Jo Ellen Taggart was on the flight with us. After we landed, she handed me a U.S. passport -- it had my picture in it, but it was in the name of Sofia Antoniou.
"You have green eyes, and your skin tone is creamy with olive undertones," said Jo Ellen. "You can pass for Greek, no problem."
"But why --" I began.
"Sergei's men and your al Sura family will be looking for you," said Jack. "You need a new identity, a fresh start. Do you mind?"
"No," I said. "Parveen Aziza was a slave. Sofia Antoniou is a free girl."
"You're nineteen," said Jo Ellen. "In a few years, you'll forget you were a slave girl."
Jo Ellen had us processed through immigration with our new passports. I wondered what name Jack was using on his new one. She told the immigration officer we were contract workers for Paddy's security company.
"This is where I leave you," Jo Ellen said to us once we were landside. "I'll ship Zainab's casket to Amy McAdams' beach house address. Make sure you give her a heads up about it." She handed Jack a phone and a leather case. "The phone's a burner."
"Thanks," said Jack, unzipping the case and pulling out the gun. "Glock 17."
"Plus a waist holster and three extended magazines," she said. "In case you get into an extended firefight. Try not to let that happen."
"I'll try," he said, clipping the holster onto his belt and putting the gun into it. He put the spare magazines into a pocket of his leather jacket.
He put out his hand, but Jo Ellen put her arms around him and hugged him. She buried her face into his neck. He turned her face up and kissed her on the lips. It was prolonged and I could see it was heartfelt for both of them.
"How old is young James now?" he asked.
"Your son is two. Not so terrible, though. He's a quiet boy -- like you must have been."
"James Taggart. A splendid name. He's lucky to have you as his mother. He'll be fine."
Suddenly tears were running down her face. She didn't wipe them away, just let them drip off her jaw to the ground. Jack reached forward and wiped them with his hands saying, "Hush, hush."
"I wish James could know you," she said, brokenly. "So he could know what a hero he has for a father."
"You must never tell him," said Jack. "Your husband is his father. Keep your family together."
"Goodbye, Jack," she said, turning away. "I wish ... I wish ... oh, never mind. Just go."
She walked away from us with quick steps and did not look back.
We walked toward the exit of the cargo terminal building. I pulled the roller bag with all the new clothes Jack's team had bought me in Zurich. Jack had nothing, just the contents of his pockets.
"Let's sit here for a moment," he said, indicating a line of metal seats in the hall. "I'll make a few calls to get us situated."
He pulled out his phone, punched in a number, and waited. When the video call was picked up, I craned my neck over his shoulder to see. It was a tanned woman with dark brown hair and eyes. She was in a restaurant.
"Amber, it's Jack," he said. "Where are you now?"
"A truck stop on I-65, just outside Nashville," she said. "A quick lunch stop on a run to Schenectady, New York. Turbine parts."
"I have a huge favor to ask, Amber. Feel free to refuse. I'm at the Air Cargo terminal at Rickenbacker Field, off I-270, south of Columbus."
"I know where it is," she said.
"Can we hitch a ride with you to Schenectady? I feel guilty asking, there's danger involved, there's some nasty guys after us. And I don't have anything to pay you with."
She didn't hesitate.
"The world is full of nasty guys. And it's only a few miles out of my way. Happy to do it." She paused and smiled. "It will be good to see you, Jack. It's been a while."
"When can you be here?"
"I just had my coffee, should be rolling in a few. I'll be there in just over five hours."
"It's almost four hundred miles," he said, cracking a smile.
"I won't stop. Or take my pedal off the metal."
"I know how fast you drive." He chuckled. "We'll wait for you by the truck terminal, out on the open tarmac. We'll be able to see anyone approaching from quite a way. You still driving that Peterbilt tractor?"
"With all the business you put my way, I traded it in for a new one. Blue with orange flames, pretty distinctive."
"There are two of us, I'm with a young woman."
"I would never have guessed," she said, her tone sardonic.
He cut the line and scrolled through his phone for a moment. Then he pulled out his wallet and counted out his cash.
"Five hours," he said. "I've got a few dollars. We'll get a few hours of lie-down in a hotel. The Baymont is not far from here. Can you walk a mile or so in those high heels? Then another mile to the truck terminal?"
"Of course," I said.
As he promised, the Baymont was just over a mile away. Jack checked us in as "Mr. and Mrs. Smith". He paid cash up front, and the desk clerk did not ask for ID.
* * * *
"You can have a shower and change, Parveen Aziza," he said. "It will refresh you after that long uncomfortable flight."
I unbuttoned my blouse, slowly, slowly to reveal my bra. Then I twirled as I unzipped my skirt, letting both fall to the carpet in the process. I pirouetted on my high heels in my stockings, bra, and panties, batting my eyes at him.
"What are you doing?"
"Sergei taught me to strip for him. He said all men are excited by strippers."
"I don't want you to do anything you don't want to."
"I want to strip for you. And I want you to come into the shower with me -- like you did in Zurich."
"I don't think you realize what I am. I don't love you, it's just sex for me."
"That's okay, it's all I've ever known. I've never been anything but a piece of property. My father owned me, then my husband, Hamal, then Sergei."
"I'm no better than them."
"That's okay."
I took his hand and put it on my bra. He kneaded my breasts gently through the silk and lace.
"God, Parveen Aziza! How can your eyes be so innocent and your actions so ... so ... "
"Vulgar? Of course they are, Jack, I'm a whore."
"Don't say that! Don't ever say that!"
His tone was so angry that he frightened me.
"If I make you angry, you can hit me, Jack."
He shocked me by sitting back down on the bed and burying his face in his hands. I tenderly pried his hands off his face and turned it up to me. He was crying.
"You're a good girl, Parveen Aziza," he said through his tears. "You're still a teenager, you should be with a wholesome, young man, someone who deserves you. Not a broken-down old loser like me." He wiped his eyes. "It will happen, you know. You'll start life afresh and I'll just be a bad memory."
"Oh, Jack, Jack," I murmured.
I went down to my knees, unzipped his pants, and pulled out his organ. I knew he would be hard, for I was sure my stripping would affect a man like him. I put my lips around his cockhead and began to suck soothingly. As I began to engulf more of him, he gave out a low moan and his fingers entwined themselves in my hair.
He pushed harder and his cockhead reached the back of my mouth. With continued pressure, he stretched my throat, and I began to gag. Sergei was nowhere near as big, and I had no experience of sucking such an enormity.
He backed out and thrust in again. He repeated the motion and soon he was fucking my mouth, steadily and with a rising tempo. I got into the rhythm and held my breath as he thrust in, breathed in as he withdrew, deeper each time. As his cockhead stretched my throat more and more, he whispered, "Relax your throat, just relax, don't tense up ..."
He was fucking my mouth hard now, thrusting in so deep that I had the illusion of feeling him in my chest. His moans turned to groans and I knew he was rising to climax.
He cried out my name as he came, spurting a load of thick, musky semen straight down my throat. I swallowed as hard as I could, but I could not possibly keep up as he kept gushing through several thrusts. His semen was all over my face, globules in my hair, and it was even coursing out of my nostrils.
He sat back and I rested my head on his belly.
"We both really need showers now," he said.
He picked me up and carried me to the shower. Under the cascading water, I used my hands on him and was able to get him tumescent again. I scissored my legs around his waist, and he fucked me against the tiled wall of the shower. He pounded me harder and harder, quickly driving me up to an orgasm. He didn't stop, kept driving into me even as the contractions of my pussy squeezed him. I came again and this time he came with me, ejaculating a load only slightly smaller than the first one.
Naked and clean, we pulled back the covers and crawled into bed. He cuddled me and I kissed his hard chest.
"I want to be with you forever, Jack," I whispered.
"I wish that was possible," he whispered back. "I'm just grateful for today."
* * * *
It was probably more stress than exhaustion, but when I next opened my eyes, Jack was softly shaking me by the shoulder. He was dressed and the in-room coffee maker exuded a wonderful smell. I jumped out of bed, quickly did my ablutions, and joined Jack just as he took his first sip of coffee. With Sergei, I had learned to get ready in a flash.
"You're looking lovely, Parveen Aziza. I can't believe you had sleep in your eyes just a few minutes ago."
"I had a good teacher. If I wasn't ready and prettified in ten minutes, Sergei beat me."
"I should have taken a few minutes to smash his face in," said Jack.
After coffee, I packed my roller bag just as quickly and was ready for Jack. We checked out and I zipped up my jacket against the wind and cold.
"I'm sorry for making you walk to the truck terminal," said Jack. "But I don't want to risk using anything that will generate an online receipt, like a rideshare or a rental car. The Russians have very sophisticated internet monitoring tools."
"I saw you paid for the room with cash," I said with a smile. "I rather liked my few hours as Mrs. Smith."
He laughed.
As we walked down the road, Jack took my roller bag and pulled it.
"I want you to know everything about our situation, Parveen Aziza," he said, as we walked. "Jo Ellen told us that Merkulov's hitmen tracked us to Zurich. With their resources, it wouldn't take much to get the flight manifests of every flight that left Zurich for the States in the days after we got there. We're logged as passengers in the freighter that brought us here to Columbus -- not our names, but it's possible they know we're here."
"What will we do?" I asked, worried.
"That's why I asked Amber to pick us up at the truck terminal. It has an enormous concrete apron surrounding it. We will wait on one side and watch for her truck -- blue with painted orange flames. We'll be able to see anyone approached from a long way off."
We got to the truck terminal just after six in the evening. I hugged myself against the cold wind and Jack put an arm around me. We waited about half an hour, following each arriving tractor-trailer with our eyes. Darkness fell and the floodlights illuminating the truck terminal powered up.
"There she is," said Jack, pointing. "Can you see her?"
I saw the blue tractor with the orange flames and waved energetically. Jack laughed at my enthusiasm. The semi came to a halt with a hiss of air brakes a few feet away, and the driver's door opened. Amber Callahan swung down the steps, landed lightly on her feet, and approached us.
She was a vision in leather -- a black leather jacket, leather knee-length skirt, leather choker necklace, leather wristlets, leather backpack, and ankle boots -- five-foot-three of coiled strength hidden beneath a Peterbilt hat. Her dark eyes sparkled with a mischievous glint that belied the toughness of her attire. She had small, firm breasts but her nipples hardened in the cold and made prominent outlines in her tank top through her bra. A finely chiseled face, softened by a playful upturned nose, hinted at a hidden vulnerability beneath the worn leather armor. With each rolling stride, she walked a tightrope between ferocity and grace, a lean-hipped warrior princess with a secret smile.
She threw herself at Jack, put her legs around his waist, and he held her up with his hands on her bottom. She kissed him delightedly and he kissed her back. When he put her down, she held his forearm.
"It's been too long, Jack. Months! I've missed you." (See my story, Big Rig Amber.)
"You're looking well. Not a single change, still look like a college kid."
"Who never went to college," she said laughing. She grew serious. "You've got a few more scars -- I don't remember that nick on your temple or that thin white one on your neck."
"It's the mileage," said Jack.
"So who are these nasties after you?"
"Russians. Some Arabs as well. Maybe some others, who knows?"
"Still as popular as well, Jack," she said. "I thought you paid folks to take care of stuff like that."
"Long story. No protection anymore, I'm naked. You can walk away, I won't blame you. These guys play for keeps."
"That bad, huh?" She smiled. "I've got a handgun on my belt and a shotgun in the cab. I've been on the road for years, handled my share of trouble."
"I really appreciate it. I wouldn't put you at risk if I had any other choice."
"I'm five and half hours out of Nashville without a stop. I need to hit the head. I'll be right back."
She walked away toward the truck terminal a hundred yards away. She had just entered it when Jack's phone buzzed.
"Yes," he said, swiping open the video call. I crowded next to him and looked at the screen. It was Jo Ellen and she looked tense.
"I just got this," she said, her voice urgent. "Two of Merkulov's shooters landed in Rickenbacker a few hours ago. They're probably asking about the two of you as we speak. Keep your eyes open for them."
"Thanks, Jo Ellen. I was worried about that. We need a few more minutes to disappear off the grid."
"Get going." She cut the call.
Jack's precautions paid off -- we saw the car's headlights as it turned off the access road onto the wide concrete apron, still several hundred yards away from us.
"This looks like trouble," he said. "Get out of sight, behind Amber's semi. If anything happens to me, just run. And keep running, don't look back."
"But, Jack, let them take me back to Sergei. I want you to be safe --"
"Don't argue, Parveen Aziza. Just do as I say."
His expression was hard and uncompromising, so I did as he said. The car stopped about fifty yards away and two men spilled out. They had guns in their hands and then Jack was shooting at them. The sound of the shots was abrupt, 'pow', 'pow', 'pow', and carried in the cold air. Jack hit one of the gunmen, who fell. But the other moved sideways quickly, began firing back, and hit Jack. He staggered, his gun arm drooped, and the gunman closed in for the kill.
I was about to run out, hoping to create a diversion when the second gunman suddenly stopped. His mouth opened in a wordless cry, and he fell to his knees. Amber came running up from behind him, a gun in her right hand, and a long metal tire iron in her left. She swung the tire iron in a vicious arc and smashed the back of his head. He fell forward onto his face and was still.
Amber and I converged on Jack, who was on his knees, his left hand clutching his right shoulder. His gun had slipped out of his hand and was on the ground beside him. His teeth were set and there were lines of pain on his face.
"You've been shot," said Amber, putting an arm around him.
"Just a flesh wound," he gritted out. "The bullet went right through. Check on the guy I hit."
"Help him up," she said to me. "I'll go check on the guy."
I put Jack's good left arm around my shoulders and grunted as I took part of his weight. He recovered surprisingly quickly as we slowly followed Amber. We were almost with her when she pointed her gun and fired a round into the man on the ground.
"You got him pretty good," she said as we got to her. "Two hits, chest and belly. He was sinking fast. I put him out of his misery." She looked over at him. "We need to get these stiffs back in the car and drive it over the berm out of sight. That way, they may not be found till morning. It will buy us a few hours. Can you help me?"
"I'll manage," said Jack, his voice strained.
"I'll help," I volunteered.
"Good," said Amber. "You work with Jack to get this guy into the car, I'll get the other one."
I took the man's feet, trying not to look at his face or his bloody gunshot wounds. Jack used his good hand to manhandle his torso. By the time we managed to get him into the backseat of the car, Amber had done the same with the second man.
"You guys get in my truck and buckle up," Amber said. "I'll move the car and join you."
"Get my gun," Jack said to me.
I picked it up as we made our way to the truck and slid it into one of his jacket pockets. He swung up into the cab using his good left hand. By the time we were settled, Amber climbed up into the driver's seat and snapped on her seatbelt.
She disengaged the airbrakes with a hiss and put the truck in gear. She drove out of the apron, onto the service road, and merged into traffic on the highway. She pulled into the first service area we came to.
"Let me take a look at you," she said to Jack.
She pulled out her first aid kit and he took off his jacket and shirt. She cleaned out the gunshot wound with disinfectant and dressed it with a pressure bandage.
"Thanks," he said. Again, his eyes were eloquent and said a lot more.
"More scars, Jack," she said, as he pulled on his bloody shirt and jacket again. "You need someone to mother you."
* * * *
Amber's truck was powerful, and she drove fast, passing most traffic. She made an incongruous sight, her petite form looking even smaller with her slim stature at the big wheel of the huge machine. She drove nonchalantly with one hand on the wheel.
"I was fired from my job," Jack said. "That means the child support payments will stop. I'm very sorry, I wish there was something I could do. But I have no money."
"That's alright, Jack," she replied. "Your visits meant so much more than the money. Beau talks about you all the time. It's 'my daddy this' and 'my daddy that'. It's so important for a boy to have a father, and you've been a great one. Even visiting every other month."
"How will you manage now? Can you afford to keep the nanny?"
"I won't need her." As Amber glanced over at him, she also made eye contact with me. "I spent Christmas in Atlanta. With my sisters, Violet and Scarlett, and their families." (See my story, Scarlett's Wedding.)
"How does young Beau like his half-sisters -- your sisters' daughters?"
"Violet's daughter looks so like you, Jack, and so does Beau -- they look a lot alike. Especially their eyes. Both my brothers-in-law, Don and David, commented on it. Fortunately, Scarlett's daughter looks more like her mother."
"I hope your sisters' husbands are being good fathers."
"It was all very cozy. Family around the fireplace and all that." Amber paused and looked uncertain. Then she continued. "I met someone."
"I'm delighted," said Jack.
"I thought no one would take me with all my baggage -- in addition to young Beau, my older boy, Sam is eleven. But I spent time with one of Scarlett's husband's friends during the holidays. An intense few days. He proposed, and I accepted."
"Tell me about him."
"His name is Trace Agnew. He's a builder, quite a successful one, Don is his accountant. He's a high school dropout like me." She laughed. "But unlike me, he didn't have a kid in high school."



"Will he be a good father?"
"That was my number one criterion. I was worried about Sam, but he took to him right away. Young Beauford is a bit circumspect, but he'll come around."
"I'm very happy for you, Amber. Did he give you a ring?"
"I carry it in my wallet. It's got a diamond in it, I don't want to get it lost or stolen."
"This is the life you deserve, Amber. You can put the awful past with me to rest."
She did not respond and there was silence in the cab for the next several miles. We crossed the New York line before she spoke again.
"The last four years, with your periodic visits, have been the happiest of my life."
"You can't be serious."
"Why must you be so hard on yourself, Jack? Sam even asked me, 'If you marry Trace, does that mean I'll never see Jack again?' He idolizes you, Jack. He found all your business successes online, showed them to me."
"Only because his father is a deadbeat, hasn't paid you a penny in child support."
"I told Sam about you, Jack. Everything that Farah told me. Your military service, your battle wounds, your medals. When the time comes, I'll tell young Beauford."
"I'd rather you didn't."
"Why?"
"Much better for them to idolize the man who's going to be your husband and bring them up. He's the real hero, he should be their role model. The sooner they forget me, the better."
"It's not just military service, Amber," I said before she could reply.
Then, over Jack's objections, I told her my story. (See my stories Parveen Aziza, and Zainab the Mother.)
* * * *
We spent the night in a motel in Buffalo. Amber knew the road and picked a little-known one. She got Chinese takeout, and we ate it out of the containers in the cheap room. Amber and I used forks, Jack used chopsticks.
After we ate, she made Jack take off his jacket and shirt and despite his complaints, threw them in the trash.
"That's a perfectly good jacket," he said.
"It's got a bullet hole with blood in it. We passed a Cabela's just a mile back on the road, I'll take a rideshare and get you a new shirt and jacket."
"I don't have any money to pay you," said Jack.
"Jack, Jack," she said, her voice soothing. "Over the last four years, you've put hundreds of thousands of dollars of business my way. And introduced me to freight managers at some of the best companies. My income has increased over fivefold after I met you."
"You've earned every penny."
She left him bare-chested and returned in an hour with an Overland leather jacket and plaid shirt.
"These are expensive," he complained.
"Don't you worry, mister," she said with an impish smile. "I'm going to make you pay for them."
She stripped the rest of his clothes off without replying and ran her fingers over his muscular chest and his well-defined six-pack. Then she shepherded him into the bathroom. She took off the dressing on his bullet wound and bathed him in the shower, getting rather wet in the process.
She stripped herself and got under the spray with him. His hands moved over her small, athletic body, kneading her small breasts, and playing with her vulva.
They emerged from the shower, and I went in. By the time I came out clean and wearing a towel, she had rebandaged his wound, but they were both still naked.
"Your body's taken severe punishment," she asked, her tone serious. She led him to the wide bed and made him lie down in the middle of it "Are you strong enough to pay for the clothes I bought you?"
"As long as you don't ask me to move my right arm."
"Just lie down and use your tongue," she said giggling.
"I'm already using it to talk," he said. "And you're engaged to be married."
"Has that ever stopped you before?"
"Touché," he said.
She straddled his face and slowly lowered her pussy. When she got close enough, his tongue came out and speared her clit. She gasped and arched her back. His good left hand came to join his tongue in manipulating the folds of her pussy and her clit. She moaned and ground her pussy into his face, rotating her hips. He pushed two fingers into her and began to thrust in time with her rotations.
"Omigod, omigod, omigod!" she said over and over, her voice rising.
Jack's member was erect and grew harder as her hip contortions increased. I could hear him slurping industriously. I clambered onto the bed and caressed his cock with my hands. Then I straddled his prone body, facing Amber. I positioned his cockhead on my pussy lips and lowered myself gradually, letting my weight drive his enormous shaft into me. I cried out when I was fully impaled on him.
Amber reached forward, put her fingers in my hair, and pulled my face to her. She kissed me on the lips, her tongue darting in my mouth and stabbing mine. We kept kissing as we worked our hips on Jack, reveling in his masculinity, and giving him the essence of our femaleness.
Amber began to cum first, her loud cries reaching a crescendo. She bucked so hard on his face that I worried she would stifle him. She was still quivering when she finally stopped. She rolled off Jack saying, "You've made me so tender, another touch of your tongue, and I'll explode!"
Still on her knees, offered me her small breasts. I suckled on them, amazed at how long and hard they became, especially on her small aureoles.
"Nip on me," she whispered. "Use your teeth."
I complied and she gasped. She kissed my breasts in turn, using her tongue on my nipples to make them even harder. With her ministrations added to Jack's cock so deep within me, I couldn't last long and began to cum. Then, as had become my norm with Jack, came again as I was winding down from my first orgasm. My contractions were much stronger the second time, and he exploded, gushing in me again. The warmth and volume of his discharge filled me and gave me the illusion of floating. I leaned forward on his chest, careful to keep my hands away from his gunshot wound.
We slept together, cuddling each other under the blankets. They put me in the middle, Jack on the right to protect his wounded shoulder, and Amber on the left. The tension of the day told on all of us.
Jack had a nightmare in the middle of the night and woke us both with his shouts. Amber shushed me, whispering, "Don't wake him!"
"Luke! Luke!" he shouted. "Get down! Get down! Incoming!" He began to sob. "Why you, buddy? It should've been me! You're the one who deserves to live!"
Amber put her arms around him. She rocked him with a doting expression on her face and his voice moderated.
"Yes, I'm hit, sir ... just a scratch, sir ... no need for a medic ... just need ammo ..." He kept going with unintelligible mumbles for a bit longer and then was quiet.
In the morning, I asked Amber if I should mention it to him, and she shook her head.
* * * *
Jack called Farah from the road on the way to Schenectady. She was waiting at Amber's discharge destination with a car. Amber did the paperwork for her delivery and the four of us went to a diner for coffee. Jack's phone rang while we were there. It was Jo Ellen. Jack kept the video to himself, but we could all hear her.
"Merkulov has contacted Walid al Sura, they've allied now. They've contacted your father-in-law, St. James, and he's given them all the information he has on you. They all want you dead, Jack, but Merkulov wants the girl. He wants al Sura's terrorist minions to be careful, make sure they don't harm her."
"Any news on who I should be looking out for?"
"Al Sura terrorist front has dispatched four shooters to New York. Oh, and here's something interesting. St. James has blocked you from using all Foncault Group corporate assets -- except for one. He's left your condo on the Upper East Side of Manhattan untouched. All your old passwords should work on it. I think that's the baited trap -- the hitmen will probably stake it out and hope you walk into it."
"I love my father-in-law," he said.
"I hope someone kills St. James," said Farah with feeling.
"I'm going to disappear for a bit," said Jack. "Farah, can you take Parveen Aziza to Amy's beach house? Let her lie low there for a few weeks till all this dies down. Then I hope you can get her settled somewhere innocuous under her new alias."
"I have a job for her in Minneapolis," said Farah. "It's a trainee position in corporate liaison. Her language skills will be a great asset. She can start there next month." She turned to me and continued. "Amy and I will stay in touch with you, Sofia -- you should get used to that name. We'll visit you regularly, make sure you're doing okay, making friends."
"Thank you," said Jack. "You're all angels."
* * * *
At Jack's insistence, we left him at a truck stop on the New York Thruway. He said he would hitch a ride, stay out of sight, and promised to contact us. He refused to take money from Amber and Farah, saying he would 'manage'.
"Typical Jack," said Farah to me as she drove me down the Thruway to New York. "He gives everyone everything he has but won't take anything from anyone."
"What will he do?"
"I worry about him all the time," she said. "I stay up nights. But if he played it safe, didn't take all these insane risks, he wouldn't be the Jack I love."
"The Jack we all love," I said. "I realize I've only known him for a few days, and you've known him for years -- but when I'm in his arms, I just melt."
She reached over and ran her fingers through my hair.
"You're just a girl," she said. "Nineteen. But you understand love like a woman."
Farah drove me to Amy McAdams' palatial beach house in Sea Girt, New Jersey. Amy was waiting for us with dinner. We sat down to eat at the dining table with a view of the beach and ocean.
"Jack has had no recorded contact with Amy for years," said Farah. "So the Russians and the Arabs shouldn't be able to make the connection from Jack to her. You should be safe here."
"How long should I stay here?" I asked.
"I'll keep in touch with Jo Ellen. When she says the heat is off, we can move you to Minneapolis."
"I have to work in the City," said Amy. "I'll drive in from here and come back every evening to be with you. I am afraid it will be a bit like house arrest. You can go out on the beach, but don't wander around in town, we can't take the chance that someone sees you."
"Jo Ellen said she was sending Zainab Habiba's casket here," I said.
"I received it. I have it stored at a local funeral home."
* * * *
It was a luxurious house but as Amy said, it was still like house arrest, living in a gilded cage. But I had little experience of freedom, so it didn't bother me too much. Except for my time wandering in the desert with Zainab Habiba, I had spent my life cooped up, first by my father, then my husband, and finally by Sergei and his men.
As the days passed, I found my breasts becoming tender and swollen. My nipples were sore. I was spotting my panties and felt more tired than normal. I wondered if it was all my imagination.
Two weeks went by, and my symptoms got worse, so I asked Amy about them. She immediately took me to one of the bathrooms and gave me a pregnancy test kit. I peed in the cup and dipped the sticks in it -- the result was unambiguous. I was pregnant!
"I hope it is Jack's," I said to her.
"Could it be anyone else's?"
"Well, Sergei had sex with me regularly. It could be his. But he was always very cautious with birth control. Whereas with Jack --"
"Yes," said Amy. "I know."
"Can I test for paternity? I don't want to have Sergei's child."
"Yes, you can. But you'll need to wait another month."
* * * *
The month crawled by, and Amy came home one evening with Farah.
"I've arranged a DNA paternity test for you," Farah said.
Amy drove the three of us to the clinic. It was about a half-hour drive from the beach house. They drew my blood and Farah gave them a DNA sample from Jack. I was tense during the wait. The technician finally came out.
"It's a match," she said. "The DNA sample you provided is the father. I hope that is what you want to hear."
I gave a whoop and said, "Yes! Yes! I am so happy!"
Amy bought a cake on the way home to celebrate. I was not as thrilled as they expected and when Amy asked me why, I said, "It doesn't feel like a celebration without Jack here. I miss him."
"I understand," said Farah.
* * * *
The next morning, I called Jo Ellen just after Amy left for work and asked her about Jack.
"He's back in New York City," she said. "I've tracked him. It's crazy for him to be here. The four al Sura terrorists are still in the city and Merkulov has sent in a new team of hitmen, led by Maksim Prokorov. They're using all their sophisticated resources to find him. He can't stay out of their sights for long."
"Maksim! He's Sergei's --"
"Yes, we know. He's a dangerous guy. Ex-military, well trained, ruthless." She paused. "I do have some good news for you, though. Merkulov has asked Prokorov to come back to Moscow immediately after doing the hit on Jack. That means he's losing interest in you. He must have found a new girl."
I hung up with Jo Ellen and called Jack's burner phone. It kept ringing, then went to voicemail, but the metallic voice simply said, 'The user of this phone has a voicemailbox that has not been set up yet.'
I called repeatedly for several hours. Finally, about noon, it was picked up, and I heard Jack's voice.
"Parveen Aziza," he said. His voice sounded strained, and he was breathing hard. Jack was superbly fit, and this was completely out of character.
"Are you okay, Jack? You sound like you're in pain. What has happened?"
"Everything is okay." He sounded worse as he continued to speak, and I grew more concerned. "Things should be normalized by tomorrow, two days at the most. Then you can go to Minneapolis and start your new life."
"Maksim is in New York, Jack! Sergei wants him to kill you! And Walid al Sura has sent terrorists to do the same thing. They're working together and your father-in-law is helping them."
"I know, Jo Ellen told me."
"Where are you, Jack? Please tell me! I must see you."
"No, no, you can't do that. Much too dangerous."
He hung up.
I immediately called back, and it went to voicemail again. But I knew a thing or two about phones.
I pulled up my call log, tapped Jack's number, and activated a location protocol Sergei had given me. He thought of me as a harmless girl who was always under his thumb, so he gave me the expensive protocol as a toy to play with.
The protocol showed me the location of Jack's phone and tracked its movements. It was in a street in Manhattan's Upper East Side -- and it had not moved for several hours. Maybe that means he will be there for some time, I thought.
I rummaged through the kitchen and then through Amy's bedroom. After almost an hour of searching, I found an envelope full of bills in her bureau. I counted out the money -- it was several hundred dollars.
I pulled on one of the designer jackets Jack had bought me and called a rideshare. When it arrived, I asked the driver if he would take cash. He nodded quite happily, and I gave him the address from my location protocol.
It was past three in the afternoon by the time we finally got there. I alighted and followed the protocol's directions to the flashing dot indicating the location of Jack's phone. I had to turn off 3rd Avenue into 76th Street and then into an alley lined with trash dumpsters. It dead-ended in a brick wall -- and there was Jack.
He was lying on the ground with his back propped up on the brick wall, legs out in front of him. He wore the Overland leather jacket Amber had bought him, a black turtleneck, black jeans, and a pair of Bally dress shoes. His good left hand was holding his belly. His eyes were closed.
I ran to him and put my arms around him. He opened his eyes and was instantly alert, but I could see he was in great pain.
"What are you doing here, Parveen Aziza?" he rasped. "I told you to stay away!"
I lovingly pulled his hand away from his belly and drew away his jacket. His lower left belly was a mass of blood.
"We must get you to a hospital!" I cried.
"No hospital," he said, his voice beginning to slur.
"What happened?"
"Four of them, ... Walid al Sura's ... men ... drew them into my old condo ... got them all ..." He grimaced and tried to chuckle, but it came out as a guttural rattle. "You're safe ... but the last one gave me this ... parting present ... I've been trying to stanch the bleeding ... ... just need to rest up and heal ..."
"I've got to get you to a doctor!" I put my arms around him and began to sob. "We must save you, Jack."
"I'll be fine, Parveen Aziza ... Merkulov doesn't want you anymore, I've finished the al Sura team and they won't risk another one for a while. By then you'll be safe in your new identity but only if you have no contact with me."
"I don't care about risk! I must be with you, Jack! I have our baby!" I put his hand on my belly. "There is life in there -- the life we created together with our love. You must be a father to our child!"
"Our child will grow up in your safe new life," he said softly. He managed to reach up and wipe some of the tears off my face. "Don't cry, Parveen Aziza. I've had a full life, much more than I deserve." His eyes grew hazy, and I squeezed his hand desperately. When he spoke again, he began to ramble incoherently. "So many women ... so many debts unpaid ... I owe so much I cannot pay ... I'm sorry for what I did to you, Parveen Aziza and Zainab Habiba ... Bethany ... Judith ... Trixie Ann ... Ayesha Banu ... Vigdis ... Casey ... Leyla ... Isabelle ... Louise ... Nikki ... Ryder ... Amy ... Farah, dear Farah ... so many others... sorry, so very sorry ..."
Then his eyes slowly focused again. He coughed and regained lucidity. He moved his right hand onto his left wrist and unfastened his watch.
"Take this, it's my father's Rolex from the 1950s. It's all I have. Give it to Farah, tell her to sell it, and use the money to keep making support payments as long as possible ..."
As he spoke, he grew hoarse and tailed off.
My phone rang, I looked at the face and saw an unfamiliar number. I swiped it open, thinking it might be Jo Ellen calling from another phone. I saw Maksim's face on the video -- and he was smiling.
"I owe you a big thank you, Parveen Aziza. Without you, I would never have found Jack. He's a crafty sonofabitch."
"What do you mean?" I asked wildly.
"We have a tracker in your phone, milyaya." He used the Russian term for 'sweetie'. "Once I saw your phone enter Manhattan, I followed you on my mapping software. You've given me an exact fix. I have you in my telescopic sights."
"What ...!?"
I moment later there was a splat -- it sounded like a squash, or a pumpkin being smashed -- and Jack let out a loud groan accompanied by a curse. I looked down and saw his right knee was a bloody, pulpy mess.
"Fuck! That hurts!" he wheezed.
"Sergei told me to kneecap you, Jack," Maksim's voice came through clearly -- my line to him was still open. "Then smash your shoulder and elbows. A bullet in each joint. Then let you bleed to death. He's not happy with you. And neither am I."
I threw myself on Jack's body.
"No! No!" I shouted. "Shoot me, Maksim! But leave him alone!"
"Sergei's lost interest in you, Parveen Aziza. Just get out of my way, you're free to go."
"No!"
There was another 'whump!' and Jack's healing right shoulder was hit by the high-velocity rifle shot. He bit back his cry, but I could see the pain playing in his eyes, see how much he was suffering.
"This is the end for me, Parveen Aziza," he whispered. "Leave me. Take care of our baby, bring the child up with a good young man. Never mention my name." He coughed again. "Bury me in the hills with Zainab Habiba, someplace pretty. I wish I could have saved her."



"You are the only man I will ever love, Jack!"
I could not stop sobbing.
"Very touching." Maksim's voice was derisive. "I'm getting a bit tired of this game now. And the police may arrive, that would be inconvenient."
"Give me one between the eyes, Maksim," said Jack, his voice gaining strength and clarity. "Goodbye, Parveen Aziza. You're a good girl. You have your whole life in front of you."
With his last reserves of strength, he pushed me off him, leaving himself open. A second later, I felt the bullet whizzing past my ear. When I looked at Jack again, there was a bloody round hole between his eyes.
"Oh, Jack, Jack!" I sobbed, closing his beautiful, beautiful eyes with my hand. "How can I live without you?"
* * * *
I called Farah and she told me to go to the nearest coffee shop and wait.
"I don't want to leave him," I said brokenly.
"Very well. I'll be there as soon as I can. About half an hour."
Farah came about forty minutes later. Amy brought her and left her car in the street with the flashers on. Farah's face was tear-streaked, Amy's was wooden. But both were all business.
"We need to get him out of here," said Amy.
"Why? We must get the police, tell them that Maksim did this ..."
"Nothing will happen, Parveen Aziza," said Farah. "St. James's money will make sure this case is buried. If they get Jack's body, they will make it disappear.'
"How can you both be so ... so cold-bloodedly logical?"
"We knew he was already dead," said Amy. "He was dead as soon as Gretchen signed the statement accusing him."
"It's a miracle he survived this long," said Farah. "The Russians were using all the latest tracking technology to find him."
We managed to get Jack's body into the trunk of Amy's car. She drove us back to her beach house.
As soon as we crossed into New Jersey, Amy asked for my phone. I gave it to her, and she threw it out of the car window. I watched it bounce on the roadside before disappearing into a ditch.
* * * *
Amy rented a big cargo van and bought another casket from the funeral home for Jack. That evening three of us drove back up the Thruway with the two caskets. It was late at night by the time we got off the Thruway and almost midnight by the time we got to the end of the paved secondary road.
Amber was waiting for us with a four-wheel drive with high clearance. There was another very attractive young woman with her.
"Hello," she said to me. "You must be Parveen Aziza. You're as beautiful as Farah described you. I'm Ryder Fox."
We transferred the caskets to Amber's vehicle and all of us crowded in. She drove several more miles up a winding mountain dirt road. Then she bumped across another half-mile of open mountainside with the vehicle often at a perilous angle. Finally, she pulled up by a stand of evergreens.
"The ground in this lee should be soft enough," said Amber.
She got out with a long-handled spade, threw another one to Ryder, and they began digging. It took them till early morning to finish two graves. We lowered the caskets in and each one of us threw in a handful of dirt.
"Goodbye, Jack," said Farah. "You're with the only woman you couldn't save. I will always love you."
"So will I," said Amy. "You'll be in my heart as long as I live."
"I pray our son grows up to be worthy of you, Jack," said Amber.
"Jack, Jack," faltered Ryder. She was choked up and had to clear her throat several times before she could go on. "Our baby will never know you! How could they do this to you? What sort of world is this that evil wins over good?"
I couldn't speak, for I couldn't stop crying.
We sat in the cold till the sun rose. Amber had chosen a beautiful spot, exactly what Jack would have wanted. A vista opened at our feet, a mountain lake and hillsides covered with evergreens.
"Just like our school days in Switzerland, Zainab Habiba," I whispered. "And you have Jack to keep you company. Forever."
* * * *
This is the end of Jack Grierson, and it breaks my heart. Life without him will be cold and gray.
Goodbye, Jack. Like all your women, I will always love you. XOXO
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The day I sold my soul began like any other. I had a lunch appointment with Farah Hojjat, the Executive Assistant to the CEO of the Foncault Group. She wanted to fill me in on the background for a multi-billion-dollar merger deal that I was working on as a corporate lawyer employed by Brewster Bailey Hamilton LLP (BBH). BBH had been retained to represent the Foncault Group by the CEO, Jack Grierson and he had insisted that I handle the deal for my firm, even though I was only a junior associate. It meant an enormous bonus for me -- and I had Jack to thank for that. (See my stories, Gretchen Lovewell; and Parveen Aziza).
Farah was already waiting for me at Fernando's, a toney bistro that catered to the executive crowd. She was petite where I am tall, had a heart-shaped face as distinct from my more oval one, big brown eyes as opposed to my baby blues, and hourglass womanly curves that contrasted with my athletic figure. Would Jack choose me if he had to choose between us, I wondered.
She was dressed as I was myself, in a dark business suit with a short, tight skirt, chiffon blouse, and single-button jacket that hung open. She wore a red silk choker and very high heels. She had told me that she was Iranian by birth but had been sent to boarding schools in England at a young age, then on to Oxford for university and business school. Her accent was distinctly upper-class British.
The waitstaff seated us in a corner booth, secluded from the rest of the restaurant by a high partition. A waiter had been hovering and he quickly came by to take our order. We both ordered virgin spritzers.
"We'll wait to order food," said Farah. "We'll be joined by some colleagues. They should be here any minute."
Almost on cue, two women were shown to our table by the waitstaff. Both were tall and extremely athletic. One looked very young, even younger than me, the other was a bit older, in her thirties or forties, it was hard to tell. Farah and I stood up and she introduced us.
"This is Gretchen Lovewell," Farah said to the two new arrivals. "She's an associate at Brewster Bailey Hamilton."
"Amy McAdams, Vice President Operations at Amtex Reinsurance" said the older woman, shaking my hand. "This is my colleague Ryder Fox." (See my story, Ryder Fox Rocks.)
We all sat down. The waiter reappeared and we all ordered lunch.
"Is Amtex part of the merger deal?" I asked.
"I'm afraid I brought you here under false pretenses, Gretchen," said Farah. "I don't want to talk to you about the merger deal. I want to talk to you about Jack. That's why Amy and Ryder are here."
"Where's Jack?"
"He's overseas troubleshooting in the Middle East and Russia," she replied. "I had to backstop some things for him this morning."
"Any women involved?" I asked, half joking.
"With Jack, there's always women involved," Farah replied, deadpan.
"Oh," I said.
"I am privy to all corporate communications at Foncault," said Farah. "Only Jack knows the full extent of my controls and clearances. Even Reginald St. James, the chairman, and Jack's father-in-law, doesn't know. That's why I called you all here."
"Go on," said Amy.
"Amy, you know that St. James and Bailey -- and many of the other old money bluebloods -- have been trying to take Jack down for years. Well, recently, I came across correspondence between St. James and Bailey relating to you, Gretchen."
"Me?" I said, surprised. "What were they saying?"
"It will be helpful to begin by going back to an old story," said Farah. "From Jack's undergraduate days."
"I thought he didn't graduate from college?" I said, puzzled. "Is that untrue?"
Farah didn't answer but tapped her phone for a minute. Then she looked up and handed it to me. It was the picture of an inside page of a student newspaper from decades earlier.
QUARTERBACK JOHN GRIERSON LEAVES UNIVERSITY TO JOIN THE ARMY read the headline.
'John H. Grierson Jr., the university's star sophomore quarterback has announced that he will not be returning in the Fall to lead the football team. He has decided to leave the university with immediate effect to pursue a career in the army. Grierson was accused of sexual assault by English literature professor Elizabeth Anne Smythe, a case that never came to trial. Grierson has never denied having sex with Smythe and has accepted that he is likely the father of her child. However, he has always maintained that the sex between them was consensual and has offered to take on debt to pay for child support, an offer that Smythe has rejected. When asked, both Grierson and Head Football Coach Gordon Dean said that the quarterback's departure was not related to Smythe's accusations.'
"He was accused of a felony," I said, handing Farah's phone back to her. "That's serious."
She passed it to Amy, who put it on the table between her and Ryder so both women could read it together. She waited till they finished reading it and returned her phone before continuing.
"That's the official story," said Farah. "It's a bare-faced lie."
"How do you know?"
"I went up to Boston," said Farah. All four of us ate in silence for a few minutes. Then she continued. "I met several of Professor Smythe's colleagues and deans. The other professors and the dean's office all backed her story, of course. But then I talked to people lower down in the university hierarchy -- admin assistants, custodians, and security staff, most of them African Americans and other minorities. The older ones all remembered Jack."
"Why?"
"He was the university's star athlete. That's the part of the university that the non-academic staff relate to. But unlike most top jocks, they all said that Jack spent time with them, the custodians and security staff, the people who clean and take care of the university buildings for the rich kids. It wasn't just talk. He met with their kids in the ghetto, always had time to throw the ball with them. He bought them little gifts, even though he was a poor boy living on a shoestring."
"I can see Jack doing that," said Ryder Fox.
"Many of them saw Professor Smythe and Jack together on the university grounds, in the halls, in her office. Hugging, kissing, making out. They said she acted absolutely besotted with him. One of the custodians recalled knocking on her office door in the evening, after hearing her panting and moaning. It's been years, but he said he could still recall what he heard. She was crying out, 'Fuck me, Jack! Oh, fuck me, hard! You're in me so deep, so very deep! My husband can't fuck me like this!' Fifteen minutes later, he saw Jack emerge from her office."
"We can understand her," said Amy McAdams. "Can't we?"
I nodded. I looked across the table and saw Ryder nodding as well. Farah continued.
"She'd become obsessed with Jack and was having him fuck her twice a day, at her house, in her office, in her car. Then, Smythe's husband, who's also a professor at the university, caught Jack fucking her in their bedroom. By this time, she knew she was pregnant with Jack's child, and panicked. She assured her husband that she had never cheated on him and that Jack was forcing himself on her."
"How old were they?" I asked. "Not that it matters, of course."
"He was 20. She was 30."
"You're thorough," I said.
"Yes," said Farah, without conceit.
"Did you ask Jack about it?"
"Many times. But he just clams up and won't talk about it. He's like that about everything in his personal life."
"I think you love him," I said.
"In one way or the other, I think we all do," said Amy.
"Perhaps," said Farah. "I don't know. He's a hard man to love -- he pushes everyone away."
"Yes, he does," I said. "Sometimes I think I know him so well. And other times, I feel like I don't know him at all."
"I thought it was just me," said Ryder.
"Now that we've gone over this, let me tell you what I heard," said Farah. "Bailey came to St. James with a proposition involving you, Gretchen. They're going to pressure you to accuse Jack of felonious sexual assault -- just like Elizabeth Ann Smythe all those years ago. Back then, the privileged sonsofbitches forced him out of college, took away everything he worked so hard for, took away the military scholarship his father died for. They forced him down to the bottom of the ladder. He joined the army as an enlisted man and bled for the same bastards that broke him. He's been wounded so many times, we've all seen his scarred body. I've seen his Purple Hearts and all his other medals. He has them hidden in a bottom drawer of his desk, but I'm a nosy bitch and I found them."
"Good for you," said Amy.
"He came out of the service and started again with nothing -- and worked his way up. He's making billions for them." Farah paused for breath, and we could all see that she had teared up. "Now they want to take him down once again. St. James has never been able to fire Jack because he's been the best-performing CEO in the Fortune 500 for several years now. The Board would never agree to it. But an accusation of sexual assault gives him just the excuse he needs."
"He'll lose his job," I said, slowly. "But it's just a job."
"It's much more than that," said Farah. "This time the stakes are so much higher. Working for Foncault, Jack has made many powerful enemies -- many we know, and a lot that we don't know. He has a very expensive black ops firm running his security detail, the best in the business. The Foncault Group pays for that. If he loses his job, he loses his protection, and that means he'll lose his life."
All three of them, Farah, Amy, and Ryder were looking at me expectantly.
"You wouldn't do that, would you, Gretchen?" Ryder asked. "You couldn't accuse Jack of sexual assault - it would be a lie."
"Well," I said. "He is a bit forceful."
"Be serious, Gretchen," said Amy. "Like Farah, I know what's at stake here. And I know Jack. You wanted him to fuck you."
"Well..." I said, uncertainly. "I did want him to fuck me because the way he makes me cum is so addictive, something I can't resist. But the legal definition --"
"Are you going to go along with St. James and Bailey?" Farah asked, bluntly.
"I don't want any harm to come to Jack," I said.
"For God's sake," said Amy. "Stop being a lawyer and give us a straight answer."
"I can't stop being a lawyer," I said defensively. "Logic and facts are important. I've already told you I wouldn't do anything to harm Jack."
"Is that all you're going to say?" Ryder asked.
"What more can I say?" I replied, irritably.
* * * * *
Later that afternoon, I walked into Farah's office in the headquarters tower of the Foncault Group. She looked very different from the confident woman I had lunch with -- uncharacteristically subdued.
"Mr. Reginald St. James, the chairman, will see you in his office," she said, rising. "Follow me, please."
I followed her down a corridor and past an attractive administrator in an outer office to a big set of double doors. She knocked and entered. I went in after her. It was an enormous corner office with commanding views of the city on two sets of picture windows. The office was so big that the massive desk was quite far away. There was a conference table closer to us. I was surprised to see Chip Bailey seated there along with a silver-haired gentleman dressed in a conservative dark suit with a colorful silk tie. Both men rose and I shook their hands.
"That will be all, Farah," said the silver-haired man. Farah left, closing the doors behind her, and he continued. "Gretchen, I'm Reginald St. James. Please join us." We all seated ourselves at the conference table and St. James went on. "Chip tells me that Jack particularly asked for you to work on this merger deal for us."
"Yes, sir," I said.
"Chip also tells me that Jack asked for you on this merger deal because he wishes to continue... forcing himself on you."
I looked from Bailey to St. James and my anger showed on my face.
"That is my private business," I said.
"Gretchen, Gretchen," St. James's voice was soothing. "We understand the trauma you've gone through. We're here to help you."
"Jack Grierson committed a crime, Gretchen," said Bailey. He pushed a paper file folder toward me. "All you have to do is sign this formal complaint. And we will take it from there."
I opened the file folder and quickly scanned the documents. It was in legalese but my expertise enabled me to quickly internalize it. It was my statement accusing Jack of sexually assaulting me in my office at Brewster Bailey Hamilton LLP.
"I can't sign this," I said. "This is not what happened."
"The office has video footage, Gretchen," said Bailey. "We know what Jack did to you. The statement merely reflects the video."
"You have video surveillance in my office?" I asked, shocked. "That's an invasion of privacy!"
"Security cameras are routine in the office, Gretchen."
"The sex was consensual."
"It didn't look that way. And it will be far better for you are accept our version when we talk to your husband."
"You can't show the video to Richard!"
"We already have," said St. James. "He does not blame you. Grierson has been accused before, back when he was in college. He's a known threat. You will be doing all women a service by taking him down."
"We understand how hard this has been for you, Gretchen," said Bailey. "The firm would like to compensate you for your trauma. One hundred thousand dollars. And a promotion to senior associate, effective immediately."
St. James pressed a button on the conference table intercom.
"Kelsie, please ask Mr. Richard Parkin to come in. He's in the waiting room."
A moment later, my husband Richard walked in and joined us at the conference table. He took my hand and squeezed it gently.
"Mr. Bailey and Mr. St. James have explained everything to me, darling. I've seen the video. I understand the fear you felt. I now know that the child you're carrying isn't mine -- your pregnancy is just one more horrific outcome of this trauma. Thankfully, we have free choice, and you can terminate it immediately."
"But Richard --"
"The one hundred-thousand-dollar compensation and the promotion to senior associate is the least they can do."
I was shocked again. They had already met Richard and prepped him. I felt like I had walked into a well-laid ambush.
"This is all very --" I tried to speak, but Richard cut me off again.
"I know your pregnancy has your hormones out of whack, it's difficult for you to think clearly. But you've got to see how important it is to take down a predator like Grierson."
"I'm not sure I want an abortion," I said.
"Carrying yet another of Grierson's impregnations to term will place unwelcome new burdens on the Foncault Group," said St. James.
"If you won't terminate this pregnancy and sign the paperwork," said Richard. "I have to wonder about the future of our marriage."
"And the firm will have to consider whether to renew your contract."
I looked from Bailey to St. James to my husband. If I didn't sign the paperwork accusing Jack, I would lose my marriage, my job, everything.
"If you fire Jack, what happens to the merger?"
"It's Jack's deal, without him, the merger is dead," said St. James.
"That will cost the Foncault Group over a billion dollars," I said.
"I'm willing to pay that price to be rid of Jack Grierson."
"What about my work on it?"
"Don't worry," said Bailey. "We'll find you another equally lucrative brief to work on. After all, you're a senior associate now."
"This is blackmail," I said. "And a payoff."
"No, Gretchen," said St. James. "It is giving that bastard Jack Grierson what he deserves. Don't feel any misplaced loyalty toward him. He certainly feels none for you -- I hate to put it this way, but you're just another impregnated woman in a long line. Another notch in his belt. We've got detailed records of his sexual peccadilloes since he's become CEO. Let me illuminate you." He pressed his intercom button. "Ask Ms. Hojjat to come back in, please."
Farah came back in and stood -- St. James did not ask her to sit down with us.
"Farah, tell Ms. Lovewell how many women we have on the books for pregnancies with Jack Grierson. And how much the company is paying in child support."
"Thirty-seven pregnancies," said Farah, her voice emotionless. "And twenty-two with child support from the company."
"You see, Gretchen," said St. James, spreading his hands eloquently. "Jack is costing the company a huge amount."
"He's --" began Bailey.
"Costing the company?" Farah cut Bailey off, her voice rising. "You have the gall to say Jack is costing the company money? Have you no shame, Mr. St. James?"
"That's quite enough --" began St. James.
"No, it's not nearly enough!" Farah shot back. "When Jack took over as CEO, your poor excuse for a corporate group wasn't even close to being in the Fortune 500. It had a market cap of $80 million, mainly from timber leases your father got from his Ivy League college buddies after World War 2. Jack expanded into mining, oil and gas, then information technology, biotechnology, and most recently design -- the Foncault Design Corporation is now worth over $100 million, by itself. The market cap of the group at yesterday's close was over $20 billion. I know you can't do the math, Mr. St. James, so I'll do it for you -- that's a 250-fold increase in less than fifteen years."
"The market has had a good run --"
"A good run? Are you joking? He's beaten every market index over tenfold. Wall Street loves him. He's done that by taking risks, by going head-to-head with people that you wouldn't DARE oppose. He's made these dangerous enemies working for you. No, I should say, slaving for you. And you conspire with them against him, you stab him in the back. He works sixteen-to-eighteen-hour days while you spend your time on the golf course. And for what? You have him on this contract where he doesn't make a penny. Everything he uses -- cars, houses, jets -- is owned by the company. He has a personal net worth of exactly zero. Thanks to you, he owns nothing, technically, not even the clothes he wears. And all because of his love and loyalty for your daughter. A woman who no longer cares if he lives or dies."
"Have you had your say?" St. James asked.
"Nothing I say will change your mind, Mr. St. James."
"You should fire this bitch, Reg," said Bailey.
"He can't," said Farah acidly. "He doesn't know jack shit about what's going on in the corporate group. If he fired me, any new CEO would take months to figure things out, costing him billions more."
She turned on her heel and left.
I looked each of them in the eye again. Their expressions were implacable. I sighed. Farah loves Jack, I thought. It's making her emotional and irrational. They'll use my accusation to fire Jack, but it's just a job.
"Mr. St. James, you're willing to lose more than a billion dollars giving up Jack's merger deal. And you'll lose more without Jack running the Foncault Group. Chip is offering me a hundred thousand dollars and a promotion to senior associate -- I'm not stupid."
"What do you want?" Bailey asked, his voice level.
"I want to be a senior partner with my name added to the firm's title -- and the associated claim on the firm's profits."
"That's ridiculous! You're in your twenties, far too young!"
"Then I won't sign." I knew I was playing poker and St. James was my opponent. Bailey would do whatever St. James wanted -- BBH was small potatoes compared to the financial might of the Foncault Group.
"Will you at least abort Grierson's baby?" asked St. James.
"I'm not going to abort this baby," I said.
I locked eyes with St. James and from his expression, I knew I had the stronger hand. He tried to maintain a steely look but eventually looked away.
"Make her a senior partner, Chip," said St. James. "She's a smart bitch, you can't lose."



"I want the signed contract in my hand before I do what you want," I said.
"I have to get signoff from all the other partners," said Bailey.
"Electronic signatures," I said. "Call your admin assistant and get her to round them up. You only need the three of you to sign -- you, Jeffrey Brewster, and Braddock Hamilton."
"Do it, Chip," said St. James.
Bailey's face reddened, but he took his phone out of his pocket and called. I took mine out as well. We had to wait a tense half hour, but at the end of it, I got the email with my new contract attached. I downloaded the attachment and savored the new letterhead - Brewster Bailey Hamilton & Lovewell LLP.
"Now sign, Gretchen," my husband urged. "They've given you everything you want."
"Give me a pen," I said.
I walked out of St. James's office suite with Richard and Bailey.
Farah came up to us as we waited for the elevator.
"Did you sign?" she asked.
"Yes," I said.
"You've killed him," she said.
Her anguish was palpable, the sorrow in her eyes was so much deeper than tears.
* * * * *
"Let me drive you back to our office, Gretchen," said Bailey when we got to the lobby. "We can get you settled in your new office suite and assign you a personal assistant."
"Fine," I said, looking over at my husband.
"I'd like to see you get settled, Gretchen," said Richard. He sounded a bit uncertain about my new status. I would be making a lot more money than him. "I'll follow your car, Chip."
"Great," said Bailey.
I got into the passenger seat in Bailey's Bentley, and he drove out of the parking lot into the street. I looked over my shoulder and saw Richard following.
At the first red light, Bailey unzipped his trousers and pulled them down along with his briefs. His cock was fully erect, and he stroked himself.
"I was thinking about fucking you all the time we were in St. James's office," he said, his voice thick. "We're partners now, you can begin by giving me a blowjob."
I stared at his tumescence with surprise -- he was a lot bigger than I expected, much bigger than my husband, and nearly as big as Jack.
"I'm a partner," I said. "Why should I give you a blowjob?"
"You haven't read our articles of incorporation," he said. "Any partner can be terminated by a majority vote of the senior partners. You need my support to ensure that Jeff and Brad don't vote to get rid of you."
"Two against two," I said. "We're both safe if we support each other."
"Precisely. I want you, Gretchen."
"Turn on your car's dashcam. I want a recording of our sex. So you can never deny it."
The light changed and he stroked himself as he pushed on the accelerator. He wants my lips around his cock, I thought. He can't think clearly, all he can think of is his hardon.
"Okay, okay," he said, switching on the dashcam. "Unbutton your blouse. I want to feel those gorgeous tits as you smear your lipstick on my cock."
"You'll crash the car," I said.
"Don't worry. I've done this before, many times."
I looked at the bright pink cockhead with a tiny bead of pre-cum on the dimple at the tip.
I unbuttoned my black silk blouse slowly, a button at a time. I shrugged my shoulders to let my blouse slide down my back.
"Black silk choker, black pearl necklace," he said, hoarsely. "They stand out on your pale, creamy skin."
My black bra had a ribbon tie at the bridge between the cups and he pulled on it. My bra fell open, and he pawed at my breasts with his free hand, roughly tweaking my nipples.
"We'll have to get you nipple rings," he rasped. "Nothing like metal on the skin to heighten the sensation."
I bent down into his lap. I took his organ in my hands and his cockhead in my mouth. I ran my tongue over it, and he groaned deep in his throat.
I kept stroking his member with my hands but sat back and looked up at him.
"Keep your attention on the road," I said.
"Oh, I will, I will, Gretchen," he said. "Don't stop now."
"Check the rearview. Tell me what my husband is doing."
I put my lips around his cockhead again and he said, "He's about fifty yards back. He's looking into my car. He looks confused. He must be wondering where you are."
With that he put his hand on the back of my head, his fingers threading themselves into my hair. He pushed my head hard and arched his back, driving his cock all the way to my throat. Holding my head in an iron grip, he began to fuck my mouth, hard and rough.
I sucked on him as hard as I could, but he just wouldn't cum. Then he pushed even harder, his cockhead stretching the base of my throat and I realized why -- he was wearing a silicone cock ring! It explained why his erection was so much bigger than I expected and why he could hold back his ejaculation so long.
'Come on, come on," he roared. "Keep sucking, Gretchen. Keep sucking, you pregnant bitch!"
I was having a hard time breathing as he kept his cock firmly rooted in my mouth.
"Yes, yes," he croaked. "I feel your saliva dripping out. I'm choking you, I'm more a man than that loser Grierson!"
Gagged by his cock, I couldn't refute him.
"MMMPHFF! MMPHPHFFF!!"
My stifled cries excited him and constricted by the cock ring, he seemed to grow even bigger.
Then he yanked my head up and said, "Take off your panties, Gretchen! And split your legs over my lap!"
"You're crazy!' I shouted, looking out the windshield. "We're on the highway! You'll kill us!"
"I know what I'm doing!" he shouted back. "Just do as I say!"
As I hiked up my skirt, I looked over my shoulder. I saw my husband's car following us about fifty or sixty yards behind. I could see him craning forward over the steering wheel, trying to look into Bailey's Bentley. I pulled my panties down around my ankles and took them off. They were damp. I felt my pussy with my fingers, felt the moistness, and pushed my wet fingers into Bailey's mouth. He sucked on my fingers, his tongue working on my wedding ring.
I swung a leg over his lap, taking his hardwood in my hand as I did so. I carefully bent sideways so he could see the road over my shoulder. I put one high heel shoe in the driver's footwell and positioned his cockhead at my pussy. Then I slowly let my weight drive him into me, reverse cowboy.
"You're tight, Gretchen!" he moaned. "Just as I expected!"
He put a hand down in his lap and I heard a buzzing sound. Then an electric sensation pulsated my clit and jangled every nerve ending in my body.
"OOHH!!" I cried out in surprise.
His cock ring had a vibrator built into it! He began to fuck me slowly, letting the vibrator accentuate the sensation of his thick cock in my pussy.
"Omigod, Chip!" I cried.
"Take the wheel, Gretchen!" he growled.
"What?!"
"Take the wheel. Don't worry, I have my foot on the gas, steady. Just keep us in the lane. I want to use my hands on your tits and your pussy."
"You're definitely going to get us killed!"
"Just do it, Gretchen! We'll be fine!"
I took the wheel and steered straight, trying to keep my attention on the road. His free hands roamed my body. One kneaded my bare breasts, squeezing and pinching the nipples to even greater hardness. The other pressed my vulva, fingers running through my nether down.
"Your pubic hair is soft, Gretchen," he whispered in my ear.
He kept arching his back to fuck me, and the buzzing vibrator made my clit throb. I began to cum, taking one hand off the wheel and putting it over my mouth. I swerved and managed to get back in the lane just in time. My contractions blurred my vision and I tried to keep the car between the painted lines.
He finally came, pumping his load of semen into me. Then he sagged back into his seat and his foot pressure on the gas pedal slackened. We began to slow, and I twisted around to see my husband nearly rear-end us. I put a foot on the pedal and sped up again.
"Get yourself together, Chip," I snarled as I slid off his lap into the passenger seat. "Drive or pull over."
He managed to get his hands on the wheel and his foot on the gas pedal again. I straightened my clothes -- pulled on my panties, retied my bra, plumped my breasts to settle them, and rebuttoned my blouse. Then I reached over and pulled up Bailey's briefs and trousers and redid them.
I felt his cum begin to leak out of my pussy into my panties, but there was nothing I could do about that.
"You'll remember our first fuck, Gretchen," Bailey said, his voice smug. "And after you deliver Grierson's bastard, I'm going to impregnate you with mine."
We pulled into the underground parking lot of our office tower, and I got out. Richard parked right by us, came up, and took me in his arms. I tried to twist away, but he held me tight.
"Baby, I love you," he said.
I didn't know how much he had seen but at the moment, I just wanted to get to the ladies' room and clean up.
"Yes, yes, darling," I said. "Let's get upstairs to the office. This garage smells of stale oil."
"You're trembling," he said. "And... and... it's not oil that I smell --"
"Nothing," I said quickly. "Nothing. Let's go."
I managed to twist free of him and walked to the elevator with a quick step. Bailey followed close behind me. Richard lagged. I glanced over my shoulder and saw he looked confused.
When the three of us were in the elevator, he kept opening his mouth like he was going to say something, then closed it again. When we stepped out onto our floor, he said, "Please have an abortion, darling. I can't bear to think of you having another man's baby."
"I'm going to keep this baby, Richard," I said to my husband, firmly.
We walked into the office and down the corridor toward to corner where the partners' offices were. Bailey patted me on the rump.
"We've agreed to let her keep the baby, Richard," said Bailey. Then he murmured in my ear. "Your tits are going to swell with milk soon, Gretchen. I want to suckle your nipples every morning as soon as you come in."
The thought of Bailey in his Brooks Brothers suit and Italian tie sucking on my nipples made me giggle.
"Naughty boy," I murmured back.
"What was that?" my husband asked.
"Nothing, nothing," I said.
Bailey opened the door to Jeffrey Brewster's office. I looked at him questioningly.
"Jeff is retiring this month," said Bailey. "He's already cleared all his stuff out. It's yours now."
I wandered around the huge office, ran my fingers along the glass of the picture windows. I sat on the massive mahogany desk. My husband stood at the open door -- his face was a study and he gaped at me. Bailey sat by me on the desk, put an arm around my waist and his lips to my ear.
"I'm going to fuck you on this desk, Gretchen," he whispered. "Every day. I'm going to fuck you so hard that when I send you home to your husband, you'll be too sore to take him."
"Only if you wear your cock ring," I whispered back. "You couldn't keep up with me without it."
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My husband, Hossain, grew very concerned as my due date approached. It was a big baby and I felt like a whale. I was very uncomfortable and had to pee every few minutes. I called in and began my maternity leave.
St. James called me a day later.
"I've shortlisted the candidates to take over as the new CEO of the Foncault Group," he said. "I'll send the resumes to you. Can you attend the interviews?"
"I may go into labor at any time, Mr. St. James."
"You could attend online."
"Not interested."
"You're going to be the executive assistant of the new CEO and working closely with him or her. Don't you want to be involved in deciding who it is?"
"I won't be returning to work for you after my maternity leave."
There was a pause on the line.
"I won't give you a reference," he said. "And I'll do everything I can to make sure you don't get another job."
"That's fine, Mr. St. James. I won't need your reference."
"You think you can work in the corporate world with me for an enemy?"
"I don't want to work in your corporate world." I paused and smiled at the video link. "I take pleasure in telling you this, Mr. St. James. Over the years, Jack directed me to move excess profits from our overseas operations to secure tax haven accounts all around the world. There are billions of dollars of Foncault Group money sitting tax-free in those accounts. You were too lazy to work with us running your Group -- so now you'll never find that money."
"How much?" His voice was strained, and I could see the shock on his face.
"I can tell you the exact amount, 34,681 million dollars. Over thirty-four billion."
"Jack stole all that money. It's mine."
"He never took a penny of it, Mr. St. James. He was too honest for his own good. All the money is in corporate accounts, the access codes are in the Foncault Group system. But I doubt you and your new CEO will be able to find them without me. Goodbye."
"Wait, wait ..." he began but I cut the line.
He called back immediately, but I did not pick up.
I went into labor soon after the call. I delivered the baby that grew from the seed that Jack had planted in my womb nine months earlier. My husband, Hossain, held my hand through the entire four hours.
* * * * *
It was my second child. Both were Jack's, though Hossain thought they were his. The first one, a girl we named Noor, had brown eyes like me and black hair that Jack and I shared. Even though she had Jack's brow and aquiline nose, Hossain had no suspicions.
However, this second child, a boy, was born with Jack's distinctive gray-blue eyes, and Hossain frowned when the nurse handed him the baby.
"Eye color is often blue at birth," said the nurse. "It may turn darker as the weeks go by."
Hossain smiled with relief at this.
We named him Darius and brought him home to his four-year-old sister. She delighted in playing with her new brother. It made my mother's heart glad to see them together. They were both quiet children, didn't fuss much, and were little reminders of Jack. I thought they both inherited Jack's personality -- serious, independent, and anxious not to burden anyone.
The weeks went by, and Darius's eyes grew to be a brighter blue rather than fading to brown.
"My mother was from the Azeri border area," I said to Hossain to allay his doubts. "She had light brown eyes -- amber we called them. And there are many in her family with blue eyes. The gene is recessive, as you know."
"True, true," he said, and his doubts seemed quelled.
My breasts were fuller now with mother's milk. As I fed young Darius, I recalled with a pang how much Jack had delighted in suckling on my nipples while I was lactating with Noor. The memories tormented me, and Hossein often found me crying with Darius suckling on my breasts.
"What is the matter?" he always asked.
"Post-partum," I always responded. "Crazy hormonal imbalances after pregnancy."
"You women are so weak," he would reply.
* * * * *
Darius was two months old when my phone buzzed in the middle of the day. Hossein was at work, and I was home with the children. I looked at my phone face and saw it was Reginald St. James. I disconnected the call, but it buzzed again immediately. He kept calling and I saw that he would not stop, so I picked it up.
"What do you want?" I asked, my tone belligerent.
"I think you know, Farah."
"Tell me anyway."
"My new CEO, Martin Kinsella, and I," said St. James. "We've been through every nook and cranny of the Foncault Group systems and accounts. We've been aided by our accounting department and by external accounting consultants. We've found Foncault Group accounts in Bermuda, the Cayman Islands, the British Virgin Islands, Vanuatu, Luxembourg, as well as a few other tax havens. But we cannot find the codes anywhere. We have no way of accessing them -- we don't even know how much is in them."
"I sent you the codes by secure email, Mr. St. James. And saved them in the system. Jack made sure to save the codes very securely so only those with authorized credentials could find them. Keep looking."
"I have used the best accounting and IT talent on the planet, Ms. Hojjat. They assure me the information is not in the system. This is blackmail."
"Blackmail is your game, Mr. St. James, not mine. It's your company, your system. The information was sent to you and put into the corporate IT system as required by the law. It is in there. I no longer work for you and have no obligation to tell you anything further."
"I can get you arrested for embezzlement --"
"For what?" I laughed. "The money is in your corporate accounts."
"You put it in there behind access codes. You have a legal obligation to give those to me."
"Check your accounting statements, Mr. St. James. It states clearly that you, as chairman, must be sent all access codes. I have email records proving that we did that. If you can't find them, it's your problem, not mine. Haul me into court if you want, I can assure you the law is on my side."
"Farah, I'll pay you whatever you want -- five million, ten million. Name your price."
"I'm not for sale. Besides, I have all the money I need with the bonuses I got through Jack's deals."
"Be reasonable, Farah. At least meet me to discuss a way forward."
I thought about it, and an idea formed in my mind.
"Okay, let's meet. But not at the office."
"Then where?"
"Where you routinely meet your girls. Your suite at the Four Seasons."
"You know about that!?" His shock was unmistakable.
"I know all about Tiffany Hsu, Chinese-American father, Norwegian mother, NYU Law student. She was working evenings as a hostess at a casino for high rollers, doing some modeling on the side. Asian beauty with Nordic height, quite a babe."
"She's doing some legal research for me --"
"Spare me," I said, brusquely. "Then she met Jack. She told me he fucked her right there in your suite at the Four Seasons. She told me he made her cum so hard and so many times, she couldn't see straight. She left with him and never came back to you. Jack impregnated her, she has a bonny 2-year-old boy."
"You know that?" St. James's face began to go red on the video.
"Before her, you had that Icelandic design student, Nydis Larsdottir."
"How do you know --"
"I marvel at how little you know of your own life, Mr. St. James. Your personal cards are all linked to the corporate systems. All your expenses -- and hence your activities -- were reported to me -- electronically."
"My God! You know about Nydis --"
"Yes. I know Nydis met Jack, he fucked her brains out. You offered her a stupendous amount of money to come back to you, but she never did. She preferred working for Jack at the Foncault Design Corporation. She told me he made her cum so hard, she was dizzy. She had Jack's baby, a beautiful girl. She's almost three now, she's going to be a beauty."
"Filthy pig," said St. James through his teeth. Even on the video link, I could see he was furious. There was a short silence as he collected his wits. "I accept your terms. Come for dinner this evening. I'll order room service. Seven?"
"Okay."
"With your new baby, you must be lactating."
"I am."
There was a pause, and I could see his expression growing lustful.
"I want to suck your tits. Rich, creamy, mother's milk. A perfect appetizer."
"Appetizer for what? Dinner or something else?"
"How old are you, Farah?"
"Thirty-three, with two children."
"You've got an hourglass figure, perfect breasts, so full and firm, no hint of sag -- I watched you every day for years. You wear thin bandeau bras that offer no support, clearly visible under translucent silk blouses. The way your breasts quiver and your round, firm ass sways as you walk on your high heels gets me hard every time. And that narrow waist with the swell of your belly button ... you've got the body to light a man on fire. I hated the way you just gave it all to Jack Grierson for all these years. Well, I want it now."
"You want what I gave Jack?"
"Yes. I want to impregnate you."
"Can you give me what he gave me?"
"You can find out this evening." He laughed crudely. "For years, I saw your thick nipples making pokies through your bras and blouses, Farah. I want to suck those gorgeous tits of yours, I want those nipples in my mouth."
* * * * *
When Hossein came home from work, he found me in my boudoir dressing for the evening.
"Where are you going?" he asked.
"I have a work dinner for the company."
"I thought you were on maternity leave. And you said you're not going back."
"Wrapping things up. It's a one-night stand."
Hossain never got my double entendres.
"Who are you having dinner with?"
"Reginald St. James. The chairman."
"Oh, the old man. No need to worry, then." He laughed. "Unlike with Jack Grierson. I'm so relieved Grierson is dead and out of your life. Whenever you came home from evenings with him, you looked faint and smelled like you just had sex. Of course, I know you're a faithful wife, but my imagination made me jealous."
"You give me all the sex I can handle, Hossein," I said, patting him on the arm.
"Yes, yes," he said with a touch of eagerness. "Before you go out to this dinner, can we --"
"I've just spent a lot of time on my makeup and my hair, Hossein. Perhaps tomorrow."
"But seeing you like this, you've got me hard. You're going to wear that sexy yellow bra and thong -- lace and silk -- black choker necklace, and platform high heels! And our bed is just there. I can be quick --"
"Oh, you're always quick," I said, dryly.
Hossein never got my irony either, so I felt safe using it.
"Tie me up, will you, darling?" I said to Hossein, holding my bra cups on my breasts with the ties of the back strap hanging down by my sides.
Again, he missed the double entendre and tied my bra back strap in a tight little bow.
I put on a white chiffon blouse and buttoned it up. Then I pulled on a tight short skirt and zipped it up.
"That blouse is almost see-through," he complained. "I can see your bra through it. And the fabric is so thin that your nipples are clearly outlined. And your skirt is so tight, I can see the lines of your panties as you walk."
"Just lines and outlines," I said, putting on my big glasses.
When we were first married, Hossein would never have let me go out of the house wearing an outfit like this. But over the years, I'd worked him into mellowness by being a good mother to the children he thought were his -- and giving him blowjobs when he least expected them. I always made him cum so quickly that he would exclaim, "Your mouth is like a suction pump!"
I picked up my large purse, checked I had everything I needed, and left.
* * * * *
I drove my high-end BMW to the Four Seasons, gave the key fob to the valet, and my cost to the check. My high heels clicked on the marble floor of the lobby to the elevator but were soundless on the thick carpet of the corridor on the top floor. St. James's suite was the corner one. I rang the bell and saw his eye at the lens of the keyhole before he opened the door.
He shut the door and immediately put his arms around me, drawing me into a clinch. He rubbed his pelvis on my lower body, emphasizing how hard he was.
"The access codes?" he asked.
"With you, it's always pleasure before business," I replied. "No need to stop now."
"Yes, yes," he said thickly, looking me up and down lecherously. "You're dressed for the office. When you come in next week, I'll fuck you on my desk."
"Next week is next week," I said. "Live in the moment."
"You're tall," he breathed. "Taller than me ..."
"Five-inch platform heels will do that, Reggie," I said.
"I like it when you call me that."
He led me into the enormous living room of the suite and tried to unbutton my blouse. I stopped him and held both his wrists.
"Why --?"
"I hate you, Reggie. Don't you want me to fight you?"
His eyes lit up.
"Rough sex?"
"Yes." I smiled. "Don't you want me to thrash and wail and beg you to stop? Will that turn you on?"
"Oh, scream, Farah! Make me fight to master you! That will make it so much hotter!"
"Okay, Reggie I'll be really shrill. Rough sex hurts but it's what I want."
"You're going to love what I do to you!" he exulted. "And so will I!"
"Let me record this," I said. "We'll both enjoy the sex video."
"Yes, yes," he said.
"The safe word is 'dolphin'. If I say it, you must stop immediately."
"I promise."
I began to take off my glasses, but he stopped me saying, "Keep those on, they make you look like you do in the office. I always wanted to fuck you there but with that brutish Grierson around, I never could."
I took my iPad out of my purse, carefully placed it so it panned the entire room, and hit record.
He tried to unbutton my blouse again and I fought him, but this time he pinned my arms to my sides with one hand. He pulled the blouse out of the waistband of my skirt and undid it from the bottom upward. His hands gripped the swell of my belly as I struggled, panting, and screaming "No, no, Reggie, don't, don't!"
"I like it when you scream," he puffed.
"I can scream louder!"
"Scream as loud as you want, Farah! The walls are thick, and there are no other rooms in the corridor. No one will hear you."
"Omigod!" I shrieked.
He laughed with a note of frenzy as he finished undoing my blouse. He forced me down onto a sofa and pulled down the cups of my bandeau bra. His lips found my thick nipples, angry red and hardened with my exertions.
"Your tits are engorged with milk," he gloated, squeezing them. "But still so firm!"
He kneaded my breasts making them leak milk. He took a nipple into his mouth and began to suck greedily.
He used his teeth, biting and tearing at my nipples and the tender flesh around my aureoles. He hurt me and I cried out in pain. But along with the pain, I felt an erogenous response. Omigod! I thought. The bastard is exciting me! The pain is turning me on! However, I looked at the winking recording light on my iPad and was reassured.
He squeezed my breasts as he sucked and bit. He surprised me with how thoroughly he milked me, for he left me totally dry by the end of it. I looked down and saw he had left bloody welts on my breasts, and bruises on my nipples that I knew would become colorful.
He pushed me down onto my back on the sofa and rucked my skirt up to my waist. His hand found my vulva through my yellow silk-and-lace thong. He manipulated it crudely -- he had little finesse, but he still stoked my incipient stimulation and drew forth moisture. I was panting now, with quick intakes of breath.
"You're mine, bitch!" he barked.
He put his fingers at the hip strap of the thong and pulled hard. I had chosen a flimsy one and he was able to rip it off me. The sound of tearing fabric was harsh and loud, at odds with the fragility of the thong.
He pushed two fingers into my moistening pussy and began to thrust them into me. He hit my clit numerous times but with violence, not art. He hurt me but still continued to arouse me. I mewed and he huffed, "You're getting wet, bitch! You like this!"
"Omigod!!" I cried. "What are you doing to me?"
"You've got me hard, bitch," he said.
"No, no," I whined. "Please, no!"
But I arched my back into his fingers in my pussy, encouraging him to thrust harder. He responded by jabbing into me with more aggression, hurting me even more but also heightening my arousal at an alarming rate.
"Omigod! Omigod!" I repeated, over and over.
"You can't resist me, bitch! I'll show you I'm more of a man than Grierson!"
It was Jack that had taught me to feel my body's innermost desires and respond to them. Now St. James was using Jack's training against me. Worse, he stopped just as I was on the verge of cumming.
I was breathless as he pulled his fingers out of me with a snarl.
"Now give me a blowjob. Then I'll fuck you. I want you smelling of sex when you give me the access codes."
He pushed me off the sofa onto my knees and sat in front of me with his pants and briefs around his ankles. His erection was bigger than I expected, especially for a man as old as him.
"You take drugs?" I faltered.
"Viagra," he said, his tone swaggering. "I took the max dose."
"Okay, I'll suck your cock," I muttered.
But I hesitated and he forced my head toward his cockhead. I kept my mouth shut but he put a hand around my throat and choked me to force it open. He pushed his cockhead into my lips and the next moment, jammed the rest of his length into my mouth.
I gagged, spluttered, and grabbed his wrists with my hands. He held me fast, his fingers pulling my hair to move my head back and forth on his shaft. He backed out of my mouth, and I looked up at him, seated on my haunches.
"Omigod, Reggie, you really are hard!" I gasped.
"I'm like a steel bar!" he boasted.
"How rough can you be? You can hit me if you want!"
He took my cue, drew back his hand, and slapped my face. Then he formed a fist and hit me in the mouth, splitting my lip. It began to bleed, and he said, "Now suck on me again, I want your blood on my cock!"
My eyes were wide open with both excitement and fear as he grabbed my head again. He twined his fingers in my hair and forced his cock all the way to my throat. I sucked on him again, as hard as I could, and he began to groan. His ejaculation was nothing like Jack's but more than I expected. He pumped a load down my throat and still had enough to pull out and spurt onto my face and hair.
I glanced at my face in one of the big wall mirrors. I had globules of his semen in my hair, and streaks of his viscous ejaculate ran down my glasses. My split lip was still bleeding and puffing up. There was a clear red outline of his hand on my face. My skirt was hiked up to a narrow sash around my waist. My blouse hung open and unbuttoned -- it was sweat-stained from all my struggling. My panties were torn and lay on the floor.
He loosened his tie, dropped it over my head around my neck, and pulled it tight.
"Get on the sofa, Farah," said St. James, putting a hand in my armpit. "I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before. I'm going to use my tie to choke you half to death while I'm in you, I want to feel your pussy clench when your mind thinks you're dying."
"You just came ..." I stammered.
"The wonders of drugs!" he exulted. "I'm still as hard as a teenager!"
He pulled me onto the sofa on my back and mounted me. He wasn't lying -- he was still hard, and I felt his cockhead stretch me as he entered me. He shoved his entire length into me artlessly and immediately began to pound me. He made no effort -- and certainly did not have the skill -- to find or match my rhythm and hip rotations. However, I was already so roused that my pussy was soon soaking with my sexual juices. There was a wet smack every time he bottomed out. I didn't want to encourage him, but I couldn't help myself. I moaned louder and louder.



I was nearly at my climax -- so close, so very close! -- when he began to wheeze. He was close to hyperventilating and his whole body went through a paroxysm. His body went rigid and loose in succeeding waves, before becoming still. He lay on me with his entire weight. He had cum and left me on the brink again.
Drugs could give him an erection, but they couldn't refresh his reservoir of semen. His orgasm was nearly dry, I felt no gush inside me. His cock slid out of me with a plop and some post-orgasmic jism leaked out onto my belly.
I pushed him off me, and he rolled off the sofa onto the thick carpet. He lay on his back, still gulping in air with shallow breaths.
I reached into my big purse and pulled out the gun. It was the Glock that had been in Jack's hand when he died. I sat up, put the barrel on the left side St. James's belly, and pulled the trigger. The close proximity of the shot muffled the sound and St. James's body was pummeled back into the carpeting.
"What ...?" he expostulated.
I put the barrel to the center of his belly and shot him again. Now he knew he was shot.
"Why, why?" he whispered. "You didn't say 'dolphin' ..."
I put the barrel of the gun to the right side of his belly and shot him a third time. His hands covered his belly and were rapidly reddened with his blood.
"Call 911," he whispered, desperately. "Please, please. Accident, I'll say ... accident ..."
"I'll call 911," I said. "All in good time."
I picked up my ripped thong, pushed it into his mouth, and tucked it back toward his throat so he couldn't spit it out. In his current state, it was an effective gag. Now all he could make were unintelligible sounds.
"Taste me, Reggie," I said.
I watched his blood leaking out steadily and creating a widening stain on the carpet. Then I pulled my phone out of my purse and his eyes widened with hope. I put the phone on speaker.
"911, what's your emergency?" asked the operator.
I switched my phone to video mode with the speaker on.
"I've been sexually assaulted," I cried. I hurt from St. James's hitting me and it wasn't hard to bring forth tears. I panned the phone video so the welts on my breasts and bruised nipples were in the frame. His smack had made a clear red outline on one side of my face and my eye was turning black from it. The effect was heightened by my split lip which was still welling blood.
"Location?"
"Suite 5401 in the Four Seasons."
There was the briefest of pauses.
"A team is on the way, miss. Where is your assailant?"
"I ... I ... I ..." I stammered. I was irrationally pleased that she called me 'miss' instead of 'ma'am'.
"Take your time, miss."
"I shot him," I mumbled. "I managed to break free and got my gun out of my purse. He's lying on the floor right here. I'm sorry! I'm so sorry!"
"Stay calm, miss. Help is on the way. Do you want me to stay on the line?"
"No," I said, putting more confidence into my voice. "I'll be okay. But please hurry."
"Eight minutes out, miss."
I hung up and looked back at St. James. His eyes were pleading with me.
"You bastard," I said. "You rode Jack for years, took, took, took, sucked his lifeblood. And every chance you got, you stabbed him in the back. You did everything you could to help his killers. Now, I'm going to take pleasure in watching your lifeblood drain out of you. I hope you're dead before they get here. And I'm going to get my video on the internet, so the world will see you for what you are."
His lips worked and he drooled saliva. But my panties in his mouth were an effective muzzle. I could barely make out three words, "Please help me."
The police arrived first, a man and a woman. The man went to help St. James, the woman began working with me with a rape kit.
"You've been sexually assaulted," she told me. "With a great deal of violence. I've collected more than enough evidence."
The paramedics arrived a few minutes later. I watched them anxiously as they worked. Their actions and expressions told the tale -- they grew increasingly active, and their expressions grew less hopeful. Finally, they got him on a stretcher. As they wheeled him out, I heard one say to the other, "No pulse" and felt a savage joy.
* * * * *
St. James was declared DOA at the hospital. The police took countless pictures of my injuries from all angles. I was happy to help in leaking these to the tabloid press, where the story went viral. St. James was vilified as a sexual predator and many women from his past came forward to make posthumous accusations.
A few weeks later, I sat with Amy, her daughter Mackenzie, Ryder, and Parveen Aziza, at Amy's beach house. It was the eve of Parveen Aziza's departure for Minneapolis to begin her new life as Sofia Antoniou. Ryder took me in her arms and petted my face, tracing the bruises.
"He hurt you," she said. "But you got the bastard. I should have done it, I'm younger and stronger."
"No," I said. "It's more believable that he assaulted a smaller woman like me."
"You poor thing!" said Parveen Aziza. "Look at your face, your breasts! How can you breastfeed your son? Doesn't it hurt?"
"It actually feels much better when he suckles on my nipples. Soothing. And my face is healing well, I should be fine in a few weeks."
"We have a list," said Amy, grimly. "Chip Bailey, Gretchen Lovewell, Sergei Merkulov. And the triggerman, Maksim Prokorov. That's for starters."
"I want to help," said Amy's daughter, Mackenzie.
"No, dear, this doesn't concern you ..." began Amy.
"Yes it does, Amy," I said, gently. "You have to tell her. She's turned eighteen, it's time she knew."
"Know what?" asked Mackenzie.
Amy sighed.
"I suppose you're right, Farah." She turned to Mackenzie, took her in her arms, and hugged her. She kissed her on the cheek before sitting back. "Mackenzie, your real father is John H. B. Grierson. And you are right about Jack and me -- we had an on-again, off-again affair for almost twenty years. You see now why he wouldn't have sex with you."
Mackenzie's eyes opened wide. She looked from her mother to each one of us.
"Jack fucked all of you," she said slowly. "And so many more women. Yet, you all still love him?"
"He wasn't a man you could own," I said. "That made him a hard man to love. Speaking for myself, I'll say yes, I did love him. Perhaps it was because there's no love in my marriage. Perhaps unconsciously I'm a harem woman. Who knows? All I know is I will cry every day for the rest of my life as I think about him."
"He had such kindness, such selflessness," said Parveen Aziza fervently. "He gave of himself so freely, asked nothing in return. How could I not love such a good man?"
"I've known Jack the longest of anyone here," said Amy. "But I can only echo what's been said. Jack was a wild animal, not a house pet. You couldn't tame him, domesticate him, tie him down. But when you were with him, he thrilled every one of your senses.
"I'm just a crude jockette," said Ryder. "So I'll just say that the way he fucked me made me so high, I couldn't get enough of him. When he lay with me, his cock deep inside me, hot, throbbing, stretching me, I never wanted him to pull out. The thought that I will never feel like that again ... is that love? I don't know."
We all sat in silence, each with our own thoughts.
"My father," said Mackenzie, finally breaking the silence. She put her hands on her thighs, and repeated, "My father, Jack Grierson. It sounds so good to just say it." She stood up and walked around the room with her hands on her hips. "I'm Mackenzie Grierson ... and I will make them pay. All of them."
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I think of the day my mom, Amy McAdams, revealed that Jack Grierson was my real, biological father, as the first day of my adult life. I spent the next several days thinking and looking up information on the internet. So many things that had never made sense before began to make sense. Even though Mom was five foot ten, I was a full inch taller, nearly six feet tall. Mom's husband, Kenny, was only five foot eight and I'd always wondered where I got my height from. Jack was six foot four. Mom was super athletic and had been a varsity swimmer in college; I was on volleyball and basketball teams, and also rowed crew in high school; I had a college scholarship to row in the women's eight at a prestigious Ivy League university, coincidentally, the same one that Jack had attended for two years. Kenny couldn't even throw a baseball straight, whereas Jack was a superb athlete, super fit. It made so much sense that Jack was my dad -- and the more I thought about it, the more I was relieved that Kenny was not.
A week after Mom told me, I went to see Farah Hojjat, Jack's long-time executive assistant. She had set herself up as a consultant with an office in a tower in midtown. When I went in to see her, she sat behind a desk with a picture window on one side. There was a crib in a corner with her baby son Darius and her four-year-old daughter Noor was sitting on the sofa coloring a book.
She rose from behind her desk and gave me a hug.
"Mackenzie! How lovely to see you. What brings you into the city?"
"I wanted to talk to you," I said. "About my father. About Jack."
"Oh." Her expression grew serious. "Sit down, darling. This will be thirsty work, so let's have some tea. Or would you prefer coffee?"
"Coffee, if it's not too much trouble," I said.
Farah buzzed her intercom, and her admin assistant came in. She was a young Hispanic woman.
"Tea for me, Rita," she said. "And a coffee for my guest. How do you take it, Mackenzie?"
"A latte would be great," I said. "But just black would be fine, too."
"Tea and a latte," said Rita, turning and leaving.
"Did you ask your mother about Jack?" asked Farah, after the door closed.
"No."
"Why not?"
"She knew him for a long time. But you're the one that did all the research on him. You know more about him than anyone."
"You're a clever girl, Mackenzie."
"Call me Mack. All my friends call me that."
"What's your full name?"
"Why?"
"You're Jack's daughter, so you're special to me."
"My birth certificate says 'Mackenzie Alexandra Lovato'. That's Kenny's last name, he's Mom's husband. I really can't think of him as 'dad' anymore." I paused and my brows knit. "But that's not who I am."
"No, you're Mack Grierson."
"Yes."
Rita returned with the cups, gave them to us, and retired. Farah sipped her tea. My latte was very hot, and I blew on it before doing the same.
"It will be a long morning."
"I don't have anything else to do. But you probably do."
"For Jack's daughter, everything else can wait." She reached forward and put a hand on my arm. "I will probably cry, many times. I'm just heartbroken. And angry, so very angry."
"I know," I said. "You killed Reginald St. James." (See my story, Farah's Revenge: Reginald St. James.)
"Self-defense," she said automatically.
"Of course."
"Now then," she replied, recovering her poise and tapping a few keys on her computer. "You already know a fair bit about your father. You know he impregnated Professor Elizabeth Anne Smythe after which she falsely accused him of sexual assault, forcing him out of college. You know that he joined the Army as an enlisted man, was selected into the Special Forces, and deployed to active war zones all the around the world."
"Yes," I said.
The baby Darius began to fuss, not loudly, but gurgling with increasing emphasis. Farah went over to his crib and picked him up.
"I'm sorry, Mack. He's hungry, I'm going to have to feed him."
"Go ahead," I said. "You're a mom, that's your most important job."
She unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a wispy, translucent silk and lace bra. She pulled down a cup, exposing the plump globe crowned by a thick, meaty nipple. There was a bead of milk in the nipple pore. Baby Darius's eyes lit up when he saw it and he eagerly took the meaty teat into his mouth. His eyes closed as he began to suckle.
I found the scene strangely erotic, and my eyes were drawn to Farah's other breast, still covered by her thin bra cup. I saw a small circle of wetness around the clear bump her other nipple made in the thin fabric, indicating where she had leaked milk.
"May I?" I asked. I couldn't understand why my voice was hoarse.
"May you what?" she asked.
"May I suckle on your other nipple?"
Farah looked at me through her glasses, and I couldn't read her expression.
"You like women, Mack?"
"Not particularly. I just want to join my half-brother at your breast."
She pulled down her other bra cup in a mute offering. I went down on my knees by her chair and ran my tongue over her firm milk-engorged breast. Her nipple grew harder and longer before my eyes. I tongued it drawing the tiny milk seepage into my mouth. It tasted sweet and made me want more. I began sucking and worked my tongue around her nipple at the same time. A stream of creamy milk spurted into my mouth and Farah sighed deep in her throat.
"Oh, Mack!" she purred.
She unbuttoned my blouse and traced the line of my black silk choker ribbon. Her fingers teased my nipples through my black bra, causing them to stiffen and poke out through the thin fabric.
"You have the breasts of a bra model, Mack," she whispered.
I kept suckling and put my hands on her firm breast, gently massaging it to milk her. The rich flow into my mouth increased and Farah kept sighing. I suckled and kneaded her breast till I felt the flow begin to slacken and sat back on my haunches.
"Do you want me to go down on you?" I whispered.
"Have you gone down on a woman before?" she asked.
"No, but I want to please you, make you cum."
"You're talking like your dad."
"I'm glad."
"Would my pussy turn you on?"
"You're an attractive woman, Farah, so it wouldn't repulse me. But it wouldn't turn me on, either."
"Then no, Mack, I don't want you to." She put her fingers in my hair, drew me up to my feet, and kissed me on the lips before whispering, "You're stunning, Mack, a girl just turning into a woman. You have your father's animal magnetism. All men and many women will be drawn to you, they won't be able to resist you. So you must be careful and choosy when deciding who to let into your bed."
Darius was done and fell asleep. Farah returned him to his crib, and came back, plumping her breasts into the cups of her bra.
"Don't rebutton your blouse," I said. "You're incredibly sexy with your bra uncovered like that. I like looking at you."
"All women like looking at other women," she replied, leaving her blouse hanging open.
* * * * *
"Let's go on," said Farah, after she reseated herself. "Jack's father was Sergeant Henry Grierson, he'd qualified as a Ranger, but was serving in a special NATO unit based in England. That's where he met Jack's mother, Lady Amanda de Waynflete-Beaumont, the daughter of Lord de Waynflete, the 12th Earl of Beaumont."
"Wait, Jack's mom -- my grandmom -- was a --"
"Not was, is. She's very much alive. She's married to the Duke of Airor. Your grandmother is a duchess."
"Fuck!" It escaped me before I could stop myself. "Oh, sorry. I shouldn't have said that."
"It's quite understandable," said Farah with a smile.
"How did Jack's dad --"
"Long story but can be told very simply. In England, Henry Grierson participated in some joint exercises with the British Coldstream Guards regiment. Amanda's younger brother, Edward de Waynflete-Beaumont, was a young subaltern in the unit -- it's famous for being chockful of British aristocrats. Henry led a crucial surprise attack that outflanked the British and the Americans won the mock battle. Edward took it badly and accused Henry of using unfair tactics. There was some pushing and shoving that led to a fight. It was a fair fight, but one-sided. Edward was no match for Henry and was thrashed."
"That couldn't end well," I said.
"Of course, not. In addition to being an officer, Edward was extremely well-connected. Henry Grierson was a nobody and striking an officer was a major issue. The American military was going to break Henry, put him in the brig, and throw away the key. But Edward persuaded them to let him off on the condition that he apologized. Henry refused."
"How do you know this?"
"I talked to some British celebrity press people, and they gave me leads to reporters that covered the story at the time. I also got several photos of Henry Grierson from American military records." Farah drank the last of her tea and looked out the window before continuing. "Amanda sent her maid to the barracks where Henry was cooling his heels before his sentencing and asked him to come to her hotel."
"Whatever for?"
"Amanda had seen him in the altercation with her brother. He was very good-looking and had that animal magnetism that he passed on to his son. I can only conjecture that was the reason."
She tapped the keys on her computer, brought up pictures, and turned the huge screen on her desk toward me on its swivel stand. There were three pictures, and I recognized my grandfather Henry, and grandmother Amanda immediately. Jack was a clear blend of his parents. He had his father's chiseled chin, and distinctive brow, along with his mother's aquiline nose, dark hair, and bright gray-blue eyes. Both his parents were spectacularly good-looking, and Jack combined some of their best features. Even on the cold computer screen, I could see Henry's appeal and Amanda's beauty. Edward looked haughty and looked out of the screen with an air of superiority.
"How old are they?" I asked. "In those pictures?"
"Henry is twenty-three. Amanda is twenty-two, and her brother is twenty-one. Close to the ages they were when they met."
"Just kids," I said.
"Says the girl who's eighteen," teased Farah.
"When people have these titles and long names, I always assume they're old."
"A fair assumption," responded Farah, judiciously. "In any event, Henry arrived at Amanda's hotel to find an exclusive ball in progress. Her parents, Lord and Lady de Waynflete, had thrown it to entertain the top British and American brass. He wasn't an officer, so the guards wouldn't let him enter the hotel. He was on the point of leaving when Amanda saw him and escorted him in. Her parents were furious."
"A bunch of stuck-up snobs," I snapped, angered on behalf of my newly discovered grandfather.
"Indeed. All societies are like that, the sooner you learn the better. Thanks to your mother's success, you're upper class, and won't have to fight battles like that."
"Mom's success is all because of Jack," I said.
"The fates were cruel," said Farah sadly. "They allowed Jack to elevate and rescue everyone around him. But not himself. All he owned when he died was his father's watch."
"My dad was a prince," I said fiercely. "No matter what anyone else says about him."
Farah reached over and petted my hair.
"Your mannerisms are so like his," she said. Her voice was soft, and her eyes were moist. "No one could doubt you're a Grierson." She cleared her throat. "To go on. When Amanda stopped her parents from having Henry thrown out, they got her to take him out of reception hall, out of sight."
"How kind of them," I said, sarcastically.
"She took him up to their hotel suite. Once there, she tried to get Henry to agree to apologize and get off. 'I won't apologize,' he said. 'Not for beating up your brother, and certainly not for fucking you.' He knew she wanted him -- and he acted on his instincts. She fought him, but he mastered her at the cost of being raked and bloodied with her nails. He carried her to her parent's bedroom -- it was the biggest one -- rucked up the skirts of her evening gown, tore off her panties, and went down on her with his mouth to her nether lips."
"How did reporters get these details?"
"Her maid was there. She sold her story to the papers. She said her mistress was wiggling and struggling in Henry's grasp. When they asked her why she didn't summon help, she said, 'But my lady was crying out, Oh my heavens! What are you doing to me? I'm cumming!' Then Henry moved up on her, and her maid described his erect organ as being the largest she had ever seen -- gigantic, veined, more like metal than flesh. 'I feared for my lady,' she said. 'When he began to push that massive phallus into her. She screamed and screamed, but then he smothered her mouth with his and muffled her.' They asked her what she thought she was seeing, and she said her mistress had orgasm after orgasm, over and over. Thrashing, sweat covered, her gown around her waist, her bra pulled down, her stockings undone."
"You sound like you know what you're talking about," I said.
"Jack fucked me so many times," said Farah. "I know what it's like to be cum so hard and repeatedly that time and space lose meaning."
"You're such a good storyteller, Farah," I said. "You've got me excited."
She laughed before going on.
"Lady de Waynflete came up to find what was keeping her daughter. She arrived just as Henry climaxed and began gushing his heavy load of semen deep into Amanda. His cock was buried deep in her daughter's pussy, and his tongue probed deep into her daughter's mouth, as she twisted and bucked and came yet again with him. Lady de Waynflete shrieked her outrage, Henry and Amanda had to come down to earth quickly, get their clothes back on as best they could. Her daughter immediately claimed she was sexually assaulted, and Lady de Waynflete was absolutely beside herself with rage. However, she was an experienced society lady -- she knew that no lawful punishment meted out to Henry was worth the ensuing scandal and the damage to her daughter's reputation."
"So everything was just smoothed over?" I asked.
"Not at all," said Farah, her anger evident. "Amanda wanted him, there could be no doubt of that. It's why she invited him, why she took him up to the privacy of the suite. I'm willing to bet he gave her the most pleasure she has ever had in her life. But she couldn't bear the thought of people knowing she was with a man she considered so far beneath her. She fell in completely with her mother. Lady de Waynflete had Henry spirited out of the hotel through the service entrance and returned to his barracks. She swore her daughter to secrecy and kept her husband and son in the dark. She was unaware that Amanda's maid had witnessed the whole thing."
"Good for the maid," I said. "She got the whole story out in public."
"Yes and no. The maid sold the story to the papers, so she made money. But the Beaumonts are a powerful family. They got the story killed to protect their daughter -- it was never published."
Farah paused, poured herself a glass of water from the carafe on her desk and drank before going on.
"Both Henry and Amanda were strongly affected by the encounter. He tried to see her again, and she tried to send him messages. But her parents would not allow it. Neither of them could get through the cordon of security her parents put around her. He accepted what she wanted him to do, swallowed his pride, and apologized to her brother. His disciplinary hearing was canceled."
"But I get the feeling all was not well," I said.
"No, it wasn't. A few weeks later, Amanda discovered she was pregnant. Her parents put enormous pressure on her to have an abortion. But she must have had strong memories of how she had conceived the child. One can only assume that these memories were not unpleasant. She flatly refused to terminate the pregnancy. Her parents took her to Switzerland under the pretext that she had contracted a rare illness. They kept her sequestered in a private Swiss clinic. That's where she gave birth to Jack. The only record he kept of his origin is his Swiss birth certificate. It's got his official name, the one his mother wrote down for him -- John Henry Beaumont Grierson."
"My father was born in Switzerland? And carried Beaumont in his official name?"
"Yes. The Beaumonts repudiated Jack, but they can't deny his Beaumont blood -- he can trace his descent to King Edward III, just like they can."
"Wow!" Royalty was just theoretical to me, the sort of thing I saw in movies. But my father actually was descended from the kings of England! And through him, so was I!
"Amanda's parents took the newborn from her -- they literally tore baby Jack from his mother's bosom -- and brought him back to England. They gave the baby to Henry saying, 'This is yours.' That was it. Jack never saw his mother again."
"Didn't she try to see him?"
"At first, she was prevented from seeing him by her parents. But as the years passed -- I'm conjecturing here -- she began to think it was best for her to pretend she'd never had a child." Farah paused and cleared her throat. "As soon as Henry got Jack, he was posted to a non-family high-risk station in the Middle East. Even as a baby, Jack spent considerable time in Army foster care. Even so, by all accounts, Henry was a model father and Jack worshipped him. The Beaumonts used all their influence to get Henry rotated to high-risk locations -- again and again. Despite that, he was with Jack at all his R&Rs, his leaves, and in between rotations. But continually put in harm's way, the odds were against him. Eventually, his luck ran out. He was killed in a terrorist encounter when Jack was eleven."
"The fucking bastards!" I cried.
"Yes, that's exactly what I said when I found out what they had done."
"Jack had no one in the world, so he was placed in a military orphanage. Losing his beloved father understandably embittered him. He began acting out, running away, causing damage and trouble. He was disciplined, severely -- I've seen the records. He suffered from depression his whole life. He managed to control it enough to graduate from high school with high honors. He did well enough to be accepted into a prestigious Ivy League university and his father's death entitled him to a military college scholarship that enabled him to enroll. It was in college that he met the woman who would become his wife -- Carmen St. James. Like his father before him, he knew she wanted him and they soon became a couple, much to her parents' dismay. Jack impregnated Carmen very soon after they met. Jack has always had a strong sense of responsibility and moreover, the two were very much in love. They got married without telling her family. Then he had to leave college as a sophomore because of the false charge of sexual assault. He joined the army, it was all he knew."
"He had always been an exceptional athlete and was soon selected into the Special Forces. His father-in-law, Reginald St. James, did everything he could to get Jack posted to active war zones. He hoped Jack would be killed and free his daughter from what he considered a disastrous marriage. But Jack was tough and resourceful. He was in countless battles, wounded so many, many times -- but he was a survivor."
"Not anymore," I said, my voice tight.
"Of course, you're right," said Farah, tearing up. She took a tissue from the box on her desk and wiped her eyes. "I'm sorry to keep crying like this, I can't help myself. I just miss him so much."
"I never got the chance to miss him," I said. "I don't know which is worse."
"Jack's women, his children, well, all that is a story for another day. But I will tell you that his first child was with the woman who got him removed from college, Elizabeth Anne Smythe. A son, Jonas Portius Smythe. He's thirty-one now."



"She named him Jonas?" I asked, surprised. "Isn't that a Germanic variant of John?"
"Yes," said Farah. "Elizabeth must have felt at least a bit guilty for what she did. She was obsessed with Jack and her son was her one permanent reminder of him."
"I suppose so."
"Jack served his term in the army, came out, and got a job in his father-in-law's corporate group. St. James got him to sign this permanent contract whereby he was paid nothing and everything he used and had access to belonged to the company -- where his wife Carmen had a major ownership stake. He wanted to rub Jack's nose in it, to make it clear that he was totally dependent on the St. James's."
"I'm so glad you killed him," I said with feeling.
"Jack rose rapidly by dint of his performance, St. James certainly did him no favors. He expanded the corporate group, bought into numerous high-tech sectors, and within ten years, he was the chief operating officer. He'd maintained his status in the army as an active reservist and when the surge was ordered in Afghanistan, he thought it was a chance to finally win the war. He was almost forty, far too old, but managed to convince the army brass to deploy him. Even though he was a senior corporate executive, his father-in-law blocked attempts to get him an officer's commission. Jack didn't care -- he went to Afghanistan as a sergeant -- his father's rank. He fought in the Valley of the Five Lions, the bloodiest battle of the war. He was wounded again, in hand-to-hand combat this time, a deep gouge in his shoulder with a knife --"
"I've seen that scar!" I exclaimed. "When he was in his swim trunks at our beach house. It's nasty!"
"Yes, he lost a lot of blood but refused to be evacuated. He held his forward position with just one squad for three days before they were finally relieved. He won the Silver Star for that action."
"My dad was man," I said.
"He was a hero," said Farah. "I talked to men who served with him. He saved so many others, took so much punishment himself, ..."
She choked up and could not go on. Tears ran down her cheeks. She cleared her throat several times before finally saying, "There. You know what I know. Everything else just fills in details; you can read those in my notes."
I put my arms around her, and we sat in a clinch for several minutes before I stood up to leave.
"I'm going to do this over again in a few weeks," she said. "With Jonas. I invited him to come down to New York from Boston. He agreed."
"What did you tell him to get him to come? Does he know who his real father is?"
"He knows Elizabeth Smythe's husband is not his father. I don't know how much he knows about Jack. But I'm going to tell him everything. Like I told you."
"May I meet him? After all, he's my brother, sort of."
"By all means. He's your half-sibling, like Noor and Darius."
"I have a crazy family," I said.
* * * * *
I did not go home from Farah's office. I went to the offices of Brewster Bailey Hamilton & Lovewell and approached the receptionist, a superbly made-up platinum blonde.
"I'm here to see Ms. Gretchen Lovewell," I said.
"Do you have an appointment?"
"No. But she'll see me. Tell her Mackenzie Grierson is here to see her."
"I'll give her a buzz, please have a seat."
I sat in the waiting area and the blonde receptionist came over a few minutes later.
"She's in the corner office at the end of that corridor," she said, pointing. "She'll see you now."
I went down the corridor, noting the plush carpet, the mahogany doors and wall trim, the expensive-looking paintings on the wall, and the heavy furniture. The office reeked of money.
There was a set of double doors at the end of the corridor with a brass plate that read 'Gretchen Lovewell, Senior Partner'. I opened the door and found myself in an outer office staffed by an admin assistant.
"I'm here to see Gretchen," I said, purposely using her first name. "She's expecting me."
"Yes, please go in."
There was another set of double doors behind the admin assistant. I opened one, stepped inside, and shut it behind me. It was a massive corner office and I looked around, taking in the floor-to-ceiling picture windows that made up the two exterior walls, the enormous dark wood desk in the corner, the full conference table with chairs, and the booklined interior walls.
Gretchen sat at the desk. She stood up as I entered, and I walked toward her. She wore a very thin black chiffon blouse with several buttons undone, revealing the bridge of her black bra, a black silk choker, a tight, short skirt with a side slit, and black stockings. Her makeup was understated, and her red hair was brushed and shiny. Even though her advanced pregnancy was obvious, she still looked gorgeous.
She came around the desk as I came near and put out her hand saying, "Mackenzie Grierson?"
I knew she was a marathon runner, wiry and strong, but lean and light. She wore high stilettos, and I wore pumps with short one-inch block heels, but I was still considerably taller than her, and much stronger.
I had no firmly thought-out plan, but everything happened so naturally, it seemed like I did. I caught her by the throat with one hand and used my weight and strength to drive her back against the heavy bookshelf on one of the interior walls. I squeezed hard as I did this, choking off her cries and calls for help.
Once I had her back pressed against the leatherbound lawbooks, I squeezed harder, even as she struggled and fought. Her hands were on my forearm which was choking her, trying to free herself. But as my fingers tightened, her face grew bright red and she weakened, making gurgling sounds.
"You fucking bitch," I hissed. "You got my father killed. Your partnership in this firm is your thirty pieces of silver. Look at you, dressed like a whore, ready to be fucked by one of the other senior partners to keep your job."
The shock in her eyes told me my words struck home.
"Which one is it? I bet you're fucking Charles Bailey."
She took one hand off my forearm and tried to use her nails on my face but I easily batted it aside.
"My dad impregnated you. You're carrying my half-brother. That's the only reason I feel anything other than hate for you."
Her face was turning scarlet now, and her eyes were pleading with me. I loosened my hold just a touch to let her breathe.
"My dad made you cum, didn't he? I'm his daughter, I can, too."
"No, no," she wheezed with an edge of panic in her voice.
I put my free hand in the slit of her skirt and rucked it up around her waist. I traced my nails on the sensitive skin of her inner thighs between her stockings and her panties. Her panties were small, black, and lacy. I kneaded her crotch through them, under the overhang of her swollen belly. She disengaged one of her hands from my forearm at her throat and caught my wrist in her nether regions. But I knew I was too strong for her.
I worked her steadily, her thumb manipulating her clit through the lace. I felt her panties begin to grow damp and her clit grow into a hard, prominent lump. Her resistance began to fade, and I further relaxed my chokehold, allowing her to breathe a bit more freely. Her breath came in pants.
"Omigod!!" she said hoarsely.
I knew I had her where I wanted her. I pulled her panties down around her ankles to both give myself access and restrain her. Then I pulled her blouse out of her skirt and unbuttoned it all the way, exposing her black silk bra. In her advanced pregnancy, she had begun lactating and her small runner's breasts were fuller with mother's milk, though still extremely firm.
I pulled down her bra cups -- her nipples were dark pink and stood out, proud and hard. I knew she was getting turned on, for her struggles slackened.
I unbuttoned my own blouse and rubbed my breasts on hers. Our nipples touched, separated only by the thin silk of my black bra. Our nipples stiffened, stood out even more, and hers began leaking milk. I felt her milk dampen my bra.
I took a nipple in my mouth, pushed two fingers into her damp pussy, and choked her hard again. I thrust into her as I sucked, savoring creamy mother's milk for the second time that day. I worked my thumb on her clit, massaging, kneading, and stimulating.
She began to mew through my chokehold and her body began to twist in my grasp. Her hands ceased resisting me, and grabbed my head, her fingers entwining in my hair. I kept sucking and thrust into her harder and faster. She held me to her breast and her hips began to rotate and then judder.
I released my chokehold, and she began to cry out in German, her voice raspy from being choked, "Omigod! Omigod! Ich komme! Ich komme!"
I felt her pussy contractions on my invading fingers but kept up my tempo. I drained one breast and started on the other as I kept thrusting into her. I added a third finger to create a thicker invasive piston.
Beads of sweat formed on her brow and slid down to drip off her jaw. Her pussy was now copiously leaking her sexual juices. And she came again, a second orgasm more powerful than her first and her whole body shuddered. Her pussy gripped my invading fingers spasmodically like a fleshy clamp. She clung to me like she was drowning. Tears started from her eyes, and thin, watery fluid ran from the corners of her mouth and her nose.
"Mein Gott! Nimm mich! Nimm mich!!" she cried in a voice that grew thin with hoarseness. (My God! Take me! Take me!!)
Sated with her other breast, I released her. She slid down the booklined case to lie on the plush carpet, still breathing heavily. Her eyes were glazed, and she looked like she was in a stupor. This woman is a sexual animal, I thought. I can't even imagine how wild she must have been when my father fucked her brains out.
I pulled up a chair, sat down, and watched her. Her breathing slowed and she sat up, back against the bookshelf, legs splayed out in front of her swollen belly. She pulled up her bra cups and plumped her breasts in them. Then she pulled up her panties, patted them in place with a hand on her pussy, and stood up, unsteadily. She made her way back to the chair behind her desk and sat down, her blouse still hanging open.
"Is this what you want?" she asked, looking pointedly at my unbuttoned blouse and my bra. "To play at being your father?"
"No, Gretchen," I said, buttoning up my blouse again.
"I can have you thrown out now. And never let you near me again."
"You don't mean that. I can see in your eyes that you want to see me again."
"Fuck you, Mackenzie! You're so like your father -- your manner, your looks, your calm self-confidence; the way you can make me act like a wild woman, cum so hard! I hate you!"
"You're saying I've got Jack Grierson in me," I said, pleased.
"Yes, you're incredibly attractive, just like him. And mesmerizing."
"You think I'm pretty?" I asked.
"You're beautiful! But I'm not a lesbian!"
"Neither am I."
"You could have fooled me," she said scornfully.
"I just wanted to show you what I can do to you. It's just the first step in punishing you."
"What's the next step? You want to kill me? Like Farah killed St. James?" (See my story, See my story, Farah's Revenge: Reginald St. James.)
"No, Gretchen. Killing you would be too easy, almost merciful. I want to make you suffer for what you did. But I won't have to do much -- you've already done most of it yourself."
"What do you mean?"
"You'll give birth to Jack's daughter in a few weeks. And bring her up are your own. That lovely girl will be a reminder of him, just like me. Every time you look at her loveliness, you'll recall your treachery to her father. And when she is old enough, you will tell her what you did -- for if you don't, I will. And your daughter will hate you, just like me."
"You think I loved your father?"
"Did you?"
She slowly buttoned up her blouse and looked out of one of the picture windows. I followed her eyes to watch a ferry crossing the river to New Jersey.
"I never knew where I was with Jack," she said. "When he first forced me to cuckold my husband, I thought I hated him. But almost as soon as he was gone, I wanted him again. When he took me again -- so violently, you can't imagine -- I was writhing, twisting, resisting, fighting, but he knew, he just knew I didn't want him to stop. He impregnated me and was gone again. That was Jack. When he was with me, when he was in me, so deep, so very deep, he became one with me, and I needed him to make me whole. But I knew I couldn't keep him." She paused. "You asked me if I loved your father. Does it even matter?"
"Maybe. Maybe not. But you miss him. You want whatever's left of him. That's why you agreed to see me today."
"Your name isn't obviously female. But you're just his daughter, not his son."
"I'll see what I can do about that, Gretchen," I said, standing up. "I'll be back."
* * * * *
By the time I got back to the beach house in New Jersey, it was past eight. Mom and Kenny had already eaten but there were leftovers for me on the kitchen island. I made up a plate and went out on the deck to eat. The sound of the waves on the beach was soothing. Mom came out and took the lounge chair by mine and put a hand on my arm.
"I was worried about you," she said.
"Worried I'd crash your Porsche?"
"Of course not. You were all by yourself in the city and wouldn't answer my texts or calls."
"I didn't want to."
"Why?"
I didn't answer and kept eating. I didn't look at her but I knew she was looking at me.
"Why?" she asked again when I finished eating and put my plate and fork on the wooden planking of the deck.
"You have some nerve, asking me that."
"I don't understand."
I turned to her, and she saw the anger on my face and in my eyes.
"You stole my father, Mom! You made me think this fucking loser, Kenny was my father. A man I've been ashamed of since I was a little girl. When my real father was ... was ..."
I started crying. Mom stood up, sat on my lounge chair, put her arms around me, and kissed my hair, my cheeks, my eyebrows.
"It wasn't my choice, sweetheart. That's the way Jack wanted it. He wanted you to have a stable family. He didn't think he was good enough for you."
"Not good enough? Are you kidding?"
"That's what he thought. He wanted you to have everything he never did -- a loving mother, opportunities to excel that were denied him, to be wealthy and coddled. That's why you have a trust fund, while he never had a penny to call his own."
"Why did you do what he asked? You knew he was wrong, you must have known! You kept him to yourself, denied me my wonderful father. You spent a month in Switzerland with him when I was ten -- supposedly on business. But it was a vacation with him, wasn't it? From which you excluded me."
"We did do a business deal in Zurich," said Mom defensively.
"Was that all?"
"No," she admitted. She looked out at the waves for a while. "Jack took me to Zermatt, we stayed in a little cottage in the mountains for a few weeks. On a whim, he decided to climb the Matterhorn while we were there. I sat on a hotel balcony along with hundreds of other tourists and all of us watched him climb up that sheer cliff face. I was scared shitless that he would die, and I would lose him."
"Jack was a climber?"
"Of course. He was in special forces -- he said climbing was a lot easier without anyone shooting at him."
"Did he fuck you that week?" I knew my tone was nasty.
"Yes, several times a day."
"Did he impregnate you?"
"Yes."
"Why don't I have a sibling?"
"I lost the baby. At four months. It broke my heart. And his."
There was another silence.
"Jack climbed the Matterhorn," I said, my voice tight. "On a whim! This is the father you kept from me! The father I never got a chance to know. You bitch!"
I stood up, stormed off the deck, and into my room. I slammed the door so hard that the walls reverberated. Kenny came by a few minutes later and tried to come in but I had locked the door.
"What's the matter, Mack?" he asked through the door.
"Go away, Kenny," I said. I had called him 'Dad' my whole life, but I knew I never would again.
"But darling --"
"Just go!" I shouted.
A few minutes later, there was another soft knock, and Mom said, "Please let me in, Mack."
"No," I said.
"I'm sorry, sweetheart. I wish there was something I could do."
"You never loved him," I said, spitefully. "You just used him, like so many others."
I was crying again and let the tears run down my cheeks without wiping them.
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I was twenty-two when I married Garth Borel, and I thought I knew everything worth knowing about a man.
My parents were dead. My brother and I had not spoken in four years. When people ask about family, I have learned to redirect. There is an aunt who smells of lavender and an uncle with rough hands and a careful formality. These two stood at the edges of our wedding like sentinels, performing the office of a larger tribe. My uncle walked me down the aisle. He held my arm as though he were afraid I might bolt.
I was not going to bolt.
*
I met Garth that spring at a job interview. He was hiring an assistant for his accounting practice--a small office, neat, smelling of coffee and printer toner. I was fresh out of the University of Texas -- Austin with a business degree and the particular confidence of someone who has spent four years competing at the Division One level. High jump and pole vault. My Icelandic grandfather had given our family height and a certain architectural quality of bone, and my mother had passed it on to me: six feet, hair so pale it was nearly white, a name that landed in American mouths like a small foreign object. Dagny Svensdottir.
I did not take the job. The salary was modest, and the scope felt narrow. Moreover, soon afterward, I had an offer from a consulting firm that would send me to four countries before Christmas. But when I turned down his job offer, Garth asked me to dinner. Something in the directness of him--the way he looked at me without performing anything--made me say yes.
By August, we were married and settled in a sprawling suburban house in Dallas.
By the following August, our daughter Chloe was walking along the furniture, steadying herself hand to hand. I was nursing an infant son we had named Garth Junior and called, privately, Little Bear. Two children, less than two years into our marriage. I was twenty-three years old, hollow-boned and winded, working, mothering, and being a wife. I was happier than I had vocabulary for.
*
Garth traveled for work. A lot of travel. For someone with such a small firm, his accounting clients were spread across the world. He was gone a few days at a time, rarely longer than a week. He was cryptic about where he had been, New York, Montreal, Miami, sometimes a location in Europe, even Africa, and Asia. He never mentioned his clients by name, never mentioned a specific firm.
When he returned, the house shifted on its axis. He was a large man, broad through the chest and shoulders, with hands that had history in them I did not fully comprehend. He had served with a SEAL team, several years in Afghanistan and then Iraq. When I asked, he gave me very few details. Combat, he would say, is never pleasant to talk about. It was in the past. He had come home.
I accepted this the way you accept the weather. Obviously, he had killed people. He must have lost friends. War required it. I did not ask him to inventory his dead.
When he returned from trips, he came to me like someone returning from the edge of something. He would find me wherever I was in the house and take my face in his hands first, just look at me. Then he would pick me up, all six feet of me, and carry me to our bedroom as though I weighed nothing at all. He would strip my clothes off, lasciviously working my skin with his tongue and his lips till he had me gasping.
He never undressed me fully; he never seemed in a rush, but his actions had an unmistakable urgency. Blouse unbuttoned, bra pulled down to expose my firm, small athlete's breasts, he would use his teeth and tongue on my nipples. He would stoke them till they hardened and stood out prominently like thick, meaty pencil erasers. Stimulating lactation, he suckled on me, greedily consuming my son's thick mother's milk. I mewed with my rising excitement.
"Take me, take me," I would whisper, but he would silence me with a kiss, making me taste my milk as his thick tongue probed my mouth.
My skirt rucked up around my waist, he would knead my clit through my gossamer-thin thong. I arched my back and bucked as his ministrations caused my clit to swell. My cries were muffled by his tongue, still deep in my mouth. Finally, he would strip off my thong, soaked through with my sexual secretions.
Somehow, he was naked, and his enormous cockhead was at my sopping vulva. He would push into me all at once, pinioning my arms to the bed above my head with one hand, pinning me down with his full weight. Then he would begin to fuck me with a hard driving rhythm. I would cum almost at once, but he never stopped. His cock worked in my pussy like a jackhammer, pounding, pounding, till I came again and again. My pussy lips always clenched around his shaft spasmodically when he spewed his load deep inside me. His copious outpouring of semen radiated warmth in my womb.
I would wake several times in the night to find myself pinned under him again. Half asleep, I would wake to find him thrusting his full length into me. Each time, he would fuck me with that hard and pounding rhythm, and each time, he would make me cum over and over. He would fuck me so thoroughly that by morning, I lay there like a dishcloth that had been wrung. I was sore and lightheaded, but I knew with a sense of satisfaction that I had squeezed every last ounce of his essence from him.
I did not merely enjoy this. I lived for it. I craved it like an addict craves a drug.
Our sex life was healthy and regular, but these nights when he returned from a trip were unlike any others.
*
The closet in our master suite was deep--a walk-in we had renovated the year we moved in, adding shelves and a full-length mirror. I was looking for a box of winter things I had stored at the back when I found the panel. It slid on a track, silent and smooth, opening into a space no larger than a coat closet, and inside were things that had no business in a house with children.
Rifles. Handguns. Cases I did not open but whose shapes I read plainly enough. Silencers. Scopes. The kind of meticulous organization that belongs to a man who has been trained to think about these things with his full attention.
I stood there for a long time.
*
I brought Chloe to her room and put a cartoon on for her. Little Bear was asleep. I went back downstairs and sat across from Garth at the kitchen table. I kept my voice level because I am a woman who has trained physically at a very high level. I have propelled myself over a bar five meters in the air. I know how to govern my body even when my mind is elsewhere.
"Home defense," he said at first.
"One gun," I said. "Perhaps. But an arsenal?"
He looked at me. He had looked at me that way at the interview table--measuring but also deciding. He said nothing for a moment, and then he told me.
The accounting practice was real. His clients were real. Some of them, over time, had come to him with problems that required a different kind of resolution. He had the skills. He had the discipline and the temperament. Word had spread in the particular way that word spread in that world. Now his client list extended well beyond accounting.
I sat through his explanation.
"What happens to us if something happens to you?" I asked. "If you are arrested. If you disappear."
"I've arranged for that. There is money. And contingency plans so that it will reach you."
I stared at him, and he stared back wordlessly. Finally, I said it out loud.
"You kill people for money."
"My targets are not innocent people," he replied, so pat that it sounded like a prepared response.
I thought of Chloe, watching her cartoon. I thought of Little Bear asleep in the bassinet.
"Is that why you come back to me the way you do? Is it why you impregnate me at every opportunity? To put life back into the world? To replace what you have taken away?"
"It sort of makes sense, doesn't it?"
"Am I the only one?"
He looked at his hands on the table. There was another silence. I could see him thinking, his mind churning.
"I could lie, Dagny," he said. "But I love you and the children too much for that. There are others. Other women, other children. But you--you and Chloe and Little Bear--you are my family. The others are collateral damage."
I stood. I do not fully remember deciding to slap him--it was more that my hand was already moving--but he caught my wrist. Not hard. Just held it. I pushed against him, and he let me push. Then he picked me up, and I let him carry me down the hall.
*
He fucked me hard, reminding me how much I craved it. He stayed in me, even as his cock softened after pumping gouts of semen into me. I wanted him in me and used my pussy lips to hold him in. Till he inevitably hardened again. And fucked me again.
We fucked until the sky outside went from black to gray to the particular pale gold of early morning. At some point, I stopped thinking about any of it. The body has its own logic, and his body and mine had been having a long, frank conversation since before we married, and that conversation did not care what I knew or didn't know.
I lay there in the early light, damp and wrecked and wide awake, and I thought: he's mine.
He slept. I watched the ceiling.
I thought about the women he had mentioned, the scatter of them, the children he had put into the world and walked away from. Collateral damage, he'd said. The casualness of it. And yet--and this was the thing I kept returning to--he had told me. He had not invented a story. He had looked at me across the kitchen table, the same way he had looked at me across the interview table three years ago. And he had decided I was worth the truth.
I turned my head and looked at him. Even sleeping, there was a quality of readiness in him, some current that didn't fully switch off.
I wondered if he had impregnated me again.
I pressed my hand flat against my stomach.
Mine, I thought. And whatever else he is, whatever else he has done and will do--I will keep him. I will be the woman who keeps him. And I will make myself understand, the way I have always made myself understand difficult things: through repetition, through will, through the long cultivation of a strength that looks, from the outside, like grace.
*
The phrase kept running through my head while I made breakfast. Collateral damage. The particular flatness of it. The way he had said it without flinching, the way a surgeon might say scar tissue--acknowledging a consequence without apologizing for it.
I heard the shower running upstairs. Then silence. Then his footsteps on the stairs, even and unhurried.
He came into the kitchen the way he always came into rooms--filling them without crowding them. He had shaved and dressed for work: white dress shirt open at the collar, dark suit with that particular looseness through the shoulders and chest that I now understood was not a tailor's error. Black ankle boots, rubber-soled, with dressy uppers. The kind of shoe that would read as boardroom in one light and allow him to sprint, climb, or fight in another. I looked at the drape of his jacket and thought about what might be underneath it, against his ribs.
Now that I knew, everything made more sense. The cut of the suit. The rubber soles. The way he always sat with his back to the wall in restaurants, which I had found charming once, and which I now read as plainly as a text.
Little Bear had been awake since five, and I had him in my arms, feeding him. Garth crossed to Chloe without being asked. He lifted her into her highchair, set out her bowl, and let her make the spectacular mess she always made. Yogurt on the tray, a piece of banana sailed onto the floor.
He talked to her quietly while she destroyed breakfast. I put Little Bear in his playpen in the family room, came back, and cleaned up after Chloe. It was the efficient silence of two people who have divided the labor of small children without needing to negotiate it. Then I took her to her own playpen beside her brother's. I stood for a moment listening to the sounds they made at each other--exploratory, content--before I returned to the kitchen.
Garth had his briefcase in his hand. He put his arm around my narrow waist and kissed me--not the abbreviated kiss of a man on his way out the door. A real one, unhurried, with his hand at the nape of my neck.
I kissed him back, equally unhurried, enjoying our intimacy.
"I want to know more," I said.
He looked at me. Not guilty but careful. The way a man looks when he is deciding how much of a door to open.
"Are you sure?"
"Are you in a hurry? Or can you spend the morning with me?"
He set the briefcase down.
"I'd love to spend the morning with you."
And he meant it. After a night like the one we'd had, I had no reason to doubt the sincerity of small things.
*
I had the Italian coffee pot already on the burner. I let it whistle before I pulled it and made us two cappuccinos. I set out the biscotti I kept in the tin by the window. We took our cups to the breakfast nook.
"Tell me about your last trip," I said. "New York, you told me. You were gone six days. Seven, when you include travel."
"Yes."
"You brought me that pendant. You said you got it at Tiffany's."
"I did get it at Tiffany's." A pause. "Just not the one in New York."
I set my cup down.
"Where?"
"London." He said it without elaboration, watching for my reaction. I kept my face even.
"London. Six days in London. Why didn't you simply tell me that?"
"I thought the less you knew about the work, the safer you were."
"Safer?"
"If I were ever taken--arrested or otherwise compromised--there would be nothing for anyone to find in you." He paused and sipped his cappuccino. "No knowledge, no complicity. You couldn't be used as leverage against me. You and the children would be untouchable."
"That assumes that the people involved are as rational as you are. That they wouldn't do violence for its own sake. For revenge, or for the pleasure of it."
"I don't work for terrorists. I don't work for sociopaths."
"It isn't the people you work for that concerns me. It's the people you target. The ones who remain."
"They don't know my name. They don't know what I look like. My anonymity is my greatest asset."
Our breakfast nook overlooked our extensive landscaped backyard. The sunny morning, the chirping of the birds, the brightness of the flowers, even the rustling of the leaves in the trees, gave off the aura of suburban utopia. Two mourning doves worked the ground beneath the bird feeder. A hairy woodpecker arrived at the suet feeder and began its loud, systematic work on the cage.
The scene was completely at odds with the world of violence we were discussing. It was an ordinary morning progressing with complete indifference to us.
"Tell me about London," I said.
He turned his cup on the saucer once, a small rotation, and then left it.
"A man named Majid al-Suri. Lebanese national, Syrian family origin. He ran the financial pipeline for three separate organizations--two in the Middle East, one operating out of Hamburg. Not a soldier, not an ideologue. A banker, in the purest sense. He moved the money that came from drugs. And channeled it to pay for weapons. The orchestrator of a financial web that kept the terror going. When the money stops flowing, the weapons stop. Fewer weapons, less terror. It's a simple equation, simpler than most people want to believe."
"Who wanted him stopped?" I asked.
"Lots of people. Governments. Rival militias. Rival drug lords. It's a long list."
"But who paid you?"
"An intermediary of any intermediary. I'm a contractor at the end of a long chain. Whoever wanted it done has total deniability."
"So you don't know who paid you?"
"All I know is that the world is a better place without him in it."
I sipped my cappuccino thoughtfully. Part of me was surprised that I was taking all this so calmly. My husband, the anonymous contractor dealing in death.
"I read about this al-Suri," I said. "The papers said he overdosed on drugs and triggered a cardiac event. That he was found in his townhouse in Belgravia."
"He did have the townhouse in Belgravia for his first wife. But he was actually found in his Mayfair flat. He had been using the flat for his second, younger wife." He said it with professional precision, the way an accountant corrects a figure. "The flat is in a building on South Audley Street. Georgian, beautifully maintained. He kept it for her because she liked the proximity to the park."
"You had something to do with this cardiac event?"
"Cocaine," he said briefly. "He was a known user. I gave him a choice of an overdose or a bullet to the head. He chose the drug. I told him it would give him some chance of survival."
He spoke as though he were discussing a balance sheet. His deadpan expression, his clinical tone, should have shocked me. But they did not. I should have been worried about my easy acceptance of murder. But I was not.
"I read about his second wife. Mira Nadia. He married her two years ago. A model--Lebanese, I think the paper said."
"Half-Lebanese, half-Italian. Twenty-six." He picked up his cup, found it had gone cool, and set it back down.
I caught the inflection in his voice--not satisfaction, exactly, but a kind of animation. Almost as if he were reliving the experience.
"There's more to this, isn't there?" I said, as statement, not a question.
"I went to see her the day after."
"Go on."
"I said I was a business associate of her late husband's. A portfolio matter that required her signature. She was not in the mood to ask hard questions."
"She must have been in shock, grieving--"
"She was furious." He almost smiled. "The pre-nuptial agreement stipulated that she would inherit a meaningful share of his estate only if she had borne him at least one child. He had been--deliberate, it seems, about not allowing that to happen. She had been his wife for two years and understood exactly what his denial had cost her."
I looked at him. "And you offered to resolve that."
"I did. Along with the services of a firm that specializes in establishing paternity for estates and inheritance matters. A document, properly certified, confirming that the child she carries is Majid al-Suri's."
"What did she look like?"
He was quiet for a moment.
"Tall," he said. "Dark. The kind of beauty that is almost structural--you notice the lines of her before anything else, the way you notice the lines of a good building. Long black hair kept loose. She was wearing a silk robe when she answered the door, and she had been crying--not from grief, I think, but from anger, which sometimes produces the same result."
"And you told her about this portfolio matter. How did you get to the pre-nuptial agreement?"
"Discussing the portfolio, her financial situation came up naturally." Garth looked out the window briefly and took a breath. "But we talked for a long time first. She was intelligent. She had understood the trap she was in from the beginning, and she had not been passive about it--she had been trying to find a way through for months. I was simply the way through."
"Did she know what you were? What you had done?"
He paused, and this pause was different from the others--longer, more considered.
"I think she suspected. She didn't ask. There are questions that, if answered honestly, require a person to decide what they're going to do about the answer. She chose not to ask."
"She chose to be complicit."
"She chose to survive comfortably."
I looked out at the woodpecker, still working the suet with that mechanical persistence.
"What happened next?"
"I asked her to perform for me. There was a pole in the bedroom--she had been, for a time, a dancer before the modeling, and she had kept the habit of practice. I asked her to use it." His voice was even, informational, but something in it had shifted register. "She didn't hesitate. She put on music--something Arabic, rhythmic--and she performed. She was very good. She moved like someone who had made an extended study of her own body, who understood it as an instrument."


"Tell me about it. Every detail."
"Why?" It was an honest question.
"Regardless of your intentions, you will always compare me to her," I said.
"You are far more to me than a fuck, Dagny."
"But I am a fuck," I countered.
"Dagny, when I am in you, I never want to leave. Your warmth sheathes me like no one else."
"You took her to bed. Her warm pussy sheathed your cock. You fucked her. Violently. Repeatedly. Like you fuck me."
"I gave her what she wanted. Just the way she wanted it. There, now I've told you."
"That's not enough."
So he told me. Everything.
*
It took nearly an hour for him to give me all the details that I wanted. My mouth went dry. As he spoke, my excitement rose, and my panties grew wet as my arousal seeped out of me. [See my accompanying story, Collateral Damage -- London.]
When he was done, I pushed my cup aside. The woodpecker had finished with the suet and was gone. The mourning doves were still working the ground, patient, indifferent.
"Your next assignment," I said. "Do you have one?"
"I'm meeting a potential client tomorrow. I was going to spend today preparing."
"Where?"
"I don't know the target yet. But the assignment is in Paris. Or somewhere close to it."
The words came out of me before I had fully decided to say them.
"I want to come."
He looked at me with great attention and said nothing.
"I want to be part of your life," I said. "All of it. Including the collateral damage."
"Do you understand what you're asking for?"
"I already share you with other women. Apparently, I have been sharing you all along, without knowing it." I held his eyes. "I want to see them. Face to face."
"Just see them?"
"No," I said. "I want to share them with you."
Something shifted behind his eyes--recognition, or surprise, or something older than either.
"Be careful what you ask for, Dagny."
I turned and looked at our backyard: the flowers, the feeders, the tall privacy fence with the climbing roses, the life we had constructed here in its appearance of safety and enclosure.
"I am tired of being careful," I said.
He watched me for a long moment. Then he took my face in his hands the way he always did when he returned from somewhere far away.
"Paris," he said.
"Paris," I said. I stood up, looked down on him from my tall heels, and said, "Fuck me now."
He stood up, big enough to make me feel the female despite my height. He rucked up my skirt around my waist. He stripped off my wet panties. Then he picked me up and laid me on the marble topped kitchen island. His trousers were undone and were around his ankles with his boxers. His huge cock was hard and throbbing.
He rubbed his cockhead on my wet pussy, then pushed into me without ceremony. He drove his whole length into me, and I cried out, "Omigod!" He put a hand on my mouth to choke off further cries to keep from upsetting the children.
Gagged by his big hand, he began to drive his cock into me like a piston. Each time he fully penetrated me, he hit my mount with a wet smack. I writhed and squirmed under him, my squeals muffled to choked gasps. I came, wracked by contractions, bucking, and tearing at his shirt with my nails.
He made me cum three more times before erupting and pumping his copious load deep inside me. He lay on me, both of us spent on the kitchen island.
"You'll impregnate me in Paris," I said softly.
"How do you know?"
"I just know," I said. "A life for a life."
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My husband, Garth Borel, sat with me in our sunny kitchen in Dallas. He cleared his throat and put his big hands on the table between us. He looked conflicted and unsure. But I had insisted that I wanted to know everything, every last detail.
"I'll tell you everything, Dagny Svensdottir Borel," he said to me. "Please remember that it is only at your insistence."
I liked the way he said my full name and smiled. Then he began speaking in a flat monotone but grew animated as he got going. As the carnal intensity of the narrative slowly grew, it triggered a slow burn of excitement in me. It grew until I became aware that my face was flushed, my cheeks were hot, and my panties were wet with my arousal fluids.
*
Mira Nadia opened the door in a red silk robe with Chinese-style embroidery. It was belted tight with a silk sash, showing off her narrow waist. Her dark hair was loose and still carrying the disorder of sleep or weeping or both. I understood in the first instant of seeing her that she was not grieving. Grief softens. What I saw in her face was a harder thing--the absolute fury of a woman who has calculated her situation down to its last variable and found herself short.
This, I thought, is a woman who has been living inside a trap. Even as she thrashes, striving to escape, she recognizes the futility of her efforts. She knows she needs help from the outside, and she's actively seeking it.
She was tall and wore high-heeled slippers that brought her to nearly my height. It meant I did not have to arrange myself around her the way you arrange yourself around most women--that subtle diplomatic crouch of the large man trying to seem less large.
She stood in the doorway of that Georgian flat on South Audley Street and looked at me with eyes the color of strong tea. Behind those eyes, I could see the machinery running. The furious calculation, the animal intelligence that had gotten her this far. Even now, she was computing her next move. The grandeur of her face against the oriental elegance of the silk robe was something I will not easily forget.
I told her I had been an associate of her husband, Majid al-Suri. Portfolio matters. Documents requiring her attention.
She stood aside and let me in.
*
The flat was full of good light--south-facing windows, the trees of the park visible above the rooftops. The whole room was awash in that particular London afternoon light that surprises you because London has no business producing light this generous. I was surprised by the disorder, for I expected her to have domestic staff, maids, cooks, and chauffeurs. There were cups on the side table and a throw on the sofa thrown wrong, and a newspaper on the floor.
All of it spoke of a woman who had been in the throes of emotion entirely alone and without concern for appearances. I liked her immediately for this.
We talked for a long time. She was not what I had prepared for, which is to say she was more. She had a degree in economics from the American University of Beirut. But it was her beauty that she had parlayed first into modeling, and then into marriage. The body can sometimes offer opportunities that the mind cannot. It is not stupidity but pragmatism to accept them.
She had entered her marriage as a younger, second wife with clear eyes. She asked for and got an explicit contract. However, all her caution was not enough. She found that the contract contained a clause she had not spotted until the ink was already dry and the door had already closed.
"Only a wife who gave him a child would inherit his estate," she said, her voice flat and emotionless. "His first wife, Nergis, already had three children. I thought bearing his child was a small price to pay. I thought that was the reason he wanted me, a younger woman. But I was wrong."
I did not respond, for I could see she did not want a response. She wanted her words to sink in.
"He would not give me a child. He was methodical about it. Precise. The way he was precise about everything. He thought I didn't understand what he was doing. He wanted me as a decoration, a trophy for his arm. He thought I was too stupid to see through him."
She said this without self-pity, which is the only way such things should be said.
"But you are not stupid," I said.
"I don't think so. But I feel stupid. Now he is gone, and I am left with nothing because I do not have his child. I will not pretend I am sorry that he is gone. I am only sorry that he took everything with him."
"It is a relief that you are not pretending grief," I said.
"If I thought playing a grieving widow would make you more likely to help me, I would give you a virtuoso performance. But I don't think you want grief."
"No."
I looked at her across the room--she had poured us each a glass of something, Bordeaux, too good for mid-afternoon. But neither of us was inclined to observe the ordinary protocols. I told her what I could do for her.
She was quiet for a long time.
"I look at you, and I see a very desirable man," she said. "Surely, you do not lack for female company. Why would you embroil yourself in my affairs? I may be an attractive woman, but a liaison with me involves unavoidable dangers. You know the groups my husband worked with."
"There is something about you," I said. "That I find difficult to resist."
"Are you thinking with your manhood?"
"There are worse ways to think."
She laughed. It was incongruous in the serious conversation we were having, and it shifted the mood. I smiled.
"You haven't told me who you are," she said as her laughter trailed off, replaced by a smile of her own. "Who you actually are."
"No," I said. "I haven't."
She looked at me. The machinery behind her eyes ran and ran. She reached a calculation and accepted it, the way you accept a cost you have decided is worth paying.
"Perhaps it is best that I do not know who you are. Or what you have done."
"I think that would be best," I said, but I knew she knew.
She was willing to sleep with the man who had killed her husband. Somehow this made her more desirable, not less.
*
"Dance for me," I said. I did not approach it obliquely, for I am not an oblique man. "There is a pole in the bedroom, floor-to-ceiling chrome. I saw it through the open door. I'd like you to use it. Put on music. I want to watch."
She looked at me for a moment with those tea-colored eyes. Then she went to the bedroom, and I heard her changing. Then the music started--something I didn't recognize, a Lebanese singer with a voice like smoke rising in a still room. The rhythm underneath it was deliberate and low.
She put a chair at the base of the pole and beckoned to me. I sat on it, she threw a switch, and the floor of the bedroom was covered with thick fog from a haze machine. Along with the music, the atmosphere became suffused with the aura of a nightclub.
There are women who enter a performance. And there are women who occur on one. Mira Nadia was the latter. She simply happened, the way weather happens. Her body arrived before I had time to arrange my face into the correct expression of anticipation."
She came out of that darkness. She crept, serpent-like, out of the fog that carpeted the floor. I sat in the chair set in front of the pole. I was as still as a statue, mesmerized.
She moved around the pole the way water moves around an obstacle--not fighting it but using it, the resistance a gift rather than an impediment. Her movements were carnal, inviting, explicit.
I am not a man who is easily undone. I have looked at death many times and felt my pulse stay even. But as I sat in the afternoon light of South Audley Street watching Mira Nadia, I felt something in me--not in the blood, deeper than the blood, in whatever the level is below the blood--unlock and begin to move toward her with the absolute inevitability of a tide.
I am a large man. This requires repeating because my size was not incidental but structural--it was the premise of everything that followed. I was built for load bearing, for the transmission of force. I sat with the stillness of a man who has nothing to prove about stillness. I had long since stopped using stillness as a performance and arrived at the real thing--simply the absence of unnecessary motion.
She slithered forward in her Chinese-embroidered silk robe. Red, draped and loose, covering the argument her body was preparing to make. She wore black stockings and strappy shoes with sky-high heels. There was a black silk choker around her neck, with a ribbon tie.
She moved around me the way a weather system moves around a fixed geographic feature. The mountain does not chase the storm; the storm envelopes the mountain. I turned with her, tracking her. My tracking had a quality of hunger that was not aggressive but was entirely without apology. It was the appetite of a large animal that has learned patience and has not confused patience with indifference.
Then she stopped.
She rose to face me with the deliberateness of a woman who has decided something and is now enacting the decision. She looked at me the way you look at something you intend to take apart and reassemble in a different configuration. I received her look with the absolute steadiness of a man who has been waiting for it. Who has organized the entire preceding stillness around the anticipation of exactly this.
She straddled my lap, facing me. Her long legs around my waist. Her skin was hot from exertion, smooth as poured liquid. Every point of contact between our bodies registered separately and simultaneously--her hands at my collar, my hands moving down from her face to her shoulders to the curve of her waist. Everywhere I touched her the heat of her own body answered me like something that had been waiting. She smelled of exertion and amber and something underneath that. Something that belonged to no product but only to her particular chemistry, the specific and irreplaceable fact of her body in this moment in this room.
"You know what to do," she whispered, her body swaying to the beat of the music that had now receded into my subconscious.
The single chair I sat on was positioned at the base of the pole as though it had always been there. It was as though the whole architecture of the evening had been quietly arranging itself around this one piece of furniture, waiting for her to make use of it.
I put both my hands on her narrow waist, feeling her body through the cool silk of her robe. She used my grip as a pivot and bent over backwards. Her flexibility was such that her head reached the floor. The motion ground her crotch on mine, and that was what registered with me.
Her strength was evident and particular. It was the strength of a body that has been trained to full literacy in its own capabilities. The grammar of what we were constructing together required that I sit and be a willing and intelligent participant in its execution.
I sat. And she continued.
*
What followed was not a dance in any of the conventional senses. It was closer to combat. But both of us understood that the goal is not victory but prolonged extension. Both of us understood that the moment of settlement would end what neither of us wanted to end. So we collaborated, with perfect mutual comprehension, in the business of postponing what we both knew was the eventual climax.
She jackknifed back and forth, her height placing my face between her breasts. Eventually, she held my head there, whispering, "You're hard, Garth. Can you stay hard?"
"Yes," I whispered back. "I can wait for you."
She swiveled her hips, still using my hands on her waist as the pivot. Her crotch pressed even harder on mine, and I felt her vulva through the layers of silk--her robe and whatever was underneath it. Her movements were insistent, and my cock grew even harder.
"How long?" she whispered.
"I don't know," I murmured. "It adds to the excitement."
She giggled, low and throaty. It suited the moment, the atmosphere. The fog rose around us. She put her hands on the pole behind my head and rose with it. I untied the silk sash on her robe, and it billowed open. Underneath, she wore a black lacy halter-neck bra and a silk thong.
She rubbed herself on me as she climbed. The swell of her belly pressed on my face, and then, all at once, her long legs scissored around my neck. Her crotch was in my face. Her thong was a thin shield, but I could smell her, even taste her. She was wet, and her thong was damp. I inhaled, then opened my mouth and ran my tongue along her vulva through the damp silk of her thong.
She swiveled her hips, rolling with the rhythm of the music. It pressed her vulva even tighter around my mouth and nose. I could hear her breathing--short, juddering breaths. The red silk of her robe formed a translucent curtain around my head.
My hands found the globes of her bare buttocks and kneaded, softly at first, but then harder and harder.
Her thong got wetter.
"Yes, yes, yes,..." she breathed. "Don't stop, don't stop, don't stop."
It was my saliva, but the increasing muskiness and her panting instructions signaled her heightened sexual arousal. Her pants grew higher in tone and turned to mewing. I knew she was on the brink of cumming, but she disengaged before that happened.
She climbed higher on the pole, hand over hand, till she was at the high ceiling. I craned my neck upward to watch her. She flipped herself over, grasping the pole with her thighs. She dangled her arms down toward me. The silk robe slid down her arms. I pulled it off her and tossed it aside.
Then she slowly descended.
She brought herself down onto me in increments. Each one was its own event. Our eyes made contact upside down, and then her lips brushed mine. I put out my tongue and touched her lips with it, then her chin and her throat. Her arms reached down and undid my pants and unzipped my fly. Her long fingers reached inside my boxers to find my hard organ. She drew it out and stroked it.
"So big," she whispered.
She slid down a bit further, and her breasts were in my face again. She pressed them on me so tight that the metallic clasp at the bridge of her bra indented my forehead. Enclosed in her cleavage, all I could see was her skin. All I could smell was her faint jasmine perfume mixed with her womanly perspiration.
She expected me to grasp her, and I did. My hands reached upward and grasped her narrow waist just as she loosened her grip on the pole with her thighs. I held her weight for a brief moment.
Then her hands gripped on my thighs, and she twisted her body to rest her thighs on my right shoulder. My hands moved from her waist to grasp and knead her buttocks again. Perfect round globes, the muscles of her gluteus flexing in my grip. I looked down to see her continuing to stroke my engorged organ.
It was right in her face. Her tongue came out, and she licked my cockhead. Her lips fastened themselves around my glans, and her tongue flicked again.
"Suck me, Mira," I murmured.
She did, but gently, not hard. She slipped my cock out of her mouth and looked at it.
"You got harder," she whispered. "And even bigger."
I knew what she wanted. I pulled her thong down her long legs, all the way to her ankles. She twisted her body again, raised one of her thighs, and girdled my neck. Her ankles were still constrained by her thong. The warmth of her upper thighs was on my cheeks, her vulva was over my nose and lips again. But this time it was bare. She wore a tiny gold pussy ring.
Now that she was balanced with her thighs around my neck, I used my tongue to enter her, savor her honey. The gold of her pussy ring gave a metallic taste. My lips encircled her clit, and I sucked her, spearing her delicate petal with my tongue.
I pushed two fingers into her pussy. I was vigorous, but precise, stoking her body steadily.
I put my other hand on the back of her head, entwining my fingers in her silky hair. I pushed down, forcing my cock deeper into her mouth till I felt her throat.
I felt her begin to shudder and heard her cries muffled by my cock. She began to cum, her entire body bucking with her orgasm. Her pussy twisted on my face, and I had to move my lips, tongue, and fingers to continue my ministrations. She kept cumming, and I felt her contractions with my tongue. Her body was now shining with sweat. Just breathing she was sucking on my member.
I finally released her head, and she disgorged my cock from her mouth. She was panting noisily, saliva dripping from her lips. Her thighs pressed her full weight on me as she sagged in the afterglow of her orgasm.
"I came," she panted. "More than once."
"I know," I whispered back.
"I sucked on you as hard as I could. But you didn't cum. My husband would have cum in the first ten seconds."
For some reason I found the mention of her dead husband incredibly erotic. My cock twitched and she noticed.
"Your cock knows," she whispered. "He knows he is cuckolding a dead man."
That she referred to my organ as a sentient male seemed natural at the time.
"He wants to fuck you," I said. "He wants to impregnate you."
"Not yet," she whispered.
She did a handstand on my thighs, her powerful thighs flexed, and gripped the pole above my head again. In a moment, she was back up the pole, right at the ceiling. She righted herself and swung around the pole, performing one-legged and one-armed spins. I grew a bit dizzy just watching her.
Her thong was on both ankles, then on only one. With a delicate flick, she kicked it off and it sailed out of my sight. Her black silk choker, halter-top bra, black stockings, and black high heels, each caught the low light as she spun. With each spin, she came lower, lower.
She descended slowly, ever so slowly, till her thighs were on my shoulders again, her crotch at my face. I gripped her buttocks again, now slippery with perspiration. I sucked on her clit without subtlety, and she mewed, higher pitched now.
She jack-knifed her body, her legs wide apart, then together again, gripping the sides of my torso. Her breasts were in my face right side up this time. I unclasped the clip at the bridge of her bra. Her dark red nipples were as hard as pebbles and jutted out proudly from her small, firm breasts. She small nipple rings that matched her pussy ring. Holding her torso firmly, I sucked on each nipple in turn, tasting the rings at odds with her warm flesh.
She continued lowering herself till her pussy lips grazed my erection. Still holding the pole just above my head, she gyrated her hips till her pussy lips kissed my cockhead. I sat very still, my hands holding her waist to steady her. Then she used her weight to slowly engulf my cockhead with her pussy lips.
She was tight enough to strip back my foreskin. I groaned deep in my throat, and she whimpered softly.
"So thick," she murmured, her voice throaty. "Like a heated steel rod."
"I've got you," I said, my hands digging into her waist to take her weight.
She released the pole and put her arms around me. She rubbed her breasts on my face, inviting me to take her nipples again. I did, feeling the loose silk of her unfastened, dangling bra brush my cheeks as I did so.
Now I lowered her, just as slowly, allowing her weight to drive me into her. She was panting again but not with exertion. Her voice was low and guttural.
"Garth," she whispered. "I want you in me. Deeper, deeper, deeper...."
I gave her what she wanted. She was in my lap, the full length of my cock in her. Her breath came in short gasps and interspersing her words.
"You're in me, Garth... so deep..." her voice trailed off and she went on in French. "Baise moi... baise moi fort... très fort, mon amour..."
Her Lebanese French accent was strong and sweet.
"I will," I whispered.
She slowly twirled her hips, the movement pressed her clit on my mount. I felt the coldness of her pussy ring.


She moaned wordlessly as she began to twist her whole body. Both of us were sweating now, and our bodies slid against each other. The faster she moved, the louder she moaned.
"Baise-moi, tout de suite!" she cried.
She wanted it now. I picked her up, hands on the globes of her buttocks. I carried her to the bed, still fully in her. The movement of walking kept up the stimulation on her clit and she kept moaning in my ear. I laid her on the bed, slid partly out of her and rammed myself into her again, once, twice, thrice till I settled myself on her.
She cried out, "Oui! Oui! Oui!" one for each thrust.
Her nipple rings were on my chest, her pussy ring grated on my mount. I began to fuck her. Very quickly I worked up a rapid tempo, pounding her into the bed, my lips hungrily on hers, my tongue deep in her mouth.
Her legs clasped my waist, trying to hold me. I felt her contractions begin deep inside her, then radiate outward. She clamped me spasmodically as she mounted on to rising waves, orgasm after orgasm. She was a woman who knew how to use her body with a man. There was a wildness about how she lost control. It allowed her to unleash passion to scale heights most women would never reach.
Finally, her French deserted her and she screamed in Arabic, "Anikini! 'Aqwaa... 'aqwaa... 'aqwaa!" (Fuck me! Harder... harder... harder!") This final wringing clench of her pussy on my shaft drove me over the edge.
I gave her what she wanted. I exploded, ejaculating a copious load deep inside her womb. I pounded it into her through three hard thrusts, then lay on her, spent, mind blown.
When I came to a few moments later, she was stroking my damp hair. I was softening, but her long legs were clamped around my waist, keeping me as deeply in her as she could. My thick, treacly semen leaked out around my cock on to the sheets.
*
There are acts and there are the spaces between acts. The spaces between acts are where the real knowledge of a person lives. In those spaces--sweat-covered, wrecked, the afternoon gone and the room going dark--she talked to me. Not about al-Suri. Not about money or certificates or the architecture of her situation.
She talked about Beirut, about her mother's kitchen and the smell of cardamom on winter mornings. About the year she modeled and danced in Paris and lived in a room so small she could touch all four walls from the center of it. How she had been happier than she had ever been before or since. And I listened the way I was trained to listen--completely, wastefully, giving the full attention that most people reserve for things they are afraid of. She felt this, the quality of being truly heard. It moved through her body in a visible way, a slow loosening, the last armor coming off. She turned to me and said, softly, "Fuck me again. But make love to me this time."
I was hard and ready. With her near nakedness, her skin on mine, it was inevitable. I pushed into her slowly, tenderly.
"I want to feel your manhood in me," she said, with a gentle moan that sounded like a sigh. She tightened her thighs around me. "Can you feel my heart as I clamp my pussy around you?"
"Yes," I whispered.
"And I can feel the throbbing, pulsing of your blood. Your life in me."
By the second morning she was asleep with her head on my chest and her hair covering us both like a dark tide, and I lay in the gray London light listening to her breathe and thinking about the specific and unrepeatable weight of another person. The way a body in sleep makes itself known to you, and I thought: a life for a life.
She would carry my child. The child would bring her the money. Whatever Majid al-Suri had been would now, through the alchemy of this bed and this woman's body, become a child that ate breakfast and skinned its knees in play. Perhaps it would understand cardamom mornings in Beirut. I had taken one life from the world and was now, in my way, offering it another.
Whether this constitutes justice or only a further crime I am not certain I am qualified to say.
By the third morning I knew she was pregnant. I cannot explain this, cannot defend it empirically. But a man who has done what I have done enough times develops a sense for the moment. It is the way certain craftsmen develop a sense for the exact instant a thing is finished. I knew. I dressed quietly and left her sleeping in that wrecked bed, her body curved into the space I had occupied, still holding the shape of me.
She was beautiful and she was desirable. But she was not mine. She had what she wanted from me. She did not want to be mine.
I bought the pendant at Tiffany's on Bond Street because it was on my way to the tube. I bought it because I had been thinking of you, Dagny, all morning. I bought it because green diamonds are the color of the particular light that comes through the leaves of our backyard in summer when the afternoon sun gets low.
I put it in my briefcase and flew home. To my wife and children. To my life.
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Recapping the story so far ... [see my stories, Collateral Damage -- Dallas and Collateral Damage -- London.]
I was twenty-two when I married Garth Borel, and I thought I knew everything worth knowing about a man. I was fresh out of the University of Texas at Austin with a business degree. I had the raw, unpolished confidence of a Division One athlete. A six-foot blonde who'd nearly made the Olympic trials in both high jump and pole vault.
My Icelandic grandfather had handed down a severe, architectural quality of bone structure from the fjords, and my mother had passed it straight to me: hair pale enough to bleach out in the Texas sun, and a name that landed in American mouths like a heavy wooden token--Dagny Svensdottir.
My husband Garth was a big, athletic man without a spare ounce of fat on him. He was powerfully built, with a thick neck, broad shoulders, and hands that carried a dark, unwritten history behind the knuckles. He had served six years with a SEAL team, bouncing between the sunbaked slag heaps of Kandahar and the dusty slaughterhouses of Ramadi. Whenever I pressed him about those years, he'd just stare through me with eyes that looked like two pale gray pebbles at the bottom of a cold stream. "It was combat, Dagny," was all he'd say in a soft voice. "I came home."
Less than two years into our marriage, not yet twenty-four, we had two children in our air-conditioned, carpeted McMansion in suburban Dallas. Chloe was toddling around the house, and Little Bear--Garth Junior--was six weeks old, smelling of warm milk and talcum. That's when I discovered the sliding panel buried behind boxes of clothes in the walk-in closet in our master bedroom suite.
Rifles. Handguns. Cases I did not open but whose shapes I read plainly enough. Silencers. Scopes. Passports of many countries with names to match, all with photographs of my husband. Wads of currency. Small bars of gold. The kind of meticulous organization that belongs to a man who has been trained to think deeply about these things.
There could be no doubt. My husband was a high-priced assassin.
And then the sickening, poetic logic of our marriage hit me like a slap to the throat: every time Garth came back from a trip, he didn't just touch me; he devoured me. He wanted to plow life back into my belly with a frantic, desperate violence. He was trying to balance an equation only a killer understands--creating a fresh soul to balance the ledger for the corpse he'd just made.
When he was called away to London for a job, I didn't just stay home nursing Little Bear. I snooped, traced his movements through our shared financial accounts, and confronted him when he returned. I was terrified--but I was also electrified. The mundaneness of our suburban Dallas existence dissolved.
Garth executed his London contract smoothly. Majid al Suri, a major financier of terrorist networks. It led to a follow-up contract in Paris.
*
This time, the mark was an elusive phantom who went by the nom de guerre Abu al Qital bin Salah--a man linked to over a dozen acts of terrorism across the Middle East and Europe. The mouthful was typically shortened to Abu Qital, literally, the 'Father of Warfare.' Garth had extracted Abu Qital's identity from the bed of Mira Nadia, the widow of his London target. She had slept with Garth in a haze of grief and betrayal, blurting out details between the sheets. Qital had a taste for high-end European women that he slaked with anonymous pickups in luxury nightspots.
Using Mira Nadia's information, Garth's subsequent meticulous research turned up photographs and documents. He created the first detailed profile of the man who had been a ghost.
This time, I refused to be left behind in Texas. Garth argued, reasoned, and begged for days on end. But I was firm. Seeing I would not yield, he finally gave in, though he made no secret about his misgivings.
I called my old teammate, Kirsten--a six-foot-one pentathlete with a toddler of her own--and dropped Chloe and Little Bear at her place. "The more the merrier," she laughed, oblivious. Within twenty-four hours, Garth and I were on a transatlantic flight to Charles de Gaulle.
"I've read your research on Abu Qital," I told Garth as our taxi rattled over the Parisian cobblestones. "He's a ghost who only shows himself when he's chasing meat. He likes statuesque European girls. Look at me, Garth. I can drop him right into your lap."
Garth resisted.
"Too risky," he replied. "I don't think you realize how dangerous this man is. Just the whiff of suspicion and he will kill you. Quickly, ruthlessly, even in public."
"I'm not naïve," I said. "I wasn't a slut before I met you, but I partied in college. I know how to attract a man. I've been hit on a lot. I can easily pretend I'm in Paris for a wild night on the town. It's almost like the fantasy role-play I once did for my sorority."
He looked like he was going to ask me about the fantasy role-play, but then he sat back and made further objections. I kept at it, repeating the simple logic of my position. The brutal utility of the approach eventually won him over.
"All right," he muttered in the 8th arrondissement Airbnb we had rented as our base. He traced my jawline with a thumb that felt like sandpaper. "Attract his attention. Pretend to be an escort, it will make it more believable. We'll book a hotel suite with floor-to-ceiling windows. One where I can find a high perch across the boulevard. Get him to meet you there and put him in the frame. I'll drop him through the scope. Five minutes, tops. Beforehand, you may have to let him feel you up, kiss you, that sort of thing. But get him in the picture window before any actual sex. You said you know how to handle men who hit on you."
"An escort?" I asked dubiously. "I'd rather be a tourist looking for thrills."
"Too far-fetched. You're too gorgeous to need to pick up a man in a bar. He hasn't lived this long by being credulous."
"If I'm an escort, there's got to be money involved."
"Yes. Looking as you do, you've got to be expensive. Ten thousand euros for the night."
"What if that's too expensive for him?"
"It won't be. He routinely spends much more."
We booked a lavish corner suite at Le Royal Monceau for the trap. Mira Nadia had told Garth Abu Qital's favorite haunt--L'Éclipse, an ultra-exclusive, velvet-walled bar tucked away off the Champs-Élysées.
*
That night, I assembled myself for the kill.
I dressed to look like a high-end escort--whose company cost ten thousand euros a night and required a discreet wire transfer before the first champagne cork was pulled. I wore a backless, floor-length silk slip dress in deep, nocturnal emerald that clung to the long curve of my hips like liquid glass. No bra. My pale blonde hair was swept up into an undone knot. A silk choker ribbon with a gold heart pendant emphasized the long, stark line of my neck. On my lips, a deep, bruised crimson. I strapped on four-inch stiletto sandals that brought me to a towering six-foot-four. I looked less like a victim and more like an icy Nordic deity who had descended into the gutters of Paris.
When I stepped into L'Éclipse, the place was a murky cavern of smoky amber light, heavy brass fixtures, and soft leather booths. The air smelled of expensive oud, fine cigar smoke, and heavy French perfume. Wealth hung thick in the air--old European money mixing with raw, recent wealth from the most violent and volatile regions in the world.
I sat alone at the polished mahogany bar, ordering a glass of Krug and letting the ambient light catch the line of my throat. It didn't take twenty minutes.
Abu Qital moved toward me like a predator who owned the jungle. I recognized his face from the photographs, but he was bigger and taller than I expected. Over six feet tall and as powerfully built as Garth, though a bit thick in the middle. He moved with a quickness, but it was not particularly athletic. He had a neatly trimmed beard that did not disguise his razor-sharp jaw. His eyes were his most distinguishing feature--cold and hard, with the confidence of invulnerability. His eyes projected his message effortlessly--he was a man who enjoyed cruelty for its own sake.
He wore an impeccably tailored bespoke Tom Ford suit. His white shirt was open at the collar, showing hints of his thick gold chain. There was a slim Patek Philippe watch on his wrist and a Montblanc pen in his jacket's top pocket, beside his pocket square. I wondered what weapons he carried. And where his bodyguards were.
"A woman like you shouldn't drink alone in Paris," he said. He spoke English, with a low, gravelly baritone steeped in a French Arab cadence. He slid onto the stool next to mine, without asking for permission. His knee brushed against my silk-draped leg in a manner that indicated it wasn't an accident.
"Who are you to tell me what I should and shouldn't do?" I kept my voice ice-cold. I picked up my glass without looking at him. "I'm choosy about my company."
He let out a low laugh--a sound full of arrogance and dark amusement.
"Choosy? And who have you chosen?"
"I'm waiting for the right company."
"What can I do to make myself the right one?"
"You couldn't afford me," I said smoothly, turning my head to lock eyes with him.
"What makes you so sure?" The words were playful, but his tone was not. I made a point of looking at his expensive watch.
"I take that back," I said. "You seem to have ... resources. Are you a businessman? Or a prince? Or both?"
"Why are you narrowing the field? I could be a sports star."
"You're a bit old for that. And you don't move like one."
"Oh? Why is that?"
"You move quickly but not smoothly, and a bit off balance. All sports require smoothness and balance."
"You speak like one who knows."
"I was an athlete."
"You have the arrogance of youth." His tone turned flat, almost harsh. "Sport is mere playacting. I practice the real thing. I'm very good at what I do, smoothness and balance notwithstanding."
"And what is this real thing?"
"Warfare."
"You're a warrior?"
"Yes."
"A killer?"
"When necessary."
"Soldiers don't dress like you do. And can't afford what you're wearing." I paused. "That leaves two other possibilities. Gangster. And terrorist."
"You speak as though these are mutually exclusive categories." He switched to French without missing a beat. "Soldat, terroriste--tout dépend du point de vue. Le terroriste des uns est le combattant de la liberté des autres." Soldier, terrorist--it all depends on perspective. One person's terrorist is another's freedom fighter.
"You left out gangster," I said.
"You speak French," he said, surprised.
"Not really. I understand a bit. But you didn't answer my question."
"I didn't realize it was a question." His dark eyes glittered, and when he spoke, his voice had the intensity of conviction. "Gangsters kill for profit, not a cause. I find that disgusting."
"So you're not a gangster," I said. "That's not comforting."
"Why?" he asked, genuinely surprised.
"You always know what motivates a gangster--money--and that makes him predictable. Believers are much more complicated, much less predictable. They frighten me."
"You sound like you're speaking from experience." He signaled the barman and a moment later, a bottle of Krug in a silver ice bucket was placed in front of us. The barman popped the cork, and Qital refilled our flutes. He raised his, inviting me to tap it. I did. "Do I frighten you?"
"Yes and no."
"I don't like ambivalent answers."
"Of course. Believers see the world in black and white."
"Enough about me. Let's talk about you. American accent, athlete, Nordic look. Husband or boyfriend?"
"Husband," I said. It came out automatically, before I could stop myself. I thought I'd made a huge mistake, but then I saw he looked pleased.
"Ah," he said. "Does he know you're here?"
"Yes. We're in this together."
"He protects you?"
"Yes."
"Is he here?"
"Why should I tell you?"
His smile faded, replaced by something far more primal. He reached out, his thick, heavy fingers clamping around my wrist with a sudden, crushing force that sent a spike of genuine shock through my nervous system. He pulled me slightly toward him, his thumb pressing hard against my pulse point.
"Don't play games with me," he whispered, leaning in so close I could smell the leather and saffron on his breath. "Your pimp of a husband doesn't scare me. I like a little struggle before the surrender. But I like women who know their place."
I let a flicker of calculated hesitation pass over my face. I let my breath hitch, then slowly relaxed into his grip, letting my eyes drop to his mouth before rising back to his eyes.
"You're very sure of yourself," I murmured, lowering my tone to a huskier register.
"I am. I'm going to fuck you."
"This is business," I said. "Not pleasure."
He took his hand off my wrist and put it around my waist. He drew me toward him, sliding me to the edge of my barstool. His other hand moved over the swell of my belly through the smooth silk of my gown. My stomach clenched in response, and his expression showed he felt the tensing of my muscles.
"One need not rule out the other," he whispered back, allowing a slight smile to play on his lips. He leaned forward, his lips brushing the sensitive side of my neck. His tongue flicked out and touched the shell of my ear as he breathed, "Name your price."
"Ten thousand," I said, keeping my voice low and husky. "Wire transfer in advance."
"Nothing electronic," he said, the smile disappearing. "Cash. Half in advance. Half after."
"I don't like that arrangement."
He shrugged.
"Take it or leave it. Paris is full of expensive Russian escorts that look like you. In fact, before you opened your mouth, I thought you were Russian." He paused, and when he went on, his voice grew thick. "But I like the idea of fucking an American volleyball player. I'll pay you twelve. In cash, half before and half after, as I said."
"I'm not a volleyball player," I said. "But we have a deal."
He grinned, leaned forward again, and put a hand on the nape of my neck, his fingers playing on my silk choker ribbon. He kissed me forcefully, pushing his tongue into my mouth. His tongue was thick and masculine, and mine felt slight and feminine under his assault. He kissed me long enough to make me pant before saying, "Name the place."
I slipped a small, embossed card from Le Royal Monceau across the wood, with the suite number written on the back. "Tomorrow afternoon. Three o'clock. Don't be late... and don't bring an entourage."
He took the card, ran his thumb over the numbers, and looked at me with an intense, lingering heat. "Tomorrow," he said.
I pulled my wrist back, gathered my clutch, and walked out into the crisp Parisian night air, my heels clicking like gunshots on the pavement. My heart was hammering against my ribs--a wild, addictive rush of pure adrenaline.
*
I made my way back to our rented Airbnb, keying the code into the heavy wooden door with a deep sigh of relief. Garth was waiting in the dimly lit apartment, stripped to his undershirt, his gear laid out on the kitchen table in neat, clinical rows.
"He bit," I breathed, dropping my clutch onto the counter. "Tomorrow at three. I gave him the hotel card."
Garth didn't say a word. He stepped up to me, grabbed me by the waist, and lifted me effortlessly onto the high edge of the oak table. The sheer relief and high-octane threat of the operation flooded through both of us like a chemical fire.
He unzipped my emerald silk dress, and it fell around my waist. His rough, calloused hands gripped my breasts with possessive urgency. His mouth came down on mine--hard, hot, tasting of whiskey and coffee. His tongue was dominant, just as Qital's had been. For some reason I could not understand, the juxtaposition of the two was incredibly arousing.
There was no gentle prelude; it was the raw, instinctual actions of two people operating on the absolute edge of survival.
He rucked my long dress up around my waist, making it a silken waist sash. One of his hands descended to dive under the waistband of my thong. I had a trimmed furrow of soft blonde fringing my nether lips, almost as soft as the hair on my head. A moment later, he was down there, pulling my thong down around my knees and burying his face in my pussy. His tongue entered me as his tongue manipulated my clit. It was soon swollen under his ministrations. He was always able to get me sopping wet in minutes, and it was even faster now.
I was mewing with an urgency dictated by my rapid, passionate ascent. Then he pushed two fingers into me and moved his lips to suck on my engorged clit. I began to cum, bucking my hips against his face.
Afterward, he picked me up, and we lay on the rug, breathing heavily, our skin slick with sweat. I was sated, but I wanted more. I wanted his big, thick cock in me.
Then Garth's encrypted phone buzzed. He clicked the receiver and listened in silence for thirty seconds. His face turned to stone.
"Who was that?" I asked.
"A friend who works for French intelligence," Garth said, standing up and pulling on his trousers. "Some Islamists they have under surveillance just booked two rooms in the Le Royal Monceau. They could be working with Abu Qital. I need to check them out to make sure your exit route tomorrow isn't compromised. I'll be back in an hour."
"Garth--"
"Lock the door. Don't answer for anyone." He kissed my forehead before slipping out into the hallway.
Ten minutes after the heavy street door closed downstairs, the electronic buzzer on the intercom chimed sharp and loud inside the apartment.
Garth forgot something, I thought, letting out a nervous laugh. I stepped to the wall console, hit the street-door release without checking the camera, and unlatched the heavy deadbolt of the apartment door.
A few moments later, the door opened--and I froze.
Abu Qital stepped into the apartment.
His dark eyes burned with an unhinged, predatory hunger.
"How... how did you find this place?" I faltered, backing up a step.
"You think a woman like you walks out of a bar and vanishes into thin air?" He sounded amused as he kicked the door shut behind him with his heel. The heavy latch clicked into place with the finality of a coffin lid. "I followed your taxi. I watched you come up. I tried to wait for tomorrow... but I am not a patient man, my Scandinavian goddess."
"I'm not Scandinavian."
"Don't nitpick. I saw your previous client leave."
"Get out," I said, trying to summon the cold authority I'd used at the bar. "Our arrangement was for tomorrow. My client tonight will be back any minute."
He didn't listen. He pulled a wad of currency out of his pocket and tossed it on the table. They were used fifty-euro notes, secured by a rubber band.
Then he stepped forward, grabbing my wrists and pinning them behind my back with one hand while his other hand wrapped around the back of my neck, forcing my head up. Without my heels, he was taller than me. Not by much, but enough.
"I like the ice," he whispered against my lips, his breath hot and heavy. "I like when you pretend you don't want it."
Panicky calculations raced through my mind like wild sparks. If I really fought him off with the raw, athletic power of my six-foot frame, if I screamed or hurt him, he would instantly realize I wasn't a high-priced call girl--I was a trap. And a man like Abu Qital didn't leave surviving witnesses. He would draw a weapon and butcher me without a second thought.
My only chance of staying alive until Garth walked through that door was to play the role. To endure it. To let him believe he was buying what he demanded.
He dragged me backward toward the bedroom. He pushed me onto the wide mattress. He stripped his belt off in one fluid motion, his heavy boots thudding against the floorboards.


"Garth... please, Garth," I prayed silently to the empty apartment, watching the door frame over Qital's shoulder as he held my shoulders to the sheets.
He wanted struggle, and I wanted delay. We were united in our desires, so I twisted and fought.
He was rough and utterly merciless. He unzipped my emerald silk dress and stripped it off me. The fabric was smooth, but the edges tore at me as he pulled it off, leaving red marks on my pale skin. In his hurry, the seams of the dress tore with a ripping sound. He didn't care about my comfort or anything but his own dominance.
"No bra," he muttered. "And a thong. Wet already. Your previous client?"
I managed to turn my body to the side, but he slid a hand between my legs while continuing to hold my wrists on the pillow above my head.
"You're strong," he panted as he tried to pin me down. "Such a flawless body. Perfect tits, and those nipples, now thick, hard, and so pink!"
I closed my eyes and kept twisting. My exertions brought out a sheen of perspiration on my skin. He seemed to enjoy how my body became slippery in his grasp.
He pulled my wet thong down around my knees, restricting my movements. He pushed two fingers into me. It was what Garth had just done but bore no resemblance to my husband's action. He drove them into me hard with a staccato rhythm. He grunted his satisfaction as my wet pussy gripped his probing fingers.
"Such a tall girl, yet such a tight pussy," he said. "You need a big cock in you."
You don't know me! I thought. I've had two children! And my husband stretches me every time he's in me! I'm just fanatical about my kegels.
"Such long legs," he said, as he continued to probe inside me. "And impeccable musculature. You must work out."
His other hand roamed my breasts, squeezing them hard enough to leave marks on my skin. Then tweaked my nipples. Even with the hurt, they puckered up even more, becoming even harder.
I closed my eyes, forcing myself to make the right sounds--the low, guttural moans of a woman being overwhelmed by a dark, irresistible force. I gasped, I arched my back, I dug my fingernails into his muscular shoulders, playing the whore for the man my husband was contracted to kill.
"Are you an actress?" he whispered. "Or are you excited?"
Something terrifying and grotesque was happening inside me.
The sheer, staggering terror of the moment--the dark bedroom, the looming shadow of death, the violent intrusion of this lethal stranger, the frantic prayer for Garth's return--began to coalesce into a bizarre, terrifying electric current. The adrenaline flooding my bloodstream fused with the raw, physical friction of his invading fingers. The danger was so absolute, so suffocating, that it stripped away every layer of suburban morality, every shred of Texas civility, until there was nothing left but the sheer, primitive brain stem of a female creature surviving in the grip of a beast.
I was aware I was wetter even than I had been with Garth. Abu Qital felt it and verbalized it.
"Your wetness isn't an act. You're a hot bitch. You want this."
I felt myself rising for the second time in the evening. I couldn't stop. My breath was coming in short gasps, I was arching my back, I was driving my fingernails into his muscular shoulders. Then I began to cum again.
I wished I could stop it, but I couldn't.
"Black stockings and garters," he said, almost to himself. "I want to feel those against me as I fuck you. But first I want you to go down on me."
He got on the bed on his knees. Somehow, he had managed to get naked. His erection was substantial. His cock was big, as big as Garth's, but veiny and dark where my husband's was smooth and pink. The veins pulsed, and his cockhead was purple.
He put a hand in my hair and dragged me to my knees in front of him. He guided my head downward till my lips were brushing his cockhead.
"Open your mouth," he said. "Use your tongue. If I feel your teeth, I'll break your neck."
I did as he demanded, and he immediately pushed his cock into my mouth. He laced his fingers in my hair and held my head in place as he drove in his length.
"Deep throat me," he panted. "Come on! Come on!"
I was playing an escort, I couldn't raise his suspicions. I lapped his glans with my tongue and sucked strongly. But he was big enough that I soon began to choke. His organ seemed to grow even bigger in my mouth. Saliva drooled out of my lips and dripped off my chin.
"Yes, yes!" he panted. "Rosy lips so tight around my cock! Your lipstick is on my shaft!"
He fucked my mouth a few times, but then was still, his cockhead deep in my throat. His eyes met mine, and I could see he was glorying in my lips around his shaft. I began to choke again, and he let me gag and splutter. More saliva dripped off my chin.
All of a sudden, he pulled out of my mouth and slid down on my body. He turned me over onto my stomach and shoved his cock into me doggy style. It was an abrasive, brutal thrust that tore a sharp gasp from my throat. He put a hand between my legs, roughly abrading my clit. His other arm went under my armpit, his forearm crushing my breasts and nipples. His hand gripped my throat at my silk choker and did exactly that, choked me.
Then Abu Qital began to pound me, driving his cock into me like a pile driver. His thick belly struck my round buttocks with a slap each time. I could see his face in the mirror above the headboard. He drove into me faster and faster, his face twisted in a snarl of exertion. His fingers dug bruises into my skin. And against every moral instinct, against every drop of loyalty to my husband, my body betrayed me. The combination of his manhood so deep in me and the lightheadedness induced by his chokehold was darkly irresistible. A hot, unbearable sensation began to build at the base of my spine.
I clamped my jaw shut, trying to fight it, trying to stifle the betrayal of my own flesh--but the terrifying rush of my contractions broke over me like a tidal wave. I let out a jagged, sobbing scream as my body buckled under a fierce, shattering climax, my inner muscles gripping him tightly. I hated myself for it, but as he continued to fuck me, I couldn't help myself.
Finally, he groaned aloud and dumped his warm seed deep inside me. Then he collapsed onto me, breathing hard against my neck. His cock was softening, but still hard enough for me to feel him deep inside me.
"I like being in you," he whispered. "Such a tight and warm pussy. You're the best fuck I've had in a long time. Worth every cent."
Finally, he pushed himself up and dressed. He stood beside the bed. I just lay there on my stomach as he had left me, too drained to move.
He adjusted his trousers, looking down at me with a lazy, satisfied smirk. He reached into his pocket, pulled out another two stacks of used banknotes wrapped in paper bands, and tossed them down. They landed on my bare back with a heavy, humiliating thud. I later found that they were one stack of fifty euro notes, and one stack of twenties.
"There's five thousand on the table," he said. "And seven thousand here. Twelve, as agreed."
I didn't say anything. I wanted to cover myself, especially as I felt his semen begin to leak out of me onto the bedsheet. But I didn't want to move and have him watch me.
"Tomorrow at three," he said softly, bending down and running a callous finger over my wet cheek. "I won't be late. And I'll have another twelve for you."
He turned and walked out of the apartment. The front door closed behind him with a soft thud.
I lay there alone in the dark bedroom, naked except for my stockings, garters, and sandals, covered in bruises and sweat. The two bricks of euros rested heavily on my back. I could feel his hot semen continuing to leak out of me.
I had been taken twice in just over an hour. By my husband with love and by Qital with dominance. I hated to admit that Qital had pleasured me and tried not to think about our violent coupling. But I could not deny that it was Qital's seed and not my husband's that was deep inside me.
*
Half an hour later, the front door opened again. Garth walked in.
"Your line of exit to the stairs is clear," he called out, stepping into the apartment. "Tomorrow is a go."
He stepped into the bedroom doorway and stopped dead.
I was sitting on the edge of the bed, wrapped in a blanket, staring blankly at the floor. The torn emerald dress was crumpled in the corner. The two stacks of crisp euro notes sat on the nightstand where I had put them. The third one was still out on the table.
Garth didn't ask what happened. He was a hitman; he read crime scenes for a living. He looked at the bruised skin on my wrists, the red marks on my thighs, the torn fabric, the heavy stacks of cash, and the absolute hollow emptiness in my eyes.
A dark, terrifying silence stretched between us.
He didn't pull his gun. He didn't swear. He slowly walked over, knelt in front of me, and placed his large, heavy hand on my knee.
"Was it him?" he asked, his voice barely a whisper.
I looked at my husband--the man who killed to feel alive, the man who made children to erase his ghosts--and I felt a cold, terrifying laugh bubble up in my throat.
"Yes," I said quietly, reaching down to cover Garth's hand with mine. "He's coming again tomorrow at three. Make sure you don't miss."
*
The morning after was a blur of cold Parisian light and the thick, suffocating weight of what Abu Qital had planted inside me.
By two in the afternoon, I was back at Le Royal Monceau, standing before the vanity mirror in Suite 412. My body was an instrument being tuned for an execution, every nerve ending vibrating with a high-pitched, metallic frequency. I dressed with cold, meticulous intent--not for seductive theater this time, but for utility wrapped in silk.
I chose dark open-toe pumps with low, sturdy heels--shoes balanced for traction, built so an ex-Division One jumper could sprint, pivot, or scramble over broken glass if the world blew apart. I pulled on a halter-neck backless dress in flowery crepe that bound my torso tight, fastened at the nape of my neck with a heavy silk scarf tie. Around my throat, I tied a band of black silk--a choker to hide the dark, yellowing thumbprints Abu Qital had left on my windpipe in our previous encounter. Over my legs, I pulled sheer black stockings, the nylon smooth and taut against my bruised skin. I put my hair into a simple, stylish chignon. I looked like a Nordic high priestess.
Garth was already in position--a phantom roosted high up on the roof of an office building three hundred yards across the avenue. His high-powered sniper rifle rested on a sandbag, the telescopic glass already trained on the vast picture window of Suite 412.
The minutes bled away with agonizing slowness. The radiator hissed in the corner like a dying animal. The air smelled of clean linen, stale starch, and my own sweat.
On the stroke of three, there was a sharp, heavy knock on the oak door.
I took a slow breath, smoothed the front of my dress, and opened it.
Abu Qital stood in the threshold, slick and confident. His jacket was unbuttoned, and he smelled of leather and rosewater. His eyes swept over me like a flame over dry brush. A dark, arrogant smile twisted his mouth.
"Incredible," he breathed, his voice a low, gravelly rasp. "You look even sexier than yesterday."
Before I could speak, his heavy hand shot out, his thick fingers clamping around my left wrist while his other palm went straight for my throat, squeezing hard against the silk choker ribbon. He choked me just enough to let me gasp for air, driving me backward into the room toward the wide, king-sized bed.
Panic flared in my chest. Position, I thought wildly. I have to position him.
I tried to pivot my weight, to use my hips and leverage to twist his body around so he would be caught between the sunlight of the picture window and the crosshairs of Garth's scope. But Abu Qital was a rock of solid, heavy muscle. He drove his weight straight through me, overpowering my long frame, shoving me hard onto the mattress. My head bounced against the pillows.
"No games today, blonde girl," he growled.
He was in a feverish hurry this time. He rucked my dress up around my waist with a brutal snap of his wrists, tearing the silk near the hip. He untied the scarf tie and pulled down the bodice, so the dress was just a ring of silk at my waist. He shed his clothes in fast, violent motions, throwing his trousers to the floor. He didn't wait, didn't caress, didn't ask. He didn't bother with the details of paying me.
He pinned my shoulders to the mattress with the crushing weight of his chest and drove his hard cock into me with an abrasive, furious force that made the headboard slam against the wall. I was on my back, and he was fucking me. Taking what he wanted. I realized, shamefully, that I was not unwilling.
I tried to dissociate, to pull my mind out of my skin and send it flying across the Parisian rooftops to where Garth sat behind the scope. I tried to freeze my heart, to become stone, to become nothing. But the physical reality was too immediate, too heavy, too terrifyingly real.
The raw threat of death, the memory of his seed already inside me, the crushing grip of his hands on my hips--it all short-circuited my brain stem. Bit by bit, the cold wall inside me crumbled. The friction of his cock on my vaginal walls turned to fire. My fear fused with adrenaline. My body betrayed me once again, taking over with a primal, unstoppable velocity. I began to gasp, digging my fingers into the muscles of his back, crying out in a raw, helpless passion as the wave built from the soles of my feet to the back of my skull.
I hit a gut-wrenching, shattering orgasm--a blinding explosion of light behind my closed eyelids--just as Abu Qital let out a harsh, animal roar above me. His body shuddered violently as he exploded, once again pumping a heavy, burning load of semen deep into the mouth of my womb.
For a long minute, neither of us moved. He collapsed heavily on top of me, his heart hammering against my ribs, his hot breath wet against my shoulder. I lay there in the ether, covered in sweat. I was suspended in the surreal, nauseating afterglow of a climax birthed in that irresistible blend of dread and excitement.
My mind floated somewhere high above the bed, untethered, watching the two of us lying like two drowned corpses on a white sheet.
Slowly, Abu Qital rolled off me, lying on his back, staring up at the plaster ceiling medallion, breathing heavily.
"Your pussy squeezed my cock like a vice when you came," he panted. "Clenching me in waves. I want to fuck you again. And again. I wanted to stay in you, my cock deep in your pussy all night."
My brain began to reassemble itself, piece by piece. The fog cleared. The clock was ticking. But he went on.
"I want to impregnate you. I want you to bear my child."
"I'm a whore," I said.
"Not anymore. I want you to be mine. Only mine. My wife."
"I'm already a wife."
"I'll make you a widow." He put a hand on my cheek and saw the fear in my eyes. "Don't be frightened. I only wish to give you pleasure. I know you want me."
I propped myself up on one elbow, pushing my damp, pale hair out of my eyes, and looked down at his dark, satisfied face.
"Look out the picture window," I murmured, my voice surprisingly steady, floating softly through the quiet room. "Tell me what you see."
He didn't move at first. He just rolled his eyes toward me, a smirk playing on his wet lips.
"Why?"
"If you look to the right," I said, pointing a finger toward the vast expanse of glass where the pale afternoon light poured in. "In that narrow gap between those two gray office blocks... you can see the top of the Eiffel Tower."
Abu Qital let out a short, dismissive snort.
"I've seen the Tower a hundred times."
"Maybe," I whispered, locking my eyes onto his with an icy, unblinking glare. "But not after you've had the best sex of your life. With the woman you want to make your wife."
He looked at me for a second, amused by what he took for absolute vanity.
"You're a confident bitch, aren't you?"
"I hope so," I said.
"When you convert to Islam to become my wife, I shall name you Wasiqa, the confident one."
"I'd rather be named the sexy one."
He chuckled--a deep, chesty sound--and rolled out of the bed. For a moment, he savored my sweaty body, my skirt bunched up into a ring of silk around my waist, his semen beginning to leak out of my pussy onto the bedsheet. Still stark naked, his skin gleaming with sweat in the window's glow, he stretched his arms and strolled casually across the thick carpet toward the picture window, taking in the view.
He framed himself perfectly in the center of the glass.
A fraction of a second later, the air in the room didn't so much sound as shift. A high-velocity crack snapped through the atmosphere, followed immediately by the sharp, deafening spiderwebbing of the heavy glass pane splitting open.
A small, perfectly round hole appeared in the center of Abu Qital's forehead.
His eyes widened in a split second of absolute shock--a look of pure, uncomprehending astonishment--before the back of his skull erupted in a spray of red.
He didn't scream. He didn't make a sound. The thump of his naked body hitting the thick, carpeted floor vibrated straight through the floorboards and into my bones.
His legs twitched once, twice, his heels kicking uselessly against the rug, and then he went completely still. A pool of thick, dark crimson began to bloom beneath his head, soaking into the beige wool.
I sat on the edge of the bed, the halter dress still torn at my hip, the black silk choker ribbon still tight around my throat. I looked down at the dead man lying at my feet. In death, he had grotesquely regained his erection. His organ stood hard and veiny with its thick purple cockhead still pulsing. It made my breath grow short.
I looked down at the swell of my belly--at the place where Abu Qital had injected his life force into me. Had we created a new life together? Would his genes live on through me? I tried to suppress these thoughts, but my mind was stubborn in its resistance.
I didn't rush to put on my shoes. I didn't cry. I just sat there in the quiet room, listening to the distant, indifferent hum of Parisian traffic down on the avenue.
Time ticked by. I knew my husband would want me to leave immediately. But I was frozen in place, looking at the body of the man who had just fucked me to a mind-numbing climax. I tried to suppress the thought, tried to blank it out. But it still seeped into my consciousness, spurred by his erection that only now was beginning to wilt. I wanted him to fuck me again.
Finally, I rose and straightened my dress, refastened the scarf tie. My thong was soaked, so I put it in my purse. Then I walked out of the suite, down the corridor to the stairwell as planned. I emerged from the hotel lobby wearing the big dark glasses and wide-brimmed hat I had stashed with the reception desk. I took the metro. All the way, I felt the cool Parisian air swirling up my skirt to my bare pussy.
At our Airbnb, I punched in the code, and entered.
Garth rose and took me in his arms.
"That's the last time you're doing this," he said.
"No," I replied. "It's the first time."
*
Nine months later, I gave birth to the son of Abu Qital bin Salah. He was born in Dallas in a suburban maternity hospital. My husband held my hand through my labor and my contractions. The baby was pale with dark hair. He cried lustily.
The day after we took him home, we sat in our kitchen over our morning coffee.
"We'll find a good adoption agency," said Garth. "The best. And make sure he has a loving home to grow up in."


"No," I said. "He's my son. I'm not giving him up."
"But he's not ours," protested Garth.
"He's mine. That makes him ours."
Garth paused, then tried another approach.
"Every time we look at him, we'll remember how he came into this world."
"We brought him into the world together, Garth. You were right here holding my hand."
"I'm talking about his conception, Dagny. We want to put that firmly behind us."
"Do we?"
Garth looked shocked. He did not reply for a long moment.
"What are you saying?" he asked finally.
"It happened, Garth. I can't unlive it. Sending this son of mine away is not going to make me forget it."
"But the constant reminder of the trauma--"
"It wasn't trauma," I said.
He was shocked again. Even more so this time.
"Do you have feelings for him?" he asked. "For Abu Qital, a man who murdered hundreds of innocents?"
"It was sex, Garth. It was raw, it was physical. It was dangerous. It was a heady mixture. You must understand. You know the excitement of danger."
That silenced him for an even longer moment.
"Was it good sex?" he asked.
"Yes. But he's dead now."
"You want me to bring up his son."
"I want you to bring up his son to hate and fight against everything he stood for. Can you think of a better final victory?"
Garth still looked troubled. But he made no further objections.
That night, he insisted on fucking me. It was against the OB/GYN's advice, especially since he plowed into me with ferocity. I was sore, and his intensity made me bleed and stain the sheets. It was almost as if he wanted to impregnate me immediately, to balance the son I had just borne. To show that he could overcome the suppressed ovulation caused by childbirth. To squelch Qital's cuckoldry with his own masculinity.
Afterward, we lay together, sweaty and sated.
"We can make sure this never happens again," he said.
"Why?" I whispered.
"Surely, you don't--"
"We give the clients what they want," I said. "By whatever means necessary. You have your skills, I have mine. Besides--" I paused and ran a fingernail over his hard, muscled chest, traced one of his many scars. "You have not been a traditional, faithful husband, have you? How many women have you fucked since we were married?"
"Every single instance was related to a contract," he protested.
"Exactly. You impregnated Mira Nadia, the widow of your mark, Majid al Suri. And many others. Sauce for the gander is sauce for the goose, don't you think?"
"But Dagny, none of the results of my encounters have become part of our family," said Garth, sounding peeved. "Which is why I want to have this child put into a loving adoptive home. As far away from us as the daughter Mira Nadia has borne me."
"We have a big house and plenty of money, Garth. I would be happy if you bring the daughter you had with Mira Nadia to live with us. She's your daughter, I would love her as my own."
"Mira Nadia will never give her up."
"Exactly. She's a mother, just as I am. I would be grateful if you could promise never to bring up the topic of adoption again." I waited to see if he had a response, but he did not. I put my hands into his hair. "Now go down on me. Gently. And make me cum again."
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