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The Magic Glasses - Part Four



Waking up from sleep felt like climbing out of a vast, deep well. I didn’t think of any of the previous day’s events – all I knew was that I felt wonderfully depleted and refreshed at the same time. It felt like I had slept for at least twelve hours without a break, and the sleep was dreamless and almost endless. Or was there a dream? As I lay underneath the covers, keeping my eyes shut and hearing the low hum of the waking world, I thought I remembered vague stirrings of female companionship. 

I started to get worried. Usually these sort of dreams resulted in my leaping out of bed to wash my sheets. I tentatively slid my hand down to the relevant areas and could find no evidence of a mess. Relieved, I readjusted my position under the comforter and thought that I might be able to squeeze a few more hours of sleep out of my body. 

This is when I felt a strange arm drape itself around my body.

“I was wondering when you were going to wake up,” a sleepy female voice behind my head cooed.

The unlikely events of the past twenty-four hours rushed back into my brain with the force of a quadruple-espresso. I rolled over to face my interlocutor. 

It was Kailey. Not only had she reappeared inside my studio, but she was snuggled under the covers with her face about five inches away from mine.

“Kailey? What are you doing here?” I asked.

“I thought you wouldn’t mind if I let myself back in. Skeleton keys sure are nice things to have, aren’t they?”

Kailey then wormed her way against me and gave me a long kiss. Morning breath and all, it was a quite pleasant experience, though I suspected that Kailey had been asleep nearly as long as I was and the bacteria within her mouth had been given that long to multiply. A kiss from a beautiful woman is a kiss from a beautiful woman, you know?

I tried to think of small talk but the best my groggy brain could come up with was, “Don’t you need to be in class or something?” So that's what I said.

“Class? I’ve been thinking about it, Elliot my dear. College has been a waste of time for me. I still don’t know what I want to major in, and I’m earning plenty of money working here anyway. Wouldn’t things be better if I were here with my man to...support his genius?”

This question was punctuated by the sensation of a small hand under the covers grabbing my morning wood and giving it a delightful squeeze. A flood of pleasure entered my body and I was reminded why I felt so wonderfully depleted despite the vast amount of sleep I had procured.

Kailey and I kissed again, but even the feeling of her hot and eager tongue in my mouth couldn’t completely distract from a nagging feeling I had in the back of my mind. Despite desperately desiring to clear my smaller head of its contents, I needed to clear my larger one first and think through a few things.

“Uh...I’m going to get out of bed and make some coffee. You want some?” I asked.

“Sure, lover,” replied the nubile, curly-haired blonde in my bed. “I’ll swallow anything you take the time to make.”

With considerable effort, I left the bed and headed toward the coffee maker on the kitchen counter ten feet away. I was about to empty the pot of the previous morning’s dregs when I thought I heard loud footsteps increasing in volume outside my apartment’s door. Before I knew it, a gorgeous yet familiar-looking brunette had stormed inside the studio and was staring at me with possessive eyes. 

My caffeine-deprived brain had just enough time to remember this woman as Tiffany, the daughter of the owner of my storage locker and the first person with whom I discovered the power of my new possessions.

“Why the hell haven’t you replied to any of my texts?” Tiffany yelled.

Thankfully, I knew that an honest answer of ‘Because I was too busy fucking other beautiful women’ would probably not serve me well at this moment in time.

“Uh...I’ve been really busy lately and haven’t checked my phone.”

“Oh, I’ll bet. What could be more important than checking for your next hookup?”

I began to feel that matters were spiraling out of control. As if the Universe wished to confirm my suspicion, another uninvited person entered through my front door and stared at me with a calmer, steelier anger than the young brunette who had just stormed in.

It was Jessa. Of course it was Jessa. She stood next to Tiffany, took her measure in a second, and then promptly ignored her to address me.

“Elliot, it’s been at least sixteen hours since I last heard from you. Don’t you believe you’ve been derelict in your duties?”

“WHO THE HELL IS THAT?” raged Tiffany. 

Jessa spun on her heels and faced Tiffany directly. My cheeks began to flush with dread as I helplessly watched the situation escalate.

“*That* is Elliot’s employer, Dr. Jessa Boykins. Pardon me if I don’t extend a hand, but I don’t intend on being at your service. Unless it’s a funeral.”

I swallowed hard. All I wanted was some coffee to clear my head. 

“You look like you were the guest of honor at one, you old hag!” replied Tiffany. 

At this point, the two were nose and nose and looked close to blows. It was at this point that Kailey decided to emerge from where she had hidden under the covers and directly confront her two rivals.

“Elliot, do these two live here with you? That violates the terms of your lease,” Kailey pouted. She sprang from the bed in an adversarial manner, and made it obvious to everyone that she was wearing one of my t-shirts and nothing else. Under any other circumstances, she would have looked adorable. Under present conditions, she looked like my doom.

“WHO THE HELL IS THAT BUBBLE-BRAINED BRAT?” ranted Tiffany.

“Elliot, I can’t believe you’d engage in...collaboration with the ranting weirdo to my left, let alone someone who’s barely old enough to vote and clearly enchanted, or maybe she’s just under the influence of whatever drugs they give children these days,” commented Jessa, meeting each woman with imperious grandeur.

“I’m not under anything except this gorgeous man you want!” replied Kailey. “Maybe he’s just glad to be with a woman who doesn’t lecture during foreplay!”

“*WHO’S* THE RANTING WEIRDO TO YOUR LEFT, BITCH?” screamed Tiffany, turning to her right to face Jessa.

Amid this escalating, three-sided war, a strange and unfamiliar sense of calm replaced my growing tension. The  last twenty-four hours had taught me that I had recently acquired a trump card that certain situations – particularly ones like these – begged for.

Saying nothing, I went to the drawer on my nightstand, plucked my glasses from where I had placed them the night before, and put them on my face. 

Almost immediately, the three women stopped arguing with each other and stared at me. None dared approach, but at least the apartment had finally gotten quiet enough so I could think about what to do next.

Then an idea came to me.

“Tiffany, you and Jessa seem to have exchanged some harsh words,” I said in an even, authoritative voice. “I think you two need to kiss and make up. Literally.”

Without saying anything, the storage supervisor’s daughter and the professor turned to each other and exchanged a perfunctory kiss on the lips. I was both impressed with their compliance and disappointed in the result, so I decided to press my power and authority further.

“I don’t believe either of you. Kiss each other as you would kiss me.”

Immediately, Tiffany and Jessa’s eyes grew wide. The older woman reached over to frame the younger woman’s face in her hands, and drew the girl’s mouth to hers. Their tongues intertwined with heated reverie, and I could feel myself getting hard while gazing upon their mutual, shared fantasy of kissing me.

“Kailey, come over here next to me,” I commanded.

Sure enough, the landlord’s daughter sauntered over to me, still only wearing one of my t-shirts and nothing else. Once she was within an arm’s length to me, I grabbed her hand, pulled her towards me, and gave her a long, lingering kiss on her pliant mouth, taking care not to do anything to disturb the position of my glasses. Kailey could feel my erection, and pressed against it with her body while kissing me deeper.

I grabbed Kailey’s ass and began nuzzling her neck while grinding against her. Looking over her shoulder, I could see that Tiffany and Jessa had stopped making out and were looking at us like they were expecting something. 

It was time to give those girls something else to do.

“Jessa, Tiffany, come join me and Kailey on the bed and let’s have some fun.”

A smile came over both women’s lips as they flung their bodies down upon the bed, waiting for my approach and beginning the process of removing their clothes. For Kailey it was easier, only needing to remove a single t-shirt.

With one last flourish, I disengaged my mouth from Kailey’s neck and gave her the space to remove said shirt while I went to the bed where Jessa and Tiffany were waiting for me. 

Jessa was closer to where Kailey and I had been standing so I approached her first, kissing her long on the mouth as she and Kailey helped me remove my clothes. Jessa ran her hands through my hair as I helped her unclasp her bra.

“Let’s work together and help each other remove the rest of our clothes, okay?” I queried when the professor’s tongue wasn’t in my mouth.

Soon, Kailey’s head was between Jessa’s legs, and she slid Jessa’s panties down her toned legs so the doctor’s arms could focus on embracing me as we continued to kiss. I felt Tiffany’s arms around my back, as if she were attempting to cover me in a similar manner to how I covered Jessa.

Meanwhile, though I could not see anything, I could feel that Kailey had turned around to face toward the ceiling while remaining between Jessa’s legs. I knew this because Kailey had put my cock in her mouth and was nursing my shaft for all my milk while wrapping her arms around my waist. The pleasure was incredible. 

I had to lift my head from Jessa’s gorgeous face and let out a moan. Jessa looked down her body, saw what the younger woman was doing to me, and I could see her eyes grow wide with a flinty competitiveness.

“I can do even better if you’ll let me,” she murmured.

I could barely talk while Kailey continued sucking my shaft, so I nodded. Tiffany then took Jessa’s spot under me, and I began kissing her while running my hands through her beautiful curly blonde hair. Meanwhile, Jessa sauntered toward the foot of the bed, and slid under next to Kailey like I was a car and she was a mechanic.

Soon, while kissing Tiffany I could feel a second mouth on my balls as my penis continued getting sucked. My face disengaged from Tiffany’s and I let out another moan of pleasure as the two mouths continued to work on me. Tiffany greeted this disengagement by wrapping her arms around my neck, pulling me toward her, and kissing me again. A similar heat entered my mouth as I felt from the two mouths feverishly working below my waist. 

I realized that I was getting close to losing control, so it was time to change things up. With great effort, I stopped kissing Tiffany again, focused, and found a way to get the words out.

“Jessa, Kailey, stop what you’re doing and keep yourself hot for me while I fuck Tiffany.”

As soon as I’d finished the sentence, Tiffany’s beautiful face broke out in a huge, beatific smile and she began kissing me again while arching her back and driving her hips upward, almost like she was trying to will my dick inside of her.

It was an unnecessary effort.

While Jessa and Kailey lay down next to us and melded their bodies together in some writhing tangle of limbs I could barely discern in the corner of my eye, I drove my cock inside of Tiffany’s finely cut thatch. Tiffany let out a cry that seemed to distract the sapphic tangle on the bed. I thrust my dick inside Tiffany’s wet heat and she continued to cry out.

“Yes, Elliot! Deep inside! Oh!” she exclaimed as I felt her nails begin to dig into the straining muscles of my back.

I continued to fuck the beautiful blonde while, in my periphery, I could see that Jessa and Kailey had stopped their union and and instead taken positions against Tiffany and me. Jessa was kissing Tiffany and whispering encouragement into her ear while Kailey took Tiffany’s hands and held them while clinging onto my back. 

I felt Kailey’s weight and heat against my back, and it just made me want to fuck the girl below me more. I was surrounded by the naked heat of beautiful women, and found I was beginning to lose control again.

“Tiffany and Jessa...change places,” I commanded.

Tiffany let out a small odd like a noble duty had been asked of her. I raised my hips and pulled out of the storage guy’s daughter as she slid underneath me. With perfect choreography, Jessa then slid underneath me. The older woman looked eager and excited with an enthusiasm that belied her age.

“Spare the niceties and fuck me, Elliot. Fuck me like…”

I interrupted Jessa’s command by kissing her. Meanwhile, I could feel Kailey had slid down my back and was back to sucking on my balls in preparation for my ravishing of the hot cougar beneath me.

“Shut up, Jessa. I’m the boss while we’re in bed, got it?” I demanded.

The doctor greeted this rudeness with a smile and another kiss. I then moved my hips away from Kailey’s mouth and drove my dick inside of Jessa, which the professor greeted with another muffled cry that was exchanged between our joined mouths. 

She accommodated me with her experience, and I could feel both the accommodation and experience of her moist cunt as I made her squeal with my rock-hard penis. Jessa closed her eyes and began murmuring in some dead language – it might have been Latin, but they didn’t teach that class in any of the twelve grades I was able to master.

I felt Kailey climb on my back again and begin biting the flesh between my shoulders while driving her hips against the small of my back. I could feel Kailey’s hot eagerness and thought only one word – ‘soon.’

Tiffany was on the bed to the left of Jessa, looking into my face like a puppy craving more attention. I drove deeper inside of Jessa while moving my torso so my mouth could press itself against Tiffany’s. There was something about fucking one woman while kissing another that made me feel powerful and cosmopolitan. By this time, my rod practically had a life on its own – it was a forged piece of steel that would make women cry with joy while it beamed transmissions of wild pleasure all through my body.

I could feel myself beginning to lose control again. It was time to enter the home stretch, and in doing so stretch out the hot young thing I was wearing like a backpack.

I pulled out of Tiffany and began nuzzling her beautiful breasts. Jessa tousled my hair and began kissing Tiffany while Kailey continued clinging to me and grinding me helplessly. 

“Jessa, get off the bed for now. Kailey, get on all fours where Jessa was,” I commanded.

Like clockwork, Jessa rolled off the bed and Kailey hopped off my back to occupy the empty space on the bed, waggling her adorable ass in the air like she was reading my mind. 

I got out from over Tiffany and positioned myself on my knees behind Kailey. My cock was a steely arrow aimed right at her brown hole. I rested my dick between her ass cheeks and used my hands to squeeze the hot, pliant flesh against my shaft from both sides.

Kailey swayed her hips from side to side. She was ready.

I then smoothly drove my hips forward and entered her beautiful ass. Kailey let out a cry of pleasure. It felt so good. I bore down and focused enough to issue a final command.

“Tiffany, get up here and kiss me. Jessa, get underneath me and Kailey and work at us both with your mouth.”

Soon, I was kissing Tiffany while fucking Kailey’s hot peach. Jessa was underneath Kailey and me, working at the both of us with her mouth. Kailey had grabbed a nearby pillow to stifle her cries, but I had no such qualms. I drove against Kailey again and again while fucking her hot, sweet ass, moving my hands along the flesh of hips and getting myself ready to fill her to the brim. I wanted to come so badly but tried to hold out as long as I could. Every time my resolve built up, I would feel Jessa’s mouth gently suckle my balls and begin to crumble all over again.

After several minutes of this division of labor, I couldn’t keep my load any longer. All the joy and pleasure in my body seemed to be building toward one point between my balls and my cock. 

It was time.

With final, definitive thrusts, I came inside Kailey’s welcoming brown hole again and again. Jessa focused on juggling my balls with her tongue as Tiffany had me look deep into her eyes as she smiled and I came. 

I lost count of how many bursts of white wax I filled the girl underneath me with. Her body accepted it all greedily, like she was collecting a new kind of rent.

After an eternity of joy, I finally pulled out of Kailey’s ass and smiled at my three new friends. The four of us then fell back on the bed, a hot and musty tangle of limbs, and we all took a quick cat nap to regain our strength for further adventures.
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