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Leise klopfte es an der Tür, so leise dass ich es wahrscheinlich überhört hätte, hätte ich es nicht erwartet.
"Herein!"
"H... Herr Minski, ich sollte zu Ihnen kommen..."
"Ja, ja, komm rein."
Steffi kam etwas zögernd in mein Büro. Die 18-jährige Auszubildende hatte ihre Nervosität vor Führungspersönlichkeiten noch nicht
wirklich abgelegt, obwohl sie ansonsten ein ziemlich patentes Mädel zu sein schien, das sich durchaus durchzusetzen wusste.
Ihre dunkelroten Haare wallten hinter ihr her, als sie auf den Stuhl vor meinem Schreibtisch zuging und als sie sich setzte, rutschte ihr der
kurze Rock noch etwas höher und entblößte ihre festen Schenkel noch weiter. Und natürlich blitzte ihr Bauchnabelpiercing unter ihrem
bauch- und schulterfreien Top hervor - der Anlass - na gut, der Vorwand, warum ich sie in mein Büro zitiert hatte.
"Sie sind jetzt seit fast zwei Monaten bei uns, nicht wahr, Silvia?"
"Ja, Herr Minski", antwortete sie leise.
"Und ich habe Sie über die Bekleidungsvorschriften doch informiert?"
"Ähh, ja..."
Bekleidungsvorschriften war eigentlich ziemlich hoch gegriffen, eigentlich war die einzige echte ungeschriebene Regel, dass Männer ab meiner Position Krawatten tragen sollten, aber selbst das war nicht in Stein gemeißelt. Aber Steffi hatte ich am Anfang ihre Ausbildungszeit etwas gesagt...
"Die Regeln sind nun wirklich nicht übermäßig streng, ich meine das ist hier keine Bank oder so etwas. Und es geht ja auch weniger um
mich als um den Geschäftsführer und der sieht bauchfreie Angestellte nun mal nicht so gerne. Und dann kommt er zu mir, weil Sie
natürlich unter meiner Verantwortung stehen, nicht wahr..."
Ich machte eine Pause. Ich wusste natürlich, wie angespannt Azubis in den ersten drei Monaten der Probezeit waren, obwohl ich noch
nie davon Gebrauch gemacht hatte und wegen so einer Lappalie wie Kleidung nicht damit anfangen würde.
"Ich... es ist eben so warm, das klebt einem jeder Fetzen Stoff spätestens um 11 Uhr am Leibe..." begann sie.
Ich sagte nichts, diesmal allerdings um das Bild zu genießen, das sie mir da gemalt hatte - wie die nasse Kleidung sich ihr um Busen und
Hinter legte...
Ich fasste mich und sah sie an.
"Die anderen kommen ja auch damit zurecht, oder."
Sie nickte kaum merklich. Die Ärmste völlig verschüchtert, Zeit ihr etwas entgegen zu kommen.
"Na ja, es ist ja wirklich warm, das stimmt schon. Früher hätten Sie wohl hitzefrei gekriegt, hm?" Schließlich war sie noch vor einem halben Jahr zur Schule gegangen...
Ein kleines Lächeln von ihr? Ja wirklich.
"Das wünschte ich mir ja selber aber das geht leider nun mal leider nicht. Kommen Sie doch mal her."
Ich lächelte die aufmunternd an und winkte sie hinter meinen Tisch. Sie zögerte, dann stand sie auf, kam zu mir herum uns stand vor mir.
"Ist Ihnen jetzt auch heiß?" Es war noch vor Mittag, und das Außenthermometer hatte die 30° schon überschritten.
"Mhm", nickte sie.
"Lassen Sie mich mal fühlen", sagte ich, und bevor sie reagieren konnte, legte ich ihr meine Hand auf den straffen Bauch. Ich spürte ihren nervösen Puls auf ihrer Bauchdecke und ihre Schweiß benässte meine Hand. Ich war nicht minder nervös, wenn sie jetzt schreiend
raus rannte, konnte es eine Menge Ärger für alle Beteiligten bedeuten. Doch sie blieb regungslos und sagte auch nichts, als meine Hand
an ihrer Seite zu ihrem Hals glitt, um dann schließlich doch auf ihrer Brust zum Liegen zu kommen.
"BHs tragen Sie auch nicht, oder? Keine Sorge, das ist Ihre Sache."
Nervös schüttete sie den Kopf.
Ich sah in ihrem Gesicht widerstreitenden Gefühle - weglaufen und damit den Ausbildungsleiter verärgern - bleiben, obwohl das
eigentlich irgendwie wohl nicht OK war. Doch bevor sie sich entscheiden konnte, setzte ich zum entscheidenden Schritt an. Wenn sie das zuließ, war die Sache so gut wie gewonnen.
Meine freie Hand glitt sanft unter ihren Rock und kam langsam auf ihrem dünnen Slip zur Ruhe. Sie errötete sie ein Feuerhydrant und
starrte mich entgeistert an.
"Aber... was... ich..."
"Keine Sorge, ich tue Ihnen nichts... ich will nur sehen, ob Sie wirklich so heiß sind. Und da ist es nun mal am heißesten."
Sanft begann ich, Silvia durch den Slip zu massieren. Ihre gestammelten Proteste wurden leiser, dann verstummte sie völlig und keuchte
nur leise. Scheinbar hatte ich sie richtig eingeschätzt, die verschüchterte Haltung war wohl nur ein Ausdruck der ungewohnten
Arbeitssituation. Dieses stille Wasser hatte Abgründe.
Ich schob den Schritt des Höschens beiseite und ertastete ihren bereits geschwollenen Kitzler. Ihr Schritt was unbehaart, auch wenn ich
ihn im Augenblick nur ertastete. Ich erhöhte mein Tempo und sie sank auf meinen Schreibtisch. Mein Mittelfinger wanderte nur ein ganz
kurzes Stück zwischen ihre Lippen, noch wollte ich nicht zum Äußersten.
Sie schon, nach kurzer Zeit durchlief Silvia ein Zittern, ihr Atem ging schneller. Der ideale Moment um aufzuhören. Ich zog meine Hand
zurück.
Jetzt starrte sie mich noch entgeisterter an als gerade.
"Wieso...?
" Sie haben recht, Sie sind ganz heiß. Wir wollen doch nicht, dass Sie einen Hitzschlag kriegen oder so. Ziehen Sie sich doch bitte aus."
"Aus...?"
"Na ja, Sie sagen doch überflüssige Kleidung behindert Sie. Also?"
Sie saß wie versteinert auf meinem Tisch, der Kopf rot vor Erregung und Scham.
"Na gut dann lasse wir die Sache halt auf sich beruhen. Wir hören jetzt auf und vergessen, dass..."
"NEIN!" Zum ersten Mal, seit sie mein Büro betreten hatte, hatte sie mehr als nur geflüstert. Was sie scheinbar selber überrascht hatte,
denn sofort senkte sie den Blick und biss sich auf die Unterlippe.
"Wie bitte?"
"Nicht... ich... bitte nicht aufhören..."
Ich lächelte. Sie war soweit. Was auch immer nun geschah, würde nicht mehr aus Angst oder Unsicherheit passieren, sondern weil sie
scharf war.
"Na ja, schön", sagte ich, "aber wie gesagt, erst wenn Sie..."
Zögernd erhob sie sich. Ich rollte meinen Stuhl, auf dem ich noch immer saß zurück, um ihr Platz zu schaffen. Leicht zitternd streifte sie den
Rock herunter, der leise raschelnd um ihre Knöchel liegen blieb. Dann zog sie mit einer entschlossenen Bewegung das Top über den
Kopf, wohl um ihre eigene Courage nicht wieder zu verlieren. Ihre gestreckten Arme hoben ihre zarten B-Körbchen-Brüste nach oben
und für einen Augenblick stand sie so nur im Höschen und mit blanken Bürsten vor mir. Dann bedeckte ihr linker Arm ihre Nippel, während
sie versuchte sich mit einer Hand umständlich aus ihrem Tanga-Höschen zu schälen, bis es auf den Rock um ihre Füße fiel. ihre rechte
Hand wanderte in ihren Schritt, um ihn zu verdecken, aber ich hob den Zeigefinger und machte eine wortlose Geste, sie sie sofort
verstand. Beide Arme fielen an ihren Seiten herab und zum ersten Mal präsentierte sie sich mir in ihrer ganzen Schönheit.
Mir wurde nun selber ziemlich heiß in meinem Hemd und Krawatte, und irgendwie wurde meine Hose enger, aber letztlich war ich ja
immer noch der Chef - die Sachen blieben an.
Silvias Scham war wie ich ertastet hatte, glatt rasiert und jetzt sah ich auch warum: von ihren gebräunten Schenkeln und Bauch hob sich
deutlich der schmale blasse Streifen eines sehr knappen Bikinihöschens ab. Noch interessanter aber war: ihre Brüste waren makellos
braun, wie der Rest ihres Körpers. Ich grinste.
"Ich sehe, Sie sonnen sich gerne oben ohne?"
Sie nickte. Und sah mich an. War das ein Fünkchen mehr Selbstvertrauen in ihren tiefgrünen Augen?
"Oben am Baggersee?" Keine große Hellseherei, die Freibäder unserer Gegend sahen oben ohne nicht gerne und der Baggersee war
schon in meiner Jugend der Treffpunkt gewesen.
"Ja."
"Da war ich schon ewig nicht mehr, scheinbar habe ich ein neues Naturwunder verpasst, Silvia!"
Sie lächelte - Schmeicheleien gefielen ihr scheinbar.
"Drehen Sie sich bitte um."
Sie drehte sich gehorsam um 360° und erlaubte mir einen Blick auf den Bikinistreifen, der hinten zusammenlief und zwischen ihren
Bäckchen verschwand. Spätestens jetzt war sie enttarnt, der Baggersee war nicht die Copacabana: oben ohne UND im String-Höschen
liefen auch heutzutage nur die mutigsten Mädels dort herum.
Ich überschlug meine Beine. Sollte sie mir zeigen, dass ich mich nicht in ihr irrte.
"Und was machen wir jetzt?"
Sie sah mir in die Augen.
"Ich... könnten sie bitte... weitermachen?"
"Womit?" OK, ein bisschen gemein war ich auch.
"Mit dem... Streicheln..."
"Hat Ihnen das gefallen?"
"Ja."
"Na, dann weiß ich vielleicht noch was Besseres!"
Ich winkte sie zu mir herüber und deutete auf ihren Platz auf meinem Schreibtisch. Weniger zögernd als vor setzte sie sich und als ich ihre
Beine auseinander schob, spürte ich keinen Widerstand mehr. Ich leckte mir die Lippen und tauchte zwischen ihre Beine. Ich begann,
indem ich ihre gesamte 18-jähreige Muschi einmal von oben nach unten leckte. Hätte sich noch so kurz vor der Explosion gestanden wie zuvor, wäre sie jetzt sofort gekommen, aber sie hatte sich etwas beruhigt und sank nur stöhnend mit dem Oberkörper auf die Schreibfläche. Ich fuhr fort, drang mit der Zunge tief in sie ein, genoss ihren süß-aromatischen Geschmack und nahm schließlich ihren Kitzler zwischen die Lippen und lutschte daran wie an einem Lolly. Das schien sie zu mögen, schnell war sie wieder am Höhepunkt und diesmal ließ ich sie kommen. Ihre Beine, die auf meinen Schulter lagen, umschlangen meinen Kopf und pressten mich zwischen ihre Beine, als sie verkrampften und ihr Nektar mein Kinn benetzte.
Als der Krampf sich löste, ließ ich nicht nach, gönnte Silvia keine Erholungspause. Ihre Muschi pulsierte unter meinen Lippen und endlich
fand ich es an der Zeit, auch mich zu denken.
Ich stand auch und öffnete Knopf und Reißverschluss meiner Hose, behielt sie aber an. Keuchend lag Silvia vor mir, ihr Schweiß sammelte sich auf meiner Schreibtischunterlage. Sie sah mich an, nicht mehr unsicher, sondern erwartungsfroh. Ich spreizte ihre Beine ein wenig,
zog sie an mich heran und dran in ihre feuchte Höhle ein. Lustvoll stöhnte sie, als sich ihr enger Eingang für mich öffnete und wieder um
mich schloss. Ich zog ihren Kopf zu mir hoch und drückte ihr einen tiefen Zungenkuss auf den Mund, den sie ohne Zögern leidenschaftlich
erwiderte. Meine Hände erforschten ihren zarten, glatten Körper, während der Kuss nicht zu enden schien und ich wieder und wieder
in sie stieß. An diesem Tag dauerte es nicht sehr lange - sie war von ihrem ersten Höhepunkt nicht wirklich heruntergekommen und mich
mich hatte das "Vorspiel" ausgenommen erregt. So spürte ich, wie Silvia bald erneut ein Zittern durchlief, sie löste ihren Mund von
meinem, um den Kopf herumzuwerfen und schließlich spannten sich ihre Muskeln um meinen Schwanz, so dass auch ich nicht anders
konnte und in meiner süßen Auszubildenden kam.
Ich sank mit dem Oberkörper auf sie und flüsterte ihr ins Ohr:
"Hat dir das gefallen, meine kleine Silvia?"
Und kaum hörbar flüsterte sie zurück:
"Ja, Herr Minski!"
Wir verharrten kurz so, aber sie war schon viel zu lange in meinen Büro, und wir wollten ja nicht, das jemand was merkte. Daher richtet
ich mich auf, schloss meine Hose und richtete mein Hemd. Dass sah ich ihre Slip, der in ihrem Rock auf dem Boden lag und hob ihn auf.
"Ziehen Sie sich bitte wieder an, sie müssen zurück, sonst fällt noch jemandem auf wie lange diese 'Standpauke' schon dauert", sagte ich
lächelnd.
Sie erhob sich und begann sich anzuziehen.
"Und was nun die Kleiderfrage angeht... ich denke, Sie haben bewiesen, wie heiß Sie sind. Sie dürfen... nein eigentlich würde ich sagen,
Sie müssen von jetzt an bitte immer nur noch Minirock und bauchfrei tragen."
Sie lächelte mich an.
"Aber gern, Herr Minski... könnte ich dann vielleicht..."
Ihr Blick wanderte auf ihren Slip in meiner Hand.
"Hm, nein, können Sie nicht. Das Sie nun mal so heiß sind, ist das hier schon zu viel Kleidung. Zum Minirock möchte ich in Zukunft bei Ihnen
keine Unterhöschen mehr sehen!"
Verdattert starrte sie mich an.
"Was? Aber... das geht doch nicht... die Kollegen..."
Noch einmal kehrte ich die Aufsichtsperson heraus.
"Silvia, wie ich sie einschätze, wird es Ihnen schnell gefallen. Und keine Nachlässigkeiten, ich werde häufig und streng kontrollieren, dass
sie auch ja nichts drunter haben." Ich ging auf sie zu. "Und wenn Sie ein braves Mädchen sind und tun, was ich Ihnen sage..."Ich beugte
mich ganz nah an ihr Oh und flüsterte nur noch, "dann kriegst du auch jedes Mal eine solche Belohnung wie heute!"
Dann trat ich einen Schritt zurück. Eine Sekunde bekam ich einen Schreck und fürchtet ich hätte es zu weit getrieben, denn sie war
wieder feuerrot geworden und hatte den Blick gesenkt. Ich schob ihr Kinn sanft hoch und sah dass sie sich auf die Unterlippe biss, aber
ein schalkhaftes Lächeln nicht unterdrücken konnte. Und ihre grünen Augen funkelten erregt.
"Jawohl, Herr Minski, wie sie meinen." sagte sie grinsend.
Ich lächelte zurück und schickte sie mit einem sanften Klaps auf ihre festen Bäckchen zurück an ihre Arbeit. Während ich an meinen Tisch
ging und gedankenversunken ihr Höschen in meine Hosentasche gleiten ließ, drehte sie sich in der offenen Tür noch einmal zu mir um
und grinste mich an.
'Oh ja,' dachte ich bei mir, 'sie wird garantiert ab jetzt ein SEHR braves Mädchen sein!'
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"NEIN - du kleines Luder!" Mit offenem Mund starrte Anna ihre kleine Schwester Silvia an.
"Was denn - das machen heutzutage viele Frauen, da ist gar nichts dabei." Silvia verschränkte die Arme vor der Brust. Das mit dem Luder war nun echt die Höhe - schließlich hatte sie bisher nur mit Martin geschlafen - wenn auch ziemlich früh - zumindest nach den Verhältnissen des kleinen süddeutschen Dorfes, in dem sie großgeworden war. Aber das war jetzt fast zwei Jahre her und seitdem war er ihr einziger. Luder, also so was!
"Also ich bin da unten nicht rasiert und ich zweifle, dass Mama das normal finden würde..." grinste Anna.
"Was... du wirst doch wohl nicht..."
"Wofür hälst du mich denn? Keine Sorge Mama werde ich es schon nicht erzählen! Aber ich wusste ja dass MArtin einen Einfluss auf dich ausüben würde..."
Hätte sie nicht so dabei gegrinst, wäre Silvia vielleicht ernsthaft böse geworden - aber sie kannte ihre Schester - Kabbeleien gehörten immer dazu.
"Nein, nein, das hat nichts mit Martin zu tun. Der hat noch nie ein Schamhaar von mir gesehen!"
"Ernsthaft? Wann hast du dich denn zum ersten Mal rasiert?"
"Weißt du noch als ich vor 4 Jahren diesen Bikini bekommen habe?"
Anna lachte auf.
"Oh ja, mit 14, Mama und Papa waren nicht begeistert, aber hart genug gekämpft dafür hast du ja."
"Und mit deiner Unterstützung habe ich ihn dann gekriegt. Aber bei den Höschen muss man schon mal mit dem Rasierer ran. Und wo ich schon mal dabei war, kam gleich alles weg. Aber das ist echt keine große Sache, in meiner Klasse waren damals auch schon fast alle zumindest ein bisschen gestutzt. Und die einzige komplett rasierte war ich weiß Gott nicht!"
"Na ja, ihr jungen Dinger - ich hätte mich das nicht getraut!"
"Jetzt hör aber auf, du bist doch keine alte Frau!"
"Immerhin alt genug, um dich zur Tante gemacht zu haben!"
"Wo ist eigentlich die Kleine?"
"Bei Mama, die wollte mal wieder ein Wochendende Oma spielen."
"Ein ganzes Wochenende für euch allein? Und Rainer ist nicht hier, um über dich herzufallen?" grinste Sivlia.
"Der ist im Fitness-Studio, jeden Samstag vormittag. Außerdem bist du ja hier, so eine kleine rasierte 18-jährige wäre ihm bestimmt lieber..."
Silvias Mund blieb offen stehen und sie spürte wie ihr das Blut in den Kopf schoss. Ihre Schwester nannte sie Luder, aber manchmal trieb ihr Annas Mundwerk die Schamesröte ins Gesicht. hauptsächlich weil sie sich ertappt fühlte... sie hätte sich nie an ihren Schwager rangemacht - sie liebte Martin wie ihr Leben. Und ihre Schwester auch. Aber sie war eine Frau und hatte Augen - Anna hatte einen guten Fang gemacht - Rainer war ziemlich heiß und manchmal, wenn Martin nicht da war und sie ihren Körper allein erkundete, sah sie auch mal Rainer...
"Hallo, Erde an Silvia", riss Anna sie aus ihren Gedanken. "Jetzt sei mal nicht so schockiert. Du Luder!"
Die Schwestern grinsten sich an.
"Sag mal..." begann Anna zögernd... "ich hab' noch nie eine glatt rasierte Vagina gesehen.. darf ich mal..."
"WAS?"
"Wieso, ist doch nichts dabei. Wir haben zusammen gebadet, oder?"
"Da war ich sechs... du willst dass ich mich hier ausziehe und dich meine Musch.. Scheide sehen lasse?"
"Muschi? Du kannst ja richtig ordinär sein, Schwsterchen", sagte anna hämisch.
"Lenk jetzt nicht ab! Wie komme ich den dazu?"
"Ich zeig dir auch meine, wenn du willst?"
"NEIN... ich meine... wiesoe... echt?"
"Na ja, keine große Sache oder? Wir sind doch Schwestern."
"Also... ich... ich hab' noch nie die eine andere Muschi gesehen - so richtig meine ich. In der Umkleidekabine vorm Schwimmunterricht, von der Seite aber sonst..."
"Na, Expertin bin ich auch nicht gerade", erwiederte Anna. "Aber interesant wär's schon oder???"
"Äh, na ja.. also gut", zögerte Silvia. "Aber du zuerst!"
Anna schüttelte den Kopf.
"Uh-uh - du hast die interessantere Frisur, die will ich sehen!"
"Also gut..."
Silvia fasste an den Saum ihres rosa Minniröckens und schob es langsam hoch. Die Schwestern saßen nebeneinander auf Annas Sofa und die Ältere beugte sich neugierig herunter.
Ein weißer Slip kam zum Vorschein und darunter zeichnete sich bereits schwach die Spalte zwischen Silvias Beinen ab.
"Lass mich nicht so zappelen Schwesterchen. Oder soll ich..."
Anna bewegte ihre Hand spielerisch in Richtung ihrer Schwester.
"Lass das!", quietschte Silvia. "Ich mach ja schon."
Sie griff das Höschen und zog es mit einer schnellen Bewegung an ihre Knöchel. Zwischen Silvias Beinen lächelte ihre Spalte ihre Schwester freundlich an - gänzlich unbehaart. Und Anna lächtele zurück, es schien ihr zu gefallen.
"Wie süß... genau wie damals in der Badewanne."
Silvia sah ihrer Schwester nicht in die Augen. Sie war knallrot, als sie antwortete:
"Ein bisschen anders wohl doch. Aber das reicht jetzt, jetzt bist du..."
In diesem Moment drehte sich das Schloss der Wohnungstür. Wie von der Tarantel gestochen fuhr Silvia von der Couch coh und warf Anna dabei fast um. Ihr Höschen, das nur noch an einem Knöchel gehangen hatte, flog in hohem Bogen durch die Luft und landete auf demn Koft ihrer Schwester, die es grinsend ergriff und in die Tasche ihrer Jeans stopfte. Entgeistert blickte Silvia sie an, doch bevor sie protestieren konnte, stand ihr Schwager Rainer in der Wohnzimmertür.
"Schatz, ich bin wieder zu Hau... oh, hallo Silvia, schön dich zu sehen, ich wusste nicht, dass du schon da bist."
"Ha... hallo, Rainer, ich... ja... ich... bin etwas früher... " stammelte Silvia. Sie zupfte verzweifelt an ihrem Minrock herum - lag es an ihr oder war der plötzlich viel kürzer als vorhin?
Rainer sah von einer Frau zur anderen.
"Ist was? Du bist ja ganz rot, Silvia. Und worüber grinst du so wie ein Honigkuchenpferd, Schatz?"
"Oh, ich haben gerade ein paar äußerst interessante Naturbeobachtungen gemacht. Willst du mal sehen?"
Und bevor Silvia irgendetwas untenehmen konnte, hatte ihre Schwester ihren Rock ergriffen und mit einer schnellen Bewegung heruntergezogen.
"IIIIHHHHHHHHH..." kreischte die jüngere Frau und ihre Hände schossen vor ihren nackten Schritt. Sie wollte sich wegdrehen, doch damit hätte sie ihrem Schwager ihren entblößten Hintern präsentiert, und um den Rock vom Boden um ihre Füße wieder hochziehen wollte, brauchte sie beide Hände.
Rainer war fast genau so schockiert.
"Was ist denn jetzt los? Was soll denn das Schatz?"
Anna lächelte schelmisch.
"Jetzt sag mir nicht, du hättest was dagegen, das zu sehen zu bekommen. Ich merke doch, wie du mein Schwesterchen ansiehst, wenn du glaubst ich sehe nicht hin". Rainer verstummte.
"Und du genauso, Silvia... dir gefällt Rainer doch oder?"
"Was... nein... ich na ja... aber..."
"Beruhigt euch. Ich mache euch doch keinen Vorfwurf - Rainer ist scharf, sonst hätte ich ihn ja nicht genommen. und du Schwesterherz - na ja, wenn ich ein Mann wäre... Ihr seid erwachsene Menschen und die Gedanken sind frei... Ehrlich gesagt weiß ich selber nicht gwnau, was da gerade über mich gekommen ist, aber... ich meine... wo es schon mal passiert ist... Komm schon, Silvia, Rainer ist doch praktisch auch Familie, oder? Wenn du's mir zeigen kannst..."
Silvia musterte intensiv den Fussboden - am liebsten wäre sie darin versunken. Aber sie konnte ein winziges Kribbeln nicht ignorieren - irgendwie wollte sie schon wissen, ob ihr Schwager sie hübsch fand.
"Ich... aber..."
Doch noch während sie nach Worten suchte schob ihre Schwester sanft Silvias Hände zur Seite.
"Na komm schon, das ist alles Natur. Und sehr hübsch, du musst dich nicht schämen."
Silvias leistete keinen wirklichen Widerstand und so dauerte es nur Sekunden, bis sie, ihrem schwager ihre rasierte Scham präsentierte - wenn auch mit zusammengepressten Oberschenkeln.
Rainer sog hörbar Luft ein. Natürlich hatte seine Frau nicht ganz unrecht gehabt, seine Schwägerin war schon ein süßes kleines Ding, aber dass sie nun hier in seinem Wohnzimmer stand, neben seiner Frau und er den obersten Rand ihrer Spalte erahnen konnte, das hätte er sich vor 5 Minuten nicht träumen lassen. Und Anna war noch nicht fertig.
"Komm, schon, Schwesterchen, er sieht ja gar nichts..." Und mit sanften Griff zog sie ihre Schwester auf die Couch und zog ihr Beine sacht auseinander.
Rainers Mund wurde trocken. Die blank rasierte Pussy seiner Schwägerin lächelte ihn an. Das war ein Anblick, den er mochte, aber seine Frau war nicht rasiert und in seiner Jugend war diese Mode noch nicht so aufgekommen, so dass er ihn nur aus Zeitschriften und Filmen kannte.
Da er merkte, wie Silvia sich ihrem Schiksal völlig widerstandslos fügte, ging er auf sie zu. Er sank vor den beiden frauen auf der Couch auf die Knie und erlor sich im Anblick der Spalte seiner Schwägerin. Sie war makellos - nur ein schmaler Strich, an dessen Ende keck die Klitoris hervorlugte - ziemlich deutlich sogar, sie war eindeutig erregt.
Er sah seine Frau an.
"Macht es diur was aus, wenn ich...", er leckte sich die Lippen.
Anna lächelte.
"Wenn es Silvia nichts ausmacht..."
Sie sahen beide zu Silvias Gesicht. Sie hatte den Kopf nach hinten gelegt, ihre dunklen Haare flossen ihr auf die Schultern. Sie hatte die Augen geschlossen und ihre Wangen waren gerötet. Als Rainer seinen Finger auf ihren Kitler legte, stöhnte sie leise auf.
"Ich habe nicht den Eindruck, dass sie was dagegen hat."
Und so nahm er den Lustknpf zwischen Zeigefinger und Dauem und begann sanft, ihn zu reiben. Silvias Röte vertiefte sich und ihr Atem wurde schneller, und Rainer begann, mit der Zunge zart in sie einzudringen. Dann leckte er den Kitzler und Silvas Atmen nahm leicht quitschende Töne an.
Anna hatte die gahze Zeit ihre Arm um ihre Schwester gelegt, beobachtete lächelnd wie irh Mann sie leckte und streichelte ihre Schulter. Plötzlich sah er zu ihr hoch.
"Willst du denn nicht mitmachen? Warum küsst du sie nicht?"
"Lass mal gut sein", sagte sie. "Ich kann mir vorstellen, dass dir der Gedanke gefällt, aber ich steh nun mal nicht auf Frauen..."
"Außer auf die in meinem Playboy, hm?"
Anna sah in an.
"Was?"
"Komm schon. Ich weiß doch dass du sie mich nicht nur lesen lässt, weil du so tolerant bist. Jedes Mal wenn ich ein Heft irgewndwo liegen lasse, liegt es nacher anders da. Liest du die Artikel?"
Jetzt war es an Anna, nach Worten zu ringen. Denn er hatte recht, sie mochte die Fotos in seine Magazinen.
"Ich... wie... ach und selbst wenn. Silvia ist meine Schwester..."
"Und du hast gerade gesagt, wenn du ein Mann wärst... Bist du nicht, aber du magst Frauen, zumindest ein bisschen, stimmst's."
Anna wurde rot und blickte zur Seite.
"Komm, nur ein Kuss... wenn's dir, ich meine euch beiden nicht gefällt, auch gut."
Anna sah Rainer an, dan Silvia. Ob sie allerdings irgendetwas mitbekam, war ihr nicht ganz klar, den Rainer hatte sie während der kleinen Unterhaltung munter weiter mit seinen sanfte Fingern beareitet und sie wusste aus eigener Erfahrung, dass das eine Frau ganz schön vereinnahmen konnte.
Sie gab sich einen Ruck. Sie hatte heute schon soviel getan, was sie sich nie zugetraut hätte... und Silvia noch viel mehr...
Sie beugte sich vor und presste ihrer Schester ihre Lippen auf den Mund. Ihre Zunge bahnte sich ihren Weg hinein.
Silvia bemerkte kurz was vor sich ging, einen kurzen Augenblick zögerte sie, aber ihre Lust riss sie mit sich. Sie erwiderte den Zungenkuss ihrer Schwester innig, während ihr Schwager den Strom, den das zwischen ihren Beinen auslöste, aufleckte.
Annas Hände glitten sanft über die Brüste ihrer Schwester und streichelten sacht ihre erregten Nippel. Endlich konnte Rainer nicht mehr an sich halten. Er stützte sich auf dem Sofa auf, positionierte sich zwischen die beine seiner Schwägerin und drang entschlossen ih inre feuchte Grotte ein. ein lautes, lanbezogenes Stöhnen entrang sich Silvias Kehle, nur gedämpft durch die Lippen ihrer Schwester, die noch immer auf den ihren lagen.
Silvias Erregung hatte sich durch die Liebkosungen ihres Schwagers nochgeschaukelt und es dauerte nur Augenblicke, bis der pralle Riemen des KMannes ih ihren tiefen sie über die Kante stieß, laut schreiend kam sie zum Orgasmus. Rainer war noch nicht soweit, seine Stöße gingen in unverminderter Härte weiter und ließen seiner Schwägerin keine Zeit, sich abzukühlen. Ohne jemals wirklich den Höhepunkt zu verlassen ritt sie von Orgasmus zu Orgasmus, bis schließlich, keiner der Beteiligten hätte shätzen können, wie viel Zeit vergangen war, auch Rainer sich dem Höhepunkt näherte. Seine Bewegungen wurden schneller, sein Atem heftiger, bis er schließlich laut Luft einsog und mit einem tiefen Grollen aus seiner Kehle tief in Silvia abspritze. Langsam sank er auf sie, und so blieben Silvia, ihre Schwester und ihr Schwager lange eng aneinander gekuschelt auf dem Sofa liegen.
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Der folgende Text ist humoristische Abhandlung. Er ist nicht als ernst gemeinte politische oder gesellschaftliche Aussage zu verstehen, sondern lediglich ein Gedankenspiel wie die Welt sein könnte, wenn eine der größten Männerfantasien wahr würde.
Das Licht im Fernsehstudio wurde heller, die Musik schwoll an und auf den Bildschirmen glitt der computergenerierte Titel der Sendung ins Bild:
„Ein Jahr Lex Maya - Schöne neue Welt"
Die 28-jährige Moderatorin stand mit ihren 1,71m nackt vor dem etwa 100 Personen umfassenden Studiopublikum. ihre dunklen glatten Haare fielen ihr auf die Schultern, in der Hand hatte sie Moderationskarten, die sie vor sich hielt, sorgsam darauf bedacht, weder ihren sauber in Form des Senderlogos frisierten Schritt noch ihre festen Brüste zu verdecken. Seit sie ihre 80 cm Oberweite vor einem Jahr zum ersten Mal der Öffentlichkeit präsentiert hatte, war sie in jeder Umfrage unter die Top 3 der schönsten Journalistinnenbrüste gekommen. Sie wusste ihre Vorzüge herauszustellen.
Als die Musik verstummte, begann sie zu reden.
„Einen wunderschönen Abend, meine Damen und Herren. Mein Name ist Anne Darf und ich begrüße sie herzlich zu unsrer heutigen Sondersendung.
Seit genau 365 Tagen gilt nun der neu gestaltete § 183 des Strafgesetzbuches, im Volksmund ‚Lex Maya', nach Goyas berühmten Gemälde, das als erstes Nackt-Portrait einer echten Frau in der westlichen Kunst gilt. Wie sie wissen, ist es deutschen Frauen seitdem verboten, Kleidung zu tragen. Wir werfen nun heute einen Blick auf dieses Jahr -- wie wurde die ‚Lex Maya' in Deutschland angenommen und wie hat sie sich augewirkt.
Wie Sie wissen hatte eine radikale Nudistengruppe damals veranlasst, dass zum ersten Mal Gebrauch vom neu geschaffenen Instrument der Volksabstimmung in Deutschland gemacht wurde, um zu entscheiden, ob weibliche Nacktheit allgemein verpflichtend vorgeschrieben werden solle. In einem erdrutschartigen Sieg stimmten 100 % aller männlichen Wahlberechtigten und überraschende 76% aller weiblichen für den Vorschlag, der nach einem beschleunigten Gesetzgebungsverfahren vor genau einem Jahr in Kraft trat und es Frauen fortan untersagte, Kleidung jedweder Art zu tragen.
Sie alle wissen natürlich, dass unser Land seit diesem Tag einen nie da gewesenen Aufschwung erlebt. Aber wie lässt sich das erklären? Begrüßen Sie dazu meinen ersten Gast, Frau Doktor Linda Berg von der Universität Bochum."
Unter dem Applaus des Publikums trat eine etwa 1,60m große Frau aus der Kulisse. Sie war um die 40, trug eine kleine Brille und ihre schweren Brüste mit ihren großen, dunklen Warzen wippten sanft vor ihr her, während sie auf die Moderatorin zutrat. Ihre aschblonden Haare waren zu einem strengen Knoten gebunden und ihre Schamhaare bildeten ein dichtes Dreieck zwischen ihren Beinen. Die beiden Frauen gaben sich eine intensiven Zungenkuss und begaben sich zu drei roten Sesseln, wo die Doktorin die Beine überschlug, während Anne Darf ihre Beine weit spreizte. Ihre große Kameraerfahrung sagte ihr genau, was ihr Publikum sehen wollte.
„Dr. Berg, sie sind Volkswissenschaftlerin an der Uni Bochum. Wie sehen Sie die Auswirkungen der ‚Lex Maya' auf die deutsche Gesellschaft?"
„Nun, Frau Darf, ich denke das offensichtlichste ist jedem klar: die allgemeine Stimmungslage hat sich radikal verbessert. Männer gehen heute einfach jedes Mal gerne vor die Tür, wenn sie all die nackten Frauen dort erwarten, schlechte Stimmung kommt so gar nicht erst auf."
„Und wie sieht es bei den Frauen aus?"
„Interessanterweise ganz ähnlich. Natürlich gab und gibt es immer Widerstände von Seiten der Frauen..."
„Dazu kommen wir gleich noch", warf die Moderatorin ein.
„... ja, jedenfalls akzeptieren heute weit über 80 % der Frauen ihre Nacktheit und fast 70 geben sogar an, sie häufig zu genießen. Alles in Allem herrscht in Deutschland eine so gute Stimmung, wie es sie vielleicht nur zur Fußball-WM 2006 gab, nur ist sie diesmal dauerhaft. Und das führt zu subtilen wie auch sehr klaren Verhaltensänderungen. Die permanent in der Luft liegende erotische Grundnote hat zum Beispiel sehr schnell zu erotisch geprägten Ritualen geführt, die vor der ‚Lex Maya' kaum denkbar gewesen wären. Noch vor einem Jahr hätte sich zwei Frauen, die sich wie wir zum ersten Mal sehen, sie nicht mir einem solchen Zungenkuss begrüßt wie wir eben, heute ist das eine völlig normales Begrüßung, genau wie wenn Ihr Chef Ihnen zur Begrüßung in den Po kneift, oder die Brust tätschelt."
Anne Darf lächelte. „Wirklich kaum zu glauben, dass das erst ein Jahr her ist. Aber hat sich außer der Stimmungslage etwas Konkretes getan?"
„Natürlich. Die Arbeitslosenzahlen sind im letzten halben Jahr um fast drei Viertel gesunken. Das liegt an den Umstrukturierungen am Arbeitsmarkt, die der ‚Lex Maya' folgten."
„Wie genau sahen die aus?"
„Nun, Ihnen wird sicher aufgefallen sein, dass es in jedem Bereich, in dem es zu vielen Kundenkontakten oder Öffentlichkeit kommt, heute ausschließlich Frauen arbeiten, weil sie so nackt einfach mehr Kunden locken, nehmen Sie beispielsweise Kellner, Verkäufer oder Fernsehmoderatoren," sie deutete leicht in Anne Darfs Richtung, „die gibt es heute nicht mehr, stattdessen ist der Bedarf an Frauen, nackten Frauen eben, für diese öffentlichen Berufe nach oben geschnellt. Dadurch wechselten Frauen in diese Tätigkeiten, so dass andere, wie Koch oder Zeitungsreporter für arbeitslose Männer frei wurden. Das zusammen mit der Stimmungslage erhöhte das Wirtschaftswachstum, so dass es uns so gut geht wie nie zuvor."
„Aber Kritiker merken an, dass manchen Brachen auch leiden..."
„Einzig die Textilindustrie musste aus offensichtlichen Gründen Einbußen hinnehmen. Doch dies ist durch den allgemeinen Trend mehr als wettgemacht, allein die neu eröffneten Körperverschönerungseinrichtungen wie Tätowierer oder Bodypainter, die durch die nackten Frauen einen sicheren Kundenkreis gewannen, machen inzwischen mehr Umsatz, als durch das Verschwinden des Bekleidungsgeschäfts für Frauen weg gebrochen ist. Und nicht zu vergessen der Tourismus: Noch sind wir ja in Deutschland das weltweit einzige Land mit solch fortschrittlicher Gesetzgebung. Und da bei uns jede Frau eine Sehenswürdigkeit für ausländische Männer ist, sind wir, wie sie vermutlich wissen, das weltweit uneingeholt führende Urlaubsziel. Allein das kurbelt unsere Wirtschaft ungemein an."
„Hochinteressant. Aber was sagen nun starke emanzipierte Frauen zur ‚Lex Maya'? Ich darf Frau Beate Neuer zu uns bitten."
Eine Frau in den 30ern betrat die Bühne. Sie war fast 1,70 groß, trug kurzes, dunkelrotes Haar, das sie zwischen den Beinen gänzlich entfernt hatte, so dass sie stolz einen Kreis mit nach unten gerichteten Kreuz präsentierte, der auf ihren Schambereich tätowiert war und dessen untere Spitze ihren Kitzler zu berühren schien. Ihre Brüste, die, als es noch BHs gab, in ein B-Körbchen gepasst hätten wurden von kleinen, hellrosa Nippeln gekrönt, die keck empor standen. Sie gab den beiden anderen Frauen jeweils einen tiefen Kuss und setzte sich auf den dritten Sessel. Sie gewährte, wie die Moderatorin, einen guten Blick auf ihre Muschi, aber bei ihr wirkte es weniger professionell und eher unbekümmert.
„Frau Neuer, sie haben vor etwa einem halben Jahr die Chefredaktion in Deutschlands populärstem Frauenmagazin übernommen. Was denken ihre Leserinnen von der neuen Ordnung?"
„Nun, sicherlich ist es einigen etwas schwer gefallen, die neue Welt zu akzeptieren. Aber die moderne emanzipierte Frau sieht anders aus als früher. Wir fühlen uns wohl in unserem Körper, zeigen ihn gern und genießen es, wenn Männer uns bewundern."
"Faszinierend. Aber es war doch ihre Zeitschrift, die die einzige Klage gegen die ‚Lex Maya' geführt hat."
„Ja, das war meine Vorgängerin. Verstehen Sie mich nicht falsch, ich will ihre Arbeit keineswegs schlecht machen, sie hat unsere Zeitschrift in den 70ern gegründet. Aber sie ist ein bisschen ein Dinosaurier, und nachdem die Klage gescheitert ist, hat sie dann ja auch abgedankt."
„Ich würde vorschlagen, wir sehen uns gerade mal einen kleinen Film über den Prozess an, der damals so viele Wellen schlug."
Hinter den dreien erschien auf einem Monitor eine junge Reporterin, die, natürlich nackt, vor dem Gebäude des Karlsruher Bundesverfassungsgerichts stand.
„Ich melde mich hier aus Karlsruhe, wo heute der Prozess von Annalena Weißer, der Chefredakteurin von Deutschlands bekanntester Frauenzeitschrift gegen den neuen § 183 StGB, auch bekannt als ‚Lex Maya' zu Ende gegangen ist."
Das Bild zeigte nun den Gerichtsaal, wo eine etwa 60-jährige nackte Frau mit vor der Brust verschränkten Armen neben ihrer ebenfalls nackten Anwältin mit versteinerter Miene das Urteil anhörte, das von der Vorsitzenden des Gerichts verlesen wurde, die sich für diesem Fernsehauftritt eine Waage auf den Oberkörper hatte malen lassen, in deren Schalen ihre nackten Brüste zu ruhen schienen. Aus dem Off redete weiterhin die Moderatorin.
„Das Gericht kam zu dem einstimmigen Ergebnis, dass der neue §183 nicht verfassungswidrig ist, da weder die Würde noch die Freiheitsrechte von Frauen maßgeblich beeinträchtigt werden. Vielmehr sei eine Frau in ihrer nackten Schönheit würdevoller und freier als bekleidet, so die Urteilsbegründung. Frau Weißer war nach dem Prozess zu keinem Kommentar bereit."
Im Studio ging wieder das Licht an. Anne Darf ergriff das Wort.
„Also, ich weiß nicht wie's Ihnen geht, aber ich fühle mich sehr würdevoll."
Die Kamera fuhr über das Publikum und fing die lachenden nackten Frauen ein, die der Moderatorin von Herzen zustimmten.
„Und was denkt nun der Mann und die Frau auf der Straße? Hören wir's uns an."
Auf dem Monitor begann eine Straßenumfrage zu laufen.
„Also, ich bin ja Rentner, und wenn ich spazieren gehe ist das doch sehr schön, mit all den Frauen."
„Na ja, anfangs war's ein bisschen komisch, ich war vorher nie so nackig draußen, aber jetzt ist es nich' mehr schlimm. Wenn einem die Männer hinterher gucken, ist es sogar ziemlich nett."
„Na ja, sie sehen ja meine Frau hier, die ist doch ein Prachtweib. Warum sollte die nicht allen zeigen, was sie hat?"
„Ich fand's toll, ich war schon immer gerne nackt, und jetzt muss ich nich' mehr diese SCh***-Klamotten anziehen."
„Wissen Sie, was wir allein schon sparen, weil meine Frau keine Schuhe mehr tragen darf??? Natürlich bin ich für die ‚Lex Maya'!"
„Ich find's fett. Ich geh' noch zur Schule und vor 'nem Jahr ha'm diese reichen Zicken mich immer voll angemacht, weil ich mir keine teuren Markenklamotten und so kaufen konnte. Die hätt'n se ma' sehen sollen, als ich zum ersten Mal meine beiden Mädels hier präsentieren durfte [hebt ihre Brüste an], da konnten die aber einpacken. Jetzt bin ich das beliebteste Mädchen der Stufe."
„Ich hab einen Job gefunden, als Sachbearbeiter, weil meine Vorgängerin mehr Geld als nackte Außendienst-Vertrterin verdienen konnte. Das verdanke ich diesem neuen Gesetz da."
„Ich bin ja nur froh, dass wir seit fünf Jahren keinen Winter mehr hatten. Mit dem Klimawandel ist das gar nicht so schlimm, immer nackt zu sein"
Anne Darf er hob wieder das Wort.
„Das ist wohl eindeutig. Das Model der ‚Lex Maya' ist so erfolgreich, dass momentan mehrere Länder, darunter Kanada, die Niederlande und ganz Skandinavien eigene Gesetzgebungsverfahren in Gang gesetzt haben, ihren Frauen zu verbieten, sich anzuziehen. Und neue Kandidaten zur EU-Erweiterung wird zur Auflage gemacht, weibliche Nacktheit in der Öffentlichkeit wenigstens nicht zu verbieten.
Mit diesem hoffnungsvollen Abschluss verabschiede mich von Ihnen. Bleiben Sie dran, gleich kommt die Reportage „Die Renten sind sicher" über die deutsche Geburtenschwemme die seit drei Monaten unablässig anhält. Gute Nacht."
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Dies ist reine Fiktion. Es ist nicht zur Nachahmung in der Realität geeignet. Außerdem findet es in einer Welt statt, in der keine Geschlechtskrankheiten existieren - in der Realität ist von ungeschütztem Geschlechtsverkehr vehement abzuraten!
Es ist nicht unbedingt nötig Teil 1 gelesen zu haben, schadet aber auch nicht.
„Herr Minski... das Fräulein Silvia ist hier, wie sie gewünscht haben", klang die Stimme meiner Assistentin Tina aus der Gegensprechanlage auf meinem Schreibtisch.
„Gut, soll reinkommen. Und bringen Sie uns gleich auch ein paar kalte Getränke, Fräulein Tina!"
Es klopfte kurze, ich sagte „Herein" und Silvia betrat mein Büro. Meine 18-jährige Auszubildende trug ein weißes Oberteil, das in zwei Stoffbahnen, die hinter ihrem Nacken zusammenliefen ihre Brüste umschlang, so dass sowohl ihr Bauch als auch ihr die Rinne zwischen ihren Brüsten unbedeckt blieben. Dazu einen schwarzen, kurzen Rock und Riemchensandalen.
„Guten Morgen, Herr Minski", sagte sie, um einiges selbstbewusster als gestern, als ich ihr die kleine „Standpauke" bezüglich ihrer Kleidung erteilt hatte.
Ich begrüßte sie, machte aber keine Anstalten ihr einen Platz anzubieten.
„Wie war es denn gestern so mit der neuen Kleiderordnung zu arbeiten?"
Sie zögerte und druckste ein wenig herum.
„Nicht so warm wie sonst? Vermutlich doch ganz angenehm bei dem Temperaturen?"
„Äh... ja, schon..." sagte sie zögernd.
„Ich wette, es hat Ihnen gefallen..."
Silvia errötete leicht und nickte.
„Ich habe Ihnen ja versprochen, Sie zu kontrollieren... also, dann zeigen Sie mal, ob Sie sich an meine Anweisung gehalten haben..."
„Ich..."
„Na los, nichts, was ich nicht schon gesehen hätte, oder?"
Zögernd ergriffen ihre schlanken Finger den Saum ihres kurzen Rocks und hoben ihn hoch. Wie angeordnet trug sie kein Höschen, ihre blanke Muschi lächelte mich keck an. Ich erhob meine Zeigefinger und machte eine drehende Bewegung. Silvia drehte sich um 180° und präsentierte mir ihren knackigen Hintern. Ich hatte den Endruck, sie wackelte ein wenig mehr mit den Hüften, als die Drehung es nötig gemacht hätte -- das kleine Luder!
In dem Moment öffnete sich meine Bürotür und meine Assistentin Tina kam mit zwei kleinen Wasserflaschen und zwei Gläsern herein.
„Herr Minski, die Getränke, um die Sie..."
Nur eine Sekunde lang offenbarte meine Azubine meiner Assistentin ihre blanke Scham, dann zuckte ihre Hand herunter und zog den Rock Richtung Erdboden. Ich sah von hinten nur wenig von Silvias Gesicht aber was ich sah wurde puterrot.
Tina stockte nur einen Augenblick -- sie war ein Profi und außerdem... sagen wir mal, sie wusste um meine... Vorlieben. Ich hatte sie zwar gestern absichtlich in eine verlängerte Mittagspause geschickt, um ungestört mit Silvia zu sein, aber ich hatte keine Geheimnisse vor ihr. Schließlich hatte sie ja selber eine ähnliche Initiation hinter sich.
Als wäre nichts geschehen beendete sie ihre Satz:
„...gebeten hatten", und stellte das Flaschen und Gläser auf meinem Schreibtisch ab. Dabei genoss ich den Anblick ihrer festen Brüste, den ihr tiefer Ausschnitt mir gewährte. Sie war etwa 10 Jahre älter als Silvia, eher in meinem Alter, stand der Auszubildenden aber in Punkto Attraktivität in nichts nach. Sie hatte eine sportliche Figur. Außer ihrer tief dekolletierten Bluse trug sie einen engen Jeans-Minirock, und schwarze hochhackige Pumps -- sie wusste was mir gefiel. Sie wandte sich wieder zum gehen, aber ich forderte sie mit einer kleinen Geste zum Bleiben auf.
„Also, Fräulein Silvia", Silvia drehte sich erst jetzt zu mir um, „jetzt wo wir alle ihre Arbeitskleidung kennen..."
Sie senkte den Blick zu Boden, um Tina nicht in die Augen sehen zu müssen. Ich blickte kurz zu meiner Assistentin. Ich glaubte ein wenig Mitleid in ihrem Blick zu finden, aber ihre Lippen umspielte ein Lächeln.
„... sagen sie doch noch mal, was sie daran gut finden!"
„Ich... es ist... es ist frischer... schön bei der Wärme...", stotterte sie. Was sie gestern an Selbstvertrauen erlangt hatte, reichte sichtlich nicht aus, um vor jemand anderem als vor mir über ihre Gefühle und Lüste zu reden.
„Nur das, nur praktische Gründe?" fragte ich.
„Ja... nein... Also..."
„Fräulein Silvia, es gibt keinen Grund sich zu schämen. Sie sind nicht allein."
Ihre Blicke wanderten von mir zu meiner Assistentin und wieder zurück.
Ich lächelte, dann sah ich Tina an.
„Na, zeigen Sie's ihr!"
Tina zog ihre Augenbraue hoch. Ich lächelte, manchmal sträubte sie sich noch, obwohl sie genau wusste, dass sie noch immer auf ihre Kosten kam...
„Also..." wollte sie ansetzen, doch ein strenger Blick von mir ließ sie verstummen. Sie wandte sich Silvia zu und schob langsam und genüsslich ihren Jeans-Rock hoch.
Silvia riss ihre Augen auf und ihr Mund blieb offen stehen. Sie starrte den rasierten Schritt meiner Assistentin an.
„Hast du etwa gedacht, ich behandele meine Angestellten ungerecht? Wer unter mir arbeitet, für den gelten auch meine Regeln, nicht war Fräulein Tina?"
„Ja, Herr Minski", sagte Tina und schenkte mir ihr umwerfendes Lächeln. „Und gefällt Ihnen das arbeiten unter mir?"
„Ja sehr, Herr Minski", lächelte Tina mich an.
„Erzählen Sie unserer Auszubildenden doch mal, wie sich am Anfang gefühlt haben."
Tinas Wangen erröteten leicht, aber sie war tapfer.
„Als Herr Minski mir kurz nach meiner Einstellung gesagt hat, was ich in Zukunft im Büro anziehen dürfe -- und vor allem was nicht mehr -- war ich ziemlich geschockt. Ich meine so was ist doch heute... so was macht man doch nicht, das ist doch nicht politisch korrekt. Aber... ich weiß nicht, er... muss ein ziemlich guter Menschenkenner sein, dass er gerade mich eingestellt hat, weil... als er mich so auf seinen Schoss gezogen und meinen Slip runter geschoben hat... also mein Gehirn hat mir gesagt, ich müsste protestieren, aber meine Muschi wurde ganz feucht, es hat so schön gekribbelt... und als er mich dann da unten gestreichelt hat, bin ich fast sofort gekommen. Dann hat er mein Höschen eingesteckt mir auf den Hintern geklapst und mich wieder raus geschickt. Ein echter Macho, so was geht doch heutzutage eigentlich gar nicht. Aber ich hab seitdem nie wieder ein Höschen getragen, auch privat nicht und ich bin schon immer ganz feucht, wenn ich mich zu Hause fürs Büro anziehe. So viel Freude hatte ich an einer Arbeit noch nie!"
Tina lächelte mich an.
„Und du hast wohl gestern hier etwas Ähnliches erlebt, was?" Sie lächelte Silvia an. Ihr Rock war immer noch über ihrer Hüfte und Silvia traute sich nicht, sie anzusehen, aber sie nickte.
„Und da du heute wieder hier bist, hat es dir doch auch gefallen, oder?"
Wieder nickte meine Azubine.
Tina sah mich an. Ich zog sie zu mir herunter und flüsterte ihr zu, was ich nun gerne hätte. Sie starrte mich an -- sie hatte mir in langen gemeinsamen Überstunden viele ihrer Fantasien verraten und ich wusste, dass ich nichts von ihr verlangte, was ihr nicht schon durch den Kopf gegangen wäre. Und ich hätte nie etwas verlangt, was sie nicht tun wollte -- sie benötigte nur manchmal... Starthilfe für ein neues Abenteuer.
Ich sah sie streng an und gab ihr einen Klaps auf den Hintern, etwas fester als gewöhnlich.
„Jawohl Herr Minski", sagt Tina und ging auf Silvia zu. Sie nahm sie sanft in den Arm und küsste ihren Hals. Silvia blickte weiter starr zu Boden und entspannte sich nicht. Mit sanfter, beruhigender Stimme sagte Tina zu ihr:
„Ja, Kleines, ich weiß, das ist alles noch neu und aufregend für dich. Ich weiß noch gut, wie das ist. Aber es gefällt dir doch auch, und ich verspreche, du wirst hier bei Herrn Minski viel Spaß haben. Hattest du gestern keinen Spaß?"
„Do... doch", flüsterte Silvia.
„Siehst du. Und es wird noch viel besser. Außerdem..."
Tina strich Silvias die Haare aus dem Gesicht, fasst sie unters Kinn und schob ihren Kopf hoch, damit sie ihr in die Augen blicken konnte.
„... hast du ja mich, ich bin bei dir. Ich bin deine Freundin..."
Dann schlang sie die Arme um den Hals der Azubine und drückte ihre Lippen fest auf Silvias.
Silvia riss die Augen auf, versuchte sich kurz der anderen Frau zu entwinden. Aber Tinas Küsse waren magisch, das konnte ich aus eigener Erfahrung sagen. Nur Augenblicke später schmolz Silvia dahin, und ich sah, wie sie ihre Lippen öffnete, um die Zunge der älteren Frau in ihrem Mund zu begrüßen.
Die beiden gaben sich ihrem ersten lesbischen Kuss hin -- denn auch für Tina war es eine Premiere, obwohl sie es sich nicht anmerken ließ.
Und als Tinas Hände den Körper der Teenagerin zu erkunden begannen, gab es keinerlei Widerstand, im Gegenteil, der junge Körper wand sich lüstern unter ihrer Berührung.
Auch mich ließ das Schauspiel natürlich nicht kalt, doch ich überließ meine beiden Mädels vorerst sich selbst, auch wenn die Hose meines Anzuges merklich enger wurde.
Schnell landete der Stoffstreifen, der Silvias B-Körbchen Brüste bedeckt hatte auf dem Boden, ihr Minirock folgte sogleich.
Tina sah kurz zwischen zwei Küssen zu mir herüber und ich berührte zweimal leicht die gläserne Oberfläche meines Schreibtisches mit der Hand. Meine Assistentin verstand den Wink und dirigierte das Mädchen zum Tisch, wo sie sich der Länge nach hinlegte. Dann kniete Tina sich über sie und begann ihre rosigen Brustwarzen zu küssen und daran zu saugen. Während ich mich in meinem Stuhl zurücklehnte, und die beiden sich liebenden Frauen auf meinem Schreibtisch genoss, begann Silvia sich mit geschlossenen Augen auf meinem Tisch zu winden. Erste Tropfen fielen zwischen ihren Beinen auf die Tischplatte und Tina bemerkte das als erstklassige Angestellte natürlich sofort. Ihre Lippen wanderten langsam über Silvias Bauch und verharrten schließlich zischen ihren Beinen, wo Tinas Zunge gierig zwischen Silvias Lippen fuhr und den Nektar aufnahm. Dann begann sie den Kitzler der jungen Frau zu verwöhnen und es dauerte nicht lange, bis Silva ihre Beine um die Schultern meiner Assistentin schlang und ihr schwerer werdender Atem auch mir verriet, dass sie kam. Schließlich entspannte sich Silvia und sank auf die Tischplatte.
Tina sah mich strahlend an. Sie wäre jetzt völlig zufrieden gewesen, ihre Arbeit so gründlich erledigt zu haben und würde ohne eigenen Höhepunkt freudig wieder an ihren Arbeitsplatz zurückkehren -- die gute Seele. Aber schließlich liegt das Wohl meiner Angestellten ja in meiner Verantwortung.
Ich bildete mit Zeige- und Mittelfinger beider Hände jeweils ein V und verschränkte sie so, dass die inneren Scheitelpunkte sich berührten. Ich wusste, dass Tina meine kleinen Gesten fast immer versteht, so auch dieses Mal. Sie war noch immer angezogen, erst jetzt warf sie Bluse und Rock von sich und spreizte der jungen Silvia, die noch immer leicht abwesend auf dem Tisch lag die Beine. Dann legte sie sich so, dass die Körper der beiden Frauen eine Gerade bildeten und näherte ihren eigenen Unterkörper mit scherenartig geöffneten Beinen an den des Mädchens, bis ihre Muschis sich berührten. Silvias Augen flogen auf, doch sofort, als Tina begann, ihre Hüften zu rotieren und ihre Muschel an der der Azubine zu reiben, schloss sie die Augen wieder und legte mit lustvollem Keuchen den Kopf zurück.
Und auch ich wollte nicht mehr hinten anstehen. Ich erhob mich aus meinem Stuhl, öffnete meinen Reißverschluss und entließ meine Schwanz au seinem Gefängnis. Silvia hatte in den letzen 24 Stunden einiges Neues erlebt, also überließ ich sie erstmal dieser einen Erfahrung und näherte mich meiner Assistentin.
Tina lächelte mich an und leckte sich gierig die Lippen. Ihre Augen glitzerten erwartungsvoll und sie packte meinen harten Penis mit ihrer zarten Hand.
Ihre süßen Lippen umschlossen seinen Schaft und ihre geübte Zunge umspielte meine Eichel unnachahmlich. Während sie meinen Schwanz bis tief in ihren Rachen aufnahm und mit ihren sanften Fingern meine Eier massierte, ging mir wie so häufig, wenn sie das tat, jedes Zeitgefühl verloren. Erst als Silvias inzwischen vertrautes lautes Stöhnen zu erklingen begann und auch meine Tina schwerer atmete, die Vorwärts-Rückwärts-Bewegungen ihres Kopfes hektischer wurden und ihre Finger sich fast schmerzhaft fest um meine Hoden krampften, merkte ich, dass die beiden Frauen gemeinsam ihrem Orgasmus entgegen steuerten. Und auch ich konnte mich dank Tinas inzwischen immer heftigeren Bemühungen nicht länger bremsen. Zuerst kam Silvia, noch erregt von ihrem ersten Höhepunkt, und ihr lustvolles Schreien gab mir den Rest. Ich packte den Kopf meiner Assistentin uns spritze mein Sperma tief in ihre Kehle. Sie kannte meine Vorlieben so gut wie den Geschmack meines Samens, und ich spürte, wie sie ohne zu zögern mein sahniges Geschenk mit einem großen Schluck in ihren Magen beförderte. Dann umkrallten ihren Fingern meinen Hintern und ohne mich aus ihrem Mund zu entlassen, begann sie sich zu winden und zu schütteln, und kam heftig. Ihre Schreie wurden durch meinen Penis gedämpft, der erschlaffend noch immer in ihrem Mund ruhte. Dann endlich entließ sie mich aus ihrem Klammergriff und sank wie Tina auf die Arbeitsplatte meines Tisches.
Ich wischte mir den Schweiß von der Stirn, schloss meine Hose und gab Tina einen tiefen Zungenkuss, den sie leidenschaftlich erwiderte. Dann wandte ich mich Tina zu und küsste auch sie, und auch sie küsste mich liebevoll zurück. Dann räusperte ich mich musste wieder in meine Rolle als Chef zurückfinden.
„Also meine Damen, genug gefaulenzt, auf auf, und zurück an die Arbeit!"
Die beiden sahen mich lächelnd an und erhoben sich, beide noch etwas benommen, von meinem Schreibtisch. Sie sammelten ihre auf dem Boden verstreuten Sachen auf, zogen sich an, und verließen mein Büro.
Lächelnd beobachtete ich durch die halbgeöffnete Tür, wie meine beiden Mädels sich einen leidenschaftlichen Abschiedkuss mit viel Zungeneinsatz gaben, bevor Silvia Tinas kleines Vorzimmer verließ.
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Ende Disclaimer
Die Übertragung des olympischen Dressur-Fickens wird Ihnen präsentiert von der Mercedes X-Klasse -- Dem Auto mit dem extra breiten Liegesitz.
Und von Veltins + V -- „Bier + Viagra + X"
„Herzlich Willkommen, meine Damen und Herren hier an diesem herrlichen Sommertag im Zentralstadion zum großen Finale des ersten olympischen Wettkampfs im Dressur-Ficken. Ich bin Gerhard Schwelling und bei mir ist natürlich wieder unsere Expertin zum Thema, die ehemalige Pornodarstellerin Gina Zahm. Hallo Gina."
„Hallo Gerhard."
„Freust du dich auch wieder den Wettkampftag?"
„Auf jeden Fall. Ich denke wir haben hier in den letzen Tagen einige sehr beeindruckende Leistungen gesehen, die sich hinter der letzten WM nicht zu verstecken brauchen, das IOC hat eine weise Entscheidung getroffen, diesen Wettbewerb ins olympische Programm zu nehmen."
„Wobei wir aber auch nicht vergessen dürfen, dass es einige sehr dramatische und unangenehme Momente gegeben hat, oder Gina?"
„Stimmt, der Penisbruch des kasachischen Teilnehmers oder die Maulsperre der Kolumbianerin waren natürlich unschöne Szene, aber das ist Profisport, damit muss man immer mal wieder rechnen. Ich war ja leider nie bei olympischen Spielen, aber ich hätte da aus meiner aktiven Zeit auch einiges zu erzählen..."
„Das glaube ich gerne, aber jetzt müssen wir uns auf den Wettkampf konzentrieren, denn die vier Finalpaare laufen gerade ein, unter dem Applaus des vollständig ausverkauften Stadions, hier herrscht eine sehr gute Stimmung, und das obwohl das heimische Paar ja leider in einem dramatischen Halbfinale ausgeschieden ist. Aber die Zuschauer erweisen sich als wahre Sportsfreunde, die sich einfach an den hervorragenden Leistungen der Athleten und Athletinnen erfreuen.
Die Sportler sind im schon traditionellen Outfit angetreten, die Dressurstuten selbstverständlich nackt; am Halsband auf allen vieren geführt, die Reiter mit freiem Oberkörper und den im Schritt zu öffnenden, eng anliegenden Shorts in den jeweiligen Nationalfarben.
Da sehen wir das amerikanische Paar Dick Long und seine Stute Jane Cant, denen hier einiges zugetraut wird..."
„Ja Gerhard, zwar hat es diese Sportart noch sehr schwer, sich in den religiös konservativen Staaten der USA durchzusetzen, aber andererseits verfügen die Amerikaner natürlich dank ihrer enorm großen Pornoindustrie über einen großen Nachwuchskader und die beiden Kalifornier sind die große Hoffnung ihres Landes in diesem jungen Sport."
„Da kommen die Chinesen, Do Ping mit deiner Stute Fa Qu, aus der aufstrebenden Dressur-Fick-Nation mit großen Perspektiven."
„Stimmt. Allerdings sind die Strukturen in China fürs Dressur-Ficken noch nicht besonders gut und Fa ist eine sehr zierliche, nicht besonders erfahrene Athletin. Man kann ihr eine gewisse Flexibilität und Ausdauer attestieren, aber sie sind in diesem Finale doch eher Außenseiter!"
„Dahinter der Finne Lasse Samström mit seiner Stute und Ehefrau Olga. Eine imposante Erscheinung!"
„Ja, beide, sie mit ihren über 1,80 Meter und ihren prallen Brüsten und er, mit seinem... Penis!"
„Stimmt, den sieht man schon unter den engen Shorts. Gefällt der dir, Gina?"
„Na ja, Größe ist nicht alles, aber der größte hier im Finale fällt halt auf -- ist auch der einzige unbeschnittene übrigens."
„Das siehst du aber nicht durch die Shorts, oder? Aber da ist auch die große deutsche Hoffnung: der amtierende Weltmeister Alexander Minski mit seiner Stute Marie Hader."
„Wobei die natürlich eigentlich Österreicherin ist, Gerhard."
„Da stimmt, aber dazu haben wir ein Statement, den wir heute Morgen von Minski zu dem viel diskutierten Thema aufgenommen haben."
[Einblendung. Minski sitzt im TV Studio in Wettkampfkleidung, Marie Hader nackt zu seinen Füßen, seine Hand streichelt abwesend ihren Kopf]
Moderator: „Herr Minski, sie treten als Paar für Deutschland an, aber ihre Stute ist ja Österreicherin, manche Medien finden, dass das Ihren Triumph als nationales Symbol etwas mindert."
Minski: „Da muss ich widersprechen. Dressur-Ficken weist große Ähnlichkeiten mit dem Dressur-Reiten auf. Natürlich ist es Teamwork zwischen Stute und Reiter, wie zwischen Reiter und Pferd, und niemand bestreitet, dass auch die Stute einiges an körperlicher Leistung vollbringt. Letztlich tut sie ja aber nur dass was ihr naturgemäß im Blut liegt, während die eigentliche Dressurleistung beim Reiter liegt... also bei mir." *Er grinst* „Wenn ein deutscher Dressurreiter auf einer Araberstute gewinnt, würde ja auch keiner den Sieg Saudi-Arabien zuschreiben und wenn ich einen Wettbewerb auf meiner österreichischen Stute gewinne...."
[zurück ins Stadion]
„Sehr berechtigter Punkt, oder Gina?"
„Ich denke auch -- und das heißt ja nicht, dass man nicht auch sich ein bisschen gemeinsam mit unseren südlichen Nachbarn über einen möglichen Sieg freut. Außerdem ist sie süß, die Salzburgerin, oder Gerhard?"
„Das ist sie. Sehr zierlich, kaum größer als die Chinesin, aber in den bisherigen Wettkämpfen hat sie eine enorme Ausdauer und sexuelle Wildheit bewiesen! Und von ihrer Klasse zeugt natürlich auch der goldene Stern, der auf ihre rechte Hinterbacke tätowiert ist, das Zeichen der gewonnen Weltmeisterschaft im letzten Jahr.
Wir sehen, die Wettkämpfer machen sich gerade warm -- Minski schon traditionell, indem er seine Stute noch mal übers Knie legt und ihr ein paar motivierende Klapse auf den Hintern gibt. Solange kann ich denen von Ihnen die mit dieser neuen Sportart noch unvertraut sind, einen kurzen Überblick geben.
Das Dressur-Ficken wird in fünf Unterwettkämpfen ausgetragen. Es beginnt mit dem Ringen, in dem jeweils zwei der Stuten direkt gegeneinander antreten werden. Die genauen Regeln erläutern wir ihnen dann direkt beim Wettkampf, erstmal nur so viel, die jeweilige Siegerin erhält fünf Punkte, die Verliererin geht leer aus."
„Allerdings bekommt sie später bestimmt was von ihrem Reiter!"
„In der Tat, Gina, ordentlich was hinten drauf, davon können wir ausgehen.
Es folgen die drei Sprint-Wettbewerbe: anal, vaginal und oral. Hier werden sie eine direkte Beteiligung der Reiter bewundern dürfen."
„Wenn's reicht, einige Paare sind hier auch wegen mangelnder Kondition des Reiters ausgeschieden."
„Na ja, also streng genommen nennen die Regeln dass ‚Versagen der Stute zur ausreichenden Stimulation'. Aber so oder so, ich bin sicher, die angetreten Paare sind Profi genug, dass das im Finale nicht passiert. Das Siegerpaar erhält bei diesem Wettbewerb auf jeden Fall drei, die zweitplazierten zwei, die Dritten immerhin noch einen Punkt.
Als Abschluss des Wettbewerbes sehen wir dann den Masturbationsmarathon, die Königsdisziplin, deren Siegerin fünf Punkte erhält während die zweit- und drittplazierte immerhin noch drei bzw. einen Punkte bekommen.
Aber jetzt ist die Aufwärmphase vorbei, Minski gibt seiner Stute einen letzten motivierenden Klaps, Samström kneift seiner noch einmal in den Hintern, während sich der Unparteiische nähert, um die Auslosung der Partien des ersten Wettkampfes auszulosen."
„Dann sollten wir vielleicht beginnen und den Wettkampf erklären. Das Ringen ist ja sicherlich der umstrittenste Wettkampf beim Dressur-Ficken, nicht wahr?"
„Völlig richtig Gina, Puristen im DDFB, dem Deutschen Dressur Fick Bund haben sich gegen die Einbeziehung dieser Disziplin verwehrt, weil sie sie als zu unharmonisch und zu wenig dem Ziel der Reiter-Stute-Unterwerfung dienlich ist, aber letztlich war entscheidend, dass es ein sehr energiegeladener, optisch attraktiver Wettkampf ist, der beim Publikum sehr gut ankommt."
„Und dass es eine Möglichkeit war, die laut gewordenen Forderungen nach einer lesbischen Herausforderung für die Stuten zu erfüllen."
„Das stimmt. Es treten jeweils zwei Stuten gegeneinander an und Ziel des Ringes ist es nicht nur, wie beim klassischen Ringen, die Gegnerin bewegungsunfähig zu machen, sondern das auch sexuell auszunutzen. So gibt es für ein aufs Gesicht der Gegnerin setzen eine halbe Wertung, fürs Befummeln von Brüsten, Hintern oder Muschi eine ganze Wertung und fürs Einführen eines oder mehrer Finger in den Po oder die Muschi je eine doppelte Wertung. Die Siegerin erhält fünf Punkte für den Wettkampf. Und da kommt der Schiedsrichter mit der Schüssel und den Kugeln, in denen sich jeweils ein blauer oder roter Zettel befindet."
„Wollen wir hoffen, dass die Deutschen Losglück haben, das ist ja nicht gerade ihre Paradedisziplin."
„Überhaupt nicht, Gina -- Tatsache ist, Marie Hader hat noch nicht einen einzigen Ringkampf in ihrer Karriere gewonnen, nicht mal als sie und ihr Reiter letztes Jahr Weltmeister geworden sind -- wir habend dazu auch ein Statement."
[TV-Studio]
Moderator: „ Herr Minski, die viel zitierte Schwäche Ihrer Stute beim Ringen..."
Minski: „Tja, da sprechen Sie einen wunden Punkt an. Einmal ist meine Stute ja nicht mal 1,60 groß hat also schon einen körperliche Nachteil gegenüber vielen Gegnerinnen. Aber unsere Psychologen haben auch herausgefunden, dass meine kleine Marie sich leider nicht auf irgendetwas konzentrieren kann, sobald sie sexuell stimuliert wird. Was bei den anderen Disziplinen ein großer Vorteil ist, weil sie voll und ganz bei der Sache ist, ist beim Ringen -- schwierig, weil sie nicht mehr kämpfen kann, sobald sie... feucht wird. Und das passiert schnell. Aber wir arbeiten daran." *Er tätschelt ihren Hintern*
[im Stadion]
„Und solange sie in den andere Disziplinen gut genug ist um die Gesamtwertung zu gewinnen, soll es uns ja recht sein."
„Richtig, Gina. Trotzdem wünschen wir ihr natürlich eine leichte Gegnerin. Die Chinesin wäre ein Glückfall, sie ist ähnlich zierlich wie die Deutsch-Österreicherin und auch keine geborene Ringern. Die Amerikanerin könnte schwierig sein, sie hat in den letzten Monaten einige Kämpfe gewonnen. Und die Finnin wollen wir ihr nicht wünschen -- die 1,83 Meter große Blondine ist, wie man ja sieht ein ziemlich durchtrainiertes Muskelpaket und die erfolgreichste Ringerin im Dressur-Fick-Business."
„Da geht's los, die Finnin ist gleich als erste dran und zieht -- einen blauen Zettel. Jetzt Hader..."
„Oh je!"
„Ja, Manchmal hat man halt Pech, Gina. Auch blau. Wir wollen ja nicht unken, aber damit trifft die Österreicherin für Deutschland als schlechteste Ringerin des Jahres auf die bislang noch unbesiegte Finnin Olga Samström, das wird ein äußerst schwerer Auftakt für diese olympische Finale!"
„Die anderen beiden Stuten haben ihre Kugeln der Form halber gezogen, beide mit roten Zetteln, das zweite Match lautet also natürlich Jane Cant gegen die Chinesin Fa Qu."
„Die beiden Matches finden parallel statt und die Reiter bereiten jetzt ihre Stuten noch mit letzten Instruktionen auf den Kampf vor, wir hören da mal mit unseren Mikrofonen bei dem deutschen Team rein!"
„Na schön, Flittchen, wir wissen ja beide, wie schwer es dir fällt dich zusammenzureißen, wenn du von jemand ordentlich ran genommen wirst und sobald man dir was in dein kleines Fötzchen steckt bist du eh nicht mehr zu halten, aber wenn ich sehe, dass du es genießt und nicht dein bestes gibst bei dem Kampf, versohl' ich dir nach dem Turnier ordentlich deinen süßen Arsch, haben wir uns verstanden?" -- „Ja, Herr!" „Na schön dann enttäusch' mich mal nicht" *Klatsch*
„Oh, Gina das war ein ordentlicher Klaps auf den Hintern!"
„Allerdings -- und ganz schön harte, aber motivierende Worte."
„Wollen wir mal hoffen, dass es hilft. Die beiden sind es zwar gewöhnt, eine Aufholjagd zu starten, nachdem sich Marie völlig widerstandslos im ersten Wettbewerb ran nehmen lässt, aber wäre schön, wenn sie mal nicht das Feld von hinten aufrollen müssten. Jetzt geht's los, die Stuten nehmen ihre Position auf den Kampfmatten ein, verbeugen sich voreinander und spreizen dabei ihre Muschis und Hinterbacken im traditionellen Gruß der Dressur-Fick-Stuten dem Publikum entgegen, dass begeistert jubelt. Die Stuten gehen in Kampfstellung auf allen vieren und da ist der Gong!"
„Das geht ja gleich gut los!"
„Das kannst du mal laut sagen, Gina. Während sich die Chinesin und die Amerikanerin noch ein wenig umkreisen und sondieren, verliert die Finnin bei ihrer Gegnerin keine Zeit! Sie stürmt auf sie zu und nimmt sie sofort in einen Klammergriff von hinten!"
„Die hat keine Angst vor Hader!"
„Gibt ja auch keine Grund, natürlich weiß sie um die schwächen der Salzburgerin. Die zappelt ein wenig im Griff ihrer Gegnerin, aber selbst dazu hat sie kaum Gelegenheit, die hat ihre Arme schon gepackt und fest mit nur einer Hand hinterm Rücken fixiert. Da kommt die andere Hand, legt sie auf die Brust und beginnt sie zu massieren - ja, das ist eine ganze Wertung für Möpse-kneten, bevor die Hand tiefer wandert und das gleiche an der Muschi wiederholt: 2 ganze Wertungen.
Auf der anderen Matte passiert noch wenig, die Amerikanerin wagt jetzt einen kurzen Vorstoß, den die Chinesin mit einem schnellen Abtauchen abwehrt.
Aber Marie Hader liegt jetzt auf dem Rücken flach, die Beine zappelnd gespreizt."
„Ich bin sicher, die Stellung kennt sie bestens!"
„Ha, ja, Gina, da könntest du recht haben, aber ihr Reiter ist vermutlich meistens fröhlicher, wenn sie so daliegt. Hier beim Ringen, wenn die Kamera das mal einfangen kann -- ja er sieht nicht zufrieden aus. Jetzt klemmt Olga Samström die Arme ihrer Gegnerin unter ihren Knien auf den Boden und setzt sich mit gespreizter Muschi auf das Gesicht der Gegnerin... das gibt eine halbe Wertung und vermutlich bleibt sie erstmal ein bisschen so und spielt auf Zeit um das Spiel nach Hause zu bringen. Während Marie also mit dem Kopf fast in ihrer Gegnerin steckt, sehen wir uns mal wieder das andere Match an, da gibt es eine kleine Überraschung, die Chinesin hat sich auf den Bauch der Amerikanerin setzen können, deren Arme sie mit den Knien festhält und befingert die Muschi ihrer Gegnerin, das ist eine ganze Wertung gegen die leicht favorisierte Amerikanerin."
„Sieh mal, Hader hat sich aus dem Griff befreit."
"Das scheint mir ehrlich gesagt nicht so, ich glaube eher, de Finnin hat sie losgelassen. Sie hätte sie sicher den Rest des Matches unter ihrer Muschi halten können, aber sie mag die Herausforderung. Sieh nur wie sie sie umkreist, wie eine Katze ihre Beute, nicht so elegant vielleicht, dafür sehr kraftvoll. Die Österreicherin wirft einen Blick zu ihrem Reiter -- oh, was wohl ein Fehler war, schon hat sie die Finnin wieder gepackt, presst sie bäuchlings auf die Matte und führt von hinten zwei... nein drei Finger in den Po der Österreicherin ein. Ein Blick zum Ringrichter und ja, das ist eine doppelte Wertung, damit steht es jetzt 4,5 zu null in diesem Match und die Finnin wird sich das keinesfalls mehr aus der Hand nehmen lassen, ich denke sogar sie wird ihre Gegnerin nicht mehr aus dieser Stellung loslassen, jetzt da nur noch knapp 30 Sekunden auf der Uhr stehen.
Das andere Match ist da spannender, es hat sich nicht viel getan noch immer führt die Chinesin Fa Qu mit einer Wertung gegen die Amerikanerin und noch immer umkreisen die beiden sich abschätzend. Aber da, wird das...? Ja, die Amerikanerin packt die kleine Chinesin an der Taille und wirft sie auf den Rücken, biegt ihre Beine hoch, dass sie gegen die Brust der Chinesin drücken und zwängt nun einen Finger in den engen Schlitz der Asiatin... hält sie sie so? Ja, der Ringrichter gibt eine doppelte Wertung, bevor die Chinesin sich wieder freikämpfen kann. Während die Finnin lächelnd ihre Gegnerin weiter fest im eisernen Griff hat, versucht die Chinesin jetzt noch einen letzten Verzweiflungsangriff auf Cant, während das Publikum die Uhr herunterzählt... 6 -- 5 -- 4 -- 3 -- 2 -1- und aus! Der erste Wettkampf im ersten olympischen Dressur-Fick-Finale ist beendet. Siegerinnen sind die haushoch favorisierte Finnin Olga Samström gegen die absolut chancenlose Deutsch-Österreicherin mit 4,5 -- 0 und die Amerikanerin gegen China in einem knappen Match mit 2-1. Somit ist der erste Zwischenstand Finnland vor den USA, China und Deutschland auf dem vierten Rang."
„Schade."
„Aber nicht zu schlimm, an die Position nach dem ersten Kampf ist das deutsche Team gewöhnt."
„Aber ein bisschen geknickt sieht sie schon aus."
„Genau wie die Chinesin, aber das kann man ihnen kaum verdenken. In der kleinen Pause bis zum nächsten Wettkamp bekommen sie jetzt sicher ganz schön was zu hören, von den Reiter."
„Und nicht nur zu hören, Gerhard. Marie Hader wird schon übers Knie gelegt und die Chinesin... Ja jetzt auch."
„Hören wir doch mal kurz beim deutschen Team rein!"
*Klatsch* „Au....3... Verzeihung, Herr, dass ich verloren haben." *Klatsch* „Auaaa... 4 ... Verzeihung, Herr, dass ich verloren habe!" *Klatsch*
„Süß. Zum Glück hat das IOC entschieden diese Art von Motivation während des Turniers zuzulassen. Während die Spielerinnen also noch mal eine -- Nachschulung erhalten, erklären wir ihnen mal den nächsten Teil des Wettbewerbs. Das ist der so genannte Sprint-Block. Nach dem Motto, die wichtigsten Fähigkeiten einer Sex-Stute unter Beweis zu stellen, kommt nach dem lesbischen Einsatz nun der Dienst am Reiter ins Spiel. Der Sprint-Block unterteilt sich in drei Wettbewerbe, die eigentlich sehr einleuchtend sind. Nacheinander müssen die Stuten ihre Reiter oral, vaginal und anal zum Höhepunkt bringen und so beweisen, wie gut sie dressiert sind. Dabei zählt Effektivität: wer seine Aufgabe am schnellsten erledigt, sprich das Sperma seine Reiters als erste abbekommt, erhält drei Punkte, die nachfolgende zwei und die Dritte einen Punkt, die letzte geht leider leer aus."
„Muss aber auch ihren Reiter noch zum Abspritzen bringen."
„Natürlich Gina, damit beim nächsten Wettbewerb wieder Chancengleichheit herrscht."
„Ist ja eigentlich ziemlich schwierig für euch Männer so kurz hintereinander dreimal zu kommen."
„Die Männer sind natürlich Profis, bestens auf den Dreier-Rhythmus trainiert. Außerdem sind die Stuten natürlich ordentlich motiviert, wenn sie ihre Reiter nicht ausreichend stimulieren und deswegen ausscheiden gibt es sicher ordentlich den Hintern voll!"
„Bestimmt!"
„Aber jetzt ist die Pause auch vorbei und die Athletinnen knien sich vor ihren Reitern hin, um den ersten Sprint, den oralen, zu beginnen."
„Dem Ausblasen der olympischen Flamme, wenn man so will"
„Sehr gut, Gina. Jetzt öffnen sich die Shorts der Männer und nun bekommen auch die Damen im Publikum was zusehen, stimmt's, Gina?"
„Oh ja, Gerhard. Der Finne hat ein beeindruckendes Gerät, eins der größten in diesem Sport, aber auch der Deutsche kann sich wirklich sehen lassen. Der Amerikaner ist sehr guter Durchschnitt und der Chinese ein bisschen kleiner, aber ästhetisch sehr ansprechend! Ich freue mich wirklich auch für die Zuschauer zu Hause dass wir das in HD übertragen, da sollte man ganz genau hinsehen!"
„Wollen wir hoffen, dass sie die Sportgeräte auch gut nutzen. Da ist der Startschuss und alle vier Athletinnen machen sich sofort über die Schwänze ihrer Reiter her. Lassen sie mich Ihnen noch sagen, dass es den Stuten nicht gestattet ist die Hände zu Hilfe zu nehmen, bei keinem der drei Sprintdisziplinen und auch die Reiter dürfen nicht Hand anlegen und beispielsweise den Kopf der Stute führen, nur Kommandos sind gestattet. Außerdem ist es hier sozusagen Freistil, es gibt keine vorgeschriebene Technik, außer, dass der Mund der Stute die Genitalien des Reiters verwöhnen muss. Daher sehen sie auch schon klare Unterschiede bei den einzelnen Techniken, die Chinesin konzentriert sich sehr auf die Eichel ihres Reiters, verschränkt die Hände hinter dem Rücken, während sie seinen Schwanz kaum in den Mund nimmt und nur mit der Zunge den Kopf umspielt. Die Deutsch-Österreicherin macht das genaue Gegenteil, unter den motivierenden Anweisungen ihres Reiters bewegt sie den Kopf mit jedem Vorstoß weiter vor und wird, das kennen wir von ihr, sehr bald seinen gesamten Schwanz tief in ihrer Kehle versenken.



Die groß gebaute Finnin direkt neben den Deutschen macht weit auslandende Bewegungen und nimmt den Schwanz ihres Mannes und Reiters jedes Mal wieder neu in den Mund und die Amerikaner bedienen sich der klassischen Technik, indem die Stute den Schwanz vom Ansatz der Eichel bis etwa 5 Zentimeter oberhalb der Schamhaare ihres Reiters mit den Lippen versorgt. Gina, als Expertin, welche Technik scheint dir am Erfolg versprechensten?"
„Das hängt natürlich ganz stark von der Ausführung und dem persönlichen Geschmack der Männer ab. Sich auf die Eichel zu konzentrieren wie die Chinesin scheint sehr aussichtsreich, aber eine Deep-Throat Technik wie bei den Deutschen ist, wenn sie professionell ausgeführt wird -- was nicht jede kann -- auch ziemlich wirksam."
„Ich bin sicher, Minski lässt seine Partnerin reichlich Deep-Throat trainieren, also bin ich zuversichtlich!"
„Kann man wohl sein, ja!"
„Wir sehen auch, wie der deutsche seine Hüften vorstößt um seiner Stute den Weg zu verkürzen und seinen Penis jetzt wie erwartet bis zum Anschlag in her geübten Kehle versenkt hat!"
„Dick Long scheint aber etwas unzufrieden, Gerhard."
„Sieht so aus. Oral ist eigentlich eine starke Disziplin der Amerikaner, aber im Augenblick scheint der Pegel noch nicht besonders hoch zu stehen bei ihm. Ganz im Gegensatz zum Deutschen, dessen Hüften schon ziemlich wild in Richtung Mund seiner Partnerin stoßen, ich glaube das sieht sehr gut aus!"
"Aber vergiss die Finnen nicht Gerhard, auch Olga Samström legt sich ordentlich ins Zeug und schleckt den Schwanz ihres Reiters ab!"
„Die Chinesen zwischen drin sind schwer zu lesen, die Zunge von Fa Qu auf der Eichel scheint aber auch ihre Wirkung zu tun, aber wir sollten uns jetzt auf den Deutschen konzentrieren, denn ich glaube es kann jetzt nicht mehr lange dauern, die Muskeln in seinem Hintern zucken unter den engen Shorts, aber auch der Finne legt den Kopf in den Nacken, das könnte eine knappe Entscheidung werden, aber ja, da, der Deutsche zieht seinen Schwanz zwischen den Lippen seiner Partnerin heraus und ohne weitere Manipulation ihrerseits, wie es die Regeln vorschreiben, spritzt ein langer Strahl Sperma auf ihre lüsternen Lippen und tropft das Kinn herab, Deutschland hat diesen Wettkampf gewonnen. Da legt der Finne nach, sein Strahl landet auf den prallen Brüsten seiner Partnerin und sichert ihnen so den zweiten Platz.
Werfen wir einen Blick auf die weiteren Teilnehmer, der Amerikaner wirkt nicht glücklich sein Blick wandert zum Chinesen und zwar zu Recht, denn noch während die kleine Asiatin den Schaft des Mannes hinab leckt, spritzt auch er ab, hauptsächlich in ihre schwarzen Haare.
Der Amerikaner muss jetzt noch abspritzen, um im nächsten Wettbewerb Chancengleichheit zu sichern, darf jetzt seine Hände zu Hilfe nehmen und wichst sich so auf den undankbaren vierten Platz, wobei er seiner Stute nicht mal das Sperma gönnt sondern es auf den Boden fallen lässt.
Das war doch mal ein schöner Wettkampf, oder Gina?"
„Das war es, sehr spannend und dabei eine hervorragende Schau großer Blastechniken, gerade das Deep-Throat der Deutschen war ganz objektiv erste Klasse!"
„Und startet hoffentlich eine Aufholjagd. Nach diesem zweiten Wettbewerb liegen die Deutschen mit nun drei Punkten auf Rang 3 hinter den Finnen mit sieben und den Amerikanern mit fünf Punkten aus dem ersten Wettkampf, China mit einem Punkt Letzter."
„Dick Long scheint aber nicht zufrieden mit Rang 2."
„Nein Gina, nicht so, wie er seiner Jane gerade den Hintern versohlt. Gönnen wir den Athleten diese kleine Pause, der nächste Wettkampf ist der Vaginalsprint, mit ähnlichen Regeln: keine Hände, wer seinen Reiter als erster zum Abspritzen bringt gewinnt."
„Auch keine Hände zum aufrichten, Gerhard."
„In der Tat, Gina, natürlich kommt es vor, wenn auch häufiger im dritten Sprint, dass die Reiter etwas länger brauchen um bereit zu sein, dem dürfen die Stuten nur mit der Reibung ihrer Muschis auf die Sprünge helfen."
„Die Reiter sehen aber alle noch ziemlich bereit aus, oder?"
„Denke ich auch, im Finale eines solchen Wettkampfes kann man auch zwei aufeinander folgende Erektionen erwarte, das ist ja hier nicht die Regionalliga. Die Pause ist auch schon vorbei und die Reiter legen sich auf ihre Plätze!"
„Eigentlich reiten ja ab jetzt die Stuten, nicht wahr?"
„Technisch gesehen schon, aber natürlich behalten die Reiter das Heft in der Hand. Die Athletinnen hocken sich jetzt über die Männer..."
„Kritische Phase."
„Stimmt, wenn eine Muschi einen Schwanz vor dem Startschuss berührt, führt der Fehlstart zur Disqualifikation. Aber da ist der Schuss auch schon, alles gut gegangen. Alles vier Stuten knien sich flink und behände auf die Schwänze ihrer Reiter..."
„Na ja, behände..."
„OK, die Finnin sieht vielleicht etwas grobmotorisch aus, aber der Penis gleitet professionell wie es sich gehört in den Schlitz! Und der Ritt geht los!"
„Das Publikum feuert ganz schön an."
„Allerdings. Ist aber auch ein erhebender Anblick. Der Oral-Sprint ist vielleicht technisch anspruchsvoller und die Details abwechslungsreicher, weil die Techniken der Stuten sich sichtbarer unterscheiden, aber auch wenn die Unterschiede nun überwiegend in der Geschwindigkeit und dem Rhythmus der Stuten liegt, so bietet dieses auf und ab der Frauen auf den harten Schwänzen ihrer Reiter, die wogenden Brüste und die in zunehmendem Maße lustverzerrten Gesichter doch eine prächtigen Anblick."
„Und in Nahaufnahme auch interessante Bilder -- gerade in HD!"
„Stimmt, Gina. Der legendäre Hammer des Finnen, der seine Frau und Stute fast zerreißt, pumpt da direkt neben dem eher bescheideneren Glied des Chinesen, dessen Partnerin aber nichts desto trotz einen enormen Ritt hinlegt!"
„Größe ist halt nicht alles!"
„Du musst es ja wissen, Gina! Sehen wir doch mal was die Deutschen so machen."
„Sehr schöner Ritt, ordentliches Tempo und sauberer Hüftschwung würde ich sagen!"
„Ja, Hader macht sich gut. Beim Vaginalsprint liegt sie im oberen Drittel der Weltrangliste, nicht ganz ihre beste Disziplin, da ist ihre Technik oral aber vor allem anal berühmter!"
„Wie kommt's?"
„Na ja wie so häufig eine Trainingsfrage -- ihr Reiter Alexander Minski ist ein großer Freund des Analverkehrs mit einem Blaskonzert als Vorspiel, da kommt das vaginale Training gelegentlich zu kurz, sagt man ihm nach."
„Wäre ja schade, wenn es daran scheitert. Ich habe das Gefühl die Chinesen liegen in Führung?"
„Kann gut sein. Ich will nicht in die eher flauen Witzchen mancher Kollegen über Schlitze und Asiaten abgleiten, aber die Vaginalmassage ist wohl die Paradedisziplin von Fa Qu, der Teil des Wettbewerbs, der den Chinesen auch den knappen Einzug ins Finale gegen die Südafrikaner gesichert hat, also sind sie hier durchaus Mitfavoriten, aber auch die Finnen schlagen sich gut."
„Die Amerikaner wieder nicht, oder?"
„Dick Long wirkt schon wieder eher unzufrieden mit der Leistung seiner Stute, in der Tat. Sie scheinen keinen besonders guten Tag erwischt zu haben, sollten sie sich nicht noch erheblich steigern sehe ich einen sehr geröteten Hintern bei Jane Cant nach dem Wettbewerb voraus, denn sollten sie hier ohne Medaille bleiben wäre das eine herbe Enttäuschung."
„Tut sich da was bei den Chinesen?"
„Es sieht ganz danach aus, sie dir die Hände von Do Ping an, er krallt sich in die Matte und scheint seiner Stute die Anweisung zu geben, aufzustehen -- gerade rechtzeitig, da spritzt die Spermafontäne los und klatscht gegen die nasse Muschi der Chinesin, das sind 3Punkte, der erste gewonnene Wettbewerb heute für die Asiaten."
„Und wer dann?"
„Das könnte wieder ein spannender Kampf zwischen Deutschland und Finnland geben, der Amerikaner scheint mir noch nicht erregt genug, dass seine Stute ihn da noch ins Rennen um Platz zwei bringen könnte. Aber da, ja, sie ihm mal ins Gesicht, Minski gestikuliert. Hast du das gehört? ‚Hoch mit dir, Schlampe!' hat er gebrüllt, da steht Marie auch auf und kann sich sogar noch über ihn beugen, damit sein Sperma auf ihre Bauch katscht, leider gibt's keine B-Note, das war optisch sehr ansprechender Aufschlag und das Sperma bleibt natürlich wie alles in der Dressur vergossene Sperma bis zur Siegerehrung auf den Athletinnen -- aus ästhetischen Gründen, das mag das Publikum. Jetzt hat auch der Finne zwischen den Beinen seiner Stute abgespritzt und der Amerikaner muss sich wieder mit eigener Hände Arbeit auf Rang vier spritzen."
„Und wird seiner Stute gleich wieder zum Hintern versohlen!"
„Ja, Jane Cant sollte sich wohl noch sehr ins Zeug legen, um sich in den verbleibenden zwei Wettbewerben größere Diziplinarmaßnahmen zu ersparen.
Ein kurzer Blick auf die Zwischenstände: China bekommt drei Punkte, bleibt mit insgesamt vier Punkten auf Rang vier, schiebt sich aber heran, die USA haben weiterhin nur ihre fünf Punkte aus dem Ringen und teilen sich nun Rang zwei mit Deutschland, die zwei Punkte für ihren zweiten Platz bekommen haben. Finnland führt weiter mit acht Punkten, dank des einen Punktes für Rang drei."
„Es geht weiter, Gerhard."
„Sehr schön wir kommen zum vorletzten Wettbewerb, dem Analsprint. Die Regeln sind klar, genau wie beim Vaginalsprint."
„Trotzdem ein noch spannenderer Wettbewerb, oder?"
„Sagen die meisten, ja. Der Analsprint verlangt der Stute das meiste an technischem Können, Körperbeherrschung und vor allem auch Leistungsbereitschaft ab."
„Und die Deutschen haben das drauf, oder?"
„Allerdings. Anal gilt unter den Sprintdisziplinen klar als Marie Haders stärkste, Minski soll sie da auch enorm hart ran nehmen und extrem viel trainieren."
„Hoffentlich lohnt sich's."
„Werden wir sehen, die Reiter legen sich wieder auf ihre Plätze und die Stuten gehen in die Hockposition..."
„Der Finne ist ein bisschen schlaff..."
„Als einziger, ja. Da mag sich die gute Leistung der ersten beiden Sprints rächen, das zehrt natürlich schon. Außerdem muss der größte Penis hier im Wettbewerb natürlich auch erstmal wieder mit Blut gefüllt werden. Das muss Olga nun allein mit der Kraft ihrer Arschbacken hinbekommen, ihn soweit aufrichten, dass er in sie dringen kann. Die Schwänze sind jetzt eingecremt für den Hintereingang und der Startschuss fällt."
„Oh, da legen die Deutschen aber los!"
„Ja, da sieht man den Profi. Marie Hader hat keinerlei Hemmungen, sich mit einem langen Fallenlassen gänzlich aufzuspießen, da kommt klar das lange intensive Training der beiden zum Tragen. Die Chinesen sind da merklich zögerlicher, anal ist deren Stärke nicht. Die Amerikaner haben jetzt nachgelegt, auch Dick Long ist bis zum Anschlag im Anus seiner Partnerin, die sehr hart daran zu arbeiten scheint, auf keinen Fall wieder als letzte aus dem Wettbewerb zu gehen. Olga Samström reibt noch den Schwanz ihres Mannes an ihren prallen Backen steif - ja, jetzt passt's, auch der gleitet zwischen die Halbmonde der Finnin und versinkt bis zum Anschlag!"
„Das tun jetzt alle!"
„Na klar, auch wenn er mehr oder weniger leicht rein gleitet, das hier sind alles professionelle Dressurficker, Analverkehr bis zum Anschlag gehört da auf jeden Fall zu dem, was man können muss!"
„Jetzt guck dir die Österreicherin an!"
„Ich wie was du meinst. Der Rhythmus ist fast hypnotisch, der Schließmuskel wenn man sie Nahaufnahmen sieht massiert den Schwanz wie eine eins, das ist eine einwandfreie Analtechnik. Dressur-Ficken vom Feinsten. Sie ist hier eindeutig die beste im Analwettbewerb, das sieht sehr gut aus für das deutsche Team."
„Die Amerikanerin kann's aber auch!"
„Ja, jetzt schient sie sich ein bisschen gefangen zu haben, der Schwanz ihres Reiters gleitet sauber in das enge Loch und er scheint ein bisschen zufriedener zu sein als in den anderen Wettkämpfen. Hoffen wir für sie, dass es nicht zu spät kommt, zumal ein Sieg beim Analsprint in Anbetracht der deutschen Glanzleistung unwahrscheinlich scheint."
„Könnte es sein, dass Minski schon soweit ist?"
„Sieht fast so aus. Kann man ihm aber auch nicht verdenken, es sieht aus als hätte Haders Hintern ihn gepackt wie eine kleine Faust, da möchte man gerne an seiner Stelle sein!"
„Oder an ihrer!"
„Jetzt müsste es jeden Moment soweit sein, ja, da kommt ein lautes ‚Hopp!' vom Deutschen und die Österreicherin erhebt sich, lässt den Schwanz aus ihrem Hintern gleiten, und der entlässt eine prächtige Spermafontäne, die genau auf die prallen Bäckchen der österreichischen Stute klatscht. Und das Publikum jubelt zu Recht -- die sind hier Zeuge einer absoluten Weltklasse-Vorstellung im Analsex geworden!"
„Aber vergessen wir die anderen nicht, oder?"
„Keinesfalls, da erhebt sich gerade die Amerikanerin Cant und bekommt das aufspritzende Sperma ihres Reiters gegen den Oberschenkel, damit sichern sie sich Rang zwei, und kommen nach den enttäuschenden beiden ersten Sprints vielleicht wieder besser in Fahrt. Als Dritte -- sieh an, da steht die Finnin auf! Samströms Sperma verfehlt sie zwar, das gäbe Abzüge in der B-Note, aber reife Leistung in Anbetracht des etwas verpatzen Starts mit dem halbsteifen Schwanz. Und diesmal muss der Chinese selber Hand anlegen für Rang vier, das ist dank des guten Abschneidens der Amerikaner nicht so gut für die Außenseiter.
Deutschland erringt also drei Punkte, ist damit mit acht Punkten alleine auf Platz zwei vor den Amerikanern mit sieben und hinter den Finnen mit neun Punkten."
„Wahnsinnig spannend!"
"Allerdings, das ist ein völlig offenes Rennen vor dem letzen Wettkampf. Lediglich die Chinesen sind mit vier Punkten auf Rang vier abgeschlagen und hätten selbst wenn sie sie letzten fünf Punkte holen keine Chance mehr auf den Sieg, weil der zweitplazierte mit drei Punkten auf jeden Fall an ihnen vorbeizöge."
„Jetzt geht's gleich weiter, oder?"
„Stimmt, vor dem nächsten Wettkampf gibt's keine große Pause, das ist im Sinne des Sports. Die letzte Herausforderung des Dressur-Fickens, nachdem wir in Kürze den ersten Olympiasieger dieser neuen Disziplin kennen werden, ist der Masturbationsmarathon.
Die Stuten dürfen dabei zum ersten Mal selber Hand an sich legen und bekommen nun endlich auch die Erlaubnis zu einem Orgasmus. Die Regeln sind einfach: Die Athletinnen legen sich mit gespreizten Beine auf die Wettkampfmatte und masturbieren. Dabei ist ausschließlich klitorale Stimulation erlaubt, zur besseren Vergleichbarkeit. Diesmal ist es wie gesagt kein Sprint, beim Masturbieren geht es nicht um die Fähigkeit der Stute schnell zum Ziel zu kommen, wie bei der Behandlung eines Schwanzes, vielmehr wird die Fähigkeit zur Selbstbeherrschung und die Ausdauer geprüft. Daher ist diejenige Stute Siegerin, die den Orgasmus am längste hinauszögern kann und erhält fünf Punkte, die zweite drei und die dritte immerhin noch einen Punkt."
„Also ist die Siegerin in diesem Wettbewerb auch Gesamtsiegerin?"
„Außer bei den Chinesen ist das heute so, wenn eine der anderen Mannschaften die fünf Punkte bekommt, schiebt sie sich nach vorne!"
„Spannend"
„Ungemein. Die Stuten liegen jetzt bereit. Die Reiter stehen im Blickfeld, dürfen wie bei den Sprints nicht Hand anlegen, jetzt muss sich zeigen wie gut die Stuten dressiert sind. Die Unparteiischen stellen sich auf, jeder hat die Muschi einer Athletin im Blick, um sicherzustellen, dass sie auch regelgerecht masturbiert und nicht nachlässt, das würde nach einer Ermahnung zur Disqualifikation führen. Der Oberschiedsrichter gibt den Startschuss ab und das Wichsen beginnt!"
„Das ist bestimmt sehr hart für die Frauen, jetzt noch den Orgasmus verzögern!"
„Natürlich, das ist die eigentlich Herausforderung. Die Stuten sind jetzt seit über einer Stunde im Wettkampf, sind beim Ringen befingert worden, haben geblasen und wurden in Muschi und Hintern gefickt. Nur echte Profis können sich nach so viel Aufregung jetzt noch lange beherrschen! Und natürlich muss man bedenken: wer bislang hier am besten war - beim Ringern selber gefingert hat und beim Sprint schnell fertig war - ist natürlich im Vorteil, weil weniger erregt."
„Hochspannend, dass diese Sportart so aufeinander aufbaut!"
„Das macht den Reiz aus. Betrachten wir den Punktestand, müsste die Finnin also die beste Ausgangsposition haben -- schlägt sich auch ganz gut, der Zeigefinger fliegt über den Kitzler, dass es eine Freude ist, kein Grund für den Unparteiischen einzugreifen."
„Die Chinesin sieht auch gut aus dabei!"
„Ja, Selbstbeherrschung gilt als eine ihrer großen Stärken, aber man weiß nicht wie sehr sie sich jetzt noch motivieren kann, da die Goldmedaille selbst bei einem Sieg in dieser Disziplin unerreichbar ist."
„Und die Deutschen?"
„Marie Hader ist ein interessanter Fall. Man attestiert ihr eine enorme Libido, wohl die größte Sexgier von allen Teilnehmerinnen, andererseits ist der Marathon auch eine ihrer Stärken, was dem Training ihres Reiters zuzuschreiben ist, der wahre Wunder geleistet hat, die Libido der Stute zu zügeln und sie zu trainieren, sehr -- sehr lange durchzuhalten. Da zeigt sich, dass die Arbeit des Reiters eindeutig wichtiger ist als die der Stute, auch wenn es noch so sehr Teamwork ist, ein Spitzenpaar zu sein."
„Die Amerikanerin scheint Probleme zu haben."
„Ja, das würde zu ihrem Tag passen -- beim Analverkehr schien sie sich gefangen zu haben, aber es kann sein, dass sie das mehr gefordert hat, als es bei einer Profi-Stute sein sollte. Du hast Recht, es sieht aus als hielte sie nicht mehr lange durch.... Oh-oh, jetzt hat sie auch noch eine Verwarnung kassiert, weil sie den Finger vom Kitzler abgesetzt hat, jetzt kann sie sich keine Verzögerung mehr leisten sondern muss.... Ja, da geht's los, sie ihr ins Gesicht, sie verkrampft, das ist eindeutig und schreit lauthals... ich liebe ja diese Musik der kommenden Stute, aber für die Amerikanerin ist das ein schlechtes Zeichen, der Orgasmus ist da, das gibt wieder keinen Punkt. Da könne Long und Cant nur hoffen, das die Chinesin als nächste kommt, ansonsten würde die sich noch an ihnen vorbei auf den Bronzeplatz schieben, und dann möchte ich nicht in Jane Cants Hintern stecken."
„Und die Chinesin soll ja so ausdauernd sein!"
„Vielleicht -- andererseits, ich finde sie sicht auch schon etwas angegriffen aus. Das hier ist ja ihr erster großer Wettbewerb, und wenn die Nerven flattern... sie mal die linke Hand krallt sich schon in die Matte... ja, gleich... ja, ist soweit, sie kommt!"
„Aber leise."
„Stimmt, kein Schreien wie die Amerikanerin, aber eindeutig ein -- wenn auch höflich zurückhaltender - Orgasmus. Das gibt nur einen Punkt für China, fünf insgesamt, damit bleiben sie auf Platz 4, hinter den Amerikanern, die sich mit einem Sieg im Ringen und einem zweiten Platz im Vaginalsprint glücklich Bronze holen."
„Aber jetzt zu den ersten!"
„Genau, zum Glück mit deutscher, oder deutsch-österreichischer Beteiligung."
„Finnland -- Deutschland ist keine Überraschung, oder?"
„Nein, das Finale prophezeiten viele. Die beiden sind die dominanten Paare im Dressur-Ficken, alles andere wäre auf jeden Fall eine kleine Überraschung gewesen. Und die Chancen auf Mehr für Deutschland stehen gut, die Finnin ist mehr eine Kraft- als eine Ausdauerathletin und Marie Hader wie gesagt berühmt für ihre antrainierte Beherrschung, also sehen wir uns die Finnin an!"
„Schöne wogende Brüste beim Wichsen!"
„Allerdings. Und der Bizeps treibt den rechte Arm zu Höchstleistungen, um ja keine Verwarnung zu kassieren... aber ich glaube sie wird langsamer... siehst du den Bizeps sich weiter anspannen... Sie beißt sich auf die Unterlippe, und Marie Hader -- auch sie ist aufgelöst, schweißüberströmt, aber die Stute aus Salzburg ist eine Kämpfernatur, die kann das stehen, durchhalten, Stute, durchhalten, Marie!"
„Komm schon, Kleines!"
„Ihr Reiter sieht sie nur streng an, ich weiß nicht ob sie das mitbekommt, aber das motiviert sich sicher noch mal mehr -- jetzt stöhnt die Finnin eindeutig lauter, Hader beißt sich auf die Lippen, aber es reicht! Olga Samström schreit aus vollem Hals und die Säfte laufen ihr aus der klaffenden Muschi, die Finnin kommt zum Orgasmus und Deutschland gewinnt den Masturbationsmarathon, bekommt die fünf Punkte und gewinnt die erste olympische Goldmedaille im Dressur-Ficken! Ein wahrlich erhebender, sporthistorischer Moment und Sie waren dabei!"



„Jetzt kommt Minski auf Feld!"
„Jetzt darf er entschieden, ob die Stute kommen darf, muss sie natürlich nicht mehr für den Wettkampf, aber wenn der Reiter mit der Leistung seiner Stute zufrieden ist, ist es Tradition es ihr zu erlauben."
„Er nickt ihr zu."
„Und sie lächelt. Erhöht das Tempo und fängt an zu stöhnen -- und zu schreien, so laut dass sie selbst das jubelnde Stadionpublikum übertönt! Was für ein grandioser Orgasmus! Das brennt heißer als die olympische Flamm dort oben auf der Tribüne."
„Mir kommt's auch fast schon!"
„Lass dich nicht aufhalten Gina, wir geben jetzt zur Werbung! Aber verpassen sie nicht die Siegerehrung, wenn unser Goldreiter Alexander Minski seine verdiente Goldmedaille bekommt -- und seine brave Stute die Tätowierung der goldenen olympischen Ringe auf ihren prächtigen kleinen Arsch, direkt neben den goldenen Stern für ihren Weltmeistertitel. Bis dahin, verabschieden sich ihr Gerhard Schwelling..."
„Und Ihre Gina Zahm!....
Sind wir noch drauf? Komm her, Gerhard, besorg's mir, das hat mich hier so geil gema...................."
Die Übertragung des olympischen Dressur-Fickens wurde Ihnen präsentiert von der Mercedes X-Klasse -- Dem Auto mit dem extra breiten Liegesitz.
Und von Veltins + V -- „Bier + Viagra + X"
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Aus dem Augenwinkel sehe ich den Wecker blinken, in der Sekunde, die zwischen dem Öffnen meiner Augen und dem aufleuchtenden blendend hellem Licht liegt, das durch mein Fenster herein strahlt. Ich weiß nicht, was mich geweckt hat, aber nun blendet mich das pure Weiß.
Mein Kopf liegt flach auf meinem Kopfkissen, jeder Versuch, mich zu regen ist vergeblich, ich liege wie gelähmt auf dem Bett, keinen Muskel kann ich kontrollieren. Mein Atem stockt, als ich spüre, wie das Bett unter mir verschwindet -- nein -- ich beginne zu schweben. Etwas zieht an mir, etwas in dem Licht, nicht stofflich, aber dennoch mit ausreichend Kraft, um mich vom Bett weg zum offenen Fenster zu ziehen, steif und waagrecht in der Luft liegend, wie die Assistentin eines drittklassigen Bühnenmagiers, nur ohne Drähte. Die Decke gleitet mit leisem Rascheln an mir herab, die kühle Luft, die durchs Fenster strömt lässt mich erzittern, das knappe Höschen wärmt ebenso wenig wie der hauchdünne Stoff des Oberteils, das ich zum Schlafen trage. Ich spüre meine Gänsehaut am ganzen Körper und meine Brustwarzen, die sich in der kühlen Luft gegen den Stoff reiben. Meine Brüste scheinen der Schwerkraft zu trotzen, was immer mich unaufhaltsam hinausträgt, lässt sie sacht wippen. Mein Oberteil wird vom Luftzug erfasst, als ich von der unbekannten Kraft aus dem Fenster herausgetragen werde und legt sich enger um meinen Busen. Mein stockender Atem setzt wieder ein und ich spüre Panik in mir aufkommen, mein Herzschlag in meinen Ohren ist das einzige was ich höre, weder Wind, noch Autos oder ein Geräusch von -- was auch immer mich zu sich zieht dringen zu mir durch.
Noch immer kann ich in keine andere Richtung schauen als nach oben, keinen Muskel bewegen, doch aus dem Augenwinkel sehe ich, wie sich vor meinen Füßen eine Öffnung auftut, in die mich der Lichtstrahl, der mich auf sich trägt, hineinzieht. Mein Puls rast und meine Nippel richten sich weiter auf -- ist es hier drin noch kälter als draußen? Wo bin ich?
Ohne den geringsten Ruck komme ich zum Stehen -- schwebe waagrecht in der Luft, die Arme an meinen Seiten angelegt, der dünne Stoff meines Hemdchens kommt zur Ruhe und ich spüre ihn gegen meine kühle Haut. Mit kaum wahrnehmbarem Summen öffnet sich etwas unter mir und ich sinke langsam hinab. Der Lichtstrahl kommt nun von oben, noch immer scheint er mich völlig von der Schwerkraft zu befreien und gleichzeitig einzuschnüren und zu lähmen. Außer ihm ist kein Licht zu sehen, tiefste Dunkelheit durchbrochen von dem weißen Kegel, der mich hinabsinken lässt -- bis ich auf einer Oberfläche aufkomme. Ich atme heftig ein, aber kann nicht mal zucken, die Fläche fühlt sich metallisch an -- und eiskalt.
Das Gefühl der Schwerelosigkeit löst sich mit dem Lichtstrahl auf, doch alle Versuche Kontrolle über meine Muskeln zurückzuerlangen sind vergebens - im Gegenteil, statt des freien Schwebens scheint mich nun etwas niederzudrücken, die Schwerkraft hat mich voll und ganz wieder, noch mehr denn je, ich fühle mich schwerer - deutlich schwerer - als sonst als würde der Tisch auf dem ich liege die Arbeit des Strahls übernehmen und mich nun festhalten.
Für den Bruchteil einer Sekunde umfängt mich völlige Dunkelheit -- und dann gleißende Helle. Jede Wand des Raumes in dem ich liege sondert Licht ab, es scheint mit in jede Pore zu dringen und zum ersten mal wird mir bewusst, dass ich -- zusätzlich zu allem Irrsinn der Situation - nahezu nackt bin. Was immer hier vor sich geht, ich bin schutz- und hilflos...
Ein weiteres leises Summen. Aus dem Augenwinkel eine leichte Veränderung der Helligkeit -- und zum ersten Mal sehe ich eine endgültige Bestätigung dessen, was mein Geist während des Vorgangs der - wie lange hat es gedauert? Es kam mir ewig vor, aber so lange kann es nicht gewesen sein, ich nehme an ich lag vor nicht mal einer Minute in meinem Bett. Neben mir baut sich ein -- Wesen auf. Mindestens zwei Meter groß; schlank, fast mager. Graue Haut, völlig unbehaart, ein schmaler Mund -- keine Nase. Tiefschwarze, nahezu runde Augen. Gekleidet in einen schwarzen, enganliegenden, anscheinend einteiligen Anzug mit merkwürdigen Symbolen. Ein Außerirdischer.
Ich kann es nicht mehr leugnen - schließlich war das Erlebnis bis hierher ziemlich klar. Kaum anders als jede Beschreibung außerirdischer Entführungen, die ich je gesehen habe. Die Härchen meines Körpers stellen sich auf. Ich will schreien -- wieso ist mir das bisher nicht eingefallen? Aber es spielt keine Rolle, meine Stimmbänder und meine Lippen gehorchen meiner Kontrolle genauso wenig wie jeder andere Muskel meines Körpers.
Das kann nicht wahr sein. Das ist ein Traum. Muss einer sein.
Der kalte Metalltisch unter meinem fast nackten Körper ignoriert meine Rationalisierung -- das hier spüre ich viel zu deutlich für einen Traum.
Ich werde verrückt. Das ist eine Halluzination.
Verursacht das Gras, dass ich vor zwei Jahren auf der Abifeier gekifft habe Halluzinationen? So lange später? Ein Gehirntumor?
Mein Geist rast, meine Augen suchen den Ausschnitt des Raumes ab, den ich ohne die Fähigkeit den Kopf zu drehen sehen kann. Eine Erklärung. Irgendwas...
Er bewegt sich. Nimmt etwas auf, neben meinem Tisch muss eine Ablage sein. Ich will ihn ansprechen, ansehen, aber ich liege nur da, als er ein kleines Instrument zwischen meine Brüste an mein Hemdchen ansetzt. Ich spüre eine minimale Vibration -- und wie der Stoff sich an der Stelle aufzulösen beginnt und das Hemdchen zu beiden Seiten meines Körpers herabfällt. Ich spanne spanne meine Muskeln an, versuche mich zu winden, als mein Busen nun gänzlich ungeschützt von der kalten Luft berührt wird -- und seinem Blick? Aber wenn, dann verweilt er nur Sekundenbruchteile drauf, sofort wiederholt er die Prozedur an meinem Höschen und meine Muschi liegt bloß und offen vor ihm. Die nutzlosen Stoffreste werden vom Tisch genommen -- ich atme heftig und spüre das Blut in meinen Kopf rauschen, als seine kalten, schwarzen Augen über meinen nackten Körper wandern.
Seine?
Er - es - hat keine Brüste unter seinem engen Anzug, aber, vorausgesetzt das hier ist real und ich nicht verrückt, was hat das schon zu sagen -- außerirdische Anatomie. Trotzdem. Ich kann nicht anders, denn als „er" von ihm zu denken, während seine Augen meinen nackten, hilflos unter dem gnadenlos gleißenden Licht liegenden Körper mustern.
Und spüre ein völlig unangemessenes Prickeln zwischen den Schenkeln, als ich dem kalten Luftzug und seinem Blick völlig ausgeliefert bin. Sein Blick - wie soll ich einen Blick deuten, aus Augen ohne weiß? Ohne Farbe und ohne Pupillen? Abgrundtiefe Schwärze starrt mich an. Meine Nacktheit. Intensiv.
Ich habe keine Ahnung warum ich hier bin. Wissenschaftliche Neugier? Eine Laborratte? Zur Befriedigung irgendwelcher völlig fremder Absichten? Als - mir wird kalt - Nahrung?
Sein Blick bleibt haften -- auf meinem Busen. Ist das gut? Ich weiß, warum die Männer der Erde dort hinschauen. Löst das irgendetwas in ihm aus? Alles außer Appetit!
Sein Blick wandert wieder tiefer und plötzlich macht er ein Geräusch -- klickend, schnarrend. Spricht er? Diktiert er? Kommuniziert er über Funk?
Seine Hand legt sich zwischen meine Beine und ich zucke zusammen -- ein wenig mehr Bewegungsfreiheit als der Transportstrahl lässt mir dieser verdammte Tisch, aber nicht viel. Seine Hand ist kalt, kalt wie dieser Raum hier und ich zittere. Sein Blick wandert in mein Gesicht. Er redet wieder -- mit wem auch immer - meine Muskeln spannen sich an, als er einen seiner Finger zwischen meine Schamlippen gleiten lässt - einen seiner drei Finger? Ich habe nicht darauf geachtet, aber mehr kann ich da unten nicht spüren. Als er in mich dringt. Ich schließe die Augen - alles was ich tun kann. Und während ich mich voll und ganz auf mich und ihn an mir und in mir konzentriere, bemerke ich, dass ich - feucht bin. Das ist -- absurd. Ich war nie ein Kind von Traurigkeit, ich habe mich nie für meinen Körper geschämt und Blicke genossen, aber hier? Jetzt? Ich versuche den Kopf zu schütteln. Vergeblich natürlich. Alles was meinen Zwiespalt widerspiegeln kann ist das Blut, das mein Gesicht zum Glühen bringt und die Nässe zwischen meinen Beinen, als die nichtmenschlichen, kalten Finger in mein Innerstes eindringen. Seine merkwürdige, klickende Stimme spricht weiter. Unbeteiligt, klinisch. Glaube ich. Aber wieder -- woher soll ich wissen, was er fühlt? Denkt? Von Abscheu über Langeweile bis zu Erregung ist alles möglich.
Ich atme auf, als der aus mir herausgleitet -- und erröte, als ich ihn die drei -- ja -- Finger vor sein Gesicht führen und das leichte Glitzern darauf begutachten sehe. Er streicht sie über ein Glasplättchen und lässt die -- Probe? - in einer Nische in der blendend weißen Wand verschwinden.
Ich blicke ihn an -- versuche es flehend zu machen, aber kann er mehr meiner Emotionen lesen als ich von seinen? Weiß er, was die Feuchtigkeit zwischen meinen Beinen bedeuten kann? Bedeutet... Bin ich die Erste, die er -- oder seine Spezies untersucht?
Ich weiß nicht, ob er meinen Blick zur Kenntnis nimmt, geschweige denn interpretieren kann, als er ein Paneel der Wand berührt. Aus dem Nichts scheint neben ihm ein Quadrat in der Wand aufzuflackern -- ein Bildschirm? Und die Ablage, von der er gerade das Instrument zur Entfernung meiner spärlichen Kleider genommen haben muss, schwebt höher, in mein Blickfeld. Seine graue Hand nimmt einen kleinen Gegenstand auf, hebt meinen Kopf -- wie kann er das Feld überwinden, das mich an den Tisch fesselt? Ich kann noch immer keinen Muskel rühren. Er legt den Finger in meinen Nacken und ich spüre wie der winzige Gegenstand in mich -- schmilzt? Kein Stechen, kein Bohren, aber er dringt in meinen Nacken ein. Und tiefer, bis ich ihn nicht mehr spüre. Ein Lichtpunkt flammt auf dem Bildschirm auf.
Er winkt mit der Hand und ich spüre, wie meine Beine sich spreizen -- ohne sein Einwirken, was immer mich am Tisch hält gehorcht ihm ohne Verzögerung.
Er nimmt etwas von der Ablage neben meinem Tisch und mein Herz beginnt zu rasen. Die Form ist -- eindeutig. Und zu viele der Berichte und Filme über außerirdische Entführungen waren zu deutlich. Ich versuche meine Muskeln anzuspannen - irgendetwas zu tun, aber warum sollte ich jetzt erfolgreicher sein als bislang?
Meine Beine gespreizt, meine blank rasierte Muschi - feucht, wie ich trotz all meiner Ablenkung zu meiner Scham immer noch nicht bestreiten kann - im gleißenden Licht des außerirdischen Labors freigelegt. Und über mir ein graues Wesen -- mit zwei silberglänzenden, metallischen Stäben in seinen sechs Fingern. Er führt sie zwischen meine Beine, ein leises Klicken, als er einen auf dem Tisch ablegt - und der andere gleitet zwischen meine Schamlippen. Kalt, wie alles in dieser surrealen Szenerie. Ich spüre mein Gesicht erneut erglühen, als ein leises Schmatzen die Penetration begleitet und das kalte, harte Metall in meiner heißen, feuchten Muschi zu begrüßen scheint. Der Kopf meines Untersuchers legt sich ein wenig zur Seite -- irgendwie habe ich nicht den geringsten Zweifel, dass sein Gehör besser ist als meines und das nasse Schmatzen für ihn laut und unüberhörbar war. Ich atme heftig ein -- mein Kitzler wird von etwas genauso kaltem berührt, dass ich nicht sehe - wenn diese Prozedur das wird, was ich denke, wissen sie doch mehr über meine - unsere Anatomie.
Ich atme heftiger, als der zweite Stab leise klickend den Tisch verlässt und das Kraftfeld mein Becken anhebt. Ich schließe die Augen. Natürlich. Unerlässlicher Bestandteil jeder außerirdischen Entführung.
Ich halte die Luft an, als die kalte, metallene Analsonde meinen Schließmuskel überwindet und in mich eindringt. Und atme aus, als sie in mir zur Ruhe kommt -- hörbar. Ich reiße die Augen auf - ein Mensch könnte dieses Ausatmen als lustvoll interpretieren. Ich sehe meinen Untersucher an. Keine Emotion auf seinem grauen Gesicht -- weiß er überhaupt was Scham ist? Wie ich mich fühle, was das Rot meines Gesichts bedeutet?
Oder -- die Nässe meiner Muschi? Ich habe öfter von einer Situation phantasiert, in der sich so -- gefüllt bin, aber das hier ist erniedrigend. Entwürdigend. Wieso mischt sich in meine Wut, meine Scham - eindeutig Erregung?
Zwei weitere Lichtpunkte auf dem Bildschirm in der Wand. Messdaten? Der Sonden in mir? Eine in meinem Kopf und zwei in... Um was zu messen?
Ein Ziehen durchläuft meinen Unterkörper, zuerst die Klitoris -- mit einem Mal spüre ich sie deutlicher und in meinen Kopf schießt wieder mindestens genauso viel Blut wie in meinen Unterkörper -- und dann weitet es sich aus, auf die Muskeln meiner Muschi, meinen Schließmuskel. Es ist nichts, was ich jemals gespürt hätte, ein Kribbeln, Pulsieren, fast wie eine elektrische Ladung, die meinen Unterkörper und dann meinen gesamten Körper erfasst, mich zum Erzittern, Beben, Pumpen bringt. Mein Atem geht schneller, meine Nippel richten sich auf und mir wird heiß -- zum ersten Mal, seit ich an diesen kalten Ort gebracht wurde, aber meine Gänsehaut verschwindet trotzdem nicht.
Meine Muskeln packen die beiden harten Stäbe, die in meine Öffnungen eingeführt wurden -- und von denen das was mit mir geschieht ausgeht. Das weiß ich, auch wenn sie sich nicht verändert haben, noch immer ruhen sie hart und groß in mir -- und kalt, noch immer kalt, sollten sie sich nicht in meinem erhitzen Körper anwärmen? Ich schaue zu meinem Beobachter, seine klickenden Laute gehen weiter. Kein Zeichen von Erregung oder irgendetwas in seinen kalten Augen. Der Bildschirm hinter ihm scheint mehr mit mir mitzufühlen als er, die drei Lichtpunkte zittern und vibrieren, in einem Rhythmus, den ich, ohne es wirklich an etwas festmachen zu können kenne -- mein Rhythmus, der Rhythmus meines bebenden Körpers. Ich will schreien, als die nächste Welle meinen Unterleib durchfährt, mir die Schenkel hinab und den Bauch hinauf über meine bebenden Brüste fährt. Kein Schrei der Wut oder Frustration diesmal. Ich kann es nicht ändern, was immer mit mir geschieht, unter den glotzenden Augen dieses eigenartigen Fremden, der mich mustert und jede meiner Regungen registriert, windet sich mein Körper in den engen Grenzen des Kraftfelds, das mich zu umgeben scheint, während die Wellen meine Muschi, meinen Kitzler, meinen Hintern durchpulsen und mich weiter treiben, aufpeitschen, mein Innerstes zum Bersten bringen und Hitze- und Lustwallungen durch mich jagen, bis ich die Augen aufreiße - mehr kann ich nicht, auch wenn ich es hinausschreien möchte, als mich der Orgasmus überrollt, den die harten, kalten Sonden in meinem Inneren ausgelöst haben.
Das Pulsieren lässt nach -- war das der Zweck? Wollte dieser schwarzgekleidete, graue Fremde mit dem kalten Blick mich kommen sehen? Erregt dich das, Alien? Oder bin ich nur ein Versuchstier und du diktierst gerade meine Ergebnisse?
Seine Hand wandert zu meiner sich heftig hebenden Brust. Ich erbebe erneut unter seinem kalten Griff, der meinen rasenden Herzschlag zu fühlen scheint. Dann greift er erneut zwischen meine Beine und die metallenen Sonden gleiten aus mir heraus -- wieder von einem schmatzenden Geräusch begleitet. Und wieder schießt mir das Blut vor Scham über meine unkontrollierte Erregung in den Kopf.
Seine Finger gleiten wieder in mich, in beide gedehnten Löcher diesmal und verweilen. Seine kalten, langen Finger in mir, die Nässe meiner Muschi und das Beben meines Pos erspürend. Was willst du da unten erfahren? Was willst du???
Als er die Finger aus mir gleiten lässt entweicht mir ein ein letztes leises Stöhnen, ein Wink von ihm bringt den Bildschirm flackernd zum Verschwinden und wieder sieht das Paneel aus wie alle anderen, bevor er sich umdreht, eine Tür sich automatisch vor ihm in der Wand öffnet und sich nahtlos wieder schließt, nachdem er den Raum verlassen hat. Ich bin allein, nackt, wieder zitternd in der kühlen Luft, die Beine vom gnadenlosen Kraftfeld noch immer weit gespreizt, erschöpft von heftigsten Orgasmus meines Lebens, den ich unter den kalten, emotionslosen Augen des Außerirdischen durch seine kalten, emotionslosen Untersuchungsstäbe in mir erfahren habe...
*************************************************************************************************************
Als der wissenschaftliche Offizier den Raum neben dem Untersuchungslabor betrat, drehte sich der Kommandeur des Schiffes kurz zu ihm, um sich direkt wieder der transparenten Wand vor ihm zuzuwenden. Vor dem in Weiß gekleideten Offizier erstrahlte der gesamte Raum in gleißendem Licht, das untersuchte Exemplar lag nackt und vom Stasis-Strahl auf den Metalltisch in dessen Mitte gepresst. Von ihr aus gesehen war die Wand durch die er blickte weiß und undurchsichtig, doch dem Betrachter auf dieser Seite erlaubte sie sogar, an jedes Objekt im Raum heran zu zoomen. Ein kurzes Winken und der Kommandeur hatte das Objekt bildschirmfüllend vor sich. Er erhob seine klickende Stimme und sprach den Wissenschaftler an.
„Bilde ich mir das ein oder waren die Reaktionen von diesem Exemplar heftiger als sonst?"
Der schwarz gekleidete Wissenschaftler wandte die Handflächen nach vorne -- eine bejahende Geste
„Gut beobachtet. Ich bin diese Art der Reaktion ja schon gewöhnt. Vom ersten gefangenen Exemplar an, das wir untersucht haben, haben unsere Scanner immer ähnliche Reaktionen hervorgerufen, aber bei diesem Exemplar war es die heftigste, die ich je erlebt habe."
„Stimmt irgendwas nicht damit?"
Die Haut es Kommandeurs färbte sich dunkler -- die offenkundige Besorgnis amüsierte den Wissenschaftler und er drehte die Handflächen verneinend nach hinten
„Keine Sorge, wir müssen nicht noch eins holen, das Exemplar ist völlig in Ordnung!"
Er lud die Zeichenkolonnen, die die Reaktionen, die die Körperöffnungssonden dem Menschenweibchen entlockt hatten repräsentierten, auf den Bildschirm und fügte die ständig neu dazukommenden Daten des Scans der permanent implantierten Gehirnsonde dazu.
„Im Gegenteil -- das scheint mir im Vergleich mit den anderen Exemplaren das gesündeste und fitteste zu sein. Vielleicht war diese heftige Reaktion nicht nur die übliche Reaktion auf die Scan-Impulse. Möglicherweise kommt irgendein anderer Faktor dazu. Die Prozesse bei der sexuellen Interaktion dieser Wesen sind uns noch nicht wirklich ganz klar!"
Der Kommandeur machte ein schnatterndes Geräusch, das der Wissenschaftler ein wenig frustriert zur Kenntnis nahm. Er war an öffentliche Abscheu-Bekundungen gewöhnt, wann immer bei Mitgliedern seiner Spezies das Gespräch auf die geschlechtlichen Aspekte der primitiven Spezies zu sprechen kam, die er untersuchte. Schon während der Untersuchung war ihm in den Sinn gekommen, dass dieses Exemplar geeignet sein könnte für seinen Plan, die Toleranz und das Wissen bezüglich dieser Spezies ein wenig zu vergrößern.
„Bei den Übersetzungen der Informationsübertragungen der Menschen habe ich von einem Verhalten gelesen, bei dem die sexuelle Bereitschaft und Stimulation einiger Exemplare sich erhöht, wenn sie unter Beobachtung stehen. Möglicherweise war das bei diesem der Fall. Ich denke, es wäre ein gutes Exemplar für die öffentliche Ausstellung, die ich im Sinn habe. An diesem da würden sich die praktischen Demonstrationen, die nötig sind sicher leichter durchführen lassen als an den meisten anderen!"
Den Kommandeur sah ihn an.
„Wollten Sie dafür nicht zwei Exemplare? Wegen dieser ekelhaften -- Paarung, wie sie das nennen?"
Der Wissenschaftler überging den abwertenden Ton des Offiziers.
„Das zweite Exemplar können wir immer noch einfangen -- so wie das da reagiert hat, wird es auch alleine eine ganze Weile genug Anschauungsmaterial abgeben!"
Erneut schnatterte der Kommandeur leise.
„Wie sie meinen. Was ist das da eigentlich?"
„Wie meinen Sie, 'was' es ist?"
„Welches -- Geschlecht. So heißt das doch. Ich kann die nicht unterscheiden."
„Ist eigentlich ganz einfach."
Der Wissenschaftler zoomte auf den Oberkörper des Exemplars.



„Die Wölbungen dienen der Ernährung des Nachwuchses..."
Zoom zwischen die weit gespreizten Beine, die Lippen glänzten noch nass vom kürzlichen Orgasmus.
"... und in diese Körperöffnung wird das entsprechende Organ des Partners bei der Paarung eingeführt und da kommt dann auch der Nachwuchs heraus -- obwohl dieses Exemplar eine außergewöhnlich große Erregung bei der Penetration der hinteren Öffnung empfand, das muss ich noch genauer...."
„Bitte -- keine allzu großen Details, wenn's geht, ich habe gerade gegessen!"
„Ja. Sicher. Also, das hier ist ein Weibchen, wenn wir also bei Gelegenheit mal ein passendes Männchen fangen, wäre das sicher eine schöne Ergänzung, aber fürs erste genügt dies Exemplar völlig."
„Was auch immer. Ich muss auf die Brücke, wir gehen bald auf Überlichtgeschwindigkeit. Sie kommen klar?"
„Aber ja. Mit dem hochinteressanten Erregungsmuster dieses Exemplars kann ich mich noch tagelang beschäftigen!"
„Sie haben eine Woche, bis wir zu Hause sind. Wenn Sie sich dann noch davon trennen können für ihre kleine Ausstellung!"
Die Tür zum Gang ging vor dem Kommandeur auf und murmelnd verließ er den Raum. „Geschlechtliche Vermehrung. Kommt mir nicht natürlich vor. Unsere Art kommt seit Jahrmillionen mit Ablegern und Sporen bestens zurecht!"
„Aber diese Spezies hat nur ein Zehntel der Zeit gebraucht, die wir hatten, um die ersten Schritte in den Weltraum zu machen. Ich denke an der Methode ist evolutionär gesehen etwas dran!"
„Humbug!"
Zischend schloss sich die Tür hinter dem Offizier und der Wissenschaftler betrat wieder den Raum hinter dem Spiegel, aus dem ihn das Exemplar ansah. Furchtsam? Erwartend? Wer konnte schon wissen, welche Emotionen sich hinter diesen merkwürdig wässrigen Augen mit ihren großen weißen und farbigen Anteilen und der krankhaft rosigen Haut dieser Wesen verbargen?
Seine Finger wanderten zwischen ihre weit geöffneten Schenkel -- der kleine Knopf über ihrer Geschlechtsöffnung schwoll unverzüglich wieder an, als er ihn berührte und seine hochsensiblen Fingerspitzen verrieten ihm sofort die gesteigerte Durchblutung dieses Körperteils und den wieder schneller werdenden Puls des Wesens - im Gegensatz zu den Gesichtern dieser Kreaturen war dieser Ausdruck der Emotion ihrer kleinen Körper auch für ihn inzwischen sehr leicht zu deuten. Er reaktivierte die Wandanzeige und mit einer routinierten Geste ließ er die Instrumente heran gleiten. Nach kurzem Überlegen wählte er einen Hochintensitäts-Scanner -- 50% größer und effektiver als das Standardmodel von gerade. Diesmal nur einen -- die ungewöhnlich heftige Reaktion auf den Sekundärscanner hatte seine wissenschaftliche Neugier erregt. Das Exemplar spannte die Muskeln an und zuckte, als er ihr den Scanner in die rektale Körperöffnung einführte, doch schon bald synchronisierte sich der Rhythmus ihrer Zuckungen mit den Scan-Impulsen die von ihrem Anus ausgehend ihren Körper durchfluteten, sie begann wieder, die merkwürdig weichen Laute zu machen und die Werte des Scanners auf dem Bildschirm nahmen die inzwischen vertraute Form menschlicher Erregungsmuster an...
*************************************************************************************************************
Ausschnitt aus dem interstellaren Dateninformationsstrom, 36.15. im Jahr 19.458 des oktostellaren Imperiums
Sensationeller Neuzugang im Zoo von Tau Ceti f
Zum ersten Mal wird ein eingefangenes Exemplar vom Planeten Erde im Zoologischen Garten auf Tau Ceti f der Öffentlichkeit zugänglich gemacht.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Zoom auf eine nacktes, rosiges Wesen mit schulterlangen, dunkelblonden Haaren, festen, mittelgroßen Brüsten und einer blank rasierten Scham auf einer grauen, metallischen Plattform. Sie wird umgeben vom leichten Summen und den minimalen optischen Verzerrungen des Kraftfeldes, das ihr Gehege umgibt. Die Kamera fährt zurück und durch eine Menge grauhäutiger, schlanker Wesen verschiedener Größen und Altersklassen, die trotz der Kühle dieses Planeten, die das nackte menschliche Weibchen immer noch zittern lässt, mit relativ dünnen, meist eng anliegenden und einfarbigen Anzügen bekleidet sind -- für die Bewohner von Tau Ceti f ist Frühling und die Temperatur angenehm mild -- und die den gefangenen, nackten Menschen bestaunen und mit kleinen, hochauflösenden Aufnahmegeräten jede ihrer Bewegungen aufzeichnen.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Die bislang gefangenen Exemplare dieser Spezies befinden sich noch in den artgerechten Forschungslabors des Wissenschaftsministeriums, wo vor allem ihr von normalen amphibischen Wesen wie uns abweichendes Fortpflanzungsverhalten studiert wird. Dieses Wesen jedoch wurde dem Zoo vom Ministerium freundlichst zur Verfügung gestellt, um der Öffentlichkeit einen Einblick in die mannigfaltigen und wundersamen Wesen zu erlauben, die neben uns, der Krone der Schöpfung, diese Galaxis noch bevölkern.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Durch eine sich öffnende Lücke im Kraftfeld tritt der Tierpfleger ins Gehege des Menschen; grau, über zwei Meter groß und schlank wie alle seiner Spezies; in einen dunkelblauen, engen Anzug gekleidet. In seinen drei-fingrigen Händen hält er zwei aus Scanner-Sensoren weiterentwickelte Sonden -- die keine Daten mehr sammeln, sondern nur noch die entsprechenden Impulse simulieren - und nähert sich dem menschlichen Weibchen.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Hier werden Sie gerade Zeuge einer der Vorführungen, mit denen das Personal und der wissenschaftliche Stab des Tau Ceti f Zoologischen Gartens den merkwürdigen Vorgang der -- sexuellen Fortpflanzung dieser Kreaturen simuliert. Wie man uns versichert, ist das alles sehr artgerecht und nach einer kurzen Eingewöhnungszeit des Menschen ein Heidenspaß für das Exemplar wie auch fürs Publikum. Sehen Sie nur, wie brav es schon gehorcht!
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Auf einen Wink des Pflegers erhebt sie das Weibchen, wendet dem Publikum den Rücken zu, beugt sich vor, spreizt ihre Schenkel und offenbart ihre Körperöffnungen den surrenden Aufnahmegeräten des Publikums und heute auch der Presse. Menschliche Beobachter würden im gesenkten Blick und dem Erröten des Weibchens Scham erkennen, doch weder die Zuschauer noch der Pfleger im Gehege besitzen die Fähigkeit, diese Mimik zu interpretieren. Die Widerstände an ihrem ersten Tag als Zootier waren effektiv gebrochen worden -- das im Gehege installierte Stasis-Feld hatte sie schnell am Boden festgenagelt und die Vorführung so ermöglicht. Kooperation erhöht sowohl die Geschwindigkeit der Vorführung als auch - der Gedanke lässt ihr das Blut noch mehr in den Kopf schießen als die dutzenden auf sie gerichteten pechschwarzen Augenpaare -- die Qualität des Orgasmus, der sich bei jeder Vorführung unvermeidbar einstellt.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Unser wissenschaftlicher Experte hat uns erklärt, dass beim Vorgang der „Paarung" üblicherweise zwei dieser merkwürdigen Wesen beteiligt sind, von denen eines eine Art schwammigen, blutgefüllten Auswuchs besitzt, den es in die Körperöffnungen des Gegenübers einführt., Momentan wird diese „Paarung" unter Laborbedingungen erforscht, nach allem was man hört soll das ein eher unappetitlicher Vorgang sein. Solange der Zoologische Garten nur ein Exemplar dieser Spezies zur Verfügung hat, stellt die Vorführung also natürlich nur eine Simulation dar, aber der Direktor hat uns erklärt, er würde mit Hochdruck daran arbeiten, ein zweites komplementäres Exemplar zu bekommen, um den geneigten Besuchern ein vollständiges Bild einer „menschlichen Paarung" präsentieren zu können.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Der Tierpfleger schreitet auf sie zu und die Großaufnahme der kalten, harten Metallstäbe, die er ihr in Hintern und Muschi einführt, und die ihr wie jedes Mal sofort ein erstes, lautes Stöhnen entlocken, das schnell und heftig immer lauter wird, flackert auf Milliarden Bildschirmen in den acht Sonnensystemen des Imperiums auf, noch bevor die Orgasmusstäbe ihre Impulse durch den Körper des nackten, bebenden, wehrlosen Weibchens jagen und ihre orgasmischen Schreie durch die gesamte Galaxis geschickt werden.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Ein -- bizarres Schauspiel, zweifellos. Aber so ist die Natur. Lassen sie sie dieses einmalige Erlebnis also nicht entgehen. Der Zoo von Tau Ceti f ist an 642 Tagen im Jahr 34 Stunden täglich geöffnet und das menschliche Exemplar rund um die Uhr zu bestaunen. Die Vorführungen der Paarungssimulation finden stündlich statt.
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"Bring sie einfach nach Stepford [...] und in vier Monaten wirst du die nicht wiedererkennen!"
Ira Levin, The Stepford Wives
Gestern
„Passen sie gefälligst ein bisschen auf, Mann! Das ist der 2. Preis der Ausstellung im Museum für Gegenwartskunst, nur weil Sie noch nie ein Museum von innen gesehen haben, heißt das nicht..."
Maries Stimme drang aus dem Flur durch die offene Tür.
„Schatz, komm schon, bei einem Umzug fällt schon mal was runter..."
„Ganz schön kratzbürstig, das Frauchen, was? Die armen Möbelträger!"
Ich wende mich der Auffahrt zu, und dem Mann, der darauf steht und sein Mitleid bekundet. Mittleres Alter, grau meliert, aber äußerst elegant, auf eine -- altmodische Art.
„Sie ist nur im Stress."
Obwohl das nicht so viel ändert.
„Aber lassen Sie sie mal nicht hören, dass Sie sie 'Frauchen' nennen."
Er grinst nonchalant,
„Ach was, das haben sie doch ganz gern", kommt auf mich zu und streckt mir die Hand aus.
„Eduard Hail. Willkommen in Steilfurt."
Ich ergreife und schüttele sie.
„Alexander Minski. Und das ist..."
Marie kommt aus der Tür gerauscht und unterbricht meine Vorstellung.
„Marie Dorfer."
Ich habe den Eindruck, der Blick des Begrüßungskommittees weilt ein bisschen sehr lange auf meiner Frau, allerdings -- nicht auf die aufdringliche Art und Weise. Die Art von Blicken lädt sie selten ein, hübsch wie sie eigentlich ist. Aber ihre schwarzen, weiten Oberteile, das kurz getrimmte, dunkle Haar und die Art wie sich bewusst unauffällig macht mit dem bisschen Make Up, dass sie benutzt, verbergen sie eher vor männlichen Blicken. Und ihre große Brille betont ihr hübsches Gesucht auch nicht gerade.Was natürlich beabsichtigt ist. Schließlich ist ihr brillanter Verstand das was am sexiesten an ihr ist. Findet sie. Und ich -- natürlich auch.
„Nicht verheiratet? Das ist -- ungewöhnlich"
Fast bekommt man den Eindruck, er hätte ein anderes Wort gesucht. Aber schließlich war der Makler sehr erpicht drauf ein verheiratetes Paar zu bevorzugen. Zum Ärger meiner Frau, obwohl es uns zum Vorteil gereicht. Ich schüttele den Kopf.
„Doch, doch, sind wir. Seit sieben Jahren. Marie hat ihren Mädchennamen behalten."
Sie zieht die Augenbraue hoch.
„Nur weil ich ihm zuliebe diesem veralteten Ritual fröne, werde ich ja nicht meine Identität aufgeben, gell?"
Ich lächle -- hoffentlich nicht so gequält, wie es sich anfühlt - und unser erster Besucher grinst.
„So so. Da sind sie ja eine ganz moderne. Na ja. Das gibt ich ja häufig ganz von selbst. Ein bisschen frischen Wind von einem jungen Paar wie ihnen kann unsere Gemeinde ja vertragen, aber man muss es ja nicht übertreiben, was?" Das Grinsen geht in ein sonores Lachen über.
„Sind wir Nachbarn?" frage ich -- hauptsächlich um das Thema zu wechseln. Ich sehe Marie an, wie sie ein wenig ungehalten wird. Hails väterlich-bevormundende Art gehört zu den Eigenschaften bei Menschen die sie -- ziemlich schnell auf die Palme bringen.
„So ungefähr, unser kleines Vorörtchen ist ja recht weitläufig, ein paar Minuten müssen sie schon investieren um zu meinem Haus zu gelangen. Aber wo wir davon reden -- was halten Sie davon, wenn sie morgen zu uns kommen? Ich lade ein paar der -- wichtigeren Vertreter hier auch noch ein, dann können Sie sich gleich vorstellen und ein - Bild machen. Meine Frau liebt es Gäste zu bedienen!"
Marie zieht erneut eine Augenbraue hoch.
„Das klingt aber nach einer größeren Veranstaltung so kurzfristig. Sollten Sie sie nicht erst mal fragen?"
Hail grinst.
„Ach wo. So viele sind es ja nun auch nicht, bei einer so kleinen Gemeinde wie Steilfurt, wo sich jeder kennt sind die Honoratioren vielleicht mal eine handvoll Leute. Außerdem, was hat das Frauchen denn schon anderes zu tun? Sie lebt fürs umsorgen und bedienen! Also abgemacht, morgen Abend!"
Ich antworte schnell, bevor Marie etwas sagen kann und ernte als Belohnung einen sehr bösen Blick..
„Wir freuen uns schon! Das klingt toll. Können wir irgendwas mitbringen?"
„Überlassen Sie das mal alles meiner Frau, bringen Sie nur sich. Vielleicht -- putzen Sie sich ein bisschen raus...."
Seine Augen wandern erneut über Marie, die ihre Augen zusammenkneift.
„Sie wollen ja einen guten Eindruck machen, nicht war. Aber keine Sorgen sie passen schon hier rein. Und was nicht passt..."
Breit lächelnd schüttelt er meine Hand, bevor er sich umdreht und abrauscht. Marie funkelt mich an.
„Nimmst du jetzt Einladungen für uns beide an?"
„Sollen wir uns am ersten Tag in der neuen Nachbarschaft als unhöflich darstellen? Die Leute müssen wir doch eh kennenlernen, dann haben wir's hinter uns!"
Sie schnaubt.
„Rausputzen werd' ich mich aber sicher nicht!" und rauscht wieder ins Haus um die Packer zu überwachen
„Hätte mich auch überrascht", murmele ich, bevor ich ihr hinter hertrotte.
Heute
„Siehst du, wir sind gerade rechtzeitig. Wenn wir mal wieder deinem Drang nachgegeben hätte, und du dein Ding nicht in der Hose hättest lassen können wären wir auf jeden Fall zu spät gekommen!"
Ich sehe Marie an.
„Mal wieder ist gut, wann haben wir den das letzte Mal irgendeinem Drang nachgegeben? Du scheinst ja keinen mehr zu haben. Ich wollte nur das Schlafzimmer einweihen, nachdem da ja letzte Nacht schon nichts draus geworden ist."
„'Einweihen.' Sei nicht kindisch, wir sind doch nicht mehr 18. Am Ende willst du jeden Raum 'einweihen', oder was?"
„Das würde Jahre dauern, so oft wie wir noch dazu kommen."
Ich wechsle das Thema, als sie mich böse anfunkelt.
„Außerdem dachte ich, es macht dir nichts aus später zu kommen, du wolltest doch eh nicht gehen!"
„Immer noch besser hier als eine ermüdende Runde Matratzengymnastik mit dir!"
Ich bleibe eine Sekunde stehen und schaue ihr hinterher, wie sie die Auffahrt durch das große Tor hinaufgeht.
„Na komm schon, oder willst du jetzt nicht mehr? Warst doch ganz scharf drauf, dich bei den neuen Nachbarn einzuschleimen!"
Murrend stapfe ich hinterher und komme gerade noch rechtzeitig, als sie klingelt. Die Tür geht auf und Eduard Hail begrüßt uns.
„Na hallo, die Minskis!"
Ich muss mir ein Grinsen verkneifen, als ich Maries Reaktion aus dem Augenwinkel bemerke, dass er Ihren Nachnamen scheinbar schon ignoriert.
„Meine Frau trödelt noch in der Küche, sonst hätte sie natürlich aufgemacht. Kommen Sie rein, es sind schon alle da."
„Sind wir zu spät?" Maries Laune scheint sich kurzfristig aufzuhellen. „Ich habe Alexander gesagt wir müssen los."
„Aber nein, sie hätten noch -- Zeit gehabt für was auch immer." Er grinst. „Wir waren schon ein bisschen früher hier, damit wir die Vorstellung auf einen Rutsch erledigen können und hinter uns haben."
Er führt uns in eine weitläufige Halle, in der sich fünf Pärchen aufgebaut haben -- schon mit Drinks in der Hand.
Und meine Güte, was für Pärchen. Die Männer allesamt in Anzug und Krawatte -- mit Sportsakko und Rollkragenpullover bin ich wohl ein wenig underdressed -- aber darüber muss ich mir keine Gedanken machen, ich passe immer noch einigermaßen rein. Marie dagegen -- neben den versammelten Ehefrauen wirkt sie wie eine andere Spezies. Eine, die auch der örtlichen Fauna aufgefallen ist. Man mustert sie von oben bis unten und ich nehme kurz auch die Position des Auferstehenden ein. Schwarzes, weites Strickoberteil, dunkelbraune Cordhose, ihr dunkles, kurzes Haar, die schwarz gerahmte Brille. Und alle andere Frauen sind größer als sie -- wenn auch nur, weil sie als einzige flache Schuhe trägt. Hail übernimmt die Vorstellung
„Alle zusammen, dass sind Alexander und Marie Minski..."
Die Vorstellung erträgt meine Gattin dann doch nicht.
„Marie Dorfer!"
„Richtig, Verzeihung. Eine moderne Frau wie ihr seht."
Die anwesenden anderen Frauen kichern.
„Sie verzeihen mir Marie, so was sind wir hier nicht gewohnt."
Er wendet sich dem Grüppchen zu.
„Das ist Dr. Karl Igari, Leiter der Chirurgie an der hiesigen Klinik. Plastischer Chirurg, von Haus aus, aber wenn mal Not am Mann ist der erste Arzt in der Nachbarschaft."
Der Doktor schüttelt meine Hand. Er scheint der Jüngste der Runde zu sein, vermutlich nicht über 30. Sein Anzug ein einfacher Einreiher, die blonden Haare fast rebellisch lang in dieser Runde, wenn auch ein wenig zu gegelt für m einen Geschmack.
„Doktor Igari."
„Und seine Frau Tini."
Ich zögere kurz. Sehr informelle Vorstellung.
„Frau Igari!"
„Nicht doch. Tini, alle nenne mich Tini!"
Trotz ihre jungen Mannes ist sie eindeutig nicht die jüngste der Frauen -- etwas im Alter ihre Mannes, die Harre etwas dunkler als sein Blond, Und sie sieht-- wie alle fünf blendend aus -- ich sehe an ihr herab. OK, der Mann ist plastischer Chirurg, vermutlich hat er sie überarbeitet. Aber er ist gut. Die Brüste unter dem engen weißen schulterfreien Kleid sind -- bemerkenswert, aber wirken auf den ersten Blick sehr echt, zumal sie offensichtlich keinen BH trägt unter dem dünnen Stoff. Ich merke, wie ich ihre sich abzeichnenden Brustwarzen anstarre und fasse mich schnell genug, hoffe ich. Marie scheint nichts gemerkt zu haben, sie mustert die Frauen ähnlich intensiv wie ich -- weniger bewundernd und mehr wertend, allerdings. Tini hat es dagegen anscheinend schon bemerkt. Sie lächelt aber unverfänglich. Ich werfe kurz einen Blick zu den anderen Frauen - nicht auszuschließen, dass Dr. Igari hier einiges überarbeitet hat -- als Vizepräsident für Produktentwicklung und Öffentlichkeitsarbeit beim größten deutschen Elektronikkonzern (Google sei dank) hat unser Gastgeber ihn dabei vermutlich auch noch gewinnbringend beliefert. Alle fünf haben beeindruckende Brüste -- Maries sind definiv die kleinsten im Raum. Allerdings ist sie auch die einzige, die sie nicht betont. Echt oder nicht, die fünf sind stolz auf sie. Und nicht nur auf die.
Hails Hand landet auf meiner Schulter, während Marie dem Doktor die Hand hinhält, der sie mit einer leichten Sekunde Verzögerung ergreift.
„Marie Dorfer. Alle nennen mich Frau Dorfer!"
„Das ist Professor Paul Mendelssohn. Er hält den Lehrstuhl für Neurobiologie an der Uni in der Nähe, sie wissen schon. Und er ist im nationalen Bioethikrat, nicht wahr."
Der Professor lächelt.
„Vorsitzender des selben, um genau zu sein. Aber nicht der Rede wert. Ich habe halt gute Verbindungen in die Politik!" und hebt das Glas in Richtung des bebrillten Mannes am Ende der Gruppe -- einem Gesicht, das mir bekannt vorkommt.
„Guten Abend, Herr Professor."
„Und seine Frau Trixi."
Ich stocke erneut. „Frau..."
„Trixi. Alle nennen mich Trixi!"
Ich lächele und schüttele ihre Hand -- sie ist die jüngste Frau im Raum, Schönheits-OPs hin oder her scheint sie kaum 20 zu sein. Als Frau des Professors, der sich den 50 mindestens deutlich nähert, wenn nicht längst überschritten hat. Glückspilz. Und ihre langen Haare -- lang wie die aller fünf -- platinblond. Meine Lieblingsfarbe. Kurz wandert mein Blick zu Maries kurzen, dunklen Haaren, als Sie den Professor begrüßt und nehme mir dann noch ein wenig Zeit für Trixi. Sie trägt das gewagteste Outfit, was ihr als Jüngster vielleicht zusteht in den ungeschriebenen Gesetzen dieser deutlich auf ihr Äußeres achtenden Frauenclique -- hellblaue Hotpants, enges schulter- und bauchfreies farblich passendes blaues Top, schenkelhohe, schwarze Stiefel mit Pfennigabsätzen. Ein Teeny der auf sexy macht würde das Outfit wählen, selbst als Jüngste im Kreis wäre sie normalerweise zu alt für so was, aber -- hier wirkt sie irgendwie passend. Im Gegensatz zu meiner Frau.
„Das hier ist Graf Friedrich von Bettenburg."
Ich hebe die Augenbraue. Noch ein Titel -- wie konnte unser Haus in einer solchen Wohngegend so preiswert sein?
„Bitte, den Titel lassen wir mal weg, wir sind ja unter uns. Und als Adeliger muss man ja heute auch arbeiten!"
Hail grinst.
„Im Vorstand der Germania Bank, nicht wahr?"
„Und der Also Versicherung!" mischt sich Igari ein. Der Baron nicht als ich ihm die Hand schüttele.
„Schuldig im Sinne der Anklage!"
„Und seine Frau Steffi."
„Ich lehne mich mal aus dem Fenster: Alle nennen Sie Steffi, stimmts?"
Sie lächelt.
„Genau."
Sie ist brünett, vermutlich die älteste der Gruppe aber sicherlich noch keine 50 bei einem Mann er die 60 sicher weit hinter sich hat und der älteste des Herrenclubs zu sein scheint, auch ganz beachtlich Und auch bei ihr hat Dr. Igari vielleicht Hand angelegt. Sehr gute Arbeit. Ihre Kleidung wirkt vielleicht am konservativsten von allen -- aber das ist nach niedrigem Maßstab gemessen, das enganliegende, tief ausgeschnittene und kurze lila Kleid lässt wenig Spielraum für Fantasie und beweist dass auch die älteste Frau im Raum nichts verstecken muss. Große, feste Brüste - trägt sie auch keinen BH? - schlanke Taille und kein Zeichen von Cellulite am nicht unbeträchtlichen sichtbaren Teil ihrer Oberschenkel. Leichte Fältchen, aber nicht viele und auch keine sichtbares Zeichen von zu viel Botox. Und keine graue Strähne in ihrem brünetten Haar.
„Hans Beuger, Oberstaatsanwalt. Der Mann an den sie sich wenden müssen, wenn sie mal Ärger mit dem Gesetz haben!"
Hail schlägt ihm auf die Schulter und ich lächele.
„Habe ich eigentlich nicht vor!"
Beuger schüttelt meine Hand.
„Man weiß ja nie, kann nicht schaden, was?"
„Und seine Frau Angi."
Angi. Wirklich. Na ist wohl so. Mitte Ende 30, ein wenig jünger als ihr Mann.
„Hallo Angi."
Sie lächelt verschmitzt und wirft ihre roten Haare zurück -- eine anscheinend oft geübte Geste, aber effektiv, als sie auf ihre ebenfalls rote Bluse fallen und so die Aufmerksamkeit auf deren tiefen Ausschnitt lenken -- der Busen ist ansehnlich -- deutlich größer als Maries, aber im Vergleich mit ihren Freundinnen fast bescheiden -- sicher nur ein C-Körbchen. Und hinab wird der Blick gelenkt von ihrer schlanken Taille zum farblich passenden Minirock
„Und unser Mann in Berlin, Peter Gaul!"
Ich ziehe die Augenbraue hoch. Deswegen kam mit der Mann im dreiteiligen Boss Anzug mit der Brille so bekannt vor.
„Und seine Frau Biggi".
Ich schüttele ihr die Hand. Und sehe an ihr herab - helle lange Haare, ein fast konservatives Kostüm, aber - aufgehübscht -- der Rock zu eng und zu kurz, die Strapse, die die Strümpfe hochhalten sichtbar, und unter dem Jackett sehe ich keine Bluse, was einen beeindruckenden Ausschnitt erzeugt. Wirkt wie eine sexy Variante von dem, was die nicht mal 30jährige in offizieller Funktion als Gattin eines Politikers des konservativen Lagers sicherlich tragen muss. Was mich wieder zu ihm bringt...
„Ich wusste nicht, dass Sie hier wohnen."
Er zuckt die Achseln
„Steilfurt ist mein Wahlkreis. Nicht besonders groß, aber im Sturm gewonnen."
Ich nicke. „Aber dass man mich erkennt bin ich noch gar nicht gewohnt. Staatssekretär im Innenministerium ist ja kaum eine glamouröse Position in Bonn."
„Immerhin der jüngste aller Zeiten, mit 31. Und wie viele meinen Strippenzieher hinter der konservativen Linie der Regierung, nicht wahr!"
Er lächelt wieder.
„Strippenzieher klingt so konspirativ. Ich arbeite halt an Projekten, die mir wichtig sind."
Hier schaltet sich auch Marie wieder ein.
„Herdprämie und Abschaffung der Frauenquote, nicht wahr?"
Er mustert sie.
„Die Frau ist auch gut informiert, was? Nicht die Bezeichnungen, die ich gewählt hätte, aber ja. Konservative Werte für eine blühende Zukunft."
Marie schnaubt, aber bevor sie weiter reden kann, klopft Hail meine Schulter.
„Na, der junge Mann ist halt gut in seinem Job. Und gut informiert"
Gaul nickt.
„Chefredakteur der Onlineausgabe der Blitz. In absehbarer zeit dürfte das wohl das wichtigste Presseorgan des Landes werden, oder?"
„Na ja, wir haben den Sprung zum Online gut gemeistert und unsere Reichweite ausgebaut ja, und wir.... aber woher wissen sie eigentlich, als was ich arbeite?"
Er stockt kurz, bis Hail einspringt
„Von mir. Sie erwähnten es gestern als ich sie eingeladen habe."
„Wirklich? ich glaube nicht..."
„Ah, da ist ja endlich meine Kleine. Du hast dir ganz schön Zeit gelassen da drin, das kann ja wohl nicht so schwer sein, ein bisschen was zu kochen und deine Pflichten als Gastgeberin nicht zu vernachlässigen, oder?"
Ich stutze -- das klingt -- fast spielerisch, aber nicht ganz. Einen Unterton echten Ärgers glaube ich zu hören, als er seine Frau scheltet, die hereinkommt.
„Und zieh gefälligst die Schürze aus!"
„Verzeihung, Liebling, Der vierte Gang hat länger gedau... mein Fehler."
Die Schürze fliegt in die Küche und offenbart die komplette Gastgeberin -- vielleicht Mitte 30 -- 15 Jahre jünger als ihr Mann, enges rosa Kleid, kurz bis weit über die Knie und mit Spaghettiträgern -- ein spektakuläres Dekolletee, selbst im Vergleich mit ihren ebenfalls ordentlich ausgestatteten Freundinnen gewinnt sie diesen Wettbewerb -- Mindestens DD-Körbchen, die sich da in das hautenge Kleid zwängen. Wenn sie BH trüge. Auch bei ihr drängen sich Brustwarzen scheinbar ungehindert gegen den engen Stoff. Dazu hohe, farblich passende Pumps, das lange schwarze Haar makellos frisiert und das Make Up, ein bisschen zu grell -- normalerweise... aber auch damit passt sie sich perfekt den anderen Frauen der Party an. Bis auf Marie, natürlich.
Wenn die Vier Gänge gekocht hätte - was sie nie hätte - und so gestylt aussähe -- was sie nie täte - wäre ich viel zu sprachlos um sie zu schelten wie Hail.
Aber sollte er wirklich wütend gewesen sein fasst er sich wieder, lächelnd weist er auf deine Frau.
„Und das hübsche und normalerweise recht fleißige Ding ist meine Frau, Babsi. Das ist unser neuer Nachbar Alexander Minski und seien Frau, Marie. Dorfer."
„Ich schüttele ihre Hand."
„Herzlichen Dank für die freundliche Einladung, Babsi."
Errötet sie gerade?
„Aber nicht doch, das Schwierigste macht doch mein Mann - sie einladen. Ich muss nur tun, was mir liegt, kochen und mich kümmern. Frauenkram halt, nicht wahr?"
Kichernd wendet sie sich Marie zu -- die anscheinend ein wenig konsterniert ist von der Aussage und sie murmelnd begrüßt.
„Dann ist das Essen jetzt endlich soweit?"
Hail blickt seine Frau ungeduldig an.
„Ja Schatz."
„Na also. Dann mal alle ins Esszimmer und sehen wir, ob es sich wenigstens lohnt wenn die Köchin uns so lange hungern lässt!"
Klatsch
Seine Hand landet auf dem in ihrem engen Kleid wahrlich einladenden Hintern seiner Frau, die kichernd stehenbleibt und gemeinsam mit dem Rest der Frauen einen Schritt hinter der Herrengruppe dem Gastgeber ins Esszimmer folgt. Außer Marie, die sich vor mich drängt und als zweite an den Tisch tritt. Ich will mir gerade einen Stuhl an der Seite des langen Tisches nehmen, als sie mich am Arm führt.
„Aber nein, der Ehrengast sitzt natürlich am Kopf der Tafel, mir gegenüber."
Ich will abwarten, bis sich die Frauen setzen, aber der Stuhl stößt mir in die Kniekehlen und ich sitze.
„Und die Frau des Ehrengastes zu seiner linken."
Marie setzt sich ebenfalls -- und hat durchaus bemerkt, dass sie nicht als Ehrengast tituliert wurde. Die Männer setzen sich, je mit einem Stuhl neben sich frei und Hail winkte den immer noch stehenden Ehefrauen zu.
„Und die Frauen dürfen sich ums -- leibliche Wohl kümmern!"
Offensichtlich gewohnt, genau das zu tun, traben sie hintereinander in ordentlicher Reihe in die Küche.
Ich und Marie sehen ihnen hinterher -- mit unterschiedlichen Motivationen, vermutlich. Ich sehe sechs absolute Prachtärsche in engen Röcken, Kleidern und Pants hinaus wackeln, von Angi Beugers ausladendem Heck bis zu Biggi Gauls kleinem Wackler. Und Trixi Mendelssohn geht zum Schluss und erlaubt mir einen Blick auf knackig feste Äpfelchen in ihren Hot Pants, wie ich sie am liebsten mag.
Marie schnauft nur leise ob des Gänsemarschs der Hausfrauen. Und wendet sich dem Tisch zu -- offenbar hat sie das Gespräch, dass gerade unterbrochen wurde nicht vergessen.
„Also, Herr Gaul, Sie haben hier ein Direktmandat? Ich wusste gar nicht, dass Steilfurt ein eigener Wahlkreis ist."



„Der kleinste."
Der Politiker setzt sein bestes -- na ja - Politiker-Lächeln auf. Ich denke er weiß, dass meine Frau keine seiner Stammwählerinnen ist.
„Und erst seit der letzten Wahlkreisreform vor 3 Jahren. Aber dann habe ich ihn mit 100% gewonnen!"
Marie stockt kurz, bis Hail das Wort erhebt.
„Ist jetzt aber auch kein Wunder, ohne Gegenkandidaten, oder, Peter?"
Gaul lacht und legt den Kopf ein wenig schräg
„Ist ja nicht mein Problem, wenn sich keiner findet."
„Die Oppositionsparteien haben hier halt nicht wirklich viele Wähler. Geschweige denn Mitglieder."
Marie verzieht leicht die Miene.
„Na eine Wählerin haben die schon mal. Vielleicht ja auch eine Kandidatin, mal sehen." Sie grinst herausfordernd und schiebt ihre Brille hoch. Gaul erhebt das Glas uns wendet sich erst an Marie dann an Hail.
„Hatte ich mir fast gedacht.. Aber mal sehen, die gesunde Ruhe und unser heiles Leben kuriert sie vielleicht ein von ihren linken Großstadtflausen, Fräulein."
Sein Blick fällt auf seine Frau, die sich ihm nähert und seinen Teller mit dem ersten Gang hinstellt einen knackigen, frischen Salat. Meine Augen landen unweigerlich im tiefen Ausschnitt der Gastgeberin, die sich neben mir hinab beugt, um mir zu servieren, und dann zu ihrem Mann weitergeht.
Hail grinst.
„Ganz bestimmt sogar. Alexander."
Seine Hand wandert auf den Hintern seiner Frau, die ihm seinen Teller hinstellt.
„Darf unser Mann in Berlin wenigstens auf Ihre Stimme hoffen?"
Ich zucke die Achseln.
„Ich bin neutral, schließlich bin ich Journalist."
Gaul grinst.
„Bei einer Zeitung, die uns immerhin ganz wohlgesonnen ist, zum Glück!"
„Oh, nein, nein, das täuscht. Und wen ich wähle bleibt eh geheim"
Hail grinst.
„Na wenn sie sich erst mal eingewöhnt haben, vertrauen Sie uns sicher auch genug!"
Marie lässt ihr sarkastisches Lachen hören.
„Ich bezweifele doch sehr, dass es mir hier je so gefallen wird, dass es mich mein Kreuzchen bei Ihrer Partei machen lässt."
„Oh, Steilfurt kann -- sehr überzeugend sein, nach einer Weile."
Die Männer sehen sich an -- fast schon verschwörerisch und grinsen.
„Na ja..."
Marie wendet sich zu Gauls Frau, die ihr gerade ihren Salat hinstellt. Mit der Hand über ihrem Glas lehnt sie das Wasser aus dem Krug auf dem Tisch ab, dass sie ihr eingießen will und bedient sich selbst an der Flasche Wein, aus der die Männer bisher haben eingießen lassen.
„Dich musste Steilfurt ja wohl nicht überzeugen, du wählst deinen Mann sicher auch so, trotz seiner Ansichten."
„Wegen, Frau Dorfer, wegen!" schaltet ihr Mann sich wieder ein. Nur um von seiner Frau angelächelt zu werden.
„Ach, du weißt doch, dass mich die ganzen Politiksaches nicht interessieren. Was ihr Männer da in Berlin an großen Entscheidungen trefft ist mir zu hoch!"
Maries Mund steht eine Sekunde offen, als zustimmendes Murmeln von allen Anwesenden erklingt, auch den Frauen, die jetzt jetzt mit ihren eigenen Tellern aus der Küche kommen, sich aus dem Wasserkrug eingießen und nun endlich auch setzen.
„Ich wähle meinen starken, klugen Mann natürlich, weil ich weiß, dass er nur unser aller Bestes im Sinn hat!"
Marie nimmt einen großen Schluck.
„Wenn du das sagst. Und was machst du so, außer ihn wählen?"
Sie scheint fast ein wenig -- verdattert -- dass man sie anspricht? Oder dass sie noch etwas andres tun sollte. Die Antwort lässt zumindest darauf schließen.
„Was man als Frau so tut. Den Haushalt, sich schön für den Mann machen, darauf warten, dass er heimkommt und man ihn verwöhnen kann."
Sie strahlt ihren Mann an und bekommt -- als Belohnung, möchte man fast meinen, eine Hand auf den Schenkel gelegt. Marie seufzt ein wenig -- aber vernehmlich.
„Also nicht berufstätig. „
Biggi kichert.
„Oh, nein. Man hat als Frau doch wirklich genug zu tun, sich um die häuslichen und -- ehelichen Pflichten zu kümmern. Und dann auch noch - Gäste zu versorgen, wie Babsi heute."
Sie hebt ihr Wassergas zur Gastgeberin.
„Das und mein Mann füllen mich voll und ganz aus."
„Nie einen Beruf gehabt?"
„Na ja... schon..."
Hail ergreift das Wort.
„Die alten Geschichten will eigentlich niemand hören, das haben wir doch abgemacht."
Aber Marie blitzt ihn an.
„Ich schon. Würde mich interessieren, welchen langweiligen Job du für ein so -- erfülltes Leben aufgegeben hast, Biggi."
Ihr blick wandert zu ihrem Mann -- Erlaubnis heischend? - dann noch zu Hail, die beide, ein wenig genervt mit den Augen rollen, und leicht nicken...
„Ich... war Stewardess."
Meine Frau nickt aufmuntert.
„Wow. Ein bisschen ein Traumberuf, oder? Die ganze Welt sehen, Leute kennenlernen. Wenn auch ein bisschen anstrengend vielleicht, gibt bestimmt auch einig schwierige Passagiere, die dich anmachen und angrabschen und so was."
Maries Meinung von uns Männern neigt wie immer gleich zum Schlimmsten.
Biggi kichert.
„Aber wieso sollte mich so was denn stören, wenn Männer mich hübsch genug finden für so was."
Ich kann mir ein kurzes Lachen nicht verkneifen und überspiele es mit einem Husten.
„Du bist auf jeden Fall hübsch genug für so was, Biggi."
Und fange mir einen bösen Blick von meiner Frau ein, während Biggi mich anstrahlt -- uns sich noch ein wenig aufrechter setzt, um ihren tiefen Ausschnitt ihres Jacketts und die prallen Brüste besser zu präsentieren.
„Wenn ich Sie bedienen müsste, könnte ich aber auch schwach werden. Natürlich nur mit Genehmigung meines Mannes heutzutage!"
Ich verschlucke mich an meinem Wein, lache verlegen ihr mein scheint an dem Spaß nichts zu finden, den seine Frau sich erlaubt hat. Und während Biggi fortfährt, gönne ich mir noch einen verstohlenen Blick in ihr Dekolletee
„Und wenn eine dann jemand richtig hübsch findet, heiratet er dich vielleicht sogar. So hab ich meinen Mann kennengelernt"
Marie verzeiht das Gesicht.„Tatsächlich. Und sofort geben Sie so einen interessanten Beruf fürs Hausfrauenleben auf?"
Sie nickt glücklich.
„Wenn man als Frau einen Beruf hat, dann doch letztlich nur um einen Mann kennenzulernen. Um den man sich kümmern kann, meinst du etwa nicht, Marie?"
Sie atmet hörbar frustriert aus.
„Nein, meine ich nicht. Ich habe Alexander zwar auch bei der Arbeit kennengelernt..."
„Aha."
Verstehende Blicke unter den anwesenden Frauen, die leise kichern, als sie sich erheben. Fast wie auf einen kleinen Wink Hails, oder bilde ich mir das ein? Fast lautlos räumen sie die Salatteller ab und beginnen, den nächsten Gang zu servieren, eine cremige, delikate Suppe -- wieder in der gleichen Reihenfolge der Bedienung wie zuvor.
„Ich arbeite aber noch!"
„Erfolgreich mit Ihren Fotos?"
Von Bettenburg sieht meine Frau an. Ich runzele die Stirn. Genauso wenig, wie ich mich erinnere, jemandem gesagt zu haben, dass ich Journalist bin, kann ich mich erinnern, das je Maries Fotografie zur Sprache gekommen wäre. Vielleicht nur geraten, wenn sie bei der Arbeit Journalisten kennenlernt, aber ziemlich gut geraten. Aber sie ist zu -- eifrig dabei ihre Erfolge zu preisen, um das zu merken.
„Allerdings. Ein paar zweite und dritte Preise bei einigen Wettbewerben und durchaus genug Aufträge um sich durchzuschlagen!"
„Na ja. Und wenn es sich mal herausstellt, dass Ihre kleine Beschäftigung doch nicht reicht, haben Sie ja noch Ihren Mann, der sich durchbringt, nicht wahr?"
Grinsend stößt er sein Weinglas mit Hail an. Bevor Marie darauf irgendetwas erwidern kann, kehren die Frauen -- ohne Teller -- wieder an den Tisch zurück und Mendelssohn mischt sich ins Gespräch.
„Meine Trixi hat ja als Sie noch studiert hat auch ein bisschen geknipst nebenher, aber das hat sie ja ganz aufgegeben."
Seine Hand streicht über die seiner jungen Frau, die verlegen kichert.
„Ja, ja, das ganze technische mit den Kameras und so überlasse ich viel besser Paul, der ist da viel versierter."
Marie verzieht den Mund und nimmt einen Löffel ihrer Suppe.
„Na, offensichtlich hattest du's ja im Griff, früher. Isst du nichts mehr?"
Trixi schüttelt den Kopf und nippt an ihrem Wasser.„Wir müssen doch auf die Linie achten, nicht wahr?"
Erst jetzt ist Marie nicht mehr so ins Gespräch vertieft um sich umschauen zu können. Als einige Frau am Tisch hat sie nach dem Salat des ersten Gangs noch etwas auf dem Teller. Und mehr im Glas als Wasser.
„Sagt mir nicht ihr seid alle auf Diät?"
Lächelndes nicken der geschminkte Gesichter. Bei den Figuren zwar kaum nötig, aber um die zu behalten, ist es das sicher wert. Das spreche ich natürlich nicht laut aus in Gegenwart meiner Frau. Sie seufzt.
„Du hast studiert? Was denn?"
Maries nostalgische Geschichten über ihr wildes Kunst-Studium sind legendär, vielleicht wittert sie in dieser Runde doch jemanden, mit dem sie etwas gemeinsam hat. Allerdings...
Trixi sieht verklärt lächelnd zu ihrem Mann.
„Neurobiologie"
Marie zögert kurz, runzelt die Stirn.
„Wie? Bei -- deinem Mann?"
Trixi nickt.
„Aber ja. Letzten Endes hat Biggi doch völlig recht -- wofür macht man sich als Frau denn die ganze Mühe, wenn nicht um einen guten Mann kennenzulernen?"
Marie atmet wieder tief ein.
„Und dann keinen Kommilitonen sondern gleich deinen Professor? Der - nicht persönlich gemeint Professor, 30 Jahre älter ist?"
Mendelssohn grinst.
„33."
„33. Wie -- genau ist das denn passiert."
Trixi kichert.
„Eigentlich eine ganz lustige Geschichte. Wir lange schon im ersten Semester auf einer Wellenlänge, Paul und ich. Der erste Schritt ging natürlich von ihm aus, da ist er altmodisch!"
Marie nimmt einen Schluck Wein
„Natürlich ist er das."
Und verschluckt sich, als Trixi fortfährt
„Mein Studium lief nicht so besonders -- wie auch, als Frau in so einem harten wissenschaftlichen Fach, was hab ich mir dabei bloß gedacht!"Die anderen Frauen nicken verständnisvoll.
„Und Paul war so nett und sorgend und hilfsbereit!"
Ihr Blick himmelt ihn an.
„Nachdem ich auf dein Angebot eingegangen bin, mich privat mit ihm zu treffen, lief es auch voll besser mit dem Studium, und ich musste nicht mal mehr lernen!"
Sie kichert mädchenhaft -- und Marie blickt entgeistert zwischen den beiden Eheleuten hin und her.
„Dein -- Professor hat deine Noten verbessert, nachdem er dich aufgefordert hat mit ihm zu schlafen?"„Genau -- war das nicht super nett von ihm?"
Mendelssohn bemerkt natürlich Maries... Abscheu. Und interveniert. Nicht unbedingt zu ihrer Beruhigung.
„Letztendlich ist es eh egal, weil wir -- gemeinsam zum Ergebnis gekommen sind, dass das Studium gar nichts für meine Trixi ist und sie sich viel besser Dingen widmet, die ihr mehr liegen als die Wissenschaft."
Seine Frau nickt.
„Im zweiten Semester hatte ich auf einmal eh schon ganz andere Sachen im Kopf dank Paul. Da hab ich besser abgebrochen!"
„Und deine Eltern, was sagen die den zu deiner - Karriereplanung!"
Trixi winkt ab.
„Pft... Mit denen rede ich nicht mehr, die haben voll den Aufstand geprobt, ich hätte mich total verändert, wäre so gut in der Schule gewesen und all so'n Zeug. Als ob ein Einser Abi so wichtig wäre. Selbst über die neuen Klamotten, die Paul mir gekauft hat haben sie gemeckert, das muss ich echt nicht haben! Was will ich denn als langweilige Wissenschaftlerin im langweiligen Laborkittel, wenn ich das hier haben kann!"
Sie blickt an sich herunter, dann zu ihrem Mann. Ich räuspere mich und versuche die Situation zu entspannen.
„Na ja die Sachen, die dein Mann dir kauft stehen dir auf jeden Fall sicher besser als ein Laborkittel."
Sie kichert wieder.
„Oder? Genau!"
Und rückt lächelnd ihren Busen im engen Tube Top in meine Richtung und erhebt sich dann mit den anderen Frauen um das nächste Essen hereinzutragen. Steak mit Kartoffeln. Blutig. Also, das Steak, nicht die Kartoffeln. Muss ich erwähnen, dass nur die Männer der Runde und Marie aufgelegt bekommen? Mein Blick wandert nochmal an Trixi entlang, als sie ihren Mann bedient und der ihren Hintern unter ihren engen Shirts tätschelt -- nach dem Laborkittel Kommentar vielleicht klein geschickter Zug. Marie scheint sich gar nicht entscheiden zu können, ob sie mich oder sie böser anschauen soll. Ich räuspere mich und versuche, Marie wieder ein bisschen zu beruhigen, indem ich das Gespräch auf das Thema lenke, dass ihr offensichtlich so wichtig ist.
„Und sonst ist auch keine von den Damen berufstätig?"
Schnell schiebe ich mir ein großes, saftiges Stück Fleisch in den Mund und lasse das Gespräch -- sich entwickeln. Wieder erklingt das vertraute Kichern. Je länger ich in dieser Runde sitze, desto alberner kommt mir die Frage fast schon selber vor. So sehr, dass die Frauen schon nicht mehr selber antworten. Hail übernimmt die Frage für den Rest der verbleibenden Ehefrauen
„Nicht mehr. Tini war Krankenschwester im selben Krankenhaus wie ihr Mann, bis sie mit ihm besseres zu tun hatte. Angi war gerade zur Richterin ernannt worden. Nur Steffi war schon vor ihrer Ehe mit Friedrich so vernünftig sich -- besser die Zeit zu vertreiben."
Die Gräfin lächelt.
„In meiner Familie hat man es nicht nötig, Geld zu verdienen. Und Männer lernt man auch anders kennen, also warum hätte ich sollen?"
„Alter Adel halt."
Marie grinst sarkastisch.
„Und du, Angi. Richterin?"
Die Frau des Staatsanwaltes winkt ab.
„Viel zu viel Verantwortung für eine Frau. Noch dazu beruflich höher gestellt als mein Mann?"
Sie lächelt ihm zu.
„Muss ja nun wirklich nicht sein!"
„Sie gibt ihrem lächelnden Mann einen Kuss, als sie sich mit den anderen erhebt und das Dessert hereinträgt. Marie wirkt immer noch konsterniert. Fast ein wenig sprachlos ob der -- demonstrierten Bescheidenheit und Häuslichkeit ihrer anwesenden Geschlechtsgenossinnen. Ich steche meinen Löffel in die Crème brûlée und kann mich kaum beschweren. Sie mögen sich auf Dinge konzentrieren, die Marie fern liegen, aber das können sie. Die Kochkünste der Hausherrin auf jeden Fall sind hervorragend, auch wenn sie nichts davon hat.
„Und ihr seid sicher, dass ihr nicht wenigstes vom Dessert kosten wollt, Wirklich, Babsi, das ist köstlich. Wie das ganze Essen!"
Sie lächelt während sie zu ihrem Stuhl geht.
„Hauptsache den Männern schmeckts, das ist doch viel mehr Genugtuung als die paar bissen. Und dafür lohnt sichs doch auch, oder?"
Sie fährt mit den Händen an ihrem rosa Kleidchen und ihren drin eng eingepackten Kurven entlang bevor sie sich setzt und zwinkert mir zu. Ich verschlucke mich ein wenig und nicke. „Schon. Auf jeden Fall."
Ich sehe kurz zu Marie, die mit verkniffenem Gesicht ihr Dessert löffelt. Auch die anderen Frauen sehen nun zu ihr.
„Ist ja doch -- erfrischend eine Frau zu sehen, die so freizügig zulangt beim Essen", kichert Tini. Marie funkelt sie an.
„Meinst du, ich könnte auch eine Diät brauchen?"
Die Arztgattin lächelt unverbindlich.
„Würde ich doch nie behaupten!"
Ihr Mann lacht.
„Wäre auch eh ein bisschen schwer festzustellen bei dem was Sie anhaben. Nicht sehr figur-betont. Oder augen-schmeichelnd. Hat aber sicher andere Qualitäten."
„Genau wie Frau Dorfer selbst, nicht wahr?" grinst der Gastgeber.
„Wenn man solche Qualitäten mag."
Er löffelt seine Schale leer und leckt sie demonstrative sauber. Dann zieht er sein e neben sich sitzende Frau zu sicher heran.
„Komm her, Schätzchen sollst doch auch noch was vom Dessert abbekommen, wenn Frau Dorfer es so stört, dass unsere Frauchen für uns rank und schlank bleiben wollen."
Er beginnt sie wild zu küssen, und unter den grinsenden Blicken der Männer und dem Kichern der Frauen in ihren Ausschnitt zu fassen und ihre rechte Brust zu massieren, während sich der Nippel ihrer linken gegen den gegen den rosa Stoff drängt. Ein wenig außer Atmen und leicht derangiert lächelt sie ihn an, als er sie wieder loslässt.
„Oh. Danke, Liebling, mein Lieblingsnachtisch."
Sie kichert.
„Ist gut, Kleines. Warum zeigt ihr Frauen jetzt nicht Frau Dorfer dein Reich, während wir Männer uns ins Herrenzimmer zurückziehen, hm?"
Ein Klaps landet auf ihrem prallen Hintern, als sie sich erhebt und die Frauen ihr folgen. „Aber tratsch dich nicht zu sehr fest, Häschen, ich hab gleich noch eine wichtige Aufgabe für sich im Herrenzimmer, ich ruf dich dann."
Babsi blickt Du auch Marie.
„Mein Reich interessiert dich doch sicher mehr als das langweilige schwere Gerede der Männer!"
Ich beuge mich zu ihr und flüstere ihr ins Ohr
„Na komm, wenn man in Rom ist, macht man's wie die Römer. Der Abend ist doch bald vorbei!"
„'Mein Reich'."
Mit bösem Blick erhebt sie sich und folge der Damengruppe in die Küche, während Hail zur Tür auf der anderen Seite des Speisesaals geht und mich zu sich winkt.
„Na kommen Sie, überlassen wir die Frauchen ihrem Klatsch und Rezepten, ich zeige Ihnen mein Heiligtum!"
Ich folge dem Hausherrn durch den Korridor, vorbei an einem Ölportrait Hails zur ihm gegenüberliegenden dunklen Holztür, die offensichtlich zu seinem „Heiligtum" führt und gehe hinter der Gruppe hinein.
Der Raum ist düster, die Wände dunkelrot tapeziert, die Möbel -- ein eine Wand einnehmendes Bücherregal gefüllt mir ledergebundenen Folianten, eine große, mit dunkelrotem Leder bezogene Ottomane, mehrere tiefe, lederne Sessel und einige antik anmutende Schaustücke, erzeugen ein höhlenartiges aber durchaus gemütliches Flair. Meine Augen brauchen ein bisschen - die Beleuchtung draußen war deutlich heller -- bevor ich die Möblierung richtig einschätzen kann. Herrenzimmer, in der Tat. Mehrere Statuen, verschieden groß, aber alle thematisch -- ähnlich: Akte, alle weiblich, alle in mehr oder weniger lasziven Stellungen -- zwei in Ketten. An der langen Wand, gegenüber der Ottomane, ein riesiger, gold-gerahmter Spiegel, gegenüber der Tür ein fast wandfüllendes Ölgemälde einer Nackten, die Augen verbunden, mit einem Tuch geknebelt, die Hände vorm Bauch gefesselt, die Beine weit gespreizt, ihr blankes Geschlecht übergroß offenbart. Mit der Augenbinde ist es schwer zu erkenne, aber das könnte die Gastgeberin sein. Ich höre Hail hinter mir kichern.
„Gefällt Ihnen die Einrichtung?"
Ich wende den Blick vom überlebensgroße Gemälde ab und sehe mit den Rest der -- Schaustücke an.
„Recht -- beeindruckend. Auf jeden Fall ziemlich außergewöhnlich. Das Herrenzimmer haben sie wohl alleine eingerichtet, oder?"
Er grinst.
„Ich entscheide über alles hier im Haus, aber wenn Sie meinen, dass das hier besonders meine Persönlichkeit und meinen Geschmack widerspiegelt, haben Sie wohl recht."
Mit leisem Klingen entfernt er der Kristallstopfen von der Karaffe, die auf der dunklen Anrichte unter dem Spiegel steht, gießt mehrere Gläser ein und reicht mir eins.
„Cognac?"
„Ist eigentlich nicht so mein..."
„Ich bestehe drauf. Der hier ist vermutlich älter als Sie, der wird Ihre Meinung ändern!"
Ich nehme den Schwenker an.
„Und wenn man so was Gutes teilt, sollte man sich nicht Siezen!"
Hail stößt mit mir an. „Eduard"
„Ähm... Alexander."
Ich nehme einen Schluck. Definitiv ganz was anderes als die Supermarkt Branntweine, die ich bislang probiert habe. Ich nicke zustimmend.
„Sehr nett."
Hail lächelt und gießt den anderen Männern ein, mit denen ich nach und nach ebenfalls anstoße und die Vornamen austausche.
„Setz dich doch!"
Eduards Hand weist zum schweren, dunklen Ohrensessel vor der Bücherwand. Mein Blick als Schreibender schweift kurz die ledernen Folianten - und ich nehme noch einen Schluck, als ich an einer anscheinend kompletten Sammlung der Werke DeSades entlang gehe und mich vor einen schweren Band namens „Geschichte der O" in den knirschenden Ledersessel sinken lasse.
„Und -- wie gefällt es dir so in unserer kleinen Gemeinde?"
Ich nicke kurz zögernd.
„Sehr nett. Ruhig. Beschaulich."
Er grinst und die anderen Männer, die sich stehend unterhalten ebenfalls.
„Ein bisschen eine Umstellung aus der großen Stadt, was?"
Ich nicke.
„Marie ist eh mehr der Stadttyp als ich. Sie war recht skeptisch wegen des Umzugs, aber bei nur einer halben Stunden Pendeln zur Arbeit und eine so guten Angebot fürs Haus konnte sie nichts dagegenhalten."



„Dann hast dir der Preis fürs Haus zugesagt? Ich bin extra -- heruntergegangen, als ich das Gefühl hatte, dass ihr -- hierher passt."
Es dauert ein paar Sekunden, bis das Gesagte ganz durchdringt.
„Das Haus hat Ihnen -- dir gehört?"
„Nicht direkt, ich verteile mein Eigentum gerne auf ein paar Firmen und Holdings, aber ja -- im Endeffekt hast du das Haus von mir!"
„Dann -- muss ich dir wohl danken, das Angebot war ein Knüller."
Eduard nickt lächelnd
„Geld ist schließlich nicht alles. Es ist viel wichtiger, das die Bewohner passen."
Ich nehme einen Schluck Cognac.
„Na ja. So ganz passen wir hier glaube ich ja noch nicht rein."
Die Männer lachen.
„Könnte man denken", höre ich von Peter Beuger.
„Deine Frau gewöhnt sich schon an unsere Sitten. Und dir gefällt es doch jetzt schon hier, oder? So wie du unsere Frauen heute schon angeschaut hast beim Essen."
Hail zwinkert mir zur und ich merke, wie ich ins Stottern komme.
„Ich... ich weiß jetzt glaube ich nicht was du meinst. Ich w... wollte auf keinen Fall unangemessen..."
Er klopft mir lachend auf die Schulter und auch die Anderen finden die Situation scheinbar ziemlich amüsant.
„Ganz ruhig, Alex. Niemand macht dir einen Vorwurf, wir sind ja schließlich alle stolz auf unsere Vorzeigefrauchen. Sehen doch erstklassig aus, oder? Kannst du auch ruhig anschauen!"
Ich atme ein wenig aus.
„Na ja. Schon sehr ansehnlich habt ihr ja alle getroffen mit euren Frauen."
Hail blickt zu Dr. Igari. Karl.
„Ein bisschen nachgeholfen hat unser guter Doktor schon. Bei allen, wenn wir ehrlich sind. Die sahen zwar schon vorher ganz passabel aus, aber wenn man mit den Frauen angeben will, muss man halt meistens ein wenig nachhelfen, was?"
Karl grinst.
„Mach' ich doch gerne. Das Beste aus den Frauen herauszuholen ist meine Berufung."
„Und eure Frauen haben das -- alle einfach so gemacht?"
Die Blicke, die die Männer wechseln wirken fast schon ein wenig verschwörerisch.
„Aber ja. Wie dir sicher aufgefallen ist, tun sie noch was man ihnen sagt. Wie man sich seine Frauen wünscht."
Zögern nicke.
„Stimmt, die sind schon -- was besonderes eure Frauen."
Wieder Eduards Hand auf meiner Schulter spüre.
„Ich glaube es wird Zeit, dass wir dich einweihen in unsere kleines -- Geheimnis. Das - Rezept, das unsere Gemeinde so lebenswert machst, wenn man so will..."
Er nimmt ein hölzernes Kästchen von der Anrichte.
„Zigarre?"
Ich bin ein wenig zu verwirrt um zu erwähnen, dass ich eigentlich nicht rauche und nehme eine aus dem Humidor. Eduard tritt zu einem kleinen Schaltpult in der Wand und drückt einen Knopf. Auf einem kleinen Bildschirm erscheint ein Bild von der Küche des Hauses und den versammeln Frauen. Ein weiterer Knopfdruck.
„Mäuschen, schwing deinen süßen Arsch ins Herrenzimmer, du hast was zu tun!"
Auf dem Bildschirm schreckt Babsi auf und eilt auf ihren hohen Absätzen aus der Küche.
Hail zündet lächelnd meine Zigarre an.
„Ich erklär's dir sofort, aber das wirkt besser mit -- Anschauungsmaterial!"
Auf dem kleinen schwarz-weiß Bildschirm kann ich glaube ich das verwirrte Gesicht meiner Frau ausmachen, als Babsi mitten im Gespräch durch her master's voice abberufen wurde. Schon schon wenige Sekunden später klopft es an der Tür, Eduard ruft „Herein" und die herbeorderte Hausherrin tritt ein. Oder besser bleibt in der Tür stehen, bis Eduard sie herein winkt. Die hohen Pfennigabsätze klappern über den edlen Holzboden und die bleibt im Raum stehen, die Brust herausgestreckt. Ihr Mann schaut mich an.
„Gefällt dir, was unser guter Karl aus meinem Frauchen gezaubert, hat, oder? Wie gesagt, ganz ordentliche Grundausstattung, aber jetzt ist sie perfekt, wie ich sie haben will. Du möchtest doch sicher noch mehr sehen, so wie du ihr Bild gerade angestarrt hast."
Er blickt amüsiert zum Ölgemälde an der Wand -- hatte ich doch recht, dass das Babsi ist. Ich lächele ein wenig ausweichend
„Ich seh schon genug, danke, das ist... sehr attraktiv."
Ich lächele der ausgestellten Hausdame zu - der das ganze deutlich weniger peinlich zu sein scheint als mir und Eduard lacht herzhaft.
„Keine falsche Bescheidenheit, Junge, ich zeig meine Trophäen doch gerne!"
Er schnippst mit den Fingern zu seiner Frau
„Na hopp, du merkst doch, man will dich sehen!"
Babsi nickt lächelnd - und streift die Träger des engen rosa Kleidchens über ihre Schultern. Es gleitet an ihrem kurvenreichen Körper hinab, die prallen Brüste wackeln ein wenig, als sie aus der engen Hülle befreit werden und dann rutscht der rosa Stoffschlauch ihre wohlgeformten Beine herab und Babsi steht vor mir.
Mein Mund steht offen. Sie trägt keinerlei Unterwäsche -- die hätte ich bei dem engen Teil wohl auch gesehen, und präsentiert mir stolz ihre prächtigen Brüste und ihre blanke, haarlose Scham, wie Gott sie geschaffen hat. Mit ein bisschen Hilfe von Dr. Igari. Karl. Ich starre die nackte Mittdreißigerin an, die völlig unbefangen vor mir im Raum steht und sich von mir anschauen lässt. Und dem Rest der Männergruppe, die aber kaum besonders beeindruckt wirken. Als würden sie den Anblick zwar zu schätzen wissen, aber schon kennen.
„Na?"
Nach einigen Momenten des Schweigens reichtet Eduard de Worte an mich.
„Habe ich zu viel versprochen?"
Ich räuspere mich.
„Ähm... nein. Sehr -- hübsch, wirklich. Das Bild wird dir nicht gerecht, Babsi. Gute Arbeit, Karl, wirklich. Du kannst dann wieder..."
Ich deute auf das Kleid, das sich um Babsis Knöchel gelegt hat, aber sie schaut zu ihrem Mann, der den Kopf schüttelt.
„Aber nicht doch, wir haben doch noch gar nicht angefangen. Es geht ja nicht nur um Karls wunderbare Arbeit bei unserem kleinen Geheimnis. So wichtig die auch ist.
Er erhebt sein Glas zu dem Chirurgen
„Nein, nein, damit wir in den Genuss kommen..."
Er streicht seiner Frau über den nackten Hintern.
„...ist schon mehr nötig. Das hier sollte dich nur in die richtige Stimmung bringen. Das und was mein Frauchen noch so kann."
Er beugt sich zu ihr und flüstert ihr etwas ins Ohr. Sie lächelt mir zu, steigt aus dem Kleid um Ihre Füße und kommt mit wiegendem Schritt auf mich zu, die großen festen Büste leicht im Takt ihrer Schritte wackelnd.
„Unsere Frauen sind mehr als nur gut aussehende, halbwegs brauchbare Gastgeberinnen -- unsere Frauen sind perfekt. Gehorsam, gefügig und talentiert in absolut allem, was eine gute Frau können muss!"
Ich blicke kurz zu Hail, aber dann sofort wieder zu seiner Frau, die vor mir auf die Knie geht -- und meine Hose öffnet.
„Was... aber.. was soll denn..."
Eduard grinst.
„Keine Sorge, Alex, das geht in Ordnung. Unsere Frauen sind perfekt und alle Männer in Steilfurt sind beste Freunde. Wir teilen, was wir haben, zu jeder Manns Gunsten!"
„Moment mal. Das ist doch... Das geht doch nicht. Ich ..."
Ein Blick fällt kurz auf den kleinen Bildschirm in der Wand, den Eduard angelassen hat -- ich sehe meine Frau Marie mit den anderen - perfekten Frauen von Steilfurt reden, während die sanften Hände der Frau des Gastgebers meinen Penis aus meiner Hose befreien, der seitdem sie ihren Körper hemmungslos präsentiert hat unangenehm gegen meine Hose gedrängt hat und ihre perfekt geformten Lippen um ihn stülpt. Ich spüre ihre Zunge an meiner Eichel, höre ihr Schmatzen und spüre, wie sie zu lutschen beginnt. Meine Proteste fallen in sich zusammen.
„Oh Gott!"
Hail grinst.
„Das kann sie gut, was? Das kann deine auch lernen. Und du kannst alle anderen Frauen der Stadt auch haben!"
Er setzt sich in einen Sessel mir gegenüber und beginnt zu erklären, während seine Frau mir lautstark schmatzend einen bläst.
„Sagt dir der Begriff neuro-elektronische Konditionierung etwas?"
Ich schüttele den Kopf. Viel mehr Reaktion ist in der momentanen, surrealen Situation nicht von mir zu erwarten.
„Gut so."
Er grinst.
„Sollte auch niemand außerhalb eines sehr kleinen eingeweihten Kreises. Das ist ein kleines - Projekt, das Paul und ich entwickelt haben. Du musst wissen, Paul Mendelssohn und ich sind schon ewig gute Freunde, haben uns an der Uni kennengelernt und schon immer eng zusammengearbeitet -- Elektronik und Neurologie haben mehr gemeinsam als man als Laie meinen sollte. Funktioniert beides mit Elektronen. Weißt du, der Fluss der elektrischen Energie kann auf Neuronen und Synapsen ohne..."
Hinter ihm räuspert sich Beuger.
„Ich weiß ja wie sehr euch zwei die technischen Details faszinieren, Ernst, aber ich schätze unser junger Freund interessiert sich mehr für die Auswirkungen."
Der Blick des Juristen bleibt während der ganzen Zeit zwischen den Beinen der Gastgeberin haften. Hail grinst.
„Stimmt wohl. Also um es kurz zu machen, Paul und ich waren schon immer äußerst angetan von den Möglichkeiten, die die Verschmelzung technischer und biologischer Einheiten bietet -- vor allem bei der -- Verhaltensmodifikation."
Das Wort lässt mich kurz aufhorchen.
„Das klingt aber ein bisschen..."
Aber ich sinke wieder zurück in den weichen Sessel als Babsis Zunge einen Schlenker um meine Eichel macht. Die Männer, die uns zuschauen grinsen und kichern.
„Gefährlich? Menschenverachtend unethisch?"
Hail klapst seiner Frau auf den nackten Arsch.
„Ja ja, das sagen einige. Bis sie in den Genuss der Vorzüge kommen. Glaub mir, es war kein Zufall, dass Paul und ich, als wir die Grundlagen der Technik ausgeklügelt hatten, sehr schnell auf die Idee gekommen sind, meine Frau -- upzudaten!"
Ganz saugt Babsi mir den Widerwillen gegen die Idee, die Hail da andeutet noch nicht aus, aber mein Widerstand schwindet merklich.
„Heißt das ihr - habt an ihrem Gehirn rumgepfuscht?"
Hail nimmt lächelnd meine Hand und legt sie in den Nacken seiner Frau -- ich spüre eine winzige Erhebung, die von Narbengewebe stammen könnte.
„Ein winziger Einschnitt. Zwei minimal invasiv eingeführte Chips -- einer im Gedächtnis- und einer im Verhaltenszentrum des Gehirns, ein paar individuelle Konfigurationen und aus meiner emanzipierten Ehefrau, die nicht mal mir was anders als Missionarsstellung erlauben wollte, wurde ein perfekt gehorchendes Frauchen, ohne Karriereambitionen, die den Haushalt regelt und alles tut was man ihr sagt. Mit jedem."
Mendelssohn grinst
„Und als zweite Kandidatin kam dann meine kleine -- Lieblingsstudentin dran, die damals nur wegen besserer Noten -- fügsam war."
Ich atme stöhnend aus.
„Aber da kann doch nie geheim bleiben."
Die Männer lachen.
„Der Eingriff kann von einem kleinen Team durchgeführt werden", erklärt Hail.
„Alles Männer, die mit ihren eigenen gechipten Frauen - belohnt wurden, in Steilfurt leben und keinerlei Interesse haben, die Sache auffliegen zu lassen. Abgesehen von denen kommt nur ein - erlesener Kreis Eingeweihter in den Genuss in unserem Städtchen mit -- all seinen Vorzügen zu leben. Männer, die -- nützlich sind um unseren Lebensstil geheim zu halten. Und wenn nötig zu unterstützen."
Ich sehe mich im Raum um. Die Altvorderen von Steilfurt und ihre perfekten, gehorsamen Frauen in der Küche. Und im Rest der Stadt hilfreiche Unterstützer.
„Und ich..."
„Wir haben noch keinen wirklich heißen Draht zur Presse. Bislang. Für gute Öffentlichkeitsarbeit -- und eventuell die Notwendigkeit Ereignisse -- herunter zuschreiben, damit sie keine Wellen schlagen, könnten wir jemanden wie dich bei der Blitz gebrauchen."
Ich schließe die Augen. Nicht nur wegen der steigenden Herausforderung, mich mit Babsis Lippen um meinen Schwanz zurückzuhalten.
„Das ist - das ist doch absurd. Das ist nichts für..."
Ich lasse den Kopf gegen die Rückenlehne sinken, als ein hartes Saugen meine Disziplin durchbricht und ich im Mund der Gastgeberin abspritze. Sie sieht zu mir herauf -- ich spüre ihre Kehle sich bewegen, als sie schluckt -- und behält meinen schlaff werden Schwanz im Mund. Ihr Mann lächelt mich an.
„Immer noch nicht überzeugt?"
Ich höre meinen Puls in meinen Ohren und reagiere gar nicht. Er nickt.
„Verstehe. Vielleicht ist meine Frau nicht ganz dein Geschmack? Was hält du davon, wenn ich dir ein anders Stück Fickfleisch reinhole? Welche unserer Frauen sagt dir denn mehr zu?"
Ich schlucke hart und schaue den anderen ins Gesicht. Sie lächeln und nicken aufmunternd.
„Nur zu. Du kannst jede haben, die du willst. Und wenn du dich nützlich machst für unsere Gemeinde für immer!"
Ich schlucke erneut.
„Also...ich... Trixi ist schon..."
Peter Gaul klopft dem Professor auf die Schulter.
„Sieht aus, als dürfte dein Frauchen es erledigen."
Dieser nickt zufrieden Hail zu, der erneut an die Gegensprechanlage und den kleinen Bildschirm tritt.
„Trixi! Wackel deinen Arsch auch mal her, dein Mann hat eine Aufgabe für dich!"
Er blickt zu seiner Frau.
„Und du ist hier auch noch nicht fertig, Kleines, schließlich haben unsere anderen Gäste lange genug nur zugeschaut, gell?"
Babsi nickt lächelnd, leckt sich über die Lippen und erhebt sich. Mit wackelndem Arsch geht sie zu den anderen Männern, die sie grinsend empfangen -- mein Eindruck, dass sie sich schon sehr gut kennen, verfestigt ich zusehends. Mit offenem Mund schaue ich ein paar Augenblicke zu, wie sich Babsi in die Hände der Gäste begibt, Zungenküsse austauscht und schließlich vor den Fünf auf die Knie geht, die bereits alle ihre Schwänze hervorgeholt haben. Gerade als sie den erstaunlich harten Penis des ältlichen Grafen Bettenburg in den Mund nimmt, klopft es und Trixi schwebt herein.
Sie wirft nur einen kurzen Blick auf das Quintett der Männer mit der lutschenden Frau zu ihren Füßen und sieht lächelnd ihren Mann an, der gerade als zweiter in den Genuss der Lippen der Hausherrin um seinen Schwanz kommt.
„Womit kann ich dienen, Schatz?"
„Alex ist noch ein wenig skeptisch, was unsere Lebensstil angeht, Häschen. Tu einfach alles was nötig ist um ihn von den -- Vorzügen des Lebens in Steilfurt zu überzeugen."
Er schließt kurz die Augen und stöhnt leise, als Babsi schmatzend seinem Schwanz einen Kuss gibt und an Gaul weitergereicht wird. Aber mein Blick wird schnell abgelenkt als sich die knapp 20-jährige Professorengattin vor mir aufbaut, die Brüste im engen Top prall aufragend mit harten, sich abzeichnenden Nippeln.
„Wenn mein Mann das sagt. Was kann ich denn für dich tun, mein Hübscher?"
Mein Mund wird trocken, als sie das Top anhebt und ihre wackelnden Brüste vor einen Augen tanzen und ich bekomme kein Wort heraus. Von hinten höre ich die Stimme ihres Mannes.
„Er ist noch ein bisschen schüchterner, als du es gewohnt bist von den echten Männern hier im Ort. Zeig ein bisschen Initiative, du weißt, was du am besten kannst, kleines Flittchen!"
Sie kichert.
„Mein Mann findet ich bin besonders gut bei griechisch!"
Mein Gesicht muss einen ziemlich hilflosen Eindruck machen.
„Anal. Willst du mich gerne in den Arsch ficken, Alex?"
Lachen dringt von den Männern. Aus dem Augenwinkel sehe ich, wie sie Babsi auf die Ottomane hieven und nur ihr Ehemann nicht um sie herumsteht -- der beobachtet noch immer meine -- Umwerbung.
„Ich wette, das hat eine Frau dich noch nie gefragt, oder?"
Ich schüttele zögernd den Kopf.
„Nein. Ich meine..."
Ich sehe Trixi an, die nun bereits mit dem Rücken zu mir ihre Hot Pants herabzieht und über ihre Stiefel streift. Ihr Arsch reckt sich mir entgegen, leicht gespreizt , genau wie die darunter liegende blanke Muschi. Ihr Arsch ist ein Traum -- weniger groß als Babsis, aber klein und knackig -- perfekt.
„Ich meine... ja. Das klingt... nett!"
Trixi drückt mir eine Kuss auf die Lippen und ich spüre ihre Zunge.
„Ich verspreche, das wir mehr als nett!"
Ihre Hand wandert in meinen Schritt. Bei all der Aufregung kam es mir gar noch in den Sinn, meinen erschlafften Schwanz wieder wegzupacken, nachdem Babsi mit ihm fertig war, aber kaum spüre ich die zarten Finger um ihn, wird er sofort wieder hart. Hail lacht.
„Wieder einsatzbereit. So muss es sein, bei so viel Auswahl brauchst du Ausdauer, Alex!"
Ich spüre Trixi die Hand um meinen Schwanz schließen und mich aus dem Sessel ziehen.
„Komm mit, Tiger, jemand wie du will doch bestimmt aktiver sein und nicht nur da sitzen beim ficken, oder?"
Ich folge ihr, an der Fünfergruppe Männer vorbei, die sich Babsi jetzt ernsthaft vorgenommen hat -- sie hat einen Schwanz in Mund, Muschi und Arsch und einen in jeder Hand -- zum riesigen Spielgel. Trixi legt ihre Hände gegen das Glas, streckt ihren Hintern raus, wackelt damit und sieht mich im Spiegel einladend an.
„Na komm schon, hol's dir!"
„Sollen wir nicht - ich meine hast du ein bisschen Gleitgel, oder.."
Ich blicke Hail an, der sich in den Sessel gesetzt hat, aber der schaut grinsend zu Trixi.
„Brauchst du so was?"
Sie schüttelt den Kopf.
„Ich steh drauf, wenn's weh tut!"
Hail zwinkert mir zu.
„Darauf ist sie programmiert! Besorgs ihr und dann reden wir drüber, ob du bei deiner Frau ernsthaft auf die Behandlung verzichten willst!"
Ich wende mich der jungen Frau zu, die sich einladend gegen den Spiegel räkelt, streichele ihre zarten, jungen Schenkel und Arschbacken und presse die Eichel meines pochenden Schwanzes gegen das enge Loch zwischen ihren festen Backen. Ein lautes Stöhnen entringt sich ihr, als ich erst zögernd, dann bestimmter in sie eindringe, eine kurze Weile in ihr verbleibe und sie dann härter werdend in ihren engen kleinen Arsch zu ficken beginne und sich ihr Stöhnen und Schreien mit dem der Gastgeberin vermischt, die neben mir von den anderen fünf Männern ran genommen wird...
Zeitenwechsel
Marie lässt den Kopf gegen die Kopfstütze des Autos sinken.
„Glaubst du wirklich, dass das nötig ist? Ich sage dich, ich hab mir sicher nur den Magen verdorben bei diesem verdammten Galadiner gestern."
„Das Essen war erstklassig und niemand sonst ist krank."
„Na, die Frauen haben ja auch praktisch nichts gegessen."
„Hättest du dir vielleicht ein Beispiel nehmen sollen!"
Vom Beifahrersitz kommt nur ein kleines Schnaufen -- für ernsthafte Kritik geht es meiner Göttergattin wohl zu schlecht.
Sollte es auch besser. Schließlich sind die Tropfen, die Karl mir gestern mitgegeben hat, und die ich ihr ins Frühstück gemischt habe angeblich das Allerneuste aus seiner Praxis -- 'Wirken auf der Stelle. Aber keine Sorgen ganz harmlos, die sind extra dafür entwickelt, sich ein paar Stunden lang extrem elend zu fühlen. Und wenn du sie im Krankenhaus hast, erledigen wir den Rest!'
„Den Männern geht es jedenfalls hervorragend und die haben alle exakt das gleiche gegessen wie du."
„Was habt ihr Kerle eigentlich gestern da so lange getrieben in diesem -- Herrenzimmer? Trixi und Babsi haben auch nur gekichert, als ich sie gefragt habe."
„Gar nichts. Nur langweilige Gespräche. Politik, Sport, Autos, das übliche und die beiden waren so nett uns -- zu bedienen!"
Zum Glück hat Marie die Augen geschlossen und sieht mein Grinsen nicht.
„Mit Getränken, meine ich, und all so was"
Sie stöhnt.
„Ich sollte mich einfach zu Hause auskurieren und.."
Aber ich unterbreche sie -- wenn sie krank ist hab ich mal die Gelegenheit ohne dass sie an die Decke geht. Was sich aber ja hoffentlich sehr bald ändert.
„Ich mache mir nur Sorgen um dich, Liebling. Und Ernst hat gesagt, das örtliche Krankenhaus ist klein aber bestens ausgestattet, also warum solltest du -- unnötig leiden. Außerdem ist es ganz nah -- da sind wir schon."
Ich steige aus dem Wagen und öffne Marie die Tür -- sie nimmt meine Hand und lässt mich ihr aus dem Auto helfen. Normalerweise hasst sie das. Mein Blick schweift nur ganz kurz von ihr ab, um dem wackelnden, in enge Hot Pants gepressten Arsch einer Frau, die an uns vorbei ins Krankenhaus geht zu inspizieren. Ich mache mir ja schließlich nicht wirklich Sorgen um sie, ich weiß ja was ihr fehlt. Ein Blick, der meiner Gattin nicht entgeht. Trotz ihre Zustands begutachtet auch sie noch zwei junge Frauen, die an uns vorbeischlendern, bevor wir das Krankenhaus betreten.



„Gibt es in dieser Stadt eigentlich keine Frau, die Sachen anhat, die ihr nicht eine Nummer zu klein sind?"
Ich lächele -- und bemerke, dass Marie genauso unter die Lupe genommen wird wie sie es mit den andere Frauen tut. Schließlich ist tatsächlich sie hier der bunte Hund. Die automatische Tür öffnet sich leise zischend und der Blick der Empfangsdame fällt auf uns. Ein durchaus -- eher abschätziger Blick, was meine Frau angeht. Auf jeden Fall mehr als dass er mitfühlend wäre. Ich werde wohlwollender betrachtet, aber auch das -- liegt in der Natur vom Steilfurt. Im Gegenzug fällt mein Blick ebenso wohlwollend in den tiefen Ausschnitt ihres engen, weißen Kittels und meine Hose wird, wie schon draußen vor der Tür wieder enger.
„Was haben wir denn da? Wo fehlt's uns denn?" fragt sie lächelnd.
Mich, nicht Marie. Als schnelle Schritte näher kommen.
„Alexander. Marie. Was führt euch den hierher?"
Skeptisch betrachtet Marie Ernst Hail und Dr. Igari, die sich uns nähern.
„Marie fühlt sich nicht gut."
Sie richtet sich ein wenig auf.
„Ist nicht der Rede we..."
„Sie wollte nicht kommen, aber ich habe drauf bestanden."
Igari nickt.
„Gut, wenn du das Sagen hast, was? Man will ja nichts riskieren. Wir haben hier den besten Medizinerstab, den man sich wünschen kann, Sie sind in besten Händen, Marie!"
„Was..." Marie stöhnt leise. „Was machen Sie eigentlich hier?"
Ernst grinst.
„Karl ist immerhin Leiter der Chirurgie, auch wenn er seine eigne Praxis hat. Und meine Firma stellt auch medizinische -- Geräte her, man muss Kontakte pflegen."
Karl nickt der Empfangsdame zu.
„Susi, bringen Sie Frau Dorfer zu Doktor Stein."
Er blickt Marie an.
„Der wird sich bestens um Sie kümmern."
Die Empfangsdame blickt mit erhobener Augenbraue zu Igari.
„Dr. Stein?"
„Genau. Sagen Sie ihm ich schicke Sie, er ist -- informiert."
Susi kichert und nimmt meine Frau am Arm.
„Na, dann kommen Sie mal mit. Da haben Sie wirklich Glück, Dr. Stein wird dafür sorgen, dass Sie sich sehr viel besser fühlen."
Marie blickt mich an.
„Kommst du nicht mit?"
„Ich... komme gleich nach, lass mich nur kurz was mit den beiden hier bereden", bevor sie von Susi mit sanftem Zug in den Aufzug befördert wird.
Hail lacht, als die Tür sich schließt.
„In fünf Minuten sollte sie selig betäubt schlummern. Und wenn sie aufwacht, können wir mit der Programmierung beginnen, das war da letzte Mal, dass du dein Frau in so - unperfektem Zustand gesehen hast, Alex."
Ich lache nervös und Karl klopft mir auf die Schulter.
„Keine Sorge, Frank ist der beste im ganzen Team. Er hat 80% der Frauen von Steilfurt die Modifikationschips implantiert und es hat noch nie eine Fehlfunktion oder Beschwerde gegeben. Gehen wir dann in mein Büro? Ich will mich doch auch nützlich machen, während Ernst sich gleich um das Feintuning deines Frauchens kümmert. Sobald die OP fertig ist, sagst du mir, was ich an ihrem Äußeren tun kann, damit sie perfekt wird! Pass auf, ich hab das was ganz Neues für sie, wenn du willst, kann sie die erste Frau in Steilfurt werden, die....."
Morgen
„Sind wir etwa die Letzten?" Von Bettenburg ergreift meine Hand, als er durch Tor meinen Garten betritt und schüttelt sie fest. Ich lächele höflich, aber bevor er antworten kann, ergreift schon Igari das Wort.
„Daran sind wir ja gewöhnt -- lass mich raten, noch ein kurzer Blowjob vorm Aufbrechen?"
Der Adelige grinst breit und klapst seiner Frau auf den in ein enges Kleid gepressten Arsch.
„Nein, heute nicht, auch wenn Steffi sich natürlich angeboten hat, aber man will sich ja nicht - den Appetit verderben vor so einem besonderen -- Festmahl, was?"
Wieder grinst er - ich muss mir das erwiderte Lächeln doch ein wenig abringen. So sehr ich mich in den letzten Tagen an das Leben hier - gewöhnt habe, der Teil, der ab heute beginnt -- lässt mich doch noch ein bisschen schlucken.
„Na, da musst du dir doch keine Sorgen machen, dank der kleinen Hilfsmittel, die ich besorge, gibt's doch noch nie Probleme mit mehreren Runden, oder? Schon gar nicht mit Frischfleisch, Herr Graf."
Die Damen der Runde kichern und die Herren grinsen sich wissend zu.
„Apropos Frischfleisch, jetzt hast du uns deins aber wirklich lange genug vorenthalten, denkst du nicht, Alex?"
„Ich -- wollte halt warten, bis alle da sind um in den Genuss zu kommen."
Das sind sie nun. Die versammelten Honoratioren, die uns am ersten Tag begrüßt haben und die mir in Hails Hinterzimmer ihre Frauen zur Verfügung stellten um mich zu überzeugen mit meiner... Ich schlucke erneute, fasse mir ein letztes Mal Mut und rufe sie.
„Schatz, kommst du dann, es sind alle hier!"
Ihre Pfennigabsätze klacken auf den Küchenfließen und meine runderneuerte Frau tritt durch die Verandatür hinaus ins gleißende Sonnenlicht und in den Blick der versammelten Gäste.
Mendelssohn stößt einen Pfiff durch die Zähne aus und zwei der Frauchen beginnen zu kichern. Meine Frau schüttelt leicht ihre Haare, die im Sonnenlicht hell schimmern und genießt ihren Auftritt sichtlich -- in den denkbar knappsten Minibikini gepresst, der kaum ihre Nippel und ihre Muschi bedeckt, von den Augen der sechs noch immer fast fremden Männer verschlungen und von Ihren Frauen kritisch, aber mit positivem Endurteil begutachtet. Ihre neue exhibitionistische Persönlichkeit wird von ihrem gechipten Gehirn widerstandslos angenommen.
„So was hätte sie vorher wohl nicht angezogen, oder?"
Beuger stößt mir leicht seinen Ellbogen in die Rippen.
„Nein. Wir haben all ihre alten Klamotten gemeinsam verbrannt und ihre neue besorgt."
„Nett. Sehr nett", nickt der Professor.
„Schöne Haare".
Er grinst und streicht seiner Trixi über das ebenfalls platinblonde Haar.
„Und mal so richtig lang!"
Er lacht
„Dann war die Kurzhaarfrisur vorher nicht deine Wahl, was?"
Ich schüttele den Kopf.
„Sicher nicht. Ich stand schon immer auf so lang wie möglich!"
Ich drehe meine Frau um, damit sie ihre bis zum Arsch reichenden, glatten Harre zeigen kann.
„Vorerst noch Extensions, natürlich, aber die echten lassen wir wachsen, stimmts, Kleines?"
„Ja, Alex!" flötet meine Frau.
Ernst Hail geht um sie herum.
„Knackige neue Titten -- nicht das größte Model, oder?"
„Nur C-Körbchen, deiner Babsi macht sie damit keine Konkurrenz - eine ordentliche Handvoll war mir immer schon am liebsten!"
„Dafür hat er besonderen Wert auf den Arsch gelegt!" plaudert Igari aus dem Nähkästchen.
"Dass der die perfekte Form bekommt, hat am längsten gedauert, bei der Operation!"
Die Männer grinsen und Mendelssohn prüft ihn mit einem professionellen Griff.
„Das kann ich sehr gut verstehen."
Igari nickt.
„Stimmt, Paul hat das auch auf Platz eins der Modifikationen bei Trixi gehabt."
Er streift mit der Hand über den Bauch meiner Frau.
"Dann noch ein bisschen Fettabsaugen, wo sich die Frau Feministin ein bisschen hat gehen lassen und das überschüssige Fett in die Lippen gepumpt und schon hatten wir einen Körper, mit dem eine echte Steilfurt Frau sich sehen lassen kann, was?"
Ich nicke zufrieden.
„Aber irgendwas....."
Der Graf mustert sie von oben bis unten.
„Irgend was Anderes hast du doch noch gemacht, ich weiß nicht genau was...."
Seine Frau beugt sich vor und flüstert. Er blickt in die Augen der neuen Trophäe. Igari grinst nickend.
„Stimmt genau. Augenaufhellung. Während wir die Augen gelasert haben, damit hier keine Frau wie eine Brillenschlange herumlaufen muss, habe ich eine neue experimentelle Technik angewandt und mit dem gleichen Laser die Farbpigmente weggebrannt. Damit hatte Alex die freie Wahl bei der Farbe und hat sich wie ihr seht für Hellgrün entschieden."
„Interessant. Und das geht so einfach?"
„Na ja, einfach. Es tut wohl recht weh - die Kleine hat eine Stunde lang das Krankenhaus zusammengeschrien, aber dafür dass sie ihrem Mann in einer Kleinigkeit besser gefällt als vorher ist eine Stunde Schmerz nicht zu viel, oder?"
Ohne Zögern nickt meine Frau lächelnd.
„Als nächstes werde ich meiner Tini ein paar schöne blaue Äuglein brennen und dann wird die Technik serienreif für alle!"
Gaul klopft mir auf die Schulter.
„Damit hast du dann wohl für ein paar Tage die am perfektesten modifizierte Frau von ganz Steilfurt Alex. Glückwunsch!"
„Danke. Ich bin -- wirklich sehr zufrieden mit ihr!"
„Verhaltensmodifikation klappt auch?"
„Aber ja. Sie ist in perfektes braves Frauchen. Die letzten Tage habe ich -- so einiges mit ihr angestellt, das sich immer schon mal machen wollte."
„Kann ich mir denken."
Bettenburg hat sie die ganze Zeit nicht aus den Augen gelassen.
„Dann wirds mal Zeit, dass wir auch in den Genuss kommen gell?"
Gaul grinst.
„Offizielles Einreiten der neusten Umgewandelten durch die Honoratioren, gute Tradition." Noch ein Schulterklopfen.
„Und weil du so wichtig bist für uns kommst du auch bald in den Genuss dich unserem kleine Kreis anzuschließen und darfst dann die nächste neue Nachbarin mit einreiten!"
Er greift das Handgelenk meiner Frau!
„Ich.... ähm, Ja. Wollen wir nicht erst was essen? Ich könnte den Grill anwerfen und..." Bettenburg lächelt.
„Lass mal Alex, dafür ist nachher noch jede Menge Zeit. Ich bin sicher jetzt hat hier jeder nur eins im Kopf!"
Er ergreift Maries andere Hand und führt sie auf die Wiese vor meinem Haus.
„Also, Marie..."
„Mizi, Herr."
„Wie bitte?"
„Mein Mann hat mich in Mizi umbenannt, das gefällt ihm besser."
Bettenburg lacht.
„Das denke ich mir."
Dann verpasst er ihr eine schallende Ohrfeige.
„Deswegen darfst du einen Mann aber trotzdem nicht unterbrechen!"
„Verzeihung, Herr."
„Schon OK, du und dein Mann sind ja noch neu in den neuen Rollen. Solange dein Chip deine devote und gehorsame Grundveranlagung sichert, lernst du dich Details schon noch. Was ich sagen wollte - wie gefällt dir dein neuer Job?"
"Viel besser als vorher! Es macht vielmehr Spaß Familienfeiern zu fotografieren als das langweilige künstlerische Zeugs früher. Und die Feiern hier in Steilfurt sind -- interessant, glaube ich, auch wenn ich erst auf zwei war!"
Die Männer, die sich jetzt um sie herum scharen, lachen.
„Ja, es gibt auf jeder Feier ordentlich was zu sehen, die in der Stadt stattfindet. Orgien können wir."
Bettenburg packt Mizis Bikini und reißt ihr die winzigen Stofffetzen vom Leib.
„Wirklich sehr gute Arbeit, der neue Körper!"
Ein beherzter Griff zwischen ihre gestrafften Schenkel.
„Da hast du sicher auch was gemacht, oder?"
Ich nicke.
„Innere Schamlippen verkleinert, Innenwände verengt. Natürlich die Schamhaare gelasert, damit da nichts mehr wächst. Und das Arschloch gebleicht."
Er greift ihren Nacken und drückt sie auf die Knie.
„Genug Smalltalk. Ich nehme an du weißt, was bei der Initiation einer Steilfurt Frau verlangt wird?"
Mizi nickt und macht sich daran, den Hosenstall zu öffnen und den Schwanz des fast 70-jährigen Grafen herauszuholen. Entweder ist der Mann wirklich beneidenswert oder das ist schon der Effekt der - kleinen Hilfsmittel, die Dr. Igari erwähnte, auf jeden Fall ragt der 70jährige Schwaz prall und hart vor dem Gesicht meiner Frau in die Höhe. Ihr Blick ist wie hypnotisch darauf geheftet. Logisch. Unbedingter Respekt vor jedem Mann in Steilfurt und unbändiges Verlangen nach Schwänzen sind zwei Grundpfeiler ihrer Neuprogrammierung. Kein Grund eifersüchtig zu werden, den Blick hat sie meinem Schwanz in den letzten Tagen ständig gegeben. Trotzdem....
Gaul nähert sich ihr von hinten.
„Na dann kleines Fräulein -- ich sagte doch, ihre feministischen Großstadtflausen treibt die das gesunde -- Landleben bei uns schon aus, was?"
Grinsend schlägt er Mizi fest mit er flachen Hand auf den neugeformten Arsch und sieht mich an.
„Ich nehme mal an du hast dir den Arsch schon vorgenommen in den letzten Tagen, oder, Alex?"
„Ähm. Ja, sicher..."
„Na ja... Die Ehe gebührt dir auch, dann bin ich halt der -- zweite Mann, der ihn fickt? War doch sicher vorher noch keiner drin, oder, als Feministin, die du warst?"
„Nein Herr, Alexander hat meinen Arsch vorgestern entjungfert!"
„Sehr gut, dann ist er noch schön eng!"
Bettenburg nickt Karl zu.
„Die Ehre, die frisch verengte Fotze zu ficken gebührt dann wohl dem Chirurgen!"
Der Arzt legt sich unter Mizi und sie lässt sich mit einem lauten Stöhnen auf seinen Schwanz sinken, nachdem er ihn befreit hat. Dann packt der Graf ihren Kopf und schiebt seinen runzligen, aber steinharten Prügel zwischen ihre anderen Lippen und Gaul hockt sich hinter meine Frau und stößt seinen tief in ihren engen Arsch. Ihr Stöhnen wird vom Schwanz des Adligen gedämpft, als die drei die neue Steilfurt Frau in alle ihre frisch überarbeiteten Löcher zu ficken beginnen, während die anderen drei um sie herumstehen und mit dem Schwanz in der Hand warten bis sie dran sind,.Ich spüre einen Stich Eifersucht in mir aufkeimen, als sie wie die gierige, notgeile Schlampe zu stöhnen beginnt, während sie so aufgespießt wird -- natürlich tut sie das nur, weil ich persönlich drauf bestanden habe, dass sie drauf abfährt, so benutzt zu werden. Jetzt sehe ich halt zum ersten Mal, dass es geklappt hat. Und trotz des Hauchs Eifersucht spüre ich natürlich auch wie mein Schwanz bei dem Anblick steinhart wird. Was auch den Frauen der so beschäftigten Honoratioren nicht entgeht. Biggi Gauls Hand wandert ihn meinen Schritt.
„Du lässt aber nicht deine Frau als einzige den ganzen Spaß haben, oder?"
Steffi von Bettenburg drängt sich von hinten an mich.
„Genau. Schon weil unsere Männer wütend werden, wenn wir uns nicht um dich kümmern würden -- das ist Tradition beim Einreiten der neuen Frauen, dass sich die alten um den neuen Mann in der Stadt kümmern!"
Bevor ich weiß, wie mir geschieht, liege ich auf meiner Gartenliege, die die Frauen so positioniert haben, das sich auch einen guten Blick auf meine Frau habe... Babsi Hail zieht Trixi zu sich heran.
„Ist die kleine Trixi immer noch deine Favoritin von uns?"
"Ich... ähm..."
„Keine Sorgen, wir sind nicht eifersüchtig. Wir wollen nur das du das Beste bekommst!"
Ich nicke.
„Schön, dann bekommst du die Ehrenposition, Trixi!"
Sie drückt die junge Frau zwischen meine Beine, wo sie sofort meine Hose öffnet.
„Keine Sorgen, keine von uns wird dich vernachlässigen!" flüstert Babsi, beugt sich zu mir herab und küsst mich inbrünstig, während ich spüre, wie sich die vollen, warmen Lippen Trixis um meinen Schwanz schließen und meine Hände links und rechts zu den Körper zweier weiterer Steilfurt Frauen geführt werden, die sie sich auf die Titten legen -- aber ich habe andere Präferenzen und - verdammt was solls, lasse sie tiefer wandern und packe hart zwischen zwei feste paar Schenkel und bekomme zwei gleichermaßen nasse wie einladende Fotzen zu greifen. Wenn ich die Augen wandern lasse, sehe ich wie meine Frau sich zunehmen lauter schreiend den Honoratioren der Stadt hingibt -- gerade kommt Igari stöhnend in Mizis Fotze und übergibt seinen Platz an Beuger. Aber der letzte Rest Eifersucht verschwindet, als meine Finger sich in zwei nasse Fotzen vorarbeiten und mein Schwanz tief in der gierigen Kehle der auf Schlampe programmierten Frau zwischen meinen Beinen verschwindet.
Meine Frau ist jetzt eine Steilfurt Frau, gehorsam und gierig, perfekte Ehefrau und perfektes Flittchen, und gehört jeden Mann der Stadt, so wie all anderen Frauen der Stadt mir gehören.
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"Eyes are up here, little boy!"
I gulp and lift my eyes from Tiffany's tight pink sweater, hugging her firm tits that are RIGHT in front of my eyes. Can you blame me? Being smaller than most girls in my grade rarely has any advantages. Mom says I'll get a growth spurt eventually, but I doubt it, I'm almost 19! As is Tiffany, but being a girl, even in her usually high heels, her tits shouldn't be so close to my eyes.
"So - what yo you say, geek?"
"About...?"
She sighs theatrically.
"You boys really can't focus on two things at once, can you? Staring at my tits And listen to me? About helping me with my maths test!"
Yes, right. That's what happened. For some reason, she grabbed me by the backpack on my way home and pulled me to this remote place behind some overgrown bushes in the rear of the main building of our school to ask me to help her study. My mind clears again. A little. Not that that helps me to understand this whole situation.
"I... why... I'm not..."
Great. I sound like a stereotypical nerd from that sitcom - who can't talk to girls. I Can talk to girls, there's even one in my D&D group, for crying out loud. Tiffany though... she's the hottest girl in school and she knows it. She's been replacing the Princesses (Leia and Peach) in my wet dreams. Well. Not replaced as such, I still dream about THEM but they all have Tiffany's face now. And body.
"Linda told me you're in my maths class, yes?"
She doesn't even know THAT about me. Probably Linda had to point to me when saying my name.
"Y.. yes..."
"And that you're actually the Best in my maths class."
"I.. I guess..."
"And that you have a huge crush in me."
My eyes must have become the size of saucers. My mouth went dry and my knees weak. She did NOT... Tiffany giggles
"No, she didn't. But from your reaction I see it's true. Educated guess. After all, all boys do."
She throws back her blonde mane hair over her shoulder. No denying that, I guess. I won't admit MY crush though. There!
"I.. n.. na..."
That'll teach her!
Giggling she looks into my eyes.
"OK, let's keep it simple, I guess the blood flow to your dick doesn't leave much for your brain. Will you help me or not?"
"W... I... what's in it for me?"
Wait -- what? Who said that? Not me. Can't have been. I did not just put a condition on spending time with the hottest girl in school?
She blinks. Obviously just as surprised as I am.
"Other than my presence?"
I nod. No turning back on being idiotically brave now.
"That's... you know I'm not used to boys saying -- well not 'no', but 'maybe' to me?"
I lick my lips. Better do nothing, Silent and enigmatic. That'll do the trick.
Surprisingly her frown wanes and she smirks. Just a little.
"OK, you got guts, little boy. Quid Pro Quo. What do you want?"
I feel I'm leaving my body. I am DEFINITELY not prepared for this. Silent and enigmatic. Probably looks more like deaf and dumb at this point.
"You Do know that if you act tough against your superiors aka girls,,,"
She giggles at her own joke.
"...you should be able to follow up on it with actual demands, right?"
Tiffany sighs.
"OK, what could a nerd like you want from a 10 like me? Nothing in public. Obvi. I only dragged you behind these bushes because I will NOT be seen with you in public, you hear me? I have a reputation and hanging out with geeks is not part of it."
I nod.
She tilts her head just slightly, making her silky hair fall over her shoulders again.
"I can imagine what a nerdy freak like you REALLY wants, huh?"
She giggles.
"Pervert. I bet you read these Hentai comics, don't you?"
Huh? How did that topic come up?
"Buxom helpless girls in cheerleader uniforms violated. By tentacles, probably. Like in Overfiend? Or raped by goblins hordes like in Goblin Slayer?"
I blink. Did her breathing just get exited? And how does she even know the names of...
"Well, don't get anything into your pervy little head of yours, nerd. I'll not be in our personal hāremumono!"
I actually need to think for a second what that means. Somehow she seems to know more abut Mangas than I do...
"I bet in your perverted little head you're coming up with all kinds of scenarios what this hot girl would do in return for you, knight in shining armor, helping her to pass maths class, huh? Geek!"
I'm not even trying to interrupt her - at this point she seems to be quite satisfied to perform our dialogue all by herself.
"Well, forget about it. I bet you haven't even kissed a girl, yet, have you?"
Oh, now she wants an answer. I -- shake my head. Great - be honest! Just what this situation needs. More humiliation. She chuckles.
"Course not."
She grabs my chin.
"Now, little nerd -- let Me tell you how this is going to go. I will NOT do anything for you in return. As a matter of fact I'll come visit you tomorrow after school, you'll help me with maths. And you'll do something else for me to thank me for the granting you the honour of my presence..."
I blink...
"Wh.. what am I..."
Her hands drops onto my shoulder and she pushes me down to the grass. She's surprisingly strong. Well. Or my my knees are just getting weak. As I fall onto my knees, I stare at her white pleated skirt, ending a good distance over her knees. The naked skin of her thighs and calves, her ankle socks in her Sneakers.
"Eyes are STILL up here!"
I look up to her -- of course from this vantage point her pointy breasts are smack ab in my line of sight.
"...to thank me for the granting you the honor of my presence...
I can't believe what is happening as she lifts her skirt.
"You'll kiss my little Tiffany!"
I gulp.
"WHICH is explicitly not for your pleasure but purely for mine, are we clear? Don't you dare enjoy this!"
I nod meekly. I have no idea what's happing, but I'm not going to question this turn of events that brought me face to panties with the hottest girl in school. Talking about panties...
"Well? They're not gonna pull themselves down, dweeb! I don't have all day!"
I put a finger into the rubber band of her pink panties - with a heart printed onto them -- and pull them down,
Her pussy is clean shaven, smooth. She spreads her legs for me as the panties reach her ankles. Her inner lips are big, engorged, her clit clearly visible and aroused. That doesn't look like the pictures in our SexEd textbooks, or the smooth, thin lines of the drawn girls in the hentais Tiffany clearly doesn't read. I swallow hard. This is a real woman's pussy, with juicy big lips, a large, hungry clitoris, clearly aroused, blood pulsating through it all. And I can smell her arousal as much as see it. I lick my lips. Suddenly my mouth is no longer dry, my salvia starts flowing. This is the most inviting aroma I ever smelled: sweet, salty, musky... I feel my cock, half erect, submitting to her as it grows rock hard.
"Don't. Just. Look at it!"
OK. I can do this. I've seen enough Hentai to know where this is going!
I lean forward and kiss the engorged clitoris that greedily seems to stretch out from its hood even more. Let my tongue lick over it, suck it. I hear her moan softly. OK. Good start. Suddenly John Cleese's voice is in my head.
You don't have to go leaping straight for the clitoris like a bull at a gate.
Well. It's not that she gave me much time for foreplay of any other kind. But down here...
Well. I move a little lower, lick past her puffy lips, take them in my mouth to suck at them, then let my tongue slide into her wet grotto. And wet it is. Not that I have much to compare it to, but it seems - quite wet. She must be enjoying this, right? She certainly tastes like joy. Delicious, absolutely heavenly. Even better than she smells. I definitely have found a new favorite flavor, Step aside, pumpkin spice!
Disobeying her order, I enjoy her juices quite a lot, then think it's time to return to the clit. She is still moaning, softly and doesn't do anything to correct me, but there's not much of an escalation. Probably should be. Let's try.
I suck at the large button, let my tongue move over it gently, then more forcefully and continue what I do whenever I get a groan or a moan or a sigh from her. Which is getting more and more frequent until she no longer catches her breath in between them but lets out a long, drawn out surprisingly deep groan and comes, her delicious juices flowing down her thighs. I lean down to lap them up like thirsty dog, first from her pussy, then from her soft inner thighs. She lets it happen, still moaning softly, until she eventually pushes me off.
"That's enough!"
She grins down at me. Now she chuckles again, no longer in the grasp of sexual arousal.
"I can see you are appropriately grateful to be granted the privilege of my presence."
She really likes saying that, doesn't she? Well. I can't honestly say she's wrong... I do feel grateful. And privileged. I wonder how many boys she let eat her pussy...
"I'll come tomorrow to your place so you better be there. Not sure when exactly, so just -- don't go anywhere."
She winks.
"And be ready to thank me again afterwards, you will thank me EVERY time you see me in private now, understood?"
I nod
"Yes, Tiffany."
She lifts her leg and lets her pink panties slide down her ankle to her foot and kicks them onto my face.
"There. You may keep it. A pervy nerd like you surly is into sniffing women's panties, am I right?"
I actually never really got that fetish - until now, that is. I can't deny the slight whiff of her pussy's aroma -- no match to the real thing in heat, but still - is enough to make my aroused cock twitch painfully in my tight pants.
"Of course you are. You may wank over it tonight if you wish."
She giggles at her own gracious offer and then turns to leave the hidden place behind the bushes.
"W... wait -- you don't know my address..."
She turn her head an winks.
"Of course I know your address, silly. You think I claim a boy-toy without knowing all there is to know about him, cutie?"
She winks again and gone she is, I stay behind with my mouth hanging open. What the hell just happened? If I didn't know any better I would say I've just been used by the hottest girl in school to live out a dirty little fantasy of hers she wouldn't -- couldn't -- share with the shallow boys she sees officially. She knows I won't tell -- nobody would believe me, anyway. She knows she can come to whenever she feels like it to have her pussy licked. I feel a bit used. Objectified. Horny. Goodness, that was sexy. I need to get home as fast as possible and jerk off or I'll explode.
I'll happily oblige to her again, without making any further demands. Even though I may hope that one day I might be lucky and get more. Maybe if she gets more aroused... I decide to pay a visit to the local comic book store before going home to wank, and get some Hentai comics to - accidentally have in my room when she comes. Give her something to mock me about. And the read them anyway, hopefully. Seemed to turn her on quite a lot just to talk about how she doesn't read them. Could make her quite wet before letting me thank her again. Give me as much of her sweet juices as he can produce! And maybe so horny she wants more. Eventually.
I can wait. For now, teaching her maths and eating her pussy is heaven enough for a geeky little me.
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*
"NEIN - du kleines Luder!"
Mit offenem Mund starrte Anna ihre kleine Schwester Silvia an.
"Was denn - das machen heutzutage viele Frauen, da ist gar nichts dabei."
Silvia verschränkte die Arme vor der Brust. Das mit dem Luder war nun echt die Höhe - schließlich hatte sie bisher nur mit Martin gevögelt - wenn auch ziemlich früh - zumindest nach den Verhältnissen des kleinen süddeutschen Dorfes, in dem sie groß geworden war. Aber das war jetzt fast zwei Jahre her und seitdem war er ihr einziger. Luder, also so was!
"Also ich bin da unten nicht rasiert und ich zweifle, dass Mama das normal finden würde", grinste Anna.
"Was... du wirst doch wohl nicht..."
"Wofür hältst du mich denn? Keine Sorge, Mama werde ich es schon nicht erzählen! Aber ich wusste ja dass Martin einen schlechten Einfluss auf dich ausüben würde."
Hätte sie nicht so dabei gegrinst, wäre Silvia vielleicht ernsthaft böse geworden - aber sie kannte ihre Schwester - Kabbeleien gehörten immer dazu.
"Nein, nein, das hat nichts mit Martin zu tun. Der hat noch nie ein Schamhaar von mir gesehen!"
"Ernsthaft? Wann hast du dich denn zum ersten Mal rasiert?"
"Weißt du noch als ich vor 4 Jahren diesen Bikini bekommen habe?"
Anna lachte auf.
"Oh ja, mit 14, Mama und Papa waren nicht begeistert, aber hart genug gekämpft dafür hast du ja."
"Und mit deiner Unterstützung habe ich ihn dann gekriegt. Aber das Höschen war echt - knapp, da musste man ich schon mit dem Rasierer ran. Und wo ich schon mal dabei war, kam gleich alles weg. Aber das ist echt keine große Sache, in meiner Klasse waren damals auch schon fast alle zumindest ein bisschen gestutzt. Und heute erst recht -- als Unrasierte wäre ich eher in der Minderheit."
"Na ja, ihr jungen Dinger - ich hätte mich das nicht getraut! In der Umkleide in der Schule, das wäre mir echt peinlich."
"Jetzt hör aber auf, du bist doch keine alte Frau!"
"Sechs Jahre älter als du - alt genug, um dich zur Tante gemacht zu haben!"
"Wo ist eigentlich die Kleine?"
"Bei Mama, die wollte mal wieder ein Wochenende Oma spielen."
"Ein ganzes Wochenende für euch allein und du lädst deine kleine Schwester ein? Warum ist Rainer nicht hier, um über dich herzufallen?" grinste Silvia.
"Der ist im Fitness-Studio, jeden Samstag Vormittag. Und jetzt wo du hier bist - so eine kleine knackige rasierte 18-jährige wäre ihm bestimmt lieber als sein altes, haariges Eheweib."
Silvias Mund blieb offen stehen und sie spürte wie ihr das Blut in den Kopf schoss. Ihre Schwester nannte sie Luder, aber manchmal trieb ihr Annas Mundwerk die Schamesröte ins Gesicht. Hauptsächlich weil sie sich ertappt fühlte. Sie hätte sich nie an ihren Schwager rangemacht - sie liebte Martin. Na ja. Mochte ihn zumindest sehr. Aber ihre Schwester liebte sie uneingeschränkt. Mehr als sonst jemanden. Aber sie war eine Frau und hatte Augen im Kopf. Anna hatte einen guten Fang gemacht - Rainer war ziemlich heiß: 1.85, attraktiv mit seinem kurzen Bart. Er war über zehn Jahre älter als ihre Schwester und damit fast alt genug um Silvias Vater zu sein, aber er hatte sich extrem gut gehalten -- die regelmäßigen Fitness-Studio Besuche zahlten sich aus.
Als sie letzten Sommer mit der ganzen Familie zusammen im Freibad waren, hatte sie zum ersten Mal bemerkt, dass er einen wahnsinnig tollen Körper hatte -- feste Schenkel, gut definierte Brustmuskeln, einen straffen kleine Hintern - und eine faszinierende Beule in seiner super-engen Badehose. Die ersten Spuren von grau in seinem Bart standen ihm, machten ihn nur noch attraktiver in den Augen seiner 18-jährigen Schwägerin. Seit dem Tag sah sie, wenn Martin nicht da war und sie ihren Körper allein erkundete, manchmal Rainer anstatt ihres Freundes vor sich. Eigentlich ziemlich oft. Meistens, ehrlich gesagt.
"Hallo, Erde an Silvia", riss Anna sie aus ihren Gedanken. "Jetzt sei mal nicht so schockiert. Du Luder!"
Die Schwestern grinsten sich an.
"Sag mal...", begann Anna zögernd. "Ich hab' noch nie eine glatt rasierte Vagina gesehen. Also in echt. Darf ich mal..."
"WAS?"
"Wieso, ist doch nichts dabei. Ich habe dich schließlich gebadet, oder?"
"Nicht mehr seit ich sechs war. Du willst dass ich mich hier ausziehe und dich meine Musch... Scheide sehen lasse?"
"Muschi? Du kannst ja richtig ordinär sein, Schwesterchen", sagte Anna hämisch.
"Lenk jetzt nicht ab! Wie komme ich denn dazu?"
"Ich zeig dir auch meine, wenn du willst?"
"NEIN... ich meine... wieso... echt?"
"Na ja, keine große Sache oder? Wir sind doch Schwestern."
"Also... ich... ich hab' noch nie die eine andere Muschi gesehen - so richtig von Nahem meine ich. In der Umkleidekabine vorm Schwimmunterricht, von der Seite aber sonst..."
"Na, Expertin bin ich auch nicht gerade", erwiderte Anna. "Aber interessant wärs schon, oder?"
"Äh, na ja... also gut", zögerte Silvia. "Aber du zuerst!"
Anna schüttelte den Kopf.
"Uh-uh -- wegen dir machen wir das hier schließlich, du Luder, deine Frisur will ich sehen!"
"Also... O...Okay...."
Silvia fasste an den Saum ihres rosa Miniröckchens und schob es langsam hoch. Die Schwestern saßen nebeneinander auf Annas Sofa und die Ältere beugte sich neugierig herunter.
Ein weißer Slip kam zum Vorschein und darunter zeichnete sich bereits schwach die Spalte zwischen Silvias Beinen ab.
"Lass mich nicht so zappeln Schwesterchen. Oder soll ich..."
Anna bewegte ihre Hand spielerisch in Richtung ihrer Schwester.
"Lass das!", quietschte Silvia. "Ich mach ja schon."
Sie griff das Höschen und zog es mit einer schnellen Bewegung runter zu an ihren Knöcheln. Zwischen Silvias Beinen lächelte ihre Spalte ihre Schwester freundlich an - gänzlich unbehaart. Und Anna lächelte zurück, es schien ihr zu gefallen.
"Wie süß... genau wie damals in der Badewanne."
Silvia sah ihrer Schwester nicht in die Augen. Sie war knallrot, als sie antwortete.
"Ein bisschen anders wohl doch."
„Nein, eigentlich nicht. Immer noch ein schmaler rosa Schlitz... Bei mir gucken die inneren Lippen ja viel mehr raus..."
Anna sah ihre Schwester mit großen Augen an.
„Echt? Das will ich sehen, jetzt bist du..."
In diesem Moment drehte sich das Schloss der Wohnungstür. Wie von der Tarantel gestochen fuhr Silvia von der Couch hoch und warf Anna dabei fast um. Ihr Höschen, das nur noch an einem Knöchel gehangen hatte, flog in hohem Bogen durch die Luft und landete auf dem Kopf ihrer Schwester, die es grinsend ergriff und in die Tasche ihrer Jeans stopfte. Entgeistert blickte Silvia sie an, doch bevor sie protestieren konnte, stand ihr Schwager Rainer in der Wohnzimmertür.
"Schatz, ich bin wieder zu Hau... oh, hallo Silvia, schön dich zu sehen, ich wusste nicht, dass du schon da bist."
"Ha... hallo, Rainer, ich... ja... ich... bin etwas früher... " stammelte Silvia.
Sie zupfte verzweifelt an ihrem Minirock herum - lag es an ihr oder war der plötzlich viel kürzer als vorhin?
Rainer sah von einer Frau zur anderen.
"Ist was? Du bist ja ganz rot, Silvia. Und worüber grinst du so wie ein Honigkuchenpferd, Schatz?"
"Oh, ich haben gerade ein paar äußerst interessante Naturbeobachtungen gemacht. Willst du mal sehen?"
Und bevor Silvia irgendetwas unternehmen konnte, hatte ihre Schwester ihren Rock ergriffen und mit einer schnellen Bewegung heruntergezogen.
"IIIIHHHHHHHHH..." kreischte die jüngere Frau und ihre Hände schossen vor ihren nackten Schritt. Sie wollte sich wegdrehen, doch damit hätte sie ihrem Schwager ihren entblößten Hintern präsentiert, und um den Rock vom Boden um ihre Füße wieder hochziehen wollte, brauchte sie beide Hände.
Rainer war fast genau so schockiert.
"Was ist denn jetzt los? Was soll denn das, Schatz?"
Anna lächelte schelmisch.
"Jetzt sag mir nicht, du hättest was dagegen, das zu sehen zu bekommen. Ich merke doch, wie du mein Schwesterchen ansiehst, wenn du glaubst ich sehe nicht hin. Seit dem Tag damals im Freibad mit ihrem knappen Bikini!"
Rainer verstummte.
"Und du genauso, Silvia... hast ihn mit den Augen verschlungen. Dir gefällt Rainer doch, oder?"
"Was... nein... ich... na ja... aber..."
"Beruhigt euch. Ich mache euch doch keinen Vorwurf - Rainer ist scharf, sonst hätte ich ihn ja nicht genommen. Und du Schwesterherz - na ja, wenn ich ein Mann wäre... Ihr seid erwachsene Menschen und die Gedanken sind frei. Ehrlich gesagt weiß ich selber nicht genau, was da gerade über mich gekommen ist, ich..."
Sie grinste, aber es war kaum zu übersehen, dass sie plötzlich fast genau so rot anlief wie ihre Schwester.
Was zur Hölle WAR da gerade über sie gekommen? Sie spürte ihre Muschi aufgeregt kitzeln und merkte, wie sich ein feuchter Fleck in ihrem Höschen bildete. Das ganz Gerede über das Intimste ihrer Schwester hatte sie erregt und der tatsächliche Anblick des rosa Schlitzes...
Ihr Mund war trocken und sie leckte sich die Lippen. Sie wusste sehr genau, dass das ganze Gerede von wegen "Luder" ihre Schwester betreffend ihre eigenen Gefühle überspielen sollte. Sie hatte schon lange Fantasien über ihre kleine Schwester, seit sie sich zu einer attraktiven junge Frau gemausert hatte. Sie war auf die Gedanken und Gefühle nicht unbedingt stolz, aber sie konnte nichts daran ändern, dass die junge sexy Frau in ihrem Kopf herumspukte, wann immer sie sich selber berührte. Und selbst, wenn sie Sex mir Rainer hatte, gesellte sich ihre Schwester in ihrer Fantasie immer öfter dazu und kümmerte sich liebevoll um sie und ihn.
Wie es schien hatte der Anblick ihrer nackten Scham die letzten Hemmungen die Anna zurückhielten hinweggeschwemmt. Sie räusperte sich.
„Aber. Ich meine... wo es schon mal passiert ist... Komm schon, Silvia, Rainer ist doch praktisch Familie, oder? Wenn du's mir zeigen kannst..."
Silvia musterte intensiv den Fußboden - am liebsten wäre sie darin versunken. Aber sie konnte ein winziges Kribbeln nicht ignorieren - irgendwie wollte sie schon wissen, ob ihr Schwager sie hübsch fand. Ein attraktiver, erfahrener Mann so ganz anders als Martin, der noch nie eine andere Frau gesehen hatte als sie und irgendwie -- total kindisch war.
"Ich... aber..."
Doch noch während sie nach Worten suchte schob ihre Schwester sanft Silvias Hände zur Seite.
"Na komm schon, das ist alles Natur. Und sehr hübsch, du musst dich nicht schämen."
Silvias leistete keinen wirklichen Widerstand und so dauerte es nur Sekunden, bis sie ihrem Schwager ihre rasierte Scham präsentierte - wenn auch mit zusammengepressten Oberschenkeln.
Rainer sog hörbar Luft ein.
Natürlich hatte seine Frau nicht ganz unrecht gehabt, seine Schwägerin war schon ein süßes kleines Ding. Das er sich mehr als einmal nackt vorgestellt hatte. Er lief rot an, als er sich an das Kopfkino erinnerte, das immer häufiger ablief, wenn er Anna fickte und an dem Silvia öfter teilnahm, seit sie 18 geworden war. Er liebte sein Frau, sie war sein Leben, aber ihre kleine Schwester... war verdammt heiß.
Aber dass sie nun hier in seinem Wohnzimmer stand, neben seiner Frau, er nur einen Schenkel vom Anblick ihrer rasierten Spalte entfernt - das hätte er sich vor fünf Minuten nicht träumen lassen. Und Anna war noch nicht fertig.
"Komm, schon, Schwesterchen, er sieht ja gar nichts..."
Mit sanften Griff zog sie ihre Schwester auf die Couch und öffnete ihr Beine sacht.
Rainers Mund wurde trocken. Die blank rasierte Pussy seiner Schwägerin lächelte ihn an. Das war ein Anblick, den er mochte, aber seine Frau war nicht rasiert -- eigentlich ein bisschen altmodisch für ein junge Frau wie sie.
Da er merkte, wie Silvia sich ihrem Schicksal völlig widerstandslos fügte, ging er auf sie zu. Er sank vor den beiden Frauen auf der Couch auf die Knie und verlor sich im Anblick der Spalte seiner Schwägerin. Sie war makellos - nur ein schmaler Strich, an dessen Ende keck die Klitoris hervorlugte - ziemlich deutlich sogar, sie war eindeutig erregt.
Er lächelte seine Schwägerin an, dann seine Frau. Kaum zu sagen, wer von beiden erregter wirkte, beide hatten eine tiefrote Gesichtsfarbe angenommen.
„Wunderhübsch, kleine Silvia."
Die 18-jährige kicherte ob des Kompliments und entspannte sich sichtbar. Rainer leckte sich die Lippen -- wurde plötzlich mutiger, als er es sich je erträumt hatte. Vielleicht lag es daran, dass sein Schwanz sich in seiner engen Jeans zur vollen Größe aufgepumpt hatte und nicht genug Blut in seinem Gehirn landete - er fühlte sich definitiv ein bisschen schwummerig.
„Willst du es dir nicht noch ein bisschen bequemer machen?"
Er nahm sanft den Saum des rosa Oberteils seiner Schwägerin zwischen seine Finger -- Silvia verspannte sich wieder.
„Na komm. Ist doch nichts dabei - wenn du mir Das zeigen kannst..."
Lächelnd nickt er zwischen die Beine der jungen Frau und schob ihr die Bluse ein bisschen höher. Die Gelegenheit würde nie wieder kommen! Jetzt oder nie.
"Ich wette du hast wunderschöne Brüste!"
Silvia kicherte wieder, wurde noch röter -- und nahm dann ihre über der Brust verschränken Arme nach oben, so dass ihr Schwager ihr Top mühelos über ihre Brüste und dann ihren Kopf ziehen konnte. Als es ihr Gesicht verdeckte, blickte Rainer zu seiner Frau, die nur zustimmend nickte und lächelte. Was für ein Tag.
„Na sieht du. Sag ich doch. Wunderschön. Perfekte Tittchen!"
Seine Schwägerin wurde knallrot und musste sichtbar der Versuchung widerstehen, die Arme wieder vor der Brust zu verschränken -- sie trug keinen BH -- brauchte keinen für ihre B-Körbchen Brüste, die sie schon seit sie angefangen hatten zu wachsen immer für viel zu klein gehalten hatte. Sie blickte auf die vollen C-Körbchen ihrer Schwester unter deren Bluse.
"Die sind doch voll winzig!"
Rainer lächelte
„Sie sind perfekt. Die deiner Schwester sind auch wundervoll, aber deine sind total süß."
In Silvias Bauch machten sich Schmetterlinge auf zu flattern. Sie hatte ihren Schwager immer gemocht, schon eine Weile begehrt - aber jetzt sie hatte das Gefühl, dass sie sich vielleicht gerade ein bisschen in ihn verknallte.
Sie blickte zu ihrer Schwester, die sie anlächelte und eine Hand auf ihre kleine Brust legte um ihren Nippel zu streicheln. Keine Eifersucht. Nur schwesterliche Liebe und zunehmend nicht so schwesterliche Lust in den Augen der älteren Frau.
„Stimmt. Super süß!"
Sie beugtet sich vor und küsste den Nippel sacht.
„Was... Anna, das... oh...."
Die Zunge ihrer Schwester spielte über ihre harte, zart-rosa, Brutwarze und brachte die junge Frau zum seufzen. Um so mehr als sie plötzlich rauere Lippen auf der andern Seite spürte und das kratzige Kitzeln des Bartes ihres Schwagers.
„Das ist aber.... das ist nicht. Oh... Das ist schön..."
Von ihren Brustwarzen schoss ein wohliges Gefühl durch ihren ganzen Körper, bis hinunter in ihre nackte Muschi. Martin machte so was nie. Klar, er kaute und saugte an ihren Brustwarzen rum bevor sie es taten, aber dass fühlte sich nie... so an. Sie seufzte erneut und schloss die Augen.
Rainer blickte zu seiner Frau. Er nahm den Mund von der Brust seiner Schwägerin, aber streichelte sie währenddessen weiter.
„Du, Anna... Ich weiß nicht genau wie ich es sagen soll aber von so was mit deiner kleinen Schwester hab ich schon lange geträumt."
Seine Frau grinste über die Titten ihrer Schwester zu ihm hinüber und blinzelte ihm zu.
„Ich doch auch, Schatz!"
Entgeistert riss er die Augen auf
„M... mit deiner Schwester?"
Sie gluckste amüsiert. Ein bisschen schämte sie sich noch immer für ihre lüsternen Gedanken, aber -- jetzt war es wohl etwas zu spät dafür. Sie zuckte mit den Schultern.
„Dann... dann würde es dir nichts ausmachen, wenn ich..."
Der Blick des Mannes wanderte den flachen Bauch des Teeangers herab zu ihrer nackten Scham.
„Bedien dich, Schatz. Vorausgesetzt mein Schwesterchen hat nichts dagegen, versteht sich..."
Sie streichelte den Nippel ihrer Schwester weiter, während sie ihr ins Ohr flüstere. Silvia stöhne auf.
"Das hat noch nie jemand für mi... ohhh...."
Kichernd blickte Anna zu ihrem Mann.
„Ich denke das war ein Ja. Viel Spaß!"
Anna beugte sich über das Gesicht ihrer Schwester.
„Noch nie?"
Schnurrend schüttelte Silvia den Kopf.
„Ich habe doch gesagt, dieser Martin taugt nichts. Ich wusste schon warum ich mir einen älteren Mann geangelt habe!"
Lächelnd blickte sie zu Rainer herab, der zwischen den schlanken Schenkeln der jungen Frau niederkniete, bevor sie ihre Schwester auf den Mund zu küssen, sachte, zärtlich, fast schwesterlich keusch -- aber nur fast - was sich änderte, als Silvia ihren Mund öffnete und gierig die Zunge zwischen die Lippen ihre älteren Schwester gleiten ließ -- das Signal auf das Anna nur gewartet hatte. Ihre Zunge erwiderte ihrer Schwester die Zärtlichkeit und die beiden Frauen vereinten sich in einem leidenschaftlichen, hungrigen, gänzlich unschwesterlichen Kuss.
Rainer konnte den Blick kaum abwenden, aber ihn erwarten noch süßere Lippen als seine Frau. Er beugte den Kopf zwischen die Beine seiner jungen Schwägerin, küsste den kleine Knopf, der sich inzwischen mehr als keck -- fast schon fordernd - unter seiner Kapuze her vorgeschoben hatte. Ließ seine Zunge darüber lecken, und sog ein wenig daran. Er hatte kaum Erfahrung mit Cunnilingus gehabt als er Anna geheiratet hatte - er war ein ziemlich egoistischer Liebhaber gewesen als junger Mann, erst sein Frau hatte ihn alles gelehrt was er wissen musste um eine Frau zu befriedigen und inzwischen war er stolz sich als reifen, geduldigen Liebhaber zu betrachten, der die Lust seiner Partnerin immer an erste Stelle stellte. Auch wenn er es heute zum ersten Mal einer andern Frau beweisen konnte als Anna.
Er leckte die Lippen herunter, öffnete sie sacht mir den Fingern und ließ seine Zunge dazwischen gleiten.
Seine Schwägerin schmeckte köstlich -- ähnlich wie ihre Schwester -- salzig-süß, aber weniger erdig als die ältere Frau. Mit einem Hauch von Zimt.
Rainer leckte sich über die Lippen. Sein Schwanz pochte in seiner engen Jeans, aber er war nicht ungeduldig. Er liebte es eine Muschi zu lecken, ausgiebig zu verwöhnen, das konnte er stundenlang machen, ohne es je satt zu haben. Sein Frau konnte ein Lied davon singen, ganze Nächte multipler Orgasmen hatte er ihr so beschert ohne je auf eine Gegenleistung aus gewesen zu sein.
Früher hätte er versucht, seine heiße junge Schwägerin sofort zu besteigen, seinen Schwanz in sie zu stoßen und hätte wohl nach ein paar Minuten abgespritzt. Ein unbefriedigendes Ende, viel zu früh und zu abrupt, weil man das halt als Mann so macht.
Heute war er geduldiger, reifer. Er kniete zwischen den Beinen einer wunderhübschen jungen Frau, durfte sie verwöhnen und ihr Stöhnen in den Mund der Liebe seines Lebens genießen. Er war mehr als zufrieden mit dieser Rolle.



Er verlor das Zeitgefühl -- das passierte ihm inzwischen häufig beim Lecken - seine ganze Welt war auf die Muschi vor ihm fokussiert, die weichen Lippen, den erigierten Kitzler, das süße Aroma auf seiner Zunge. Irgendwann bemerkte er seine Frau neben sich knien.
„So sieht da also von hier aus, wenn mein braver Mann eine Muschi verwöhnt."
Sie küsste seinen Hals.
„Du gehst ja mal wieder ganz in deiner Aufgabe auf. So liebe ich meinen großzügigen Gatten."
„Und es ist sicher OK, dass ich deine Schwester..."
„Schatz -- du bist der beste Muschi-lecker weit und breit. Als würde ich es meiner Schwester nicht gönnen, die beste Behandlung für ihre kleine Silvia zu kriegen!"
Sie zog ihn von ihrer Schwester weg und küsste seinen Mund, schmecke die Säfte der Teenagerin auf seinen Lippen, ein Geschmack, der ihre eigene Muschi feucht machte. Davon wolle sie mehr!
„Aber jetzt hast du deinen Spaß gehabt, jetzt lass mich auch mal!"
Er blickte sie lächeln an.
„Sicher? Sie ist deine Schwester, es ist eine Sache ihren Mund zu küssen, aber Diese Lippen..."
Sie grinste zurück und gab ihm eine spielerischen Klaps auf den Hinterm.
„Über die Art von Bedenken sind wir aber jetzt glaube ich hinaus."
Er nickte grinsend, stand auf und räumte den Platz für seine Frau.
„Ich liebe dich", sagte er, bevor er sich über seine Schwägerin beugte und ihren süßen Mund zu küssen begann.
"Ich liebe dich auch", erwiderte seine Frau, bevor sie den Kopf zwischen die Schenkel ihrer jüngeren Schwester versenkte und ihre Muschi zu lecken begann.
Sein Schwanz zuckte als er die schmatzenden Geräusche vernahm - er hatte gewusst, dass sie lesbischen Fantasien hatte -- nicht dass die ihre Schwester betrafen, natürlich, aber er hatte auf ihrem gemeinsamen Computer mehr als einmal Pornos und erotische Geschichten gefunden, die nicht er aufgerufen hatte und an denen keine Männer beteiligt waren. Aber soweit er wusste, war heute das erste Mal, dass seine geliebte Frau diese Seite von sich aktiv auslebte.
Sie machte es gut - ihre kleine Schwester wand sich laut stöhnend und keuchend unter dem Zungenschlag seiner Frau, die genau wie er ihren süßen Geschmack zu genießen schien bevor sie sich dem Kitzler zuwandte und daran zu saugen begann.
Er lächelte, und führte das Werk seiner Frau fort, küsste den zarten Mund ihrer jungen Schwester leidenschaftlich. Auf seinen Lippen lag noch immer der Geschmack ihrer eigenen Muschi, die junge Frau forderte aufgepeitscht von ihrem eigenen sexuellen Aroma seine Küsse gierig und hungrig ein -- es schien ihr zu schmecken. Seine Zunge eroberte ihren Mund -- er hatte seit seiner Hochzeit keine andere Frau geküsst als Anna -- dass es nun ihre Schwester war sollte ihm komisch vorkommen - es war ein genauso intimer Akt wie das Küssen ihrer andern Lippen zuvor - aber in Annas Anwesenheit erschien es ihm nun als das Natürlichste der Welt.
Sie waren drei erwachsene Menschen, die sich miteinander vergnügten. Eine Familie, die alles teilte.
Er küsste die junge Frau leidenschaftlich und geduldig - auch etwas, das seine Frau ihn gelehrt hatte und in dessen Genuss nun ihre kleine Schwester kam. Seine Hand fand ihre kleinen Brüste und streichelte sie sanft, kniff ihre Nippel, spürte ein erregtes Zittern sie durchlaufen.
Schließlich, die drei hatten keine Ahnung wie lange sie sich bereits so vergnügten, begann Silvias Atem noch heftiger zu gehen, ihr Winden wurde zu ekstatischem Zucken und sie stöhnte wild in den Kuss ihres Schwagers. Bäumte sich auf. Rainer blickte herab und sah, dass Anna - aufgehört hatte, ihre Schwester zu lecken. Er unterbrach den Kuss, als Silvia sich los zappelte um zu ihrer Schwester hinab zu blicken.
„Was.. warum... hör nicht auf!"
„Sicher, Schwesterchen? Soll ich bestimmt weitermachen?"
Silvia stöhnte nur frustriert.
„Musst es nur sagen!"
„Ugghghhhh..."
„In klaren Worten!
Rainer runzelte die Stirn.
„Komm schon Schatz, sei nicht so gemein zu der amen kleinen Silvia."
„Sch. Das verstehst du nicht. Ist ein Schwestern Ding. Raus damit, Silvia!"
„Uughhg. Biiittee..."
„Bitte was?"
„Bi.. bitte leck mich, Schwesterchen! Bring mich zum Kommen! Ich will kommen!!"
Anna nickte grinsend.
„Na geht doch, du kleines Luder."
Sie beugte sie sich vor, nahm den aufgerichteten Kitzler ihrer Schwester wieder zwischen die Lippen und gab ihm einen kleine Stups mit der Zungenspitze -- ausreichend um die Teenagerin über den Rand zu stoßen.
Wie eine wilde Stute bäumte sie junge Frau sich auf der Couch auf, ihre süßen Säfte flossen in den geöffneten Mund ihrer großen Schwester, die sie gierig trank und schreiend sackte Silvia auf dem Sofa zusammen.
Rainer umarmte seine Schwägerin und küsste sie, sein Frau kroch zu ihnen herauf uns schloss sich ihm an. Silvia öffnete die Augen.
„Mein Gott, was war das denn?"
Anna blickte sie fragen an.
„Ein Orgasmus, würde ich meinen. Kennst du doch wohl."
Die junge Frau schüttelte den Kopf.
„Nicht so. Mit Martin... oder alleine... das ist immer nett und kribbelt so schön aber..."
Rainer blickte sein Frau über die nackten Büste ihre Schwester an und grinste.
„Schatz, ich glaube du hast deiner Schwester gerade ihren ersten echten Orgasmus beschert. Glückwunsch. Euch beiden."
Etwas entgeistert blickte Anna zu Silvia herab.
„Na also... ähm... gern geschehen, Schwesterherz."
Dann mischte sich Stolz in ihren Blick und ein schelmischer Ausdruck.
„Gerne jederzeit wieder."
Silvia lächelt, noch immer außer Atem - in ihren Augen glitzert ein völlig neuer Ausdruck.
„Oh ja. Bitte. Wieder! Mehr!"
Anna kicherte ihrem Mann zu.
„Wir haben ein Sex-Monster erschaffen!"
„Aber was für ein hübsches. Und geiles!"
Er küsste seine Frau leidenschaftlich, voller Liebe und Dankbarkeit., dann sanken sie beide neben der Teenagerin aufs Sofa, die langsam wider zu Sinnen kam.
„Was... was ist eigentlich mit euch? Ihr seid ja immer noch angezogen. Und gekommen seid ihr auch nicht, oder?"
Die beiden Ehepartner lächelten wissend.
„Süßes Ding. Wir haben noch das ganze Wochenende!"
Rainer küsste den kecken Nippel seine Schwägerin und seine Frau nickte.
„Wir kommen schon auf unsere Kosten."
Sie küsste den anderen Nippel ihrer Schwester, die seufzend kicherte.
„OK, wenn ihr meint. Ich zieh mich dann mal wieder an."
Anna grinste, und griff sich die Klamotten ihrer Schwester, die nur in Socken und Sneakern mitten ihm Wohnzimmer vor dem älteren Paar stand, die Arme in die Seite gestemmt.
„Kommt gar nicht in Frage. Jetzt wo wir dich einmal nackt haben lassen wir uns doch den Anblick nicht wieder verbauen!"
Rainer grinste zustimmen, den Blick auf Silvias jungen Körper geheftet, die ihre Schwester entgeistert anstarrte.
„Wie jetzt? Und ihr bleibt angezogen, während ich als nacktes Sex-Häschen das ganze Wochenende durch das Haus von euch zwei perversen Voyeuren wackle?"
„So hab ich mir das gedacht, Schwesterchen. Ist doch wohl das Mindeste, was du tun kannst, nachdem wir dir deine allerersten Orgasmus geschenkt haben, oder?"
Silvia wurde wieder puterrot im Gesicht, aber das Grinsen das die Farbe begleitete war schelmisch.
„Du bist so eine fiese Bitch!"
„Und du bist ein exhibitionistisches kleines Luder. Tu jetzt nicht so als würde dir der Gedanke nicht gefallen, deinen knackigen süßen Teeny Körper das ganze Wochenende vor meinem Mann und mir zu Schau zu stellen."
Silvias Röte wurde noch einen Ton tiefer -- das Grinsen aber auch noch breiter.
„Du findest mich echt süß, Schwesterchen?"
„In mehr als einer Hinsicht!"
Anna leckte ihre Lippen und brachte Silvia zum Kichern. Mit herausforderndem Grinsen trat sie einen Schritt vor und beugte sich über ihren Schwager, ihre neckischen Brüste auf Augenhöhe des älteren Mannes.
"Und du hast gar nichts dazu zu sagen, dass deine gemeine Frau ihre eigene kleine Schwester zu eurer nackten, willenlosen Sex-Sklavin machen will, hm?"
Sein Mund wurde trocken und er schüttelte nur den Kopf.
„Na dann. Meinetwegen. Ich spiel das Nackte Häschen für euch. Aber nur wenn ihr versprecht..."
Sie holte tief Luft.
„...dass ich noch mehr solcher Orgasmen von euch kriege bis Montag!"
„Das..."
Anna grinste und legte die Hand auf die nasse Muschi ihrer kleinen Schwester und küsste ihren Mund zärtlich,
„... kann ich dir ohne jeden Zweifel versprechen, kleines Luder!"
Silvia lachte fröhlich.
„Ich liebe dich Schwesterherz!"
„Ich liebe dich auch!"
„Und dich..."
Die Teenagerin nahm ihren ganzen Mut zusammen und beugte sich für einen Kuss zu ihrem Schwager herunter.
„... hab ich auch ganz doll lieb!"
Der Mann erwiderte den Kuss der Teenagerin und blickte danach fragend zu seiner Frau, die zufriedene nickend zu den beiden herabsah.
„Ich hab dich auch lieb, Silvia!"
Er zog sich zu sich herab und umfasst ihren knackigen Hintern, als sie auf ihn fiel - mit einem silberhellen Lachen, das Rainers Jeans wieder ein bisschen enger werden ließ.
Anna setze sich auf die Couch und schlang die Arme um ihren Mann, in dessen Schritt jetzt wieder sein harter Ständer für seine Schwägerin bezeugte, wie lieb er sie hatte, und ihre nackte kleine Schwester, deren Geschmack sie noch auf den Lippen schmeckte. Bei dem Gedanken an all die Dinge die sie mit ihrer Familie in den nächsten beiden Tagen treiben konnte, spürte sie wie ihre Muschi triefnass wurde und und es an ihren Schenkeln herablief. Zufrieden seufzend schloss sie die Augen und kuschelte sich an ihre kleine Schwester.
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[...]
"Wilt go, then, dear infant, wilt go with me there?
My daughters shall tend thee with sisterly care;
My daughters by night their glad festival keep,
They'll dance thee, and rock thee, and sing thee to sleep."
My father, my father, and dost thou not see,
How the Erl-King his daughters has brought here for me?
My darling, my darling, I see it aright,
'Tis the aged grey willows deceiving thy sight.
"I love thee, I'm charm'd by thy beauty, dear boy!
And if thou'rt unwilling, then force I'll employ."
My father, my father, he seizes me fast,
For sorely, the Erl-King has hurt me at last.
[...]
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
[...]
"Willst, feiner Knabe, du mit mir gehn?
Meine Töchter sollen dich warten schön;
Meine Töchter führen den nächtlichen Reihn,
Und wiegen und tanzen und singen dich ein."
Mein Vater, mein Vater, und siehst du nicht dort
Erlkönigs Töchter am düstern Ort?
Mein Sohn, mein Sohn, ich seh' es genau:
Es scheinen die alten Weiden so grau.
"Ich liebe dich, mich reizt deine schöne Gestalt;
Und bist du nicht willig, so brauch' ich Gewalt."
Mein Vater, mein Vater, jetzt faßt er mich an!
Erlkönig hat mir ein Leids getan!
[...]
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
From "Der Erlkönig" by Johan Wolfgang von Goethe, translation by Edgar Alfred Bowring
[All characters are 18 or older]
"Don't stray off the path", she hears her father's voice in her head.
"The Erlking is living in these woods and he's going to lure you with promises and enchantments and snatch you away from your childhood!"
She has grown up with the tales of the king of fairies kidnapping the innocent. Well, she is 18 now, for almost a month, she hardly counts as "innocent" any more, does she?
She harrumphs -- she is big and womanly and pretty. Granted she hasn't done anything with a boy. Yet. Or a girl.
She feels herself blush. She knows her friends and even her father are sort of expecting she does the former, eventually. The latter no one ever talks about, but she - can't help but fantasize of men and women of his village when she lies on her straw filled bedstead at night after a day's work in the house.
She has to do all the work, since mother died of the consumption two years ago, but she's happy do do so, even though that means she has little to no time left to do anything else. Like -- mingle with boys. Or girls. Even now she can feel her pussy get moist under her rough linen skirt, thinking about that. She honestly only has very vague ideas what to do with a boy or a girl, though, but still... Not an innocent any more, for sure.
Lord, her father is so -- overprotective since they're alone. Sometimes she just Needs to get away from him for some time. She loves him dearly, but... Oh. Well. It's just the way it is. So here's she is now -- it's almost dark already, the laundry done for the day and she sneaked out into the woods for some time alone. To gather her thoughts, think about - stuff. That may make her pussy moisten a little and that she couldn't think about anywhere near her der old Pop.
Yes, indeed. You're such a big girl....
She halts. Looks around. She has strayed deeper into the woods than she intended to, surly the path is.... Right back there. She's not lost. What was that?
Whispers.
Nothing. Can't be.
Such a kind, beautiful, grown up adult young woman.
"Hello?"
Pretty.
"Who's there?"
I want her!
Me too!
Well, then... We shall!
"I'm warning you, I'm armed!"
"I'm sure you are, young lady. So tough and dangerous! Good evening."
Out of the woods steps an old man, dressed in an all white cloak, his beard just as white and long, reaching down to his chest. She relaxes a little. An old man would hardly be any danger, would he?
"Uhm. Good evening, Sir. Did -- did you speak to me?"
"Well, I just greeted you, did I not?"
"Yes. No, I mean before that.."
The old man looks at her amused.
"No, I just came across you when I heard you to yourself talking about your arms. Why do you ask?"
"I -- I thought I - nothing, I guess. Probably just the wind in the willows. Or animals in the trees."
"Yes. Yes, very likely. You meet all kinds of creatures in these woods. What are you doing out here? At this time of day. Night is upon us, the moon has just risen."
"No... nothing, Just -- out for a walk. And you?"
"The same, the same. Just me and my daughters, enjoying the evening chill..."
"Your... what...?"
Behind the old men, all of a sudden three figures appear like out of nowhere between the trees, young - they seem her age -- all stunningly beautiful, one red haired, one blonde and one with hair silvery white and all dressed in sheer, colourful cloth wrapped around their bodies, holding up - somehow... In the pale light of the moon, those seem almost transparent, letting her see silhouettes of young voluptuous bodies. Her pussy tingles so much, she almost feels it dripping down her legs. Her mouth goes dry.
"My daughters. Have you not seen them? They're hard to miss!"
The old man smiles a wicked grin.
"Yes. Indeed. They are... "
She gulps.
"I have never... do you... you're not from the village..."
It is not often that she meets faces he doesn't know, travellers are rare in these remote lands.
"No. Me and may daughters live in the woods. We care little for - human company, normally. Unless they're as young and pretty as you are!"
She feels herself blush.
"I... you're too kind. I -- maybe I should leave you in peace then, my father must be worried about me, as well, so..."
"Don't!"
"Stay!"
"Don't leave us!"
The daughter's voices ring through the forest like silver bells and she feels herself getting dizzy.
"I should..."
"You should come with us and enjoy our hospitality, young lady! Did you not think to yourself that you need some - distance from your father?"
"I... di... How would you..."
"Oh, I know parents. He still considers you his little girl, does he not? Innocent and pure. A little child not to be taken serious..."
She nods. Hers eyelids are getting heavy. Her mind slows down. She cannot think clearly, not take her eyes of the daughters or shut the old man's voice out of her head. It's not as silvery as his daughters' but it's - mesmerizing. Enthralling her.
"That's so true. He never lets me do nothing. If it was for him, I wouldn't even be here in the woods at night!"
"You see? You can follow us. You're an adult, not an innocent, you can choose your own path. And wouldn't you want to choose the one with me and my daughters on it?"
She nods. Slowly at first, then more enthusiastically.
"Yes. I do. I will join you and be your guest!"
A broad grin spreads over the old man's face.
"Good. Good. Follow us!"
He takes the young woman's hand and pulls her deeper into the woods, the daughters fluttering around her, hardly feeling substantial, their cloths waving around their bodies and hers, the moon has risen higher, illuminating the trees with a sliver light that seems to confuse her eyes. The treetops over her are growing denser, the trunks all around seem to form walls until suddenly -- she stands inside a hall, huge, wide, without remembering having passed a portal or left the woods. She looks around confused, but...
"Welcome to our home!"
It all makes sense when she's welcomed thusly. In front of her stands a huge table, laden with food - fruit, meat, pies ans cakes -- more food than she sees in a month at home.
"A... are you expecting guests?"
She asks, her tongue feeling heavy.
"No, I told you, we don't mingle much with humans. This is all for you, my lovely. Like everything in our home!"
She looks around again, there are no chairs at the table, but large couches and Ottomans are distributed all over the room, soft pillows on the floors. Where... How is this anywhere near his village, there's no way... She shakes her head.
"You seem tired. Confused. Eat, young lady, rest and all will be better."
The old man points at the table and his daughters, their cloths draped around them - how dot they stay up - shove her gently.
"Eat!"
"Rest"
"Kiss"
"Wha.."
Already a plate is in her hand, full of fruit and meat and vegetables.
"Eat -- you must take the first bite yourself in my home, it's tradition!"
The old man nods encouragingly.
She frowns. What did her father tell her abut food and the forest and strangers?
"Never eat from a stranger in the woods, if you eat with the fairy folk you'll be..."
Uhm - be what? She feels sleepy, dizzy. Maybe if she has a bite to eat it'll come to her. She takes a slap of meat into her hands and bites into it. Juices run down her chin. It tastes - delicious, incomparable to anything she ever ate. The old man chuckles and his daughters giggle like silver bells.
Without remembering how, she suddenly finds herself in one of the divans, the daughters now lying next to her, food In their hands. She blinks, then bites into a strawberry from the slim, pale fingers of the redhead daughter. How can there be strawberries, it's way out of season for... doesn't matter - the fruit is sweet - and so are her fingers, if really cold... a slice of a fruit in that weird red-yellow colour she only ever heard about that comes from foreign lands.... an orank? Oranj. Something like that. It's sour, and sweet and makes her tone tickle.
She suddenly feels hands on her clothes, pulling off her bodice - as she looks around she only now notices the miraculous cloths of the daughters have stopped floating and fallen to the ground. They sit next to her naked like Eve. Her eyes widen and her mouth goes dry. She never saw another woman's body naked, has only her own to compare it to these, that are -- stunning. Flawless, in their pale beauty. They smile at her without shame or inhibition, as she ogles their breasts and their tufts of hair, matching the hair on their heads.
"Do you feel an appetite for something else now, young lady? I can smell, you do!"
The old man grins as his daughters pull up her skirt up and he kneels down in front of her, spreads her legs and smells her crotch, making her blush. And also giggle.
"Enticing, don't you think, my daughters?"
"Enthralling!"
"Delectable!"
"Beautiful!"
She feels the blood shoot into his face even more.
"No match to mine, but she's only human, after all!"
The redhead daughter smiles and kneels down besides her father who patiently stands up and leaves his place to her.
As he does, his robes -- not so much drop as disappear and he reveals his body to the young human who can can just stare at it. She has only ever seen her father naked when he washes himself -- recently, she's actually been intentionally spying on him, the feeling she has watching his naked body, muscular from the field work, makes her feel a little ashamed - but also a little tingly.
But this - is not the body of an old man -- or a human... He's lean, sinewy; well defined abs crown the silver tuft of hair over his pale cock that stands up like a pillar of white marble. It isn't a young body either, somehow. It's -- timeless. Like a statue in moonlight.
At the same time the robe disappears, sparks of light form around his head, and solidify into a crown, glistening intensely silver in the light of the hall that seems to originate from nowhere and everywhere at once. The beard has receded into a short, silvery fuzz, framing his ageless, ethereal face instead of hiding it. The young woman almost jumps in her seat as something whips around the pale body like a snake made of flesh the same pale colour as the rest of the man's body -- a tail, long enough to reach the ground if it hung limply, which it doesn't. It slithers up, moves around, wraps around the man's muscular thigh like it had a mind of its own. No doubt the old man's body was a charade and this is the supernatural being's real appearance.
The young woman's mouth waters. Somewhere In her mind, she knows the villagers -- the priest above all -- would not appreciate her feeling this tingly over a stranger's body, an inhuman body, but she does. No way around it.
As he moves towards her, she can do nothing but fall back into the couch. He begins to kiss her - not what she though her first kiss would be like. She opens her mouth and his tongue enters it greedily, hungrily. She feels more mouths on her breasts, the daughters licking, kissing and sucking her nipples.
And one on her clitoris, swollen, hard, almost painfully pulsating. She tries to raise herself from the stupor, the dizziness she is under and catch the thoughts that try to get through to her, but rational thinking has no place in her mind any more. She kisses the father, holds him close to her with one hand, letting the other wander over the breasts of the daughters besides her.
She no longer cares that mouth between her thighs, caressing her clit, licking down to her lips and beginning to penetrate her, belongs to a woman. The mouth makes her feel like nothing ever did, whose it is is not of any importance. She groans when the caressing of her dripping pussy ends, but it's only for a second. As she feels a cold, hard shaft press against her, she opens her eyes - the Erlking is now fully lying on top of her, smiling down, his eyes glisten icy blue like a lake in deep winter.
She puts her hand onto his cheeks and pulls him toward her, into of her, desperately needing to fell him fill her, posses her.
She expected it to feel warm, but it doesn't - it's cold, but it doesn't feel uncomfortable - an icicle that enters her pussy, but it is shooting sparks of fire, hot and cold up her spine that seem to reach her heart and penetrate it as well. She closes her eyes and feels all emotions leave her -- fear, insecurity, shame, but also no love or compassion is involved in this act, just pure lust, cold, demanding, egotistic lechery. It feels good. Nothing but her pussy is ruling her now and the cold huge hard shaft forcing itself in and out of her, filling her whole body, her whole being with a supernatural sensation of cold, burning bliss.
After a few penetrating moves of the cold shaft, she feels another visitor at her gates, this time her rear one. It feels softer than his cock, weirdly flexible, yet also hard and just as cold. With a flash of realization, she tilts her head and looks down her conquerors pale, muscular back, seeing his tail bend from its base just above his firm ass bend through his legs and - she knows -- toward her own behind.
She sighs, closes her eyes -- somewhere deep inside she thinks she should be appalled but she is not. All she feels is pure desire - she would let her supernatural new master do everything he desires.
So she breathes in in between two of his strokes into her pussy and relaxes her sphincter, inviting the appendage in - an offer it eagerly takes, entering forcefully, deeply, wriggling his way inside of her bowels like no cock ever could. She groans, feeling the ice cold snake inside send a wave of hot bliss through her that feels entirely different than the ones his cock creates -- two different, yet similar sensations that crash and collide, combine into one as she feels both penetrating shafts almost touch inside of her, separated by nothing but a thing membrane, making her body tremble and her mind twist.
She embraces his pale, lean, cold body, holds it closer to her, grabs his cock with her pussy and his tail with her sphincter and milks them for all it's worth.
The Erlking smiles his wicked grin, his daughters join his side and kiss him as he grabs the young human's hips and shoots a load of ice cold, searing hot fairy cum, burning her, into her womb that seeps into the young human's blood and into her heart, forever freezing her innocence with icy fire. The last thing the young woman sees before she passes out is the Erlking moving between his blonde daughter's legs to enter her, while his tail penetrates the redhead and his tongue his silver haired offspring, celebrating another corrupted soul.
The next morning she wakes up in the woods, naked, hers clothes all around her. She remembers little, only an erotic dream of the lewdest kind she must have had after falling asleep in the woods?
She returns to the village, to her home and when her father, his eyes puffed up - did he cry or is it just sleep deprivation over worrying about her - runs towards her to hug her. She returns his embrace but it is not like a loving daughter's. It is cold. She feels no love for him any more. What she does feel is his strong muscular chest rubbing against her tits and his firm ass as her hands wander down towards it. Her cunt gets wet as he smells his manly smell. She smiles.
She feels no different. She has always been this way. Kinky. Lewd. Corrupt. Love is for the innocent. Shame for the sheep. She is a woman now! When she follows him into their house for breakfast, her eyes never leaving his ass, a plan begins to form in her mind on how to corrupt and seduce him. An then the neighbour's girl. Her teacher. The priest ...
Deep in the woods, a sonorous male laughter, mixed with the silver giggles of three female voices could be heard if anyone was near. Another innocence died, another human recruited in his battle to corrupt humankind. Everyone the young human takes will feel the ice cold touch of the Erlking in their hearts, turning the world one little bit more into one where love has vanished, innocence died and lust, desire and the rule of the flesh reign supreme.
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[...]
"Wilt go, then, dear infant, wilt go with me there?
My daughters shall tend thee with sisterly care;
My daughters by night their glad festival keep,
They'll dance thee, and rock thee, and sing thee to sleep."
My father, my father, and dost thou not see,
How the Erl-King his daughters has brought here for me?
My darling, my darling, I see it aright,
'Tis the aged grey willows deceiving thy sight.
"I love thee, I'm charm'd by thy beauty, dear boy!
And if thou'rt unwilling, then force I'll employ."
My father, my father, he seizes me fast,
For sorely, the Erl-King has hurt me at last.
[...]
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
[...]
"Willst, feiner Knabe, du mit mir gehn?
Meine Töchter sollen dich warten schön;
Meine Töchter führen den nächtlichen Reihn,
Und wiegen und tanzen und singen dich ein."
Mein Vater, mein Vater, und siehst du nicht dort
Erlkönigs Töchter am düstern Ort?
Mein Sohn, mein Sohn, ich seh' es genau:
Es scheinen die alten Weiden so grau.
"Ich liebe dich, mich reizt deine schöne Gestalt;
Und bist du nicht willig, so brauch' ich Gewalt."
Mein Vater, mein Vater, jetzt faßt er mich an!
Erlkönig hat mir ein Leids getan!
[...]
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
From "Der Erlkönig" by Johan Wolfgang von Goethe, translation by Edgar Alfred Bowring
[All characters are 18 or older]
"Don't stray off the path", he hears his mother's voice in his head. "The Erlking is living there and he's going to lure you with promises and enchantments and snatch you away from your childhood!"
He has grown up with the tales of the king of fairies kidnapping the innocent. Well, he's 18 now, for almost a month, he hardly counts as "innocent" any more, does he? He harrumphs -- he's big and strong and handsome. Granted he hasn't done anything with a girl. Yet. Or a boy.
He feels himself blush. He knows his friends and even his mother are sort of expecting he does the former, eventually. The latter no one ever talks about, but he -- can't help but fantasize of men and women of his village when he lies on his straw filled bedstead at night after a day's work in the fields. He has to do all the work, since father died of consumption two years ago, but he's happy do do so, even though that means he has little to no time left to do anything else. Like -- mingle with girls. Or boys. Even now he can feel his cock grow hard in his rough linen breeches thinking about that. He honestly only has very vague ideas What to do with a boy or a girl, though, but still...
Not an innocent any more, for sure. Lord, his mother is so -- overprotective since they're alone. Sometime he just needs to get away from her for some time. He loves her dearly, but... well. It's just the way it is. So he's here now -- it's almost dark already, the work on the field done for the day and he sneaked out into the woods for some time alone. To gather his thoughts, think about... stuff. That may make his cock grow a little harder and that he couldn't think about anywhere near his der old Mom.
Yes, indeed. You're such a big boy.
He halts. Looks around. He's strayed deeper into the woods than he intended to, surely the path is - right back there. He's not lost. What was that?
Whispers
Nothing. Can't be.
Such a strong, handsome, grown up adult young man
"Hello?"
Handsome
"Who's there?"
I want him!
Me too!
Yes!
Well, then... We shall!
"I'm warning you, I'm armed!"
"I'm sure you are, young man. So tough and dangerous! Good evening"
Out of the woods steps an old man, dressed in an all white cloak, his beard just as white and long, reaching down to his chest. He relaxes a little. An old man would hardly be any danger, would he?
"Uhm. Good evening, Sir. Did -- did you speak to me?"
"Well, I just greeted you, did I not?"
"Yes. No, I mean before that."
The old man looks at him amused.
"No, I just came across you when I heard yo talking about your arms. Why do you ask?"
"I -- I thought I - nothing, I guess, Probably just the wind in the willows. Or animals in the trees."
"Yes. Yes, very likely. You meet all kinds of creatures in these woods. What are you doing out here at this time of day? Night is upon us, the moon has just risen."
"No.. nothing, Just -- out for a walk. And you?"
"The same, the same. Just me and my daughters, enjoying the evening chill."
"Your... what...?"
Behind the old man, all of a sudden three figures appear like out of nowhere between the trees, young, they seem his age -- all stunningly beautiful, one red haired, one blonde and one with hair silvery white and all dressed in sheer, colourful cloth wrapped around their bodies. In the pale light of the moon, those seems almost transparent, letting him see silhouettes of shapely young bodies. His cock grows and rubs against his breeches. His mouth goes dry.
"My daughters. Have you not seen them? They are hard to miss!"
The old man smiles a wicked grin.
"Yes. Indeed. They are... "
He gulps.
"I have never... do you... you're not from the village..."
It's not often that he meets faces he doesn't know, travellers are rare in these remote lands.
"No. Me and may daughters live in the woods. We care little for - human company, normally. Unless they're as young and handsome as you are!"
He feels himself blush.
"I... you're too kind. I -- maybe I should leave you in peace then, my mother must be worried about me, as well, so..."
"Don't!"
"Stay!"
"Don't leave us!"
The daughters' voices ring through the forest like silver bells and he feels himself getting dizzy.
"I should..."
"You should come with us and enjoy our hospitality, young man! Did you not think to yourself that you need some - distance from your mother?"
"I. di.. How would you..."
"Oh, I know parents. She still considers you her little boy, doe she not? Innocent and pure. A little child not to be taken serious..."
He nods. His eyes are growing heavy. His mind slows down. He cannot think clearly, not take his eyes of the daughters or shut the old man's voice out of his head. It's not as silvery as his daughters' but it's - mesmerizing. Enthralling him.
"That's so true. She never lets me do anything, If it was for her, I wouldn't even be here in the woods at night!"
"You see? You can follow us. You're an adult, not an innocent, you can choose your own path. And wouldn't you want to choose the one with my daughters and me on it?"
He nods. Slowly at first then enthusiastically.
"Yes. I do. I will join you and be your guest!"
A broad grin spreads on the old man's' face.
"Good. Good. Follow us!"
He takes his the young man's hand and pulls him deeper into the woods, the daughters fluttering around him, hardly feeling substantial, their cloths waving around their bodies and his, the moon has risen higher now, illuminating the trees with a sliver light that seems to confuse his eyes. The treetops above him are growing denser, the trunks all around him seem to form a wall until suddenly -- he stands inside a hall, huge, wide, without remembering having passed a portal or left the woods. He looks around confused, but..
"Welcome to our home!"
It all makes sense when he's welcomed thusly. In front of him stands a huge table, laden with food - fruit, meat, pies ans cakes -- more food than he sees in a month at home.
"A... are you expecting guests?"
He asks, his tongue feeling heavy.
"No, we told you, we don't mingle much with humans. This is all for you. Like everything in our home!"
He looks around again - there are no chairs at the table, but large couches and Ottomans are distributed all over the room, soft pillows on the floors. Where... How is this anywhere near his village, there's no... He shakes his head.
"You seem tired. Confused. Eat, young man, rest and all will be getter."
the old man points at the table and his daughters, their cloths draped around them - How do they hold up? - shove him gently.
"Eat!"
"Rest"
"Kiss"
"Wha.."
Already a plate is in his hand, filled with fruit and meat and vegetables.
"Eat -- you must take the first bite yourself in my home, it's tradition!"
The old man nods encouragingly.
The boy frowns. What did his mother tell him about food and the forest and strangers?
"Never eat from a stranger in the woods, if you eat with the fairy folk you'll be..." Uhm... be what? He feels sleepy, dizzy. Maybe if he has a bite to eat it'll come to him. He takes a slap of meat into his hands and bites into it. Juices run down his chin. It tastes - delicious, incomparable to anything he ever ate. The old man chuckles and his daughters giggle like silver bells.
Without remembering how, he finds himself in one of the divans, the daughters now lying next to him, food in their hands. He blinks, then bites into strawberry from the slim, pale fingers of the red-headed daughter. How can there be strawberries, it's way out of season for... a slice of a fruit in that weird red-yellow colour he only ever heard about that comes from foreign lands - an orank? Oranj? Something like that. It's sour, and sweet and makes his tongue tickle. And someone should think of a name for that colour...
He suddenly feels hands on his clothes, pulling them off of him as he looks around he only now notices the miraculous cloths of the daughters have fallen to the ground. They sit next to him naked like Eve. His eyes widen and his mouth goes dry. He saw his mother naked when she washed herself sometimes -- recently he's actually been intentionally spying on her doing so - his little cock growing quite big whenever he does makes him feel as ashamed as aroused, but he has never seen another woman. His mother is pretty in her own rights, curvy with full breasts, but these women are - stunning. Flawless, in their pale beauty. They smile at him without shame or inhibition, as he ogles their breasts and their tufts of hair, matching the hair on their heads.
"Do you feel an appetite for something else now young man? I can see you do!"
The old man grins as his daughters pull his breeches down and free his rock hard cock.
"Impressive. Quite impressive, don't you think my daughters?"
"Beautiful!"
"Delectable!"
"So big!"
He feels the blood shoot into his face again.
"No match to mine, but he's only human, after all!"
The old man's robes -- not so much drop as disappear and he reveals his body to the young human who can just stare at it. That is not the body of an old man - or even a human. He's lean, sinewy, well defined abs crown the silver tuft of hair over his pale cock that stands up like a pillar of white marble. It isn't a human body either, somehow. It's -- timeless. Like a statue in moonlight.
At the same time the robe disappears, sparks of light form around his head, and solidify into a crown, glistening blindingly silver in the light of the hall that seem to originate from nowhere and everywhere at once. The beard has receded into a short, silvery fuzz, framing his ageless, ethereal face instead of hiding it. The young man almost jumps in his seat as something whips around the pale body like a snake made of flesh the same pale colour as the rest of the man's body -- a tail, long enough to reach the ground if it hung limply, which it doesn't. It slithers up, moves around, wraps around the man's muscular thigh like it had a mind of its own. No doubt the old man's body was a charade and this is the supernatural being's real appearance
The young man's mouth waters. Somewhere In his mind he knows the villagers -- the priest above all -- would not appreciate him feeling this tingly over a male body - an inhuman one such as this even more so - but he does. No way around it.
As the daughters lean in, he can do nothing but fall back into the couch he sits on. The redhead begins to kiss him - not what he though his first kiss would be -- and he opens his mouth to let her tongue enter greedily, hungrily. He feels more mouths, one on his chest, licking, kissing and sucking his nipples, one on his belly, the tongue licking his belly button.
And one on his penis, swollen, hard, almost painfully pulsating. He tries to free himself form the stupor, the dizziness he's in and catch the thought that tries to get through to him, but rational thinking has no place. He kisses the daughter, holds her close to him with one hand, letting the other wander over the breasts of the one on his other side.
He feels a tickling on his balls and inner thighs that some part of his mind identifies as the supernatural man's beard, but he cares no longer. The mouth around his member makes him feel like nothing ever did, whose it is is not of any importance. He groans when the caressing of his rock hard shaft ends, but it's only for a second, then a soft wetness grips it that feels way different than a mouth. He opens his eyes and sees the blond daughter smile down to him. He feels a mixture of bliss and -- loss? The man's lips were magical in a way that was utterly unique but this - is good, too. Very good.
It feels strangely cold around his cock. A small part of his rational mind objects that a woman should feel warmer inside, but the cold is not unpleasant as such. He feels the it reach all though his body up to his heart -- which is no longer involved in this act, this is purely physical, and that is good. Who needs emotions, love, when you can have a tight, firm pussy gripping you cock?
He groans as the muscles grip him, clench around his hardness, the pale unearthly hips gyrate on his soft warm flesh. The other daughters' hands touch all of his body -- they too feel cold now, making him shiver but the shiver runs to his spine and up and down - it makes him feel elated. The cold spikes reach his balls and it doesn't take long until, like in an ice-cold vice, they contract, and squirt a load of hot cum into the pale woman's tight pussy - it feels like more than just his semen is discharged from his body, down his spine shoots a cold spike and for a moment it feels like his souls is leaving him through the hole in his cock. Then it's over, he falls back into the soft cushions.
The daughters retreat giggling, the blonde sitting down into a chair. He only just sees the other two going down on their knees in front of their sister, beginning to suck and lap on her pussy, like they try to get their share of his precious, warm, life-giving semen.
"Now, young man, aren't you glad you joined us?"
The old man, his lean, muscular body naked and pale, sits next to him - he hadn't noticed him. He can only nod.
"Then you won't mind showing some gratitude to your host, surely..."
He looks at the ethereal, bearded face questioningly, but doesn't get a chance to form the words.
As the old man leans forward and kisses him, he willingly opens his mouth and lets him in, all hesitation, all doubt, all inhibitions fallen from him.
The lips touching his are like jumping into a lake in early spring, freezing and invigorating at the same time, sending spikes of ice and waves of hot bliss through his body. He doesn't think of resisting, as the pale man leads his hand towards his hard, cold cock and makes him touch it, stroke it -- no part of his mind objects any more.
It doesn't either when he is roughly grabbed and turned around by the father's cold, strong hands. He kneels on the floor in front of the sofa as the pale man approaches him, spreads his cheeks, presses the cold head of his shaft against his tight, incontinent sphincter.
He gasps as the coldness enters him, spreads his rectum, fills his bowels. His cock grows hard again, harder than before when he was inside the man's daughter as the cold, huge rod sinks all the way into him, deeper until he can feel the pale man's silver hair against his firm warm ass cheeks.
As his arousal grows, he feels a soft, cold touch -- not a hand but a single, slithering muscular grip around his shaft -- he closes his eyes as he realises the pale, naked tail wraps around his manhood and begins to massage it gently, then firmer and demanding. He knows somehow deep inside he should be appalled, but it's the best feeling he ever had down there - better than his own hand for sure, but better even than the man's mouth or his daughter's cunt -- it hugs the shaft like a snake, pulsating around it in rhythmic waves.
He grunts as the Erlking pulls backs and penetrates him again, ramming the last bit of innocence form the young man's soul, claiming him as his, the icy spike of his corruption running up the boy's spine and into his chest.
There is no shame in this act, no fear, but also no love, only pure lust, as the human man submits to the fairy, gives up his body for the ancient King to conquer. The supernatural cock penetrates the tight, welcoming human asshole and makes it his, the pale muscular tail wrapped around the young human cock, claiming it thusly and with an animalistic grunt the young man comes again and shoots a load of thick, creamy seed onto the floor of the fairy palace.
The Erlking smiles his wicked grin, his daughters, now done sharing the young human's first load of sperm between them, join his side and kiss their father as he grabs the human's hips and shoots a load of ice cold, searing hot fairy cum, burning into his bowels that seeps into the young man's blood and into his heart, forever freezing his innocence with icy fire.
The last thing the young man sees before he passes out is the Erlking moving between his blonde daughter's legs to enter her while his tail penetrates the redhead and his tongue his silver-haired offspring, celebrating another corrupted soul
The next morning, he wakes up in the woods, naked, his clothes all around him. He remembers little, only an erotic dream of the lewdest kind he must have had after galling asleep in the woods?
He returns to the village, to his home and when his mother, her eyes red with tears of worry runs towards him to hug him. He returns the embrace, but it is no longer a loving son's. It is cold. He feels no love for her any more. What he does feel are her warm, soft breasts pressing against his chest and her wide ass as his hands wander down towards it. His cock grows hard as he smells her womanly smell. He smiles.
He feels no different. He has always been this way. Kinky. Lewd. Corrupt. Love is for the innocent. Shame for the sheep. He is a man now! When he follows her into their house for breakfast, his eyes never leaving her ass, a plan begins to form in his mind on how to corrupt and seduce her. An then the neighbour's boy. His teacher. The priest...
Deep in the woods, a sonorous male laughter, mixed with the silver giggles of three female voices could be heard if anyone was near. Another innocence died, another human recruited in his battle to corrupt humankind. Everyone the young human takes will feel the ice cold touch of the Erlking in their hearts, turning the world one little bit more into one in where love has vanished, innocence died and lust, desire and the rule of the flesh reign supreme.
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Sitting in this uncomfortable office chair, in a room with three women, across the desk of the curly haired blonde in her mid 40s makes me sweaty, my mouth is dry, I actively have to stop me leg from bouncing. I've been dreading this moment for two months. And I don't have a good feeling about it.
"So... How would you describe your time here with us?"
"I... uhm... quite good? I mean... Yeah. I really like it here. And I think I did a good job."
My eyes wander to the woman leaning against the windowsill behind her boss, early 50s, brunette, really good looking for her age. If she wasn't frowning so hard right now. I gulp.
"I mean... More or less. Given how I have little experience in this field of work and have to kinda learn the ropes all over..."
"Mhm. And you think you did well, considering?"
I nod.
"Would it surprise you that your direct superior for the last two months disagrees with that assessment?"
My head sinks and I shake it.
"I mean... sure, I'm still making mistakes, but I Have gotten better. I'm getting used to the requirements and regulations and all..."
"Your superior reports your case work on the files is faulty about 50% of the time, right?"
She looks at the older brunette who nods.
"Which, sure is better than at the start but still..."
"It's just minor mistakes I'm still making, though. And I have been only learning the ropes for two months. Three weeks of which, my superior was on sick leave, so..."
"You're blaming her for not not teaching your properly, then?"
I quickly shake my head again - she's been working here for years, there's really no point in confronting her on that, that's not getting me the job. And even I it did, I would have to work under her, then. Not a good start.
"No. Of course not."
"Your work on the computer is even worse, she reports"
"I didn't even get my own access to the system in the probation period and only worked with this program for about an hour during..."
She interrupts me.
"And when you were confronted with your shortcomings you hardly gave any satisfying feedback. Which I can see now, as well."
"I... I'm introverted, I'm, not really good at... you know... communicating. Which kinda seems to have lead to misunderstandings....."
The boss nods.
"Well. You Do have to communicate with your superiors using big boy words everywhere, right? Not too good conditions work here, if you can't talk to your supervisor. Is it because she's a woman, maybe?"
I shake my head determinately.
"No. Not at all. I love working under women..."
"Hm. That's nice to hear, at least. I like a man who knows his place. Anyone else has anything to say?"
The third woman in the room - some years younger than me, athletic, black - shakes her head. She wears a black leather skirt, a little too short for an office environment, allowing me a good look at her shapely legs - knees and a bit of upper thighs included. If I wasn't so distracted by this talk, I would really enjoy the view.
"He did some errands for me, but mostly down in the archives, so I didn't get to see him much. Can't complain about anything he did for me, though, he seems quite diligent and obedient. Did what I told him to do without any mistakes."
The brunette scoffs.
"Sorting files and searching for records isn't much of a challenge, is it? Seems he's not too bright."
The boss nods.
"And if I had a full time job in which you could to that all day, I'd be happy to employ you. You do seem made for menial tasks like that. I admit you aren't lazy, always were on time, never missed a day. You're diligent, reliable. But unfortunately not too smart. Or attentive when doing more complicated work. Didn't do any overtime either, did you? Just doing what you're told. A worker drone. No offence, but this job requires someone with more -- commitment."
I feel quite offended but shrug my shoulders. Not much I can say, they have clearly made up their mind about me, right or wrong.
"So as it is..."
"What about that other thing?"
The black woman raises her voice.
"I think he'd be good at that. Sounds like exactly the kind of work where his strengths come into play."
The boss frown and sighs.
"Listen -- I can see where you come from, but that's -- way to unconventional. It could get us into some trouble if he chooses to get all sensitive about it and report us. You know how men are - no sense of humour about such things."
I clear my throat.
"You know I really need a job, right? I'm not sensitive at all."
She looks at me dubiously.
"You have been unemployed for quite a while now, hm?"
The black woman chuckles
"One of the reasons I think he's ideal - apart from being quite cute, he's desperate!"
I blink. Did I mishear that? Highly unprofessional. But also... I literally just told them I'm not to sensitive when it comes to my workplace, so let's not make a fuss.
"He sure is. On both accounts."
Even the sceptical frown of my superior dissipates. A little. OK. I feel a little excoriated here -- humiliated, even, but... whatever it takes, right?
"I really like working here. If I get a chance in an other position in which... maybe my... shortcomings..."
I feel the blood flow into my head. I don't think the accusations of my failing at my work are fair, but if I have to Kowtow for this, I will.
".. my shortcomings are less -- relevant. And I can... learn the ropes in a lower ranking position?"
The women share knowing looks.
"I kinda like the way you think."
The boss smiles at me.
"Your experience with office work may have been - suffering from your long unemployment. Let's talk about your private life a little, shall we?"
Now it's my turn to frown, but I brace myself. Whatever. It. Takes.
"Uhm. Sure..."
"You're not married, I remember that correctly from our first interview?"
"Right."
"Girlfriend?"
I shake my head.
"Boyfriend?"
I stare at her. For way too long.
"Don't worry, we don't judge."
"I.. no... no relationship."
"But you are straight?"
"Yeah... yes, I'm into women..."
I can't believe I'm having this conversation with three women I've only known for two months.
"I can't believe a good-looking - if a little slow - man like you doesn't have someone."
"As I said. Uhm... Introvert."
I shrug.
"I don't get out much, to be honest. Don't meet many women."
"Getting a job might be a good way to change that, right?"
The black woman chuckles -- I definitely blush again, hot a as my face feels.
"I... I guess..."
"But you DO have sexual experiences? You're not a virgin?"
"N... no.. I mean... I'm not... a womanizer, but I've had sex! Some..."
Understanding nods.
"Sure. I'm sure you're experienced enough..."
I look around, butterflies in my stomach. Where the hell is this going? Experienced enough for what?
The women again share their knowing, almost conspiratorial looks.
"OK, this is unconventional. And we need to to keep quite about his, whether we come to agreement or not. Should you decide to not accept our offer, we may be able to recompense your for your -- discretion..."
OK, this is doing it.
"This almost sounds like you want me to do something illegal. I don't need the job that much, I won't..."
The boss raises her hands.
"No, no definitely nothing illegal, don't worry. Just... maybe... well, some might consider it immoral. A little - unprofessional. Possibly."
Now I'm curious.
"An indecent proposal?"
The oldest woman chuckles.
"Not like in the movie. We don't have a million bucks, just a regular salary."
"Minimum wage to be exact", the boss confirms.
"You'd be filed as unskilled worker. Even though we hope you do have the skills it takes, but you can't learn those in vocational school..."
More chuckles from the other women.
"OK... let's... not beat around the bush, what is it that you want me to do?"
The women share one last look before the boss nods towards the black woman.
"Your idea, you start his particular job interview!"
She nods, gets up from her chair to sit on the edge of her boss' desk and pulls up her black leather skirt. My eye widen, my mouth goes dry like the Sahara. I can't take my eyes off of her white lacy panties. They sit tight on her crotch, forming a camel toe over her lips.
"There are a lot of busy women in this company -- you may have figured out the boss paid special attention to only hiring female management staff after founding it. And all of us ladies are -- under a lot of stress. We love our jobs and the work for a female lead company but it takes its toll. Little time for a private life, our relationships usually don't go together well with long work hours, so additionally to the stress of it all, we don't get the relaxation we deserve!"
Nods from the other two.
"Which is where you come into play, little man."
I swallow hard at this naming but don't object. I feel - way to confused to say anything.
"We need someone whose job it is to take care of our well-being. Our comfort."
I clear my throat. The idea is beginning to settle and even though I still feel HIGHLY uncomfortable talking about such stuff to these women I hardly know.
"How about... you know. Taking care of it for yourself or someth..."
"Jerking off in the toilets?"
The black woman grins and the other two join her chuckling.
"That's more a of a guy thing, don't you think? Quite undignified for strong women in leadership positions, no? Nah. We -- and by we I mean all the women in this company -- agree very much that we need someone to make us come. Whenever we want!"
I see her eyes wander to my crotch and I hear her chuckle.
"I can see your dick likes the idea."
Can't deny that -- sitting here has gotten more uncomfortable in the last minutes, and my cock has pitched a tent in my pants.
"But you better forget about THAT part of your body again, immediately, little one!"
I frown.
"This isn't about your pleasure. You won't get to stick that dick in any of us. Ever. We know quite well how you men work. If you're allowed five minutes of your own fun, you're unusable for the rest of the day. You'll have to satisfy more than 20 women, 8 hours a day, 5 days a week if you take this job. You think your little pecker would be up to that?"
I gulp. Well. I shake my head.
"No, Ma'am."
She chuckles.
"At least you're honest. Good start. And no one here want to see it anyway, trust me. So you'll you keep it in your pants while at work. ALWAYS! The one and only tool we need you to use here is your pretty mouth. You know how to eat pussy?"
I nod. I actually love doing it. Like - a lot. Love the taste, love the women's reaction. Don't get to do it nearly as often as I like. I should probably communicate all of that, but my mouth is too dry.
"Yes, Ma'am", is all I can say.
"We shall see!"
She smiles but her boss interjects.
"We shall see if he understands and agrees. He IS a bit slow after all. So to summarize: You DO grasp the implications of this, right? Your only job would be to be available and usable for cunnilingus for the female staff of the company - all of them -- for the whole of every workday. You'll be paid minimum wage, the usual health insurance and holidays for an unskilled worker apply. And of course you'd not be able to talk about the real job you do here to anyone outside the company."
I nod. Is this even real? I am offered a job as a sex toy to powerful business women? All I'd have to do, all day long is eat pussy? I nod, before I wake up and find out this is just a dream.
"I want the job!"
The brunette chuckles.
"Let hope you're better with your mouth than with a computer, little man!"
I still feel treated unfairly -- and for a second a thought passes my mind. She never really gave me a chance to prove myself in the job I applied for. And yet they Did act as if they would let me try, despite my long unemployment and lack of experience. Where they just testing me? Observing if I am - how did they put it -- diligent and obedient? Was I never supposed to get any other job than -- company sex toy? I shake my head. Be that as it may... Now I got a chance to THIS job and I will...
The black woman makes a commanding gesture and I nod. Move closer between her wide spread legs and push her white lacy panties to the side. Her thighs are strong and muscular, it feels like they could crush my head -- I feel vulnerable, helpless -- clearly the lowest ranking one in this room. Her pussy is clean shaven, her clit already swollen, poking out of its sheath as if to welcome me. I kiss it, lick it, then begin to suck it. My cock stirs and gets rock hard in my pants, making me fidget in my chair. Better get used to that feeling, I don't think I'll be allowed to relief it any time soon. Or ever in my eight hour work days.
It twitches even harder as the black woman begins to moan, softly, then louder under my caresses. I never got as much practice as I wanted to, but I always got quite positive feedbacks for my cunnilingus skills. As a matter of fact, if there was a socially accepted way to bring these skills up when first meting a woman - or in a job interview - I might have a lot more experience, I gather. Or a job. I do think I'm quite god at this.
I let my tongue lap down, penetrate the large, swollen inner lips that gate the opening of her pink grotto, enter the woman's sanctum and taste her juices on my tongue, sweet, salty, a little smoky and a hint of citrus. Delicious. I had almost forgotten how good women taste. And if I perform well here, I may get to taste a Lot of women from now on. The thought motivates me. Enormously. I return to the clit, kiss it again, take it between my lips and let the tip of my tongue play over it, making the black woman moan, scream and finally come with an intense eruption that I lap up hungrily as good as I can.
"That looked -- promising?"
The blonde boss looks at her employee who, quite out of breath, nods.
"VERY promising. I don't think even you will have anything to complain about these kills of his!"
She looks at the brunette 50-something with a grin.
"I'll be the judge of that. If I may?"
The boss nods, and the brunette takes the black woman's place in front of my face, raises her brown, knee length corduroy skirt and wordlessly grabs the back of my head and to pull it between her legs.
I just barely get enough time to push her beige high waist panties aside - she has bushy, untrimmed pubic hair, beginning to turn grey more than the hair on her head. Her thighs are showing her age a little - slight cellulite, but her pussy between them is juicy, open, inviting. Menopause has hit her clearly but has not done anything to diminish her sex drive, it seems.
I do my duty, diligently like a god little worker drone. Her lips are bigger, floppy, her aroma more musky and less sweet - aged like fine wine. But her pussy is beautiful -- and delicious.
I immediately go for the lips this time, kiss and suck on them, lick between them and into her hole. Her clit enjoys it, rises up, engorges and invites me to take care of it, which I diligently do. I lap it like a thirsty dog. She takes a little longer, but not much, and her orgasm is not any weaker than her colleague's. She looks at me with a smile. The warmest gesture I got from her in two months. Seems she finally warmed up to me. Or at least finds me useful.
"Well, well. That was better than anything you ever managed to achieve in this office, I admit. Still far from being perfect, but I guess I can teach you This a lot better, young man! I'm looking forward to train you. This time, I really do!"
The patronizing tone of her voice should anger me -- never satisfied with my work, this one, but it doesn't. I feel a warmth rise inside of me instead. The praise of being called a decent pussy-licker by strict her is doing things to me I never expected. I feel a pride in my achievements -- professional pride. For a job well done. Or at least adequately.
"OK, I take faith in my employees' judgement of you. Guess we found a work that suits you more. On your knees between a strong woman's legs. Your chances to get this job look good, young man."
The boss looks at me and smiles.
"Which of course doesn't free you from proving to ME your qualifications as well!"
I nod.
"Of course, Ma'am."
She doesn't move - boss' privilege, I guess - so I stand up, walk behind her desk and go to my knees in front of her. I look up...
"I want to thank your for giving me this opportu..."
She groans.
"Yes, yes, yes. Now you become talkative, little introvert. Talking is no longer in your job description -- we want you to be seen, not heard. You admitted talking isn't your strong suit, I'm sure there are Much better ways to use your pretty little mouth to thank me. So shut up and use it for something more productive!"
She pulls her skirt up -- in the back of my head I wonder if I ever saw the three of them wearing skirts in the office. Seems like they were prepared. Seems like this talk was going into this direction form the start.
She's not wearing panties, strengthening my suspicion that she was expecting me to end down here today. Her blond pubic hear is neatly trimmed into a triangle, her pink lips invitingly open and ready, like all her employees she's more than ready for my mouth. I see the wedding band glint golden on her hand as she grabs my head -- I know her husband is a stay at home dad with her two kids and the dog. Should I feel guilty about eating out his wife?
But I don't have time for thoughts - or any feelings other than arousal and obedience - the aroma of the third exited pussy in a few minutes entrances me, wipes my mind clear of an reasonable thought. I'm becoming a sex toy through and through, my already pent up arousal driving my tongue furiously into her slit, between her pink lips, lapping up her tasty juices -- slightly tangy, a little like ginger, in addition to the sweet, musky and salty notes. Might be my favourite taste, so far. But I would have to try the others again, to be certain. I'm sure I will! I wonder how long it will take me until I can recognise every woman in this company by taste.
I kiss her clit, gently, but passionately - I want to express the gratitude she didn't allow to put into words while at the same time -- of course - impress the big boss even more than her underlings.
She takes longer than the other two combined -- but not because she doesn't enjoy it -- I have the feeling she's a woman very much in control of her own body. Her arousal clearly builds up, slowly but steadily as I lick and suck her clit -- I feel it pulsating and trembling inside my mouth, feel her juices run down to her chair as I dare to put a finger inside of her -- wasn't part of the initial job description, but her self control gives me time to improvise and she doesn't object to the initiative I show.
Eventually, with a long drawn animalistic moan, she comes, squirting into my mouth. I drink it all up, thirstily -- I never tasted anything as delectable as these three women in my life.
I look up to her. My cock throbs in my pants like crazy, but I don't dare to touch it. Not on my work hours. She looks down. Smiles, Nods.
"Good. Really good. You're sure you don't have much experiences with that, little one? Quite a natural, then. I think your talents would be wasted sorting files and hunching over a keyboard. Very much wasted. You got the job. Go to HR, the contract is waiting for you."
Already? They didn't have time to inform HR I agreed to this - arrangement. Well. No doubt any more whether this whole thing was premeditated. I was trapped by a bunch of strong confident women into becoming their corporate cunnilingus toy. Doomed to spend my life on my knees, servicing their wet, greedy pussies as a heteronomous sex drone. Oh cruel fate!



I have to repress a grin until I leave the office, not after once more trying to thank her for the chance - she sends me out with an impatient wave. OK. No talking in this office any more. I'll make my "little mouth useful in other ways" as she puts it when I leave.
I briefly think about a detour to the men's room for some relief but decide against it. I'll have to get used to not getting any during work hours -- pretty sure my boss would notice if I came back from a pee break and lost my drive. They were not wrong, an orgasm now would massively decrease my -- motivation. And I wouldn't be surprised if the boss called HR the second I left her office. If I take too long, I may seem lazy, so I hurry to the Head of HR's office. Knock on the door.
"Come in!"
The head of HR is only in her early 20s -- a short, stout woman, big breasts, a huge ass that I never could help stare at whenever she walked in front of me in these two months.
"There you are. The boss already called me. So you took the job, huh? I lost the office bet because of you. I thought you'd at least have the self respect to ask for some time to consider it. Or demand a higher wage."
I stare at her, swallowing hard. Not only did everyone know about me getting this offer -- they placed bets? I guess I should get used to my new -- position, so I may as well be forthcoming about it.
"Wh.. who won?"
"Oh, the boss. Of course. She has the best nose for men, she knew you'd be on your knees begging to be submitted within minutes. Probably had you figured out five minutes into your fist job interview two months ago."
"D...did anyone think I'd reject?"
"Your direct superior thought you'd be as useless satisfying a woman as you are at a computer, so she bet the boss would fire you twice in one day. On the other hand..."
She giggles and names the black woman who presented the whole thing like it was her idea.
"She actually likes you -- she told me she was considering to ask you out on a proper date if you had proven to be a real man and reject this humiliation. She bet you'd show some backbone and walk out. You would have lost a job but possibly gained a girlfriend that way. But of course now that you buckled like a little bitch, she surely lost all respect for you, so that's never gonna happen. As a man, that is. She may still appreciate you as a sex toy, if you do well.
"Ah, well. Let's be honest it's probably for the better. You couldn't keep a girlfriend like her if your life depended on it -- she's a 10 and you're... well, you're cute, but also quite a loser. She's way out of your league. We all are, really. Being our little office bitch really is the best thing that could happen to a wimp like you, don't you think?"
She winks at me, making me blush. And butterflies take off in my stomach at the word "our".
I wouldn't have called her my type a short while ago, but in my current state of arousal... Her attention makes my knees weak. Her talking down to me makes my cock throb.
"Y.. yes, Ma'am."
She nods and slides a contract over her desk towards me -- I bend down - she hasn't invited me to sit, so I still stand -- and sign the contract without reading it.
"Standard unskilled labour documents, nothing about your real duties obviously. Nothing about that can ever be official."
I nod as she informs me conspiratorially. Then smiles at me as I hand her back the papers.
"But of course as head of HR I need to be fully involved performance review. So why don't you come her and show me how you persuaded the boss to give you a chance, wimp!"
Being called that by this woman about ten years younger than me -- makes my mouth go dry again. I walk behind her desk and wait patiently while she gets up and drops her jeans and her pink cotton panties. Wasn't she as prepared as the others or doesn't she own any skirts? Probably the latter, I have accepted that every woman in this building knew I'd get this offer before me.
Her chair squeaks as her large naked butt sits down on it and I kneel down to dive between her massive thighs. Her pubes are bushy and curly, ash blonde, unlike her bright red hair on her head. She lifts her legs and crosses them behind my neck, making me feel small and trapped between her fleshy thighs - no escape. Not that I would want to. For the fourth time today -- the first time as the company's official pussy licker - I kiss a woman's clit, making her moan softly. Her pussy smells overwhelmingly sweet, almost like cotton candy. I'm in for a dessert!
As I go down to feast -- a touch of mint intermixed with the sweetness and a surprisingly subtle salty aftertaste, I'm becoming a connoisseur already - I realize I have achieved a goal few people reach in life -- I have found a job that is more than work. It is my calling. My destiny. My place in life.
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[Humanity's closest relative in the animal kingdom is the Chimpanzee, a violent, patriarchal species, very similar to us.
Humanity's second closest relative is the Bonobo, a peaceful, matriarchal species. This multi-chapter story explores the question: What if it was the other way around?
In doing so, it presents a matriarchal world lead by women. It deals with topics of male submission, presents scenarios that could be considered reverse sexism, some incestuous and a few male-on-male sexual encounters.
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This first chapter is mostly world-building and has no explicit sex. While it still contains some sexiness and I hope is exiting enough to read, the following chapters will be raunchier. I hope you enjoy it, nonetheless and are patient with me. If you cannot wait to get to the naughtier bits, there is a summary of this Introduction Chapter at the end of it, after which you can skip to the next one which does contain sex. And now: enjoy the ride!]
"Alright, Ladies and boys, settle down. To your places. Now! You, too, Ms. Harding, leave Leroy alone and let him sit down!"
Alexander Jordan walks passed the so reprimanded dark blonde woman who grinningly pulls up the black boy who was kneeling between her wide spread legs by his hair and gives him a slap on the ass as he walks to his chair. She notices Alex's looks, grins broadly, touches her pussy that still glistens wetly from the boy's spit and her own juices before she pulls up her pants and and throws him a kiss. He blushes. Relatively new to the O18 grade, the classes all students are being transferred to on their 18th birthday to be schooled in the more mature aspects of living on modern day society, he is still a little uncomfortable with the rules, behaviours and norms of being an adult male in school. Of course the girls in his old class were confident and demanding was well, but now in O18, the gir... women are brash, dominant and - rightfully of course - expect the boys to comply.
He has not gotten used to his new uniform, either. As he sits down, the tight shorts rub against his cock even more than usual and he is glad to sit behind his desk as he knows they clearly show the outline of his dick. Even though there is not that much to see, really, if he is honest. His upper body covered in nothing but the traditional vest in light blue, leaving his arms and most of his chest uncovered. Of course the women's uniforms -- consisting of long, comfortable looking pants that hug their forms instead of constricting them like his shorts and tight fitting blouses that at least cover their arms and midriffs - are emphasizing their bodies, too. All clothes are designed to do that. Obviously. But male clothes, male uniforms in particular, being as objectifying as they are, are also pretty uncomfortable. He would rather go naked, really. Alex sighs -- determined to enjoy the fact that he is a big boy now getting to wear an adult uniform marking him as object of the female gaze - and tries to settle into his chair as comfortable as possible.
Ms. Marsters, his sociology teacher in the front does not make it any easier. Her tight brown pants and white blouse stretch around her voluptuous black body and emphasize her curves, making Alex's cock swell in his tight shorts. She is not trying to be sexy, she's too classy for that, certainly does not care about her male students' approval, like no woman would, but she exudes strength, confidence, power. Everything men have been conditioned by nature and nurture to be turned on by in this world. She is older than his mother, which obviously does not mean anything. Older women are more experienced and usually more powerful. Totally sexy.
"There we go. Settle down. Thank you. You're all read the chapters I told you to read at home?"
Alex nods, as do the other boys. Diligence and obedience. Every boy's main virtues if you want to make it in this world. Most women seem bored. Alex envies his female classmates a little - many are so smart they effortlessly do their homework, some others daring enough to just not care. As women, they rarely get into trouble for it.
"Alexander!"
He jumps and gets up behind his desk.
"Yes Ms. Marsters."
"Give us a summary of chapters four and five!"
He nods. To be perfectly honest, he did not quite understand why these chapters where in the sociology book in the first place. Seems more like biology to him. He is not a fan of biology, really. Or sociology. Both to -- messy? Or rather complex. His Mom always says when he struggles: It's a about "complex structures that require multi-layered thinking. Boys are more made for easy, linear tasks." She's probably right. Nothing wrong with that, she also said, boys are boys and women are women. Which makes him feel better, usually.
He still tried very hard to understand the chapters - and the thinks he did, even though he is not sure why he learned it.
"Uhm... yes... so... It's like... Bonobos are like our closest relative in nature, right? And chimpanzees close second. Like - we share 99% of our DNA with Bonobos and 98.7 with chimps..."
You hear a female snicker form behind you.
"The little boy learned some numbers."
And your teacher smiles.
"Yes, the exact numbers may not really be relevant. If you had understood what these chapters are about, Tiffany, but don't discourage boys just because the focus on irrelevant details. Carry on, Alex, but try to stick with the overall picture."
"Yes, Ms Marsters. So... uhm...thing is... Chimps are like -- totally weird..."
"In detail?"
"Like... the males are in charge and stuff."
"What's that called?"
Uh.. Pa... uhm..."
"Patriarchy, dummy!"
Tina Harding sighs in the chair in front of him. Alex blushes. He knows she is the smartest in class. Everyone does. Herself included. She is a woman, so he cannot really do anything about it but he really wishes she would not show it off like that. And immediately scolds himself for the thought internally. She Is a woman. She is smarter than him. She has all rights to look down on him and be assuming. Even though he did know that answer, too. And he'd have said it. Eventually. He just nods. She is not just smarter, she also faster.
"Yes. Right..."
"Well done, Ms. Harding."
Tina smiles at her. And grins at him.
"So what exactly does that mean, Alex?"
"So... well. That males are in charge....
"You already said that, dummy!"
Tina teases. Alex clenches his teeth, pulling through.
"Like with men, monkey males..."
"They're apes!"
Tina again.
"... ape males aren't good at some important things. With the males in charge, they totally fight a lot. They even kill each other. Over stupid shit like territories or food. Or even just power. Get totally violent."
"Right. Good. Why do you think that is, Alex?"
"Because... Uhm.. I mean, obviously, men... males in general aren't good at that stuff without female supervision. We're way to emotional to get things done. And single minded. Less -- multitasking and shi... stuff"
"Right... And Bonobos?"
"Totally normal, like... women in charge. And conflicts are solved as the should be, with sex and intimacy and stuff."
"Initiated by?"
He hesitates.
"Who solves the conflicts, if they arise among Bonobos?
Alex smiles. OK, that's actually easy.
"Females, of course. Normal."
"Very normal, indeed. Alright, that's all for now, we'll go through the details together. But say. Can you think of a reason why we talk about apes in sociology class and not in biology, Alex?"
He sweats. Women are just too smart. It's like she read his mind or something on exactly the question he has been asking himself.
"I... because... uhm... No..."
His teacher nods and smiles. Alex takes a deep relieved breath. It is not always easy to do -- that male ego that his teachers and his Mother always warn him about lifts its ugly head, sometimes -- but he feels it is best to honestly admit to a woman when you cannot do or do not know something. Admitting you are just a weak man is a much better recipe to solve problems than stubbornly trying to solve them.
"Don't worry, it's OK. Anyone else?"
Tina's arm shoots up, just like Tiffany's and those of pretty much all women. Some boys' too, but Tina gets another chance to shine.
"Because the difference between Bonobos and chimpanzees is a representative reflection of our own society and its natural path as well as other systems that would not follow the natural order of matriarchy and let the pussy rule!"
Giggles erupt form the class.
Ms. Marsters smiles.
"Other than your quite colourful laywoman's term at the end there, that is correct. Let's keep calling it by it official name - female lead socio-sexual interactions, shall we? Alright, alright, get a grip. Let's go a bit more into detail how our own society is similar to that of our closest simian relatives and then explore a thought experiment how society might look like if it followed the patriarchal chimpanzee model."
She projects a chart onto the white wall behind her.
"As Alex rightly - if a little simple -- explained..."
He blushes as the others -- mostly the women - giggle.
"...females habitually take the positions of control in a group of Bonobos, which obviously seems reasonable and natural to us, being the working basis of our global society. Like human leaders, Bonobo females form close social groups with each other, with males usually only temporally joining the groups to perform sexual or other typical male duties."
"Exactly like human families", one woman smiles.
"Indeed. Why is that so, Alex?"
Alex jumps -- why does she only ask him today, has he done anything wrong to be tested?
"S... sorry?"
"Why do men usually join family groups only for short times?"
At least he knows that. It's common knowledge.
"Because men aren't capable of deep emotional bonding."
She nods satisfied. One of the other male classmates dares to raise a hand.
"But I've read..."
"Oh. A boy who can read!"
The whole class giggles at Tiffany's remark - well, the whole female part, making the boy shut up immediately.
"No, no, let's not discourage a boy's aspirations. What did you read, Donald?"
"I... I mean, I read that's mostly due to upbringing. I mean, the emotional facilities of men..."
"Well. I disagree with that opinion, but we won't solve the nature vs. nurture debate today. If you try to be a good boy and ever reach a level of emotional complexity comparable to a woman's, let us know."
More laugher from the other women fills the room as Donald sits down with flushed cheeks.
"Anyway..."
The teacher continues.
"Familial human groups consist mostly of females, at least in terms of long term members, with the only exception being female members' sons, of course. As you boys know. I know most of you were traditionally integrated in your mother's familial group after your 18th birthday. Where you will remain as long as your mother sees fit under her legal guardianship, possibly for ever, possibly until another woman claims you as her ward fully or shares custody over you with your mother. Rarely do mothers make their boys stand on their own feet -- for a good reason.
Whereas women are not a part of their mothers' group from the start, but transferred to our excellent public education system after birth, where they're taught to be self sustained, confident adults at the age of 18 and eventually found their own family group or join another woman's. That too is similar in Bonobo society, where only males offsprings stay in the family group and service their mothers and the other female members in all was possible, sexual included, while females are being raised by the whole pack to take more important roles."
Alex stirs in his seat -- his cock wakes up again at the thought of his own domestic duties with his mother and the other females of her household. How Mom made him a man on his 18th birthday, how he ate her pussy just this morning.
"And of course, this structure reaches up all the way through the whole society with the Councils of Femininity democratically elected by all liable women, governing from local up to the global level with the Global Assembly. A system that works perfectly for everyone, guaranteeing a flawless governance guided by feminine cooperation and open sexual communication, solving all upcoming problems with the time tested means of sexual negations and the uniting force of female lead socio- sexual interactions."
Alex follows the lesson transfixed - he never gets tired of hearing strong women talk abut other strong women running the world. Some of his classmates would disagree. Some of the women yawn to the lesson they have heard a million times, about the basis of human society - it's so obvious and self-evident that they do not need to hear it again.
"Well, then before bore you to death, let's get to the interesting part. Do you all you know the theory of alternative universes?"
Tina scoffs.
"We've seen the latest Superhero movies, thank you very much!"
"I haven't. I heard that multiverse one is boring. No match for The Bulk movies!"
"Have you hard they're making a He-Bulk TV show?"
"Stupid, Bulk is a woman, obviously. Men just don't make good superheroes. Period!"
Most girl agree, one of the braver boys dares to peak up.
"And what about Wonder Boy!"
Tina laughs.
"Stupid Male Empowerment Fantasies. He's got nice legs and a tight butt in that cute one-piece, but that's about it!"
"I think he's the coolest!"
"Yeah. He wouldn't last a minute against HyperWoman, she'd have him down and fuck some humility into him in no time. Also -- all villains are men and the way to defeat them is sex, so he's..."
"Alright, alright, that's enough. Calm down, everybody. We're not talking about your superhero movies, this I serious science."
Ms. Marsters smiles. Every year she asks this question and the class comes up with new fictional representation of alternate universes. It's a good way to keep up with pop culture. When she was a girl, she learned about the concept when she devotedly followed the Captain of her favourite TV starship and her crew to various universes. Today it's superheroes.
"If you're all so familiar with the concept, let's imagine an alternate universe in which womankind's closest relative is the chimpanzee. It's just 0.03 of genes, so not that far out. If our behaviour, our social structure our sexuality and morals would be similar to chimps more than Bonobos, be it because they're genetically predetermined or because we'd have inherited their behaviour by social norms. What would be different?"
"For one, we'd have some good male superheroes", the boy who is such a fan of WonderBoy pouts, making Tina sigh.
"Boys just can't let go of anything from your tiny brains once they're stuck in it, can you? How would these great MALE superheroes look like then, huh? Have you heard how Chimps 'solve' conflicts? Would you want Heroes to defeat bad guys by -- beating them up? Hurting them? Maybe people would even get killed in THOSE stories?"
The boy turns meek.
"Uh... I... no, course not, real heroes solve conflicts peacefully by negations and sex everyone knows that."
"Because that's what WOMEN do! Men wouldn't even..."
"Alright, alright. Tina, you're right. It's a bit unrealistic, but let's not get emotional. You're even on the right track there, so, for the sake of the argument, let's assume men were capable of similar things women are. By their own -- particular means. Apart from us having mainstream Hyper-Man movies, what would a patriarchal society like the chimps' look like, transferred to the human species?"
"Well, with councils of Masculinity ruling, I guess..."
Tins scoffs at the very male answer from a boy in the last row.
"OK. Obvious first stop, but let's look a little deeper than just replacing 'woman' with 'man' in organisations. We have worked out male chimps, other than the docile and tame Bonobo and human males are aggressive and - due to their unchecked emotional instability - prone to solving conflicts with violence. Instead of sexuality and intimacy like Bonobos and us, so - what would that likely lead to?"
Silence.
"OK, let's start at the other end: How do family groups solve problems. Or how do you see governing councils solve problems in the news streams?"
"Sex, of course."
Everyone nods. Obviously, everyone knows that.
"In detail?"
"Well..."
Tina starts.
"Alex?"
Alex looks up. Again.
"Well.. uhm... the family head or chairwoman... um... initiates something, I guess."
"Something?"
"Well.. uh... Either she has sex with the arguing women herself or proposes them to have sex with each other. Reconciliation Intercourse. Or a subordinate male member of the group is ordered to perform as a catyl...cat..."
"Catalyst", Tina sighs.
"That's what we're for, after all."
"That's for conflicts between women. If a man acts up?"
"Well he... he gets pegged, I guess. By the head of the household or the women who isn't contend with him. Or has to lick every female member's pussy and make them all come to remind him of his position..."
"Right. Highly effective, I can't remember any conflict in the political landscape - or my personal life, for that matter - not solved like this. Does anyone here know of a conflict - in your own family group, maybe - not solved successfully?"
Heads shake.
"Now -- we see how male chimps act up when in positions of power. Aggressive. Demanding. Jealous. Selfish. Just because human males don't do that - or never for long, at least - don't transfer human male meekness and weakness to our thought experiment. If humans had a patriarchy, it's likely that human males would not be that well behaved. Not by nature and with no one to train them, not by nurture, either. With aggression substituting sexuality as conflict solving mechanism...?"
Still silence until Tina dares a guess.
"That just wouldn't work. Aggression is a stupid way of problem solving. How would you ever get to a resolution without the calming, unifying power of sex? Emotions would run rampant - especially with males and their illogical minds and stunted emotionality involved."
"Exactly. You likely couldn't, right? So that means for governments and families...?"
"No councils?"
Ms. Marsters nods.
"You can see primitive predecessors of human Femininity Councils in Bonobo families - females joining together to make decisions. We've come a long way, but our basic sociological structure is amazingly similar. Chimps don't have that. Leading males usually lead alone, with force and aggression. Fear and intimidation. We can assume a human society built by men related to chimps would be led by individuals rather than groups. Males, with their egos and limitations left unchecked wouldn't be able to properly cooperate in a manner necessary to make real decisions. Maybe -- if we were lucky - these leaders would be democratically elected, but... well. Of course males would have voting rights."
Laughter in class.
"But everyone knows men are to emotional to make important decisions -- in the secrecy of a voting booth, even more so!"
Alex cannot stop himself from bursting out one of the the core principals of the Matriarchy.
"Very good, Alex -- men voting would likely be tempted to vote for - other men! And we don't want to be ruled by the inferior sex, do we? Men on the top of the hierarchy would be there not because the proper female features of wisdom and understanding, but of typically male attitudes - aggression and fear, uncertainty, ignorance... And on a family level..."



"What -- men leading families?"
One of the women makes disgusted face.
"Probably a very different type of family. Chimpanzee males are jealously guarding sexual partners and contacts. A family in this society under male rule might in the worst case be monogamous."
Blank faces look at her.
"Meaning one couple of only two partners. Heterosexual as the norm, most likely, because of procreation."
"But... they would still have lots of sex regularly outside the -- couple then, surly?"
The concept does not sink in well.
"Not officially, probably. Aggressive males might even consider women 'property' or at least take control over their lives in unnatural ways..."
The tone in the class gets louder, consisting mostly of the higher pitched voices of the women.
Alex is not sure he envies their ability to cope with complex scenarios. His small male brain is definitely overwhelmed by the idea of a male lead society. He could Never lead anyone. He knows there are some radical meninists doubting the natural order, but...
He shakes his head. He couldn't even imagine moving out from home as some men do in these modern days. Let alone Never live with his mother at all like women do. He's so glad his mother tells whim that to do, made him a man. And when she's not around, strong women like Ms. Marsters. Even Tina, even though she's totally mean to him. With the ideas of being in charge of something worrying him on a gut level, he now knows how glad he is that she is there to correct him when he makes a mistake in class. And she has got all right to be mean, he is being stupid, after all.
Ms. Marsters at her desk follows the lively -- not really discussion as such, there are no two differing opinions. Everyone, female or male, pretty much agrees this alternative world would clearly be a dystopian hellhole.
"I mean -- if you consider the weakness the of human male and then let them actually fully express their aggressions and stunted emotions - how would they even cooperate locally? And a global assembly of -- MEN? Sexually repressed men, who probably wouldn't even TRY to solve conflicts by sexual interactions? That might end in... I don't know. Fights between regions? People might get killed! I mean, probably mostly just men, but still...."
Ms. Marsters nods gravely.
"Not impossible."
"And what if those 'men in charge' want something the can't have? Clearly they couldn't count on women telling them to act rational or submit to them sexually to put them in place."
"Well, maybe some would, there's hope there would be men reasonable enough to understand their own inadequacies and inferiority. But yes. It's arguable that men might take what they want, against the interest of the society an purely for personal gain. Hopefully even such a barbaric patriarchy would try to regulate and punish such behaviour. But very likely also such violence and aggression would not get the type of of training, conditioning and sexual guidance we use successfully to we treat the very few subversive elements of our society.
"Summarising: it's hard to imagine a male lead society functioning at all, I admit, but if it did, it's almost certain to assume it would never have reached a standard of harmonious living remotely as progressed as the one we have. Science would not likely have progressed unhindered for millennia as important discoveries would probably have been repressed by selfish men fearing for their power over ignorant people.
"Male centred religions might not be interested in promoting harmony and balance but rather serve their leaders as instrument of personal gain. A 'functioning' male society would inevitably be in constant turmoil, always on the brink of failing always focused inward on itself like the male himself instead of outward like the female.
No colonized Luna, let alone venturing out to other planets. Likely no free global emission free transport and communications systems, connecting us to our neighbours. Maybe not even nanotech omni-vaccines."
Tina as the leader of the class shakes her head theatrically.
"There could still be - diseases?"
"Pandemics, even..."
"Goddess, that sound so horrible. I'm so glad men know how to behave themselves in real life."
She looks around the classroom with a grin, passing a look over Leroy who she just had between her legs a short while ago, bur somehow her eyes stick to Alex. Seems Ms. Marsters' focus on him in today's class gave her some ideas.
Alex gulps. He has almost as much respect for the apt pupil as he does for the teacher. She's been in adult class for months longer than him, was already top of the pecking order when he got here. Never paid much attention to him. Until today. She winks at him and he blushes red hot.
Eventually the bell rings to save him
"Alright, class. Homework for next class..."
Groans from everyone. One of the things boys and women can agree on. Homework.
"A 500 word essay on why matriarchy is the best form of society."
Alex sighs. He's written that one in every class since kindergarten, but she probably wants something a bit more sophisticated. Probably with a comparisons to 'patriarchy', now that they learned about it.
Tina raises her hand.
"May we do this one in study groups?"
The teacher raises an eyebrow. It's not that the star student needs help for such a simple essay.
"Sure. Just make certain to note who did which part..."
The woman turns around to you.
"We're writing that one together, little boy!"
Alex looks at her, mouth wide open. Of course he cannot say no if a woman picks him.
"I'll wait for you after school, at the front entrance, we'll go to your place!"
He stares at her leaving the classroom and only comes back to reality when he hears his teacher snicker.
"Congratulations, young man. It's one thing for a female classmate to use you to play, but she's going to meet your mother."
He feels his head ready to explode, it must be red as a fire hydrant.
"Guess she noticed me paying extra attention."
The teacher smiles at Alex and makes a gesture.
"I'm sure so did, you. You're a clever boy, after all. Come here, we need to talk before your next class."
[TL; DR: The alternative world this story is set in is lead by women, males take subordinate places in society. Due to millennia of female leadership, violence and warfare is unknown, the world is a peaceful union, lead by a global council of women. Families are formed by women without blood relation, daughters are being brought up by a public education system. Men are not a fixed part of familial group but join them only temporarily, with the exception of sons of the female family members who usually stay in the group long after they turn 18 to perform domestic and sexual duties for the female family members, their mothers included.
The main character of our story is Alexander Jordan, 18 years old, who lives with is mother's family group and has just caught the attention of his sociology teacher, Ms. Marsters and a fellow student of his, Tina Harding.]
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Alex walks up to his teacher Ms. Marsters a little sheepishly, his hand-held device pressed his vested chest. She sits at her desk, ignoring him for a few moments. He cannot help but let his eyes wander -- the top three buttons of her tight blouse are open, allowing him a pretty decent look down her neckline to her full breasts from his perspective. They're big, probably bigger than his mother's D-cups, held in place by a lacy bra that he can get a glimpse of. He imagines they are just as soft and warm as his mother's, a thought that makes his cock stir. He blushes, knowing his tight shorts won't be able to hide it if he gets hard now. Eventually she looks up at him, slowly letting her eyes wander. He is absolutely sure her gaze stops at his crotch, but he tells himself he's probably just imagining it.
"Sit!"
He pulls up a chair and obeys.
"I bet you've been wondering why I rode you so hard today?"
The teacher snickers as her student flushes deep red due to her choice of words and begins to stammer.
"I... guess I... yeah... sure..."
"I've been having an eye on you since you joined the O18 adult classes, young man. You're not just a pretty little thing, you're also quite smart. For a boy."
Alex presses his handheld closer to his chest, feels his heart beat and knows he's blushing harder than after the look down his teacher's blouse. Praise from an older authoritative woman sends a shiver down his spine and gets his insides into a turmoil. Every time. And he is not sure if he appreciates the "pretty" or the "smart" more. He hears "pretty" quite often. "Smart" on the other hand usually only from his Mom.
"I... thanks... I..."
"But you're not making enough of it. Not your tasty exterior and especially not your brains."
He doesn't know what to reply and looks down to his sandals.
"I've been waiting for some weeks -- most boys need some time to adapt to being adult after they turn 18 and overcome the natural shyness males have in the presence of superior females. All the women in your classes are mature and adequately confident of themselves, even the other boys are a bit intimidating at times, am I right?"
He nods.
"But you haven't come out of your shell in all these week, still hardly saying anything when I don't ask you. But when I do ask you, like today, it's not that you don't know. You're diligent, a good learner, when the topic's not too complicated. Being an adult male isn't just about waiting for Ms. Right to show up and sweep you away. Or staying under your Mom's care forever, complacent to service only her. You need to show your qualities, practice them. Expand on them."
"Yes, Ms. Marsters. I... It's just..."
"I know, I know, it's not easy for a boy in our woman's world."
She chuckles.
"SO hard to pampered and told what to do and having to service strong women all day with your body. Poor you. But you already noticed it's worth it, hm? Tina Harding hasn't looked at you since you're in my class, has she? And once I brought you out of your shell and comfort zone, you have roused her hunting instincts."
He blushes again, thinking about Tina and the way she looked at him when she told him she wants to study. With him.
"Don't ruin that, young Ms. Harding has a lot of potential, her attention is a chance a boy can only dream of. He may go places under her, for sure."
You nod.
"Well. I didn't just want to talk to you for hackney advice. I can see you need some -- support to achieve your own full potential. Only if you're fully at home in your place as a male will women see you're worth their while."
He looks up at her as she gets up from behind the desk. Walks around it and sits on its edge. Now looking up, seeing her breasts from a worm's eye view, doesn't make them one bit less exiting.
"Say, have you made up your mind about what you want to do after you graduate?"
He sighs deeply. He has tried. Ever since his 18th birthday. Like most boys. But he is finding it hard to think clearly about his future, everything that is leaving his mother's household and social group makes him feel a bit dizzy. He sometimes wishes it was still the good old days -- boys stayed at home until their mother decided he'll stay with her or picked a nice woman to take them him under her wings. And do their manly duties in the kitchen and the bedroom. Nowadays... He could move out and get his own place. Would have to find woman eventually, probably, to sponsor and support him, but he could get a job in a male profession, in some low ranking servicing position.
He might even go to college -- frowned upon by many more traditionally minded women and also men, but no longer socially stigmatised per se. Nothing to fancy, obviously, but hell - there's even men going into space, who'd have thought they might one day enter the most female profession of all? But it's all so -- confusing. He just wants a woman to take charge, really. Is that too much to ask?
His teacher smiles warmly. She has seen this expression on her students before, the turmoil, the uncertainty. Modern times are confusing for boys, their small minds, hardly capable of networked multi-tasked thinking, overwhelmed by anything but the simple service and submission that nature has equipped them for. Most of the times, she recommends to take the easiest route, relying on their pretty faces and bodies and domestic skills is still the easiest way for man a man to make it through life.
But Alexander -- does have potential. Within his limitations, of course, he's still a male, and despite everything some radicals claim - that one day a man might even be in a leadership council or head a major business, that means his natural capacities are limited. But still - the boy deserves to know his options.
"Shh. Don't worry, I know this is -- all very confusing. It IS a big world and men aren't really made to see the big picture, right? Your brains are made for small facts and linear thinking. No reason to be ashamed. I'll help you. I've decided to take you under my wing and support your school career. I'll need to stick my head together with your mother. Maybe Tina too, now, if you play your cards right and manage to keep her attention. Don't worry, we women will get the best out of you that you have in your, young man."
She puts a hand under his chin and directs his look up to her. His eyes shine and that look she knows well, too. A grateful young man, happy in his place, glad that women take care of him.
A good boy.
She leans down and kisses him on the lips. He opens his mouth eagerly and lets her tongue enter it. His heart beats faster, his whole body get warm and tingly, his cock hardens in his tight pants. She so much reminds him of his mother. Who was his first woman, not his only one of course, all women of their social familial group have used the virile 18-year old since he became a man. As it goes, a pretty 18-year old boy rarely has reason to complain about being overlooked by women.
But he's imprinted on his mother, his first, and this mature woman hits all the triggers.
Alex closes his eyes and follows his teacher's lead, waiting for her to make the next step. Until the bell rings and he jumps.
"I... science class starts, I have to..."
"I'll write you a note for Ms Curry that you are busy with tasks or me!"
She smiles down at him and he gulps and blushes. No doubt a detailed note, specifying the tasks. Women see no need for coyness when it comes to using men. He nods.
"Now. I know you're pretty. And smart. Relatively. I hope I am not mistaken you are also having some masculine qualities, hm? How's your obedience and diligence in - non-scholarly subjects?"
"M... Mom says I'm a very good boy."
Ms. Marsters giggles.
"I'm sure she does. Well. Let us see."
Again she leans down and kisses her student on the lips, letting her hand wander under the his blue vest, pinching his nipples. He squeals slightly, but knows better than to complain. Eventually, the mature woman sits up on the edge of her desk, pulls down her tight pants, spreads her legs, revealing black panties. Silk, classy. Very popular choice among matured, authoritative women. Reminds him of his mother's favourite pairs.
He looks up the the older woman, uncertain. She smiles and nods. There's no doubt what she's expecting of her student in return for taking him under her wings.
Leaning forward, Alex pushes the lacy fabric to the side -- he only briefly admires the pink lips between the folds of black skin under a bush of curly jet black hair. He has learned a busy woman using him like this has no time to spare and his head dives straight between her thighs.
He inhales her aroma, the musky heavy femininity that makes his cock twitch every time and parts her lips with his tongue. It would be more appropriate to kiss her clit first, lick her lips just because he wants to taste her is a little selfish, but he can't help it, he just loves the taste too much. His teacher doesn't seem to mind and so he savours it on his to tongue, the salty sweet taste of pussy mixed with the very individual notes of the woman.
Like most men, he's becoming a connoisseur fast -- his senses tuned by nature and evolution to perform at his best - and identifies a fruitiness in his teacher's juices, almost like berries. It's not as delicious as his mother's tangy salty taste, but very yummy, nonetheless. She isn't giving him any directions or orders, unusual for a strong woman having a man between her thighs. Alex assumes, rightfully, she's testing him. Always the teacher. He has to make himself turn his attention to her clit - time to make a good first impression.
His tongue flickers over the button and he feels it twitch, grow, and hears its owner sigh lusciously. Kissing and sucking it slowly, gently, he's applying everything he learned, mostly from his mother, many more things from the other women in his family group. He's feeling like an absolute expert -- which is in big parts youthful folly and a male's slightly inflated ego -- it has only been as couple of weeks since he started learning on his 18th birthday, he's only just begun to explore the depth of the female anatomy and how a man can please a woman. Even though the women he serviced seem quite contend with him, and his teacher also smiles with a gleam of satisfaction.
He's not the first boy she is making her pet, obviously, and he is one of the best she remembers. He's making use of the things he has learned eagerly and diligently, the women in his life have taught him well already. Very well. And what things he doesn't know, he makes up with youthful verve and the eagerness of a good male who truly wants to become a useful member of this matriarchal society and serve womankind. A young man this submissive, talented and skilled has a long way to go.
The teacher closes her eyes, stops thinking about her student and just lets him do his work, relaxes, falls into his caresses, and after a few minuets feels the warmth erupting from her clit and pussy turn into a hot wave rolling all through her body. The boy knows the signs and is ready, thirstily opens his mouth and catches the gush of the mature woman's juices, swallowing them, licking every last drop off of her wet folds, not stopping his aftercare until he's told to.
She pats his head.
"Good boy. Very talented. You'll be very useful to a lot of women in the real world one day."
She smiles and slaps his ass in his thin shorts.
"Now get going, Ms. Curry will wonder were you are. And don't dawdle. I'll add a timestamp to my message, letting her know how long you were -- occupied here."
Alex nods obediently, licks his lips and leaves the classroom while his teacher starts typing his absence excuse message to her colleague.
"Excuse young Alex Jordan's late arrival, my pussy really needed to a good licking. A. Marsters."
In the hall, Alex adjusts his cock in his tight shorts -- it's very visibly hard and almost painfully pulsating by now, but there's no time to do anything about it. If he breaks the rules by jerking off in the restroom without a female's permission, Ms. Curry will know. He is way to much of a meek boy to do so, anyway. And getting a teacher's permission is out of the question while he should be in class, so he has no choice but to hurry as fast as his boner allows him to Science Class.
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Versprochen ist Versprochen
Silvia wachte zum Geräusch klirrenden Bestecks auf Porzellan aus der Küche auf. Beinahe blieb ihr Herz stehen, als sie an sich herab sah - splitternackt lag auf dem Sofa ihrer Schwester -- bis ihr wieder einfiel, was dazu geführt hatte und ihr Herzschlag wieder einsetze - um einiges schneller als normal. Das war kein Traum gewesen, oder? Sonst wäre sie wohl kaum nackt. Sie schluckte. Offenbar war sie eingenickt, nachdem sie -- mit ihrer Schwester und ihrem Schwager kuschelnd auf der Couch - sich erholt hatte von... dem Orgasmus. Ihrem ersten. Ihr wurde ein bisschen schwummerig bei der Erinnerung.
Sie setze sich auf -- ihre nackten Füße berührten den weichen Teppich -- hatte sie nicht ihre Schuhe angehabt, während... dessen? Wenn ja hatten Rainer und Anna sie ihr ausgezogen - und ihre Socken, offenbar meinten sie es ernst, dass sie keine Klamotten bekam dieses Wochenende. Und ihr Rucksack -- sie blickte sich um. Auch nirgends zu sehen. Sie war sich sicher, sie hatte ihn in der Ecke abgestellt. Da war ihr Handy drin. Sie brauchte doch ihr Handy!
Mit etwas wackligen Knien erhob sie sich, warf einen Blick durch die Veranda-Tür in den Garten -- Rainer stand über den Grill gebeugt, der knackigen Hintern zeichnete sich in seiner engen Jeans deutlich ab. Silvia leckte sich über die Lippen - kurz fühlte sich sich wieder schuldig, so über ihren Schwager zu denken -- bis ihr wieder einfiel, dass sie jetzt wohl die Erlaubnis dazu hatte. Als sie ihren Schwager erneut ansah, diesmal ohne sich Schuldgefühle einzureden, fühlte sie ihre Muschi freudig erregt beben.
Ihre Augen wechselten den Fokus und sie sah sich selbst in der Reflexion in der Glastür -- nackt, bis auf das Freundschaftsarmband von Martin am Handgelenk und den Herzanhänger mit den Bildern von Mama, Papa, Anna, Rainer und ihre kleinen Nichte darin, ihre blonden Haare zerzaust vom Schlafen und -- dem davor. Sie kicherte leise, als sie vergeblich versuchte, sie mit den Händen zu ordnen, dann drehte sie sich um und folgte dem Geräusch von Besteck aus der Küche. Fasste sich ein Herz und trat, nackt wie sie war, hinein.
„Na sieh mal einer an, Dornröschen ist erwacht."
Ihre Schwester stand am Arbeitsbereich der Küche, mehrere Schüsseln und Lebensmittel um sich herum, ein Messer in der Hand.
„Wir dachten schon du verschläfst das Abendessen."
Abendessen? Silvia dachte sie hätte nur ein paar Minuten gedöst, aber plötzlich hörte sie ihren Magen grummeln.
„Warst ganz schön erledigt, hm? Na ja, nach dem ersten Orgasmus, kein Wunder!"
Anna kicherte und Silvia spürte ihren Kopf heiß werden.
„Oh... wie süß, meine kleine Schwester, wenn sie rot wird!"
Anna legte das Messer weg und ging auf sie zu.
"Kein Grund, sich zu schämen, das war alles ganz natürlich. Wir sind eine Familie, oder?
„Das... war aber irgendwie nicht so familiär...", stottere Silvia
„Eine etwas unkonventionelle Familie vielleicht jetzt, aber wir sind doch alle erwachsen."
Anna grinste und zog ihre kleine Schwester zu sich heran, die sich nur eine kurze Sekunde anspannte, als die ältere Frau ihr die Lippen auf den Mund presste und zu einem leidenschaftlichen Kuss, den Silvia -- ja, genau das hatte sie gemeint, völlig unfamiliär fand - öffnete. Aber ihr Körper war in dieser neuen Normalität schneller angekommen als sie, in ihrem Bauch starten wieder Schmetterlinge, sie spürte ein wohlig warmes Kribbeln im ganzen Körper.
Als ihre Schwester sie umarmte und ihre sanften Hände ihren nackten Hintern fanden und streichelten, ließ sie sich fallen, öffnete den Mund, begrüßte die forschende, fordernde schwesterliche Zunge in ihrem Mund und erwiderte den Kuss leidenschaftlich. Sehr zur Zufriedenheit ihrer Schwester, die sie lächelnd und liebevoll anblickte, als sie sie endlich aus ihrer Umarmung entließ.
„Alles gut, Schwesterchen?"
Silvia nickte nur, doch der Ausdruck in ihrem Gesicht sprach Bände und Anna nicke lächelnd.
„Rainer ist am Grill, du kannst mir mit den Beilagen helfen."
Ohne ihrer kleinen Schwester etwas zum Anziehen anzubieten reichte sie ihr ein kleines Messer und nickte zu einer Schale Tomaten und einer mit Tofu.
„In Scheiben schneiden und anrichten."
„Ähm.. ja... ich... sag mal, hast du meine Tasche gesehen?"
Anna grinste.
„Liegt bei deinen Klamotten. Die brauchst du nicht diese Wochenende nicht."
„A... aber mein Handy..."
„Das brauchst du am allerwenigsten. Wir beschäftigen dich schon, du brauchst keine Ablenkung!"
Eine Hand löste sich von den Lebensmitteln und fand die kleine Brust ihrer Schwester, um ihren Nippel sacht zu kneifen. Silvias Augen weiteten sich erstaunt.
„Aber... ich muss doch zumindest Martin eine Nachricht schreiben, sonst..."
„Du kannst ihn gerne anrufen..."
Annas Blick wanderte zum Festnetztelefon auf der Fensterbank.
„... aber er weiß doch wo du das Wochenende verbringst, er wird es schon überstehen. Du hast Handyverbot, kleine Schwester!"
Silvia blinzelte nur kurz. Anrufen? Manchmal war ihre Schwester Echt altmodisch. Als ob sie die Nummer ihres Freundes wüsste.
Grummelnd nahm sie das Schälmesser in die Hand und machte sich an die Tomaten. Das Kichern ihrer älteren Schwester sollte sie verärgern, aber - sehr zu ihrem Erstaunen verursachte der herrische Tonfall ein weiteres Kitzeln in ihrer Muschi. Sie warf einen verstohlenen Blick zu ihrer ihr herüber.
Sie trug kein Make Up, die rotbraunen Haare waren in einem praktischen Pferdeschwanz zusammengebunden, ihre Jeans und Bluse ließen ihre weiblichen Formen nur erahnen -- und trotz allem war sie wahnsinnig sexy! Silvia hatte ihre Schwester immer schon hübsch gefunden, aber jetzt... Nachdem sie sie ihrem Schwager quasi ausgeliefert hatte und sie schlimmer herumkommandierte als Mama... Irgendwie war sie plötzlich total heiß.
Silvia leckte sich die Lippen - ihr Mund wurde trocken und die Schmetterlinge flatterten wild nach dem Kuss in ihrem Bauch. Um sich abzulenken konzentrierte sie sich aufs Essen.
„Ihr habt aber schon daran gedacht mit dem Essen, dass ich..."
Anna grinste.
„Tofu Würstchen, Soja Schnitzel. Maiskolben, alles für unser veganes Nesthäkchen. Ich würde meiner weltverbessernden Schwester doch nicht ihren ökologischen Fußabdruck ruinieren."
Silvia seufzte. Seit sie Veganerin geworden war hörte sie ständig diesen... Sie sah zur Seit als sie Annas Blick auf sich spürte.
„Im Ernst, natürlich haben wir an dich gedacht. Ich bin stolz auf dich, Schwesterchen, dass du ich in deinem Alter so engagierst."
Silvia blicke sie an -- erstaunt, dann glücklich lächelnd. In dem Moment vergaß sie sogar dass sie nackt neben ihrer Schwester da stand, so gelobt hatte sie sie selten.
„In deinem Alter hatte ich nicht anderes im Kopf als Klamotten, Musik, Jungs..."
„Jungs???"
Anna hob eine Augenbraue.
„Du warst zwar noch ziemlich jung, aber du hast schon mitgekommen, dass ich mich in deinem Alter raus geschlichen habe, gell?"
„Ich meine -- Jungs? Plural?"
Anna kicherte sanft.
„Im Ernst - wie viele?"
„Geständnis-Zeit? OK, nachdem du hier nackt stehst, hast du's dir wohl verdient. Also vor Rainer... drei feste Freunde und -- hm - sechs? Kommt drauf an was man zählt. Eher zehn kurze Sachen! Elf vielleicht..."
Entgeistert blickte Silvia zu ihrer großen Schwester.
„Zweistellig? Und MICH nennst du Luder, du Bitch!"
„Immerhin bin ich nie nackt in fremden Küchen herumspaziert."
Lüstern blickte Anna am schlanken Körper ihrer Schwester hinab.
„Aber das war doch auch deine..."
"Na na, jetzt gib mal nicht mir die Schuld an deinen perversen Neigungen, Schwesterherz!"
Grinsend nahm Anna ein Karotte vom Schneidbrett und schob sie ihrer Schwester in den offenen Mund - es brauchte einige Sekunden bis Silvia in ihrer Überraschung merkte, dass sie unwillkürlich daran zu lutschen begonnen hatte und sie auf den Tisch warf.
„Also echt jetzt mal..."
„Also gut, einigen wir uns darauf, dass wir beide unsere erotischen - Abgründe haben, hm?"
Lächelnd zog Anna ihre Schwester zu sich und gab ihr einen weiteren Kuss -- Silvias Lippen öffneten sich sofort und sie stöhnte leise.
„Friede?"
„Hmmm... Friede. So versöhnen wir uns jetzt immer", murmelte Silvia benommen, dann fasste sie sich wieder.
„Aber apropos Abgründe... ich habe immer noch nicht deine Sch... deine Muschi gesehen, Schwesterchen. Denk ja nicht ich hätte vergessen, was du mir versprochen hast!"
Anna kicherte mit einem Glitzern in den Augen.
„Schwesterherz, wenn du glaubt du könnest das Wochenende hier verbringen Ohne dass du meine Muschi zu sehen bekommst, hast du noch nicht ganz verstanden, worauf du dich eingelassen hast. Später. Vorfreude steigert nur den Appetit!"
Sie hielt ihrer kleinen Schwester ein Stück der jetzt zerkleinerten Karotte vor den Mund und mit hungrigem Grinsen nahm diese die Finger der älteren Frau in den Mund, schluckte das Gemüse herunter und leckte dann genüsslich an den schlanken Fingern.
„Aber nicht Viel später - mein Appetit auf dich ist groß genug -- Schwesterherz!"
Annas Lächeln wirkte plötzlich gänzlich unschwesterlich, das Glitzern in ihren Augen hatte beinahe etwas raubtierhaftes -- eine Seite ihrer Schwester, die Silvia völlig neu war -- und insgeheim sehr gefiel. Die Schmetterlinge in ihrem Bauch flatterten wild und sie war fast ein bisschen froh, als die ältere Schwester sich eine Schüssel mit Salat nahm.
„Erst die Arbeit, dann das Vergnügen!"
Sie grinste der jungen Frau zu und wandte sich zur Tür, Silvia schluckte, nahm das Brett mit den Tomaten und Tofu-Scheiben, die sie geschnitten hat und eine Schale mit Brot und folgte ihr. Sie konnte nicht anders als den Blick über den Rücken der Frau wandern zu lassen, die ihr vorausging. Und ihren prallen Hintern in ihrer Jeans. Seit sie ihre Schwester jetzt als sexuelles Wesen wahrnahm - wahrnehmen durfte - fand sie sie unendlich sexy. Genau wie...
„Da ist ja meine kleine sexy Lieblingsschwägerin!"
Die Teenagerin kicherte. Rainers Lächeln brachte die Schmetterlinge wieder zum flattern, sein Blick auf ihrem nackten Körper -- unverhohlen hungrig - ließ ihre Muschi kribbeln.
„Deine einzige Schwägerin."
„Gut geschlafen?"
„So gut wie noch NIE!"
Rainer grinste.
„Ich schätze, das macht der erste Orgasmus wohl mit einem..."
Silvia stellte das Essen auf den Tisch, ging zu ihm und -- von ihrem eigene Mut überrascht - umarmte ihn, legte beide Hände auf seinen festen Po, stellte sich auf die Zehenspitzen und küsste ihn hungrig. Er erwiderte ihren Kuss ohne zu zögern, die freie Hand, die nicht die Grillzange hielt wanderte in Erwiderung ihrer Begrüßungsgeste auf ihren nackten Hintern.
Der älter Mann roch noch immer nach dem Duschgel aus dem Fitnessstudio, vermischt jetzt mit mehr von seinem eigenen Geruch, nicht unangenehm sondern aufregend männlich, und Holzkohlenrauch. Silvia glaubte noch ihren eigene Geschmack auf seine Lippen zu schmecken, aber das mochte sie sich nach den Stunden auch einbilden. So oder so -- der Geschmack und der Geruch des ihres Schwagers waren das männlichste, aufregendste was sie je erlebt hatte. Ihre Knie wurden ein wenig weich und sie war froh, dass Rainer sie hielt. So viele Küsse. Und so leidenschaftlich und erfahren. Sie musste zugeben, dass ihre Schwester und ihr Schwager Beide viel bessere Küsser waren als ihr Freund. Nichts gegen Martin, aber...
„Verderbt euch mal nicht den Appetit, ihr beiden."
Anna kicherte hinter ihnen, die Arme in einer Geste verschränkt, die Verärgerung hätte zeigen könne, aber ihr Grinsen war verschmitzt und ihre Augen strahlten -- der Anblick ihres Mannes, wie er ihre kleine Schwester leidenschaftlich küsste, gefiel ihr offensichtlich. Silvia drehte sich zu ihr um.
„Werd ich nicht, keine Sorge. Ganz im Gegenteil. Ich will jetzt endlich sehen was du mir versprochen hast, Schwesterherz!"
„Oha, die Kleine wird zickig!"
„Die Kleine ist nur scharf auf dich, Schatz und ich kann es ihr nicht verdenken. Es wird wirklich Zeit, dass du dein Versprechen einlöst, findest du nicht?"
Rainer lächelte seiner Frau zu.
„Na toll. Wenns darum geht, dass ich mich nackig machen, verschwörst du dich plötzlich mit meiner Schwester. Na schön, meinetwegen, wenn es dich SO interessiert!"
Mit einem schelmischen Lächeln knöpfte Anna ihre Jeans auf und ließ sie herabgleiten, hob ein Bein und stieg heraus. Das weiße Baumwoll-Höschen folgte prompt. Rainers Mund wurde trocken, er spürte seinen Schwanz, der schon vom Kuss zuvor geschwollen war, weiter wachsen, fast schmerzhaft pulsieren in seiner engen Hose. Auch nach Jahren die er mit Anna verheiratet war bekam er zuverlässig jedes Mal einen Ständer wenn er sie nackt sah, selbst wenn es gänzlich unerotisch war und sie nur mit Strumpfhose und Feuchtigkeitsmaske im Bad stand. Er liebte sie abgöttisch und begehrte sie brennend -- und die Tatsache, dass er sich nun erlauben konnte, ähnliche Gefühle für ihre kleine Schwester zuzulassen mindert die für seine Frau kein bisschen. Im Gegenteil - dass sie Gefallen daran fand, was er für Silvia empfand ließ seine Liebe - und sein Verlangen - nur noch wachsen. Wie seinen Schwanz.
Silvia eilte zu ihrer Schwester, griff sich ein Sitzkissen von einem der Plastik Gartenstühle und sank vor Anna, die sich gegen den Tisch lehnte, auf die Knie.
Annas rot-braune Schamhaare waren dicht und buschig, nicht nur über ihrer Muschi, sie rahmten sie auch seitlich ein. Sie hatte nicht gelogen, dieser Busch kannte keinen Trimmer und keine Rasur, Silvia legte den Kopf schief während sie sie inspizierte. Komisch eigentlich. Anna war kein Hippie oder so, die generell was gegen Rasieren hatte. Ihre Beine, auf die Silvia unwillkürlich ihre Hände gelegt hatte waren seidenweich und glatt, genau wie ihre Achseln, zumindest im Sommer, wenn sie sie offen zeigte. Nur ihr Allerheiligstes ließ ihre große Schwester naturbelassen. Es stand ihr, entschied Silvia -- es sah fraulich aus, mit sich im Reinen. Sie würde es sich trotzdem nicht wachsen lassen, aber ihre Schwester sah echt sexy damit aus. Und die Lippen -- sie beugte sich vor. Annas innere Lippen lugten weit aus ihre Spalte hervor, fleischig, rosa -- feucht. Silvia leckte sich über die Lippen und spürte dass ihrer Muschi der Anblick auch zusagte.
„So schön. So -- aufregend. Einladend. Ich wünschte meine Lippen wären auch so schön, die wirken total -- unentwickelt im Vergleich. Gar nicht weiblich."
Rainer kniete sich hinter sie, den Blick ebenfalls auf die Muschi seiner Frau geheftet.
„Deine kleine Silvia ist perfekt. Wunderschön. Super Sexy. Genau wie die kleine Anna. Jede Muschi ist perfekt!"
Silvia kicherte ob der Benennung ihrer Muschi, Anna lächelt nur leicht. Offenbar war sie es gewohnt, dass ihr Mann sie so nannte.
„Warum begrüßt du Annas Muschi nicht offiziell mit einem Kuss, Schwägerin?"
Erneute leckte Silvia sich die Lippen. Zögerte ein wenig. Die Liebkosungen ihrer Schwester und ihres Schwagers hatten sie heute überwältigt, eine neue Welt für sie geöffnet, aber -- aktiv die Muschi ihre Schwester zu verwöhnen war dann doch etwas völlig...
Mit einem Mal spürte sie ein Kitzeln in ihrem Nacken, das sich wie ein warme Welle ihren Rücken hinab und in ihren Unterleib fortsetzte. Sie stöhnte leise auf und wand sich.
Rainer grinste, sein Hand streichelte sanft den Nacken seiner Schwägerin und glitt an ihrem Rückgrat hinab zu ihrem Po. Anna liebte es auch wenn er das tat - wie es schien, hatten die beiden Schwestern einige erogene Zonen gemein. Das sollte einiges erleichtern -- die seiner Frau kannte er schließlich in- und auswendig.
Die Hand in der flachen Vertiefung ruhend wo der Rücken Silvias in ihren knackigen Arsch überging beugte er sich vor und küsste den Nacken der 18-jährigen. Silvia stöhnte und ihr Atem ging schneller, dieses Gefühl war ihr gänzlich neu, diese erogene Zone hatte noch niemand bei ihr entdeckt. Als ihr Schwager die Stelle in ihrem Nacken leckte, wo die Reise seiner Hand begonnen hatte, war es um sie geschehen, die Erregung wusch über sie und spülte jeden Zweifel und jedes Zögern fort.
Sie beugte sich vor -- der Geruch der erregten, geöffneten Grotte zog sie ihren Bann, der Kitzler lugte erwartungsvoll aus seinem Versteck - und sie küsste die feuchten Lippen zwischen den Schenkeln ihrer Schwester, öffnete ihren Mund. Wenn schon Kuss, dann mit Zunge, dachte Silvia grinsend.
Die Grotte ihrer Schwester war feucht und einladend, verströmte ein Aroma, süß und erdig, das Silvias eigene Muschi kitzelte und als Antwort ihren eigenen Saft fließen ließ. Sie ließ ihre Zunge tief zwischen die vollen Lippen ihrer Schwester gleiten, genoss den Geschmack der reiferen Frau mit wohligem Stöhnen, dass von Anna wiederholt wurde.
Schmatzend leckte Silvia sich die Lippen, dann wandte sie sich dem kecken, geschwollenen Kitzler zu, der sich über den Labien erhoben hatte und um Aufmerksamkeit bettelte. Sie küsste ihn, leckte mit der Zunge darüber, als sie plötzlich heißen Atem an ihrem Ohr spürte.
„Sie liebt es, wenn du daran saugst und gleichzeitig mit der Zungenspitze kitzelst."
Silvia war sich sicher ein verschmitztes Lächeln in der Stimme ihres Schwagers zu hören, als er ihr Ratschläge gab, ihre Schwester zu verwöhnen. Sie grinste -- wer war sie, Hilfe abzulehnen. Von einem so erfahrenen Mann. Sie beugte sich ein wenig weiter vor, schloss ihre Lippen um den pulsierenden Lustknopf, saugte sacht daran und stieß ihre Zunge vor, kitzelte den Kitzler und fühlte Stolz in sich schwellen, als Annas süßes Seufzen lauter und zu einem langgezogenen Stöhnen wurde.
„Jetzt mit den Finger in die Muschi. Erstmal einer."
Rainer genoss die Rolle als Lehrmeister sichtlich und Silvia gab gern die brave, aufmerksame Schülerin - eine Rolle die ihr in der Schule deutlich schwerer fiel. Aber da lernte sie auch NIE so was Schönes und Interessantes und Nützliches. Einer ihrer schlanken Finger glitt in die feuchte Grotte, die sich sofort eng um ihn schloss, ihn fordernd massierte. Das Stöhnen der älteren Schwester wurde heftiger, ihr Atem schneller. Silvia konnte ihren Puls an ihrem Finger spüren. Hinter sich hörte sie Rainer lachen.
„Wow. Das geht aber schnell heute. Entweder bist du so talentiert oder mein Frauchen ist so Richtig wuschig."
Warum nicht beides, dachte Silvia, aber leider war ihr Mund gerade zu beschäftigt, um die super schlagfertige Erwiderung auszusprechen.
„Noch einen Finger!"
Silvia gehorchte und ihr Mittelfinger gesellte sich zu ihrem Zeigefinger in der nassen Spalte. Die Haare ihrer Schwester kitzelten sie an der Nase, aber sie saugte unbeirrt weiter und kitzelte sie mit ihrer Zunge zurück.
„Noch einen."
Rainers Stimme klang jetzt auch angespannt und erregter, die Lustschreie seiner Frau und das Aroma, dass ihre Muschi verströmte ließ ihn nicht kalt. Silvia folge seinem Rat und ihr Ringfinger wagte sich zu den beiden anderen -- die Muskeln ihrer Schwester packten jetzt fest und unbarmherzig zu und massierten ihre schlanken Finger hart.
„Spürst du vielleicht einen kleinen Knubbel oben? Deine Fingerspitzen müssten jetzt ungefähr dran sein."
Silvia befühlte die Wände der schwesterlichen Muschi und ließ ein gedämpftes „Mhm" vernehmen, als sie den Punkt spürte. Rainer grinste.
„Ihr G-Punkt. Wenn du den streichelst, ist sie bald fertig. Sehr bald."
Silvia grinste, sog noch mal fest an dem Kitzler in ihrem Mund und ließ den Mittelfinger, dessen Spitze genau auf dem kleine Knoten lag, kreisen. Sofort begann die Muschi zu zucken, ihre Finger fester zu packen, das Stöhne ihrer Schwester wurde zu einem heiseren Schrei, ihre Säfte flossen frei an der Hand hinab, sie packte die Tischkante gegen die sie lehnte und kam zuckend, schreiend, dann sank sie auf den Plastik Gartentisch, schwer atmend, ihre Brust hob und senkte sich unter ihrer Bluse.
Rainer streichelte den Kopf seiner Schwägerin, und küsst die zarten jungen Lippen, noch süß und salzig mit dem Geschmack seiner Frau.



„Sehr gut, Kleines. Bist du sicher, dass du dass noch nie gemacht hast?"
Silvia spürte sich erröten -- und die Schmetterlinge in ihrem Bauch flattern, ob des Kompliments und des Kusses des erfahrenen Mannes. Sie blickte zu ihrer Schwester, die benommen auf dem Tisch lag und musste ihm zustimmen. Bei aller Bescheidenheit -- sie war richtig gut! Sie grinste.
„Naturtalent."
„Sieht wohl so aus."
Rainer gab der Teenagerin einen Klaps auf den Po und erhob sich, beugte sich über sein Frau, küsste sie zärtlich.
„Alles gut, Schatz?"
Sie grinste, noch immer außer Atem.
„Macht du Witze? Alles Bestens. Meine kleine Schwester macht dir Konkurrenz als Muschi-Leckerin mein Schatz.
Rainer grinste.
„Na ja. Alles was sie weiß, hat sie von mir gelernt. Man lehrt ja gerne die nachkommende Generation."
Die Eheleute küssten sich erneut, dann setze Anna sich auf.
„Das haben bestimmt alle Nachbarn gehört."
Rainer lachte.
„Das kennen die doch schon, war doch nicht dein erster Orgasmus hier im Garten. Und du bist nun mal... laut, wenn du kommst."
Silvia blieb mal wieder Mund offen stehen. Die beiden trieben es echt so viel wilder als sie.
„OK. Jetzt habe ich Hunger!"
Anna beugte sich zu ihre Jeans auf dem Boden aber Silvia war schneller, packt die Hose und das Höschen, das daneben lag und grinste ihre Schwester an.
„Uh uh. Die Muschi will ich jetzt länger sehen, die Belohnung hab ich mir verdient, glaub ich!"
Anna funkelte ihre Schwester an.
„Was fällt dir denn ein? In meinem Haus entscheide immer noch ich wann ich mich auszieh..."
„Unser Haus, Liebes."
Rainer unterbrach sie mit einem leicht fiesen Grinsen.
„Ich finde Silvia hat recht. Wenn sie nackt bleibt, kannst du dich ruhig ein bisschen schwesterlich solidarisch zeigen."
Anna funkelte ihre Mann an.
„Verräter! Wusste ich's doch, kaum holt man sich ein knackiges junges Ding als Sex Häschen ins Haus, fällst du deiner eigenen Frau in den Rücken."
„Nur zu deinem Besten."
Lächelnd drückte er Anna einen Kuss auf die Lippen und ließ eine Hand zwischen ihre nackten Schenkel gleiten. Und entlockte ihr ein Seufzen.
„Na schön, aber nur wenn du die Gelegenheit nicht verstreichen lässt und mich heute auch noch leckst."
Schelmisch blickte Rainer sie an.
„Jetzt gleich?"
„Oh nein, ich brauche eine Pause. Und eine Stärkung!"
Kichernd gab sie ihrem Mann einen Klaps auf den Arsch.
„Na los, geh. Tu deine Pflicht als Versorger und beschaffe deiner Gattin und ihrer Gespielin was zu Essen!"
Fortsetzung folgt...
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11:30 -12:30 Lunch break
Entering the cafeteria, Alex looks around and scans the place. Groups of boys and women, separated as usual, talking about their own things, laughing and joking. Rarely any mixed groups, if any are it's because, a group of women took a boy in to have some fun with him during lunch.
He picks up a tray and nods to the lunch man behind the counter, getting a salad and water. His mother is having a strict eye on his diet, and naturally, he wouldn't cheat. He looks for a seat when he sees Tina, raising a hand. He gulps, of course has no choice but to walk over to her and sit down beside the woman who demanded his presence.
"Hey, little Alex. you remember our study dare.
She grins at him as he nods. As if he could forget.
"How was your day, so far?"
He blushes. He is not used to talking to women alone outside of any defined social situation.
"Good. OK... Well... Science Class. I hate science!"
Tina smiles patronizingly.
"Of course you do. Boys and science and I right?"
"But we learned more about he first man in space -- that was cool!"
Tina scoffs.
"Well, he's not an actual astronaut, or something, is he? Just up there there to be used by the real crew on the long trip to Volupta to ease tensions, as men do."
Alex nods. It's still cool, he thinks.
"What else did you do today?"
"Home Economics."
She giggles.
"Cooking class. Better than science for you, I'm sure. I bet you're a good little cook, hm?"
"I... I'm trying, Ms Tina."
"Mhm. Wanna be a good little home maker for some woman and earn a steady place in a household?"
Alex eagerly nods. It's most boys dream, despite the growing chances for men on the work market.
"Still living with your mother's family group?"
"Yes, Ms. Tina"
" 'Course. You're not the daring type to break connections and venture out alone out, hm?"
"No, Ms. Tina"
"I'm looking for a family group myself currently."
"Really, Ms. Tina?"
Alex looks at her. She seems so strong and independent. The type to create her own home and start her own family group.
"Yeah. I had planned to build my own one day, once I have a good job and a career, but I may not have the patience to wait and look for fitting family members to become my own head of a household. Kinda tired of living alone."
She chuckles, and looks at Alex who nods. He couldn't possible imagine living alone, his connection to his mother and even the other females in his household are his whole life. Serving them is his core-being. Of course women are a lot more self reliant and resilient, but...
"Enough of the serious talk, I've told you more about me already than my best friends know, little man."
She takes a fork and picks up some of his lunch, moving it to his mouth.
"You haven't eaten a thing yet, and your so scrawny already. Open up, her comes the air-plane!"
The boy blushes heavily and glances around -- sure, he's only a male, but she treats him like baby.
"Come on, be a good little boy, you don't want me to get mad?"
He gulps, blushes even harder -- but also feels a warmth inside, even feels his cock twitch a bit. His mother still often kinda treats him like a little boy, but not like this, this playful baby talk from an almost stranger. It is surprisingly comforting. He opens his mouth and lets her feed him.
"There you go. Good boy!"
He eats his whole lunch like this, fed by Tina, and of course it doesn't go unnoticed, but attracts a whole lot of looks and giggles. From both boys and women but somehow they don't bother him. He enjoys this. When he is done, the woman picks up his napkin and cleans his mouth. Pats his head.
"Good boy. You know, I don't know why I didn't notice you earlier. You're not just pretty and quite smart for a boy you're also really servile and obedient. I like that in a male. I'm really looking forward to your study date."
She bends forward and kisses Alex on the lips, making him blush so deep as he hasn't in a very long time. Not since he is an adult, he's sure.
"After school at the main entrance. Don't let me wait!"
As the bell rings to end lunch time, she walks away, swinging her hips at him. He feels his cock that has become rock hard due to her motherly affection twitch again and sighs. Again there's no time or female permission for some sweet release, he has to bear his aching boner and go to he next class.
12:30 -- 1:30 pm - PE, Ms. Griffith
Physical Education is a co-educative class and Alex sometimes really hates that it is. He doesn't mind changing into his sports outfit in the unisex dressing room of his school -- if you can call the one piece of clothing - a jockstrap to prevent the boys' dicks form flapping around too much - an outfit. Even that is a very modern day addition to the traditional male nudity in sports. Male nudity IS a normal part of life, after all. But mixed sports is - tough. Nature has endowed women with physical superiority that makes it difficult for him to enjoy sports in a mixed group. Of course nobody expects males to outperform women, but still. Well, as long as it isn't.....
"Good news everyone, today we're playing Dodgeball!"
Ms. Griffith enters the changing room in high spirits and her announcement causes mixed reactions of laughs and cheers as well as groans and muttered complaints. The former mostly from women, the latter form the boys. Ms Griffith checks the attendance list, marking each ticked off male name with a slap on the present student's ass.
Alex jumps as her hard slap hits his naked buttocks - as much as he enjoys a female authority figure's attention and touch, he prefers Ms. Master's more gentle approach to the coach's firm slap -- Ms. Griffith is strong, muscular and in her prime -- she hasn't passed 30 yet. He awkwardly changes into his jock strap in school colours and sneakers, it doesn't take long. Together with the women, dressed in shorts, and tight crop tops, he and the other almost naked boys walk into the gym. None of the boys is very keen on getting there fast. They all hate Dodgeball.
Of course it's male against female teams, as usual in ever O18 school sports. It is never fair, pretty much always ends with the women winning - especially in this particular game. But then, school is there to teach about life and life ain't fair -- boys are inferior physically as well as when it comes to the ability to cooperate and work as a team. That's why women always prevail. Lesson learned.
As usual very few of the boys actually bother trying to actually play for a win and catch the ball -- incapable of working together and forming a strategy, they all have little else in mind than protecting their -- sensitive parts. So the girl team has all the time in the world to strategise and uses their physical prowess to take the boys down one at a time.
As the boys' number dwindles fast, Alex does well, comparatively. He isn't particularly athletic, but his reflexes are not bad, and he's scrawny - less of a target than the bigger males. But eventually, in the last half of the first game... he's confused for a second, loses track of the ball, turns around looking, carelessly lifting his hand and doesn't have time to react when he sees the red sphere flying towards him. A sharp, blinding pain runs trough his body from his crotch where the ball hits him full force. He only hears a gasp from the male players and a loud cheer from the women, as he lets out a high pitched scream and drops down like a fallen log.
He hardly notices being carried off the field by two strong women and put on the floor next to the field. Hears Ms. Griffith booming voice.
"Alright ladies, give him some air to breathe. Olivia, you'll take care of him, that'll be a grade for your First Aid extra curricular. Take off his jock strap."
Alex feels two hands pull down his garment and whines as his balls move and dangle freely. They feel swollen to the size of the ball that hit them.
Olivia, one of the few women in the O18 grade younger than him, only just transferred a few days ago on her 18th birthday, feels his balls under the teacher's supervision. Too firm on the first try, making him squeal, causing the boys to gasp and some of the women to giggle. A tear runs down Alex's face, he's glad at least some of them show some compassion and seem -- a little distressed by the boy in pain. He hopes their distress is not caused by how his balls look. They feel crushed. He doesn't dare to look down.
"Gentle, Olivia. Testes are pathetically sensitive as is -- they're one of the reasons we call males the weaker sex, after all, even though they can take a rougher treatment than most men want to realise or admit..."
She chuckles with a slightly sadistic undertone.
"But in a situation like this you really need to treat them like raw eggs. You don't want to break them, producing sperm is one of the main purposes men have in the first place, right?"
He hears Olivia mutter a vague confirmation and feels her touch his balls more gently in front of the whole class.
"Feels alright, I think. Normal sized - rather small, in fact - nothing swollen, burst or broken for all I can tell."
She looks up to the teacher who nods, crouches next to him and with a less hesitant but also mercifully gentle grip feels them too, to confirm her students observation. She nods at Alex.
"You're gonna be fine, boy, no need to bother the school nurse. Stop crying. You'll be able to make lots of babies if anyone want your batter."
With a firm grip she grabs his limp cock and strokes it a couple of times, much to the amusement of the women gathered around Alex. His small dick completely vanishes in her big hand but he can feel it stir and swell. Despite the pain in his balls, despite the humiliation of everyone watching his suffering, his reaction is that of a healthy male being caressed by a woman.
"There you go -- all hard and -- well not big, but hard. Fully functional."
The teacher pulls him up and slaps his ass, the class laughs, all the women whole heartedly, the boys still quite uneasy but apparently relieved none of their balls were harmed today. Ms. Griffith throws an ice-pack to Olivia who unceremoniously presses it against the crying boy's crotch, making him squeal again as the cold hits his tortured balls, his cock reverting back to its limp state immediately.
He moves to the bench next to the field and sits, jock strap around his ankles, ice-pack pressed against his balls. After he got used to the cold, it feels surprisingly good. Glad to be able to relax and rest for the remainder of PE. Or so he thinks, until Ms. Griffith walks up to him.
"Do you think you can laze around her now and act all wounded, Alexander?"
He gulps and shakes his head, even thought that's pretty what he hoped for.
"You may be an invalid, but your cock and balls aren't your most useful body part anyway, are they, little man?"
He shakes his head again as his teacher turns her front to the playing students and pulls down her shorts, revealing her bare ass to the injured one. Alex licks his lips, he is well trained enough to know what his teacher expects of him. One hand still in his crotch, pressing the icepack to his aching balls -- the pain getting even worse as his cock begins to stir to the sight of the firm muscular butt -- he spreads his teacher's cheeks with the other hand and begins to lick the woman's small brown sphincter. He hasn't been doing this often - it is not a favourite past time of his mother's, but some of the women in his household do enjoy it so he has some practice. And his tongue is pretty well trained and nimble from other occupations.
Ms. Griffith hums approvingly as the tongue snakes its way into her rectum.
"Very good, little man. Keep it up."
In the remaining time of the PE class she alternates between shouting commands to the players on the field and whispering commands to the boy licking her asshole. Who by now is actually quite glad she is keeping him busy -- servicing a woman is definitely the best way to distract him from - well anything else, including pulsating pain in his lower regions. He eagerly and hungrily licks the sphincter, penetrates her cavity with his tongue, makes her moan in bliss. He enjoys the taste, too -- not as much as a pussy, but still - the earthy, musky notes are quite arousing. There's nothing about a woman that doesn't stimulate him -- millennia of male evolution made him into a perfect sex servant for the superior gender. Eventually Ms. Griffith blows her whistle. Pulls up her pants and shoves him back to his seat.
"Well done -- that'll get you the best PE grade you ever got. Guess we found the physical activity your scrawny little body is really good at!"
She smiles and pinches his cheek. And like that, PE is over. Alex gets up an joins the other students - uncertain if the giggling and the looks he gets are because of his misery or because the others noticed how Ms. Griffith made him spend his time out. Doesn't matter -- he is proud of the latter and as for the former -- part of being a man in this world: You're well being is of secondary importance.
No other casualty happened during class, all the boys learned from his mistakes to be careful. In the unisex shower after class, he is the centre of attention - most of his female classmates want to examine his balls to make sure they're alright -- allegedly. Secretly he suspects they hope to see some damage down there, getting as much entertainment out of this male as possible, curiosity can seem like a mean stroke, even though they of course have every right to be curious. Sadly he has to disappoint them. Changing back into his school shorts and vest, he gets on his way to the last class, still walking a bit uneasy.
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Mündliche Prüfung
Kurze zeit später saßen die beiden Schwestern am Gartentisch, eine im Eva-Kostüm, eine nur noch in weißer Bluse. Zum Glück war es ein warmer Tag, eine angenehme Brise wehte und kühlte die erhitzen Muschis der erregten Frauen ein wenig ab. Sie grienten sich wortlos an, bis der Mann des Hauses mit einer Platte voll Fleisch- und Fleischersatzprodukten kam und ein schief grinste.
„Ich fürchte die Sachen sind ein bisschen angebrannt, ich war irgendwie abgelenkt..."
Lachend nahm seine Frau ein Würstchen auf ihren Teller, ihre Schwester schnappte sich ein Soja Schnitzel und beide beäugten die leicht verkohlten Lebensmittel.
„Muss man ein bisserl was abkratzen, dann geht's schon. Jetzt weiß ich aber endlich was meinen Herrn Gemahl von seinem heiß geliebten Grill wegbringen kann."
Sie zwinkerte ihm zu.
„Wenn ihr DIE Show wieder abliefert, lasse ich den Grill kalt, Mädels!"
Ein Stück Fleisch landete auf seinem Teller, alle bedienten sich großzügig an den Beilagen und Getränken. Rainer nahm sich ein Bier und Silvia und Anna griffen zeitgleich nach der Weinflasche. Anne hob eine Augenbraue.
„Na also... was würden Mama und Papa sagen, wenn ich dich hier Alkohol trinken lassen würde?"
„Ich bin 18 Schwesterchen -- außerdem glaube ich, zu den anderen Sachen, die du mit mir machst, hätten sie mehr zu sagen!"
Sie entwand ihrer Schwester den Wein, füllte ihr Glas halb und nahm einen Schluck.
„Außerdem ist es nur gut für euch wenn ich mir Mut antrinke!"
Rainer verschluckte sich an seinem Bier, dann nahm er die Flasche Wein und füllte das Glas seiner Schwägerin bis zum Rand. Anna lachte laut auf.
"So viel Mut braucht das kleine Luder nicht, Schatz, dazu reicht ihre natürlich Geilheit!"
Errötend nahm die 18-jährige einen weiteren Schluck -- die lockere Redeweise ihrer Schwester macht sie verlegener als alles, was sie heute schon getan hatte.
Der Nachmittag ging in den Abend über und die drei brauchten eigentlich wirklich keinen Alkohol um sich in der Gegenwart der Anderen immer mehr zu entspannen. Man lachte viel, scherzte - mit schmutzigeren Witzen, als man es sich noch gestern getraut hätte
Irgendwann, niemand wusste ganz genau zu sagen wie, endete Silvia rittlings auf dem Schoß ihres Schwagers, die nackte Muschi rieb sich am Stoff seiner Hose und sie verlangte nach Küssen.
„Du bist SO viel besser im Küssen als Martin", kicherte sie, als sie zwischen zwei Küssen den Kopf zum Luftholen zurücklegte. Anna lächelte und streichelte die Haare ihrer kleinen Schwester.
„Kannst du mir für danken, als wir uns kennen gelernt haben war er ein wenig... ungelenk darin."
Rainer lächelte nur -- er konnte es nicht wirklich leugnen, aber er war stolz dass seine über die Jahre erworbenen Kenntnisse bei der Schwester seiner Lehrerin positiv ankamen. Anna beugte sich vor und küsste die beiden nacheinander tief und liebevoll. Sie hätte noch gestern erwartet zumindest ein bisschen eifersüchtig zu werden ob des Anblicks ihrer kleinen Schwester und ihres Mannes so innig im Kuss vereint, aber alles was sie verspürte war eine tiefe, allumfassende Liebe für beide. Und eine wachsende Erregung.
„Ich finde es wird langsam ein bisschen kühl. Entweder ziehen wir uns was an..."
„M-mh!"
Rainer löste sich aus Silvias Kuss und schüttelt energisch den Kopf. Lachend zuckte Anna die Schultern.
„Oder wir gehen rein ins Warme.
In Minutenschnelle war der Gartentisch abgeräumt, das Geschirr in der Spülmaschine verstaut und die Getränke zum Wohnzimmertisch verlagert. Aneinander gekuschelt saßen die drei auf der Couch, Rainer in der Mitte, die Arme um die beiden Schwestern gelegt.
„Und... hm... was jetzt? Soll ich mich auch ausziehen, oder..."
Anna kniff ihn spielerisch in die Wange.
„Sei doch nicht so ungeduldig! Typisch Mann!"
„Genau. Immer nur das eine im Kopf", stand ihre Schwester ihr zur Seite.
Rainer seufzte.
„Darf ich die Damen daran erinnern, dass ich der einzige bin, der noch nicht in den Genuss eines Orgasmus gekommen ist heute, hm?"
Anna legte ein Hand auf den Schritt des Mannes, der sich sofort merklich ausbeulte.
„Min armes steifes Mäuschen."
Sie griff noch ein bisschen fester zu und brachte ihn zum stöhnen.
„Hab ich dir nicht beigebracht, immer erst an die Lust der Frau zu denken, hm? Umso mehr, wo du du zwei Frauen hast, die versorgt werden wollen."
„Cool."
Silvia kicherte.
„Ich hatte ja keine Ahnung wie gut du ihn erzogen hast."
„Ohm glaub mir Schwesterherz, wenn ich nicht so lange an ihm gearbeitet hätte, wäre er schon längst über dich hergefallen, anstatt schön brav deine Muschi zu lecken und brav zu warten bis er dran ist!"
Rainer stöhnte ein wenig frustriert.
"Und ich hab jetzt Lust auf Fernsehen", erklärte Anna, verschmitzt grinsend.
„Also befriedige mich, Göttergatte! Du darfst auch entscheiden wie. Als Belohnung für deine Geduld."
Ein letztes Zupacken im Schritt ihres Mannes, dann reichte sie ihm die Fernbedienung.
„Ich fand es glaube ich geiler, als ihr zwei fies zueinander wart und nicht zu mir", murmelte Rainer.
Die Schwestern glucksten und kuschelten sich an ihn, was seinen fast schon schmerzhaft pulsierenden Schwanz kein bisschen beruhigte.
Aber insgeheim formte sich bereits ein Plan. Im Filme auswählen um die Stimmung anzuheizen war er geübt.
Romantische Komödie? Nein, darüber waren sie hinaus, jetzt durfte es was deftigeres sein. Etwas, das er seiner kleinen Schwägerin noch gestern im Leben nicht gezeigt hätte, auch wenn sie längst alt genug war. Einer seiner Lieblingsfilme.
Anna stöhnte demonstrativ, als sie den Titel auf der Streaming Plattform sah und er darauf klickte.
„Ernsthaft? Geiler alter Bock!"
Sie knuffte ihn gegen den Arm und er zwinkerte ihr zu.
„Ich glaube mich zu entsinnen, dass du ihn auch ganz - anregend fandest als ich ihn dir zum ersten Mal gezeigt habe Schatz. Ich möchte wissen, was dein Schwesterchen davon hält."
Seine Frau seufzte, aber Silvia hob den Kopf von der Schulter ihres Schwagers.
„Was ist das für einer, ich glaub den kenne ich nicht."
„War ein bisschen vor deiner Zeit. Vor eurer Zeit."
Anna knuffte ihn nochmal.
„Tu nicht so uralt, du wart damals selber erst 13, als der ins Kino gekommen ist."
„Aber ich habe mich rein geschlichen. Und -- eine gewisse sexuelle Erweckung erlebt."
Er lächelt verträumt, offenbar in Erinnerungen schwelgend.
„Wir wollen gar nicht wissen, wie oft du dir wegen der Hauptdarstellerin einen von der Palme gewedelt hast!"
Anna rollte mit den Augen, aber Silvia grinste.
„Du vielleicht nicht, mir enthältst du den Schwanz deines Manns ja immer noch vor! Ich wäre zumindest neugierig auf Geschichten drüber...."
„Nein, nein, nein, reicht jetzt, spiel ihn ab, sonst sitzen wir den ganzen Abend hier und reden über deinen Frauengeschmack als Teenager und und deinen Schwanz!"
Auf dem Bildschirm lief der Vorspann über Bildern eine schwülen Sommertags in Florida ab und die Handlung begann sich zu entspinnen -- ein Erotischer Thriller über einen High School Lehrer und zwei seiner Schülerinnen, ein Mordkomplott und ein Netzwerk aus Lüge. Silvia kicherte.
„Ah. Ein älterer Mann, der sich mit gleich ZWEI Teenagerinnen einlässt. Hattest recht, Schwesterchen. Geiler alter Bock, dein Mann!"
"Gib dem Film eine Chance, meine Süße, ich bin sicher es sagt dir zu."
Insgeheim hatte allein die Inhaltsangabe in er Tat ein Kitzeln in Silvias junger Muschi verursacht - ihr fiel mindestens einer ihrer Lehrer ein, mit dem sie vor dem Abi gerne auch mal... aber jetzt wollte sie doch nicht das Gesicht verlieren und tat sehr erwachsen und als wäre sie über so was erhaben. Was nicht verhindern konnte das sie seufzte als ihr Schwager sich zu ihr beugte und ihren Hals küsste.
„Sachte, Schatz, nicht so wild -- wir wollen doch nicht, dass meine kleine Schwester am Montag unseren Eltern und ihrem Freund einen Knutschfleck erklären muss."
Rainer unterbrach den Kuss und beschränkte sich darauf, die gleiche Stelle zu lecken, ebenfalls zum Vergnügen der Teenagerin.
Während der ersten lesbischen Sex Szene spürte der ältere Mann wie sich beide Frauen enger an ihm schmiegten - Anna hatte sich im Griff, aber Silvia wurde spürbar zappelig, während sie die wilde Knutscherei der beiden jungen Hauptdarstellerinnen im Pool ihres Lehrers beobachtete. Bei der zweiten Szene - ein Dreier mit Beteiligung des Mannes diesmal -- wanderte eins der Sofakissen wie von Zauberhand zwischen ihre Schenkel und sie begann ihre nackte Muschi daran zu reiben.
Rainer beobachtete das Geschehen neben sich aufmerksamer als das auf den Bildschirm und war sich sicher auch seine Frau schenkte ihre volle Aufmerksamkeit ihrer kleine Schwester.
Silvia bemerkte seinen Blick und errötete.
„Guck mich doch nicht so an!"
„Wie denn?"
Rainer grinste und die Teenagerin und senkte den Blick.
„Anna ist doch viel hübscher als ich. Fraulicher."
Rainer küsste seiner Schwägerin den Kopf.
„Du bist wunderschön, Silvia!"
„Hat du eine Ahnung was die meisten Frauen für deinen Körper geben würden, Schwesterherz", mischte Anna sich ein.
„Dein knackiger Hintern, der flach Bauch, die super-festen Brüste."
Rainer fuhr mit der Hand die Körperteile ab, die seine Frau lobte.
„Man merkt dass du Schwimmerin bist, Kleines", komplimentierte er sie.
Silvia kichert.e
„Aquadynamisch gebaut. Flach und fest"
"Du bist nicht flach!"
Rainers Hand schloss sich zärtlich um das B-Körbchen Tittchen seiner Schwägerin. "Siehst du, genau eine Hand voll. Perfekt!"
Anna knuffte ihren Mann gegen den Oberarm und kicherte.
„Nicht dass ich was gegen ein bisserl mehr hätte."
Mit der andern Hand ergriff er die C-Körbchen Brust seiner Frau, die er nicht ganz umfassen konnte. So beschäftigt wandte er sich wieder dem Film zu und hörte die beiden Frauen wohlig schnurren als er sie streichelte.
Als eine der Darstellerinnen vor dem älteren Mann auf dem Bildschirm schließlich auf die Knie ging - Mann, wie oft hatte er zu Dem Bild als Teenager masturbiert -- beschloss er sein kleine Schwägerin, die wich wieder gen das Kissen rieb, zu erlösen und die Initiative zu ergreifen. Gänzlich uneigennützig selbstverständlich, die Tatsache, dass sein Schwanz inzwischen aus deiner Hose zu platzen drohte -- mehr wegen der Beschäftigung seiner Hände als wegen des Films - hatte natürlich nichts damit zu tun.
„Gefällt dir das, Silvia?"
Die junge Frau nickte nur -- merklich außer Atmen.
„Hast du schon mal jemandem einen geblasen?"
Sie blickte ihn an -- so ganz konnte sie noch immer nicht aus ihrem Kopf verbannen wie merkwürdig es war, dass sie von gestern auf heute so offen mit ihrem Schwager sprach aber die heißen Wellen der Erregung die vom Kissen zwischen ihren Beinen u und seiner Hand auf ihrer Brust ausgingen, ließen keine Hemmungen zu.
„Ähm... schon, ja... ein bisschen... also... hm... na ja."
„Ein bisschen?"
Anna hob ihren Kopf von der Schulter ihres Mannes und blickte sie neugierig an.
„Wie geht denn ein bisschen blasen?"
„Na ja..."
Plötzlich wurde Silvia wieder puterrot.
„Also... Martin... ich weiß ja nicht ob's an mir liegt oder an ihm..."
„An ihm!"
Anna grinste und Rainer nickte.
„An ihm vermutlich, ich kann mir nicht vorstellen, dass irgendwas an dir nicht perfekt ist, Silvia."
Silvia kicherte und errötete noch mehr.
„Na ja... die Sache ist... also... Er kommt immer echt schnell. Also richtig schnell. Vor allem wenn ich... Also mit dem Mund..."
Anna seufzte theatralisch.
„Ein Schnellspritzer. Warum überrascht mich das auch nicht weiter?"
„Na ja..."
Rainer sah sich genötigt den Jungen, den er nicht mal kannte zu verteidigen.
„Er ist ja noch sehr jung. Ich in dem Alter..."
Anna kicherte.
"Stimmt. Nicht nur in dem Alter, selbst als ich dich kennengelernt habe, konnte ich dich auch - sehr schnell zum Abspritzen lutschen. Da warst du immerhin... auch fast zehn Jahr älter als Martin jetzt, schätze ich. "
Silvia schluckte -- aber rieb ihre Muschi weiter gegen das Kissen -- das schmutzige Gerede ihrer Schwester schockte sie kaum noch und machte sie im Gegenteil ziemlich an.
„Echt?"
„Männer halt. Egoistisch und auf ihren Schwanz fokussiert, Aber auch das hab ich ihm abgewöhnt. Stimmt's Schatz?"
„Hast du, Liebes. Danke, dafür."
Anna zwinkerte ihrer Schwester zu.
„Heute kann der gute Rainer seinen Mann lange stehen. Sehr lange. Ich bin sicher er kann dir beweisen, dass es nicht an dir liegt, dass dein kleiner Freund sich nicht im Griff hat."
Silvia blickte von ihrer Schwester zu ihrem Schwager.
„Kann.. Könntest du? Darf ich..."
„Wenn du mich fragst ob du meinem Mann einen blasen darfst, Schwesterherz -- wenn er nichts dagegen hat..
„Hat er nicht! Auf keine Fall!!!", unterbrach Rainer seine Frau.
„Dann bedien dich mal."
Kichernd streichelte Anna den Schritt ihre Gatten -- der Stoff seiner Hose spannte sich zum Bersten bereit über einem steinharten Schatz.
Silvia leckte sich die Lippen, griff nach dem Reißverschluss und entließ Rainers Männlichkeit aus ihrem Gefängnis. Ein erlöstes Stöhnen entrang sich der Kehle des Mannes, das sich mit dem erstaunten Luftholen der Teenagerin mischte.
"Wow. Der ist... groß...."
Rainer grinste.
„Das hört Mann doch gerne. Größer als Martins?"
Sich die Lippen leckend nickte Silvia, den Blick nicht von dem harten Prügel nehmend, der sich vor ihr erhob.
„Willst du mir dann mal zeigen, was du mit Martin so machst, dass er sich nicht zurückhalten kann?"
„Darf ich?"
Rainer stöhnte leicht frustriert und sein Frau kicherte.
„Ob du darfst? Ich bestehe darauf!"
Silvia lächelte etwas schüchtern. Der Schwanz erschien ihr doppelt so groß wie Martins als sie ihn umfasste, aber das lag wahrscheinlich an ihrer Perspektive. Und ihrer Geilheit.
Rainer stöhnte wohlig als endlich die zarten Finger einer Frau sich um sein bestes Stück kümmerten. Auf der Spitze seines Schwanzes begann ein Tröpfchen zu glitzern. Silvia lächelte und leckte es ab. Es war nicht genug für einen intensiven Geschmack - nur salzig, aber sie liebte es.
Ihre Lippen schlossen sich um die pralle, blutgefüllte Eichel und saugten schmatzend daran.
„Woa, woa, sachte, Kleines. Vorsicht mit den Zähnen!"
Silvia sah ihren Schwager besorgt an und Anna kicherte,
„Ach, du magst es doch ein bisschen rauer."
Rainer erhob eine Augenbraue.
„Von dir jeder Zeit, Liebes, aber..."
Er warf einen entschuldigenden Blick zu der jungen Frau, die seinen Schwanz im Mund hatte.
„Nichts für ungut, ich fürchte du weißt nicht ganz genau was du mit deinen Zähnen machst, Silvia, das macht meinen kleinen Rainer - ein bisserl nervös."
„Tschuldigung", nuschelte die Teenagerin um den Schwanz herum, dann ließ sie ihn aus dem Mund gleiten.
„Tut mir Leid... ich wollte nicht... Hab ich dir weh getan, das ist..."
Silvias Stimme zitterte, sie war fast den Tränen nah, hatte es den Anschein. Anna intervenierte.
„Sch, Sch, nein, nicht doch, alles gut, ist nicht schlimm. Männer sind ein bisserl überempfindlich wenn's um, ihr bestes Stück geht, da müsstest du schon - ordentlich zubeißen um Schaden anzurichten, mein Mann ist härter im Nehmen als er zugibt."
Sie zwinkerte ihm zu und er runzelte die Stirn.
„Wir üben das ein bisserl mit dir und später zeig ich dir dann wie du die Zähne auch einsetzt so dass er nichts zu jammern hat, aber erst mal... Hier, sieh mal. Versuch die Lippen so..."
Sie machte es vor.
„... über deine Zähne zu legen, dann ist das kleine sensible Pimmelchen beruhigt. Als Anfängerin ist das wohl..."
„Also, ihr tut so als wär's mein erstes Mal. Es dauert zwar nie lange mit Martin.... Und so ein großes Teil hat er auch nicht.. aber trotzdem."
Anna kicherte, als ihre klein Schwester eine Grimasse zog und schmollte.
„Komm schon, nicht eingeschnappt sein, Schwesterherz. Du kannst uns ja zeigen was du kannst, hm?"
Sie nickte zum Schwanz ihres Mannes und Silvias Miene hellte sich sofort wieder auf. Offenbar hob die Aussicht auf einen prallen Schwanz die Laune der Teenagerin sofort. Sie umfasste ihn erneut und schloss ihre Lippen darum, diesmal vorsichtiger und Rainer schnurrte wohlig. Sein Kopf sank zurück und er schloss die Augen.
Eine Weile betrachtete sich Anna die Arbeit ihrer Schwester am Schwanz ihres Mannes, wie die vollen jungen Lippen auf und ab und auf und ab glitten. Irgendwann wurde ihr langweilig.
„Benutzt sie ihre Zunge da drin, Schatz?"
„Hm?"
„Komm schon, konzentrier dich mal ein bisschen, wir wollen meine Schwester doch was beibringen. Lutscht sie nur oder variiert sie schon ein bisschen?"
Rainer schüttelte den Kopf.
„Eigentlich nur lutschen. Ist aber schon ganz OK, ehrlich!"
Anna schüttelte den Kopf.
„Nein, nein, mein Schatz hat mehr verdient als nur ein 08/15 Anfänger Blowjob. Schwesterchen...."
Mit dem Schwanz ihres Schwagers halb in ihrem Mund blickte Silvia ihre große Schwester fragend an.
„Ein guter Blowjob ist nicht nur lutschen bis er kommt. Das ist vielleicht effektiv aber das kann jede. Keine Kunst. Keine Finesse. Du hast eine Zunge in deinem süßen Mäulchen und die ist genau so wichtig, wenn nicht wichtiger um einen Mann zu verwöhnen wie deine Lippen. Hm... also... hm... Ich weiß - stell dir vor der Schwanz von meinen Mann ist ein Eis am Stiel. Waldmeister!"
Mit einem Ploppen entließ Silvia den harten Riemen aus ihrem Mund und kicherte.
„Mein Lieblingsgeschmack!"
„Weiß sich doch. Und ein schöner Schwanz schmeckt auch super, aber wenn du nur saugst hast du ja gar nix davon!"
Silvia blicke von ihrer Schwester zum Schwanz ihres Schwagers und leckte sich die Lippen. Anna gluckste.
„Genau das meine ich!"
Erneut fuhr die 18-jährige sich mit der Zunge über die Lippen, lächelte und begann dann pralle Eichel zu lecken, den Schaft hinab und wieder hinauf. Auf ein Nicken ihrer Schwester hin nahm sie die die Eichel in den Mund und kitzelte dann mit der Zunge das Häutchen, das sie mit dem Schaft verband. Rainer grunzte mit tiefer Stimme, das erste Geräusch, das er machte, seit seine Frau die Lektion begonnen hatte - er wollte die beiden keinesfalls stören.
„Und -- schmeckts?"
Anna grinste ihrer Schwester zu, die enthusiastisch nickte.
„Du hast voll Recht, das schmeckt ganz anders, wenn man die Zunge benutzt, ich..."
Sie errötete ein wenig.
„ich mag den Geschmack total!"
„Besser als Waldmeister?"
Silvia kicherte.
„So weit würde ich nicht gehen, aber ein guter zweiter Platz."
Anna beugte sich vor, küsste die Lippen ihrer kleinen Schwester, und leckte dann ihre eignen. Der Geschmack ihres Mannes haftete noch dran und sie konnte ihrer kleinen Schwester nur zustimmen. Er war delikat.
„Jetzt die Eier!"
Silvia blickte fragend.
„Dacht ich mir -- hast du noch nie gemacht bei deinem Martin, hm?"
Die jüngere Schwester schüttelte den Kopf.
„Solltest du -- Männer stehen da so richtig drauf. Und gleichzeitig erregt es sich nicht so sehr -- körperlich - wie wenn du ihren Schwanz lutscht -- auf die Weise halten auch Schnellschützen wie dein Martin ein bisserl länger durch."
Silvia kicherte und begann die Eier ihres Schwagers zu verwöhnen, erst leckend, dann saugte sie daran und nahm sie schließlich eins nach dem anderen in den Mund, um zugleich zu saugen und sie mit der Zunge zu kitzeln. Ihre Zungenfertigkeit hatte sich ganz schön gesteigert im Verlauf der heutigen Lektion.
Anna lachte zufrieden, sah das lustvolle Gesicht ihres Mannes und den konzentrierten Ausdruck ihrer Schwester wie sie ihn verwöhnte. Leckte sich über die Lippen und spürte das wohlige Kribbeln in ihrer eigenen Muschi, der Anblick erregte sie auf ein Art und Weise wie sie es sich noch heute morgen nicht hätte träumen lassen.
Sachte streichele sie sich zwischen den Beinen, spürte ihren Kitzler zucken während sie die Show genoss. Silvia war wieder zu dem prallen Schwanz zurückgekehrt und schenkte ihm ihre ganze Aufmerksamkeit, offensichtlich hocherfreut sich so intensiv und lange einem Schwanz widmen zu können -- Martin hätte kaum so lange durchgehalten wie ihr reifer Schwager es schon tat.



Nach einer ganzen Weile - wieder hätte keine der Drei sagen könnte, wie lange sie sich schon so vergnügten -- nur dass es sehr - SEHR viel länger war als sie es jemals mit Martin getrieben hatte, wusste Silvia sicher -- stöhnte Rainer aus der Tiefe seiner Brust, seine Hände verkrampften sich ins Sofakissen. Anna lächelte, sie liebte es ihrem Mann zuzusehen wie er kam. Sie legte die Hand auf den Hinterkopf ihrer kleinen Schwester, als diese, ebenfalls die Zeichen erkennend, versuchte den Kopf zurückzunehmen.
Mit einem gedämpften Murmeln versuchte sie sich aus dem Griff ihrer Schwester zu befreien, aber vergebenes, schon zogen sie die Eier ihres Schwagers zusammen und der sahnige, heiße Saft schoss in gewaltigen Strömen in ihren Mund. Den großen Schwanz tief in ihrer Kehle hatte sie keine andere Wahl als das heiße Sperma zu schlucken, einmal, zweimal, dreimal glitt die klebrige, proteinreiche, warme Masse ihre Speiseröhre hinab in ihren Magen.
Erst dann entließ ihre Schwester sie aus ihrem festen Griff und grinste sie an. Empört leckte Silvia sich die Lippen.
„Was sollte das denn, das ist... das habe ich noch nie..."
Anna legte den Kopf schief.
„Dann wurde es aber Zeit, Schwesterherz. Hat's dir etwa nicht geschmeckt?!"
Silvias Mund blieb offen stehen und sie lief wieder rot an.
„Das ist doch nicht der ... Das war... total fies!"
„Aber lecker?"
Silvias Mund schloss sich und sie senkte den Blick.
„Dachte ich mir. Wenn dir der Schwanz von meinen Mann schmeckt wollte ich dir doch sein leckeres Sperma nicht vorenthalten, hm?"
Sie beugte sich vor und küsste die Lippen ihre Schwester, auf denen noch Tropfen des salzigen Samens hafteten und ließ ihre Zunge in den schwesterlichen Mund vorstoßen, um die letzten Tropfen mitzubekommen.
"Ja, ist ja gut, das war schon... ziemlich lecker... Danke dir für deinen leckeren Saft, Rainer!"
Sie lächelte ihrem Schwager zu, mit einem Ausdruck echter Liebe und Dankbarkeit, der grinste zurück.
„Immer wieder gerne, Süße."
„Aber ab sofort entscheide Ich wann ich ihn schlucke, ist das klar?"
Sie funkelte ihre Schwester böse an, die nur fies grinste.
„Ab sofort hab ich keine Zweifel, dass du du es gerne und willig schluckst, wann immer es geht, oder, Schwesterchen?"
Silvia konnte ihre finstere Miene nicht halten und brach in Kichern aus, leckte sich erneut die Lippen.
„Kann schon sein. Dein Mann schmeckt echt lecker... Martins Sperma ist ein bisschen bitter, und eher flüssig. Das spucke ich immer aus. Rainers ist schön salzig und ein bisschen süß und so schön cremig..."
„Liegt wahrscheinlich an der Ernährung. Teenager...."
Anna grinste und Silvia zog sich auf die Couch, beugte sich über ihren Schwager und küsste ihn dankbar. Anna gesellte sich dazu, küsste erst ihren Mann, dann ihre Schwester -- genüsslich schnurrte sie, als sie den Geschmack ihres Mannes auf deren Lippen schmeckte. Gierig tauschten die drei Küsse aus, streichelten sich, spürten die Hitze, die die andern abstrahlten und verwöhnten sich mit liebevollen Zärtlichkeiten, während der Film mehr oder minder unbeachtet sich seinem Ende zuneigte.
Fortsetzung folgt...
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Schwesterliche Höhenflüge
Der Film war längst vorbei, seit über einer Stunde erfüllte nur der Klang von schmatzenden Küssen und genießerischem Stöhnen das Wohnzimmer der Eheleute, die sich mit ihrer neuen jungen Gespielin vergnügten, gierig, hungrig, leidenschaftlich die Lippen aufeinander pressten, den Schweiß von der Haut der Anderen leckten, mit erregt zitternden Händen nackte Körper erforschten. Rainers Schwanz stand schon längst wieder wie eine griechische Säule und die schwesterlichen Muschis der beiden Frauen hinterließen nasse Flecken wann immer sie den Stoff der Couch berührten. Endlich verlor der erste die Geduld.
„Ich will euch!" stöhnte Rainer, kaum noch zu artikulierten Worten fähig.
"Ich will euch beide ficken! Jetzt sofort!"
Die Schwestern grinsten, und tauschten noch einen letzten Kuss, bevor Rainer seine Schwägerin entschlossen an den Schultern packte und aufs Sofa zurück stieß. Willig und ohne Zögen spreizte sie die Beine, der schmale Schlitz öffnete sich einladend. Rainer leckte sich die Lippen, Silvia biss sich auf die Unterlippe, ihr Blick mit einer Mischung aus Nervosität und Vorfreude nach oben auf ihren Schwager gerichtet.
Er griff ihre Knöchel und legte die schlanken Beine der Teenagerin auf seine Schultern, küsste die Waden und stieß sein Hüfte vor, sein harter pochender Schwanz drängte gegen die prallen Lippen der Teenagerin und glitt widerstandslos in die nasse Grotte. Ihr entrang sich ein Stöhnen, sie ließ den Kopf nach hinten sinken und schloss die Augen - er füllte sie so viel tiefer und voller als Martin, der einzige den sie zuvor kannte.
„Oh, Gott, du bist SO groß!"
Rainer grunzte leise, sein Schwanz zuckte und seine Frau, die sich von hinten an ihn schmiegte kicherte.
„Das kleine Luder weiß genau was Männer hören wollen."
Sie rieb ihre vollen Brüste gegen den Rücken des Mannes, küsste seinen Nacken, umfasste seinen Körper und spielte mit seinen Nippeln, während er tief in ihre kleine Schwester vordrang und mit einem Stöhnen in ihr inne hielt.
„Nein, du bist So eng, Kleines!"
Spielerisch klatschte Anna ihrem Mann auf den Arsch.
„Na, das will ich jetzt aber überhört haben!"
"Du doch auch Schatz -- ihr zwei habt die besten Muschis der Welt, so ähnlich können sich nur Schwestern sein."
Rainer wandte den Kopf und seine Frau küsste belohnend seine Lippen, während er sich zurückzog, wieder vorstieß und begann die enge Muschi seiner Schwägerin mit seinem harten Ständer zu ficken.
Er unterbrach den Kuss mit seiner Frau um sich vorzubeugen und die süßen Lippen ihrer Schwester zu finden, seine auf sie zu pressen und mit seiner Zunge ihren Mund so zu erobern und zu penetrieren wie es sein Schwanz mit ihrer Möse tat. Seine Frau streichelte seinen Körper, reizte die erogenen Zonen ihres Mannes, die sie so gut kannte wie er die ihren, um seine Erregung beim Vernaschen seiner Schwägerin noch zu steigern. Die Laute der Lust der beiden ließen auch ihre Lust wachsen, ihre Muschi brannte und es lief nass ihre Innenschenkel hinab.
Als Rainer sich erneut zu ihrer Schwester vorbeugte streichelte sie seine festen Backen, die sich mit jedem Stoß anspannten, dann teilte sie sie sacht mit den Händen und ließ zwei Finger in den engen Po ihres Mannes gleiten. Er stöhnte wild auf, was sie zum lächeln brachte. Sie hatte eine Weile gebraucht ihn dazu zu überreden, aber jetzt stand er total drauf -- besonders als ihre Finger die magische Stelle fanden und seine Prostata zu massieren begannen. Sein Stöhnen wurde heftiger, animalisch, sie sah seinen Schweiß auf den schlanken Körper seiner Schwägerin tropften, der sich unter ihm wand wie eine Schlange, ihre Schwimmerinnen-Muskeln zuckten unter ihre blassen Haut, und sie stöhnte nicht minder heftig als ihr Schwager.
Die Frauen hatten den Mann zwischen sich fest im Griff - wortlos, die eine mit dem Griff fest um seinen Schwanz die andere seine Prostata unter ihren zarten Fingern, trieben sie ihn schneller und schneller an, dann ließen sie ihn zappeln, sein Grunzen wurde ein wenig frustrierter, aber er machte weiter, fest entschlossen, nicht zu kommen bevor...
Silvia krallte ihre Nägel in seinen Rücken und begann stoßweise zu stöhnen, zu schreien, ihr Körper zuckte wie wild unter dem athletischen Mann, der ihre Beine gepackt hielt, als sie ekstatisch zuckend den zweiten Orgasmus ihres Lebens bekam. Dabei packte sie mit ihren Beckenmuskeln den Schwanz, der in sie pumpte mit eisernem Griff und massierten ihn unwiderstehlich. Anna blickte über seine Schulter zu ihrer Schwester.
„Du verhütest doch, oder?"
Silvia nickte, murmelte atemlos etwas von „Spirale." Ihre Schwester nickte zufrieden und küsste dann wieder heftiger ihren Mann.
„Braves Mädchen. Irgendwann, wenn du soweit bist, leihe ich dir meinen Mann vielleicht als Samenspender für ein Kind, aber damit warten wir bis nach dem Abi."
Kichernd presste sie den Mittelfinger gegen die Prostata ihres Mannes, der grunzend, stöhnend und mit einem Grollen in der Kehle tief in seiner Schwägerin kam.
Mit einem Seufzen blickt die Teenagerin zu ihrem Schwager auf.
„Ich liebe dich, Rainer!"
„Ich liebe dich auch, Silvia!"
Hinter ihm kicherte seine Frau.
„Hör sich einer meine Turteltäubchen an, kaum kommen sie zusammen zum Höhepunkt schon ist es die ganz große Liebe!"
Sie zog den Kopf ihres Mannes an den Haaren zurück und leckte seine Wange.
„Und was ist mit deiner Frau?"
„Dich liebe ich natürlich auch‚ Schatz. Du bist immer meine Nummer eins!"
„Na dann ist ja gut."
„Ich liebe dich auch, Schwesterherz."
Eine leicht errötende Silvia lächelte zu ihr herauf.
„Imme schon, aber - jetzt fühlte es sich irgendwie anders an als vorher."
Die Ältere zwinkerte ihr zu.
„Ich weiß was du meinst -- aber danke für den Beweis, mein kleines süßes Luder. Und du..."
Sie zog ihren Mann zu sich und drückte ihn gegen die Lehne.
„...du bist noch nicht fertig, mein Schatz! Du beweist mir jetzt gefälligst auch, dass du mich genau so liebst wie meine kleine geile Schwester! Sofort!"
Mit einem lüsternen Grinsen beugte sie sich hinab und nahm seinen erschlafften Schwanz in den Mund, küsste ihn, leckte die süßten Säfte ihrer Schwester ab, ein Geschmack, der ihre heiße Muschi noch mehr zum Brennen brachte. Sie wusste aus guter Erfahrung, dass in Rainer mindestens noch eine weitere Runde steckte und war nicht bereit ihn ohne die davonkommen zu lassen.
Silvia sah ihrer Schwester erschöpft zu, wie sie innerhalb weniger Minuten den Schwanz ihres Mannes wieder auf Halbmast, dann zu voller Größe geblasen hatte. Bald wanderte ihre Hand zwischen ihre Schenkel um das Kitzeln, das sich dort bei dem Anblick wieder ausbreitete zu bekämpfen. Eine weitere Runde klang gut!
Mit einem Stöhnen sank Rainer auf die Sitzfläche der Couch, sein praller Schwanz in die Höhe aufgereckt. Silvia bestaunte ihn nur mit offenem Mund -- nach so kurzer Zeit schon wieder einsatzbereit. Martin wäre schon längst eingeschlafen.
Anna zog sich zu ihm herauf, küsste ihren Mann leidenschaftlich, bevor sie auf ihn herabrutschte, ihren prallen Hintern gegen den harten Pfahl in Rainers Schritt rieb und...
Silvia keuchte auf, als ihr Schwester nicht weiter hinab glitt, sondern ihre Backen spreizte, sich ein wenig vorbeugte und mit einem leisen Seufzen den Schwanz ihres Mannes in einer langsamen aber stetigen Bewegung Zentimeter für Zentimeter in ihrem engen Arschloch empfing. Rainer stöhnte lauter, tiefer, ein trierisches Grunzen, beinahe.
Silvia setzt sich auf, und bestaunte mit weit aufgerissenen Augen das Schauspiel. Sie hatte davon gehört, geflüstert von ihren Freundinnen. Und Martin hatte es einmal angesprochen aber ganz schnell wieder fallen lassen, als er ihren Gesichtsausdruck bemerkt hatte.
„Das ... wow...."
Anna kicherte ob der erstaunten kleinen Schwester. Lehnte sich zurück, um den Schwanz tief in ihrem Hintern zu versenken. Sie warf einen Blick über ihre Schulter zu ihrer kleinen Schwester.
„Schön zu sehen, dass ich dich immer noch überraschen kann, Schwesterchen!"
„Tu... tut das nicht weh?"
Glucksend schüttelte die ältere Schwester den Kopf.
„Nur eine Frage der Übung. Bei einem Schwanz, der so schon flutschig ist von deinen Fotzensäften, meine Kleine -- kein Problem."
Silvia lief rot an. Eigentlich sollte sie nichts mehr schocken, jetzt wo ihre Schwester sich gerade vor ihren Augen in den Arsch ficken ließ, aber...
„Und das i- ich meine... wie... ist das..."
„Es ist toll! Ich liebe es. Mindestens genau so wie vaginal, man ist wunderbar ausgefüllt und das Gefühl..."
Sie begann ihr Becken zu rotieren, auf und ab zu wippen. Silvia konnte sehen, dass ihr Schließmuskel den Schwanz fest gepackt hielt und massierte.
„...es fühlt sich anders an, natürlich, nicht so heftig wenn man kommt, dafür viel - intensiver in der Zeit davor. Alles in allem genau so schön wie - vorne. Wenn nicht sogar besser."
Sie stöhnte aus der Tiefe ihrer Brust, als sie wieder auf den Schwanz hinabglitt.
„OK, besser, definitiv besser! Ich stehe total drauf! Aber sag's nicht Rainer, der glaubt ich tue Ihm damit einen Gefallen."
Silvia kicherte.
„Ich glaube, er kann dich hören."
„Nicht in dem Zustand. Wenn er mich in den Arsch ficken darf ist er immer total wegtreten!"
Anna zwinkerte ihrer Schwester grinsend zu, während sie das Tempo erhöhte, den Schwanz ihres Mannes hinein- und hinausgeleiten ließ, ihn immer wieder zu animalischem Grunzen brachte.
„Du darfst es gern auch mal probieren, ich stell dir meinen Mann zur Verfügung..."
Silvia schüttelte zögerlich den Kopf.,
„Mh... Uhuh. Ich glaube nicht... das könnte ich nicht..."
Erneut kicherte ihre Schwester.
„Dann vielleicht später. Ist ja auch nett, dass es noch was gibt, das ich für meinen Mann tun kann, das er woanders nicht kriegt"
Sie beugte sich vor und küsste ihren Mann, der mit geschlossenen Augen heftig atmend unter ihr lag.
„Die Konkurrenz durch junge Dinger wie dich ist hart"
Mit wohligem Stöhne senkte sie ihren Hintern fest auf des Becken ihres Mannes, schloss die Augen, sichtlich genießend. Silvia leckte sich die Lippen. Das gefiel ihr tatsächlich. Zumindest als Zuschauerin. Der Gedanke an Rainers harten Schwanz in ihrem engen Po brachte ihre Fotze zum Kribbeln, ehrlich gesagt, aber machte sie auch mehr als ein bisschen nervös. Nein. Auf keinen Fall. Also... noch nicht...
„Aber sitz' da nicht rum, ich seh' dir dich doch an, dass du immer noch geil bist, oder?"
Die Teenagerin nickte nur benommen.
„Das Gesicht meines Manne ist ein äußerst bequemer Sitzplatz, kleine Schwester! Wenn du schon herumsitzt, dann bitte da!"
Anna Anweisung kam stöhnend mit gepresstem Atem und Silvia grinste. Sie stand auf, ging zum Kopfende ihres Schwagers und ließ sich lächelnd auf dem Gesicht des älteren Mannes nieder. Sofort spürte sie seine Zunge an ihrem Allerheiligsten -- Rainer ließ sich keine Gelegenheit entgehen. Mit leisem Seufzen legte sie den Kopf zurück. Anna blickte sie an und reichte ihr die Hände, die die kleine Schwester nahm und mit ihren verschränkte, dann beugte sie sich vor und begann die ältere Schwester leidenschaftlich, liebevoll, dankbar zu küssen.
Sie konnte immer noch nicht glauben, was sie heute erlebt hatte und immer noch erlebte. Die Zunge ihrer Schwester in ihrem Mund, während die ihre Schwagers in ihre Muschi eindrang, das Stöhnen der beiden Ehepartner im Analverkehr vereint. Sie spürte wie sie überfloss und Rainer reichlich zu trinken gab, das er gierig aufleckte und schluckte.
Schnell verschmolzenen die drei Liebenden zu einer Einheit, ein Dreieck der Lust, das sich getrieben von Stöhnen und Schmatzen rhythmisch bewegte, Schwanz in Rektum, Zunge in Muschi, Mund auf Mund gepresst, ein unterbrochener Kreis familiärer Lust.
Stöhnen und Schreien erfüllte das ganze Haus, wie auch das Aroma von Sex - Schweiß, Säfte zweier Frauen und eines Mannes wurden zu einem erotischen Motor, angetrieben von nichts als Lust und Verlangen.
Silvia kam zuerst, aufgepeitscht von der ungewohnten Sexuellen Energie -- nicht ein einzelner, sondern einer Reihe aufeinander folgernder, ineinander fließender, sich gegenseitig steigernder Orgasmen, die sie auf immer höhere, ungeahnte Gipfel hoben.
Anna kam noch bevor ihre Schwester ihre letzten Berg erklomm. Ein tiefer, ergiebiger Orgasmus, einer Kontinentalverschiebung gleich, wie sie ihn nur von Analverkehr bekam, nicht hoch gepeitscht und scharf sie der ihrer Schwester, aber tief, allumfassend. Wunderschön.
Die beiden Schwestern ritten den Mann unter sich noch einem kurze Weile, eigentlich erschöpft aber aufgeputscht von geteilter orgasmischer Energie, bis schließlich auch Rainer sein Limit erreichte und zum dritten Mal an diesem Abend kam, tief im Darm seiner Gattin, mit dem süß-salzigen Geschmack der Säfte seiner Schwägerin auf den Lippen, deren Allerheiligstes sein Zunge noch immer gierig penetrierte.
Mit einem Stöhnen bäumte er sich auf, entlud er sein heißes Sperma in Annas Körper und sank dann keuchend, atemlos, auf die Couch. Sein Körper glänzte schweiß-nass, wie die der beiden Frauen, die sich nun schwer atmend an ihn kuschelten. Ihre Herzschläge synchronisierten sich, ihr Atem wurde flacher und selig erschöpft und befriedigt wie nie schliefen die beiden Schwestern und der Mann Arm in Arm auf der Couch ein.
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1:45 pm -- 3:00 pm Extracurricular Activity -- Drama Club, Mr. Benson
A little nervous, Alex enters the Room of his Drama Class. He had been hesitant to join it in the first place - the idea of being on stage, performing in front of an audience gave him more than a little anxiety. His mother had encouraged him though, and as usual, her plans for him turned into reality.
The choice of the play in which he would have his stage première seemed innocent enough -- Juliet & Romeo by Anne Hathaway. (Or William Shakespeare, her long term male ward if you believe the weird conspiracy theories. Alex doesn't - he never believed for a second that a man, five years younger than her, clearly in a naturally submissive position, could ever write such a beautiful piece of art.)
He was glad he wasn't cast in the main male role, Romeo, who is picked by Juliet as her plaything, leading to all kinds of humorous shenanigans in this most famous relationship comedy in history. The part of Romeo requires quite a lot of on-stage nudity and making out, so yeah - let that go to an older boy with more confidence.
The part of Mercutio, though, that Alex was given, is not without its moments of revelation either. Obviously -- art imitates life and life for men means servitude and public submission. Two scenes in particular, the betrayal scene, in which Mercutio, disguised as Romeo lays with the head of Juliet's familial group to appease the mature woman - and by laid, the play means being buggered in the ass by a large strap on, which Mr. Benson insisted they did NOT fake. Artistic integrity!
When Alex's mother heard about that requirements, she thankfully helped the boy train his at that time still inexperienced sphincter, so the rehearsals so far have gone surprisingly well.
And then of course Mercutio's second big scene, in act five - the betrayal coming to its logical conclusion by the traditional punishment for men committing an act of aggression or treachery to achieve intercourse with a female at the time of the play: public castration. Thank Goddess time have changed and insolent males - the very few that there are -- are being sent to retraining facilities nowadays rather than suffer corporal punishment.
Alex has watched a couple of performances of the play online by now - the scene was the comedic highlight of every performance, female laughter accompanied it every time. Today is the day they'd rehearse this scene for the first time. The reason for Alex nervousness.
Mr. Benson pats his ass encouragingly.
"No worries, Alex, it's a classic piece of literature, everyone knows that scene. Mercutio naked is a perfectly normal sight on every stage on the world. No need to be nervous!"
He smiles warmly and Alex nods, feeling a little -- not much -- encouraged and walks behind the stage, where he undresses fully. At least he doesn't have to wear the stuffy uncomfortable costume - the cape and the weird hat and the codpiece - for this scene. The stage hands tie him to the rack and roll him onto the stage.
The other main actors are already there, the women who play Juliette and her family head in the usual form hugging pseudo historical costumes, Romeo -- a boy almost a year older than Alex - tied to a similar rack. Alex can't help staring at his cock, as always when the older boy he is naked on stage.
Romeo is a lot more confident about it than Alex, partly due to his age and stage experience, partly, also, Alex thinks, due to his notably larger cock. It must be about 20 centimetres while his own - no matter how often he measures it - never reaches 15. Not even 13, to be honest. His mother calls it cute, assures him that many women in the modern society really don't care for big cocks, as not so well endowed men tend to be more docile and humble. Alex believes her - and can confirm it from experience with the women he was used by so far -- but still... the 20 centimetres were definitely a factor in casting Romeo, the main actor usually is a the best endowed male on stage.
"Alright, from the top!"
Mr. Benson starts the rehearsal.
"Dear guardian, do show mercy upon my Romeo. 't was just a male folly, foolish longing to be near his mistress that he came not to your chamber as you called but sent this wretched brute!"
"Juliet, child, you know the harm for lying to a woman in her sacred bedding chamber!"
"Lie he did not to, nor lay with you, just so Mercutio did. Punish him, he's only some man among so many, Romeo I wish to own for play!"
The student playing the mother sighs dramatically.
"You hang onto your plaything Romeo too much, my dear. By right and justice I should not oblige to such a youthful fancy!"
Her head turns to Romeo's cock which springs to life. Alex is a bit envious - but also glad he is not playing him. Nervous as he is, he is quite sure he would not not have managed an erection on queue.
"But I agree, 't would be a shame. Well then, we two will introduce your Romeo to the family later on to use his solid rod. But that one there did lie, undoubtedly and shall lose what was used on me so treacherously."
She points at Alex, who almost forgets to act, fascinated by the play, but he recovers just in time.
"Have mercy, noble Capulet, only of respect for my friend Romeo and his mistress, noble Juliet did I do his bidding and your bedding!"
"Shush, fiend. Your worthless cocklet violated my noble female grotto. There can and shall and will be only one reward for you, Mercutio!"
She steps between him and the audience with the impressive stage dagger in hand - Alex knows it is a blunt prop and still feels a bit nervous seeing it so close to his limp dick. With her body blocking his dick from view, she applies the red adhesive patch over it, covering it and faking a wound, while taking the cocktail sausage from her hidden pocket. The drama group had argued whether to use a more realistic prop but after Alex showed everyone his dick, they agreed -- it'll do. And it allows for a comic relief to the classic play.
Alex does his best agonised scream as he pretends to be castrated when Juliet's superior turns to the audience and holds up the tiny sausage.
"Behold, the pride and glory of the male. Let this be warning to you all, men!"
Alex always found this fourth wall break to teach the males in the audience a lesson to be a bit on the nose, but Anne Hathaway is not the biggest poet in history for nothing.
Adding to the play, the household leader breaks the Wiener in half, hands one end to Juliet and they both eat theirs. The playwright did not include playful cannibalism into her play, but the addition works in a school play, at least for the actresses and female stage-hands. A roaring laugher of female voices fills the room. The males are less amused, but who cares.
"Let the medico take care of him, we always have a place for a eunuch in my household. As for you Romeo..."
She again takes the main character's hard cock into her hand.
"I'll let you suffer many an hour before forgiving your crime and Juliet here will help me. Just then, and only then a Montague man will earn a Capulet's custodianship!"
Romeo nods and when released from his shackles, kneels down to kiss the woman's feet.
"Do what you will, noble Capulet, I have deserved it all and obey thy will without complaint!"
Being rolled of stage, Alex can see him raise the woman's skirt and begin to kiss her pussy. He sighs, the only thing he actually envies Romeo for.
"Well done, cocktail sausage!"
The woman freeing him from the rack grins at him and removes the red patch from his crotch.
"You're the perfect cast. Just the right size for the Wiener and easy to cover up."
She pats his cock and one of the other women nearby chuckles.
"Cocktail sausage. I like that name!"
Alex blushes. As appropriate as it is, he is not sure he likes that nickname as well. Not at all.
He doesn't get dressed -- Mr. Benson insists everyone remains in "costume" all the time even if not on stage -- even if that costume is his birthday suit. Naked he sits down in front of the stage to watch the rest of the rehearsal, mostly consisting of the use of Romeo by the two women. His cocktail sausage gets hard, as Juliet sits on Romeo's face while the other rides his cock, the last scene and famous highlight of the play. A perfectly submitted male used and consequences suffered for the one who isn't needed -- the happy ending of every good classical comedy.
As the bell rings to end the rehearsal, he hurries behind the stage where he left his uniform and gets dressed -- surprised he's alone, Romeo should be here as well to change but he's nowhere to be seen. Hurriedly he dresses and looks at his handheld for the time. His cock is again achingly hard in his shorts, but again -- no chance for release. No female in sight to supervise him. And Tina must be waiting at the entrance already and he certainly doesn't want to make her angry.
He sighs in frustration. His balls feel ready to burst -- still aching a little from the Dodgeball Incident, but mostly from the accumulated excitement of the day.
He longs for a woman's permission to release himself, but it's the fate of a male to service female needs and put his own far behind. Sometimes after school his mother rewards him with a masturbation permission - after he satisfies her, of course, but today with Tina taking him home, even that seems unlikely. He sighs - getting used to this kind of frustration is part of growing up a as man.
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Private Performance
[This chapter contains male-on-male sexual acts. If you don't enjoy reading about gay sex, you can skip it and continue to Chapter 5 without missing relevant plot points.]
Moving past the stage to leave the room, Alex hears giggles, laughs and muted moaning from the stage. He's late, but he's also quite curious, can't help himself but sneak to the stage side entrance and peek. What he sees makes his mouth fall open and is eyes open wide.
His drama teacher Mr. Benson has taken his clothes off and kneels naked in front of the boy who pays Romeo, also still naked as per his stage costume. Next to them stand the women playing Juliet and her family head, laughingly watching the two men as the mature teacher begins to take his 19 year old student's cock between his lips.
Alex gulps. Feeling his cock again stir painfully in his shorts. Romeo is a jock, muscled and athletic, very pretty, and of course Alex again cannot keep his eyes off of his 20 centimetre cock. But his teacher excites him even more - he's in his late thirties, has a short, well groomed blonde beard and a well toned body for a man who dedicated his life to theatre. But of course no man in modern day working world can afford to look sloppy.
Alex licks his lips as he watches the teacher hungrily sucking his student's cock. He has never done anything more with a man than bear some gentle pats on his ass or caresses of his hair from male teachers or the males picked by the women of his familial group as temporary companion, but he's quite sure he will in the foreseeable future. He knows his mother's taste and she is fond of watching men playing with each other. He can't deny he is looking forward to it. Scenes like these definitely turn him on. His mother often talks about her believe that all men are bisexual by nature, so using them to perform homosexual acts to the entertainment of women is just a part of their natural role in society. Alex has no doubt about his own nature, as he feels his cock getting hard watching the two men. It is quite clear that this gay act was initiated by the two women present: both males obviously enjoy it immensely, but the women are clearly in charge, giving commands and touching themselves to the show.
"Deeper, Mr. Benson! We all know you're a natural suck slut, you can deep-throat a cock like his!"
Juliet barks the order with a chuckle as their teacher takes his student's cock deep into his throat until it is all the way in. Romeo lets out a deep visceral moan. Seeing his teacher being bossed around by his female student is making Alex feel tingly inside and his cock twitches hornily.
Technically, male teachers have the same authority over female students as female ones - which is why Alex always found it weird to let men work in this field. Practically, everyone knows how the world works, anyway. There is always a female principal on top of the food chain if a female student complains about an uncooperative or bossy man in the staff. It is a woman's world. Which is the main reason male teachers are usually only hired for male only classes like Home Economics or extracurriculars that are not graded. Such as Drama Class. Men just don't have what it takes to teach regular classes -- not the authority, not the willpower.
As is clearly to be seen right here and now. Juliet's guardian slaps their teacher's naked ass while Juliet holds his head down in Romeo's crotch, making her teacher gag, despite his obvious experience as a cocksucker. Eventually she lets him get back up an chokingly gasp for air.
"Good boy. Now bend over, I want to see our teacher get fucked!"
Mr. Benson gets up, licking his lips and does as he is told. If he feels any kind of professional pride hurt by being commanded by a student to become the bottom for another student it doesn't show. It better not, he chose a career in what is a traditional female field, he has to be be willing to use his body to keep it.
Bending over the rack Romeo lay on, he spreads his firm pale ass-cheeks and closes his eyes. Romeo stands behind him grinning. Being a year older than Alex, he probably has some experiences with other men and is clearly happy to be allowed to top this one. He grabs his big cock, glistening wet from his teacher's saliva and shoves it into the mature man's rectum in a quick, steady motion, letting out a deep throaty groan as the teacher emits a high pitched squeal.
The two women chuckle and laugh, applaud, as Romeo begins to mercilessly pound the teacher's tight sphincter. They joke among themselves, don't really seem that aroused, more amused. Alex envies the women's self discipline, how they are not ruled by their hormones and genitals like men are. Like he is. He feels his cock pulsating and quivering in his tight shorts and rubs it through the thin fabric. He doesn't dare to take it out or even rub it harder -- if he did, he would most definitely not be able to hold himself back and if he comes now, without permission and supervision, they would surly discover him and he would be in Big Trouble. Women pretty much have free reign to tickle their fancy after school, but boys who get caught snooping and wanking...
He gulps and takes a step back to be surely hidden. The show doesn't take long, Romeo was clearly already excited from the naked stage performance and his teacher's blowjob and only takes few minutes before grunting and shooting a load into his mewling teacher's bowels. The women laugh, slap the boy's ass, make the two males kiss and then leave them, naked, used, humiliated, but also very aroused.
They look at each other, breathless, wordless.
Then, without a warning Romeo goes down on his knees to take his teacher's cock into his mouth to relief him from the raging boner being sodomised by his student gave him. Alex blushes. Hard.
This has to be against school regulations. If not even be illegal in the first place. Male sexuality serves to please women, that applies to homosexuality as well - especially, even. Two males engaging in activities as these for females viewers is socially accepted, to the same without female guardianship clearly is not.
Alex is a kinda looking forward to his first experience with another male -- under his mother's supervision! He would never in his wildest dreams think about doing it on his own! Without women present. His sexuality is just a means to an end -- female pleasure, and/or acting as a catalyst strengthening of the bonds of a social group. Alex can not condone these two males going against everything he has been taught his whole life and knows deep in his soul to be natural and true.
He heard of it happening, but had not imagined to ever witness such seditious act.
Well. Technically, these two men didn't initiate it, just finish what the women made them start in the first place. So he guesses it's probably OK. Maybe. After all, leaving to aroused males unsupervised is bound to have disastrous consequences. You can't expect men to have their urges under control, weak as they are, that's why women are in charge. And Mr. Benson, being a teacher, if only a male one, may have the authority for this...
Alex doubts it, but he's uncertain. He is definitely not smart enough to work through this conundrum. Better forget this ever happened - this is getting way too risky for him to be involved in in any way shape or form! He nervously steps away and leaves the room, leaving the to males to their activities.
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Alex's cock has not calmed down - meeting the woman who claimed him for today isn't making it better. It feels like everyone can see it press against the tight white school shorts as he walks the halls and approaches the entrance.
Outside he spots Tina, talking to Leroy, the boy she had between her legs this morning. His eyes are lowered, her hand is on his ass, and she's giggling while he seems embarrassed, his medium brown skin seems darker with a glow of a blush. She has that effect on boys.
When she sees Alex approaching she smiles at him, and without even another look at the other boy slaps his ass and sends him away. Alex smiles -- almost relieved. He doesn't really know why, it's not that she has set any permanent claims on him and even if it is of course her female privilege to play around with as many boys as she likes. But he is happy that she so easily sent off what seems to be one of her favourite boy-toys to focus all her attention on him.
She has to bend down a little to kiss his cheek, one hand on his ass now - she seems to really like doing that. Alex blushes slightly -- as much from embarrassment as from the way he always feels when a female grants him this much attention.
As Tina leans back, he notices some looks of the passing students -- many of the boys look jealous. Tina is a star student, beautiful, smart, many - most -- well, pretty much all boys have dreamt of being noticed by her.
The women seem mostly bewildered. Alex does not fall into the category of boys she prefers. He is quite cute, alright, and obviously well behaved and trained. A bit bland though and not really presentable.
Well. Until now. The simple fact that one of the Queen Bees of the school grants him the honour of her attention makes him rise out of the masses immediately.
"You're lucky I found a distraction, boy. You let me wait, school was over ten minutes ago!"
"I needed to get dressed. Drama club..."
Alex stammers a little, making the woman chuckle.
"You could have come naked, I wouldn't mind."
He fears she is angry for a fraction of a second but then she giggles.
"Get dressed? Not change? So you got yourself a nude role in a play, huh?"
Alex nods, and feels the blood shoot into his face. No idea why, being naked is normal for an adult man. And even being actually naked on stage doesn't make him feel butterflies in his stomach like Tina's appraising look as she definitely imagines him naked.
"Mercutio."
Silence for a second.
"Juliet & Romeo."
She raises an eyebrow.
"By..."
"I'm aware of Juliet & Romeo."
"Yes, Miss. Or course, Miss!"
"If you were naked -- did you get fucked or castrated?"
She does know the play. Alex gulps.
"C... castrated. Act five..."
"I can't wait watching that when you perform the play. Even though scene three is probably going to be even more entertaining."
She winks and puts a hand on Alex's ass that Juliet's household head gets to penetrate in that scene.
"Are you simulating that scene?"
Alex trembles and shakes his head,
"N... no, Miss Tina. Mr. Benson doesn't believe in simulated sex scenes."
"Good man. I'm glad he believes in simulated castration scenes, though. But I really want to see that penetration. Maybe you can give me a private performance beforehand?"
Alex opens his mouth, but is speechless. He expected her to be forthcoming -- but did she just after talking to him for less than five minutes imply.....
She chuckles and pulls him towards her.
"Alright, let's move, little Mercutio. I'm dying to study you. I mean with you....."
She puts a hand on his ass and pulls him towards the subterranean maglev-sphere transport station in front of the school. Down to the well lit and pleasantly smelling tube were Alex waits patiently for his companion to determine their goal to the screen on the platform. She looks at him, expectantly and gestures to it.
"We're going to your place so..."
He nods, puts his arm with the implanted ID chip against the screen and has his most chosen destinations listed, picks the first one, orders a transport sphere for two that arrives and opens immediately. They enter and with a gently huffing the door closes and the sphere sets into motion, barley noticeable inside.
This sphere could get them anywhere on the continent within two hours. Free, emission-less, without any local limitations - every inhabited place is reachable by foot within five minutes from its nearest transport station. And the bigger model, equipped with food, divan beds and a sanitary compartment can be everywhere on Earth within seven hours. It's not something Alex ever thinks about, it's normal, how could a civilised united world bent on cooperation and science function otherwise.
This trip will take less than five minutes -- the two teenagers sit next to each other, Tina smiling at Alex while he doesn't know where to put his hands or to look. To break the ice, the woman takes out her handheld and grabs the boy's wrist, holding it next to it until it beeps, confirming it recognizes the boy's ID chip and start reading the data accessible for women not affiliated to him.
While women usually wear their ID chips in accessories like necklaces or bracelets and are fully in control over when and how to use them, all males are implanted with one at birth, working as identification for random controls by authorities, public transport, schools and workplaces. Women in charge of a man - mothers, custodians, teachers, bosses, women of his familial group, keepers of the public order -- have enhanced and remote access, allowing them to locate a male at any given time and monitor their physical functions. Strange women like Tina only get access to the basic data. It's a quick and efficient way to get to know and assess a man you have an eye on. On her handheld device Alex's statistics appear.
Name: Alexander
Last Name: Jordan
Age: 18
Legal Status: Under voluntary guardianship of mother (Jordan, Sandrine)
Size: 1,75 m
Weight: 71 kilograms
Penis length erect: 12.6 centimetres max.
Penis circumference, erect: 8.9 centimetres
circumcised
Tina stops scrolling
"How cute!"
Making Alex blush but her smiling calms him a little.
"I mean it. Big boys are nice for a quick fuck and all but all my caregivers at the Girl's Education Center and all the teachers taught me men with small dicks are more reliable and pliable, grateful and disciplined. Which is a lot harder to find or replace than a big dick."
Alex smiles back shyly as she pats his crotch - and feels his cock twitch in his tight pants for the compliment. She moves back to the screen
Legal Guardian: Sandrine Jordan, mother
Current occupation: student, O18 graduation class, Global Chairwoman Norma Baker Memorial Academy.
grade average: 6.1/10
Last measured IQ 94.6
- adjusted to male only comparative group ("MIQ"): 109.8
Tina nods.
"Smart for a boy. I knew it."
She touches his cheek and he blushes harder than when she touched his crotch.
"Not just a pretty face."
As the sphere comes to a halt, she puts away her device, gabs his wrist and pulls him out, up to the street and lets him lead the way to his apartment building. Through the sliding doors, towards the elevator. Alex wonders if his mother is home - it's afternoon, she usually is when he comes back from school, but sometimes she has to work up to five hours us a day -- the cost of being a high level executive at one of the world's leading media companies. The usual 15 hour work week almost every other person has - it has been agreed upon as being a an appropriate amount of work to benefit society in a civilised world decades ago - isn't always achievable.
Alex is not really sure he want her to be home. Normally, of course, seeing his mother after school in one of the highlights of the day. Introducing her to a woman who has started to fancy him, though - makes his stomach move wildly with fluttering butterflies
They enter the lift that scans his ID chip and automatically takes them to the upper floor - if he wanted to go anywhere else in the building, Alex would need a female resident's permission, the Home Owners' Association is quite clear about not wanting males roaming the halls unsupervised - into the six bedroom penthouse allotted to his family group.
As they enter the apartment, Alex's Mother welcomes him as she does ever since he's 18, her hands holding his face, lowering her head and kissing him passionately, open mouthed, like the boy-toy he is for her since he's an adult. His cock grows rock hard in his pants, and the slight feeling of awkwardness whenever that happens in school is not present, even in the presence of others, getting hard for his mother is the most natural thing happening to a boy.
"Hi, baby, how was your day at school?"
He nods as she looks at his companion.
"And who's the nice young lady you brought home? That's a first..."
She smiles warmly at Tina, honestly and open, there's not a touch of jealousy or distrust -- women in this society have no need for possessive or territorial conflicts over males. She's just obviously and genuinely happy for her son/boy-toy that he caught the attention of a woman his age for the first time.
Tina stares at Alex's mother for a second and then shakes her outstretched hand.
"Tina. Harding. Tina Harding. Goddess, Alex, I didn't dare to think it when I read your Mom's name on your ID data. You're THE Sandrine Jordan!
Sandy grins.
"I don't get recognized a lot any more. Especially not by people your age. My days on screen have been over for quite a while."
Tina scoffs.
"Meh. I don't really care much about that. There are so many pretty anchorwomen on TV, but which of them makes it to the top management of one of the leading news companies in the world?"
"The leading one."
Sandy winks.
"So you're a fan of business women and not of celebrities, hm?"
"Every anchorwoman can look pretty and speak into a camera, am I right? You move something, bring people, together with truth and knowledge. Make the world a better place. Keep he males in check!"
They laugh together and walk into the kitchen, Alex behind them.
"I like you, young lady. Well done, son. I was afraid, you'd be picked by some pretty girl who just wants you for your body. I see you attracted the attention of a smart young lady with a big future."
Pinching her son's cheek, she leads Tina to a place at the kitchen table -- and then takes his shoulders and guides Alex under it.
She unusually impatient today. Usually lets him talk about his school day -- and when other women are present, gets into a conversation with them - before demanding form her son to do his domestic duties. Alex's small male brain may not fully grasp the complexity of female interactions -- but he's pretty sure he understands his mother's behaviour now -- with the new woman in town, Alex's first female acquaintance ever to join him home, she's testing how well their styles and attitudes in using and training Alex harmonize.
Obliviously there is no such thing as jealousy on the female mind. If Tina proves a good and strong woman who can handle her son well and firm, she will gladly and freely share him kith her. The maternal instinct in Sandrine makes her use him first, though, in front of the new woman in his life. She gave Alex life, raised him, she made him a man. She is the centre of his world, his household, his emotions and sexuality. If she ever shares this role, she'll lead the way to how.
Alex sees his mother's grin on her face as she winks at him kneeling down. He knows his mother long enough -- and all her methods and tactics. Getting to know the younger woman while using him binds the two women immediately, enforces the things they have in common, marking him as an inferior they are responsible for but who doesn't get to be included in female affairs, other than on his knees, setting the mood.
His mother wriggles her hips and her pants and panties fall to he ankles. Alex leans forward, kisses her clit and licks her already wet lips, letting his tongue slide into her. He knows she doesn't want full service, the point is not to come in front of Tina, so he takes it easy, nice and slow, just keeping his mother's pussy warm instead of making her hot.
"So, you're classmates with Lexi?"
Tina giggles, nodding, while Alex blushes, not sure whether he feels belittled -- more than usual, that is. He does feel that way sometimes when his mother uses her nickname for him in front of others, but with Tina.... It feels... not wrong. Like she should know this one. And yet - he's glad now to be under the table, so the women don't see him blush.
"Sociology."
"You were in O18 first?"
Tina nods.
"Couple of moths older than your boy..."
"So you know him since he's 18? A while. What made you pick him, now?"
Ales plants another kiss, distracting himself from his unease. He's used to women talking about him like he's not even there, but somehow it is - very different with his mother and a woman his age who shows - interest in him. Maybe to the point where she might become his...
It's a bit early for that, he thinks to himself. A boy's natural female authority figures are his legal female guardians -- his mother and the head of the closed familial group he lives in. In Alex's case both roles are taken by his mother, making her the sole centre of his sexual universe since he's 18 and his mother officially took him as a only permanent male into the group.
Other than that, the way for a woman to take charge of a man is to become his custodian - taking him under her care for a limited amount of time, or possibly indefinitely, depending on her own choice. A role with less deciding power over his life, as long as he still has a guardian. If he does not and has already left his mother's familial group, the custodian takes over most of the guardian's tasks, training him, guiding him, taking care of legal or social affairs that might exceed a male's capabilities. If he is in a group with a guardian though, a custodian can either join the group or choose to supervise him from the outside, claiming certain responsibilities instead or besides the guardian, taking partial control over the male's life.
Alex hasn't yet considered this for himself -- he's only been an adult man under his mother's guardianship for a few months, and had felt no need for another female in charge of him.
Sometimes he has been thinking Katie, the youngest member of his family group might be interested in him in that way -- he knows she likes him and feels related to him due to their small age gap.
But now kneeling here, listing to the two women talking about him, he looks at the younger one's legs under the table and feels a tingling inside. Thinking of her strong will guiding him, taking care of him makes him feel warm. Cosy. Of course the enthralling aroma of his mother's juices helps, it always make him feel safe.
He plants another kiss.
Yeah. No. Way to early. The worst thing would be to start getting clingy to Tina after she just decided he is worthy of her attention.
"I don't know. Really. Something today in class. Suddenly I felt there might be more to little Alex than just a pretty face. I don't mind playing with pretty boys, but he might be worth some more attention..."
Sandrine smiles a mother's proud smile.
"I assure you he is. A really good boy. Smart enough to be useful, not too smart to get silly ideas into his pretty little head."
Alex blushes, he loves is mother praising him.
"And of course you picked a good time, young lady, he's learned a couple of - important things he needs to know to make a woman happy from me and the other women in this family!"
The boy so praised focuses on his task, glad no having to hide his heavy breathing down here. He is immensely proud of these particular accolades. And Tina's chuckle as she listens to them makes him tingly again.
"You deflowered him, Ms. Jordan?"
"Please, I'm Sandy to everyone joining the family, no matter for how long. And for at least today, you are."
Tina smiles brightly.
"And yes, of course, I made my little boy a man on his 18th. Want to see the video?"
Alex trembles -- he loves watching that film, is really proud of his first time with Mom. but so far no one outside of their little family group has ever see it. He doesn't know... but of of course it's not his choice.
"Come up, Lexi", his Mother commands.
"We've been watching it a lot! He Loves watching himself becoming a good little man-toy."
Sandy chuckles and Tina smiles at him as he takes a seat between them.
"Don't you, Lexi?"
He nods as his mother taps the screen of her handled and the video flies to the large screen on the wall.
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The video starts with Alex's mother sitting on his bedside, wearing a set of black lacy underwear - half cup bra not covering her nipples, semi transparent panties and a garter belt with stockings. It's classy but also quite playful. Usually her style is a lot more simple, one can see she dressed up for the occasion. Her auburn hair falls down on her shoulders in gentle waves.
"Happy Manday, Sweetheart!"
Alex awakes to the soft voice of his mother blowing into his ear. As he opens his eyes, he is blinded by the glare of 18 candles burning on the cake his mother holds in front of her. His eyes adapt and he wipes away the sleep from them, then sees everyone standing around his bed. And that means everyone. All the members of his social group have come this morning - not just the core women Alex and his Mom share their current apartment with -- Katie, Sasha, Ixchel and Melissa - but also the three other women and four men who were less closely tied to the group but at the time of the video considered extended family members.
"Happy Manday to you. Happy Manday to you. Happy Manday, dear Alex. Happy Manday to you!"
Alex blushes slightly - he has never liked birthday songs, being the centre of attention was never his thing - but of course he doesn't interrupt this particular one - the one every boy only gets to hear once in his life. On his Manday - the day he turns 18 and stops being a boy. The day he becomes a full member of his social group. He feels his chest swell -- and deflate again. One can practically see his thoughts in his face. The thoughts every boy has when he becomes a man. 18 means he theoretically has the right to to think about whether to stay with his Mom's group or try to face the real world alone. With his mother's permission, of course. Few man do, nobody in this social group believed Alex would be one of those and leave his mother's nest any time soon. Nor that his mother would let him.
"You know what to do, honey -- just push your lips and blow!" Sandrine chuckles.
He does so. Extinguishing the 18 candles in one go, to the applause of the whole group.
"And -- what did you wish for?" Katie asks.
The petite 20 year old is the newest female member of their group, Pete had introduced her to the group one and a half years ago - she had immediately been approved and became a core member, moving in to the apartment four moths later. Making her a longer member than Pete, who had been let go by his custodian Melissa only a month before Katie moved in - male group members rotated quicker, naturally.
He looks at her -- since she has been living here, she has become some kind of bigger sister for Alex. His mother had two daughters - one younger, one older - but of course, girls don't keep in contact with their birth-family, but were raised in the municipal care centres until they turned 18 and moved out to find their own chosen family. So boys tie a more familiar bond to female group members close to their age, additionally to the special connection between them and their mothers.
Her light blonde hair in a pony tail, Katie wears tight shorts and the white, cropped top - she knows very well Alex likes this sleepwear of hers so much. Both pieces of clothing hug her slim body tightly, showing her plump pussy lips as well as her small breast with pointy nipples, as she clearly wears nothing underneath. The way she smiles when she notices him looking makes him hope her outfit is meant as a birthday present.
"I mustn't tell or it won't come true, Katie."
She grins.
"As if we couldn't all imagine what you're wishing for on your 18th birthday, Lexi!"
He feels a tingle in his belly whenever she uses that nickname. Usually only his mother does.
"What every man wishes for on his Manday. You're all quite simple minded, aren't you?"
The present men chuckle and the women laugh out loud. Alex blushes -- because naturally, it is true.
His mother still sits on his bed, leaning in slightly, a position that emphasises her large breasts, pushed up by her half cups. Alex's cock grows harder and he has no doubt it pitches a tent - small but just big enough for everyone to see. She puts her finger in the icing and holds it up in front of his mouth.
"Lick if off, honey. It's pink. Your favourite colour."
He hesitates only a second, then takes his mother's finger into his mouth and sucks the sweet cream.
An amused "Ooooooo" goes through the other group members. His mother chuckles.
"You made a mess!"
She puts out her tongue and licks some icing off of his lips, then moves in closer and presses her lips against her son's. He feels her hot breath against his face and opens his mouth for her, eagerly letting his mother's tongue inside of him and enjoys his first adult kiss.
"Shall we leave you two lovebirds alone?", one of the men asks cheerily -- it's a new one, only just brought into the group by Ixchel less than a week ago. Alex cannot remember his name. Probably he won't stay long enough to make that necessary.
His Mom looks at him and smiles.
"Lexi? Would you like to be alone with Mommy for your first time?"
Alex gulps. Feels himself blush and nods.
"He's shy."
The man behind the camera chuckles. And gets a slap on the head from Katie as a reward, making the camera shake.
"It's his first time. No matter how well we train you men, you all are when it comes to being useful!"
He lets out a scoff. Alex blushes even more and sighs relieved when his Mom takes charge.
"Alright, get out, you'll get to see enough of my son in the very near future, his first time is mine!"
Katie giggles, takes a corner of his blanket and pulls on it as she walks out, revealing the fully erect tiny boner of the naked 18 year old. His Mom smacks her lips and kisses the head of the circumcised cock.
"But leave the camera. I definitely want that recorded for posterity!"
The handheld is shakily put on Alex's desk, the cameraman's face appears as he makes sure it is in the right angle to catch all the action on the bed. The door closes and Sandrine turns back to caressing her son's hard cock.
Alex understands this is an exception -- a man's sexuality serves the pleasure of women first and foremost -- his mother's above all else. Secondly it strengthens the bonds between females, working as a catalyst in social groups. His purpose in life is well defined. His own selfish pleasure has no place in it.
Only on very special occasions such as this can he expect to be the centre of a woman's attention, he knows. He's determined to cherish this occasion and remember it forever, holding it dear in his mind.
Alex groans and leans his head against the headboard. He has been looking forward to this day and dreaming of it for a long time -- practically all his of puberty since he had understood the finer points of sexual bonding inside a family groups once a boy becomes a man and his mother and he decide he stays at home. It is still the most commonly used model of familial interaction for a boy and Alex has never had a doubt in his mind - he never could understand boys who left home when they became adults, breaking with all societal conventions. He's a mother's boy through and through, never wanted his first time or his life go be an different.
Sandrine's soft lips close around her son's small, hard cock with a slurping noise, and she takes it all inside her mouth effortlessly. As a woman in a powerful position, she has even more experience than the average female, which already is a lot. She has trained and trimmed many a man, and groomed her son well to be prepared to become an adult.
His cock is far below average size, but that doesn't matter - she loves her son unconditionally and she loves his small cock. It's cute, inoffensive, unthreatening, easy to handle. Being under-endowed made him easier to form into a docile male, the way society needs him and nature meant him to be. In the place in life she has planed for her son, a cock such such as this is quite useful. The external sign of an obedient, docile, usable man who knows ways to serve that rely not on his appendage.
She kisses the 18 year old's glans and licks over it teasingly, down the short shaft, kisses his small balls. Her son groans and whimpers.
"Mommy..."
Sandy understands his murmuring and giggles. Time to make him a man.
She slowly takes off her bra and panties, standing naked by his side, enjoying his breathless, admiring gaze, his hands stoking her soft thighs. She sits down on his crotch and rubs her pussy over his hard, if small cock for a while before allowing him to enter her motherly pussy for the first time. He closes his eyes and groans throatily, as every boy's dream in this world comes true for him.
His hands wander up and start to knead his mother's big, soft D-Cup breasts, play with the nipples, making her smile and moan. A bit clumsy and too fast, but he's on a good track. He'll learn.
She lets her wide hips gyrate and clenches her muscles, gripping her son's small, eager cock hard and tight, beginning to massage it as she rides it hard.
One hand reaching behind her, grabbing his balls and kneading them, the other slides between her own thighs and begins to rub her swollen clit under the thick bush of dark red hair. She is exited - the thought of deflowering her son has made her wet all night, but she doesn't think Alex's cock alone will make her come. It IS small -- which in itself doesn't mean it can't make her come, she's very skilled in making the best of everything a male has to offer her -- but he's also too exited. She feels him twitch inside her and his balls contract after a very short while. She smiles.
It was to be expected. It is his first time, he's been dreaming of it for months, she guesses, not many boys manage to deliver a good performance under these conditions. He'll learn. She will teach him to be a good man, able and willing to put bis woman's need above his own. He Must learn to make in in this world.
And if this shortcoming - for, to be honest, even for a boy his age and exited as he is his performance is a little underwhelming - turns out to be the norm for him, it's OK, too. With a cock that small, he'll never be picked for his penetrative skills anyway. If he turns out to be an incurable fast shooter, there are so many other ways to service women in this modern society. VERY effective ways. He'll learn all of them. He'll be a good man.
She forms a ring with her thumb and index finger around the base of his ball-sack, effectively pinching off his testicles, forcing him to last a little bit longer. Not as long as she would need to come herself -- not even close. Not long enough to be of any use to women, to be honest.
Well. Sandrine takes a mental note that determines her son's fate for the rest of his life just as he gets ready to come inside a woman for the very first time. He'll not be a cock user, but get a thorough extensive training in the more submissive and altruistic ways of service.
Her son groans in a mixture of pain and pleasure as she lets go and allows him do squirt a hot load of semen into his mother's womb. Of course she put him on the pill a while ago, for now his sperm is harmless.
Sandrine leans forward on him, kisses him passionately, lovingly. He breathes heavily, she feels his heartbeat increase again - of course the way a mother kisses a son changes after he turns 18. She's no longer just his caretaker, she's also his prime lover and guide to adulthood, responsible now to make him a man, usable for all womankind.
She gets up, puts her underwear back on and takes the handheld from its stand.
"Get up, son, you don't want to be late for your first day in O18 class, do you?"
is the last thing to hear before the video cuts off.
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I bend over the table of one of the regulars, refilling his cup, ignoring his stares down my blouse -- I'm not even that well endowed but in the tightly laced bodice my boss makes me wear at work, my breasts seem a lot more prominent than I'd like them to to. Just like my butt shows a lot more in the short skirt. And my panties whenever I bend over.
"It's good for business, lassie! And what's good for business is good for your tips", he always says when I grudgingly put them on again for another shift.
"Gotta show what ya got if ya wanna make it in this world. If ya ever wanna get a good man, you better learn that."
I swallow my pride and suppress my feelings of embarrassment -- the job does pay well, better than most in our little village and being a tavern-maid certainly beats being a seamstress or a washerwoman. If I have to show a bit of my body...
I snap out of my musings when the room falls silent. Utterly. Even the eyes of my regular move away from my cleavage -- such a rare occasion that I just have to turn around and follow them. I spill some wine on him but he doesn't even notice.
In the door-frame stand two high grown figures -- both so tall they had to bend down to get through the door.
The male is lean, sinewy, exuding an air of alertness like he could pull one of those two short swords attached to his belt and slice the neck of an opponent before that one even lays hands on his weapons. He wears dark blue breeches and under his silver trimmed blue cape shimmers something silver -- chain-mail, but nothing like the rusty, heavy stuff the soldiers stationed around here wear. His hair is long, light blond, falling down on his shoulders and the ears poking through it: pointy.
The female beside him is even taller, definitely seven feet, if not more. She wears a leather loin cloth, boots, and a leather top barley covering her massive breasts. She is broad, muscular -- other than her companion she looks like not only her height but also her width must have given her problems getting through the door -- but not an ounce of fat on her body, her whole form is muscles. Her jet black hair tied into a braid, he skin looks greenish with a hint of grey in the candle light of the Inn. It should look sickly - would on a human - but on her it looks vivid. Two pointy, dangerous looking teeth protrud from her lower jaw that tilt her mouth to what looks like a perpetual grin. She looks so menacing that the giant axe she carries on her back is not necessary at all to intimidate anyone.
The two scan the room, obviously checking every single person present -- all of them human. When their eyes find me, their looks burn into me. I feel my mouth go dry. Then they move towards an empty table, take off their weapons -- keeping them within reach -- and sit. I slowly walked over to to the bar, looking at my boss behind it.
"Whatcha waiting for, can't ya see we got new guests?"
"Don't you want to..."
"I'm paying YOU to serve the guests, do I not, lassie?"
I beam at him -- he usually insists on serving strangers himself -- travellers often are more generous with tips, especially when they come with fine clothes like the elf and expensive weaponry like the both of them. At the very least they usually have interesting stories to tell he can use to entertain our regulars later.
Not this time. For -- some reason he doesn't care much to meet this intimidating couple. I swallow hard and walk over.
I clear my throat -- no need to get their attention, their eyes were on me from the moment I moved away from the bar -- I feel there is not much those two don't notice -- they probably have keener senses than humans, and even if not seem tense and attentive in a way no local ever does.
"Mist... Mylor... Sir... Ma'am."
I stumble over the words, unsure how to address them. Also -- I guess I must have stared. At his face, long, pale, eerily symmetrical and her -- chest, mostly, to be honest and her bulging biceps. I blush. And of course they notice, both the stare and my blush.
"Good evening, good tavern-maid."
The male smiles at me -- a friendly smile that seems honest, but is still -- kind of uncanny on that pale, almost but not quite human face.
"No need to be nervous, we just came to your humble establishment to rest during our travels."
I nod.
"Of course. Welcome. All travellers are invited. Even though we... don't get many that are -- so... from as far away."
He smiles and his companion laughs in a deep rumbling voice.
"I thought so. From the looks of you, you don't get to see many of our kind?"
I shake my head.
"I... if I am honest, I am not even sure what your kind... uhm... Are you an ogre, Ma'am?"
I feel myself trembling just at the word. Another deep belly laughter.
"Half-ogre. Don't worry little monkey, I have the urges of my ogre half in control. I don't even eat humans. Any more. Often."
I feel my mouth go dry. The tall male chuckles
"Oh don't scare her, the poor human is nervous enough."
He looks at me -- his eyes are light blue -- one could sink into them and lose yourself if you look too long.
"She's harmless as a puppy, human on her mother's side. Grew up among humans. Never eaten anything that walks on two legs. Expect for chickens."
"I ate an eagle, once!"
He nods smiling.
"And I'm here to make sure that doesn't change."
He winks at me I stare at her aghast
"H... Half... was you mother... ravished..."
She grumbles -- I can identify her laughing by now.
"Oh no, she quite enjoyed my reception from what she told me later. Always was into big and strong men, and after she encountered her first ogre... Hum. I only wish I knew my father, I'd love to give his cock a good..."
"Tsk. Don't talk like that, you know how silly humans are about that!"
She shrugs and grins, baring her sharp teeth. I hear my heart beat in my ears.
"'bout what?"
"Incest. Their gods forbid it. Like most things fun."
The elf sighs and the ogre grunts.
"Oh, yeah, right. Stupid humans and their puny gods..."
"You have seen elves before, haven't you, little human?"
The male changes the topic and I am endlessly grateful for it. I nod.
"Well. From afar... when I was in the city. Never... dared to approach one, they... you are so..."
He giggles.
"Beautiful? Ethereal? I guess we must seem that to you."
I nod -- no idea why I'm talking to strangers about all of this -- I just told him I find him beautiful. I guess the boss would say it is good for the business. He has something about him that just wants to make me... I shake my head and frown. That must be elf magic, right? It IS said that they can entrance people. I gulp and try con focus in my job.
"H... How can I serve..."
I rephrase it quickly.
"What can I bring you?"
"Wine!"
The Half Ogre calls. She's a woman of few words.
"The good one"
The elf adds with a wink.
"And what do you have to eat?"
"Rabbit stew, Sir."
I feel embarrassed that we have no choice - when I was in the city I saw taverns with "Menus" full of different foods - up to five at a time! He sure is used to things like that. But he just nods. Well. They're travellers, they must know places like ours, too.
"Sounds wonderful"
I nod and turn around, quickly walking to the counter. I feel both glad and sad I get away from them - they make me nervous like no guest ever has. On the other hand, the new experience is exhilarating. His is entrancing and she is... fascinating in her own right.
"What do they want?"
The boss stares at me wide eyed, his sweaty face glistening in the candle light. I catch myself.
"Food and drink, obviously, we are an Inn, aren't we?"
I try to give my voice an annoyed tone, like I deal with beings of their kind on regular basis and have no idea why he's making such a fuss. He grunts. Puts a jug with the usual wine on the counter. I eye it.
"He explicitly asked for the good wine."
"Ex... what?"
I sigh. Sometimes I regret my mother taught me to read. My vocabulary is getting to big for this place.
"He just said he wants the good stuff!"
"Eh - and how would he tell what's the..."
"Do you want to see if he can tell? If we serve him that, you can bring it to him, I won't!"
He stares at me then eyes the new guest -- just for a moment, the way his eyes jump back to me, I'm sure the elf met his gaze. He wipes his forehead, puts the jug away and gets a glass bottle from behind the bar.
"They better have enough to pay for it!"
I scoff. The way the elf is dressed he could probably buy the whole cellar.
The boss scoops stew into two wooden bowls, and puts then on tray with the bottle and two cups.
I walk back, all eyes on me - and not because of my skimpy clothes for a change - put the tray down on the table -- the elf smiles as I still slightly tremble when pouring the expensive wine into their cups. The half ogre surely notices it too, but is too busy emptying her cup in one gulp, then refills it and starts devouring her food, making her companion sigh theatrically.
"I could have bought the cheap booze if you just chug it!"
Her belly laugh rumbles deeply.
"You could have!"
"Sometimes I wonder why I even travel with you."
She licks her greenish lips.
"Probably because I give excellent head!"
I almost drop the bowl of strew was just about to put in front of him. He chuckles, a light, silvery laugh.
"That must be it!"
He looks at me.
"Still -- good as her mouth IS for that, she's not the greatest conversationalist. And I love to meet new people. Why don't you sit down and keep us some company, little human?"
"Sit down? I -- I have to work, I can't mingle with the..."
He reaches his slender fingers down to his belt into the pouch attached at this side. I gasp as he pulls out a coin, glimmering golden in the candlelight.
"Give this to the master of this house and tell him I request your company. It should compensate him for having to serve the guests himself for an evening."
I stare at the coin he drops into my hand, I have no idea whose head that is on it, but it feels warm in my palm.
As he eats a spoon of his stew, I walk back to the counter and hand it to the boss in a daze.
Who stares at it, then me.
"What in the plains and the mountains...?"
"He... he says he wants me to -- keep them company..."
He bites the coin with his stumpy teeth, holds it next to the oil lamp behind the counter.
"If this is not real then it's the best fake I ever... "
Then looks at me.
"What are you waiting for, lassie -- get to to that table, sit your cute ass down and talk to the nice people!"
He quickly puts the coin not into the cash chest but his deep pocket, slaps my ass and shoves me towards our new guests. I feel the eyes of everyone in the tavern on me - again - but none of them burns into me like the deep blue eyes of the elf and the black orbs of the half ogre as I walk to their table. I feel like lamb walking to the slaughter.
As I sit down, the Elf puts a hand on mine and smiles at me - again I feel like sinking into his eyes, hardly hearing the rumbling chuckle of his muscular companion.
I relax.
Feel safe.
Smile at him.
"There you go, little human, so much prettier when you smile. Isn't she pretty?"
The female grunts.
"Too pink, too tiny, too frail for my taste. I don't know what you see in these humans."
He smirks.
"I never saw you kicking one out of your bedstead..."
They grin at each other and then laugh out loud.
"So, little human -- you don't get to see many other races, hm?"
I shake my head
"We have some dwarves from the mines some miles off stop by, occasionally, Some halflings, but they rarely ever travel so far south. I once saw a faun. I think. May have just been a goat lost in the woods.... No, we're too far off deep in human lands, too far from the borders for - foreigners to come by. Not since..."
He nods. The stories of free moving beings of all kinds of species are nothing but that for me - stories from before the war. In the big cities, the races may still mingle, but not here in the outskirts...
"And you don't get out much -- other than -'the city'?"
He chuckles and I blush -- for him what I called "the city" is probably just another village hardly more notable than our few huts. The stories the occasional human travellers coming through tell about the capitol seem - made up. Houses with more than two storeys? Outhouses -- indoors? Inns where loose women offer heir bodies up for money... I feel a tingle inside of me thinking about that one. And I feel his eyes on me, like drilling into my head. Can elves red minds? I shake my head and put away the thoughts of -- loose women...
"Y... You must come around a lot? Are you soldiers?"
He smiles.
"Occasionally. But regular armies usually don't pay enough. We're freelancers. Quest seekers."
"Assassins?"
I almost put my hands in front of my mouth, I feel a little too relaxed if I call guests that. But he only smiles and the ogre rumbles.
"If the need for some arises. But the most expensive kind. And we never go after our friends!"
He pushes his cup towards me and waves to my boss for another.
"Here. Have a drink. To new friends."
I open my eyes wide. I never drunk the good stuff. I hardly ever drink at all.
"I couldn't..."
"I insist. Friend. You're our guest tonight, after all. You are old enough to drink, aren't you? I sometimes have trouble judging humans' ages, you're ALL so... young to us..."
"Not that you care much..."
The half ogre grins.
"Human authorities can be such a pain in the ass though. 20 years are just a blink of an eye for me but they REALLY seem to care for some reason about when a human was born in that tiny amount of time when you make them drink with you or -- do something else."
I nod my head eagerly, I certainly don't want to seem immature to this worldly elf.
"I'm 18!"
Look at him
"An adult", I add, just to save him, the trouble of calculating human years into elven ones.
He nods.
"Good. A big girl!"
The ogre chuckles.
"A tiny big girl."
"Now, now, I'm sure she's -- fairly well sized for a human!"
They both grin and I do take as sip of the wine. It's rich. Potent. Definitely will work faster than the cheap stuff.
The boss puts another cup in front of the elf and fills it, then refills my cup - reluctant to serve me, but at a nod of the elf, he does. I can't suppress a giggle. The elf smiles.
"And even prettier when you laugh. Have another sip!"
I do as he tells me and drink.
For the next hour or so, I talk to the two strangers like we're old friends. The wine loosens my tongue, I guess - they soon know all there is to know about me -- little as there is to know. How my father didn't come back from the ogre wars -- I sense my new lady friend tensing up -- it's hard to read her expression, but the topic clearly isn't one she likes to discuss. I wonder where the half ogre stood in it -- probably between all fronts.
How I grew up alone with my mother who died of the fever two years ago and ever since get through life alone, the job in this tavern the best thing that ever happened to me.
"And that's all about me!"
I shrug, apologetically. The elf smiles and the ogre grunts.
"No men?"
She looks at me, I blush. The wine may have loosed my tongue but...
"Forgive my friend, she's -- blunt at times."
He smiles reassuringly - and then surprisingly doubles down.
"But you did indeed not mention anyone special?"
I take another sip and shake my head.
"I am not engaged, if that's what you're going at.
"Well..."
He grins.
"I wasn't necessarily thinking about marriage, just... fun, maybe?"
I take another sip.
"I don't know about the ways of the world where you come from but around here, we have our relationship blessed by the gods!"
"Of -- course you do!"
The elf smirks.
"If there's one thing I learned about humans is that they have their urges in perfect control and always obey the marital rituals of their respective gods! So no man for you. No women either? Farm animals?"
I almost spit out my wine at that insinuation.
"Relax -- we don't judge. Trust me, none of us in any position to do so. On either of those pairings. Gods. You're lucky there aren't any dragons around these parts, little virgin."
He raises his cup.
"To true love that waits!"
The ogre laughs loudly and clinks hers to his.
"A... are you two... are you..."
Is it the wine or the embarrassment that makes my tongue so heavy? But then again it's surely the wine that makes me ask this question in the first place.
"We're are Not married, human."
The ogre grins at me, her sharp teeth gleaming in the candlelight. I blush.
"Well. No. Surely. I didn't mean to... But... as you are not -- adhering to our traditions, do you... are you...?"
The elf puts a hand on mine.
"We fight together since we formed a party years ago in the aftermath of the war."
"Almost killed him when he tried to steal my pouch in that back alley. Silver tongued devil was lucky I decided he might be more useful to me in other ways."
I stare at the muscular female. That's the most she said since entering the tavern. Seems she likes that story.
"Not how I remember it."
The elf pouts. Which makes me giggle.
"I agree though, that you certainly got more out of our first - business negotiation than I did."
She grunts
"I made you come harder that night than all the high and mighty elvish cunts you've stuck your pecker into until then combined when I fucked your firm pale little ass with my favourite..."
The male elf raises his hand, then looks at me again.
"No need to warm up old stories in front of our new friend, she may get some wrong ideas about the nature of your - relationship... anyway... Since then, we travel together. Fight together. And yes, we fuck. If that's what you so hesitantly tried to find out. Not exclusively, though, we're not a couple. Just team mates. Comrades with - benefits. And open for all kinds of -- new friends."
All four of their eyes now burn into me and I empty my cup with a long gulp. More than I wanted to know. Or is it?
"Listen, little human -- I like you. You're great company. Why don't we get a room in your fine Inn and talk some more. In private?"
My eyes widen, my mouth goes dry. I shake my head
"I couldn't. That's not..."
"Sh..."
He takes my hand.
"You wouldn't be alone with a male, my lady friend here is an excellent chaperone!"
The muscular greenish half ogre chuckles.
"And I promise we do nothing to you without your - permission."
I swallow as I sink into his yes.
"You... you wouldn't, would you?"
He shakes his head.
"It would be worth your while."
I swallow. Look into his eyes. Couldn't look anywhere else. Of course I want to spend more time with them. Who wouldn't? They're the most interesting people passing through here since... forever.
"A... alright..."
He nods, satisfied and gets up. The ogre take me into her strong arm as he walks to my boss.
"We need a room for the night another bottle. And the company of your lovely maid until morning."
The whole tavern goes dead quite again, all eyes are on me, but I feel dizzy, elated. Who cares about them?
I don't register the colour of the coin that is being put onto the counter, but I don't have to - my boss's eyes widening greedily as he nods, hands over another bottle and a large iron key. The golden coin joins the first in his deep pocket, jingling gently. My new friends must have doubled his monthly earnings.
Supported my my strong new friend, I follow my other, paler new friend upstairs to the rooms and into theirs -- the biggest of the house. Of course.
Giggle as I fall onto the bed



I try to resist -- half heartedly - as I notice my tight bodice being unlaced, but suddenly feel soft lips mine. I tense, then relax within seconds. His lips are soft, cool and burning hot at the same time somehow. I remember the theories and tales about elves being cold blooded, apparently not just a metaphor. I moan, open my mouth and feel his tongue slide into it. Moan a little frustrated as he stops kissing me to look into my eyes. All hesitations and inhibitions go away like melting snow as he looks into my eyes deeply. More!
"You really haven't been with man before? Not even kissed?"
I shake my head and blush.
"You're doing quite well. A natural."
I giggle.
"Thank you, kind Sir."
He smiles.
"Let's see if you're as talented in other fields."
He looks over to his companion - the bed creaks and groans as the heavy build half ogre joins us on it. Her kisses are - incredibly weird. l feel her sharp teeth -- two of which protruding from her lower jaw - scratch over my tongue and her tongue -- a large and muscular lump - fills my mouth almost fully. I don't know what's coming over me -- I begin to lick and suck on her massive tusks, making her chuckle.
"I'm beginning to like you, human!"
"Much obliged, Ma'am!"
I giggle. While she kisses me, the elf's lips slide down my neck, licking, kissing, and latches onto my nipples. I moan into the half-ogre's mouth as tingles from there turn into sparks shooting down my spine and I sigh as he lets go of the nipples -- only to gasp when my skirt is pulled up and my panties down in a swift move by slender elven fingers. I gasp again, louder, as his hot and cold lips touch my most private place.
I'm entranced much to deep to stop him -- thankfully, because very soon him kissing the little button that I occasionally touch when washing myself, never daring to stay longer, makes my head spin, and my brain go numb. All thoughts, all doubts vanish, my whole existence focuses on that little button and his lips an tongue on it, waves of pleasure roll though my body. I grab his long hair, begin to pant, moan, I lose all control, feel my body flex, my muscles spasm down there where he licks me, now letting his tongue wander between the lips. I tense -- a sensation that rips through my whole body as I scream, rear up in bed and collapse.
I may have lost consciousness, as I open my eyes, I see the greenish face above me grinning
"Well. That was quick, even for you. You hardly even touched her clit."
Between my legs, the elf's silver laughter rings brightly.
"A LOT of pent up arousal in this one. These stupid human religious restrictions keep their females so frustrated. This one probably didn't even know why she was so on edge until she found someone to relief her of her pressure!"
"Do you feel relieved, little human?"
The ogre woman tilts her head I can only nod, still out of breath, only vaguely understand what just happened to me, but I know this: I have never felt so relaxed in my adult life. So at peace. So one with myself. I feel it Has to be some kind of elven magic, but if what those two said is true and he just - fulfilled some basic need of mine so repressed I didn't know I have -- Gods, I hate this village. And the priest!
"Would you like to help me relief myself, too?"
I don't understand, but before I even get a chance to answer, the muscular green woman lifts her loincloth, positioning herself over my face and lowers her hips. I open my eyes wide -- the massive thighs could squash my head like a pumpkin, I'm sure, but that is not what's occupying my mind. In front of me opens a pink grotto - glistening wet - in the greenish-grey skin, black hair, bushy and curly framing it. I don't really know what the elf just did to me, but I am ENTIRELY sure, our priest would have an opinion about it and what the Gods think about it. An even stronger one about women doing it to another female. Of another species. I REALLY shouldn't...
But the smell of the grotto of the half ogre is making my mouth water, l lick my lips... and only put my tongue out a little to touch that button on her that gave much me Such a pleasure. Can't do any harm can it? It felt SO good. If I do this for her, it's just... kind? She a stranger. A guest. I lick it, making her moan approvingly. Lick it again, then take the button, swelling under my tongue between my lips and suck. Now she groans and the smell - musky, salty, sweet - emanating from her is heavenly, somehow making me feel light headed, just like her companion's caresses did.
I hear an silvery giggle.
"Good old ogre pheromones. Just as effective as elven magic."
I don't understand the word, but I don't care. I'm beginning to lick the lips that are opening for my tongue in between them, inviting me in, luring me in me with a taste that is even more invigorating that the smell preceding it.
I am so enthralled, fully distracted that I hardly notice how slender hands spread my legs and a pressure builds against my lower lips. Only when a sharp pain runs through my pussy for a second do I realize the elf has taken me, made me his. Made me a woman. Some voice in the back of my head says I should be ashamed, alas, I am not, this is just as it should be: perfectly natural.
The ogre's lips on mine, her juices running down my throat like a stream, the elven cock penetrating my womanhood, there is nothing shameful about giving into lust with a man and a woman, with an elf and a half ogre. All those stupid rules about not letting men touch me before marriage, about not mingling with other species are what's truly unnatural.
I kiss the lust button over my face more and more enthusiastically as the hot and cold shaft between my legs, ramming in and out of me, sends another wave of lust through me, a feeling unlike anything I ever felt before. I had no idea there is such a bliss on this earthly plain. The heavenly rewards in the afterlife the priests keep yapping about could not be better. No wonder ours wants to keep this from us.
I let myself fall into the bliss, feel the waves of joy run from his huge shaft in me all through my body, transfer my lust through my mouth and lips onto the lips and clit -- I'm learning so many new words from my new friends' dirty talking -- into the half-ogre. She comes, I swallow the gust of sweet-salty juices, just before I also reach another climax. The cool shaft inside of me whips another wave of bliss up my body, I tense and shake and tremble, then I feel a heat spread inside of me, like lava filling my womb, before he pulls out of me and the two strangers turned lovers collapse beside me on the soft bed.
I can't think, can't talk, can't do anything but lie on the mattress, so much softer than the straw filled one in my tiny chamber at home, try to collect myself and and enjoy the body heat of the half ogre and the coolness of the elf besides me.
I wake up from a doze when I feel something that's hard and soft, cool an hot at the same time gently touch my face. Opening my eyes, I see the pale naked slender body of the elf kneeling next to me, his cock erect over my face. I see it clearly for the first time now, it looks huge, hovering over my face, pale as his whole body, beautifully marbled with blue veins. It seems to glow in an unearthly light, unlike the rest of his pale skin, or maybe I'm just imagining it in my desire for it. Be that as it may, it pulls me towards it irresistibly and I cannot help but kiss it, lick it an then take it into my mouth. I have no idea if that's what he is expecting me to do with it, but it seems right and he doesn't object. On the contrary.
"Such a natural, little human!"
Between my legs, I feel something rough, almost like sandpaper -- the skin of the half-ogre as she opens my legs and lowers her tusked mouth to the tender lips of my pussy.
Her tongue is stronger, her sucking rougher and more demanding than that of the elf, as she begins to caress my wet hungry pussy - I'm glad the elf was my first to prepare it - but I'm also glad she is my second - my pussy feels more than ready for some rough action.
I suck the elven cock deeply into my mouth, one hand on his balls, massaging them gently - I must be a natural, he really seems to enjoy THAT. I feel them twitch and contract, as does his cock in my mouth and deep in my throat. Sucking it comes natural to me, somehow it's in my blood and as the rough treatment of the half-ogre pushes my pussy over the edge another time, his big cock, pushed all the way into my throat, his balls touching my chin, twitches and erupts. When I come, I suck hard and feel his juice, thick and creamy, hot like lava and cool like molten snow fill my mouth. I swallow and it slides down my throat, filling me up, satisfying me like nothing I ever at or drank.
For good this time, I loose consciousness, fall into a deep sleep.
I may have woken up in the middle of the night to the sounds of my bedmates fucking. It seems a mere human as I cannot fully satisfy the needs of so superior supernatural creatures like an elf and a half ogre, but I'm too tired, too exhausted to stay awake.
I only come to my senses when the sun hits my face through the window. I am alone in the large guest room, naked, feel sticky on my face and between my legs. I look around. On the night-stand next to the candle lies a parchment, covered in neat handwriting, a pouch next to it.
"Thank you for the night, little human, you are a truly exquisite specimen of your species and we know many to compare you to. Your skills are truly wasted in this hamlet of yours. I also fear everyone will know by now about your shared night with with non-humans. This might make it difficult to return your old life. We'll be staying for two nights at the biggest Inn in "the City" as you called it and will make our way to the capitol later this week. If you wish to join us, find as there, we can show you places in the world much more suited for a woman of your talents. And curiosity for other races."
I feel the now familiar tingle that runs through my nethers when thinking about the capitol. Meeting other elves and ogres... maybe trolls or centaurs... I feel myself blush, thinking about Their anatomy. And the the whorehouses. Those women there must meet the males and females of all kinds of species and... get to know them better. Last night sure has tickled my curiosity about that immensely.
"Whatever you choose, you'll find a reward for your services next to this note. It should help go where ever you want to go or buy back the respect of your townsfolk should you wish to stay. Kisses...."
Followed by a line of what must be Elvish scripture I of course can't read. Probably his signature. Making me notice for the very first time that I have no idea what my two bedmates are called. Nor did they ever bother to ask for my name. The elf and the half-ogre shouldn't be hard to find, though, if I do decide to follow them.
Eventually I open the pouch and pour it out on the night-stand, expecting a few copper coins. Silver, if my new friends felt very generous - and gasp as a bunch of gold coins falls from it onto the night stand. I could buy the Inn with those. Or live in comfort even in the capital for quite a while until I find... occupation if I follow my new friends to a new life.
I look out of the window. A new day has broken. I am a new woman and the world has suddenly become very big...
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Sonntagsausflug (Teil 3 von "Schwestern können so gemein sein")
Rainer erwachte zum Geräusch von schmatzenden Lippen und einem ziehenden Gefühl in seinen Eiern. Verschlafen blinzelte er und sah an sich herab -- zwei Haarschöpfe, einer blond, einer rotbraun hoben und senkten sich über seinem Schritt - Silvia lutsche seine Eier und Anna kümmerte sich hingebungsvoll um Rainers Morgenlatte, fest die Lippen darum geschlossen. Bevor er irgendetwas sagen konnte, wurde das Ziehen in seinen Eiern heftiger, die Kontraktionen unwiderstehlich. Normalerweise konnte er länger widerstehen, aber die beiden Frauen hatten ihn überrascht, sein Gehirn war noch nicht wach, sein Körper in Kontrolle und der tat was ein männlicher Körper tat, wenn er so verwöhnt wurde. Rainer verkrampfte sich und spritzte in den hungrigen Mund seiner Frau ab.
Die sah zu ihm hoch und begrüßte ihn mit vollem Mund.
„Gdn Mrrgn."
Rainer atmete nur heftig, zu überrascht um den Gruß zu erwidern.
„Och, Menno!"
Silvia ließ von den Hoden ihres Schwagers ab und blickte böse zu ihrer großen Schwester.
„Wieso kriegst du jetzt wieder das ganze leckere Sper..."
Anna packte den Kopf ihrer Schwester und küsste sie, mit offenen Lippen. Silvia Augen weiteten sich als sie merkte, dass Anna das Sperma nicht geschluckt hatte, und es nun schwesterlich großmütig in den Mund ihrer kleinen Schwester fließen ließ, die es erst überrascht, dann freudig und hungrig in Empfang nahm, mit der Zunge damit spielte und schließlich gierig schluckte. Als der Spermakuss endete, leckte sich Anna die Lippen.
„Sei einfach nicht so ungeduldig, kleiner Gierschlund, dann bekommst du schon, was dir zusteht. Ich bin dich nicht egoistisch, Schwesterchen."
„Von wegen. Immerhin hast du das Prachtexemplar von einem Mann jahrelang ganz allein für dich behalten. Du hast mir so viel leckeres Sperma voraus!"
„Du bist gerade erst 18 geworden, ich konnten ihn ja schlecht vorher mit dir teilen, du notgeiles kleines Luder!"
„Egoistische Bitch!"
„Mädels, Mädels. Bitte. Kein Streit am frühen Morgen, es ist genug von mir für euch beide da!"
Er streichelte die Körper der beiden Schwestern.
„Na kommt schon, küsst und versöhnt euch wieder, hm?"
Die beiden Frauen grinsten sich an, pressten dann ihre Lippen in unschwesterlicher Leidenschaft aufeinander, in heißem Kuss mit vollem Zungen- und Lippeneinsatz, der lange Minuten nicht endete. Rainers Schwanz, frisch gemolken, stieg wieder auf Halbmast durch den Anblick. Er ließ sich zurück auf die Couch sinken, auf der er die Nacht in den Armen der beiden Frauen verbracht hatte. Blickte auf sein Armbanduhr, das einzige was er am Körper trug. So früh am Morgen dann doch nicht mehr - schon fast 10.
Als die beiden Schwestern sich endlich voreinander lösten, küsste er sie beide, erst seine Frau, dann sein Schwägerin, gleich leidenschaftlich, gleich liebevoll.
„Ihr habt ja schon gefrühstückt. Aber ich habe Hunger."
Silvia kicherte.
„Ich glaube du überschätzt den Nähwert deines Spermas ein bisschen."
Alle drei erhoben sich und tapsten nackt in die Küche.
Während Rainer sein Frühstück genoss, zog Anna ihre Schwester zur Arbeitsplatte und rekrutierte sie um ihr beim Packen einer Kühlbox zu helfen. Den fragenden Blick ihrer kleinen Schwester ließ sie unbeantwortet, und Silvia fühlte sich wieder ein bisschen wie ein kleines Mädchen, wenn ihre Eltern Überraschungsausflüge mit ihr veranstalten. Offenbar hatte ihre Schwester etwas mit ihr vor.
„Könnt ihr euch nicht mal hinsetzten, das ist ziemlich ungemütlich wenn ihr so herumwerkelt."
Rainer schob sich eine Toast mit Honig in den Mund.
"Du könntest uns ja auch ein bisserl helfen, dann ging es schneller, mein Göttergatte", fauchte Anna zurück.
"Mhm. Nah. Ich glaube wir sind bis jetzt ganz gut gefahren dies Wochenende, wenn Frauen Frauenarbeit machen!"
Er grinste seiner Frau zu und sie hob da Schälmesser, das sie in der Hand hielt, zeigte damit auf ihren nackten Mann und deutete einen Schnitt an.
„Pass bloß auf, dass ich dich nicht auch zur Frau mache!"
Er griente bloß.
„Als ob du auf meine Männlichkeit verzichten könntest. Nach gestern."
„Bild' dir ja nicht zu viel drauf ein, immerhin hab ich jetzt meine kleine Schwester, die sich um meine Bedürfnisse kümmern kann, gell?"
Silvia errötete, Teil des Geplänkels der Eheleute zu sein, aber bevor sie sich einmischen konnte, drückte ihre große Schwester ihr einen Kuss auf die Lippen und eroberte fordernd ihren Mund mit ihrer Zunge, ließ ihre Hände über den Körper der Teenagerin gleiten. Auch wenn es nur dazu diente ihrem Schwager eins auszuwischen, Silvia ließ es mehr als gern mit sich geschehen.
Rainer stand auf, ging zwischen die beiden Frauen und grinste.
„Warum fragen wir dann nicht deine kleine Schwester, ob sie auf meine Männlichkeit schon wieder verzichten möchte."
Er lege die Hand auf Silvias Kopf und übernahm ihren Mund von seiner Frau, küsste sie leidenschaftlich.
„Mhmn" murmelte die Jüngere in den Mund des Mannes. „Auf keinen Fall!"
„Na also. Frage geklärt."
Er zwinkerte seiner Frau zu und küsste dann sie, mit genau so viel Leidenschaft wie ihre kleine Schwester.
„Seid ihr dann soweit, können wir los?"
Anna nickte zu Rainer und sie gingen in ihr Schlafzimmer, um sich ein paar wenige Sachen überzustreifen -- Rainer Shorts und ein T-Shirt, Anna nur ein kurzes Sommerkleid. Silvia sah ihnen zu, genoss den Anblick der nackten Körper.
„Also, los."
Anna griff ihr Handgelenk und zog sie zur Tür.
„Moment mal. Hey!"
Ihre große Schwester blickte sie fragend an.
„Was?"
„Wollen wir nicht erst mal duschen?"
Rainer grinste.
„Brauchen wir für da nicht außerdem mag sich dich so, Kleines, du riechst nach...."
Er neigte sich zu seiner Schwägerin.
"Mir... Und nach Anna... Und nach Sex!"
Silvia errötete.
„Was heißt ‚brauchen wir für da nicht'? Und ich... bin. Immer noch nackt. Egal wo wir hingehen, so geht's wohl nicht, oder?"
Anna grinste.
„Geht das so?"
Rainer nickte lachend.
„Geht so."
„A... aber..."
Kreischend versuchte sie sich die Hände vor den Körper zu halten, als ihre Schwester die Tür öffnete und sie hinaus zog. Es war Sonntag Vormittag, die Wohngegend der Eheleute ruhig und verlassen -- die meisten Nachbarn waren noch in der Kirche. Niemand war auf den Straßen, Trotzdem lief Silvia puterrot an, nackt im Freien.
„Das -- könnt ihr jetzt aber nicht ernst meinen, das geht doch nicht..."
Anna grinste ihr zu.
„Nein, ich will nicht..."
Rainer trat aus der Tür -- und zog sie hinter sich zu.
„Steig ins Auto, Süße. Oder wir gehen zu Fuß. Eine knappe Stunde, würde ich schätzen. Ins Haus kommst du auf jeden Fall nicht mehr, Silvi!"
Entgeistert starrte sie ihren Schwager an, dann ihre Schwester. Ihre Hände versuchten unzulänglich ihre Blöße zu bedecken.
„Ihr seid... die fiesesten...Ich.. ich hasse euch, ihr gemein..."
Anna legte ihrer Schwester einen Arm um die Schulter und eine Hand zwischen die Beine.
"Sch, ganz ruhig Schwesterherz. Gefällt dir das etwa nicht du kleines exhibitionistisches Luder?"
„Nein, das ist total... also... "
Ein leises Stöhnen entrang sich der Kehle der Teenagerin als die Finger ihrer Schwester in ihre Muschi vordrangen.
„Und warum bist du dann so feucht?"
„Bin ich gar... oh.,.. das ist nur... hmmm. Von euren Küssen gerade das hat nichts..."
Sie quiekte leise, als ihre Schwester ihren Kitzler mit dem Daumen streichelte.
„Na komm, jetzt sei schön brav und stell dich nicht so an!"
Sie führte ihre Schwester zum Auto, schob sie auf den Rücksitz und gesellte sich zu ihr. Rainer blickte ihnen schmollend nach.
„Na klar. Ihr dürft auf dem Weg spielen und ich muss fahren?"
„Auto fahren ist Männer Sache, mein Geliebter."
Anna zwinkerte ihm zu.
„Wir sind doch gut damit gefahren, wenn Männer Männerarbeit leisten."
Rainer seufze. Wieder mal ausmanövriert. Sein Frau war zu clever als dass er lange die Oberhand behielt bei ihren kleinen Spielchen. Er packte die Kühlbox in den Kofferraum, setzte sich auf den Fahrersitz und startete den Wagen, richtete den Innenspiegel so ein, dass er nicht den Verkehr auf der Straße sondern den auf dem Rücksitz im Blick hatte.
Schon bevor er die Ausfahrt ihres Hauses verlassene hatte, hatte Anna sich über ihre kleine Schwester hergemacht, küsste sie wild und hemmungslos, massierte ihren Kitzler mit einer und ihre festen Tittchen mit der anderen Hand, Der Geruch nach Erregung und das Konzert hellen lüsternen Stöhnens erfüllte den Fond des Wagens und Rainer hatte Schwierigkeiten sich bei dem Pulsieren in seinem Schritt auf den Verkehr zu konzentrieren. Zum Glück war Sonntag und nicht viel los.
Immer wieder wanderte sein Blick in den Spiegel zu den Frauen hinten Im Wagen. Annas Finger waren tief in ihrer Schwester, ihre Lippen nun von ihrem Mund zu ihren Nippeln gewandert die sie küssten und saugten -- Silvia zucke und zappelte unter den Liebkosungen der großen Schwester -- jeglicher Widerstand dagegen, sich nackt in die Öffentlichkeit zu begeben war völliger Hemmungslosigkeit gewichen. In dem einen Tag, den sie nun die Gespielin ihrer Schwester war hatte sie sich doch sehr verändert. Deutlich zum Luder hin, konstatierte Rainer innerlich, den Blick fest auf das Spiegelbild der Frauen geheftet.
Nach kurzer Zeit wurde Silvias Stöhnen lauter und unter den geschickten Händen und Lippen ihrer großen Schwester wurde sie von ihrem ersten Orgasmus des Tages überrollt. Rainer leckte sich die Lippen, sein Schwanz pochte schmerzhaft in seiner Hose. Zum Glück war er es gewöhnt. Das Vergnügen seiner Frau - und jetzt ihrer Schwester - ging vor. Immer.
Einige Minuten trennte sie noch von ihrem Ziel, die die Frauen leise seufzend mit Küssen und Liebkosungen verbrachten. Silvia in süßer post-orgasmischer Wonne, Anna offensichtlich erregt vom Orgasmus ihrer Schwester, ihre Küsse fordernd und leidenschaftlich.
„OK, Mädels, ich unterbreche euch nur äußert ungern - wirklich! Die Show ist - unterhaltsam - aber wird sind da."
Rainer stellte den Wagen auf einem kiesbedeckten Parkplatz ab und Anna zog ihre Schwester aus dem Auto -- ein bisschen entspannter war Silvia nun, nach der Behandlung auf dem Rücksitz aber immer nicht nicht gänzlich bereit. Zögernd blickte sie sich um, als ihre Schwester sie aus dem Wagen zog. Ein wenig atmete sie auf. Sie erkannte den Ort - der Baggersee. Klassisches Sonntagsausflugs-Ziel. Und sie sah das vertraute Schild in dem Bereich, zu dem ihre Schwester sie nun mehr oder weniger sanft bugsierte. Der Bereich hatte sie immer schon -- neugierig gemacht, aber betreten hatte sie ihn nie.
„FKK & Textil Strand. Badekleidung optional."
OK.
Silvia atmete durch, Erlaubnis zum nackt sein hatte sie also -- sie war sie aber trotzdem noch Sehr unsicher ob sie es auch sein WOLLTE. Mit zittrigen Knien ging sie an den anderen Badegästen vorbei - sie schätzte ungefähr die Hälfte war auch nackt, also eigentlich kein Ding, Niemand schien sie zu bemerken. Trotzdem war es ihr peinlich stehenzubleiben, während Anna das mitgebrachte Badetuch ausrollte und Rainer die Kühlbox mit dem Essen abstellte. Anna zwinkerte ihr zu.
„Jetzt entspann dich Schwesterherz, du bist hier nicht alleine mit deinen exhibitionistischen Neigungen!"
Silvia fauchte zurück
„Ich habe keine..."
Aber ihre große Schwester unterband ihren Widerspruch mit einem überraschenden Zungenkuss. Silvia Augen weiteten sich und sie entwand sich der Umarmung.
„Aber... du kannst doch nicht... in aller Öffentlichkeit..."
„Beruhige dich. Kennt uns doch keiner. Weiß niemand, dass wir Schwestern sind, hier sind wir nur zwei Frauen. Die sich ganz doll lieb haben!"
Rainer grinste und streichelte die Köpfe der Beiden.
„Und ich bin der geile alte Bock, der sich zwei süße Lesben geangelt hat."
Beugte sich zu den Frauen hinab und küsste sie beide zärtlich.
Silvia lief knallrot an -- sich selbst unsicher, ob es ihr so viel weniger peinlich war, dass wildfremde sahen, dass sie auf Frauen stand als dass sie wüssten, dass sie romantische und sexuelle Gefühlte für ihre Schwester hegte. Aber zumindest den anderen Badegästen schien es nicht zu missfallen - sie blickte sich um, niemand schien Anstoß an dem Dreiergespann zu nehmen, dass sich hemmungslos küsste.
Langsam beruhigte sich ihr Atem und sie konnte den Anblick nackter Körper genießen, als Rainer und Anna sich aus ihren Kleidern schälten. Aber nur kurz -- Anna zog Badekleidung aus ihrer Tasche hervor.
„Wie jetzt? Ihr zieht euch was an? Soll ich wieder alleine nackt bleiben? Da ist so was von...."
Ihr fehlten die Worte -- was ihre Schwester zum Kichern brachte,
„Fies? Tust immer noch so als würde es dir nicht gefallen, hm?"
Eine Hand Annas legte sich auf die schwesterliche Muschi und ein Finger fand den Weg in sie.
„Nass. Wie ich mir dachte. Luder!"
Sie zwinkerte ihr zu und fuhr fort, ihren Bikini überzustreifen. Was hätte Silvia nicht für so einen geben. Oder auch nur Rainers knappe Badehose -- oben ohne hatte sie schon mal gemacht, mit Freundinnen, im Freibad, aber ganz nackt, in aller Öffentlichkeit...
Sie versuchte sich abzulenken, indem sie Rainers Bauchmuskeln bewunderte. Anna runde Formen in dem kappen Bikini, das Schamhaar, das keck aus dem knappen Höschen hervorlugte. Zwar spürte sieh ihre Muschi erregt zucken und feuchter werden, gänzlich lenkte sie das nicht von ihrer misslichen Lage ab. Sie drehte sich um.
„Ich... stinke. Und mir ist heiß!"
Ohne ein weiteres Wort watete sie in den See.
Das Wasser war kühl -- fast noch kalt, trotz der angenehm warmen Luft, aber sie watet weiter bis sie nicht mehr stehen konnte und schwamm dann los. Wasser war ihr Element, und sie fühlte sich hier in allen fast allen Temperaturen zu Hause.
Die Abkühlung hatte sie gebraucht, ihr war heiß. Tierisch heiß. Sie drehte sich auf den Rücken und blickte zum Ufer.
Ihre Schwester und ihr Schwager waren ihr ins Wasser gefolgt. Rainer wollte umdrehen, nachdem er einen Fuß ins kalte Wasser gesetzt hatte. Silvia kicherte - der große Softie - aber Anna zog ihn herrisch weiter.
Silvia drehte sich im Wasser wieder auf den Bauch und genoss das kühle Nass, ohne störenden Stoff, an ihrem ganzen Körper, ihre erregte Muschi eingeschlossen. Die Abkühlung brauchte sie dringend nach den Liebkosungen ihrer Schwester im Wagen.
Sie blickte sich um und sah ihren Schwager auf sich zu schwimmen, nachdem Anna ihn jetzt ins Wasser bugsiert und er sich damit abgefunden hatte, hatte er ein Ziel. Grinsend streckte sie ihm die Zunge raus, als er sie zwischen zwei Brustzügen ansah, dann machte sie sich daran im davonzuschwimmen. Was ihr problemlos gelang. Sie schwamm im Verein, nahm an Meisterschaften teil, mit wenigen Zügen konnte sie die Distanz zu Rainer vergrößern -- der zwar sportlich und trainiert war, aber eine amateurhafte Technik an den Tag legte. Silvias trainierter, schmaler Körper, muskulös an genau den richtigen Stellen für diese Übung, schnitt durchs Wasser, ihre Schwimmerinnen-Muskeln treiben sie vorwärts.
Lächelnd hielt sie schließlich inne und schwamm mit halber Kraft. Wirklich entkommen wollte sie ihrem sexy Schwager ja eigentlich gar nicht, ihm nur zeigen wer im Wasser das Sagen hatte. Sie schwamm wieder auf dem Rücken und sah ihn zu sich her kraulen, kurz vor ihr abtauchen und dann griff er wie ein Kraken die schlanke Taille der Schwimmerin mit beiden starken Armen und presste ihr unter Wasser einen Kuss auf den nackten Arsch. Die Teenagerin kicherte laut auf und als Rainer auftauchte und sie wassertretend umarmte, drückte sie ihm eine dicken Kuss auf die Lippen, öffnete ihre und ließ ihre Zunge die des Mannes umspielen.
Anna paddelte mit kurzen Brustzügen hinterher -- sie war nicht so trainiert wie ihr Mann und nicht so fit wie ihre kleine Schwester, ein wenig außer Atmen kam sie, ebenfalls wassertretend vor den Beiden zum Stehen.
„Hast du deswegen den Baggersee vorgeschlagen als Ausflugsziel, Schatz, damit du dich mit meiner kleinen Schwester im Wasser verlustieren kannst?"
Sie klatsche auf die Wasseroberfläche und spritzte die beiden in inniger Umarmung vor ihr Paddelnden nass.
„Ist doch nicht seine Schuld wenn du alte Frau nicht hinterherkommst!"
Silvia grinste ihre Schwester an -- die sie ohne zu zögern an den Schultern packte und unter Wasser tauchte.
Schreiend und prustend tauchte die Teenagerin wieder auf.
„Du fiese Bitch! Na warte!"
Rainer ruderte ein bisschen zurück, während die beiden Schwestern sich umarmten und gegenseitig unter Wasser zu ziehen versuchte, lachend, prustend, und schnaubend. Schließlich gelang es Anna, ihre Schwester zu zu umarmen, fest an sich zu ziehen, so dass die Jüngere keine festen Halt mehr bekam und ihr die Lippen auf den Mund zu pressen, in wildem Verlangen vom herumtollen erregt küssten sich die beiden Schwestern leidenschaftlich, so sehr, dass sie mehrfach das Wassertreten vergaßen und kurz untertauchten, Schließlich umarmte Rainer sie beide.
„Mädels, es ist zwar nett euch beim Spielen zuzusehen, aber ihr seid nicht in der Versfassung hier herumzuschwimmen. Am Ende muss ich euch noch retten!"
„Mit Mund zu Mund Beatmung?"
Silvia kicherte.
„Und Brustmassage!"
Anna sprang ihrer Schwester bei.
„Das hättest du wohl gerne, du Perversling!"
Rainer seufzte. Egal wie sich die Schwestern neckten, gegen ihn sich zu verbünden fiel ihnen immer wieder leicht.
„Schwimmen wir wenigstes ins Flache. Ich seh euch ja gern beim Knutschen zu, aber nur wenn wir Stehen können."
Simultan streckten die beiden Schwestern ihm die Zungen raus, dann folgten sie doch seinem Vorschlag und paddelten in Richtung Ufer. Er hätte sie locker überholen können aber er folgte ihnen langsam.
Schließlich kamen sie zum Stehen, sahen ihn an.
„Zufrieden?"
Anna blickte ihren Mann an und er nickte, dann packte seine Frau ihre kleine Schwester und setzte die wilden Küsse fort, die sie im tiefen Wasser begonnen hatten. Rainer konnte ihre Bewegungen unter der Wasseroberfläche nur erahnen, doch Silvias Stöhnen ließ ihn vermuten die Hand seiner Frau hatte mal wieder die Muschi ihrer kleinen Schwester gefunden und verwöhnte sie. Rainers Schwanz pochte und wuchs -- trotz des kalten Wassers - zu voller Größe an. Er leckte sich sie Lippen. Er hätte sich gern angeschlossen, aber die beiden Frauen waren voll und ganz miteinander beschäftigt -- für den Moment gab er sich mit Spannen zufrieden.
Schließlich nahm Anna ihre Schwester bei der Hand und zog sie aus dem Wasser. Silvia atmete schwer und schnell, die Scham, die sie ins Wasser getrieben hatte war vergessen, ihr nasser nackter junger Körper präsentierte sich in ganzer Schönheit den Badegästen -- die ihn kaum beachteten, immerhin war sie nicht die einzige Nackte am gemischten Strand.
Ein wenig erschöpft ließ Silvia sich auf das Badetuch sinken und blickte hinauf zu dem Ehepaar, das über ihr stand. Und schluckte. Beide trugen weiße Badesachen, beide knapp und eng - Rainer war noch nie ein Freund von weiten, langen Badeshorts gewesen, er hatte immer schon knappe Badehosen getragen und unter dem nassen weißen Stoff zeichnete sich in voller Größe sein harter Schwanz ab -- hätte er vom FKK Angebot Gebrauch gemacht und wäre nackt, hätte der Anblick seine Schwägerin kaum mehr erregen können. Aufgeregt sah sie zu ihrer Schwester hinüber -- deren Bikini war fast transparent geworden, jetzt wo er nass war, ihre dunklen Nippel waren deutlich unter dem Oberteil zu erkennen, und unter dem Abdruck ihre Busches legte das Höschen sich eng und klamm an ihre prallen Lippen. Silvia seufzte leise, das Kribbeln zwischen ihren Beinen wurde zu einem heißen Brennen. Rainer kicherte als sie unbewusst ihre Hand zwischen ihre Schenkel führte.
„Deine Schwester ist ja ganz nass!"
„In mehr als einer Hinsicht, sicherlich!"
Anna kicherte.
„Dagegen muss man was tun! Sonst fängt sie sich noch was ein!"



Silvia wollte nach dem Handtuch greifen, doch Anna zog es ihr mit einem Grinsen weg.
„Das mach ich schon für dich, Schwesterchen!"
Die Jüngere sah ihre Schwester mit einem Stirnrunzeln an.
„Ich bin 18, ich kann mich alleine abtro..."
„Na schau sich einer das große Mädchen an, ganz alleine abtrocknen will sie sich!"
Lachend warf Anna sich auf ihre Schwester und stieß sie um, beide kamen sie auf dem großen Badetuch zu liegen.
"Nein! Lass, das!" kicherte Silvia.
Als Anna das Handtuch fest am nassen, schlanken Körper ihrer Schwester rubbelte, fest ihre Brüste abrieb, öffneten sich die Schenkel der Teenagerin unwillkürlich. Anna ließ das Handtuch tiefer wandern, bis sein rauer Stoff gegen ihren Schritt rieb. Rainer stand daneben und grinste.
„Damit machst du die Muschi aber nur noch nasser, fürchte ich, Schatz!"
Silvias kichern ging in ein Stöhnen über.
„Hast du wohl Recht..."
Anna nahm die Hand aus dem Schritt ihrer Schwester und das Stöhnen klang ein bisschen frustriert und ging in ein lautes Kreischen über als die ältere Schwester mit festem Griff Silvia von beiden Seiten mit angespannten Finger an der Taille griff.
„NEIN, Aufhören!"
Silvias Stimme klag plötzlich ein bisschen ängstlich und erregte die Aufmerksamkeit einiger Badegäste der näheren Umgebung
„Immer noch kitzlig, kleine Schwester!"
Verzweifel versuchte Silvia wieder Luft zu bekommen.
„Nnnn... Nein. Überhaupt nicht. Musst du gar nicht erst versuchen!"
Anna lächelte.
"Na dann ist ja gut, dann stört sich das hier ja nicht"
Erneut stupste sie ihre Finger in die Seiten ihrer Schwester, erneut kreischte die Jüngere auf und konnte sich ein glockenhelles Lachen nicht unterdrücken.
„Nein, da ist unfair, aufhören!"
Die Versuche sich zu entwinden waren erfolglos -- zumal Rainer sich jetzt einmischte und die junge Frau an den Knöcheln festhielt, während seine Frau sie folterte.
„Nein! Zwei gegen einen! Ihr seid so fies! Aufhö..."
Erneut ging ihr Protest in helles Lachen über. Die Zuschauer, jetzt überzeugt keine Gewalttat sonder eine Kabbelei zu beobachten, lachten amüsiert.
„Ist sie auch an den Füßchen kitzelig?" fragte Rainer neugierig. Silvias Augen weiteten sich.
„Nein, bin ich nicht!"
„Ist sie wohl! Total", fiel ihre Schwester ihr in den Rücken und Rainer strich grinsend mit den Fingerspitzen über die zarten Fußsohlen seiner Schwägerin.
Erneut platzte ein verzweifeltes Lachen aus ihr heraus und sie zappelte wie in Fisch auf dem Trockenen - mit ihrer Schwester auf ihrem Bauch sitzend und ihrem Schwager der sie an den Füßen festhielt völlig sinnlos.
Schließlich, nach einigen Minuten gnadenlosen Kitzelns tauschte Rainer die Hände gegen den Mund, hörte auf die Fußsohlen zu streicheln und begann sie zu küssen, zu lecken. Auch Annas Attacken wurden sanfter, wanderten vom Bauch ihrer Schwester zu ihren harten aufgereckten Brustwarzen, die sie erst streichelte, dann leckte und schließlich zu küssen begann. Als Rainer ihren großen Zeh in den Mund nahm und daran saugte und Anna ihre Nippel ebenso oral verwöhnte, ging Silvias Kichern und Grunzen in sanftes Seufzen und Stöhnen über -- nur kurz gewann ihr rationales Denken Überhand und sie erinnerte sich daran wo sie waren.
„Aber... d... das geht doch nicht... hier sind doch Leute... Oh...!"
Sie legte murmelnd den Kopf aufs Badetuch als Rainer die Zwischenräume zwischen ihre Zehen leckte. Anna zwinkerte ihr zu.
„Keine Sorge, das ist OK, Schwesterchen. Der Teil des Strandes hier ist... bekannt dafür. Hier bringt keiner seine Kinder hin, hier sind nur... gleichgesinnte Erwachsene."
Silvia brauchte ein paar Sekunden um zu realisieren was sie da hörte. Sie legte den Kopf zur Seite und sah sich um. In ein paar Metern Entfernung hatten zwei Frauen begonnen sich zu umarmen und zu küssen. Ein Mann der im Alter ihres Vater sein musste hatte seinen harten Schwanz in die Hand genommen und angefangen zu masturbieren. Während er sie ansah!
Silvia schluckte und spürte ihren Kopf heiß werden. Sie wollte Einspruch erheben, aber die heißen Wellen die ihren Körper von den Zungen ihrer Schwester und ihres Schwagers ausgelöst durchliefen machten ihren Mund trocken. Sie leckte sich die Lippen.
„A.. wir.. wir sind doch Schwe..."
Anna zog sich hoch und auf ihre Unterarme abgestützt lag sie über ihrer Schwester, blickte ihr tief in die Augen.
„Niemand weiß das hier. Entspann dich."
Dann erstickte sie die Einwände ihrer Schwester mit einem heißen, leidenschaftlichen Zungenkuss, während ihr Mann sich an den Beinen seiner Schwägerin hinauf bis zu ihrer nassen Muschi küsste. Er leckte sie einmal von unten nach oben, zwischen den inzwischen leicht geöffneten Lippen seiner Schwägerin und nahm ihren süß-salzigen Geschmack auf -- Köstlich. Dann tippte er mit der Zungenspitze gegen ihren Kitzler, der sich keck hervorragte und begann daran zu lecken. Silvia stöhnte lauter in den Kuss ihrer Schwester und jegliche Hemmungen fielen von ihr ab, weggeschwemmt von einer Welle der Lust. Sollten sie anderen doch schauen.
Rainer machte es sich bequem zwischen den Beinen der Teenagerin und leckte, küsste und saugte den jungen Kitzler und die vollen Lippen, wahrend er ab und an einen Blick nach oben riskierte und seinen Schwanz pulsieren spürte beim Anblick der Schwestern in wildem leidenschaftlichen Kuss. Annas Unterleib zeigte in seine Richtung und er konnte ihre pralle Muschi unter dem nassen, eng anliegenden weißen Bikini Höschen sehen -- ein Anblick dessen er nie müde wurde. Ein bisschen bedauerte er es also, als seine Frau sich aufsetzte, den Kuss unterbrach und ihren Schritt zum Mund ihrer Schwester bewegte, doch sein Bedauern verflog sofort, als er sah, was sein Frau vorhatte.
Sie senkte ihre Muschi aufs Gesicht Silvias, schob ihr Höschen zur Seite und stieß ein Stöhnen aus, als die Zunge der jungen Frau ihre haarige Muschi berührte. Ohne Zögern begann Silvia die schwesterliche Muschi zu verwöhnen; genoss wie Rainer sichtlich den Geschmack von Weiblichkeit, penetrierte die vollen Lippen mit ihrer Zunge, und saugte gierig Annas Kitzler. Rainer verschärfte seine Bemühungen an Silvias Muschi, um die junge Frau anzuheizen, wohl wissend, dass seine Frau davon profitierte, wenn ihre kleine Schwester erregter wurde -- wilder und fordernder wurden Silvias Zungenschläge, je geiler sie unter der Zunge ihres Schwagers wurde.
Schließlich hielt der Mann es nicht mehr aus, sein Schwanz pochte schmerzhaft in seiner engen Badehose.
Er leckte sich die Lippen, stemmte sich auf die Unterarme und robbte am Körper seiner Schwägerin hoch, schob dabei seine Badehose zu seinen Knien herunter und rieb seinen harten bebenden Schwanz an der nassen Muschi der Teenagerin, hörte die junge Frau stöhnen -- gedämpft, da ihr seine Frau ihre Muschi auf den Mund presste. Ein wenig neckte Rainer seine Schwägerin noch mit seinem Schwanz, rieb ihn über die vollen Lippen, den blutgefüllten Kitzler, dann nahm er sein Becken zurück uns führte die pralle Eichel an das Tor zu Silvias Allerheiligstem. Die junge Muschi war triefend nass und Rainer glitt mit einer schnellen, stetigen Bewegung in sie und spürte die festen Muskeln ihres Unterleibs zupacken. Die schlanken Beine der Teenagerin schlangen sich um seinen Körper und zogen den reiferen Mann tief in ihre Grotte, bis seine Eier das zarte Fleisch ihres Damms spürten und er bis zum Anschlag in seiner Schwägerin versank.
Das Schmatzen der Lippen und die Zunge der jungen Frau auf der Muschi ihrer Schwester fachten sein Erregung weiter an, sein ganzer Körper wurde von heißen Wellen durchzuckt und er musste sich mühsam im Zaum halten, um nicht wie ein wilder Stier zu rammeln.
Langsam ließ er seinen harten Schwanz wieder aus der nassen, glitschigen Muschi heraus gleiten, und wieder hinein, penetrierte den gierigen jungen Spalt geduldig, sacht, was die Teenagerin in den Wahnsinn treib, Geilheit vernebelte ihr Hirn, Ströme aus heißer Lava schienen durch ihren Körper zu wühlen; von der bis zum Zerreißen gefüllten Muschi bis zu ihrer Zugespitzte, die sich tief in ihre Schwester bohrte.
Gemächlich nach und nach steigerte Rainer das Tempo der Penetration der Teenagerin und stieß mit jedem Stoß härter in seine Schwägerin, spürte sie um seinen harten Prügel zucken und erbeben, hörte ihr Stöhnen, gedämpft vom Schritt Annas, die nun ebenfalls lautstark in den Chor des Stöhnens und Grunzens ihrer Schwester und ihres Mannes einfiel, stöhnte, knurrte, während die Zunge Silvias ihr Heiligtum penetrierte, ihren Kitzler umspielte und sie antrieb -- die heißen Wellen der Erregung strömten jetzt durch alle drei, von Rainer getrieben in seine Schwägerin und von deren Lippen weiter in die Muschi ihrer Schwester.
Das Spektakel blieb natürlich nicht unbemerkt, auch der letzte Badegast schenkte die Aufmerksamkeit nun voll und ganz den drei Menschen, die sich in wilder Erregung und ohne jede Scham vor ihnen paarten. Niemand erhob Einspruch, Anna hatte Recht gehabt, wer diesen Teil des Strandes besuchte, rechnete mit - hoffte auf - eine Show. Ob bekleidet oder nackt, niemand ließ der Anblick kalt, Männer wie Frauen genossen die Darbietung entweder still oder legten offen Hand an sich, masturbierten und trieben sich selbst zum Höhepunkt. Niemand ahnte, das die beiden beteiligen Frauen Schwestern waren -- nicht wenige hätte das Wissen aber eh noch mehr erregt.
Schließlich kam das zum Abschluss kam - Silvia zuerst, den Mund fest gegen die Muschi der Schwester gepresst, stieß sie gedämpft ihr Stöhnen aus, als ihr Körper zuckend, mit dem Schwanz ihres Schwagers tief in sich eine heftigen Höhepunkt erreichte. Anna konnte ihrer erregten Schwester nicht lange widerstehen, Sekunden später kam auch sie und schließlich zog Rainer sein Schwanz aus der engen, nassen Muschi der Teenagerin und spritzte eine heiße, klebrige Ladung Sperma auf ihren flachen, blassen Bauch.
Wer von dem umgeben Badegästen beide Hände frei hatte applaudierte -- eigentlich nicht der gute Ton, aber die Show der Drei war zu aufregend gewesen um sie nicht zu honorieren.
Anna kicherte, Rainer grinste zufrieden und nahem das Lob der Zuschauer an, Silvia errötete und vergrub ihr Gesicht im Busen ihrer großen Schwester, die such neben sie legte, doch ihre Muschi zuckte angetan von der Aufmerksamkeit und dem Lob. Wenn sie vorher kein Luder war, ihre Schwester und ihr Schwager waren definitiv dabei sie zu einem zu erziehen.
Langsam beruhigte sich Silvias Atem und ihr Herzschlag, als auch ihr Schwager sich neben die beiden Frauen legte und an sie kuschelte.
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Homework
Tina giggles as the video ends.
"That was SO cute. I always wanted to see a boy's first time."
Alex's mother nods.
"It's something special. You don't live in a familiar group?"
The young woman shakes her head.
"Moved out from the Care Centre as son as possible, of course, I thought I'd play around until I find the right people to become head of my own household. But I must admit I miss having the busy life of many people around..."
The mature woman smiles warmly.
"Well, you're welcome here, not just to - study with my son, young lady!"
Tina nods gratefully and Alex smiles. His mother has that effect on most women. She's a natural born leader. He feels so is the - new woman just entering his life, but she definitely can learn a thing or two from his Mom. Who knows everything!
"Can I have that video?"
Sandrine chuckles.
"Of course, dear, if you like watching me and my son that much!"
Tina nods enthusiastically, takes out her handheld to pair it with the older woman's and has a copy at the press of a button. Almost at the same time a green conformation flares, adding her device into the family intranet. Alex widens his eyes. That's a privilege his mother usually reserves for women she got to know a little better. She really must like Tina.
"Thanks!"
Tina is just as surprised and only gets a reassuring nod in response.
"Well... I guess we gotta get to work, we have homework to do! Thanks for the video and the coffee Ms... Sandy. That was fun!"
"Don't be too gentle with my boy, he needs a firm hand to - study!"
The mature woman winks at her new friend as she stands up and takes Alex's wrist.
"Dinner is at 6, if you want to stay that long, Tina. It's worth it. One of our family member's new male charges is a cook, he's going to prepare it today."
Tina nods.
"I'd love to. I hope -- studying with your son makes me adequately hungry!"
The women laugh and despite being used to being talked about by mature women -- in lewd terms more often than not -- this is feeling weird. Special. Not bad, if he's honest. Being the object of consideration between his mother and this strong young woman almost makes him feel like a grown man, being used as grown men should. It is a feeling he thought he would feel all the time once he turned 18, but he's finding he's only growing into it. Clearing his throat, he stands up and, Tina's hand still holding his wrist proprietorially, walks ahead, leading her out of the kitchen into the hallway to his room. His mind spinning and the butterflies in his belly running wild, he almost bumps into Katie and Ixchel, coming out of the brown skinned girl's room, whispering to each other.
"Oh, hey, Alex."
Katie greets the boy with a gentle, open mouthed kiss. Since his birthday, his fantasies of being used by her have come true -- she still kinda feels like what he imagines a live-in sister might feel like and and sometimes he has even harboured the idea of her maybe becoming a custodian for him. That idea is far from his mind now, with Tina watching the greeting with a smile, but the short blonde's loving embrace still makes him tingly. He tastes a familiar flavour on her lips -- Ixchel's. By now he can identify the familiar juices of every member of his family group immediately and knows what the two have done in the dark haired woman's room. A theory confirmed as Ixchel welcomes the boy of the household with a kiss as well, a little less loving but not a bit less sexual -- with the taste of Katie on her lips.
"Our boy has finally found a woman who wants to meet the family, hm?"
Ixchel smiles and Katie giggles at Alex blushing.
"Hi. I'm Tina."
The women introduce themselves, share some jests about Alex, of course, as women do and as Alex and Tina move to the boy's room, he can hear the beginning of the conversation between the two women and his mother as they get together in the kitchen.
"Ixchel wants to introduce me to her new boy-toy, Sandy! Wanna come?"
"If you don't mind Ix. Are you ready to introduce him to the head of the household?"
He hears the women's warm laughter.
"I guess so. It's the third date, so I might keep him for longer..."
"Alright, let me finish my coffee and we can go. Is it another gym rat?"
The women share a hearty laugh. They know the taste of family members.
"Actually, he doesn't have a job, but he does work out - quite a lot."
"Oh, one of those. A gold digger who relies on his body to get picked up by women, huh? He better be worth my time..."
Tina hears Sandy sigh and the pulls Alex onwards.
"Stop dawdling, we got work to do, little man!"
They enter Alex's room, nicely decorated in his favourite colour pink, stuffed animals on his big bed, his desk on one, a big closet on the other side of the room. Posters hanging on the wall, his favourite girl band, actresses, women's football team.
Tina smiles.
"You're into football?"
Surprised to see him blush hard.
"Uh, yeah... the other boys say that's too feminine and I should, watch more boyish sports with them... like figure skating or volleyball, but I don't know I just love to watch strong women kick some ball..."
Tina nods.
"As long as you're not of of those boys who think men should actually PLAY football!"
"Goddess, no. Men in women's sports are just silly..."
"Good boy. You know I play, right?"
He nods. Of course he's been watching the school games if he's into the sport. And of course he has seen her there. She's not the most notable player -- though smart, she's not a nerd, but not exactly a jock either, but she can stand her woman on the field.
"Next match is this weekend. You should come, I'd totally like you cheering me on."
Shyly, Alex nods, He would have gone anyway, but he will make sure she sees him cheering her on, now.
"My own cheerleader. Nice!"
Without asking, she opens his closet. He opens his mouth, but not in protest. Not really. No women outside his family group has ever been in his room - not since he's a man, at least, certainly never had a look into his closet. But privacy is not a privilege men get in this world. It should not bother him, he has no secrets from women. And yet -- he cannot help but feel a bit woozy, butterflies in his stomach as Tina goes through his clothes.
"You don't happen to have an actual cheerleader outfit, hm?"
"Uh. No.. I..."
He gulps. It's not a story he often tells, but he feels trying to hide anything from the woman who stepped into his life is pointless.
"I tried to join the cheer-squad, but I'm... not really good at that type of athletics."
"Hmm..."
She looks at him.
"A shame, you'd look good in the crop top and skirts the cheer team wears. You do any other sports?"
"I'm in the volleyball team. But I'm not very... well...I never... "
She chuckles.
"Don't worry, I didn't pick you because of your athletic prowess, little one. A little scrawny nerd, smart, but not too much and quite cute. I'm sure you at least look good in those tiny shorts they make the volleyball players wear."
Again he feels the blood rush to his head. His Mom thinks he does, and he loves that compliment from her or family members, but it feels -- a little different from Tina somehow. He watches her going through his clothes - mostly shorts or tight pants, crop tops, tight shirts, in pastels, pink, baby blue, light green and purple. All of them... he clears his throat. He's no sure why he comes forth with this information on his own, but -- the more she holds his stuff up and calls it cute, the more he feels he can trust her.
"My mother picks all my clothes..."
She just nods. He knows it is not really that special an information for a boy who is in his mother's household after his 18th birthday, but he's still glad she just nods and smiles.
"Thought so. Definitely a mother's touch, dressing her little boy ion pink and baby blue."
She smiles as he hesitantly moves closer.
"... pink is my favourite colour..."
"Of course it is. Nothing wrong with it, I bet you look really sweet in pink."
She throws a pink crop top - his favourite, actually - onto the bed.
"When I go shopping with you, we might get a little more... adult stuff for you. You are allowed to wear dark colours. Maybe even black once in a while."
She winks at him and he looks at her speechless -- he noticed very clearly that she said "when", not "if". Major changes in his life seem to loom ahead and his wardrobe will probably not be the biggest of them. He doesn't even have time to blush and shake off his thoughts when she opens his drawers and begins to go through his underwear.
"Also picked by Mom?"
He can freely nod as she hold up various undergarments. He kept most of his clothes from before turning 18, but his underwear drawer was completely refilled on the his birthday - gifts from his mother and the other women in his family. Mostly jock straps - "I love how your little ass looks in them", his mother used to say, some g-strings, thongs, briefs. All clearly emphasizing his ass and -- to his initial shame - also showing his not to big bulge in the front.
His mother has comforted him about that, very much insisting that most women these days are fond of men not well endowed -- those are for playing, often too self absorbed and overly confident just because of their dick size. Harder to train, therefore and to integrate into their natural position in society. Men like him, below average, tend to be humble, obedient -- and eager to learn techniques to make up for their shortcoming - techniques women like his mother enjoy even more than a big cock.
"So cute!"
She holds up a jock strap in pink, light purple and white camo pattern and throws it onto the bed next to the top. Gets over and sits next to Alex, the two pieces of clothing between him and her.
"Why don't you get out of that old school uniform and slip into something more comfortable? That must feel... restrictive."
Alex follows her gaze to his crotch he hasn't even noticed his cock has gotten hard. He couldn't put a finger on WHY he got a boner - of course the presence of a strong, confident woman is always a turn on for him, but she hasn't done anything, isn't pushing sex, isn't making any lewd comments. But a woman he hardly knows going through his intimate clothes, treating him -- kindly, not mean in any way, but from a position of superiority, as it suits her - has that effect. At least this woman does. His cock is definitely straining against the confines of his tight white school hot pants.
"Mom prefers me to be naked around the house."
It almost sounds like he's afraid to wear clothes with his guardian around - it Does feel a little awkward. Tina chuckles.
"Reasonable. I have no intention to change that dress code, but I'd really love to see you in this now!"
She nods at the clothes and his heart beats fast -- unsure why -- he didn't have much intimate contact or alone time with women outside his family, admittedly, but showing his dick to women is not uncommon.
Over 18 PE ends in unisex showers and changing rooms, after all. His classmates seeing -- even jokingly rating - the boys' dicks is absolutely common. Tina is not in his gym class, so it Is his first time showing it to her. Should this feel so much different? So much more exciting. It does, he can't help it.
He stands up hesitantly, his fingers trembling as he opens his school vest. As he looks at her, he sees a warm, encouraging smile. She is not impatient, not mocking, noting his nervousness she just let him be. He feels a wave of warm feelings for her as he continues to undress in front of her. Opens the button of his shorts and slides them off. No underwear, as per school regulation. His dick stands up hard and erect pointing at her, in all of its circumcised 12.5 centimetre glory. She licks her lips.
"Cute!"
Again that word that makes his stomach flutter so much when it comes from her.
"Smooth like a boy's butt. Everywhere..."
She licks her lips again. The gleaming on them makes him sweat.
"M... Mom sends me to the waxing salon every week. Just for my pubes, I don't grow much hair anywhere else."
Tina giggles and shifts on his bed excitedly,
"I like your mother's tastes a lot. I hate hair on a man, it's just so unmasculine. You're meant to be smooth and soft!
Alex stands in front of her for a while longer, uncertain what to do -- he definitely doesn't want to show any initiative to cover himself while she is still enjoying the view. And he's enjoying being enjoyed.
Only when she finally nods toward the two pieces does he reach for the clothes she picked for him. Hovers over the panties for a second then moves to the top. Despite his nervousness, he feels his fear lingering somewhere deep inside that she might find it inadequate, not matter what this Mom tells him. But her eyes gazing at it are shining, happy... lustful? He shakes his head, he's not a hunk that's not what the sight of his cock makes women feel. But maybe... His fingers still tremble as he pulls on the top baring his flat midriff first, presenting his little cock to her a little longer, and then eventually the jockstrap, forming a small bulge over his crotch.
Tina, still sitting on his bed, reaches out a hand, puts it on his hairless, smooth firm ass, pulls him towards her and then puts a hand on his bulging panties.
"Seriously. Very nice. I can see you like me and I'm glad you cute little dick matches your cute boyish charm."
Alex's cock twitches and she giggles, making his heart race and his knees feel weak.
Smack
With a slap on his naked ass she brings him back tor reality.
"Alright, time to get to work!"
She says it with an authoritative tone leaving no room for negotiation. That tone alone makes the cock stretch his jock straps again. That sounds a lot like his mother when she's being stern.
She gets up and without asking sits down in the only desk chair, pulls out her handheld device and links it to Alex's home network.
"Lock me into your personal account!"
Not a question.
The boy puts his ID implant over the screen, confirming the access of his study partner's Personal ID, coded not in an implant but on her handheld and in her bracelet. He should ask his mother about this, but he's quite certain the intimate way to two women talked and how she let her into the family network gave Tina executive power over him. Enough for this order. A virtual keyboard is projected onto his desk and a screen pops up. While she opens a document and types her and his name, Alex stands beside her, uncertain what to do. She looks up.
"Your first study group with a woman?"
He nods -- feeling incredibly sheepish.
"OK, listen, I hope you know a little about how I'm ticking by now. I did not pick you because I'm particularly interested in your input into this -- even though you're quite smart for a boy."
Alex nods. He hadn't expected her to need his help, which is why he has been wondering why she picked him in the first place. He has -- some - fantasies and hopes but does not dare to...
"Get down on your knees, Lex."
For a second his mouth falls open, that order -- in combination with Tina using a nickname for him for the first time that sounds... almost like the one his mother uses but not... quite as boyish and more like a man's - makes him blush. Sweat. And it makes his knees weak, which makes it even easier to obey. He sinks to his knees, looking up at the woman
"Good boy!"
She pats his head and he cannot stop himself from closing his eyes and purring. She giggles softly.
"I'll do the hard work, that you need a woman's head for. And you can show me if your mother taught you to use Your pretty head well for man's work, hm!"
He nods eagerly.
"Yes, Ms. Tina."
Starts to move between her legs before remembering his mother's lesson about always being polite.
"Thank you Ms. Tina, For doing our homework and letting me help."
"You're welcome, Lex."
She pulls down her panties and pants and spreads her legs, starting to type.
He buries his head between her firm thighs, just taking enough time to marvel at her curly fair pubic hair -- not as bushy as his mother's, trimmed shorter but still covering her pubic area in a big, furry patch. He loves women's bushes, the smell, the feel of it against his face. Without wasting too much time, he starts hungrily sucking on the woman's clitoris.
"Woah.... Easy, little rabbit. I need to focus here. Has any of the women in this household ever used you as a workplace toy?"
Alex look up to her nervously, shaking his head.
"Oh. Always just for full service, huh?"
He nods.
"Well, thank Goddess, I was afraid I wouldn't be able to teach you anything with a hot Mom like yours and a house full of women. OK. Under-desk work. Rule number one: This isn't about getting to an orgasm as fast as I can. You're just here to keep me entertained while I work. Not to distract me. Just gently keep up the operating temperature of my pussy. Understood?"
He nods again, though clearly uncertain.
"Just try to be gentle and loving. I'll let you know when you're doing it wrong."
She pats his head with a warm smile and he slowly approaches her pussy and licks the tip of his tongue over her clit, kisses it softly. He feels comforted - a woman guiding him with a firm, but gentle hand is all he needs to learn new skills.
"You may focus a little more attention on the lips and less on the clit than you probably do normally. That heats it up slower."
Alex smiles broadly. He loves focusing on the lips, licking up the juices from between them - he gets to work like a diligent, hungry little pussy-licker.
"Mhm. That's a good start. You're a fast learner, I'm sure..."
She gets to work, reading out loud as she types. She didn't pick Alex for his intellectual insights, but he's smart enough, he might just as well have something usable to ad after all...
"It is a generally accepted fact and backed by all available data that the matriarchal society womankind has lived in since the dawn of time is the ideal, most natural way, uniquely catering to the natural characteristics and attitudes of both men and women..."
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Why Matriarchy is the best (and only efficient) way to shape and rule a society.
by
Christina Harding (idea, text, research, proofreading)
and Alex Jordan (additional input, moral support)
It is a generally accepted fact and backed by all available data that the matriarchal society womankind has lived in since the dawn of time is the ideal, most natural way, uniquely catering to the natural characteristics and attitudes of both men and women.
Both genders are using their innate skills, talents and features in it to further the progress of womankind and advance human society. A vast majority of men and women are happy. Contend, satisfied, serving their purpose, dictated by their very core nature: women in charge, ruling, deciding -- mediating and conciliating differing groups and views, building unity by orchestrating and supervising sexual healing and bonding.
While, logically, men serve, support, diligently and obediently, fulfilling their purpose and roles in the plans women make.
Only few in the history of womankind have disagreed to the point of actual disobedience, and those dissidents have always been brought back to civilised matriarchy with firm hand and loving care. It is a working provision against fringe elements such as the current tiny minority of "men's rights activists", demanding equality completely ignoring the natural order and making of things.
As an example of this natural order we may invoke the creation of this very essay: The bulk of the intellectual part of its writing being provided by its female author, Tina Harding, while the male part of the duo creating it is perfectly performing the duties a limited male is able to perform, by serving the woman, who is creating and writing down the ideas, between her legs with a - If I may digress -- skilful and diligent little tongue, as well as adding ideas from the point of view of an inferior male. Less sophisticated than female views, obviously, but, regarding this practical topic, probably not without a certain, if naturally limited amount of insight.
For example, it was his idea, proposed muffled into the author's well licked pussy, to include the progress of science.
Without which our modern day world, free of diseases and almost all natural catastrophes would not be imaginable, and to which male minds have added little to nothing of their own doing, only smoothing the process by servicing the far greater minds of the female archivers.
What could a society not lead and guided by females possibly look like?
If we look at the modern male, it is literally unimaginable to see him in charge -- weak minded, incapable of letting the halves of their brain work in unison, causing males to be overly emotional or hapless sticklers for pointless facts or numbers, incapable of self initiating peaceful sexual contacts for the benefit of society and not just their own petty satisfaction. The world of their making would sink into chaos.
But what if, like some species in the animal Queendom - such as the chimpanzee -- human males were less submissive and malleable, less easily contended with serving?
If the humans' responsibilities were not shared similarly to those of our closest relatives the bonobos but like that of chimpanzees, with violent, irrational, jealous and territorial males in charge? The downfall of humanity might be less speedy under the rule of this type of man, but no less dramatic.
Conflict solving by violence instated of sex -- and with conflicts not being about the really relevant topics of civilized society but petty male qualms like land, resources or just plain hurt egos -- would undeniably cause devastating regresses of any progress, dark ages, ages of religious rule. A united world as we see it today, at the end of a long uninterrupted path of progress and global peaceful cooperation, would be literally impossible. Only a female hand can possibly provide that, keep males under control, in their place, serving like they are meant to.
Thus we conclude -- I, the woman and the man in his place between my legs, doing his part -- that outside of thought experiments all other form of organized society than a gentle, caring, intellectually open and sexually free matriarchy are unnatural aberrations, bound to fail.
There is a reason why "Womankind" is the synonym for humanity, after all.
Grading: Harding: A
Jordan B-
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LustSchreiFaktor 50+
Kurz musste Silvia eingenickt sein in der warmen Sonne, tiefen-entspannt wie noch nie vor diesem Wochenende, denn Annas Hand auf ihrem Bauch schreckte sie hoch.
„Hast du nicht was vergessen?"
Silvia blinzelte gegen das Strahlen der steigenden Sonne an.
„Hm?"
„Es ist ganz schön warm geworden. Und nirgendwo Schatten..."
„Hm?"
Silvia würde jetzt richtig gerne ein bisschen schlafen, aber Annas Seufzen klingt plötzlich streng.
„Immer noch? Seit du ein kleines Kind warst muss man dich daran erinnern, dass du dich eincremst. Du weißt doch genau, dass du viel zu blass bist um auch nur fünf Minuten hier so in der Sonne zu schmoren!"
Silvia murmelte etwas Unverständliches.
„Also ich mag den Teint deiner Schwester"
Rainer streichelt ihre blassen Tittchen und brachte seine Schwägerin zum Kichern.
„Hmnh. Warte mal ab, bis die süßen Titties nicht mehr vornehm blass sind sondern rot wie ein Feuerwehrauto. In schätzungsweise 10 Minuten. Anfassen kannst du sie dann jedenfalls nicht mehr für ein paar Tage!"
Rainers Augen weiteten sich in gespielten Schock.
„OK, das kommt nicht in Frage, da müssen wir sofort was tun!"
Anna gluckste.
„Dachte ich mir, dass dich das motiviert!"
„Du aber auch, Schwester", murmelte Silvia grinsend.
„Wir alle, ist nur vernünftig!"
Anna holte eine gelbe Plastikflasche aus ihrer Tasche, wischte den getrockneten Samen ihres Mannes vom Bauch ihrer Schwester und ersetzte ihn mit einem Klacks der anderen weißen Creme. Silvia kreischte kurz auf.
„Kalt!!"
„Stell dich nicht so an, wird schon wärmer werden auf deinem heißem Körper!"
Anna kicherte und legte Hand an den flachen Bauch der Teenagerin, die sie warnend anfunkelte.
„Nicht wieder kitzeln!"
Grinsend verrieb Anna die Creme.
„Keine Angst ich bin ganz sanft zu meiner empfindlichen kleinen Schwester. Oder... wir sind ganz sanft. Oder willst du da nur rumstehen und zusehen?"
Mit einem Blick zu ihrem Mann und einem Kopfnicken spannte sie ihn mit ein. Er gehorchte gerne, nahm einen Klacks Sonnenmilch auf die Hand und kniete sich neben seine Frau, direkt bei der Brust seiner Schwägerin. Mit theatralischem Seufzen blickte Anna ihren Mann an.
„Direkt zum Ziel, hm? Null Subtilität, mein Mann!"
Grinsend begann er die Tittchen Silvias mit glitschigen Händen zu massieren.
„Wir wollen doch die -- empfindsamsten Körperteile gleich als erste schützen oder etwa nicht Schatz?"
Anna verdrehte die Augen... und ließ dann eine Hand tiefer am Körper ihrer Schwester hinab gleiten, in den rasierten Schritt zu den leicht geöffneten Lippen.
„Na wenn du meinst."
Sie zwinkerte ihrem Mann zu als sie begann mit glitschigen Händen die Muschi ihrer Schwester zu streicheln, die leicht seufzend die Augen schloss.
„Bitte ganz gründlich einreiben", murmelte die junge Frau, eine Aufforderung, der ihre Schwester und ihr Schwager gerne Folge leisteten.
Sanft spielten die Hände der älteren Frau über die Lippen und den Kitzler ihrer Schwester, ein wenig grober packten die Hände ihres Mannes bei den kleinen festen Tittchen der Teenagerin zu. Beides kam gut an, tatsächlich schien die Kombination aus sanften Frauen- und groben Männerhänden Silvia außerordentlich zuzusagen, das leise Seufzen wurde zu einem lauten Stöhnen, und bald wäre die junge Frau wieder bereit gewesen für einen Orgasmus, aber Anna spielte mit ihr. Hielt sich zurück, unterbrach ihr Verwöhnen jedes Mal wenn ihre kleine Schwester sich aufschwang.
Silvias Stöhnen wechselte von erregt zu frustriert und zurück, aber sie erhob keine Einwände dagegen so bespielt zu werden, ihre Schwester beherrschte ihre Klaviatur.
Irgendwann drehten die Beiden Silvia auf den Bauch und Rainer kümmerte sich um den Rücken der jungen Frau - ein wenig murrend, dass seine Frau immer noch die Hand an der schwesterliche Muschi hatte, während er den Zugang zu den Brüsten verlor.
Und schließlich forderte Anna eine Gegenleistung.
„OK, fertig eingecremt!"
Sie nahm ihre Hand aus dem Schritt.
„W... Was...?"
Silvia blinzelte sie an.
„Genug eingecremt!"
„A... aber ich bin dich noch nicht..."
„Das machen wir hier nicht zu deinem Vergnügen Schwesterherz, das ist Nur zu deinem Schutz. Wenn du zu viel -- Spaß dabei hast dann ist das dein Problem."
Sie grinste ein wenig fies und ihre Schwester zog eine Grimasse.
„Na na, nicht wieder schmollen. Vielleicht stimmt es dich ein wenig fröhlicher wenn Du uns jetzt eincremst?"
Sie zwinkerte ihr zu und Silvia konnte ihr Schmollen nicht lange aufrechterhaltenen. Ihr Blick wanderte über die Leiber ihrer Schwester und ihres Schwagers und sie leckte sich die Lippen.
„Na gut. Aber nur unter Protest!"
Sie schnappte sich die Sonnenmilchflasche, gab sich etwas auf die Hände und schmiegte sich an ihren Schwager, der immer noch neben ihr kniete.
„Aber dann entscheide ich wo und wie ich eincreme!"
Sie stieß den Mann auf das Badetuch und ließ die Hand mit dem Blick zu ihrer Schwester gewandt in seine Badehose gleiten. Anna kicherte.
„Die Badehose hab ich ihm gekauft, die ist mit UV Schutz. Da braucht er nicht eingerieben werden, Schwesterherz."
Silvia grinste ihrer Schwester zu.
„Ich hoffe doch mal, dein Göttergatte hat Nicht vor den ganze Tag sein bestes Stück in der Hose zu lassen!"
Anna grinste zurück.
„Guter Punkt. Na gut, dann mach halt."
Sie selber widmete sich der starken Brust ihres Mannes und begann sie einzureiben.
„Die Ungeduld der Jugend, hm? Muss Immer sofort zum Schwanz vorpreschen. Dabei ist der Rest deines Körpers auch nicht zu verachten!"
Der Mann warf seiner Frau einen dankbaren Blick zu. Obwohl er offenkundig nichts dagegen hatte, dass die kleine Schwägerin sich intensivst um seinen Schwanz kümmerte, der bereits vom vorherigen Treiben die enge Badehose straff über sich spannte und nun pulsierte unter der zarten Hand.
Gemeinsam versorgten die beiden Frauen den Mann mit Milch, rieben seinen gesamten Körper mit der klebrigen weißen Masse ein -- und ließen ihn zappeln wie vorher Silvia gezappelt hatte.
Immer wieder nahm die junge Frau ihre Hände vom Schwanz in der engen Badehose des Mannes als er gefährlich zuckte und so kam auch diese cremige Aktion zu ihrem Ende ohne einen Orgasmus.
Abschließend landete Anna auf dem Badetuch - Silvia kümmerte sich liebevoll um den schwesterlichen Unterkörper -- wie Anna vorher bei ihr verrieb sie die weiße Creme auf den Beinen und der Muschi ihrer Schwester, während der Mann sich zärtlich um den Oberkörper kümmerte, den Bauch, die vollen Brüste und schließlich den glatten Rücken seiner Frau. Auch Anna begann unter den Liebkosungen der beiden anderen sich zu winden, auch ihr wurde gerechterweise ein Höhepunkt verwehrt.
Und so blickten sich die drei, als auch dies Eincremen endete mit hungrigen Augen an, alle drei aufs Äußerste erregt vom gegenseitigen Eincremen und Erforschen der Körper.
Wortlos begannen sie sich zu streicheln - die Hände glitten über die fettig glänzenden Körper der Anderen -- Rainers harte Muskeln glitzerten in der Sonne so wie Annas kurviger Körper, beide in knapper Badekleidung, und Silvias junger schlanker Körper nackt neben den beiden älteren Verführern.
Sie sanken auf Badetuch und küssten einander, wild, hemmungslos, leidenschaftlich, gänzlich unschwesterlich umarmten beide Frauen einander, der Mann unterstützte die Schwestern, indem seine Lippen die windenden Körper küssten und leckten. Hände wanderten über Körper, bald wusste keine der drei noch welche Hand wem gehörte, wer welche Brust liebkoste, welchen Schritt packte und streichelte,
Rainer genoss es wenn zwei Hände sich um seinen Schwanz und seine Eier kümmerten und beide Schwestern ihn liebkosten, seine Hände wanderten wild suchend über den fülligeren Körper seiner Frau und den schlanken seiner Schwägerin, streichelte Brüste, Bäuche, Muschis, die glatte seiner Schwägerin und die behaarte seiner Frau. Fanden Lippen, voll und pulsierend, nass und geöffnet, die sich ihm gierig entgegenstreckten und die er sanft, dann wilder massierte, während zarte Frauenhände ihm Gesellschaft leisteten und die schwesterliche Muschi rieben, erforschten, mit glitschigen Fingern penetrierten. Seinen Schwanz packten, erst zart, dann hart, ihn kneteten, massierten, wild auf und ab wichsten.
Von außen betrachtet - und die anderen Badegäste beachtete es interessiert von außen -- waren die drei in ein wildes Knäuel aus sich windenden Körpern auf ihrem Badetuch, kaum zu erkennen wer wen verwöhnte, leckte, streichele, rieb. Das Stöhnen der Drei vermengte ich zu einer Kakophonie der Lust, die sich steigerte und schließlich zum Höhepunkt anschwoll als alle Drei nahezu gemeinsam unter den unzähligen Händen der andern kamen.
Befriedigt, vor Sonne geschützt und ermattet, sanken die drei auf das Badetuch. Die Sonne strahlte auf ihre erhitzten Körper und eine sachte Brise vom See kühlte sie ab, als sie einnickten, erschöpft aneinander gekuschelt.
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Fox on the Run
After a long while of contemplation, staring out of the window and at my naked reflection in the glass pane, I put on my bodice and my short skirt, my heeled boots and turn toward the door. My eyes wander over to the table with the washing basin and the jug of water -- I maybe should clean myself but I kinda love the way I feel dirty -- a good kind of dirty, totally new to me. I can still smell my two partners of the night on me, mixed with my own body odours. I'll clean myself, of course, but - maybe not before I get home...
I look into the mirror above the toiletries - the existence of it is a luxury that doesn't seem to befit this little Inn -- this may be the best room available in the village, but still... I only have a four inch disk of polished metal to look at myself at home. I stare at my reflection -- I don't get to see it often, this image of myself is weird whenever I see myself thusly, but somehow - it looks even weirder this time.
My hair dark red with a golden hue in light like this is a curly mess. I had braided it for work as usual, but the braids fully dissolved last night and it now falls in waves down my shoulders. My green eyes shine brightly, like my hair a gift from my mother. People keep telling me I look more and more like her every day and I feel a pang of pain that my father never got to see me as an adult. Neither will mother see me grow in into a full woman. Which... kinda is why this reflection looks off, isn't it? More womanly? Adult? Or am I just imaging it due to - last night? My breasts are still as small as they were yesterday, slightly enhanced and pushed up by the bodice, my curves slender, only recently did the men stop calling me out for looking like a boy -- a little my forms seem to match their idea of a women more now that I am 18. It can't be my looks why I feel like a woman now...
With a shrug, I interrupt my silly musings, grab my new pouch - the jingling in it makes my mouth go dry - and tie it to my belt. Then change my mind and take it into my hand. I have never owned anything like it, I'll not let go of it.
I take a look at the bed -- should be my job to make it, but I still feel like a guest, not an employee, so I leave it as it is, get out the door and try to be as quite as possible coming down the stairs. I think everyone - the innkeeper included - should still be asleep. I'm in no mood to meet anyone I know.
As I walk home, slower than I usually do, I really need time to clear my mind, my future begins to form inside my head. A plan -- daring, brave, stupid, some -- many - of my fellow villagers might call it. But I will not miss this chance. I will no stay in this Gods forsaken place forever. What was a dim possibility behind the horizon just luring me, now seems more and more inevitable. Lately, this village, that was small and restrictive is beginning to feel like a trap. And if I don't seize this chance to leave it, I might fall back into it and never do.
When I reach my little house, in which I have been living alone for the last two years, I look at it, lost in thought. Would I miss it if I never see it again? I miss my mother every day, but she is no longer in there. Only the memories of her. As are the ones of my father, dimmer, fuzzier, so far gone. DO I need this? Or do I need...
From the stable of the house next door -- yes, they have an actual stable, it's much bigger house than my little one - I hear neighing. Like in response to wondering what I actually need right now. I nod. It is. Instead of opening my gate I take a step to the left one an open this one.
I knock on the door - it is open, of course, no one here locks their door, but I can't just walk inside. The door opens and my neighbour steps out - 40 something, thinning hair, carrying an impressive belly in front of him.
"What is it, what do you want?"
He squints, then his expression changes.
"Oh. It's you. Sorry, I didn't recognise ... you look..."
He squints again, unable to put into words, apparently, why he didn't recognise the girl he knows since I was born.
"Must be my hair, I'm not usually wearing it open."
He nods, with a frown.
"Hm, yeah. Gotta be. What can I do for you, lass?"
I see his eyes wander down my body, still in my work uniform. He has visited the Inn a lot lately, intensely staring at me. Here, somehow I don't really mind any more. His gaze on me feels... flattering. And it makes me feel surprisingly strong. I have something he deeply wants but it's mine to decide to give it to him. (Which I won't.)
"I..."
I struggle with finding words too, definitely The Plan in my had had been a little vague until now.
"I need your horse."
"Oh, do you. Planning a trip? Or a day in the woods? How long yo you want to borrow it then, dear?"
Nothing unusual. His family is one of the few owing their own horse who don't need it for field work. As good neighbour they let me borrow it often. And my Mon when she was still... As a matter of fact I pretty much learned to ride exclusively on this horse and her predecessor in this stable. But...
"I don't need to borrow it, I want to buy it."
His eyes open wide.
"BUY? Why in the netherworld you want to buy my horse? Not that it matters much, I seriously doubt you have enough money..."
I do, of course, now - enough money to by every single horse in this village. But I decided not to flaunt my new fortune and spend any of it back home. I do have something else. Something I don't need any more. Ever. Do I?
I turn my head to look at my little house.
"I need it to leave this place. And as I do -- you can have that."
I nod towards it.
"Have what?"
He's visibly confused.
"All of it. My house, the land it's on, everything in it. With the exception of the things I need to take with me, but that's not much, Just what I can carry."
He's blinking rapidly. He's not too smart, but smart enough to be a respected and well off citizen of our little hamlet.
"Why would I want your house, lassie?"
I sigh.
"For one it's bordering the creek. I know you'd like your plot to be at at the waterfront, even though we always let you cross ours to get there. And then -- it's good land. You'll figure something out how to use it, I'm sure!"
He hesitates still.
"Stop fooling around, you oaf!"
His wife calls from behind him, apparently having heard the whole conversation.
"Morning, lass. You want to leave us? Really? For good? Such a shame!"
Her face seems open, but I kinda doubt her regret is really heartfelt. I felt her looking at me strangely since her husband - also began looking at me with a changed gaze since I grew up shapely. Not as shapely as his curvy wife, but he seems to like the view when I tend my small garden. Or bath in the creek. I think his wife won't miss me. At all. Which her eagerness to close the deal proves to me.
"Our prize horse for your tiny cottage, then, eh?"
"And your saddle, bridle and saddlebags, if you don't mind."
I try to sound humble - I know technically I'm pulling a very short straw with this deal - it's a reliable decent horse they got in the stable maybe but no race winner, as my father used to say. He knew about horses, I remember that much about him. But right now and here, a horse to get away on seems so much more useful to me than a house anchoring me to this place.
"Deal!"
She holds out her hand.
"Now wait a second there, I'm still the man in this house, if anyone makes a deal like that it's me!"
He pushes down his wife's hand and spits into his. Disgusting habit, but I do as he did and shake his hand. I'd make a contract, but no one in this place is very fond of written words. Unlike mother and me...
"Alright then. I need to get ready, pack my stuff. I'll be here about noon to pick up my horse and leave you the keys to your new place!"
They nod, both more or less flabbergasted at how that happened as I turn my back and walk to what used to be my house. I open it and look around. Do I really want to leave the place?
But - well -- all the good memories I have for it are of my mother and - a lot more fuzzy and blurry -- of my father. Ever since I own it myself this place is nothing but a dead weight around my neck. I wouldn't miss it. What connects me to my past I will take with me.
First things first. I'm starving. Haven't eaten since early last evening and the time in between is taking it's toll. I need to break the fast, and a what a fast it was! Quite exhausting.
I snicker to myself as I move to the small wood stove and storage area. I take out the durable food I have - hard cheese, salted meats, dried fruit, hard cookies and put them aside. The trip to town shouldn't take me more than half a day with my new horse. And of course I have enough money to get food there, but better safe than sorry. Going on a journey - let alone one without return - without provisions seems just wrong. Half of my perishable food goes to a very hearty breakfast, the rest might be needed for lunch. Or second breakfast depending on how long preparations will take me.
With my belly stopping to rumble and post-eating relaxation replacing the weariness and exhaustion of hunger, I gather my thoughts and plan for the rest of the forenoon. I like mapping things out in my head -- I'd love to be able to write them down as a list, but of course paper is way too scarce for that luxury.
Eventually I get up and smell myself. I actuality like it - I smell the cool fresh aroma of the elf on me, the musky heavy scent of the half ogre -- both making my pussy tingle again, bringing my own smells to the foreground. I'd love to keep that reminder of my two new friends, but although the thought makes me kinda horny, that would probably be a little weird.
So I slip out of my skirt and bodice, take a short moment to touch my heated skin, feel the cool air on me -- my body feels as different as my mind this morning, grown, experienced. Adult.
Naked, I walk out to my small garden, towards the stream. I didn't turn around to see if my neighbour is at his window, as he is a often these days to catch a glimpse. If so, from his distance he won't be able to see more of me than my vague outline. Let him. Actually. I kinda like the thought. Being received as desirable seems a lot more flattering today that it did just yesterday. I dive into the cold water of the creek, gasping at the coolness invigorating me. I rinse my body off of the smell of last night, with a pang of regret. From my belly, my legs, my small breasts. Sigh as I touch my nipples letting my hand wander between my legs, passed the red bushy path and to my lips. I still don't dare to stay there longer than I have to, despite my pussy demanding more attention -- the priest's words against unnecessary touching ring in my head no matter how much I try to cast them aside. How I wish I could talk to my mother about the feelings I have for some years now. And today more and louder than ever.
I grab the bodice and the short skirt I wore at night and today, rinse them in the clear water of the creek... I decide to keep the set - I never felt comfortable in it when my boss Told me to wear it, but I can't deny the looks of my two new friends while I was in it last night flattered me. Made me feel seen in a way the men in this town never did. I'll not wear the outfit every day, but I'll take it with me.
Wet and clean, I step out of the cold water, lie down on the grass beside the creek in the warm morning sun for a few moments, dozing, feeling my skin and my hair dry. My thoughts drift to last night again unstoppably and at once, the aching between my leg becomes to strong to bear. I get up. Packing will distract me.
I grab my almost dry clothes and return to the house - still naked -- I never really minded being undressed around my home. But today it actually feels good. It's like my whole body was brought up to another level, as was my mind. Nakedness is no longer just absence of clothes, it is state of mind somehow now. I can feel myself like this.
I begin to gather the belongings I will take -- my most precious ones, my three books - go into one of the saddlebags. A book with children fairly tales, with which mother taught me to read as a child -- tales warning of fairies, that is, even though in this part of the world there are none around any more that actually snatch children, thank the Gods. My father's almanac of history and geography and meteorology - everything one needs to know when living in this land. And my mother's other, stranger volume of tales -- folk tales I reckon, interspersed with poems, whole pages in a language mother never taught me as well as ingredient lists an recipes. I love reading this since I grew older even though I understand maybe half of it. Sometimes the neighbour's wife lets me read her cookbook. I didn't ever get to read the holy texts in church, but of course they're not for the common folk. Let alone women. Says the priest.
The other saddlebag gets to hold the durable food, wrapped up in linen cloth. My spare clothes go into the pack I'll carry around my body, together with my hygiene articles -- my mother's silver hair brush, he brush for my teeth, the cloth-balls for my time of the month. And the new pouch with the gold. I'll not wear that on my belt. For that, I empty the chest with my life's savings. Just enough silver and copper coins to fill my old pouch - the whole content of which isn't worth as much as a single coin from my new one. But I cant throw those around like my new even friend as if my pouch was bottomless. That's a good way to spend them quickly, Or worse, get the attention of the wrong persons, so I'll need small coins.
Finally I dress myself in my tight leather pants - a little too tight, I made them before my body had fully formed and they're taut around my ass -- I did notice the looks when I wear them. Approving from some for the way the hug my butt, condemning by many for daring to wear indecent pants in the first place. A habit I got from my mother -- not a very popular one. She even inspired the priest to hold a sermon against women wearing men's clothes on more than one occasion. I like pants. Especially when riding. As much as I enjoy the thought of being seen with my bare legs today - and I really Do enjoy it... I feel myself blushing -- I won't ride in a skirt! My white blouse -- I leave the top strings closing it unfastened - it doesn't emphasise my breasts like the bodice does, they're too small for that, but it - allows them to... breathe. I giggle. And others to see a good part of them, but that's definitely not my intention...
A pair of brown over knee leather boots - my mother's - complete my outfit. I rarely wear those. Neither did my mother, they're very much travelling gear. I don't actually know if mother ever wore them, she never told me much about her time before settling in this village with father. They fit like gloves around my feet and calves, like they had waited for me to find the opportunity to put them on.
Put on my belt, attach the spare change pouch then move to my mother's room. My father's long dagger is in her closet -- for a woman of my stature it almost feels like a short sword. I attach it to my belt and finally pull the last two pieces of my travelling gear out. My fathers bright red cloak -- it barely reached his knees -- on me it almost comes down to the floor. And it's too warm for this season, but I wont' leave it here. It still smells like him. And I don't know where I'll be when the seasons turn to fall so I better be prepared. Wearing it loosely over my shoulder instead of wrapping it around me will do. And finally - my mother's cameo, a red stone with golden veins running through it that shimmer in different colours depending on the light. It's set in gold and carved into it is a running fox. Mother held it as her dearest possession, even though she never told me why. I couldn't leave it if my life depended on it. I hang it around my neck, the low neckline of my blouse means it touches my skin and feels warm there.
Looking down on myself, I wish I had a proper mirror here -- the red cloak, the fiery gem, combined with my red golden hair, open down my shoulders. I bet I'm a sight to behold. I smile. I sure remember how I was yesterday at this time of day. A little more modest for sure. I probably wouldn't have thought of myself as being -- a 'sight'. But it feels right. I feel -- myself. More than I did in a long time. Maybe more than ever. Something inside me has been opened. Set free. And the way I look truly reaffirms that.
I gather the remains of my breakfast and have a short second breakfast sitting at the table, then take the saddle bags, my pack -- under my cloak, as I learned it from mother. Then get the set of large iron keys -- I need to look for them for a while. I can't remember when I last locked the door - and step out of my house. Which kind of isn't my house any more at this exact moment. I blink up at the sky - the sun won't reach its midday zenith for a while, I'm still well on time.
I decide to walk straight to the stables, I'm not particularly fond of meeting the neighbours again - he's not a bad man, except for from his wandering eyes, which I couldn't care less abut in my current state of mind. He represents this village more than most people to me and I'm now ready to leave all of that far behind, more than ever. If I just take the horse, I can leave the keys at his door, maybe and...
As I walk into the dark building, I see his son grooming the horse and sigh. No reason, really, he's nice, but I'm not in the mood for goodbyes to anyone. Oh well. I clear my throat and he turns with a jump.
"Oh. Hey. You startled..."
"Sorry. Hello. Taking care of her, are you?"
He pats the white mare's flank and nods.
"Yes. I... did you really swap your whole HOUSE for her?"
I nod with a smile.
"Your Mom's a tough negotiator."
He frowns.
"She says you practically forced it onto my parents."
I shrug and smile back.
"Oh well. Maybe I did. Not too smart, little me."
"You're the smartest person I ever met..."
Not that he has met many people in his life here...
"A... are you really leaving? For good!"
I nod.
"I guess so. Haven't really made any plans. But I...I just.. well, I feel I've... outgrown this place. I can't..."
Out of words I shrug. His frown deepens, I'm pretty sure he wasn't following my admittedly less than comprehensive explanation.
"But I thought you... we.... I... "
I see him swallow hard.
"I'm gonna miss... her."
Her. He turns back to the horse an currycombs her fur. I sigh. He's a good boy. Really. He's nice. A few months older than me, not too smart, but nothing below average in this little village. He is kind and gentle, cares about the family, the animals. Me. He likes Me, I can tell. I know he had been hoping... well. If I hadn't changed my destiny dramatically within the course of the last 24 hours I might have indeed ended up as his wife one day. The choice in this place isn't big, he sure is one of the better ones. And I know his choices just went down drastically.
"There are a lot of good horses around. You'll find one you like. And who fits you better. One not -- too feral and wild and free."
Not an appropriate description for the horse we're talking about but I'm pretty sure he gets the metaphor, even if he doesn't know the word metaphor.
He turns around and his eyes are red now.
"What If I don't want another horse. I really like..."
I didn't want a goodbye, and I certainly don't want one with tears and sadness. Without thinking I follow my new instincts, let my newly found self confidence and skills take over. I press a kiss on his lips. Feel him tense, stumble a step back against the wooden wall of the stable. With my hands to the wall beside him, trapping him, I open my lips and let my tongue touch his lips until he gets it and reluctantly opens his lips. No doubt it's his first kiss.



I lean into him and put everything into it that I have learned last night. About kissing. Which is quite a lot. I feel his heart speed up and his breathing go faster. I kiss him for minutes, appropriately passionate, let my tongue do some teaching in his mouth. Eventually I let go of him and he stares at me bewildered.
"What in the netherworld...?"
"Just a friendly goodbye kiss. We are friends are we not?"
He nods.
"Sure. Of course... I mean..."
"I like you, I really do. And I'll miss you too, I want you to know that, I'm not leaving here because of you, but it's just... Sorry. Even you can't keep me here. I have to go."
He nods, with sad face again.
"But I want you to remember me. Forever. And I want to make you good bye present..."
He gulps.
"That kiss was already pretty..."
I put a finger on his lips.
"U-hu. That was nice. Really nice. You're a good kisser."
He blushes.
"But you can get that from other girls. And you will, I'm sure. I'll give you something special to remember me by!"
I put a hand on his crotch -- his cock has grown hard under his rough breeches -- he seems to have liked the way I kiss. I smile as he stares at me wide eyed.
"Wha..."
I open his breeches and release his cock from its prison.
"You can't.. we mustn't... it's sinful...."
I snort.
"I haven't heard the priest ever specifically mentioning what I intend to do with you. Probably because he has no idea how it's done properly...."
I go down on my knees, in front of his cock. It looks - pink, and fleshy and it feels warm under my hands. The only one I know was pale, rock solid like marble, cool. I can only assume this is what human cock is supposed to look like. Weird. I'm pretty sure I like elven ones better.
Well. Not his fault he's only human. Let's see if human cock likes the same things elven one does.
I stroke his hair -- my first and only cock was smooth and hairless -- I hadn't really thought about that, hardly even noticed. I just took it for granted that's what cock looks like. In hindsight, the elf's body was remarkably smooth over all, like marble, not a single hair below his neck -- unlike my own, very much unlike the half ogre's. Certainly unlike the male bodies I know. Not cocks, but bare chests and legs are a common sights in summer. So -- I curl his hair around my finger. I guess this is normal, I don't know. Sure. If I have a bush, why shouldn't men. But the smooth marble column of the elf looked nicer. I shrug. Kiss the head of the flesh rod in my hand -- the boy is notably getting restless.
From the tip of the cock a small drop emerges, making me giggle. Human males are weird... Instinctively, I lick it up - it's salty, but also slightly bitter. To no one's surprise, no match to the taste of an elf.
"Oh Gods, what are you doing. That can't be right. That's not... ugh..."
I take the head of the cock into mouth, pulling back the lose skin covering it while doing so. My first cock was smooth, almost solid, not a bit of floppiness anywhere. Anyway. He just grunts as I slide the cock deeper into my throat - I got good practice last night and really enjoyed doing this. So does my friend. One thing males, no matter what species seem to have in common.
I let go of his cock -- he's still shaking his head, mumbling what cold be interpreted as refusal. I look up into his eyes, when he opens them again to look down.
"Do you want me to stop?"
He gulps -- his cock twitching, in my hands.
"The priest..."
"Blubbers on about fornication as if he know what he's talking about. Is this even fornication? It's just a kiss. For goodbye. Among friends. Technically. Totally harmless."
I kiss his glans, feeling the cock twitch, watch his lips tremble.
"So - stop and leave you with a hug, or continue giving you a last memory of us?"
He mumbles something I cannot hear, even though I fully understand the meaning.
"What?"
"Please don't stop!"
"Thought so..."
I take his cock back into my mouth and all the way down into my throat. Not much of a challenge, it's notably smaller than my first one. Probably doesn't even have eight inches -- no match for the elven cock of last night. I have no clue if those two are representative of their species. If they are -- another reason to prefer non-human lovers.
Looking up, I begin to suck on his shaft, play with it in my mouth, let my tongue massage it. I probably haven't learned much in the grand total of it all last night, but I feel quite confident in my skills anyway. Not that the boy under my caresses would know. I know enough about him to know that he definitely never had any woman other than his Mom washing him as a kid anywhere near his pale fleshy cock.
I assume -- I hope for his sake - that his stamina is going to get better over time, because right now... It's a little pathetic. After few minutes in my wet diligent mouth he groans, leans heavy against the wall and squirts three shots of hot, creamy cum into my throat. I analyse the taste for a moment - to nobody's surprise, no match for elvish semen. It's salty, slightly bitter. Not a bit sweet or fresh like the cream I had last night. Not really bad either, though, so I hungrily swallow it anyway, pop the softening cock out of my mouth and lick my lips. Stand up and kiss him on the mouth - his eyes widen, and he tries to return my kiss. Clumsily letting his tongue move into my mouth like a stick poking into a bee's hive. I'm sure he'll learn. But not from me. I break off the kiss and smile at him.
"That was nice, don't you think?"
He can only nod, breathless.
"A little tip: Don't assume you'll get this for free from every girl. If you want it, you better offer to do the same for her first."
"The... same? But girls don't have..."
I giggle.
"Well, not exactly the same. Get down on your knees if you like a girl, look at what you see and - improvise. Mind her reaction, find out what she likes and do it. Then you'll get -- rewarded, for sure!"
He nods, quite uncertain. I don't even know why I give him this lesson. Probably deep inside I do feel a little guilty for opening up this world of pleasure for him and then leave him alone to discover it on his own. I hope he heeds my advice. If not -- not my fault. I'm not his mother.
"Want to help me get ready?"
He nods - clearly enjoying to spend some more precious minutes with me. He helps me saddle and bridle my new horse, attach the saddlebags.
Then I kiss him one last time, hand him the keys to my old house to give to his parents. Get on my new horse. He looks up at me with an admiring stare, I hope I'm an impressive sight - my father's red cloak over my shoulders and the back of the horse, my red mane falling freely down my shoulders, my mother's red fox cameo sitting on my chest. The early midday sun must help to make me look good. I know it makes my red gold hair glow like a fire. I turn round one last time, nod at him, then whisper into my horse's ear
"Come on, Moonarrow. Lets get out of here!"
Her former owner never gave the mare a name, but whenever I rode her, I called her that, her speed and pale colour reminding me of the weapons of the Goddess of the moon my mother used to tell me stories about.
I drive her on and she starts galloping, taking me through the village and beyond its limits in no time -- still too long for me, longing to get out...



        Bonobo World 08 - Family dinner

        Tina's welcomed to Alex's family with the traditional ritual.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/bonobo-world-08-family-dinner

Title: Bonobo World 08 - Family dinner

Author: minski

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Tina's welcomed to Alex's family with the traditional ritual.

Tags: incest, mature, humilation, exhitionism, threesome, femdom, teen, cunnilingus

Series: Bonobo World


After a long afternoon of work and pleasure -- the former more for Alex, the latter more for Tina, the two teenagers enter the kitchen of Alex's home. Everyone is there -- everyone who matters, that is, meaning all four women of Sandrine's inner family group and the head of the household herself. The extended group is bigger of course, with occasional visitors and friends, but these five women are the core of the group. Additionally, two men are present -- Björn, Melissa's long time boy-toy, longest serving male member of the extended group - at his usual place at the stove. Alex suspects the main reason that the women have kept him around for so long is his cooking. Melissa stands beside him, touching his slightly chubby ass in the back-free apron. Björn is a little on the overweight side, his apron snug around his belly, Melissa - petite tiny Asian that she is - likes some cushion for the pushing in a man.
Next to Ixchel sits a big muscular pale man Alex never met -- her newest conquest, he decides, the one she just introduced to his mother.
Sandrine sees the two teenagers enter and sends them a warm smile.
"There they are. Did you finally grant my son a break. Tina?"
She chuckles and Tina joins her -- then the two women immediately start chatting at the kitchen table.
"Did the man of the house finally find a woman not living under his roof..."
"About time", Björn comments from his pots. Earning himself a smack on the ass from Melissa.
"As if I wasn't the first woman who ever picked you outside of your family group. And you were Far older than Alex."
"That's... different.. I was.."
"A spoiled brat! But at least your mother taught you to cook, so you better do what you can do best and keep your pretty little mouth shut."
"Yes, Ms. Melissa."
Alex blushes, deeply grateful for the defence from the Asian woman. She's one of his mother's oldest friends, news anchor in her company, her former protegee, first one her mother moved in with before Alex was even born. Practically a second mother to him. Definitely the one In charge of him when his mother is not around. Well. Until now...
He looks over to Tina with butterflies in his stomach as his mother speaks up.
"Everyone, this is Tina. Tina - everyone. The one coming to your defence is my oldest friend Melissa. You've met Katie and Ixchel, I heard."
Tina nods to the the young blonde and the olive skinned woman with the jet black hair.
"Sasha, our resident Demeterian..."
The muscular gymnast nods and Tina raises an eyebrow.
"Lex told me you're a fitness coach -- but not that you were in the Demeter Games?"
"Three times. Quiet successful."
"I told you not to be modest, Sash. Three time bronze at the parallel bars, two times silver at the pommel horse and two gold medals on the high bar. In the most important sports event of the world!"
Tina clicks her tongue, but it's the new guy who really gets excited. He does look like he's working out, so no surprise.
"I knew I recognised you! Damn, that high beam performance at the last games was impressive! You're still active, Ms. Sasha?"
Sasha shakes her head.
"I've been doing this for almost 15 years. Time to leave the field to younger girls."
"You're still the strongest in this household," Katie snickers.
"A household with a musician, a painter, a news anchor and an executive. Oh yeah -- and a man. I love you all guys, but none of you is much of a challenge..."
Alex blushes. She loves to prove That point - with him in particular. He can't count how often the muscular athlete has gabbed him from his room, thrown him over her shoulder and pinned him to her bed in a merciless grip to peg his asshole with her strap-on until he squealed. He's glad his mother continues the introduction with the males present.
"Björn over there our cooking expert. Oh no, don't turn around, I'm sure Tina enjoys your backside view a lot!"
Raising giggles form the women.
"And your newest male acquisition... Sorry, I don't think I caught your name, you were so busy between Ix's legs when we met!"
The broad man grins and Alex clears his throat noticing how his mother teases Ixchel's latest toy before even finding out his name.
"Sascha" the hulk say, making the muscular woman across form him perk up.
"Huh?"
"No, I mean I'm Sascha."
"Well, look at that."
Sandrine frowns.
"Haven't we agreed on the rule only to pick men whose names will not cause any confusion?"
"We've agreed on not picking men who match names with other male members of the group, Sandy. We only talked about males."
"Technicalities? Really. OK, from, now on - no more new guys with the same name as Any group member!"
Sascha raises his voice.
"Well, actually, Sascha is only a nickname."
"Ah. Good, what's your real name then, young man?"
Sasha chuckles and Sandy looks at her questioningly.
"I have an idea where this is going and it won't be helpful..."
"Huh?"
The man shrugs
"Sascha is the nickname for Alexander."
Now the boy on the table perks up. His mother sighs.
"Yeah. OK. Not helpful. Wait... Sasha is short for 'Alexander'?'
"Or Alexandra, obviously."
"Were you ever going to tell me that, Sash?"
Now the athlete shrugs.
"Doesn't apply to me, it's just my name. I bet my mother didn't even know it's a diminutive..."
"OK. Well. No... I'm not going to call you Sascha OR Alexander in his house, young man, so..."
Ixchel leans over and whispers into the muscular man's ear.
"Well. Sure but that's just the women at my and..."
She looks at him encouragingly.
"OK, if your think so!"
"What?"
Sandy looks at the two.
"Some ladies call me Foot-long."
"Like in the old fashioned length measurement?"
Björn turns is head
"You're into sandwiches or something, bro?"
Making Ixchel, and Katie laugh out loud and Sandy smile.
"I guess I have an idea where that comes from. Would you mind confirming that for me, Foot-long?"
"Sure thing."
The man gets up and without preliminaries drops his pants. Sandrine licks her lips, not surprised. Sasha is - very much.
"My Goddess!"
"Ladies in Heaven!"
Melissa gasps from her place in the kitchen.
Alex gulps audibly. He's the only one naked in here other than Foot-long and his own deficiencies suddenly become a lot more present to him. The muscular man's cock is at least double the size his is. And it's not even hard.
"Quite an addition to our collection of men, isn't he?"
Sandy looks around smiling.
"Ixchel, I knew you have a nose for -- exquisite physical specimens of manhood, but you outdid yourself."
"Thanks, Sandy."
The bronze skinned beauty smiles.
Alex's dares to look over to Tina, standing next to him. She's staring at the monstrous cock like everyone else. And suddenly he feels a little ill. He hates being jealous, it's a weakness of the male mind, his mother always says. But he can't... Tina looks at him and shakes her head. Leans against his shoulder and whispers into his ear.
"Don't worry, little one. No competition. Those big ones are nice toys to look at and play with, but you're one of the good ones."
He blinks, begins to sweat, feels his knees weaken. She didn't have to say that, she's under no obligation to comfort him in a situation like this. But she did. He won't dare telling her in a long time and he'll never know if she returns the feeling but in this moment Alex fell in love with her.
At the table, Sandrine playfully slaps the hug slab of man-meat in front of her face. "Alright, enough of the show. Please, do sit down, everyone. Tina, we have a couple of things to talk about, it seems things between you and my son got -- more serious sooner than I thought!"
Tina sits down across from his mother, on the chair usually reserved for Melissa, who smiles nodding. The boy sits down next to Tina and listens to the women starting to talk. About him.
"Well then. To bring everyone up to speed, Tina here has picked my son to -- study with her. Which I assume she did. Among other things. When I returned home I heard her finding less -- intellectual uses for him. Loud and clear"
Everyone giggles and the men smile approvingly.
"Apart from being quite stunning, I talked a little to her and found her extremely intelligent, strong minded and ambitious. I quite like you, Tina."
The so appreciated nods.
"Likewise, Sandy."
"And how about my son? Did he match your expectations you had when you picked him?"
"Quite so. He's smart -- but not too smart for forget his place, isn't he?"
His mother nods.
"Diligent, obedient, eager. And... an expert with his tongue."
The other women now all nod approvingly and Alex feels a proud excitement fill him from his crotch to his flushed face.
"No match for Mr Foot-long here in the cock department, but I like 'em that way, actually. No offence..."
She winks at the slightly blushing athletic man.
"... but guys like you aren't really much use other than short term amusement, in my experience..."
Ixchel laughs. She apparently agrees about the long term usability of her new boy-toy.
"Good answer."
Sandrine nods contently.
"So you two -- are compatible? How often did he make you come?"
"Seven... no eight times, let's not forget the oral one during our homework... Then -- yes, six times with his tongue and twice with... that tool of his. The sheath?"
Sandy nods knowingly. the best way for her son to overcome his penile deficiencies. a rubber sheath he can use over his small cock. Doesn't give Him any feelings, but does a lot he women he's serving.
"The oral ones were the best!"
Sandrine nods.
"I bet they were."
Over the whistles and "Woos" of he other women's responses.
"Eight times?"
Melissa stares in disbelief.
"In just one afternoon?"
"Well, we did write the essay, too, so -- two hours, roundabout..."
Tina corrects her.
"I'll be damned. And I thought I come easy... anyone here remember coming eight times in two hours?"
Heads shaking all across the table, Alex's mother included. The boy blushes as hard as never in a very long time,
"Respect, little man."
"Yes, well, done Alex!"
Katie smiles at him warmly
"But I... I was wearing my cock sleeve so..."
"Doesn't matter, son. Most of them you caused with your pretty little mouth and even men so willing to compensate for their shortcoming as you are nee to be VERY talented for that."
The praise from his mother makes his knees weak. He lowers his eyes, wanting to sink into the ground.
"So -- what are your intentions with my son, young lady? I guess we can assume you'll continue to meet him after THIS afternoon And I got it right - you're looking for more than just a boy-toy?"
Tina shrugs.
"I might. Not sure. I - yeah, I kinda look for a familiar group to participate in, so I might consider taking him under my wing."
She scratches the back of his neck - he can't help but purr to the amusement of the present women.
"Very well. I'd like that -- I have the feeling you'd be very good for the development of my son. Anyone against Tina becoming member of the extended family group?"
The women shake their heads. No one would go against Sandrine's recommendation anyway, but it's clear Tina made good enough an impression that nobody wants to.
"Why just the extended one? If Tina lives alone right now and would like to join a family..."
Katie interjects
"Let's not steam-roll the poor girl, I'm sure you want to spend some time with my boy before deciding that. But I agree. I wouldn't mind..."
Tins smiles happily -- almost as radiant and glowing as he was during her multiple orgasm this afternoon. It almost seems like a weight dropped off her shoulder - the same thought has been on her mind and she has been thinking about how to phrase it.
"That would be... Thanks a lot!"
Alex's mother stands up, as does Tina and the kiss on the lips, open mouthed to seal the deal.
"Welcome to the family, Tina. How about we seal the deal as long as the table is still free. Björn, how long until dinner's ready?"
"15 minutes, Ms Sandrine."
"That'll do!"
Tina nods smiling. Both women are familiar with the art of sealing a deal between to women and there's no doubt in the room who will serve as middle man.
"Son, lie on the table."
Alex does, his small cock still erect -- nothing during this conversation has been doing anything to ease his arousal from an hour of being used by the new woman in his life. His mother nods.
"As the guest you may chose!"
Tina smiles and climbs onto the table, drops her pants and sits down on Alex's face, making his mother smile.
"You have figured out his talents, indeed."
She also takes off her trousers and lowers herself onto her son's hard cock, facing the younger woman. Under the watchful eyes of the family group -- other than Björn, who has to keep cooking, but does get a seizable boner under his apron just from just the sounds of the two women sealing the deal about the 18 year old.
"You can use my son from now on, whenever you wish -- unless I have need for him. Giving you priority over everyone else in the family. But don't overuse him, we share our men fairly, with very woman. If you need to use my toys or my room, too, ask first!"
Tina nods smiling.
"Yes, Sandy."
"And don't spoil the boy - I don't think I have to tell you, but disciplining him is key!"
Tina nods.
"I'll teach you some discipling techniques that work best on him."
"Thank you."
"And if you're ready to become his custodian officially, just ask!"
Tina nods and closes her eyes, moaning. Apparently Alex is getting really excited by the talk and eager to please in this condition. Sandrine closes her eyes for second, too. Her son's cock, though hard, remains pathetically small, not too much of a filler and won't last long enough to make her come, but it's the symbolism that counts in this ritual union.
The two women lean forward, into each other and begin to kiss, forming a triangle with Alex as their base. Sandy takes a hand of her younger counterpart and leans close to her, while Tina eagerly and dutifully begins to caress her new toys' mother.
It doesn't take long until Alex loses his temperance and the hours of painful erection take their toll. His whole body spasms after a minute of penetrating his mother's pussy, his balls pulsate and he unloads a squirt of cum into Sandrine's sanctum. In his throes, his tongue on Tina's pussy and clit works harder and faster, making the teenager scream wildly.
Tina leans into the older woman, her hand on the mature pussy that now rubs over the flaccid cock of her son, leaking thin sperm. Embarrassed for his failure to last long enough to satisfy his mother - no surprise to any woman present, his mother least of all - the boy begins to intensify his efforts on the teenager's clit and lips, licking, kissing, sucking eagerly, until the young woman comes all over his face.
Meanwhile the older one, using her son's limp cock, Tina's helpful hands as well as her own, reaches her own orgasm, squirting on her son's dick that did so little to make the superior woman on top of him come.
They kiss for another while, not caring about the now useless boy beneath them before they climb off of him to the applause of the family. As soon as they sit back into their chairs, Björn comes to the table with a serving tray full of delicious food, making Tina's stomach rumble loudly. Sandy chuckles.
"I guess even on someone as young as you, nine orgasms don't pass without a trace. You must be starving!"
Tina nods and fills her plate, as are all the other women, before the men get their share and the dinner starts.
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Frische Luft macht hungrig
Die Sonne stand hoch als die drei erwachten, brannte auf die Haut, die sich zum Glück gut geschützt bräunte statt zu röten.
Silvia kam zuerst zu sich, dann schreckte ihr knurrender Magen ihre beiden Schlafgefährten auf.
Rainer grinste.
„Die Löwin will gefüttert werden!"
Anna knuffte die Schulter ihres Mannes.
„Sie ist noch jung, da verbraucht man mehr Kalorien. Mittagessen, Schwesterchen?"
Silvia nickte enthusiastisch.
„Ich will ein Eis."
Anna legte die Stirn in Falten, aber grinste dabei.
„Und wenn man die Jugend essen lässt was sie will kommt so was dabei raus. Du kriegst ein Eis, Kleines, aber zum Nachtisch, erst isst du was vernünftiges!"
Schmollend streckte die 18-jährige ihrer großen Schwester die Zunge raus.
„Jetzt klingst du wie Mama!"
Anna kicherte.
„Wenn du dich wie ein Kind aufführst muss ich halt die Erwachsene spielen. Aber ich erlaube dir Dinge die Mama nicht gern sähe."
Sie beugte sich vor und küsste ihre Schwester leidenschaftlich, ließ ihre Zunge die der jungen Frau umkreisen und verwöhnen, bis Silvia lustvoll in den Mund Annas stöhnte.
„OK, du bist nicht wie Mama. Aber ich esse nur was wenn ich nach dem Eis Noch einen Spezialnachtisch von euch beiden kriege!"
„Rotzgöre!"
Anna kniff ihrer kleinen Schwester spielerisch in die Brustwarze.
„Dich sollte man übers Knie legen!"
Rainer kicherte neben den beiden nackten Frauen
„Also Das würde ich gern sehen!"
Anna funkelte ihren Mann an.
„Würde dir so passen, du geiler Bock.
Theatralisch seufzte sie.
„Ich bin wieder mal die einzige, die nicht von ihren Trieben beherrscht wird!"
Lachend packte Silvia ihre großer Schwester von hinten und ließ eine Hand in das Bikini Höschen der älteren Frau gleiten.
„Von wegen, du bist doch hier wohl die notgeilste Bitch von allen!"
Sie küsste Annas Hals und einer ihre Finger glitt zwischen die Lippen im Höschen. Anna seufzte leise als sie den Finger ihrer kleinen Schwester benässte.
„Wir sind wohl all drei ein bisserl pervers, hm?"
Grinsend drehte Anna den Kopf und küsste erneut ihre kleine Schwester. Rainer wandte sich ein wenig widerstrebend um, um die Kühlbox zu öffnen - auch sein Magen knurrte und verlangte jetzt fast genau soviel Aufmerksamkeit wie sein harter Schwanz in der engen Badehose. Wenn er darauf wartete, dass die beiden Frauen voneinander abließen und ihn bedienten würde es eine Weile dauern bis es was zu Essen ab.
Er wühlte eine Weile in der Box herum, förderte zwei hartgekochte Eier zu Tage und wandte sich fragend an seine Frau
„Schatz, hast du kein Salz eingepackt?"
Nur ungern löste Anna die Lippen von denen ihrer Schwester und sah ihren Mann finster an.
„Echt? Dafür störst du uns? Nein, kein Salz, das ist ungesund!"
Rainer zog eine Grimasse.
„Oh Mann, du weißt doch ich mag Eier nicht ungesalzen... ihm..."
Seine Blicke wanderten von den weißen Hühnereiern in seiner Hand zu den Frauen, die sich faul ausgestreckt in der warmen Sonne räkelten.
„Ich weiß was."
Mit einem Grinsen begann er die beiden Eier zu schälen und kniete sich dann neben den beiden Frauen auf dem Tuch.
„Wenn du mir schon Salz verwehrst, Schatzi, solltest du -- und deine kleine Schwester -- das ein bisserl für mich ausgleichen!"
Mit einem Blinzeln blickte Anna ihren Mann skeptisch an.
„Was geht dir denn schon wieder im Kopf vor?"
Grinsend schob Rainer das weiße Höschen seiner Frau zur Seite und legte das geschälte Ei mit der spitzen Seite zwischen die Lippen Annas.
"Ist jetzt nicht dein Ernst! Hältst du mich für ein Huhn?"
Rainer grinst.
„Mehr für ein Osterhäschen."
Silvia kicherte
„Du spinnst total!"
Aber ihr Blick ruhte neugierig auf dem Ei, das leicht die Lippen ihrer Schwester teilte.
„Wenns dir gefällt darfst du mir das andere salzen, Kleines."
Die Teenagerin erröte leicht, grinste aber weiter.
Anna seufzte resigniert.
„Du gibst jetzt wahrscheinlich keine Ruhe bis du deinen Spaß hattest, hm?"
Rainer leckte sich die Lippen und schob das Ei tiefer in den nassen Spalt seiner Frau.
„Schön vorsichtig, Schatz -- ich weiß wenn du mit der Pussy zupackst wie du kannst. Zerquetschst du das schöne leckere Ding gibt's eine Sauerei!"
Jetzt funkelt Anna ihren Mann an.
„Ich hab meine Muschi Bestens unter Kontrolle, ich mache Tai Chi! Ich kann zupacken damit oder dein Ei behandeln wie... hm.. ein rohes Ei..."
Rainer grinste.
„Genau. Das Tai Chi ist der Grund warum du deine Beckenbodenmuskeln so gut unter Kontrolle hast, und nicht etwas dein intensives Training mit meinem Schwanz."
Anna streckte ihrem Mann die Zunge raus. Silvia kicherte und schaute fasziniert zu, wie das Ei zwischen den Lippen ihrer Schwester verschwand. Rainer lächelte.
„Alles noch heil?"
„Ja doch, mach dir mal keine Sorgen um dein Mittagessen, sicher wie in Abrahams Schoß."
„Dein Schoß ist besser."
Er zwinkerte seiner Frau zu, nahm das zweite Ei in die Hand und beugte sich zwischen die gespreizten Beine seiner Schwägerin, die ihn mit hochgezogener Augenbraue ansah.
„Du erinnerst dich schon. dass ich Veganerin bin, gell?"
Rainer gluckste und auch Anna musste kichern.
„Ich weiß nicht genau wie die Regeln sind, aber ich bin sicher, wenn du es brav wieder hergibst, zählt das nicht als essen..."
Silvia seufzte.
„Schlimm genug, dass ich überhaupt mit Tierprodukten in Kontakt kommen muss, aber..."
Sie konnte ein Grinsen nicht unterdrücken und ließ in in gewähren.
„Du auch -- schön sachte, gell? Du bist ein bisserl weniger trainiert da unten als deine Schwester aber..."
Anna stöhnte leicht frustriert.
„Silvia ist Leistungsschwimmerin, die hat ihre Beckenmuskeln schon unter Kontrolle. Jetzt mach schon, ich will hier nicht den ganzen Tag Bruthenne spielen!"
Rainer gehorchte seiner Frau und das zweite Ei glitt widerstandslos zwischen die jungen Lippen Silvias.
„Alles OK?"
Ihr Schwager lächelte ihr zu.
„Mhm. Ich kann spüren, ist noch ganz!"
„Schön. Dann mal her damit, ich will mein Mittagessen mit meinen beiden Lieblingsmuschis mariniert jetzt haben!"
Kichernd blickten die Schwestern sich an, dann stießen sie sanft die Eier in Rainers Hände, die ungeduldig vor ihren Ausgängen warteten. Nass glänzend und gänzlich unbeschädigt flutschten sie heraus.
Er roch daran, dann leckte er darüber und biss schließlich genüsslich in das Ei mit den Säften seiner Schwägerin.
„Köstlich."
Dann in das seiner Frau.
"Lecker! Wir würzen jetzt nur noch so!"
„Du bist so ein Spinner!"
Anna gluckste, legte aber die Hand auf die Muschi ihrer Schwester, führte einen Finger ein und leckte ihn danach genüsslich ab. Rainer grinste.
"Von wegen. Du liebst den Geschmack doch auch."
Silvia kicherte errötend und Rainer verzehrte genießerisch den Rest seines Mittagsmahls. Dann hob er die Hand.
„Ich hab da was gesehen in der Kühlbox, ich will meine beiden Mädels doch nicht hungern lassen. Oder um den Genuss eurer Würzmischung bringen!"
Mit einem breiten Grinsen holte der Mann eine lange, dicke Salatgurke aus der Kühlbox. Silvias Augen weiteten sich als sie begriff, worauf ihr Schwager hinaus wollte. Anna rollte nur mit den Augen.
„Altes Ferkel!"
Rainer zwinkerte seiner Frau zu.
„Als ob du das fette Teil eingepackt hättest ohne daran zu denken was ihr zwei damit machen könntet außer es zu essen!"
„Nicht immer deine eignen Perversionen auf andere projizieren, Schatz. Und selbst wenn, heißt das noch lange nicht, dass du meine arme, unschuldige kleine Schwester damit reinziehen..."
„Deine Schwester sieht nicht so unschuldig aus."
Rainer blickte lächelnd zu seiner Schwägerin, die sich die Lippen leckte und auf dem Badetuch hin und her zu rutschen begann. Anna sah sie an und konnte die Zeichen nicht ignorieren. Sie seufzte theatralisch.
„Echt jetzt? Du kleines Luder fällst mir in den Rücken. Na schön, wenn ihr zwei notgeilen Perverslinge darauf besteht..."
Mit einem Grinsen schnappte sie Rainer die Gurke aus der Hand und begann damit ihre Muschi durch ihr Bikinihöschen zu streicheln. Silvia starrte sie entgeistert an.
"Du willst doch nicht echt... hier?"
Sie blickte sich um und Anna grinste.
„Die Leute hier haben schon mehr von uns gesehen"
Silvia schluckt und errötete wieder -- sie hatte ihr Bestes getan zu verdrängen, dass sie Zuschauer gehabt hatten als ihre Geilheit sie übermannt hat. Ihre große Schwester leckte ihre Lippen, schob den Stoff beiseite und führte die Salatgurke mit einem Grunzen in ihre nasse Muschi ein, mit einer geschickten, langsamem, aber stetigen Bewegung. Silvia blieb der Mund offen stehen. Es schien nicht das erste Mal, dass ihre Schwester eine Gurke -- zweckentfremdete. Eine kurze Weile vergnügte die ältere Frau sich alleine, ließ den Öko-Phallus in sich hinein- und herausgleiten, mit leisem Stöhnen untermalt. Bis sie die Augen öffnete und ihrer Schwester zuzwinkerte.
„Na komm, lass mich hier nicht alles alleine machen!"
Silvia blickte sie verwirrt an.
"Wie... was..."
Grinsend sah Anna zu ihrem Mann
„Zeig meiner Schwester, was sie zu tun hat, Schatz!"
Er nickte lächelnd, nahm seine Schwägerin sacht an den Schultern und bugsierte die Teenagerin sanft aber bestimmt zu ihrer Schwester, bis die nackte Muschi sich dem anderen Ende der Gurke näherte.
Silvia schluckte und errötete, als sie verstand was man von ihr erwartete. Sie zögerte, aber ihr Unterleib kribbelte wild und sie schien wieder die Kontrolle zu verlieren. Sie rutschte die letzten Zentimeter zu ihrer Schwester, bis das runde Ende der Gurke ihre Schamlippen berührte und weiter, bis sie sie teilte und ihre nasse, willige Muschi eroberte. Die Beine gespreizt leise stöhnend, als der grüne Schaft in sie eindrang, schob sie sich weiter zu Anna, bis sich die schwesterlichen Muschis sich berührten und der Penisersatz vollständig in den beiden fieberigen Schlitzen versunken war. Anna ergriff ihre Hände und lächelte ihr ermutigend zu, dann begann sie ihre Hüften rotieren zu lassen und ihre Muschi gegen die ihrer Schwester zu pressen. Den langen, dicken Doppel-Gurken-Dildo fest mit ihren trainierten Muskeln gepackt stieß sie dabei in die junge Frau, die stöhnend ihre Hände in die ihre Schwester verschränkte und ihrerseits ihre Muskeln anspannte, ihr Becken in Bewegung brachte und sich gegen die Schwester rieb.
Schnell fanden die beiden einen gemeinsamen Rhythmus -- sie verstanden sich wortlos, ihre schwesterlichen Körper auf einer Wellenlänge, wie es nur wenige Menschen teilen. In einer fließenden Bewegung verschmolzen sie zu einer Einheit, verbunden durch den harten grüne Schaft in sich, wanden sich, mit fest verschränkten Händen und der Verbindung der schwesterlichen Löcher. Schnell wurde ihr Stöhnen lauter, das Stoßen und Rollen ihrer Hüften heftiger. Fest pressten sie ihre Unterleiber gegeneinander. Nie bekam Rainer, der aufmerksame Zuschauer, den grünen Phallus zu sehen, der seine Frau und ihre Schwester tief penetrierte. Sein Schwanz pochte in seiner Badehose und sein Mund war trocken. Seine Anwesenheit oder die der anderen Badegäste, die ebenfalls die beiden interessiert beobachteten, hatten die Schwestern längst vergessen, es gab für sie nur den harten Eindringling, den sich ihre Muschis teilten und die weiche Haut, die sich gegen ihren Schritt presste.
Nur wenige Minuten vergingen, bevor die Schreie lauter wurden, animalisch, orgasmisch und die beiden Schwestern in perfekter Eintracht gemeinsam kamen. Aufs Badetuch zurücksanken. Grinsend sich voneinander entfernten. Die Gurke, die für den Orgasmus verantwortlich war, brach Rainer mittig durch und reichte sie den erschöpfen Frauen -- darauf achtend sie vorher umzudrehen, damit jede den Geschmack ihrer Schwester zu kosten bekam.
„Bedankt euch mal schön beim lieben Herrn Gurke für den Orgasmus, Mädels!"
Silvia kicherte und Anna rollte mit den Augen.
„So. Ein. Spinner!"
Aber wie ihre Schwester nahm sie ihrem Mann die Gurkenhälfte ab und begann sie zu lecken, dann zu saugen wie einen echten Schwanz, die Säfte ihrer Schwester, die sie durchdrungen und süß-salzig mariniert haben genießerisch kostend. Genau wie ihre Schwester beim Verwöhnen der Gurke neue Geschmacksdimensionen schmeckend. Erneut leckte Rainer sich beim Anblick der beiden Frauen, die vor ihm die Salatgurke liebkosten die Lippen, bis seine Erektion jäh in sich zusammenfiel, als seine Frau ihn anblickte, zwinkerte und mit einem Grinsen fest zubiss und knackend die Spitze der Gurke zerkaute.
Silvia kicherte und machte es ihr nach
„Immer dran denken, Schatz - nur weil ein Phallus es uns besorgt hat, ist er nie vor uns sicher!"
Grinsend schluckte Anna die Gurke herunter und biss ein weiteres Stück ab.
Rainer grinste schief.
„Kleines Biest. Zum Glück weiß ich dass du mit dem echten Teil sanfter umgehst."
„Ein bisschen. Stell mich nicht auf die Probe, Schatz!"
Beide Frauen verzehrten ihr Mittagessen mit wenigen Bissen und legten sich dann genüsslich in der warmen Sonne zurück
„Krieg ich Jetzt ein Eis?"
Silvia hob ihren Kopf und sah ihre Schwester bittend an. Die grinste.
„Du bist alt genug, du brauchst doch meine Erlaubnis nicht um dir ein Eis zu holen, Schwesterchen!"
Silvia starrte sie mit Stirnrunzeln an.
„Witzig. Du weißt genau, dass mein Geld in meinem Rucksack in eurem Schrank liegt. Mit meinem Handy und meinen Klamotten, übrigens. Bei euch zu Hause!"
Anna kicherte.
„Stimmt. Um dich von deiner Erziehung nicht abzulenken. Na schön."
Die ältere Schwester wühlte ihre Geldbörse aus ihrer Handtasche und reichte der jüngeren einen 20 Euro Schein.
„Bring uns auch was mit."
Silvia lachte und wollte sich ein Handtuch greifen um sich zu bedecken, aber Anna hielt es fest.
„Was hat du denn vor. So wie du bist, wir hatten abgemacht dass du das ganze Wochenende nackt verbringst!"
Silvia starrte ihre Schwester an.
„A... Aber ich kann doch hier nicht..."
Anna seufzte theatralisch.
„Stell dich doch net so prüde an, hier haben alle schon mehr von dir gesehen heute."
Silvia lieft erneut rot an - ihre Schwester verhinderte jeden Versuch, das Publikum zu verdrängen, das ihre lüsternen Exzesse hatten.
„Der Kiosk liegt in der FKK Zone!"
Anna nickte in die Richtung.
„Niemand wird was dran finden wenn du nackt einkaufst. Also -- nackt oder gar nicht."
Zögern blickte Silvia sich ein paar Sekunden um, dann reifte die endgültige Entscheidung und sie marschierte in Richtung Kiosk.
Ihre Schritte wurden leichter je näher sie ihm kam. Sicher, die nahen Badegäste hatten -- mehr von ihr gesehen, aber irgendwie war es was anderes sich von der eigenen Lust vor Zuschauern übermannen zu lassen oder bei vollem Bewusstsein pudelnackt einzukaufen. Sie überlegte kurz sich mit den Händen zu bedecken, aber die Hände brauchte sie eh gleich sofort. Nutzlos. Sie atmet tief durch. Kein Ding. Nacktheit ist völlig natürlich. Stell dir einfach vor du machst dauernd FKK.
In ihrer Tarnung als erfahrene Naturistin trat sie an den Kiosk. Brust rausgestreckt...
Nein. Sie schüttelte den Kopf. Nicht übertreiben -- und zog die Brust wieder ein. Sie war sich sicher, dass sie ein bisschen errötete, aber sie riss sich zusammen, als sie sich in die Schlange stellte.
Die anderen blickten sie an -- nur ein Mann in der Schlange war auch nackt, alle andern trugen Badekleidung, ein Mann, zwei Frauen. Und ALLE hatten sie schon den ganzen Vormittag beobachtet, da war sie sich sicher. Errötend aber entschlossen sich nichts anmerken zu lassen nickte Silvia den Wartenden zu.
„Hallo."
„Hallo, junge Frau."
Der einzige Nackte, ein wenig älter als Rainer, mit leichtem Bauchansatz, aber nicht unattraktiv, entschied sie, nachdem sie ihn gemustert hatte.
Sie sah seinen Schwanz wachsen, nur auf Halbmast, bevor sie ihren Blick abwandte. Sie hatte gedacht FKKler hätten so was im Griff. Andererseits hatte er sich nicht nur nackt gesehen... sie wusste nicht so recht, ob sie sich peinlich berührt oder geschmeichelt fühlen sollte. Sie tat beides.
„Na? Hungrig vom Herumtollen?"
Silvia schluckte -- fand ihn ein bisschen aufdringlich, aber sie konnte sich kaum auf Privatsphäre berufen, nachdem sie eine solche Show abgeliefert hatte, dass man sie darauf anspricht.
"Ein bisschen..."
Sie versucht freundlich zu lächeln.
„Dein erstes Mal hier?"
Sie nickte.
„Dafür seid ihr drei aber ganz schön offenherzig."
Er lächelte ihr zu, offenbar ohne jeden Vorwurf. Sieht als als Hätte Anna recht gehabt und die Badegäste waren einiges gewöhnt.
„Gute Show. Sehr unterhaltsam. Ich und meine Frau hatte schon beide einen Orgasmus dabei."
Er blickt zu einer Frau in seinem Alter, ebenfalls nackt, die ihn wartend anblickte. Silvia leckte sich über die Lippen. Komplimente über ihre sexuelle Aktivität waren so was von -- schräg. Aber sie fühlte ein heftiges Kribbeln dabei, dass andere sich zu ihrem Anblick erregt hatten - und wenn er mit seiner Frau hier war, war er ja bestimmt ganz in Ordnung.
„D... danke schön. Freut mich, dass es Ihnen gefallen hat."
"Hat es. Und wir duzen uns hier alle. Ich bin Karl."
Sie ergriff die Hand die er ihr hinstreckte - und konnte nicht verhindern, dass ihr Blick wieder auf seinen Schwanz fiel, der jetzt voll erigiert war und auf sie deutete.
„Silvia."
Er lächelte sie an, dann sah er sich um - die Schlange hatte sich weiterbewegt.
„Ich muss dann mal, meine Frau wartet. Nett dich kennengelernt zu haben, junges Fräulein."
Silvia nickte, lächelte und wartete hinter ihrem neuen Bekannten bis sie an der Reihe war. Ein Stein war ihr vom Herzen gefallen -- es ist zwar immer noch total krass und irgendwie pervers, was sie hier vor allen Leuten... aber die Leute sind wenigstens chill deswegen. Karl könnte ihr Vater sein, aber jemand der so nett und zuvorkommend war, durfte ihr ruhig zusehen und Spaß dran haben.
Silvia kicherte. Total normal, vor Fremden. Kein Ding. Noch heute Morgen wäre sie im Erdboden versunken vor Scham auch nur bei dem Gedanken hier nackt zu stehen, geschweige denn was Karl und die anderen sonst alles beobachtet haben. Aber jetzt - alleine der Gedanke, dass der ältere Mann und seine Frau sich beim Anblick von ihr...
„Was darfs sein?"
Die Frau im Kiosk riss sie aus ihren Gedanken. Sie hat sich noch gar nicht... Schnell überflog sie die Tafel mit dem Eis -- kicherte, als ein sie an Annas Lektion von gestern erinnerte.
„Drei Wassereis, bitte. Waldmeister!"
Die Blicke der Frau hinter dem Fenster dem Kiosks wanderten über Silvias feste Brüste -- sie errötete kurz und lächelte dann -- die musste hier dauernd nackte Frauen sehen, dass sie sich die Zeit nahm ihre Bürste wohlwollend zu begutachten machte sie ein bisschen stolz. Zumal ihre B-Körbchen nur selten Aufmerksamkeit erregten. Wenn sie sie unter ihrer Kleidung verbarg. Und sie tat wenig um sie zu betonen, vermutlich auch weil sie sie immer mit den vollen Titten ihrer Schwester verglichen hatte. Überhaupt hatte sie ihren Körper immer als zu flach, zu wenig weiblich empfunden - sie schwamm sein ihrer frühsten Jugend im Verein und sie war sportlich. Ihre Formen fest und trainiert -- aber halt nicht weiblich rund. Sie konnte nicht anders als die bewundernden Blicke der Verkäuferin aufzusaugen, ihr Selbstbewusstsein wuchs um einige Meter, und als sie mit den drei kalten Plastikschläuchen mit grünem Wassereis zurückkehrte ging sie aufrecht, selbstbewusst - langsam, sich der Blicke der Badegäste sehr bewusst. Karl nickte ihr freundlich zu als sie an ihm und seiner Frau vorbeikam. Sie wusste nicht ob ihr nackter Körper allein die Aufmerksamkeit erregte oder die Show, die sie, ihre Schwester und ihr Schwager hingelegt hatten, aber sie genoss das Resultat. Und war in diesem Moment fest entschlossen in Zukunft ein bisserl stolzer, selbstbewusster und sexier aufzutreten, auch wenn niemand da war um sie zu motivieren.
"Ich brauche neue Klamotten", stellte sie fest, als sie sich aufs Badetuch neben ihrer Schwester setze, die sie streng ansah.



„Ich dachte wir waren uns endlich einig dass du heute nichts zum anziehen..."
„Nicht Jetzt."
Silvia kicherte.
„Für Alltags. Ich will nicht mehr dauernd in Jeans und T-Shirts rumlaufen. Ich..."
Sie senkte den blick.
„Ich fühle mich gerade So sexy!"
Rainer küsste ihren Hals.
„Du warst immer schon sexy, Süße!"
Die Teenagerin kicherte
„Danke. Aber ich hab mich nicht so gefühlt. Das will ich jetzt öfter, Immer! Aber nackt kann ich ja schlecht zur Schule gehen..."
Rainer grinste schief.
„Warum nicht? Käme bestimmt gut an. Wird deine Noten sicher verbessern..."
Anna knuffte ihn gegen die Schulter.
„Spinner. Und das von einem Pädagogen. Jetzt nimm sie doch mal ernst, meine kleine Schwester macht gerade eine sexuelle Erweckung durch."
Sie streichelte die Wange der Teenagerin.
„Wir gehen schnellstmöglich zusammen einkaufen, versprochen. Und besorgen dir was -- passendes."
Ihre Hand streichelte über die festen Tittchen ihrer Schwester und sie leckte sich sie Lippen. Silvia grinste.
„Du brauchst was zur Abkühlung Schwesterchen", und reichte ihr ein Eis.
„Waldmeister, hm? Luder!"
Anna grinste -- hatte ihre Lektion von gestern offenbar ebenfalls nicht vergessen. Im Gegensatz zu Rainer, der vermutlich zu abgelenkt gewesen war gestern.
„Hab ich was verpasst?"
„Schwestern-Ding, nix für Männer, Hier, nimm dein Eis!"
Sie nahm es ihrer Schwester aus der Hand und reichte es ihrem Mann. Bevor der es öffnen konnte. hatte Silvia ihres als erste aufgemacht und begonnen, den Blick fest auf ihn gerichtet, vieldeutig daran zu lutschen. Rainer ließ sein Eis in die Kühlbox fallen.
„Ich glaube ich möchte erst mal euch beim Nachtisch essen zusehen!"
Seine Frau rollte mit den Augen.
„Geiler Bock. Und du ermutigst ihn auch noch!"
Sie blickte streng zu ihrer Schwester, die an dem Grünen Eisphallus leckte.
„Wieso, ich mach doch gar nichts", kicherte die.
„Von wegen! Da könntest du's dir auch gleich in die..."
Anna nahm ihr noch verpacktes Eis und presste es gegen die nackten Schamlippen ihrer Schwester, die kreischend aufsprang.
„Du fiese Bitch!"
Silvia nahm ihr eigenes Eis -- ausgepackt und bereits angeleckt und stieß damit in Richtung der Muschi der Schwester"
„Hey -- das klebt doch. So eine Sauerei!"
Rainer nickte
„Da muss ich meiner Frau zustimmen, das muss jetzt irgendjemand weg lecken..."
Er öffnete seine eigene Eispackung aus der Kühlbox und fuhr seiner verdatterten Schwägerin um die Nippel, die vor Kälte -- aber nicht nur vor Kälte -- hart aufragten
"Und das auch!"
Er beuge sich vor und leckte Silvias Brustwarzen, die wohlig seufzte.
„Nicht nur andere arbeiten lassen, Schwesterchen!"
Anna deutete auf ihre Muschi -- Rainer folgte seiner Schwägerin geschickt und mit dem Mund fest an die Brustwarze gesaugt, als die Teenagerin sich zur schwesterlichen Muschi hinabbeugte und sie von den Überbleibseln ihres Wassereises mit der Zunge reinigte. Anna murmelte wohlig, nahm dann ihr eigenes Eis und brachte ihren Man zum quieken, indem sie seine Badehose herunterzog und mit dem kalten, klebrigen Wassereis seine Eier und seinen harten Schwanz umfuhr. Sofort fiel der harte Riemen in sich zusammen und Rainer blickte seine Frau scheltend an.
„Das hast du jetzt davon, du kannst ihn doch nicht so erschrecken!"
Anna grinste zu ihrem Mann hinauf.
„Macht euch mal eine Sorgen, du und dein Pimmelchen, den kriegen wir schon wieder aus seinem Versteck!"
Rainer grinste und stöhnte dann genießerisch, als sich die Lippen seiner Frau um seinen erschlafften Schwanz schlossen, der unverzüglich wieder seine erwünschte Form annahm und im Mund der erregten Gattin anschwoll.
Silvia murmelte ungeduldig, den Mund auf die schwesterliche Muschi gepresst kaum verständlich, aber sie rutschte an ihren Schwager heran und spreizte die Beine -- ihre Körpersprache war eindeutig.
Lächelnd küsste Rainer ihren Bauch hinab, legte die Lippen um den Kitzler der Teenagerin und schloss so das Dreieck der familiären Lust: Sein Mund auf der Muschi seiner Schwägerin, deren Zunge tief in zwischen den Schamlippen ihrer Schwester, die ihrerseits wiederum den Schwanz ihres geliebten Mannes tief in ihrer hungrige Kehle verschwinden ließ -- alle drei eifrigst beschäftigt, ihren jeweiligen passiven Partner oral auf Touren zu bringen, während die Zunge und Lippen zwischen ihren Beinen sie antrieben. Eine endlose Kette des Verlangens, aufgereiht wie Gänseblümchen in einem Kranz der Leidenschaft.
Das gedämpftes Stöhnen der drei erreichte erst nur die nächsten Badegäste, wurde jedoch schnell lauter und lud wieder alle zu einer weiteren Runde des angeregten Zuschauens ein. Karl und seine Frau vereinigten sich in 69er Stellung zu den Klängen der drei jungen Leute, wer mit Partner da war machte es ihnen nach, wer nicht beschäftigte sich mit sich selbst.
Im Dreieck revidierte Silvia ihre Geschmacksfavoriten -- Rainers Sperma mochte es nicht geschafft haben ihren Nummer eins zu werden, die Muschi ihrer Schwester sehr wohl. Vielleicht lag es auch daran, dass Rainer sie goldrichtig erregte, sie hatte nie - NIE etwas auf der Zunge verspürt, das ihr mehr zusagte als die schwesterlichen Säfte, die reichlich und ergiebig flossen und die sie durstig aufleckte. Bald durchzuckten sie orgasmische Wellen -- die Erregung des ganzen Tages tat ihr Werk und sie konnte nicht lange widerstehen und kam, den Mund fest auf die Muschi der Schwester gepresst, gedämpft schreiend. Rainer ließ nicht nach in seiner Anstrengung und so ging der erste Orgasmus in den nächsten über und erneut begann sie eine Welle multipler Orgasmen zu reiten, die ihr die Sinne geraubt hätte, wäre sie nicht so darauf fokussiert gewesen, ihrer Schwester das gleiche Vergnügen zu bescheren.
Erfolgreich - bald spürte sie die Muskeln Annas sich um ihre Zunge zusammenziehen, ihre Schwester sich winden und gedämpft vom Schwanz ihres Mannes hörte sie sie schreien, während die Säfte vom Fließen zum Strömen übergingen. Silvia schluckte sie gierig, ließ nicht nach ihre Schwester zu lecken, nahm ihren Kitzler in den Mund und sog fest und fordernd daran und trieb so auch Anna in den nächsten Orgasmus und den nächsten.
Wie in einer Kettenreaktion konnte nun auch Rainer dem zuckenden, orgasmischen wilden Verwöhnen seiner Frau, die mit seinem Schwanz im Mund vor Lust schrie nicht wiedererstehen, Sein Körper verkrampfte sich, seine Eier zogen sich zusammen und gleich einer Explosion schoss sein heißer Saft in die Kehle seiner Frau, die ihn gierig schluckte, während sie ein weiterer Orgasmus schüttelte. Rainers animalisches Stöhnen in ihrer Fotze stieß auch Silvia erneut über den Rand des Orgasmus. Eine Welle der Ekstase zuckte wie ein einziger Orgasmus, der sich drei Körper teilte durch die Kette der Körper, die sich ineinander ergossen, umeinander verkrampften, ineinander stöhnten vor Lust, bis der geteilte Orgasmus endlich abebbte und alle drei erschöpft auf dem Handtuch zur Ruhe kamen.
Langsam krabbelte Anna zwischen die beiden anderen erhitzen, schweißnassen Körper und kuschelte sich an sie, spürte die Herzen der Schwester und des Mannes langsamer werden und nickte ein.
Als Anna erwachte, lag nur noch Rainer mit ihr auf dem Badetuch. Sie blickte sich um, die Sonne stand tief, sie vermutete es war mindestens fünf Uhr. Die Reihen der anderen Badegäste hatten sich gelichtet, vermutlich auch weil es eine Weile keine Show mehr von dem dynamischen Trio gegeben hatte. Silvia war nirgends am Kiesstrand zu sehen, aber mit zugekniffenen Augen erkannte sie weit draußen im See den blonden Schopf der Teenagerin, die mit schnellen kraftvollen Zügen das Wasser durchschnitt. Anna lächelte. Sie war sich zwar sicher, dass sie ihrer kleine Schwester ein neues Lieblingshobby beschert hatte an diesem Wochenende, aber wo immer es Wasser gab konnte man die Kleine trotzdem nicht vom Schwimmen abhalten. Zum Glück - allein der Gedanke an den festen, schlanken trainierten Körper Silvias ließ ihre Muschi wieder kribbeln.
Sie erhob sich träge und blickte an sich herab. Der Schweiß war getrocknet, wie auch die Säfte die aus ihrer Muschi geflossen waren und ein Paar Tropfen Sperma, die sie vergeudet hatte und an ihrem Kinn kleben spürte. Baden war keine schlechte Idee. Sie rüttelte ihren Mann wach, rückte ihre Badekleidung zurecht und zog Rainer hinter sich her ins Wasser.
Weit raus schwammen sie nicht -- Silvia holten sie eh nicht ein, wenn die Kleine es nicht wollte, und so blieb das Paar unter sich im flachen Wasser, plantsche ein wenig, wusch sich gegenseitig und küsste sich innig. Die Abenteuer mit Silvia hatten die beiden einander näher gebracht - eine Entwicklung die Anna erhofft aber nicht wirklich erwartet hatte. Sie war nie eifersüchtig gewesen -- hatte aber auch nie Grund gehabt sie hatte keine Zweifel, dass Rainer - wie sie -- treu war. Ihre Fantasien jedoch waren wild gewesen, immer schon. Sie hätte sich nie träume lassen sie auszuleben -- schon gar nicht mit ihrer Schwester. Aber... Jetzt da es gesehen war - und ihr Mann ihre Fantasien teilte, wie auch ihren Mangel an Besitzansprüchen und Eifersucht...
Sie küsste ihn erneut, liebevoll, dankbar. Sie sprachen kein Wort, aber sie verstanden sich. Ihre Liebe war tiefer und inniger geworden, dadurch, dass sie beide sie mit Silvia teilten. Das hier war kein einmaliges Abenteurer. Ihre Beziehung zu ihrem Mann - und ihrer Schwester -- und vielleicht noch anderen - stand davor sich dramatisch zu verändern.
Plötzlich umspülte sie ein Flutwelle -- Silvia hatte sich an sie herangeschwommen und absichtlich einige Turbulenz verursacht, als sie zum stehen kam.
„Kaum lässt man euch zwei geile Perverslinge allein, fangt ihr schon wieder an! Ohne mich???"
Sie schmollte und Anna grinste ihr zu.
„Nicht alles auf der Welt dreht sich um dich, du kleines Luder, manchmal haben Eheleute auch alleine Spaß!"
Dann packte sie den Hinterkopf ihrer Schwester, zog sie zu sich und öffnete ihre Lippen für einen leidenschaftlichen Kuss.
„Aber ich gebe zu, mit dir macht's mehr Spaß, Schwesterchen!"
Sie blickte die Teenagerin an, als sie sich wieder von ihr löste, und Silvia erröte wieder leicht.
„Dann. Hmmm..."
Man merkte, dass ihr etwas auf der Seele brannte - tatsächlich hatte sie es sich beim Schwimmen durch den Kopf gehen lassen...
„Dann... also... wir vergessen nicht, dass das passiert ist, wenn ihr mich zu hause absetzt, oder?"
Anna grinste.
„Fragst du mich, ob wir das wiederholen, kleine Schwester?"
Tiefer errötend nickte Silvia.
„Du willst also die dauerhafte Gespielin deiner großen Schwester und deines Schwagers werden?"
Silvia stotterte nur noch.
„Wer würde den so was wollen?"
Anna grinste, Silvia atmete tief -- ihre kleine Brust hob und senkte sich ruckartig.
Rainer seufzte.
„Jetzt sei doch nicht so..."
„Sch!"
Anna hob den Finger an ihren Mund.
„Lass mich das mal mit meiner Schwester regeln, Schatz. Wenn wir das machen, will ich wissen ob ihr klar ist zu was sie das macht. Also?"
Sie blickte ihre Schwester streng an, die die Mund öffnete und stotterte.
„Ich... Ich bin... Ich bin ein geiles Luder! Und will mit meiner Schwester und meinem Schwager ficken!"
Ihr Gesicht war puterrot, aber ihr Atem ging freier. Ein wenig erlöst wirkte sie wirklich. Anna lächelte und küsste sie erneut.
„Na also. Ich wollte es nur mal von dir hören. In einem Moment in dem du -- einigermaßen bei klarem Verstand und nicht von Lust übermannt bist, du Luder. Was sagt du Schatz, sollen wir uns um meine kleine Schwester -- kümmern?"
Rainer grinste
„An mir soll's nicht liegen..."
„Habe ich mir fast gedacht. Also schön, Kleine. Wenn du Unbedingt drauf bestehst, darfst du ab jetzt unser Sex-Häschen sein. Ich hoffe Mama und Papa werden nicht misstrauisch, wenn du jetzt öfter bei uns rumhängst. Und wegen deines Freundes müssen wir uns was einfallen lassen."
Silvia schluckte. Sie hatte seit mindestens 24 Stunden keinen Gedanken mehr an Martin verschwendet -- außer vielleicht um ihn mit Rainer zu vergleichen, wobei er nicht besonders gut abschnitt. Aber...
„Also... ich... wenn du meinst, dass ich ihn nicht mehr sehen soll, dann.. ich..."
„Nein, ist gut, du magst ihn, hm?"
Silvia nickte.
„Obwohl er ein bisserl eine Niete im Bett zu sein scheint. Musst nicht gleich mit ihm Schluss machen. Aber er sollte nicht eifersüchtig werden, wenn du ihn ein bisschen weniger -- siehst. Und außerdem hat meine kleine Schwester einen Freund verdient, der sich besser um sie kümmern kann auch wenn du jetzt uns hast. Ich lass mir wegen ihm was einfallen."
Silvia nickte. Noch gestern wäre es ihr so merkwürdig vorgekommen, dass ihre Schwester ihr Liebes- und Sexleben in die Hand nahm, aber... nach den letzten zwei Tagen begab sie sich gern in die Hände der älteren Frau.
„D... danke... für alles."
Sie lehnte sich vor und küsste Anna erneut, dann wandte sie sich Rainer zu.
„Euch beiden."
Und küsste auch ihn, dankbar, leidenschaftlich. Eine Weile blieben sie noch so vereint im flachen Wasser, bis sie zu frieren begannen, sich an Land begaben. Rainer und Anna zogen sich an, Silvia blieb nackt und folgte den beiden -- jetzt ohne Widerrede - zum Auto.
Sie machten nur eine kurzen Abstecher zu den beiden nach Hause, wo Anna Silvias Sachen aus dem Haus holte. Sie gab sie ihr nicht, kommentarlos legte sie den Rucksack und die Kleidung auf den Beifahrersitz und setzte sich neben ihre Schwester auf den Rücksitz, wo sie sie zu streicheln und zu küssen begann. Silvia zögerte nicht sondern gab sich willig der Schwester hin. Sie hatte plötzlich gar keine Eile sich anzuziehen, je länger sie nackt in Gegenwart der beiden Älteren blieb, desto länger dauerte dieses magische, sexuelle unvergleichliche Wochenende. Und sie wollte nicht, dass es endet.
Doch das tat es -- Anna löste ihre Lippen von denen ihrer Schwester, als sie vorm Haus ihrer Eltern ankamen und Rainer ihr die Sachen reichte, die sie Silvia gab und nickte lächelnd. Die Teenagerin schlängelte sich auf dem Rücksitz, um sich in den Rock und das Top zu winden. Sah dann an sich herab. Wie komisch, sich in Kleidung zu sehen - in weniger als zwei Tagen hatte sie sich So sehr daran gewöhnt nackt zu sein, dass ihr der Stoff auf der Haut wie ein Fremdkörper schien
Annas Blick war ähnlich bedauernd. Und auch Rainer blickte sie im Rückspiegel an, als vermisste er sie jetzt schon. Anna drückte ihr noch eine letzten Kuss auf die Lippen.
„Fehlt nicht noch was?"
Silvia sah sie fragend an. Anna hob grinsend ihr Höschen hoch, mit dessen Verlust gestern der ganze Spaß angefangen hatte. Silvia errötete. Das hatte sie gar nicht vermisst. Die kühle Abendluft auf ihrer nackten Fotze war ihr so normal erscheinen.
„Ich... glaube das will ich gerade nicht. Vielleicht trage ich erst mal keine Höschen mehr..."
Anna kicherte und reichte Rainer das knappe Kleidungsstück, der es lächelnd in die Brusttasche seines Hemdes steckte.
„Braves Mädchen. So gefällst du mir. Aber pack trotzdem ein paar in die Wäsche. Ich weiß nicht was Mama sagen würde, wenn sie merkt, dass du ohne raus gehst."
Silvia grinste, stieg dann aus dem Wagen, zog sich das Röckchen zurecht und ging gefolgt von ihrer Schwester und ihrem Schwager auf die Tür des elterlichen Hauses zu.
Nie war es ihr so schwer gefallen, in Gegenwart der beiden ruhig zu bleiben - als sie gemeinsam am elterlichen Küchentisch zu Abend aßen und sie Blicke und verstohlene Berührungen lächelnd mit Rainer und Anna austauschte, kribbelte ihre Muschi und sie wünschte sich plötzlich doch ein Höschen, um keine Pfütze auf dem Stuhl zu hinterlassen.
Als die beiden gegangen waren -- der Abschiedskuss Annas vor ihren Eltern ungewohnt schwesterlich, zog sie sich sofort in ihr Zimmer zurück, Müdigkeit vom anstrengenden Ausflugstag vorschiebend und versank auf ihrem weichen Bett mit der Hand in ihrem Schritt in einen langen erotischen Wachtraum von ihrer Schwester und ihrem Schwager, der sie auch begleite als sie spät nachts endlich erschöpft einschlief.
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When I lose sight of my village, I reign in Moonarrow, slowing her from a gallop to a fast paced trot. I want to get away as fast as possible, but there's no reason not to enjoy the way.
I have never been to the Town on my own, not left my village since my mother's gone. It was quite a busy time, organizing my life alone, getting a job. And on the other hand nothing much has happened in those two years. The village has that effect. Giving you the impression of being busy while letting your days go by without an actual purpose.
The sun rises high in the sky. I pull the hood of my father's -- my - cloak over my head to protect my pretty fair skin - I can practically feel the freckles on my face grow darker. I hate it when people call them cute.
I pass very few travellers on the road - no one really wants to go into our direction from the town - not much behind the village but mountains and mines. And crossing the mountains from here is an arduous tasks with no immediate reward - only the sea and blank spots on the map behind lay them. This here is pretty much the end of the world that only the most daring -- or crazy - adventurers would pass.
Literally the end, for those believing the priest, who preaches that the the sea falls over the edge of the world into the netherworld a few miles out. My mother taught me a different thing in the privacy of our home which she has learned before she settled in our small village. About planets rotating around the sun and other suns with worlds around them, worlds like ours. Somehow that always sounded way more fantastical and logical the same time. When I asked my father what he believed, he always just grunted and said he has more important worries than what shape the world might be. He was a smart man, but unlike my mother his focus was always on practical things around him, not the big question beyond those.
On this empty road, I have ample time to muse about the nature of this world I am about to explore. Will I ever come far enough and learn so much to find out if the priest or my mother were right? See the water fall from the edge of the world or get a chance to travel to the other side of it? All around it, maybe?
Eventually, my thoughts are interrupted when I spot someone at the horizon approaching me. As he gets nearer, my eyes stick to him. He too sits on a horse, his silver hair long over his shoulders, his clothes richly embroidered, his pale skin shines in the sunlight - an Elf. I swallow. Not exceedingly rare in these parts, but meeting two in two days on This side of the town is an notable coincidence. Almost a sign.
I cannot help but stare at the rider on the brown elegant horse, bridle and saddle embroidered with silver - worn off, though from long use -- the elves that end up in this neck of the woods are not the of the highest or most prestigious cast in elvish society, that much I have figured out from the rare encounters with them. My new friend very much included. I doubt his work as mercenary, adventurer and part time assassin was one he chose because it - or he - was well regarded at his homestead. Wherever that is.
This elf's eyes meet my gaze as soon as I look at him. Their sight sight is better, he must have seen and recognized me for what I am long before I did with him. So as soon as he is near enough to not have to shout, he raises his voice.
"Is there any particular reason you stare at me like I'm the Ice Bird of Tarnadio, human?"
I have no idea what he is referring too. Maybe Ill ask my friend later.
"I'm used to humans staring -- not that I can blame you in the presence of superior beings - but usually you have the decency to at least try and hide it. It's a miracle your mouth is not hanging open!"
"I am sorry, Sir. No offence meant. I'm just admiring your beauty. And the last elf I looked at like this was taking a shine to my openness."
He lets out a sigh.
"The last one? Are you making friends with a lot of my people here, human?"
The word human came out a little more disdainful than the first times, the whole sentence drenched in a sense of superiority and disbelieve of every word I say.
"Not many, Just one. But he's a pretty good friend."
I can hardly suppress a giggle.
"And what's that human loving elf's name, pray tell."
I blush. Bright red. Not knowing his name will not lend much credibility to my claim of being friend with an elf. Let alone having spent the night with him.
"I -- may not be at liberty to tell, sir. After all..."
I try to get into my counterpart's mindset. Which feels a little bit sleazy. You may get a bad impression of elves judging them by the first encounters with them you can have in these part of the world. I do remember my father telling me that they're not as bad as most people here believe, a claim my mother used to repeat to me after he was gone. Now that I got to know one closer -- they were probably right. Maybe the elves who feel forced to come here, live among mostly human communities are just - a little bitter. Well. Most.
"After all, he probably wouldn't want to be known he consorts with humans. Would you?"
He now chuckles a little. Coldly.
"I wouldn't get involved with a - human in the first place, but if I did... Yes, I certainly wouldn't want that one to brag about knowing me. How exactly do I have to imagine your -- fraternization with one of my kind?"
I open my mouth, but again can feel my face turn red and his eyes widen. They are really good at reading body language, it is said. That I can confirm from last night.
"Ah. I see. I have heard of perverted amusements of some of mine with some of - you. Not that I believe a word you say, human. Well, I certainly wouldn't want That to be known. Distasteful!"
"I beg your pardon?"
"I can imagine it is the highlight of a human's petty life to bedded by an elf but we do not condone such things in civilized elven society. But I guess in these backwater one doesn't have much... choice."
His eyes wander down my body. I turn even redder, but not from embarrassment this time. This guy... is making me furious.
"I can assure you, your kind had nothing to complain about. I made him come harder that night than all the high and mighty elvish cunts he has stuck his pecker into until then combined!"
I don't know where I get the courage from -- mother always tried to get me to control my temper -- not always very successfully. But to blow off on an elf like this. Well. I quoted the half ogre from last evening, I notice. Quite a bad influence, it seems.
For a moment the elf stares at me, his pale skin shining in the sun, then his face contorts and he bursts out laughing.
"That's a grand claim, from such a small human. You're a harlot in your place?"
Not helping to reduce my fury. I have thought about that line of business a lot since last night, feel a certain sympathy toward it, but I know he means it as an insult.
"You clearly underestimate the skills of a human woman, good Sir! Or overestimate yours. I don't need to do it professorially to be good at it. I can assure you I have never..."
I hesitate only for a fraction of a second -- "taken" would be a lie. I have taken more money for my services today than I assume any wench even in the city would get for a night.
"... demanded coin for my services. I am just that good!"
"Are you?"
"Indeed. It's a shame you find the mere though of bedding a human so disgusting for this is a pleasure you're going to miss, then, good Sir. If that is all, I bid you..."
"Hold it, human!"
He looks at me and I must suppress a smile - his gaze is now notably curios.
"I do not think I shall let a human just ride off after making such big claims. Someone should teach you a lesson in humility and knowing your status."
I stare at him. Hold his gaze, surprisingly. He can't be used to humans talking back to elves like that, particularly in these parts. Doesn't happen. I certainly wouldn't have dared to, only yesterday. Somehow not only do I find the courage to do so but deep inside know I'm right. I can back it up. I Am worthy of talking to him like this.
"Forgive me, I am in a hurry, I have little time to spend on roadside arguments. Or frolicking."
I take the bridles of Moonarrow again as he reaches down into his pouch. Curiously, I look at his hand -- and am - slightly disappointed as he produces a small silver coin. Alright, I know, I may be a little spoiled, not even elves can throw around gold coins all the time like my friend did last night. I feel the weight of the full pouch in my bag on my side as he speaks.
"Harlot or not, is this worth a little bit of your time to asses your wild claim, human?"
I don't need the coin -- and frankly. I'm curious enough of elven cock to do it for free. But he wouldn't have touched a human girl with a ten foot pole five minutes ago, I'm sure. I teased him, poked him, aroused his curiosity. Time for the payoff.
"I should take that as an insult, Sir."
I threaten to spur the horse, then turn my face to him.
"However... you also went so far as to calling me a liar. I will accept your offer."
I hold out me hand, he throws the glistening silver coin and I catch it out of the air. Simultaneously we dismount our horses. I take a look at the coin -- this one is more common around these parts than the gold I was paid in yesterday -- and put it into the pouch on my belt. Willing to play the part, I choose to tease the elf. I smile at him seductively
"That gets you a good time in my mouth, good Sir. Is that acceptable for you?"
"If you think that's enough for you to impress me, human, I can easily pass on any other of your orifices. Sightly disguising thought, anyway."
I smile -- he's still talking his high and mighty elvish talk, but the bulge in his pants tells me of other feelings towards me than disgust. I don't know if he truly never had a human before, but he's not as opposed to it as he claims to be. At least his body isn't.
I shortly consider kissing him -- I really enjoyed that with the only other elf I've met, but he's probably not intending to show any affection. So I take his wrist and lead him into the trees by the road to town, our horses following behind.
"You are sure you have experiences with my kind, human? It's a privilege for one of your kind, and I have no intention or patience to teach you basic lessons of how to..."
"I swear to my gods an yours..." - none of which I have any particular respect for - "...that you are not the first Elf I -- fuck!"
The second, but that's not for him to know. Whether its my pluckiness or my crude human language that shuts him up -- at least until we reach a secluded place far off from the road to not be watched of bothered - I don't know. Nor care.
I tie the horses to a strong branch and turn my attention to him.
"You sure are an exquisite specimen of your kind."
I see he is pleased - I didn't lie. He is handsome. Not as sexy and good looking - in my humble opinion - than my first lover, but he has the elvish aura and grace that sets him apart from every human male I know. I feel my little pussy getting wet. The sensation doesn't spread very far -- my first lover was kind and gentle additionally to being handsome and sexy. Can't say that about this one -- can't say I like him very much. So my feelings for him are purely physical - that'll do. More than enough. I'm curious to gather more experience with other species. Compare my first lover to one of his kind own. I don't have to like this one to use him for my gains.
I go down on my knees in front of him - certainly don't expect the attention and care for me from him that I got last night -- and open his embroidered soft velveteen breeches. His cock that has been pressing against the fabric springs free and again gives away his hypocrisy. No matter how much he looks down on me -- literally now, but mostly metaphorically - I didn't even have to reveal my body to him or lay hand on his member to cause this much attention. The impure and apparently taboo thought of having me does the trick.
I take it in my hand and let out a soft sigh. It's solid as rock, cool, hard. Not a bit squishy or soft like the human cock I had this morning. Again I wonder if I am actually imprinted on elven cock and would prefer the ones of my species, if one had been my first, but I cannot help it. I don't like its owner but this cock is beautiful. Enthralling. It even smells so much better. Like the smell of rain, mixed with an icy cold breeze from the north in deepest winter.
I lick my lisp and kiss its head. Have to suppress giggles as the high and mighty elf lets out a groan when my lips touch him. In the end, we're all just flesh and blood, no matter what colour or temperature the flesh has and whatever Gods made us made us all for this one purpose. No matter what the Priest says about the will of the gods. This is what we're in this world for, my little bit of experience has taught me that much.
I lean forward and take the pale head into my mouth. He grunts, closes his eyes as I savour the fresh, cool taste and the rock hard texture of his cock on my tongue. Play with the head for a while - I really like this. A lot. It was fun with my human friend, but this is -- exhilarating.
I feel his impatience grow, his hips thrust forward to force his cock into my mouth deeper. I'd like to play with it longer - a Lot longer, but I'm here to make a point. So I better make sure he gets as much out of it as possible. Slowly, I slide the hard, cool rod into my mouth; deeper, deeper, into my throat. It's easy, despite its quite impressive size.
My elven lover last night praised me as a natural and he may be right. This feels like it should be harder, but I can easily relax my throat and feel it slide all the way down, until my nose touches his pale cool skin. I enjoy the feeling of having my mouth filled, my whole focus laying on the hard rod before I slowly pull back, letting my tongue play over it a bit. Wait a little, suck on the head again, making him groan from his belly.
I get to the work with full concentration -- I never enjoyed anything I ever did as much as servicing cock -- and pussy, from what I learned about myself yesterday, but right now: Cock!
My pussy tingles and heats up, dripping as is rubs against my tight, coarse pants. I wonder if in the city the have invented some kind of undergarments to make this less arduous. But right now I enjoy the coarse fabric rubbing against my lips and my engorged clit. I think about touching myself but decide not to - all hands on the cock, the tingling in my pussy only helps my focus and I have to pace myself. I suck, lick and kiss for what seems like forever. The sun is moving down quite a bit, at least half an hour must have passed. Another advantage the two elves I know have over the one human. They certainly both last a Lot longer. Time flies as I amuse myself - I could do this all day, but I need to move on. And the point is to show him I can get him off, is it not?
I increase my efforts, but despite his loud and clear groaning, his obvious excitement as his cock twitches in my mouth and his balls contract, he has himself under control and my limited experiences seem no match. Now - what else did I learn last night? What did my half-ogre lover do to the elf that one time? I have been dozing off... hardly remember... although... yeah....
I grab his ass, and pull him towards me his cock penetrating my throat deeply, making him moan again, then my finger slides between the cheeks, into the crack. His groaning changes tune, but he doesn't object - he has himself under control, but not That much to actually deny me anything right now.
I let my middle finger slide into his pucker and begin to massage him from the inside. Obviously I had no way to learn what exactly the half-ogre was doing inside there, but I improvise, feel around - my partner doesn't seem to mind, he gasps, convulses, his cock twitches harder. Especially as I hit a spot I can feel under the tip of my finger. His moans become screams as I rub it. And I smile -- inwardly, mostly, as my mouth is stretched to its limit. That did something.
I keep rubbing the spot and he leans his head back, his excited groans are almost whimpers now, and finally his balls contract hard and fast and I feel the thick gooey liquid slides down my throat. His cock is so deep in me that my tongue doesn't get any of it. A shame, I'd like to compare his taste, but the hard pulsating cock forces his load straight into my hungry belly. A lot of it. I guess I won't need my provision for today, after all. Eventfully he looks down on me, as I feel his cock soften and sliding out of my mouth. I lick my lips and swallow the spit gathered in my mouth, as I stand up and order my clothes
"That was -- not too bad for an inferior species, little human. For someone who doesn't make a living with it you sure deserve your silver."
He pulls up his breeches and closes them.
"You were satisfied by this mere human girl, then, Sir?"
I smirk at him.
"I cannot deny that, as much as I would. And I Will deny it to anyone of my species, that much is for certain. Are you living anywhere near? I could pay you a visit, I'm around here quite a lot in the coming days."
I chuckle.
"Well, Sir, I for one am not. I'm leaving. You'll have to get another human woman to quench your needs if you grew fond of us."
I honestly have not much interest in meeting him again, anyway. He's an elf -- sexy, arousing, but I know there's at least one better one out there. One I actually Like and don't just find hot. Hope he'd return the sentiment.
He snickers softly
"Would not got that far, but maybe i underestimated your usefulness..."
He surprises my by leaning over to me and kiss me on the mouth -- a huge step for him, I'm sure. I actually feel myself blush. It seems I have converted a bigot elf to be at least a little more open.
With a smile I untie my horse from the branch and get on her back.
"Farewell, good Sir. Enjoy this neck of the woods."
"Godspeed, little human!"
He actually waves at me as I turn back to the road and head to the town. It has gotten late, I need to hurry or I won't make it before the gates close at nightfall.
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After everyone has settled down at the table, the conversation sets in and attention turns away from the new people at the table.
Melissa, her usual seat taken by Tina, sits on the other side of Footlong and leans towards him with a smile to play with the new man's cock while eating. Ixchel, The olive skinned woman on his other side who brought him joins her - more than enough surface area on the man's hard cock for Melissa's and Ixchel's two hands. Björn looks at the table -- he probably hoped to sit beside Melissa like he often does, but he is a good boy who knows his place. If she wants to play with another, that's what she does.
A variety of topics is vividly discussed -- Tina enjoys it immensely, since she moved out of the Girl's Eduction Center where she lived, trained and learned until her 18th birthday with all the other girls, preparing her for her role in a female lead world, she has rarely eaten in a larger group outside of her school cafeteria. She is radiant, energetic, happy and follows every conversation. Alex just looks at her all the time, lovingly, adoringly. He's really glad she likes it here. He will do everything he can to keep her, but the family dynamic is important to impress her, too. To find out if she fits in. Which is why he gets a little nervous when he notices tension building up between Katie and Sasha, around a know topic of the last week.
"I've decided on one. Been to the animal shelter again, I can have it tomorrow!"
The muscular gymnast happily tells, much to the chagrin of the petite Katie.
"You don't really intent to go through with this?"
"Sure I do!"
"You know how much I hate the idea, right?"
"You've been letting me know often enough recently, yes!"
"So you just don't care?"
"Listen, I'm sorry you don't like snakes, but that's my decision. I'm not complaining about pets you bring home, do I?"
"I bring home MEN. Maybe if you tried a cock more often, you wouldn't need to fall back to phallic pets as a substitute."
"You don't seem too bothered I'm not too big a fan of cock whenever I help YOU to get along without one!"
"I don't need your HELP for any kind of..."
"LADIES!"
Sandrine lets her hand fall down on the table.
"You're not making a good impression, we have a new important guest at our table. And a new male, too. I thought I had asked you two to settle this a week ago and come to a solution for this pet problem?"
"I tried, but she just won't..."
"I tried, but she just won't..."
Both women start at the same time, interrupt themselves and then stare at the other. Sandrine sighs.
"Well, well. I didn't think finding a solution about a pet should require my input, but if you two chose to be emotional and irrational about it like two silly men..."
The two women open their eyes wide in at being compared to mere men, but say nothing. She's not totally wrong.
"We'll figure something out. After you two calmed down a little. Stand up!"
Alex feels his cock pressed and looks over to Tina. She smiles and her eyes beam
"Oh, that's exiting. I've heard a lot about Sandrine Jordan's' negotiations."
Alex nods, whispering.
"She's such great group matriarch! Always knows what to do to solve a conflict."
He feels a weight lifted of his shoulder. Any kind of conflict to him seems like a violation of the female creed of harmony and union, but apparently Tina considers small playful quarrels that clear the air no real disagreement. That's what males are for after all - catalyst for conflicts solving. If there weren't any, what would men actually be good for? All has its place in nature.
Sandrine looks at the two squabblers.
"We're women. We don't get personal or emotional over petty disagreements like that. We talk it out find a rational solution and then we fuck to agree on it! And we're family, so please: kiss and make up before we go on."
Katie and Sasha both look a bit sheepish as they stand up, move towards each other, hug and kiss. Open mouths, a little reluctant first, still not over the pang of resentment but soon, reason takes over - there's no need to squabble between to adult women, family members. Sandy is right - are they hysteric men?
The kiss becomes more loving, passionate, tongues exploring each other's mouths and Alex feels his cock grow hard to the sight -- Tina takes a look and chuckles softly.
"Well -- someone is enjoying the show."
She puts a hand around his dick and his eyes grow wide. He looks at her. Uncertain how to repay her the favour, but she shakes her head. And he can identify the grip of her fingers, teasing him, coaxing him to get harder but not more. She is kneading him, enjoying to tease and torment him but certainly won't allow him to come any time soon. He's glad his mother trained him already in this.
He gulps and turns his attention back to the two women.
"I'm sorry, I overreacted. It's just.. I'm kinda a little afraid of snakes."
"Really? Why didn't you say that, I just thought you were being petty. I won't bring a snake if you..."
"No, I know you really like them..."
Katie shakes her head.
"Let's negotiate this!"
Sasha nods and they both climb onto the dinner table, spread their legs and move in closer, pressing their wet pussies against each other moving rhythmically. They begin to moan with pleasure, close their eyes for a second before they look at each other and smile.
"I apologize, I should have told you why I I reacted to strongly to you getting a snake. I couldn't expect you to heed my feelings if you don't know about them."
"I apologize for not trying to find out why you were so emotional It's not like you at all, so l should have known!"
"I forgive you!"
Both women say in unison, rubbing their clits, moaning, to reassure the other of their everlasting feminine friendship.
"Listen, if I don't ever have to see the thing I don't mind if you have it. I think can get used to the thought of having a snake in the house if I know You take care of it. You're strong and reliable and wouldn't let anything happen."
"Of course. I promise I won't ever let it out of its terrarium when you're around, you'll never notice it's here!"
Katie nods, smiling gratefully and takes Sasha's legs, pulling her even closer to her pussy. She moves her hips faster now, gyrating them against the buff woman's and soon, the two ladies come together in an amiable, loving orgasm. Alex is a bit envious looking at it. They look so relaxed, so in tune with each other. His orgasms are nice, sure, but it seems to him women share -- a bond men will never understand even when they have sex together. He sighs. And groans, as Tina's hand grips him firmer only to let go of it when his cock starts twitching. The orgasm excites him a lot and he too feels ready to come. Tina sure isn't.
"Very well, ladies!"
Sandrine happily smiles at the two as they lie on the table, heavily breathing, smiling contently.
"That settles that. Now seal the deal the traditional way and we can forget that little quarrel."
The two women sit up, put an arm around each other's shoulder, look around and whisper. The three men present sit at attention, they all know the traditional way to seal a deal will involve one of them.
"Alex!"
He perks up, his cock twitching excitedly in Tina's hand and Sasha utters his name.
"Get me my strap-on, we shall use the new guy to seal this deal!"
Alex head drops a little disappointedly. Tina giggles as she feels his cock shrink, feeling rejected. Of course he knows better than to express his disappointment.
"Yes, Ms. Sasha."
He gets up, hurriedly walks to her room to get the cock, knowing exactly where it is, she has used it generously on him since he is an adult. When he comes back, Footlong is already naked, bent over the kitchen table, his lips against Katie's pussy, his tongue exploring her depth between the pink folds. Alex cock twitches again. Her pussy's well familiar fragrance wafts through the kitchen, his fine tuned male senses so keenly aware of it, he can almost taste her juices on his lips. He loves Katie's pussy. Shakes his head and scolds himself -- he will not allow himself the petty male emotion of jealousy. The males all are here to serve the women's needs. He hands the athlete her strap on and she puts in on with a swift, well practised motion. Takes a glob of butter from the dinner table to lube the cock up and puts it agaisnt the little brown hole between the firm, well shaped ass cheeks.
The buff man groans into Katie's pussy, a deep guttural sound -- Sasha's cock is almost as big as his own. He seems well trained -- his ass offers no resistance to the cock, but he might not be used to taking one as massive as his. Sasha grins. She loves her massive cock and always enjoys sodomizing men.
To his surprise Alex, walking back to his chair sees Footlong's cock grow immediately as Sasha enters him fully. It grows hard and extends to its full 30 centimetre length. He really enjoys this. A lot. His mother taught him her firm believe that all men are bisexual sluts deep inside. This one clearly enjoys a good cock a LOT. Alex sits back down. Deep in thoughts. He has gotten erections form being ass fucked, sure, but never this fast.
Tina's hand again closes around his cock that remains firm and erect -- the whole affair excites him immensely, he can't deny that.
For the next couple of minutes, the two women enjoy the bonding ceremony to seal their agreement -- the male sexually and emotionally used however the participating females see fit to affirm the bond between them. Alex knows very well they use him in their own very favourite way -- Katie loves being licked even more than most women he met and Sasha - yeah. Nothing beats fucking a firm male ass in her book, making a man quiver and shake with her cock deep inside his bowels.
Footlong does a laudable job, very well skilled in both of his current task. Sandrine nods with a pleased look, eyeing the male servicing her family members. He'll make a good addition to the group, if probably only temporarily.
After a few minutes, Katie lies back, closes her eyes and comes with a loud moan, her hand grabbing the man's head pushing him deeper into her crotch. Alex loves watching her face. He never gets that opportunity when he is between her legs - she's incredibly pretty when she comes. All women are. Alex blushes. Unlike men, as the buff athlete proves soon after.
As Sasha rams deep and fast into his tight ass, he begins to groan, his face contorts to an ugly, wrinkly mask, and his grunts begin to become animalistic utterances between a pig's squeal and an ape's scream. Sasha now grabs his hair and pulls him back, pushing herself as deep as she can and as hard as possible until he lets out a final groan, makes an ugly face and squirts a huge load of thick creamy cum onto the kitchen floor.
Alex gaps. He certainly never manages that. At best he produces a few dribbles of liquid watery cum when fucked In the ass. He wonders if he'll ever enjoy it THIS much... his cock twitches and Tina changes her grip, firmly grabbing his small shrimp and balls at the base, making sure he doesn't accidentally come. She smiles at him as he looks at her gratefully. She's so supportive.
Footlong collapses on the table with a grunt, while Katie climbs off, chuckling. She's covered in sweat, making her shine like an supernatural being, as is Sasha -- it makes her look more like an antique statue, though. Both women look like the fresh morning while the man on the table is a groaning mess whose sweat is just making him look like a glazed pig. Men are such -- ugly beings, Alex thinks to himself. We're so lucky graceful beings like women even bother with us. His mother's voice shakes him out of his reverie.
"Lexi!"
He jumps at her firm voice and almost loses control as Tina's hand firmly grabs his cock and balls, preventing him from shooting an accidental load. That would have been embarrassing - he looks at her gratefully.
"You'll clean up the mess!"
"Yes, Ma'am."
He stands up, his small cock pointing up rock hard to the amusement of the present women.
"Someone really enjoyed the show huh?"
Katie giggles and Sasha nods.
"You shouldn't let the boy wait much longer to get his first real cock, he looks -- eager..."
Sandrine smiles knowingly.
"Don't worry, girls, I have my plans for him already."
Blushing, Alex walks to the kitchen, gets some paper towels and rags and crawls under the table. Thanking the Goddess that Footlong came onto the kitchen tiles and not in a room with wooden floorboards or a carpet. He hates cleaning cum from those. This is his easiest task. He wipes up the puddle of creamy goo with a paper towel - the smell makes his mouth water and he licks his lips. Feels his cock grow hard again after slightly softening. He can't deny Sasha is probably right about him being ready. Cleans the remains off with the wet rag and after putting the cleaning supplies away returns to the dining table. Everyone has taken their places again, the two men now on their knees at the feet of Melissa and Ixchel, so Alex knows the evening is turning to the adult conversation phase. No place for males at the table, so he too goes down his knees, his eyes focus on Tina, and earns himself a pat on the head.
The women begin a lively talk, mostly about things Alex finds incredibly boring. Money, politics, economy. Women topics. He doesn't understand half of it and dozes off a little, his head leaning against her legs. It has been an exiting and strenuous day.
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After serving dinner, Björn takes his seat -- not the one that normally is his though, next to his custodian Melissa, which today is reserved for the guest of honour, who nods approvingly at him as she takes a bite of the foods he made.
"Well done, boy", she says to the cook, about ten years her senior.
"You should keep him around, Sandy, he may not be the prettiest... no idea how he is in bed but his cooking is excellent"
The head of the household on the other side of the table nods smiling.
"That is indeed why we've kept him."
Melissa giggles as she takes next to the new male temporary family member and his large member.
"He's not bad sex-toy, either. Can't compete with this one, size-wise, of course, but still..."
Smiling, she puts a hand on the crotch of Footlong who didn't bother to cover his cock. Seems used to having it out in female company.
During dinner, both Melissa and the big man's finder Ixchel keep playing with the man's cock under the table -- or half under the table, with it being big enough to peek over the edge. The athlete has no trouble keeping it hard, the man is visibly pleased by the attention. And likely very used to it, too.
The family has fun, laughing, jesting, introducing the two new members at the table into some inside jokes and friendly banter - with Footlong being the butt end of many jokes, being a man.
Only Björn is notably quite, grumpy, and never leaves Footlong and Melissa out of his sight while eating.
Eventually Alex's mother looks at him. He hasn't said anything, didn't even make a noise. That alone is enough to be weary of the usually quite cheerful man, who needs to be reminded by women more often than not to not intervene in female conversations without being asked. Sandrine has a keen sense of the vibrations and moods in her little group.
"What is it, Chubby?"
Björn blushes -- he never liked that name and everyone knows it. While Melissa made it clear she's very fond of his love handles, some of the women have expressed their opinion that he should lose them - particularly Sasha, who has offered to work him out more than once. Sandy didn't -- if she had, it would have been mandatory, but she likes teasing him about him.
"N... nothing, Ms Sandy!"
The matriarch lifts an eyebrow.
"Don't. No keeping secrets from me, young man! Not if you wish to stay under my roof. WHAT is it?"
Everyone's eyes are directed at him now and he looks to the floor.
"It's noth... it's just... I... "
He's stammering, his eyes when as he raises them again fixated onto Melissa and Footlong. Sandy sighs.
"Oh for Goddess' sake. Why are you men always so pointlessly emotional? Are you jealous, big boy?"
Björn gulps, lowers his eyes again and mumbles something. He knows there's no good answer to that one. Denying it is a pointless lie that would have serious consequences, admitting it make shim look like a weak, emotional man, prone to hysterics. Alex feels embarrassed by proxy to be a man whenever things like this happen. He's trying So hard to be good and rational and useful and not give in to these silly male feelings.
"You're feeling threatened, am I right?"
Too embarrassed to react, Björn just stares a hole into the floor. Alex knows the feeling. Björn's cock is not as small as his -- with 15 centimetres a good average but still not half as big as the new cock in town. If he didn't have Tina by his side right now, who's been stroking his cock under the table since the start of dinner, reassuring him about his shortcomings, he'd feel threatened, too. Björn doesn't have that, and Alex again feels the warm feeling of gratitude inside that is so new and so familiar at the same time.
"Alright, we need to get this solved. Footlong is in the outer circle of this family for now, and no matter how long it takes Ixchel to be bored with him, for that long we have to live together. Anyone else feeling threatened?"
Despite the neutral question, of course Alex is the only one in the room it could be addressed to -- and is incredibly grateful that he can truly deny it. He shakes his head.
"No, Mom. I'm good. Footlong seems cool."
She smiles
"Good boy. So just you and him, then Björn. We'll settle this. Get up, you two!"
Alex feels his cock pressed and looks over to Tina. She smiles and her eyes beam
"Oh, that's exciting. I've hear a lot about Sandrine Jordan's negotiations skills."
Alex nods, whispering.
"She's such a great group matriarch! Always know what to to so solve, a conflict."
Sandy's warm voice, now with an added tinge of authority -- Tina admires how easily the woman slips from kind and friendly host to firm head of the household -- address the jealous cook.
"Björn, Footlong is a guest in our home. This time, we'll see if you two will stand on equal footing in the future. But for today, you'll treat him with respect. And of course, if your custodian chooses to play with him, you treat him like a superior!"
"Y... yes, Ms Sandrine."
The man's voice is trembling slightly as he goes down on his knees before the muscular newbie's chair.
"I... apologize. My behaviour was an inappropriate display of male hysteria, not worthy of this family group."
His eyes turn to the matriarch and as he sees her nod, he puts a hand on the muscular man's cock and kisses his glans. Footlong looks at Ixchel, then Melissa, then Sandrine. All women smile warmly and encouragingly. The muscular man visibly relaxes and lets it happen, obviously not the first time enjoying another man's caresses. It rarely ever is for any man passing a certain level of adulthood and experience in service in this society. Males serve female pleasure.
Alex is feeling his heart beat. Still an experience he has to to look forward to. And no matter how much he practises it with the women's strap-on's and toys he is not sure if he is prepared.
He feels Tina's hand grabbing his cock under the table and sighs softly and it gets hard in her hand. Now matter how nervous the sight of the two men makes him, there's not denying it also excites him immensely. Tina giggles softly, which is drowned out by Melissa's laughter.
"Such an eager little cocksucker. I can remember what a fuss he made when we first made him do it. You have such a good hand a bringing men into contact with their inner cock-sluts, Sandy."
The matriarch makes a dismissive gesture, smiling.
"Not such a big deal. You know I'm a staunch believer in Dr. Bracken, really no big deal.
"Bracken?"
Her hand still on her boy's cock, Tina curiously inquires. She has so much to learn form the mature woman.
"Dr. Clara Bracken? Author of the Bracken-Report? Don't they teach you girls anything in school these days, how are you supposed to train men without the basics."
She sighs and shakes her head with a smile.
"I DEFINITELY have to send you some books before I let you train my son. In short, she researched in human sexuality and came to the conclusion that while our female sexuality has a wide range, is complex and deep, males are all amazingly similar. Simple. Easily excitable, tragically focused on their little dicks, and stunted in the range of emotions and physical experiences during sexual intercourse. In short, everything that touches their pathetic cocks makes them hard, ever opportunity to get sexually active turns their little lizard brains on. No matter with whom. They're ALL bisexual inside, and they're all sluts."
Alex lowers his eyes. He doesn't blush, he has heard this theory from his mother a lot, obviously, she's a real proponent of Dr. Bracken's work. He's most grateful she has given him until now to introduce him to his inner bisexual slut.
Tina nods.
"Sounds reasonable. Can't wait to read it. Even though seeing it proven in practical experiment is probably more exiting!"
Smiling, she turns her eyes back to the sight of the chubby man, struggling to take as much as possible of the huge dick in front of him into his eager little mouth. Her hand around Alex's cock tightens again, making him groan -- to his relief not loud enough to be heard from across the table over the smacking and groaning of the two men busy negotiating their relationship in this family group.
Despite his initial resentment when he came into the group, Björn, under the patient training of Melissa and Sandrine has become an expert cocksucker. His hands caress the heavy hanging balls while his lips suck on the massive shaft, let go of it now and then to give his tongue the opportunity to lick over the rod, glistening wetly. He doesn't manage to take it all in -- he is usually a pretty good deepthroater, but the 30 centimetre monster exceeds his skills. Yet. Somehow Alex is quite sure his training will include with the big man in the family now more often.
Eventually, Footlong is getting close, Melissa holds the cook's head in palace with the cock deep in his mouth as the balls begin to twitch and the muscular man shoots a load inside the other man's throat. Alex can see his Adam's apple move as he gulps it all down - it moves a lot, the load must be massive. Eventually he is released, licks his lips, trying to catch his breath.
The matriarch nods.
"Well done, Chubby. You won't forget your place any more, will you?"
"No... Ms Sandrine..."
He sighs between two heavy breaths.
"Good. Then to you, Foot-Long. Just to make sure you don't get cocky -- you're nothing special, either. You're a guest -- at the moment, but you're just a man, too. Your big cock doesn't give you any special privileges."
"Of course, Ms Sandrine."
The big man nods.
"And to prove you accept your position, you too will show humility! Bend over the table!"
Not hesitating for a second, the buff man gets up and does as he is told, his pants still dangling around his feet. Alex gets a glance of his firm rock hard ass and feels his cock twitch -- much to Tina's amusement. His mother must be right, he sure does find a big man quite arousing...
Sandrine nods towards Björn who follows her unspoken command. He stands up -- his cock tall and erect -- he undeniably enjoyed giving this blowjob.
"You two will have to get along in the foreseeable future. We shall see which one of you two has a more dominant personality but for now I want you on equal footing. You may satisfy your base male urges on him now. Chubby."
"Thank you very much, Miss Sandrine."
The chubby man smiles broadly as he positions his hard cock against the firm ass-cheeks of the other male.
Footlong closes his eyes and moans lusciously as the cock enters his tight rectum. He obviously enjoys it immensely, getting impaled and Sandrine smiles approvingly. Secretly she shared some of Björn's worries, men like him -- muscular, well endowed - do have a tendency to consider themselves superior to other males, making it difficult to integrate them into a social group structure, even if only for a limited time. They submit to women, of course, no man in his right mind would not, but try to conquer a position of power just below the females and above all other males, which is not appropriate for men to desire. Such ambitions disrupt the peace. Such men Sandy usually dismisses from the start -- the few attempts to train them to a more appropriate attitude were always successful but also more effort than men are worth.
She is glad Footlong is taking his position as submissive male well and nods towards Ixchel. Her new toy has a seal of approval.
Björn has by now entered the new toy's ass fully, his clean shaven balls touch his bottom's perineum, making them both groan animalistically. Alex bends his head and to his amazement sees that the man's 30 centimetre cock is already erect again. Remembering his mother's lesson about the Bracken scale, he assumes the hunk is at least a three on there -- he seems to enjoy male on male sex just as much as servicing a woman, if not more. Probably more. He feels his heart beat faster, amazed by the variety of human sexuality. Even the male one, limited as it is. While he's obviously being aroused by the spectacle of two males fucking, he cannot imagine it ever being So good to make him favour cock over licking a juicy, wet pussy. But maybe...
He is interrupted in his thoughts by Tina's firm grip around him, squeezing his cock as she excitedly watches. He wonders if he should return her favours - it feels wrong to be only on the receiving end of her caresses, but she does not make an indication for him to do so -- she's totally absorbed by the show and only absent mindedly plays with him. He assumes he would not please her by distracting her, so he just lets it happen.
As the fucking gets harder and faster, the two men grunt louder and louder, his cock twitches and he feels his balls contract. He looks at Tina, but she doesn't pay any attention to him, other than down there under the table. He wants nothing more than to come right now to the sight of the two men getting it on, but he knows better. And thankfully, he finds it a lot easier to hold it back in Tina's hand then when he is allowed in a warm, wet tight pussy.
To his embarrassment, he has never - ever - lasted longer than two minuets inside a woman since the first time his mother allowed him into herself on his 18th birthday. He is a pretty pathetic fast shooter and consequently rarely ever is invited into a woman's sanctum. And right now, he actually wishes he could give in to his shortcomings and just come all over the place, his loins and his balls pulsating painfully. But in a capable woman's hands, his shortcomings are under control. With a perfect sense for his pitiful little cock, Tina plays him like a fiddle, stopping just the exact second just before he would unable to hold it back. In a female hand he becomes a quivering mess, his male orgasm serves her pleasure only. She isn't doing this to make him come, on the contrary. She is using all her feminine skill and dominance to stop him from reaching bliss, pathetic as it would be.
Footlong lets out a final grunt and his massive cock twitches, jerks and shoots a massive load of creamy white goo onto the kitchen floor. The women applaud, and Alex watches amazed. He would love to come like that just from being fucked in the ass - his mother surely trains him into this direction and very much encourages him. But other than a few droplets of pre-cum, he has not yet succeeded in this mission. Maybe he will, when he first gets a real cock in his ass.
Björn joins the grunts a few moments later, grabs the other man's hips, pulls him towards himself and with a loud roar shoots his cum into the buff man's bowels. His sweat glistens on the muscular back as he leans forward to support himself on the kitchen table.
"Well done, boys. Does that settle your -- differences?"
Björn smiles happily and nods. Alex knows exactly what he feels like. Post orgasmic, there is no place in a man's small, single minded brain for anything else but obedience.
"Yes, Ms Sandrine. I apologize. I have overstepped my boundaries. I know you would never allow men to rise above their station or be treated unfairly. And I will never again assume to have any say in who uses me or any other male."
"Very well. Footlong - are you alright with the position you're in in this family?"
"Of course. Ms. Sandrine. I never had anything else in mind than to please the women of this household!"
Sandy nods.
"Then kiss and make up!"
Björn lets his cock slide out of the other man's ass and the stands up, face him and they share an open mouthed passionate kiss, letting their hands wander all over the other's body.
"Lexi!"
He jumps at her firm voice and almost loses control as Tina's hand firmly grabs his cock and balls, preventing him from shooting an accidental load. That would have been embarrassing - he looks at her gratefully.
"You'll clean up the mess!"
"Yes, Ma'am."
He stands up, his small cock pointing up rock hard to the amusement of the present women.
"Someone really enjoyed the show huh?"
Katie giggles and Sasha nods.
"You shouldn't let the boy wait much longer to get his first real cock, he looks -- eager..."
Sandrine smiles knowingly.
"Don't worry, girls, I have my plans for him already."
Blushing, Alex walks to the kitchen, gets some paper towels and rags and crawls under the table. Thanking the Goddess that Footlong came onto the kitchen tiles and not in a room with wooden floorboards or a carpet. He hates cleaning cum from those. This is his easiest task. He wipes up the puddle of creamy goo with a paper towel - the smell makes his mouth water and he licks his lips. Feels his cock grow hard again after slightly softening. He can't deny Sasha is probably right about him being ready. Cleans the remains off with the wet rag and after putting the cleaning supplies away returns to the dining table. Everyone has taken their places again, the two men now on their knees at the feet of Melissa and Ixchel, so Alex knows the evening is turning to the adult conversation phase. No place for males at the table, so he too goes down his knees, his eyes focus on Tina, and earns himself a pat on the head.
The women begin a lively talk, mostly about things Alex finds incredibly boring. Money, politics, economy. Women topics. He doesn't understand half of it and dozes off a little, his head leaning against her legs. It has been an exiting and strenuous day.



        Straponween

        On Halloween, a serial Strap-On is let loose..

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/straponween

Title: Straponween

Author: minski

Category: Erotic Horror

Description: On Halloween, a serial Strap-On is let loose..

Tags: teen, horror, halloween 2023, femdom, pegging, anal, parody




Hardonfist
October, 31st
Halloween
Ten Years Ago
She stared at the girl coming down the stairs from her brother's room. The girl could not have been up there for more than five minutes after they made out down here for about the same amount of time. She only heard him grunt in pleasure - he was a fast shooter, her older brother, she knew that very well from hearing him in the room next to hers with his girlfriends.
This one, who just left the house now without even noticing her boy's younger sister, had a smile on her face. Not one of sexual gratification but of being happy to be noticed by one of the hottest guys in school. The girl somehow didn't know any better, didn't think of demanding her own gratification from him.
The sister looked into the mirror next to the coat rack in the hall. She was naked, her slender body not particularly impressive, her B-cup breasts small, her hips slim. She knew she had a strength inside of her that others didn't perceive, she felt it grow as her body has changed and she turned into woman up onto this day, her 18th birthday.
When she had made the fateful discovery some weeks ago and her life and emotional state changed forever, it started to simmer. Boil. Now, on her birthday, Halloween, it was ready to break out.
She looked down at herself -- naked, except for the instrument of her rage she chose. She had skipped school today, spent the morning to drive to the City, visiting a Sex Shop to get it. She had been carded, of course - the man in the shop had grinned at her lewdly when noticing the date of birth on her ID being October 31st, 18 years ago exactly.
"Happy birthday, young lady. Couldn't wait to get some toys, hm?"
He had winked at her - she hadn't given him any more attention, just gone to the rack and picked the biggest tool they had available. He had gazed at her - not what he had excepted her to buy, but her emotionless face and staring eyes had stopped him from making any further comments.
There had been no party - she didn't have any friends in her school, hardly ever talked to anyone. Her mother had made her a cake and she dutifully blew out the 18 candles that morning and that had been it.
The REAL present for her 18th birthday she was about to give herself. Right now.
Slowly, without hesitation, she walked up the stairs, her new strap-on dildo of choice softly bopping in front of her hips.
She opened the door to her brother's room, it gave a soft creak that he didn't hear, so he kept posing in front of his full body mirror, naked. He was a football player, so he was quite trained and muscular, but her eyes wandered down to the reflection of his cock. Limp, after just a few minutes inside his girlfriend. Small - tiny, to her eyes, compared to the monster she was wearing around her hips -- "12 inches -- 30 centimetres" the package had boasted, ready for international markets. Her brother didn't pack have half of that
He jumped as he noticed her in his room and turned round.
"Michelle? Whet the hell... can't you knock? I'm naked!"
He didn't bother to cover himself, despite his less than impressive cock.
"Why are you... wh... why the hell are YOU naked? Cover yourself, you're indecent. And why are you wearing that -- thing?"
He stared at her rubber cock like he only now noticed it.
"Is that supposed to be a Halloween costume? Are you dressing up as a guy? Gotta hide your titties then, sis. They're small, but not that small."
He chuckled. In Michelle's face not a muscle moved. He frowned at her.
"What are you... Say something sis, you're being weird. OK, it's Halloween, everyone's entitled to a good scare. You got me, now get the fuck out of..."
With a swift motion she pushed him backward, he smacked against the mirror, lost balance and fell to the floor.
"What the fuck..."
Tried to rise, but she was on him in an instant.
She should not have been able to push him down, let alone pin him to the floor. He was a head taller than her, muscular, trained. All but his small flaccid cock exuded strength and confidence. But she had done it. Because she could. Her muscles and sinews flexed, hardened as she grabbed his wrist, straddling his broad chest. He chuckled at first, tried half heartedly to push her off, wriggle his wrists out of her grip.
"OK. You're in trouble now sis, I'm gonna..."
He hesitated as his attempt to get rid of her failed. He doubled his efforts and then gave his all, his muscles bugled and he groaned. Her face remained motionless, her eyes, usually already dark, looked pitch black now. He gulped.
"That's enough get the fuck off of me, you bit..."
One of he hand clasped over his mouth, while the other took hold of both of his wrists above his head. He wriggled, struggled below her, to no avail. She moved downward, sliding over his belly, then her naked pussy slid onto his limp cock. Making it twitch, despite the scary situation, despite it being his sister's lips that touched it, his cock reacted like any typical primitive male would. Pathetic. And it was still tiny, even hardening..
She stared at him from he deep black eyes. He just stared back now, unable to say a word - this was not his little sister any more. There was viscous intent in these eyes. Evil. He was now more than scared. He was afraid.
Rightfully so. She slipped down from his cock and crouched between his legs. Let go of his wrists only to grab his hips in a vice like grip, He dug his nails into the floor, tried to wriggle himself out of her grip, but she held hum unrelentingly. She fixated his strong muscular thighs with her slender arms, had him right where she wanted him. Her face didn't betray any emotions over achieving her goal of rendering him helpless, cold and merciless she stared at him as she proceeded with her plan.
She didn't bother to lube her new cock. He will give in. One way or the other. As she put the head of her huge rubber dildo against his tight sphincter his eyes widened, he shook his head.
"What the fuck are you.. No. No!"
He jerked under her iron grasp around his thighs.
"Please. You're my little sister. Don't do this. That's sick... you cannnaaaaaa...!"
With a slow, but steady motion she pushed her hips forward moved into his asshole, spread it. It felt to him like it was tearing apart, but it was more flexible than he imagined. His sphincter gave in to the intruder, spread for it, allowed it to enter him inch by inch until it filled his rectum fully and stretched his hole wide. He let out a gargling sound, unable to vocalise refusal.
His sister stared down at him emotionless, her cock buried in his ass, remaining there for a few moments until she pulled back. And pushed back into him; in a steady, rhythmical movement she began to fuck her big brother's asshole, slower, then faster, and faster, harder, merciless. His gargling voice turned into moans and screams - and as his little cock actually grew harder from the stimulation of the huge cock inside his bowels, rubbing against his prostate again and again, the moans turning from painful and resisting, strained to lustful grunts. He stopped struggling, his wriggling became a twitching and writhing in the throws of lust as his whole body was flooded by a heat running through it from his stretched rectum. Suddenly he felt something rise inside his balls -- not the hot thick cream he usually extruded, but a thin, watery stream that erupted from his small, hard penis onto his ripped abs. It was not an orgasm as he was used to but it filled him with heat and shook his body. And still his sister was not done.
Other than his, her stamina was limitless - her fucking didn't end after five short minutes - for the better part of an hour she went on penetrating him, turning him into a quivering mass of flesh, squirting the thin cum from his little cock multiple times, only pulling out when she heard the car doors in the driveway. Their parents had returned from the Halloween Party of her father's company.
She slid out of her brother's ass, making him moan again. Unable to speak a word he tried to grab onto her, not wanting this to end, not wanting to let her go, but shook him off. He was too weak to hold anything and as she got up, he drifted into unconsciousness. He had learned his lesson. Time to teach her parents. She turned around, leaving her brother a quivering, moaning, fainted mess on the floor, covered in his own thin cum.
Left his room and stepped down the stairs, towards her loving parents As they closed the door behind them, her mother looked up and noticed her. Stared at her.
"M... Michelle? Michelle!"
Her father looked up, following his wife's gaze.
"Michelle., what the hell is gong on? What is this, why are you naked. What are you... where's your brother? What did you Do to your brother???"
Smith's Groin Mental Asylum
October 30th
Yesterday
"She did that to her own brother?"
Doctor Boobies nods gravely as he leads the new nurse through the halls of his institution. He is proud of it, the care he gives to his psychiatric patients. His release and curing quota is remarkable. But for this one patient that is an everlasting stain on his record
"She then grabbed her father and mother, too, overpowered them, dragged them to their bedroom, stripped them naked and... violated them like she did her brother."
"Her own parents?"
The nurse is visibly shook
"Sodomized her father, then vaginally penetrated her mother. And just like her brother she fucked them into oblivion. The three took weeks to recover - despite the natural initial reluctance to be thus used by their daughter, the girl managed to make them both orgasm multiple times, like her brother, with the help of that infernal strap-on of hers. So many orgasms put such a strain on their puritan bodies, unfamiliar to pleasure beyond a five minute intercourse ever other week, that all three didn't recover from being used like that fro weeks."
"Has she ever... Do you know why..."
The Doctor shakes his head.
"I have my theories about her motive, but she hasn't spoken a single word since the police found her. A neighbour had alarmed them because of the incessant screams. They apprehended her - without resistance and she was brought here."
"Incredible. Her file says she's not a big girl. Not strong..."
"Not physically, no. But Michelle Miller is... pure sexual energy. No reason. No humanity. Just raw erotic power. Evil."
"Well..."
The nurse clears her throat.
"I don't know if evil is a medically appropriate term. Also -- making people come THAT hard is..."
"Evil, I tell you!"
"Alright, alright, as you say. Doctor."
The nurse goes quiet. In her mind images of large a cock penetrating tight holes swirl around, holes that are very willing when flooded with raw orgasmic power. Being fucked into a coma... Maybe there could be worse fates...
"Should - are the patients supposed to roams the hallways?"
But Doctor Boobies has already left her side, hurries to one of the open doors, ignoring the laughing, screaming patients dressed in white on his way. He stops in front if it, frozen at the doorway. The nurse hurries toward him and follows his gaze into the padded cell.
Inside lie two guards, naked, curled up, unconscious, puddles of clear liquid in front of their shrivelled cocks -- and their assholes, turned towards the door, gaping wide open.
Doctor Boobies groans.
"She is gone. Someone must have smuggled her weapon in here! Probably one of those two horny idiots..."
"Her weapon? You... you mean her strap-on? Why would anyone..."
The nurse begins, but then stops.
The faces of the guards are blank, their eyes staring into the distance. They have been fucked out of their minds. She licks her lips. Doctor Boobies may call it evil, but they very much look like they have enjoyed being ravaged by the Madwoman's monster cock.
Hardonfist
October, 31st
Halloween
Today
"I'm totally gonna rip the first adult's clothes off who comes to my door trick or treating and drag them to my bedroom!"
"Men or women?"
"As if I care", the boy giggles happily and the girl chuckles.
"Well. I'll stick to my boyfriend!"
"Which one? You got four on my last count."
"Five!"
The girl punches her bi friend's shoulder.
"I'm going steady with Bobby since recess today!"
Corey Load sighs. Fanny and BJ are his best friends since kindergarten, but since they have all turned 18, they had become insatiable sex crazed sluts, the bisexual boy and the slutty girl, both.
"Who about you, Corey?"
"Yes, what about you?"
"I guess I'll just stay at home, studying."
The two teenagers look at their friend aghast.
"It's our first Halloween as adults! You're supposed to dress slutty and pick up - whatever you're into, I don't' even know, since you never had a girlfriend. Or a boyfriend."
"I think the dressing slutty is more for girls anyway, Fanny. And I'm just not the type to go out and bang random strangers. And I don't have five girlfriends."
Fanny giggles.
"If you had said boyfriends I could have lent you one of mine."
BJ grabs his shoulder
"I can TOTALLY invite you over to my place once I found someone. The more the merrier!"
Corey shakes his friend's arm off.
"I'll be perfectly fine at home reading and watching old horror flicks later, thank you very much!"
His gut suddenly freezes - and his cock grows hard at the same time, as the strangest mix of shock and arousal hits his teenage body like a tidal wave
Straight ahead, next to a shrubbery, stands a woman: pale, naked with a massive cock standing erect from her pelvis. He stops walking, his eyes widen, he becomes white as a sheet. His friends, who have both looked at him, stop dead in their track looking staring at him concerned.
"What? Corey, what's up?"
He blinks, looks at BJ, then Fanny.
"What do you mean 'what's up', didn't you see..."
They look to the shrubbery -- and the empty space beside it. Back at him.
"The... naked woman... with the cock... "
"The -- what...?"
BJ looks his friend with real concern now.
"Corey, are you already hallucinating naked Futas? You REALLY need to get laid, man."
Fanny giggles.
"I mean that Is the old Miller house. Vacated since that girl snapped and fucked her whole family into oblivion with a monster strap-on. Really creepy, on Halloween of all days, I admit, but you're really overdoing it now. Is your dad still trying to sell that one?"
Cory nods his head.
"Were did the Millers move to?"
"Move?"
BJ shakes his head.
"I heard they're totally still in a coma!"
Fanny rolls her eyes.
"Don't believe in those stupid urban legends, she didn't fuck them THAT bad, they only were unconscious for some a month or so. Just moved away afterwards. Too much trauma. My Dad told me."
"Is the Sheriff supposed to talk to his daughter about his cases?"
Corey looks at his friend dubiously and she scoffs
"Cases? That's the only thing that ever happened in this boring dump... until now, apparently!"
Fanny runs ahead, up to the bushes.
"Oh, here she is!"
She points to the lawn behind the bushes.
"She says she got a big lady boner for you and that she'll spend Halloween with you, Cor!"
The teenager blinks, walks to his friend with a shaky hesitant step -- and lets out sigh when she starts laughing and hugs him. Of course there is no one there. But... he had...
"Corey you're such a freak. I think BJ is right, we need to find you someone to to get you laid. Maybe not today - I'll be busy enough with my own love life, but we Do, ASAP!"
She hugs him - his boner from seeing the naked lady with the cock still throbs and rubs against her hips. Making him feel really uncomfortable, but she don't seem to notice or at least doesn't say anything. He would not mind if she was the one to take his virginity, but he'd NEVER tell her that. He knows her since they have played in a sandbox together.
She slaps him on the back, as does BJ, and then they run off in opposite directions, him to his place to prepare for a night of studious learning, no doubt.
Just when he gets home, his phone buzzes with a text from BJ -- with a picture of an anime character -- hentai, to be exact: a massive, muscular figure with huge tits and a monster cock.
"Found a pic of your new GF!"
Corey sighs and puts the phone back into his pocket. They'd never let that one pass, would they.
Besides, the woman he has seen hasn't been huge, actually rather small. Just her cock has been... He shakes his head. Which doesn't stop his own dick from pulsating at the the memory.
Dusk
Fanny looks at herself in the full size mirror in her room - the slutty super-heroine outfit she has gotten herself looks amazing on her. It is one of five costumes she has bought -- each one according to the taste of one of her boyfriends -- slutty cheerleader, slutty kitten, slutty policewoman, slutty schoolgirl, slutty beer bottle -- Billy's tastes are simple and she is surprised she did find a slutty version of something he actually likes -- and this one. The tiny mask is covering nothing but the area around her eyes. She lets her curly brunette hair fall down her shoulders. The skirt is tiny, emphasising her shapely legs and showing off her firm ass with every step she makes, the top is hardly more than a bustier, too small for her big boobs, the almost fall out. The whole thing is red white and blue, and comes with a cape not long enough to reach down to her ass.
Perfect. Bobby loves his superheroes. Nerd. She giggles. This is the fist year she dares to put on a slutty costume -- her parents still wouldn't like to see their daughter in this, she's sure, but she's 18 now. She puts on what she wants.
Still. She grabs a coat and puts it on, covering her body down to her knees as she walks down the stairs. Just in case.
"I'm off to see Corey", she calls to the kitchen.
Corey makes for a good alibi, being her childhood friend and he has - if only reluctantly - agreed to cover her in case a parent calls him.
"Have fun, darling", her Mom's voice came from the kitchen.
Unseen, Fanny walks out the door into the garage, gets in her parents' car they let her use tonight and drops the coat onto passenger seat. Hasn't needed it, thank god. She is terrible at lying to her parents.
She frowns as she wipes off the layer of moisture that has formed on the inside of the wind-shield for some reason.
"Weird."
She moves to starts the car...
"Here comes your personal Super-Slut, bobby. I hope you get me started real soon too..."
Before she can start the vehicle, a small but strong hand grabs her mouth, pressing her head into the seat, gagging her, the other hand reaching down to the button that lowers the back of the driver's seat.
Fanny struggles with all her power, but against the supernaturally strong female hand from the back of her car, she is without a chance. As soon as the seat is all the way down, she is pulled to the rear seat and pinned down to it, the hand still in her mouth.
In the dim light of her parents' garage, she stares up at her assailant, into the deep black eyes of Michelle Miller, retuning to the town of her breakdown. Fanny recognizes her despite being ten years older. She has really studied the only interesting case her Dad ever brought home.
She begins to struggle harder, tries to scream, but with an amazing strength, the petite 28 year old pins the teenager down with her body and gags her with one hand while the other finds its way under her Superhero costume skirt and pulls off Fanny's sheer panties.
Only now do the teen's eyes wander down, and widen in shock as she notices the assailant's rubber strap-on around her hips. This motivates her to turn up he struggles to the maximum of her power, but the assistant's hand never lets go, the muffled screams don't leave the garage, as her parents sit in their kitchen, putting a light into the freshly carved pumpkin, laughingly arguing about which boyfriend their daughter has picked to visit, fully aware that she is not with her platonic male friend, not expecting her back for a long time tonight.



The large strap-on pushes forward and Fanny's screams become groans as it parts her pussy lips and rams into her with a fast and steady motion.
Michelle Miller's face betrays no emotions, no lust nor hate, no pleasure nor pity as she penetrates the teen she has seen this morning for the fist time. But her steady motions and determined, tireless fucking soon have a clear effect on the girl. Her body, ready for a night of adventuress with a boy, opens up willingly now to the intruder, her pussy gets wet, lust radiating from her crotch all through her body and brains, and Fanny cannot help but surrender to it and her lust.
Her muffled screams turn into moans, gasps, then screams again, but in a very different tone as her assailant continues to part her lips and penetrate her tight cunt, her black eyes staring into the girl's blue ones without emotions. A wave crashes over the teenager and she orgasms, hard, wet, loud, a bigger orgasm than any she ever had in her life and she has had a few.
Far from finished, the raw energy of the female attacker, untouched by any kind of emotion drives the cock into the again and again, pushing Fanny over the edge again before she has had a chance to recover, pushing her into a second orgasm, and a third. A chain of multiple climaxes now make the girl tremble, quiver, shake, whimper, her horse voice screaming into Miller's hand. She bucks, and thrashes in the rear seat of her parents' car, her vision becomes blurry, pulsating red with every orgasm, and eventually she grunts, dropping like a sack of flour into the seat.
Michelle Miller stoically looks down at her victim for an few moments, then pulls out of her.
Her pulse hasn't gone above 90 at any movement, her pussy is dry as a desert. Fucking the teenager into a coma was nothing emotional, nothing special to her, just her true self taking care of a mission, emotionless, merciless, inevitable.
She gets out of the car and the garage, walking to her next target. On her way, she passes a group of vagrant teenagers, complimenting the stranger on her Michelle Miller costume - the family fucker of ten years ago has gained enough notoriety in this small town to be a popular Halloween costume, if rarely ever fully naked, but quite few teens sport the notorious strap-on. These ones do not know how lucky they are. The one true Michelle Miller ignores them instead of grabbing them, dragging them into an ally and showing them what she can do. But she has other targets on her mind.
Few minutes later, she arrives at BJ's house. It is decorated for the holiday with garlands, and plastic skeletons, a large bowl of candy with a sign stuck to it.
"We're busy, suit yourselves"
She tries the door handle but the door is locked so she walks around the house, slowly, patiently. At the back she finds what she needs - a glass patio back door.
That makes surprisingly little noise when her bare fist punches through it, reaches in and opens it. In a night like Halloween, it'll take a lot more to arouse neighbours. And the sole inhabitant and his - guest are too busy on the upper floor to hear.
The home intruder reaches through the hole in the the broken glass - her hand uninjured, seemingly by sheer power of will or maybe just due to the speed she smashed in the glass. Or sheer luck of the vicious.
The door opens and she steps in, not caring about the shards of glass. These Do leave cuts on her soles -- merciless force of sexuality or not, invulnerable she isn't. But she cares not for them, walking on unperturbed.
BJ has made his promise come true: when the first adult trick or treater -- an 18 year old boy from his high school BJ has had an eye on or while -- showed up on his door, he has pulled him into his house and introduced himself by pushing him to the couch for the first blowjob of the boy's life, effectively turning him bi in a second..
Then up to BJ's bedroom, where he has spent about half an hour teaching the boy about male sexuality until ...
With an unmoving face, the home invader turns her head to look to the stairs as she hears the steps of naked feet.
"Bring me a beer"
She hears the voice she identifies as BJ, as his lover walks into the kitchen naked, his limp cock flopping in front of his quite muscular body.
The light is dim and moody, he tries to find the light switch but can't, does not bother and turns to the fridge in the dim light of the moon and street lights shining in through the window and a single lit pumpkin in the window. From outside, the noises of children in a sugar-rush float in, the buzzing of the fridge; all else is silent. The dildoed figure lurking in the shadows on the far end of the kitchen does not make a noise and melts into the dark background too well to be seen.
He opens the door and bluish light bathes his naked body, throwing his shadow to the kitchen wall. He shoves a slice of cheese into his mouth and chews it, then grabs two cans of beer, opens one and takes a sip. Just when he closes the fridge door, a cold, small hand falls over his mouth, making him choke on the beer he still has in his mouth, then he drops the metal cans, the open one spilling its content all over the floor. The smell of beer wafts through the kitchen as the athletic boy is pressed against the fridge, his glasses smash against the white metal door and drop to the floor.
His assailant is more than a head smaller than him, probably weighs little more than half his weight. Yet his struggles are in vain. Something inside her - determination, will, the pure force of sexual energy -- is giving her strength way beyond her physical form. Her body presses his against the cold surface, her hand gagging his scream to a muffled moan when he feels the hard rod against the firm cheeks of his ass and although his screams get louder, his struggle harder, he is without a chance.
The strap-on of his attacker finds its target, parts his firm ass cheeks, and mercilessly penetrates his tight asshole. It is still slightly gaping form BJ's cock -- the boy has learned a lot about taking cock tonight - but it still almost as tight as it was before. But he has become a good little bottom - the dildo easily and without resistance slides into he male's tight rectum.
The boy struggles cease quickly, his body, still drenched in hormones from his joust with BJ, takes over with a vengeance and his mind, resisting against the forceful intrusion, is overcome with the lust the huge dildo in his rectum sends through him. His moans turn into grunts, still muffled by his assailant's hand, his dick rises like flagpole, pre-cum glistening on the top of its head.
The strange mixture of cruel emotionless and raw sexual energy emanating from the woman seems to crush his will, and the violated boy feels his body contorting. Unable to stop himself, he squirts a stream of thin liquid from his hard cock. With it not being a full on ejaculation, his cock remains hard as the penetration continues mercilessly, calmly. In unaltering, steady motions, the large dildo fucks the helpless teen's ass, rubbing against his prostrate inside of him, sending another wave of heat and lust through his exhausted body, making him squirt stream after stream of thin cum against the surface of the fridge, where it trickles down to the floor.
His groans become weaker, his struggle more desperate. His body is beginning to shut off after 15 minutes of relentless fucking, orgasm following orgasm in a way the male body is not made for. His knees turn weak, his voice breaks and with another last squirt of thin cum against the white surface, the 18 year old faints, sliding off of the cock in his ass, collapsing on the cold kitchen tiles. His assailant stands over him, no muscle moving to betray any emotion of pity or just interest on her face. She just looks to the stairs, turns to them and moves on to her next victim, stopping while passing the open door of the master bedroom.
BJ looks up from the cock in his hand, already semi erect again -- 18 year old that he is, he is always ready for more in no time
"Took you long enough, did you bring me my..."
He pauses, frowns and smirks at the figure in the door, completely covered in a white bedsheet.
"Totally cute."
He only hesitates for a second -- the boy has seemed taller when they shared the bed -- but he wears the glasses -- over the sheet and around the middle of his body a massive tent is pitch in the bedsheet. Clearly his boy, ready for round two. He must have seemed taller when he was horny.
"Did you bring me my beer, you sexy little ghost?"
The figure remains still as a statue, only its breath audible. BJ's frown becomes frustrated.
"Come on, move your ass over here, forget about the beer. Even though it's totally fucked up you didn't bring me one."
No movement from the ghost like figure. BJ sighs.
"What the fuck is wrong with you? Getting second thoughts? Your cock doesn't!"
He pats the mattress next to him. No reaction.
"Alright, whatever. Jerk. You can go jerk yourself off if you're acting like that."
Picking his phone from the night-stand, he taps Corey's number.
On the other end of the line, Corey wakes up from the sound of the phone next to him on the couch. He has a bucket of popcorn on his lap, the TV plays one of those silly horror flicks about the guy chasing teenagers with his knife while wearing a Space Trip mask. Right? Something like that. Not even the first one, one of the endless sequels. Or a reboot, he's not sure. He hasn't made the effort to search for a movie, it's one of the rare occasions he actually just relies on his parents' regular old linear cable TV, there's enough mindless horror trash movies running anyway.
He blinks at the phone and BJ's name on the display. Picks it up.
"Shouldn't you be busy banging some hot chick or dude? Or are you finished with that, already?"
He waits for a response that doesn't come. All that comes is a gurgling, choking, wet, sloppy sound.
"BJ?"
Heavy breathing and a rasping voice.
"Ha ha, very funny. If you're doing prank calls, you should suppress your caller ID, buddy."
On the other end of the line, BJ is now struggling to breath for real. Michelle Miller has climbed onto his bed in an instant and as soon as he took is phone, grabbed his full head of hair.
BJ drops the phone to is mattress tries to struggle but like the boy now lying unconscious in the kitchen, is powerless against the assailant's raw energy
She is still wearing her sheet and BJ has no way of knowing what is going on. All he knows it that a huge rubber dildo is forced into his throat, gagging him, choking him.
He is used to large cock in his mouth, but the force and relentlessness this rod fucks him with stuns him.
Like a rag doll, he is being thrown to the bed suddenly, his belly pressed into the mattress, the rubber cock pushes against his ass. He can't move, can't breath, can't even think. His vision blurs, his mind goes blank. He doesn't faint -- not yet, but he is numb enough not to be able to call out to Corey on the phone when the strap-on cock brutally parts his ass cheeks. The face fuck was only serving to warm him up. The strap on assailants real attack is just about to begin.
BJ's ass spreads easily, well used to being penetrated. The intruder's huge rubber cock is not the biggest thing it has ever taken, even though it is close. It slides into the teenager's rectum smoothly, as she grabs his hips and pins him to the bed with her body weight. Which should not be enough, but is -- his weakened struggles are in vain, and soon end as his body is overtaken by lust, being fucked in the ass by the unknown intruder, still wearing her ghost sheet.
His cock hardens and rubs against the mattress, every stroke into his firm ass rousing him, sending waves of bliss through him and soon he comes with a groan and a scream, muffled by the pillow under his face, and he ejaculates a load of thin cum onto his sheets.
Like before, the intruder doesn't stop, keeps pounding into her victim, ramming him into the soft bed, spearing his asshole with her large cock, stimulating his body into heights unknown even to the experienced sodomite. He comes for a second, a third time, his grunts getting and more more excited his cock never seizing to stay erect.
By now, Corey on the other end of the phone has been overcome by worries.
"Alright asshole, you got me. I'm coming over. But if you're not having a stroke or heart attack or something and this is a stupid prank I'm gonna fuck your ass!"
BJ doesn't hear his friend's voice any more, doesn't perceive anything but the huge cock inside of him mercilessly fucking him from one orgasm to the next. It will only take his friend minuets to get here, but those are enough for Michelle Miller. With increasing speed and vigour, she fucks the teenager into the next orgasm, his eyes roll back into his skull and he faints from more bliss than his body is able to bear and pure exhaustion.
The door, to his surprise, does not creak ominously as Corey pushes it open... he is not very surprised to find it unlocked. It's not that the neighbours tend to be as careless, usually, especially not on a night of pranking kids and teens like Halloween. ESPECIALLY not since the strap-on massacre ten years, ago. But BJ's parents aren't home and his best friend has a tendency to be careless. Particularly in the woes of lust and he had made no secret about intending to dive into those tonight.
"Hello?"
The house is quite. Too quiet, he knows the boy well and whoever he picked as his plaything for the evening shouldn't get much rest. And BJ is a loud lover. Not that Corey ever got a taste of it. Only got to listen during that one sleepover...
"BJ? I'm telling you if you're fucking with me, I'm gonna make you regret it!"
He flips the light-switch -- without a result, and frowns. Blown out fuses somehow seem unlikely as a coincidence. More indications of a stupid prank. Pulling out his phone to illuminate his way, Corey slowly walks through the living room -- he knows his best friend's house well, stayed here often enough for sleepovers. He slowly walks the steps and up to the first floor, making the stairs creak with his footsteps. Finally an ominous sound, he thinks to himself, appropriate enough for the occasion.
As he moves towards his friend's door, he sees a flickering orange light through the crack. Right... there should have been pumpkins in the windows, BJ's parents always make sure to decorate. Where were they? Slowly he pushes the door open - and freezes.
On the bed, framed by two large illuminated jack-o'-lanterns, lies BJ, his body limp and lifeless. Naked, in a wet puddle that Corey cannot help identify as cum.
With a gasp he takes a step back, bumping against the door of his friend's closet. He lets out a shriek, turns around and as he stands back from the door it opens with a creak, revealing inside another male body, just as naked, just as limp. With another shriek, Corey stumbles backwards against the bed and falls onto it, struggling to get up again.
He bends over the chest of the teenager on the bed, hears his breath, regular if a bit shallow and gasps relieved. Despite not knowing the boy in the closet, he checks his breath too. Strong, with a steady pulse.
"What the fuck..."
He walks to the door, his phone in hand to light the way. He isn't even sure what he is looking for, but he finds it. He hasn't gotten to take a step out of his friend's room when he bumps into her
He freezes for second -- the sight is bizarre -- but he isn't too worried -- she is smaller than him, an that means something - he is not the tallest, most of his female classmates tower over him. With her being naked and wearing that large strap on dildo, she is more a bizarre appearance than a threatening one. Until he looks into her eyes. Deep black, so black he could sink into them. Must be an optical illusion he decides, it is dark here after all. Her face is void of all expression and she does not say a word
What is going on? Is she one of BJ's playmates? But why doesn't she... Of all that goes through his head in fraction of a second, nothing it leaves his mouth, for her arm shoots forward and grabs his throat.
Corey eyes open wide, the woman's fingers feel like an vice around his neck -- he's not an athlete, but it seems impossible that such a small petite woman would be able to...
His hands clasp around her wrists, futilely, or rather her wrist, she can even take one hand off of him and hold him with just one without running the danger that he would be able to free himself. Looking into his eyes she seems to judge him, evaluate him, stare into his soul, before she drags him to the living room and tosses him onto the couch like a throw-pillow.
One hand firmly on his chest, pressing him into the couch, the woman has no problem to pull down his jeans and underpants, tearing off the button in the process, ripping some seams of the strong denim.
By now it is obvious what she intends to do with him. Has done to BJ and his conquest, but there is literally nothing Corey could do about it. He turns his head to the side as she moves upward facing him looking into his eyes with her deep black pupils. He feels his cocks stir against his will as her rubber rod touches his ass cheeks. She pulls him closer to her, pushing up his hips. And places her cock to his sphincter, ready to tear him....
"No please... I've never... I don't want my first time to be like this..."
His assailant freezes, stares down on the teenage boy. Her eyes are no less cold, no more emotional, but her stance has shifted. The tension has left her body slightly. He is aware she could still throw him through the room, but she changes position, takes some weight off of is chest. He still has no chance to stop Anything she intends to do to him, but he feels less threatened, nonetheless.
She reaches down to his semi erect dick - not particularly impressive, but bigger than her brother's has been and begins to stroke it. Not exactly gently, there is no emotion in her touch, but it is soft, careful not to hurt him.
Corey has no illusion that she cares as little about his comfort as if she had continued with her plan to use her strap-on on him, but for some reason, now that she focuses all her attention on his cock, she seems willing to make it pleasurable for him.
It is still very clear by the hand of hers on his chest and her general demeanour that she will get what she wants from him -- resistance would be utterly futile - but now she's coaxing him to giving to her what she'll take anyway.
And it works. Corey feels her stroking bring the blood to his dick, making it swell hard and pulsate. No other person ever touched his dick before and it likes it. A lot. He stops his last bit of resistance and sinks into the couch, letting her touch his boner, stroke it, massage it.
Kiss it.
He gasps as she puts her lips around his balls and licks her tongue over it. She has never done this before, her only ever sexual experiences with males is taking their asses, but she is a creature of pure instinct pure sexuality.
It only takes a very short time -- not even a minute before Corey groans and shoots his load into the mouth sucking him hard and franticly. He may be bigger than her brother, but he doesn't last longer. There is no emotion in this act, but the pure physical sexuality of his assailant does it's job.
She does not stop sucking him, his cock not getting a chance to go flaccid again. Young and eager as he is, his stamina may not be best, but his physical condition is in peak form. His cock stirs, ready for more. And gets it.
The assailant moves up - with the rubber cock still strapped around her hips, she now lowers herself down onto the teenager's hard cock. The leather straps of the strap-on next to her pussy give way, as do her lips, parting for the boy's cock. She is not wet - her body is not aroused by anything she does, but it knows what to do anyway, instinctively. Her black eyes still look down on her victim, coldly, expressionlessly, but he has no time to be afraid anymore as her pussy grabs his rod and massages it, kneads it, clenches tightly around it.



Michelle Miller grips his wrists in her strong hand, holds them above his head as she rides the teenage boy Into oblivion, holding him in place, making him comply, even though no resistance could possibly come from his aroused body any more. The ride takes long -- endlessly long it feels to him. She is a machine, her strong lithe body relentlessly fulfilling its usual purpose. He comes multiple times inside the soft grotto of her pussy, actually loses count on how often he spills his seed, weakening his body with every ejaculation a little more. Until eventually, he follows his friends' fate -- be it by the less humiliating means of being milked dry - and faints into a black nothingness, fucked into unconsciousness by the strap-on slayer's pussy.
Epilogue I -- Final Boy
He opens his eyes to the beeping of a the monitor and the dull sounds of voices and steps in front of the door. The ceiling he looks up to is painted in an ugly barf green, as are the walls. Next to his bed sits an older, bald man in a trench-coat he doesn't know.
"Whe..."
"Ah. You are awake young man. How fortunate."
The man gives him a glass of water -- his throat is indeed parched and he drinks greedily.
"Where am I?"
"Hardonfist General Hospital. You were attacked by Michelle Miller. You lost consciousness."
"How long... "
"A day. You were lucky, your friends are still in a coma. Don't worry though, their conditions are stable and their sexually induced comas aren't harmful in the long run, they'll wake up."
"She... Miller -- the strap-on slasher?"
"Indeed. My name is Dr. Boobies. I am a psychiatrist at the mental institution she was in for the last ten years. Unfortunately she escaped..."
"You let her escape? How..."
"She was very determined. I have concluded she was after you, especially. Your friends were just collateral damage. It seems they were so slutty, she couldn't resist attacking them. You all did turn 18 this year?"
Corey nods, as does Dr. Boobies.
"Yes. You're definitely her main target then. It's only curios that she spared you..."
"Spared me? She fucked me unconscious!"
"Yes -- but only with her pussy, did she not? All your friends - the two boys and the girl - she took with her strap on. A LOT more humiliating... Will take them a whole lot longer in a coma to recover from that. Your assault was - almost gentle. Loving. Given how she was after you, specifically..."
"Why? What the hell would she want from me?"
"Ah. You see -- you are of course aware what she did ten years ago?"
"Sure. Talk for the town."
"Yes. She snapped on her 18th birthday because shortly before she had found out about her father cheating on her mother with the local town slu... Well... uhm... easy woman, shall we say. I'm afraid I have to tell you that that was your mother, young man."
"Did you just call my Mom a slut?"
"Pretty sure I specifically did not! Anyway, you are... well, probably, maybe... no way to really tell unless we have a DNA test, given how easy your mother was with... socializing with men... But you might as well be Michelle's half brother, she definitely feels a connection with you. And her crusade to punish people who are sexually active for what her father did -- beginning with her brother -- she also meant to End with her brother. You."
"I... what? I have as sister?"
Boobies chuckles
"If that's what you take out of it. You are aware that you fucked her?"
Corey blushes bright red.
"Lost my virginity to my half sister..."
Boobies raises an eyebrow.
"You have not been sexually active prior to last night?"
The teenager shook his head blushing.
"N... No... "
"Ah. There you have it. Michelle only punishes those that are sexually active. Seems you got lucky my young friend. In more ways than one..."
"Got lucky with my sister..."
The boy closed his eyes.
"Where is my Mom.?"
"She took -- a break... Your doctor invited her into his office to... celebrate the good news that you're gonna make it."
Corey sighs.
"Jesus, she really is a slut..."
"Be glad you didn't inherit that trait from her, my chaste friend. But don't be too harsh on her, she's been at your bed the whole day. She was in need of some some... distraction. And the Doctor did a good job, he deserves a reward. She'll be here in a few... well maybe an hour if she's lucky. Well relaxed. I assume, And until then... Tell me all about your first time! And Michelle's, technically. I need to know. As a professional!"
The old man creeps Corey out a little, but he guesses it's OK, with him being a psychiatrist and all.
"She was totally mean. But being tossed around and used by her was also kinda hot!"
"Masochistic tendencies while being deflowered by your own sister. Hm. Yes. Interesting... We should make an appointment for you -- I want to know EVERYTHING about it. In a more private setting. Also... ahem... you may need some therapy, so... But... well, at least, I guess Michelle lost interest in you after deflowering you, young man...."
The old man slaps Corey's shoulder.
"She's gone now. Nothing will harm you anymore, I promise!"
Epilogue II -- The Return of Michelle Miller
Somewhere in the distance a church bell rings once. The moon shines down on the Hardonfist General Hospital as a shadow separates from the darkness engulfing its parking lot. The naked female figure, adorned with a massive strap-on dildo around her hips looks up to one dimly lit window. He is awake. She can feel it. The fruit of her father's sinful endeavours has awoken from the day long sleep she fucked him into. Her cold black eyes wander to the entrance of the hospital.
And now the boy has fucked. A sinner like them all. Now he is ripe for her wrath. She strokes her hard rubber cock and moves forward. She will have his ass, it is the only thing on her mind. And if she has to fuck her way through the empty halls of the quite nightly hospital, so be it.....
As she walks past window, she sees a familiar face inside. On a desk sits a woman in her forties, her legs spread, a man in a white coat between her legs, noisily eating her pussy. The slut. The boy's mother. The whore who seduced her father.
She shall be first. Michelle's single target shifts from the boy to his mother.
Then the doctor, if he stands in her way. Then everyone between her and the boy. And then the boy!
She pushes the window open and jumps through it into Corey's doctor's office. A short scream erupts in the office, then silence -- only a very attentive listener would hear muffled moans for the next hour or so...
The End?
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I drive my mare hard to make it in time, but the sun has already set and the moon shines as the only source of light as I approach the town gate.
By its side, two guards stand watch, humans, of course, obviously bored, probably already on duty for a while, leaning on their pikes, dressed in old, dented breast plates over their civilian clothes.
"Halt!"
One of them - the one with sightly less rusty armour, a little bigger than his watch partner - shouts at me as I approach.
"The gate is closed at dusk by order of the magistrate! No one is allowed to enter."
I have to suppress a snicker. Nothing more dangerous than wolves or the occasional bear roam these woods since the Ogre War and those would never get this close to a human settlement unless they are starving. Which they aren't at this time of year. But these two -- and the magistrate - seem to take the threat to the town Very seriously.
"Of course, very reasonable. But I am just a harmless young woman, travailing alone. I have spent the day on the road and was... "
I pause with a smile, thinking back to today's roadside entertainment.
"...delayed unexpectedly. Surely there can be no harm to make an exception and let me in?"
"No can do!"
I frown. Are they serious?
"You mean to turn a away a helpless woman, travelling alone? At this time of day. You would want me to spend the night out here?"
The bigger one smirks.
"Just following orders here, Ma'am!"
Ma'am? He's barely older than me - if at all, actually they are both quite green for watchmen, but I guess that's why they got the night-shift in this gods-forsaken place. Nothing more interesting than me is going to happen all night long.
"Would you want your sister to spend the night out here alone, good Sir?"
"Don't have a sister."
"And My sister wouldn't ride around out here in the middle of the night alone, because she's a decent woman."
The smaller one says something for the first time -- using his first words to insult me.
"I would think an indecent woman has a lot more to do in there than out here. Especially if her brother is wasting his time out here bullying strangers instead of watching over her."
He opens his mouth, but can't come up with a retort, seemingly unable to decide if I just insulted him, his sister or both or none. I get off my horse - apparently talking to them from above is not working
"What does a decent or indecent woman have to do to make you bend the rules a little and let me pass, good Sirs?"
I squint my eyes in a good attempt to look sultry - I think - and raise my eyebrow suggestively.
"Huh?"
I sigh. Well then. Too subtle. I learned too much from an elf it seems. I try to make up my mind. I could of course give them money, I have enough in my every day pouch, to bribe two small town guards without having to touch my gold. But then again -- they're men. They should be very easy to persuade with my newly learned skills. Probably no need to waste any money when I have more fun means available. Just don't be subtle about it....
I push my father's - my - cloak back and reveal my tight top. Not too much effect, my breasts are to small to impress simple minded oafs like that. But my legs are shapely in their tight leather pants, as are my hips. I take the bigger guard's hand and put it on my thigh, pushing against him and in this moment my breasts DO seem to impress him - as I impress them on his chest. Even though they only touch his metal breastplate, that still has a notable effect. On his face and in his pants, that start to bulge.
Men. No matter what species, they're all the same. So fully under control of their cock. I wonder how it must feel to be that driven by your lust. Probably a little like I felt last night. If felt - amazing, true. Comparable to losing all rational thinking and be totally body, pussy, desire. But men seem to be in that state CONSTANTLY. How do they get anything done? No wonder the world is in such as sad state with them ruling so many places. Or their cocks ruling, more precisely. Well. I never tried it, but it should be easy to make use of that, if you know what you're doing, right?
My hand slides over the man's rusty armour, down the breastplate, his belly and into his crotch, where I grab tightly, making the big human male squeal. His fellow guard opens his eyes widely, then his mouth, but says nothing. The one under my hand seems to be the man in command. Though not in control over himself. He doesn't object.
"Thank the gods you're not armoured down there soldier. Hm?"
I begin to gently knead the cock through the coarse fabric and feel it swell.
"Even tough you probably should be. Would be a real shame if anything happened to it. It feels -- really impressive!"
Well. Not really. Maybe the size of my human friend's cock, but definitely smaller than the elven one I had.
"Good little soldier. Standing at attention, already..."
I open the ribbons that hold up his pants and drop it. No undergarment either, of course. I have heard of fancy nobles wearing clothes under their clothes, but never seen anything like that. These tight coarse pants Must be quite uncomfortable with a cock, I gather. Even when it's limp. Soft clothes under their even softer clothes are wasted on high-borns, if you ask me. Soldiers deserve soft underpants under their rough breeches a lot more. So do I.
I lick my lips. Not that I'm really That impressed by the cock I see -- it Is bigger than the one I had this morning, raising my personal bar for human cocks a little, but also no match for the two non--humans I had.
Elves 2 - humans 0. Sorry, boys.
Still. Even more than with my friend, this one needs to really get the impression he's special. I want something from him, after all.
"Wow. That's huge!"
He grins at me, than his comrade.
"Told ya so!"
"Pff..."
The smaller guard lets out a breath sardonically. So I guess his will be smaller. Great. I sigh, silent enough not to let them notice my disappointment and then wave him over. It might be enough to just take care of the superior to get what I need, but there's no need to be mean. Sharing is caring. Good lesson I learned during my first time.
He too is hard already -- a little smaller, indeed, but not much. I wonder if they really ever compared cocks -- his superior doesn't really have that much of a reason to be smug. I heard men do that? But then again I also know most men are naturally inclined to believe in their own superiority.
"No reason to be envious, that's a very pretty cock, too. And quite big, as well!"
The smaller soldier's pout becomes a grin as he looks at his comrade.
"See! Idiot. And she's gotta know. I guess a strumpet like her has got a lot to compare to!"
I frown. I know talking about my experience is not meant as a compliment, even though getting experience is exactly what I'm hoping to achieve in my travels. I should tell them off for it. But I still want something from them.
Contemplating for a second, I'm considering the way ahead of me... I want this -- getting experiences and living my sexuality. A lot. I'll need to find a way to teach the guys I meet some manners and set their thinking straight about what that makes me. My elven and half ogre lovers taught me well -- It doesn't make me inferior, on the contrary. It makes me a confident, self-realising woman. I may use my body for what I want, but it's my choice. An contrary to these two men, I'm in perfect control of my desires.
I wrap my hand around the smaller man's balls and squeeze them hard, making him squeal.
"Ouch... Damn, careful down there!"
"Careful how you talk about a woman having you by the balls, soldier boy!"
Hm. I had expected to have to grip much harder - the elf actually loved me doing that. Either elves are far less sensitive or mine is into a little into pain. I grin - enjoying how much control a gentle little touch at the right place gives you over men if you only know how.
His comrade lets out a giggle, turning into a gasp as I lick his glans and then take it into my mouth.
My hands stay on the smaller guard's cock, now more gently. After I taught him his lesson, I start teasing him and it grows hard in my hand. I like that feeling, like how men react to me, how easily I can play them and how they turn into malleable clay in my hands. And my mouth.
As I wank off the smaller one, my mouth goes down deeper on the other. They're not as sexy -- cool and hard and smooth -- as an elf, but human cocks are nice, too. A little too soft and small, then again that makes it easier for me to...
He groans loudly as I let his cock slide deeper and deeper into my mouth and eventually feel his hair tickle my nose
"Damn!"
The other guard gasps.
"You're all in, the harlot swallowed your whole cock!"
I drop my head back, lick my lips an grin.
"Piece of cake. Even easier with yours - no offence!"
I lean over to him, put my other hand on the bigger man's cock to not neglect him and take the smaller dick into my hungry mouth now.
Lick my tongue over the soft skin on the hard shaft, pumping hot with his pulse. I long for cool, rock solid elven cock, but I'll make due with the fleshy human ones. Won't have to for long -- it barely takes the smaller guard a minute before he groans, his balls twitch and he shoots a load of creamy human semen into my mouth. Another observation confirmed. Elven stamina is by Far superior. I swallow the slightly bitter cream and smile up at him.
"Such a good little solider!"
See him grin. Then turn back to his comrade whose cock is twitching in my hand, no less impatient.
Take it back into my mouth, slide it in, all the way down - he also shows what I now consider an average human stamina and grunts, groans, comes deep in my throat. Again I swallow, lick my lips and then stand up. Look around.
"Kinda lucky there isn't anything happening at this time of night, am I right? Wouldn't want anyone to find out such good soldiers of the guard were bribed by a mere harlot..."
I grin at them as they both flush bright red. The bigger one puts back his cock and fixes his uniform.
"I'd advice you not to spread any false rumours about what happened here, hussy."
I grin at him.
"A lady knows how to keep her secrets. If a man knows how to pay her for her services, that is."
He grunts and waves dismissively, taking his spear into his hand to regain his control over the situation.
The smaller one comes around as I get back onto Moonarrow and nod at the commander with a smile. They turn their backs on me and open the creaking gate to let me enter the bustling world of the Town at night.
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Alex wakes up as Tina slaps his cheek playfully when she stands up. He looks at the clock on the wall and sees an hour has passed -- time for Tina to leave for the night. She kisses him on the mouth -- surprisingly gentle and loving, not like the demanding wild passionate kisses of the day.
"Good night, sweet boy. I'll pick you up tomorrow at 7:30!"
Questioningly he looks at her than at his mother.
"Didn't you pay attention to our conversation, Lexi?"
She sighs.
"Men. The attention span of a goldfish. Tina has kindly offered to take you to school from now on every day."
Alex can't help but smile - he looks bit sheepish, but Tina giggles.
"That's a happy boy. See you tomorrow then!"
Smacks his ass and turns to leave.
As the evening teeters out, Ixchel and Melissa take their boy-toys to the living room for some TV and chill, Sasha and Katie both have an eye on Alex, but Sandy takes him in her arms, leading him to her bedroom.
"Sorry, Ladies, no playtime with the boy today, we have a lot to talk about, mother to son!"
The two women nod understandingly -- share a look and gigglingly move into Sasha's bedroom together. Women don't need a men to have fun after all.
Having noticed her son's edging by Tina, Sandrine decided to use the opportunity to further his training a little, so as she sits down on the bed, she pulls her son onto her lap - a sure sign she intends to have a serious talk with him - takes his small cock in her hand and begins to rub it.
"So - do you like her?"
Alex needs to recover a moment. Not the question he has expected. She picked him, a female's call, what's he to say?
"Of course. She picked me."
His mother smiles, gently stroking his little cock.
"You're a good boy. I taught you to always be obedient to women, and never question them in any way!"
"I like all women, Mom. You are all beautiful and kind and strong and..."
"Yes. Yes, we are, and yet, you like some more than others. No need to be ashamed you're just a male, you can help being controlled by your emotions have - favourites. You can be perfectly honest now. If you don't like her, if you feel intimidated... well. More intimated than you should feel under a strong woman..."
She chuckles softly.
"I know you're aware what an honour it is to be picked by a woman, young as you are. Especially by one so smart and confident as Tina... and society tells you to be docile, indulgent and accept a woman's choice. Rightfully so. But I can chose you another. I'm your mother. I want your first woman outside the family to be one who deserves a good boy like you. Or maybe we choose custodian inside the family for now? I know you like Katie. Or a more mature woman like Melissa. They'd both make excellent custodians."
Alex feels his heart race, leans against his mother's soft breasts under her shirt as she gently caresses him. Grateful, sheltered. But it's time to take the next step to being a man.
"No, Mommy. Tina is perf..."
He hesitates -- maybe not oversell it. Yet. The feeling has already taken root inside of him. He is in love but she surely isn't able to put it into words, Not to himself, certainly not to anyone else. Particularly, because men saying those words are usually considered overly sentimental and emotional. Strong Women don't like that. Male weakness
"She's great. I love eating her pussy, she helps me in school and she..."
He can't help but feel his blood shoot into his head as he gets to the bottom of it.
"She... She's... nice. Kind... She... she said some really nice things about my..."
He looks down blushing to where his mother's hand rests.
"Your little dick, hm?"
He nods.
"So she's OK with it?"
"Not just that!"
The boys face brightens.
"She said I never have to worry about competing with guys like Foot-Long for her. She likes men with small dicks. She... she said I'm one of the good ones!"
Sandrine smiles and nods.
"Great compliment. I told you there's absolutely nothing wrong with having small dick, but of course you need to hear it from stranger, huh? Men. So insecure... I'm glad she's mature enough to appreciate you. Not sure I would have been that smart at her age."
With a flick of her wrist, she makes her son moan.
"I like her, too. A lot. I was hoping it would be an older woman who picks you. We'd have more in common and I could be sure she has a decent amount of experiences with training boys. But I can almost see a younger version of myself in her. I think I can teach her a lot. Not just how to handle you. Men, in general. I'd love a female protégé who's able to take care of my little boy."
She cups his balls and gently kneads them. His eyes shine bright as he looks at her, he loves it when she does that and she knows it. It's for special times.
"So we agree? She's perfect for your first external? Maybe even custodian, one day."
Alex nods enthusiastically.
"Good. Remember what I taught you then. She's the second most important woman in the world to you now! Treat her like it. As respectful as you treat me. Whenever I'm not around, she's your number one priority. Nothing is more important than she is. Give her whatever she needs. You know where your strengths lie -- not in this..."
She smilingly tugs his little dick that fills her palm -- and not much more.
"Eat her right whenever you can. Don't wait until she tells you too. But don't be clingy and pushy, either. Just - be available. All the time. She's your princess now, under me as your Queen!"
More nods.
"Had you confessed to me you don't get along with her I would have protected you. Not now. You're hers. Any complaints form her will have consequences for you. Clear?"
"Yes, Mom. I won't disappoint her. I swear."
"Of course you won't. Good boy!"
She pushes her son off of her lap and makes him lie down on her bed, his cock stands right up light a lighthouse. A very small lighthouse. Walking to her desk, she picks up her penis sheath that Alex put back there after Tina borrowed it to make him use it in her. She smells it.
"You haven't cleaned it yet?"
Alex looks up a little worried, keeping her her toys clean is one of his duties.
"I... sorry, Mommy. Ms Tina wanted to meet you right after..."
"Shhh. I know. No problem. Suits me right, actually."
She sniffs it again.
"Her pussy smells nice, doesn't it?"
Her son blushes and nods.
"It does...."
"Here."
She throws him the sheath and he catches it clumsily, almost dropping it.
"You may smell it tonight while I train you. You've been conditioned to my pussy and those of the other family members pretty much exclusively. You need to widen your palette. This will hep. And I'm sure it'll make the training - a bit more -- challenging for you..."
Her smile is more teasing than kind for a second. She takes off her clothes and sits down on his tiny cock, bending it upwards to his belly. Begins to rub her wet lips all over it.
"I noticed young Tina had to you on the edge for quite a while there in the kitchen. You did well. Would have cast a bad light on my training if you had come without her permission. In her hand that is... I know you couldn't possibly last long inside a real woman's real pussy, my little fast shooter, but outside, your dicklet is expected to be patient and docile, you know that. Right?"
Alex nods.
"If she likes this kind of play, I'll assume she'll -- challenge your stamina a bit more in the future. I let her train you in that if she wants, but tonight I want to see if you're -- ready for a woman with that particular taste. No coming. All night. Are we clear?"
Alex gulps. This is the worst sexual duty for him, but he nods. Of course he does.
"Yes, Mommy."
She nods and begins to rub her lips over his cock -- he knows she won't allow him to enter, she never does during training. He brings the sheath to his nose, smells it and immediately has Tina's face in front of his mind's eye. His cock twitches. This will be a long night.
His mother's lips slide over Alex's small hard dick, he grabs her bed's headboard and holds on tight. Tries to use the breath control and meditation techniques she taught him calming himself shifting his focus from his pulsating cock and painfully throbbing balls. To little effect, his whole body is tingling, sweat covers his skin and he hears is mother giggle as a soft squeal erupts from his mouth. He tried to hold back his whimpering the first times she trained him, tried to be strong, but if course he has failed. He has since learned to accept that he is a mere male, weak and docile, just how she wants her son. How men are meant to be. She likes him weak, soft -- his rewardless edging putting him into his place, serving as a mere tool for female pleasure.
After about a minute, he knows he cannot hold himself back out of his on power. "Mommy... please Mommy..."
He whimpers, moans, as her wet soft lips tease the soft skin on his hard cock. Sandrine of course knows well that her son is close and doesn't have the strength to hold it back. Had she allowed him to enter her - that rarest of privileges and not one granted to him during a simple training session -- he would have shot his load already. Only teasing him like this would make him last little while longer - a very short little while.
But of course, expert trainer that Sandrine is, she has her tricks. Alex gasps in a mixture of pain and pleasure as she grips his ball-sack between her fingers and pinches off his testicles. His eyes widen as he understands what it means for him. He cannot hold his cum back alone, but his Mother will not allow him to climax. It is the only way for him to last longer. And it is not pleasurable, making his cock ache painfully, as it feels like busting without being able to. It is special training for his stamina, she says. Despite having endured this training a lot now, Alex still sees no progress, to his shame, in prolonging his erection without the aid of his mother. He has kind of accepted he'll never experience a long lasting erection without the dull pain and aching of denial. But of course he submits to his mother's training like a good boy.
For over an hour, his mother teases him, plays with him, pinches his balls to keep him in check and prevent him from coming, His muttering becomes unintelligible, no more+ "Please" and "Mommys", just frustrated moans, groans, panting and gasping, his hand clenched around the bedposts, his scrawny body tense and convulsing under his mother like a trapped Anaconda, unable to escape, unwilling to, suffering the sweetest bliss and the hottest frustration, made even worse whenever his mother leans forward to press her sweet lips against his and kisses him passionately, lovingly, always chuckling when his cock twitches even more when doing so.
When the grinding finally stops and his mother's vice like grip around his balls is released, Alex feels like fainting. His whole body is aching, his cock and balls ready to burst, he tosses his head back and gets another whiff of the smell of Tina's pussy from the sheath on the pillow beside his head -- not making it any better. He carefully opens his eyes, worrying Sandrine may start again and looks at her smiling face. A slightly sadistic gleam in her eyes. He is never sure if he likes that look in women, but its in their nature, enjoining to dominate men, just as enjoying to submit is in men's.
"Such a good boy. That was a new record -- even if we don't count the edging session Tina gave you."
He looks at the clock next to his mother's bed, blinking several times to clear his blurry vision. It's long past midnight, on a school day. She normally doesn't play with him that long.
"That deserves a reward"
Alex's cock twitches and she chuckles. Softly.
"Not THAT type of reward, silly. You've already come once today, haven't you? You'll keep your cock in check. It'll do you good with your new mistress."
Moving up on his sweaty body, Sandrine moves her wet, swollen pussy lips onto her sons face and lowers down on it.
"But you may drink Mommy's juices when you thank me for the training session. You'd love that wouldn't you?"
Diligently, Alex nods, takes his hands from the bedposts and grabs his mother's thighs as she sits down on his face. His cock twitches again, wildly -- eating his Mom is not helping him to get rid of his painful boner. At all.
Mercifully, grinding her son's cock for so long has aroused Sandrine more than a little bit as well. Alex doesn't hold back now, very much interested to end this evening fast and uses all his remarkable oral skills on the pussy on his face. Kissing the clit and letting his tongue open the wet, sweet, dark secret between her maternal lips makes her scream, groan, howl in pleasure. Hearing her call his name in this state of mind almost makes him come without being touched, and he has to gather all his strength not to. Eventually, a big gush of pussy juices shoots into his thirsty mouth, and he swallows it all, cherishing every little drop of his mother's sweet, musky orgasm.
With a long sigh, she collapses on her bed. Kissing him again, lovingly, her hand playfully on his painfully throbbing dick.
"That was nice... nothing like a good orgasm to make you sleepy, hm... oh.. well. You wouldn't know."
She giggles and Alex blushes. He knows she loves him more than anything, but sometimes a mother's love -- like any woman's - can be painful. Her giggles cause a sting in his heart, but also another twitch in his cock. And somehow her tough love makes him even more exited.
She puts her arms around him, spooning him from behind, her big beasts pressed against his back, encouraging him to close his eyes again and take a deep breath and concentrate to not shoot a load onto her bedsheet.
"Good night, sweet Lexi.!"
"G... good night, Mommy."
He tries to cuddle into her, but his cock is pulsating, his balls are aching, his whole body, still sweaty and tingly.
"Stop fidgeting. Calm down or you'll sleep in your own bed tonight!"
His mother slaps his thigh cheerfully.
"Yes, Mom, Sorry Mom."
Alex has to force himself by to lay still, tensing up, breathing in deep. He can't get his cock to deflate, it is still rock hard and in front of his mind's eyes flash wild images of Tina's pussy, his Mom's, every women at tonight's kitchen table, even Footlong's cock. Eventually his waking dreams slide into sleeping ones - still focused on the same topics only more wild and full of surreal feels. His sleep is fitful, restless, shallow. Again and again he wakes up, grinding his back against his mother -- always with a hard cock, only to drift back into uneasy slumber, if it hadn't been for his mother's arms tingly hugging him all night long, he would have tossed and turned, not finding any sleep at all.
He couldn't tell how much he slept that night when the buzzer of the clock goes off the next morning. Not much - at least not deep and relaxing. His small cock is still hard -- or again? He couldn't tell, it sure feels swollen and painful like it's been up all night.
As he turns over and looks at his mother, he sees her perfectly rested. A picture of beauty even just after waking up, her bedhead only accentuating her mature radiance. She opens her eyes with a smile.
"Good morning, sleepyhead. Slept well?"
He gulps and nods. No use bothering her with his sleep demons.
"Me too. Well, look at that"
He strokes his hard dick.
"Already up again? I hope you didn't have a wet accident at night?"
He blushes. He rarely has a wet dream like this after an edging session. Anymore, But she'll probably never stop reminding him. She looks at the sheet to find it dry. Mostly. He did drip a few drops of pre-cum.
"No. Good boy. OK, well take care of that eager dicklet. We don't want you to come in your pants as soon as you see your new -- friend, this morning."
Alex smiles gratefully. He cannot totally rule that out, if he's honest. He is still in a state of very unsatisfied arousal and Tina Does have an effect o him.
His mother takes Alex by the dick and pulls him towards her bathroom.
Relief is not immediate, though, even in here, a man's role is to serve and earn his rewards.
He patiently waits as his mother pees, gulping as she teasingly allows him more than a little peek and he feels his erect cock quiver again. He feels his bladder full but shakes his head when Sandrine asks him if he wants to pee, too. She giggles - she hasn't expected him to, of course she is well aware a cock hard and swollen like his does not allow for that kind of release just yet.
They step under the shower together and Alex begins to perform his morning duties, not helping him with his erection. He soaps his mother's luscious curvy body from head to toe, her soft long hair, her back, her full breasts - his cock reports back demandingly -- her butt, legs and as he looks up and she nods -- her full auburn bush and her lips between her legs. She closes her eyes, and lets her son use his skilled hands on her, rubbing her swollen clitoris, slipping between her moist and blood-filled lips. She lets out a loud moan as she lets go and has her first orgasm of the day. Smiling, she pulls him to to her and gives him a loving kiss.
"You're such a good boy. Tina is really lucky to have picked you. Alright, I bet your little balls are ready to burst, hm? I felt you wriggling in your sleep all night!"
The boy nods shyly and she kisses his forehead.
"I bet. We don't want your little dick to jizz In your pants when you see Tina. I don't have have time to take care of that right now. But you may masturbate. Don't take too long, you don't want to let Tina wait!"
Alex nods and eagerly wraps his hand around his cock, while his mother steps out of the shower and puts the insta-dry bonnet over her hair. Within 10 seconds, her hair is dry, and full of volume, she looks at herself contently in the mirror. Miracles of modern technology that only women can think of. She smiles to herself as she hears her son groan in the shower, only seconds after she took off the bonnet.
With a hand against the wall for support and images of both Tina and his Mom floating through his hormone-tortured mind, Alex's face contorts into an ugly grimace and a glob of sticky goo shoots out of his little cock into the drain.
Under the steaming showier he tries to catch a breath, his cock is still pulsating painfully -- he knows he will feel it for a while after such a long edging period and looks at his mother, his face red. He's always a little self conscious when she watches him so intensely while he comes, he's more than aware how ugly men look in this moment, grimacing, grunting, shooting the sticky mess everywhere. No comparing to the radiant beauty of an orgasming woman. As he ponders this, his mother slaps his ass.
"Hurry up!"
Without taking the time to pee - it'll have to wait until he is in school - he runs into his room, his mercifully limp cock bopping up and down, and almost runs into Katie on the way.
"Well, well. Someone is in a hurry. Can't wait to get picked up, huh?"
She giggles after him as he quickly puts on his skimpy school uniform and gets into the kitchen. Fortunately Björn spent the night here, so he's making breakfast -- on days when no male has been invited, that is naturally Alex's job. Today he can just sit on his chair, as Sandy enters the kitchen handheld device in hand.
"I got a message from your sociology teacher last evening. She wants to talk to me today? Anything wrong, Alexander?"
Saying his full first name, he knows she's worried.
"No, Mom. She just... she wants me too... I... "
She raises an eyebrow and smiles.
"Intimate business?"
He nods.
"OK, I've been wondering when one of your teachers would take interest in you. I'll take off an hour early at work. And... I think Tina should join us, don't you!"



Alex blushes. He had thought about it of course. Wouldn't have dared to propose the young woman is close enough to his family already be involved in matters of his education and training, but he's glad his mother proposed it.
"Yes. Tell he I asked her to join sometime today."
He nods, begins to eat - quickly, he's famished, feeling yesterday's excitement still and fortunately so, as the door bell rings just a few minutes later and the new woman in his life comes to pick him up.
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Tell me more, Tell me more
[This is an exposition chapter. It introduces more of the main characters' motivation as well as their social groups. Some soft humiliation, no sex. May be skipped.]
In their two person mag-lev ball, Tina takes full advantage of going to school with her new toy. The short-trip transporter unit is filled with the sound of kissing and making out, making her pussy moist and Alex's cock, still throbbing, hard again already, despite her only teasing it through his sheer school hot pants.
"Well, well, you're eager this morning, Little Lex."
She giggles as she rubs it through the fabric.
"Do I have to worry about you having an accident with that dicklet of yours?"
"No, Ms Tina..."
Alex shakes his head, feeling his face flush.
"I wouldn't... I'm well trained. And my... Mom allowed me to masturbate under the shower."
"What a generous mother you have..."
The good son nods, as Tina gropes firmer, making his cock twitch.
"And sexy!"
He again nods, his body language shifting from awkwardness to pride.
"I really like her. I think we'll get along very well. Thank Goddess. It'd be awkward if I didn't warm up to the mother of a boy I like as much as you, Lex!"
She kisses his cheek and he feels the spot burn where her lips touched.
"Sh... she likes you too, Ms. Tina."
The young woman grins.
"Did she say that? Nice. How long did it take you to come?"
Alex is a little shook by the change of topic, but answers swiftly and honestly.
"Maybe... thirty seconds? I'm not sure... Probably less."
"My, you are a quick one, aren't you? Thank Goddess we don't have to rely on your dick's stamina to get some fun out of you."
She giggles and carries on to tease her new boy-toy, until the public transport system drops them off right in front of their school.
They walk to the entrance and right there, in the middle of everyone coming in, she again kisses him, long, passionately, both hands on his little ass, pulling him as close to her as she can. Alex is well aware she is marking him as hers. And he loves it. Word of mouth will travel fast and boys who have been claimed enjoy a special status. Especially claimed by women as pretty, smart and well regarded as Tina. She slaps his ass and sends him off.
"See you at lunch! Or... do we have any classes together today?"
Alex nods. She may not know which classes they have together yet, because she hardly noticed him before yesterday. He knows every single one. He did notice her. Always.
"Biology. But only after lunch."
She nods.
"Good. See you then, Lex!"
She turns around and waves to a group of girls she notices -- they welcome her giggling, not taking their eyes from him, he can feel the girls' gazes burning into his back. No doubt he is going to be the talk of her clique all morning. His cheeks turn red hot. He always suspects the girls talk about him when he's not around.
At least he is certain they do now. It feels a lot better knowing that Tina likely mostly has good things to say. He prays she does. But then if she hadn't, she wouldn't bother giving him a second chance today. She must be pleased with him.
The heat wanders from his cock to his face and his stomach as he enters his first classroom of the day.
Did he put up a fight?
7:45; Classroom 103: Quantum Mathematics (female only class). Teacher: Ms. Lovelace
Walking to the classroom with her closest friends, Tina leads the way. She has naturally evolved as the de facto leader, not by any kind of ostentatious dominance or power play. She has shown to be the most capable of uniting the group, finding common ground, with her kind and at the same time firm ways bonding the women together into a close, unified group of mutuals.
The others bombard their leader with questions and guesses -- she hasn't been answering messages all day, evening and night after taking off with - some boy. Of course a young woman her age has had her share of boy-toys to take home and play with, but they all feel it is not the same this time. For one, this guy does not fit Tina's usual predatory pattern when it come to picking toys. Not particularly physically impressive, shy, and from the little they do know about him from the girls who have classes with him, a bit too smart for a boy. He is not a short term plaything like that Leroy guy, he's more... and that's what causes the ruckus, Tina has not shown much motivation to pick something more serious.
Of course she has talked about feeling a bit isolated and alone, longing for long term connection in a family group, but most of the girls assumed eventually she would ask them to join on of her making. Picking a boy from another woman's group means -- commitment.
They gather around their small group's quasi matriarch's table as the enter the classroom -- Nubia, her deep black skin shining in the sunlight, hair in dreadlocks, de facto second in command of the group; Boudica, red hair unruly as usual like an explosion around her freckled face; Dyani, best endowed and most confident about her body, her DD's almost bursting out of her school blouse a usual; and Priya, shy, nerdy, smart, the brain of the group.
As Tina sits down, Nubia grabs a chair, sits on is backwards straddling its back, resting her elbows on it, grinning at the blonde woman.
"Come on, out with it, what happened last night with that boy?"
The leader grins at her second.
"Well, what yo you think happened, Nu?"
"No, no, don't give me that spiel, I know you didn't just take home to have fun with him as you do with your boy-toys. I tried to call you."
"Maybe I just didn't want to answer."
Dyani leans over to Tina, her big breasts floating feely in front of the blonde's face.
"You're telling us you got sidetracked by a boy enough to not answer your best friend's calls?"
Tina shrugs. Also, deep inside, she's glad the other girls so freely call Nubia her best friend. She agrees, but she never mentions it to them. Which is an unnecessary worry, jealousy not in the DNA of world in this world. Literally.
"Furthermore...", Priya interjects.
"I have my doubts that you would freely share this new conquest of yours with us."
Tina makes a shocked face. And she is.
"Of COURSE I'd share him. I WILL share him. Eventually."
"That's why I said 'freely'. I know you will, but the way you looked at him in the hall. I bet you want to keep him for yourself for some time first. Am I not right?"
Tina snickers. As usual, Priya saw through her and her defences.
"Well. Maybe..."
"I knew it!"
Nubia chuckles and lets her flat hand slam onto the table.
"Who are you and what did you do to our Tina?"
"OK, enough with the teasing, Nub."
Boudica lets her warm smile brighten her pale face.
"What's his name, let's start with that."
Tina smiles
"Lex. Alex."
"And where have you been yesterday all day?"
"We were at his family's place. Studying."
The other women chuckle and coo.
"We Really did. For a while. Spent a lot more time doing other things, admittedly."
"Was he good?"
"Does he have a big dick?"
"At his place? Is he still living in his mother's family?"
Tina raises a hand.
"OK, OK. One at a time, right. Yes. He's still in his mother's family group. A REALLY cool group by the way. Totally nice."
Nubia smiles. She knows better than any of the women her friend is looking for a home where she is not living alone.
"Did you meet his mother?"
"Yeah. You'll Never guess who she is!"
The other women look at each other. She suddenly seems more exited than when she talked about the boy.
"A celebrity?"
"Totally! Sandrine Jordan!
Confused looks among her friends.
"Oh, come on. Seriously? She was an anchor for WNW?"
Frowns.
"When?"
"I don't know, ten years ago?"
Dyani shakes her head.
"Why would I know who read the news ten years ago?"
Tina sighs in frustration.
"It's not just that. She's in the management now, one of the top heads of FIN Ltd.!"
"The Media company?"
Tina nods enthusiastically.
"So she's a big fish. Still - Why are we talking about Her and not her boy you picked as a toy?"
Boudica asks with a smile
"I don't know, I'm just saying, she's cool. Meeting her was..."
Nubia grins.
"Better than playing with her son?"
Tina chuckles.
"Well. No. Maybe... Pretty close."
"So then enough of the old lady. How is HE? DOES he have a big cock?"
Dyani repeats her question.
"Dy, you need to get over that obsession. That's really one of the least important things about a man."
"So he doesn't?"
The olive skinned beauty puts on a mock pout.
"No, he doesn't, he's quite small, really."
Nubia smiles knowingly. She has taken a lesson or two from Tina's play-book.
"But...?"
Tina grins.
"But he REALLY knows how to make up for it. He's the best licker I ever had! And best thing is, he doesn't even realize how good he is, so he's super eager an grateful to be allowed to even touch my little Tina!"
Woos and cheers from the group, louder this timed, arousing the curiosity and attention of other girls in the room, loud as it is.
"And he knows how to use an enhancement sheath. I came eight times last night!"
Open mounted silence replaces the woos.
"Eight..."
Priya's brown skin blushes as she licks her lips. Nubia's eyes shine brightly.
"OK. I grant you some time with him alone, but you DO have to share him eventually after that praise!"
Tina nods.
"I will. Lots of time for that."
"So it's a bit more serious, then? You want to keep him?"
The blonde leader smiles.
"Probably. It all fits together. He's not just great at making me cum, he's docile, obedient, kind. Pretty smart for a boy...."
Dyani harrumphs.
"Don't dismiss, it Dy. As long as it doesn't get into their head, a little bit of brain in a boy has its advantages. And it doesn't get into his head, he's a good boy. Knows his place. And as I said, his family is cool..."
"Are you thinking about joining them?"
Priya gets again straight to the heart of the business.
"I... haven't really been thinking about..."
Nubia puts a hand on her friend's shoulder
"Come on, girl, you know you can talk to us."
"You known I'd never give you girls up, right?"
"Of course not. We're friends!"
Tina nods.
"Yeah. It might happen. I - can really see myself in that family..."
Nubia leans forward and hugs her.
"I'm happy for you, Tina. Yo deserve a nice place. I know you feel lonely."
They put their heads together and the other women join in a group hug, binding them together in a firm, serious and meaningful way only women can form. As the bell rings, the group splits up into their respective classes and Tina turns her attention to Ms. Lovelace. She loves quantum mathematics. She doesn't plan to become a scientist, but the way it makes her understand life, the universe and all the rest makes her feel like everything is in order. This world is a perfect one.
Was it love at first sight?
7:45 Classroom 305 Basic Algebra (Male class only), Teacher: Ms. Newton
As Alex walks to his seat, the flock of boys he calls his friends follows him to his classroom to gather around his table.
Tahatan, olive skinned self proclaimed leader of their little group, athletic and well hung; Halif, smarter than Alex and letting him know it at every opportunity; and Aamu, pale, meek, small. Even less endowed than Alex, and always moody.
"So, Lexi..."
Tahatan knows how much he hates it when a boy uses his mother's nickname.
"What's with that gorgeous lady who brought you to school today, huh? Tina Harding? You?"
He giggles and so do the other boys.
"How did that happen?"
"I don't know. She just.... asked me to study with her and..."
"Asked?"
"Well, she told me, but..."
Halif scoffs.
"Harding is one of the smartest women in school, why would she learn with a pea brain like you!"
"I'm not...
"Maybe she wanted his huge dick to play with. Oh wait. You don't have a huge dick! That's me!"
Tahatan chuckles and Aamu lets out a loud, shrill laugh.
"As a matter of fact..."
Alex raises his voice -- unusual for him and smiles broadly. Making the other boys shut up.
"She Did let you do her?"
Tahatan looks at him with squinted eyes.
"You're telling me Tina Harding, one of the best women in school picked - you to be her boy-toy for last night?"
Halif growls, but Alex only grins.
"If I was JUST her boy-toy do you think she'd have taken me to school today?"
Axel feels his heart race. He sits up in his chair with a different poise. He loves this look on his friends' faces but also hates himself a little. His mother taught him to be docile, humble, modest. Bragging is a male weakness she trained out of him, but he has too many thoughts not to and his -- his friends give him too many reasons.
"What else could she want from you?"
Aamu looks up at him frowning.
"She'll have her reasons. We will meet again, anyway. l And that's that."
The other boys stare at him, he can see jealousy in their eyes gleaming. He has to admit he would probably not have reacted very differently. Hates himself for it but that's how men are. Emotional, unreliable, jealous, weak. He still cannot believe Tina actually likes him enough to tolerate his shortcomings.
"Look at you grinning. What is it, are you in love or what?"
The other boys giggle.
Alex opens his mouth to deny it. It is reflex, what boys do, you don't LIKE woman like that. He can't deny. He tries to admit it -- at least too himself, but no. Not yet, either.
He can't talk to his friends about his real feelings. That's not what men do. Not emotionally equipped for it, or mentally. Not even remotely. So he just closes his mouth again, and sulks.
"You're all just jealous jerks because I was picked by a real woman for some real servicing and all of you only get picked as boy-toys. If at all..."
Tahatan slams his fist on Alex' table.
"Now listen, fuckface, I'm a real man, I can be picked by any woman, because real men..."
"What about real men, boy?"
Tahatan's eyes widen as the mature woman's voice from the front of the class addresses him.
He turns around to face Alex's maths teacher.
"Noth... I... Sorr... I mea..."
The tough guy act melts like an ice cube under the woman's firm stare.
"Thought so. Real men know how to be seen, not heard, don't you think? Do you know how to do that, boy?"
"No, Ms. I mean, yes Ms... Sorry, Ms..."
"Then stop making a fuss and get out of my sight!"
"Yes, Ms."
"Get your tight ass to your own classroom at once, before I find out which class you're supposed to be in right now and send a note to your teacher."
The athletic boy scrambles to get his stuff and hurries out of the classroom like a beaten dog, joined by Aamu and Halif, all not daring to look a the mature teacher.
Alex sighs, glad that they are gone. He may consider them his friends, but he can hardly bear their presence for more than a few minutes at a time. Men are so... stupid. He wonders why women even bother with them. But then again they good at keeping them under control and not letting them act up. As Ms Newton just very impressively demonstrated.
"Well then, Now that that nuisance is removed, let's begin, shall we?"
Alex sighs again, frustrated this time. He hates maths. What would you ever need that for in life. Real life? His brain just isn't made for this complicated stuff. As his eyes fixate on his teacher's firm ass in her tight pants when she turns around to the board, his mind wanders off to more amusing things the did yesterday...
Fortunately, nobody will really ever cares if a man knows any of this stupid brainy stuff as long as he's docile and treats his women well. This world is a perfect one.
If it wasn't for maths. Only once does Ms Newton pull him out if his daydreams, but that one is memorable. After hearing his name -- it seems she said it more than once, judging from her expression - Alex jumps, stands up, faces the board with the equation. Of course he has no idea, doesn't even know what it's about. And despite his better knowledge -- always admit ignorance, no one expects anything else from a male - he's still too dazed and confused from his daydreaming not to blurt out something.
"69?"
Some of the boys giggle, even those who don't know the answer, either. Most just know that's not it. An some only hear "69", which is enough to amuse their simple little reptile brains.
The teacher frowns, then sighs, makes a note and just gestures him to sit back down. He does, face flushed bright read, his heart beating in his ears. Only now does he notice that he - of course - has a noticeable, if tiny, boner from his daydreaming that everyone got a good look at.
After class, he tries to sneak out as fast as possible, but Ms Newton stops him.
"That was a stupid answer even for male standards, Alexander. We all know your skills lay in other areas - even more than for most boys, but what in the world were you even thinking?"
"I..."
"That was a rhetorical question, young man. Do you know that that means?"
He nods. Women ask those a lot in his presence, not expecting him to know any answers.
"You might fail this class, which - given ho unbelievably simple the maths curriculum is for you boys - is quite an achievement. We trying to make sure you boys learn the very - very -- basics, appropriate for your mental capacity without having any impact on your school career. You know - not preventing you from learning more important things."
The mature woman looks at him firmly, making him tremble. A nervousness that is - as always when a woman looks at him like this - mixed with fear and -- other things.
She is pushing sixty, her hair has gray highlights mixed with the brunette, her body is lean, almost wirey and her small breasts press perkily against her tight blouse. As women in this world do, she ages gracefully and has a natural aura of power authority and confidence that gives her a very special sexiness. She doesn't cause familiar feelings like more voluptuous mature women do that remind him of his mother, but Alex cannot deny that he does have a little crush on her - like he does on most of his teachers, really. Which does not help him to find an appropriate reply. She is not waiting for him to come up with one.
"Lucky for you, I got a note for Ms. Marsters yesterday."
He looks up at her, wide eyed.
"Like all of your teachers, I believe. You have an appointment with her today?"
"Yes, Ms Newton."
"Good. You're a lucky boy, young man, the little projects my colleague picks usually make it through graduation pretty well."
He lets her eyes wander over him.
"Not sure what she sees in you, but she's usually showing a good hand in her choice. And I usually..."
She licks her lips.
"...participate in her programs, so you might just as well pass my class, anyway!"
She winks at him and grins.
"We'll talk again next time. Now go, you'll be late for your next class."
As he turns around, she slaps his little ass and he feels his cock grow again in his shorts. He isn't exactly sure what Ms. Marsters has in mind for him, but he begins to think it is a bit bigger than what he assumed.
Which reminds that he hasn't told Tina about the appointment yet. He shivers a little, hoping she won't mind that it took him so long.



        Fox On The Road 3 - Blaze

        Our human herione finds her elven and ogrish new friends.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/fox-on-the-road-3-blaze

Title: Fox On The Road 3 - Blaze

Author: minski

Category: Sci-Fi & Fantasy

Description: Our human herione finds her elven and ogrish new friends.

Tags: voyeurism, fantasy, blowjob, threesome, oral, masturbation




I probably look like an oaf stumbling through town. I've been here occasionally -- it's pretty much the end of the world as far as my travelling experience goes -- but never after the gates were closed. I certainly never had to find a way to get in after that time. I giggle, remembering how I did today. Maybe I should have tried it earlier - that was surprisingly easy. But then - I wouldn't have been before yesterday.
I look around with my mouth open. There are actual lamps hanging in front of houses, every window is lit, people are walking around, talking, just mingling, all kinds of places are open. In my village the only place people go to after sunset is the inn. And back home again.
Talking about Inn... I thought I know the way to where my friends probably are. Hopefully still staying, but this town looks quite different in artificial light. And I pay more attention to the lights than the actual street, so I manage to get lost like a bumpkin who never left her village. If the elf and the half-ogre could see me now I'm sure they'd be terribly amused. This place must hardly be more than a glorified version of my village to someone who has been in the Capital.
I address a human male down from my horse to figure out where I am.
"Excuse me, good Sir...", but he just passes me by without looking up. Rude. Townspeople are so unsocial. But then again, they might meet new people almost every day. And probably not just nice ones. I wonder what it is like to live in a place where you don't know everyone. Hard to imagine. Although - I look around. That also means I can bed people I never met before. Which is something that somehow has never really occurred to me up until yesterday. I smile. Try to ask a human woman who at least looks at me but doesn't respond, either. Well, this can take a while. I try to look around to find my own way, when I hear a voice from down below. Further down than I'd expect it even from up my horse.
"You're looking for something, lassie?"
I blink -- a dwarf looks up at me, in chain-mail and a belt, a long beard reaching down to hi... their belly. I've met a few dwarves, they're not common but the mines in the mountains beyond my village attract a few coming through at times. It took me while to figure out they're not all males, despite their beards. But I still have not yet found out how to differentiate them. I also learned they don't mind if you address them without referencing a gender. As long as you don't pick one at random. And then - they sometimes have the same problem with humans, it seems.
"You are a female, are you not? I'm quite sure I got you humans down and when I thought I have it figured out, I see a woman wearing pants...."
I feel myself blushing but they snicker. Obviously all dwarves wear the same clothing - at least it seems so to me, so it shouldn't be a big thing that a woman wears pants. Not for them. But they apparently know it is for us.
"I... yes, I'm a woman... and... well, friend dwarf. I - seem to be a bit lost. Which is slightly embarrassing. Not my first time around this place. But..."
The small figure snickers
"I'm not familiar with this place enough to show you around, human. Unless... Where are you trying to go?"
"The Tavern..."
The one. This place still is not big enough for more than one, even though I've seen it from the outside and it's notably larger than the one back at home.
"You're in luck, young lassy!"
I feel mildly embarrassed the dwarf not only got my gender but also my age right while I have not the faintest idea about both of theirs.
"I'm going there myself. If you don't mind walking, I can guide you. I'm afraid I can't keep up with that mighty fine horse of yours."
"Of course. Forgive me, I should have gotten off anyway talking to you. I'm not used to riding", I apologise, climb off of Moonarrow's back.
"That's better. Still too high up for my taste, but definitely closer to the ground than many other humans, already, aren't you lass?"
I laugh, tempted to kneel down, but unless it's a true gesture of submission, making yourself smaller than you are while talking to them is considered an insult. I'm glad I have at least some experience with dwarves. I wonder what will happen when I meet species I never met before. That must be challenging for people out there in the world. But then again, people getting into contact with other species would be used to it, right?
Lost in my thoughts, I only listen to the dwarf talking with one ear. And they are quite talkative. I know dwarves have an image as being grumpy miners, but even my few encounters with some at the tavern disproved that one. Just how my first lovers hardly matched the idea I had of elves or ogres. I wonder how many more species I'll get to know and be surprised over. But then, the elf I met on the road Very much acted like your typical elf, so I guess there's a core to some cliches. What do other species think about humans? If the first impression they get of us are as lowly as the two town guards - maybe not too much. I should really make it a goal of mine to leave a good impression.
I stop and notice the dwarf looking at me. Silently - for the first time since we met.
"I'm sorry, what?"
"I said we're here."
My eyes find the front of the local Inn. I don't think I'd have recognised it if they hadn't told me. It looks utterly different in the light of the lantern swinging on its porch than in broad daylight.
"Thank you friend dwarf. May I pay you for your kindness?"
I know the dwarven society is quiet a materialistic one - at least I think I know. Most dwarves happily offer help out of kindness, but they still consider it good manners to be offered a compensation.
"No need, lass, let's say you owe me the pleasure of your company when you're a little more -- focused."
They smile at me and I blush. They have notice my mental absence it seems.
"Will you be staying here for long?"
I hesitate. Very good question.
"I -- actually don't know. I hope to find friends who stay here, but I haven't made any plans as to how or if I will stay with them..."
The dwarf nods
"Out in the world, without a plan or a goal. You humans are -- weird. But interesting. Well, if you do stay, do find me, I'm in the company of some of my friends. I'm sure you'll find and repay me with the pleasure of your company!"
I nod with a warm smile.
"Thank you, friend dwarf. I will try."
I look after them, lead Moonarrow to the stable, behind the building, making sure she is well cared for by the young boy waiting there for guest's mounts, and then follow the dwarf into the inn.
The common-room takes the whole lower floor and is at least triple the size as the one at home -- and filled to the last seat while that one was usually never more than half full. The noise is overwhelming as are the smells of ale, sweat, food. The dwarf nods to me and goes to a table across the room where their party sits -- more dwarves in chain-mail and leather, all bearded, most wearing helmets. All other patrons are human, even though on one table sits a trio of tall figures, their hoods up, their faces in shadows who can be pretty much any race. Except for the ones smaller than humans... How mysterious. I can't suppress a grin. Probably just humans anyway.
I turn from the crowd and move to the bar, addressing the Innkeeper behind it.
"Good, Sir..."
He strangely reminds my of my former boss at home: same stout stature, same receding hairline, same utilitarian clothing, apron and all. Maybe Innkeepers are a species of their own. I suppress a giggle.
"What do ya want, lassie?"
Same tone of voice and polite mannerisms, too.,
"I'm looking for friends."
He grins, showing his crooked teeth.
"Sure, a lass like you can find friends easily here!"
Oh, boy.
"I already have the. Two special friends."
"And?"
"The told me they stay here at the Inn."
"Ah. Why didn't ya say so. what are the names?"
Yeah. About that. My friends -- my lovers -- surly - have names. That I never bothered to ask.
"An elf and a half-ogre. I guess you don't have many of those in here?"
His eyes widen.
"You - are friends with -- them?"
I only raise an eyebrow.
"How in the plains does a nice clean lass like you get to know..."
"So they're here then?"
I feel no need to justify myself to anyone. Let alone him.
"Yeah."
"In your best room, I presume?"
He nods.
"Which is where?"
He points to the staircase
"Last door."
"Thank you good Sir."
I smile, feel a warm relief. I hadn't really doubted them being here -- only a slight nagging that the elf's letter might have lied to me, but why would he do that after paying quite well for the night... no need to entertain me any more, he could have just left. I nod to the Innkeeper and turn to the stairs.
"They only paid for two!"
He calls after me
"If you mean to stay you'll have to pay extra!"
I turn around.
"I'm pretty sure my friends paid you enough to rent your whole house, if I know them right."
The Innkeeper shuts his mouth and keeps quiet.
"Thought so."
I turn again and walk up the stairs, down the long hallway, toward the door at the end of it. I take a deep breath. my heart has begun to beat as fast as it hasn't since I made my decision to take this path. They won't turn me away, will they? They didn't just consider me a plaything for a night and only left the coins - the fucking Huge heap of GOLD coins - to get rid of me? But then they wouldn't have had to write me the letter in the first place and tell me where they are. Still -- I can feel my heart beat in my ears and my mouth go dry when I knock.
From inside I hear a familiar voice.
"I told you we have no interest in you getting us a companion from your local whore house for another gold, if we need company we can get it ourse..."
The door opens and the elf stands before me. Interrupting his spiel, staring down at me. I clear my throat.
"I didn't know there is a local whorehouse in this town, I thought those only exist in the big cities."
He raises an eyebrow.
"Well, they don't advertise, given the - silly religious restrictions around here are even worse than in bigger human centric settlements... and it's usually not worth mentioning, the good wenches surely don't stay in places like these, so we tend to get our nightly company from tavern maidens, mostly. Think you know anyone we could ask?"
I grin at him.
"I'm not even surprised you already forgot the tavern maiden you broke in last night, you elvish perv!"
"Let the woman in, dammit, it's getting cold in here with the door open!", another familiar rumbling female voice calls from inside the room.
I look down the elf for the first time -- I somehow haven't even realized he's naked - and has a hard one. I feel myself blushing again. So handsome.
He steps out of the door-frame and lets me into the room where I spot the half-ogre -- naked also, as if the two have no time to lose with clothes when they're in private. She stands up from he floor in front of the fire in the open chimney -- I actually find it petty warm, the elf sure doesn't seem to mind, either. Maybe ogres are sensitive to the cold? But then why does she only wear... I don't get to finish the thought, she hugs me, almost crushing my ribs in her muscular arms. Almost - it feels she has long practice in how to moderate her strength not to hurt more fragile lifeforms.
"I am SO glad you came!"
I hug her back, smell her heavy, musky smell. I already missed it after a day.
"Are you? You just lost our bet!"
The elf closes the door and steps in, puts his arms around us both joining the hug.
"I didn't Think she'd have the heart to get out of her life, but I was really hoping it!"
I frown.
"You made a bet about that? And you bet against me?"
She growls.
"Well, not AGAINST you. Just because you wouldn't have come doesn't mean you'd not be happy were you are."
"Well... I... wouldn't have... I guess. "
I feel my face flush to the confession and damn my stammering. The elf nods.
"Thought so. I was really considering to stay and try to persuade you in person, but I'm glad I left the choice to you, little human."
I nod.
"Thanks. But would you not... you know -- call me that..."
His silver laughter fills the room.
"It's not that you bothered to tell us your name."
"Well, neither did you."
"We don't usually share names with -- one night stands. Especially not when they keep us as busy as you did, little human."
The half-ogre grins, her sharp teeth exposed.
"But now that we're more than one time sexual partners..."
The elf bows.
"My name is Arasadil!"
The sound of the elvish word from is tongue sounds -- enticing, he has a very nice voice even when speaking a human language, but when he speaks elvish it must sound like music played on silvery bells. I feel myself swoon.
"That means 'celebration of love by the sacred lagoon' in your language."
"That so beauti.."
The half-ogre's laughter interrupts me.
"More literally translated it means 'Gang-bang by the Forrest Pond'. His mother named him after the event of his conception."
The elf -- Arasadil -- stares at her shooting daggers from his blue eyes.
"It was a sacred forest pond and a ritual orgy, not a... ah, forget about it, Daisy!"
I look at the half-ogre getting up from her place by the fire as he emphasizes the name.
"My name. Is. Gach'Brag, you scrawny pond baby!"
" 'Ball-crusher'. Sure it is. The name you gave yourself after learning Ogrish. Ms. Dearhart -- your Very human mother..."
He winks at her.
"...calls you Daisy whenever we visit her, so I very much assume that's the name she chose for you."
Gach'Brag moves a step towards the elf and close a big hand around his throat.
"And only my mother and people I love may use it. That excludes you!"
"That not what you said ten minutes ago then I made you com... Hggg."
The half ogre fist closes firmer around the elvish neck. I raise my voice.
"I like Daisy. It fits you."
She shoots me a sinister look.
"So does Gach... Ch.. "
The ogre word gets stuck in my throat.
"Gach'Brag!"
"Gach'Brag. Ball-crusher. Cool. You're both, really. Sweet and dangerous. I know, girl, I met both sides last night"
Her sinister look dissipates and she grins bearing her fangs.
"I like you. You may call me Daisy. When were in private. Not in public!"
I nod
"Thank you. Daisy."
With that she drops Arasadil back to his feet. He pouts and pats some imaginary dust of his naked shoulder like he wears his fancy coat.
"We still don't know your name little human. Very unfair!"
"My name is... I... "
"Forgot your name? Are we that intimidating?"
I shake my head.
"Of course not. It's just... it's.. so provincial name. And everyone who know it I just left behind, I..."
"Want yo leave your name behind, too?"
I nod.
"Understandable. Ask Daisy Ball-Crusher Dearhart here. Perfectly normal to pick a new name in a new life."
"You think I can?"
The elf nods.
"I don't assume you were issued any identification papers in your end of the world?"
I shake my head.
"Nobody does here. Or cares about such things."
A new name. I open my moth. Then shake my head. I had not thought about that part. Yet.
He hums.
Looks at me, up and down. His eyes get stuck on my mother's cameo around me neck.
"May I?"
As I nod, he lifts it from my chest.
"Very nice. That's a..."
He looks closer and his eyes widen.
"That's fire opal - I've only ever seen one he the royal jewels back at home. How did you get this?"
"It was my mother's?"
He frowns, looking at me.
"I was under the impression you're not very wealthy. Did you keep secrets from us little human?"
"No?"
Now I frown.
"Why?"
"These Gems are only found in the outer reaches of the southern continent. There are hardly any ships going from here to there and the natives are not very friendly and rarely trade. And even there the fire variation of opals are a rare commodity. These must be among the rarest gems in this part of the world. And the most precious. They're so rare the mages haven't even had the opportunity to fully find out if and which magic powers the hold."
I gulp
"My mother had it all my life, I don't know where she got it from. You're sure it's a real one?"
He nods
"This fire is not forgeable, even by magic. Your mother must have had some pretty impressive adventures before settling down."
He lets his finger explore the engraved running fox. Then he strokes my red golden hair.
"Amazing. What an incredible heirloom. The rarest fiery fox for such a beautiful little vixen. How about that. Fire Vixen?"
I frown.
"As a name? I might as well call myself Burning Pussy!"
Daisy laughs a deep belly laugh, filling the room.
"She's got a point. For a member of such a distinguished species, you tend to be amazingly blunt about such things, Aras."
He harrumphs.
"I thought she might appreciate a name that evokes her beauty and her family history. How about... Do you know what Reynard means?"
"My book of fairy tales calls foxes that."
"Indeed. A poetic, elvish denomination. And... Blaze instead of fire? Blaze Reynard?"
"Blaze Reynard."
I let the words roll off my tongue. I like them. They make me feel good. Fit me like glove. I nod.
"Blaze Reynard!"
"Fancy."
Daisy makes a bit of gagging noise hearing that word
"As to be expected when You pick a name"
She slaps the elf's ass.
"Maybe you should look at a book once and you'd appreciate it more."
"I like it!"
I try to calm the mood and Daisy nods with a grunt.
"Right... enough about that... how do you intend to pay up for your lost bet, Dai..."
A growl from the half ogre makes him stop.
"... Gach'Brag? I have all our money,"
"I still OWN half of that even if I let you take care of it!"
"Well, but -- I can hardly pay myself my winning from our shared funds."
The muscular female grunts.
"Stop making a fuss about it just because we have a new companion, I assume you remember perfectly well how I pay my debts to you when I have them..."
Arasadil smiles mischievously.
"I was hoping you'd say that", he giggles, as Gach'Brag goes to her knees.
I lick my lips and sit down on the bed -- the one bed in this room, I notice now. It's a strange sight, the massive broad form of the half ogre on her knees in front of the slender elf - it looks like she could break him in half.
When she opens her mouth, her teeth brightly glistening, the two fangs protruding from her lower jaw like daggers, it also seems she could take off his long, pale cock with one bite. She probably could do either, but she's surprisingly gentle -- surprising on the surface at least, it's not really a surprise to me. I got to know both her rough and her gentle side last night. Her ogre strength while her fingertips and tongue are huge, but sensitive, probably from her mother's human side.
Many men, I'm sure would get cold feet - probably lose their hardness at the sight of the set of huge sharp teeth and fangs approaching their cock, but of course Arasadil is used to it, knows very well the skills and talents of his friend's mouth. I have to giggle still at the thought of their first time, wondering if he at least flinched when the predatory jaws targeted in on his precious manhood.
Now he does nothing but enjoy it -- the half-ogre closes her lips around the marble shaft, making sure her teeth don't cut. Or at least only barley -- I think some of his groans probably stem from them scraping over his cock just ever so slightly. Last night he did enjoy that, I remember. For a few minutes they seem to forget about me, I watch them with keen interest feeling my pussy getting tingly and wet -- wet enough to feel my juices run down my thighs. Eventually, Arasadil opens his bright blue eyes and looks at me.



"You're alright, Blaze?"
It takes me a moment to realize he's talking to me - not just is my new name unfamiliar, I am - very distracted. I nod.
"You don't just have to sit there, I didn't think I'd need to extend an invitation. You
are one of us now, join us whenever you want."
I lick my lips and shake my head.
"I... didn't have much leisure to enjoy you two last night -- and watching you is so... Sexy. Fascinating."
He giggles and from Daisy on her knees erupts a muffled grumbling chuckle as well.
"Alright. I feel flattered, I'm sure so does Daisy, if she could talk right now. But even so. I can see you're exited. I can smell it."
I blush -- seriously hoping that is not a feature all men have, being able to smell my arousal. Hopefully not even all elves.
"R... really?"
He smiles,
"Elves form a bond with everyone they had intimate relations with. Your pheromones are imprinted on me as is the flavour of your juices."
I blush again, then nod.
"Doesn't take an elven imprint... I can smell her juices."
Daisy interrupts her blowing for a short interjection.
"She's so horny I wouldn't be sure the men in the common room can't."
I gulp, then giggle. Can't deny it.
"Why don't you at least touch yourself, little human? Make yourself come if you want to just watch for now."
I blink, blush. for real this time. I haven't felt as awkward in front of them - ever.
"I... don't reall... I never..."
The elf holds the half-ogre's head. who has returned to paying her debts.
"You don't masturbate?"
I shake my head?
"Don't know how to?"
Again I shake.
"It's not that hard if you follow your intuition. I'm sure you'll figure it out!"
He winks at me.
"Humans and your religions - you're really all So messed up you, know that. Hold it Gach, let's postpone this. "
The half ogre lets his cock pop out of her mouth and licks her lips - and her fangs.
"Uh-uh. This blowjob pays my debt to you, if you interrupt it - your bad!"
He sighs and nods.
"Alright, we're even. What a shame, I'm sure I'll never ever get another blowjob from you, you're just So miserly with handing those out..."
He giggles and Daisy looks at him with a frown deep enough to let a coin vanish in the wrinkles of her forehead.
"Did you just call me a cocksucker?"
"In a loving way, Ma'am."
He kisses her mouth, gently, passionately, lovingly. Those two make a strange pair -- teammates with benefits -- but they fit together surprisingly well.
"We have a lesson or two or our dear Blaze needs to learn. Can't have a prudish human girl joining our company, can we?"
Join their... I feel myself tremble. All the way here I had lingering thoughts about where to go from here. Just - away. Do I want to join them? I don't even really know what they do. But I'm aware the offer is one the don't hand out lightly. I get up, take of my cloak and throw it on the bed, open my pants and drop them -- touching myself sounds good right now. The elf laughs.
"Such an eager student...."
I spread my legs after sitting down on the soft mattress - even softer than back in the luxury suit in my old Inn. I begin to wonder how much softer the beds can be in the wide world.
Arasadil's eyes burn into my crotch, making me feel -- only slightly uncomfortable, his gaze is so loving and admiring that I feel heat burning from down there that couldn't be much more overwhelming if he really touched me.
"Such a fire vixen indeed. Your cunt looks like it's burning!"
I look down to my bush, the same colour as my hair, red with golden highlights. It Does look like a fire.
"A burning bush!"
I giggle.
"Isn't there something in your silly religion about that, human?"
I nod and the elf licks his lips.
"Now this is something I can go down on my knees for and pray to!"
He looks at Daisy whose eyes fixate on it too, I know she is no less enthralled by it. A woman feeling thusly for another woman is something I have only heard whispered about before. It is so far removed from the canon of allowed feelings that even the priest didn't hold any sermons about it. Feelings I had for some of my female friends back in my village come back to me. Fuzzy, immature, unrefined. But had I known they're common, and where they might lead to... I sigh. There is so much I could have experienced even in the small world of my old village. But no need to dwell on the past, I will experience SO much in the big world, I vow to myself.
I look up at my two new friends, smile. I could start myself -- I was honest about this, I haven't dared to do much with myself yet, but I have of course looked at myself, touched myself in half sleep or while bathing. And I know what I liked when Arasadil and Daisy touched me. I have an idea of how to start. And yet -- if the elf decided to turn this into a lesson, let him be he schoolmaster.
"So... Mr. Elf, Sir.. "
I bat my eyes shyly -- in an imitation of innocence, I probably never really harboured, but certainly do not any more. Arasadil grins broadly. Guess he likes it.
"Whatcha want me to do? This is weird. The priest said good girls aren't supposed to touch themselves!"
"And as a good girl you always listen to the priest, don't you, little human?"
He grins down at me and I bite my lower lip -- see his cock twitch a the sight. I may have little experience with men but you don't work as a tavern maid for months without learning a thing or two that get guys going - guys of all species, it seems.
"Would ya teach me. Mr. Elf? But please be gentle with me..."
He grins and then shakes his head,
"I limit myself to watching his one."
He then looks at Daisy.
"I pride myself of a vast knowledge of the female anatomy and how to stimulate it, but I'm pretty sure even I am no match for an actual female down there... the stage is yours, dear."
Daisy shoves him roughly to the bed with a broad grin, making her sharp teeth gleam in the light of the candles.
"With pleasure!"
Then looks at the elf with a smirk.
"But you don't just get to sit there and enjoy the show, you'll be my assistant. A fitting position for you, given how much you learned from me."
His expression shows a frown, but I think I can read him enough by now to see the barley suppressed grin beneath it.
"What would you like me to do, Mistress?"
"Hold her, she'll need some support when I'm done with her!"
I gulp -- hearing that from the muscular half-ogre who could break me in half without breaking into sweat is more than a little intimidating, and yet it just makes my pussy tingle so much.
Arasadil moves to me - I can feel his cool skin as he pulls my blouse over my head and makes me lean against him, his tongue moving over my body, his breath on the back of my neck when he pushes my red golden hair away for a kiss. The bulky green figure of the half-ogre down on her knees between my legs - I need to spread them almost painfully to give her space, so broad is she.
As her lips kiss my clit, I moan, close my eyes and lean back, willing to let her do as she pleases with me, but then a sharp pain through the same button makes me jerk up.
"No, no, little human, don't you lean back now. I'm not doing the work here - this is supposed to teach you a lesson on how to get along without me, remember."
I sigh
"Do I really have to? It feels so good to have somebody else..."
"Na, you're a strong independent woman, deary. We're not Always going to be around to pleasure you. Not that I have any doubt a hot vixen like you can find a replacement for us, but that's not the point, you're the master of your own body. You decide when how and what is done to please it. You can't do that if you don't know how - or dare to do it yourself."
I feel the elf nod behind me.
"You need to let go of those silly inhibitions your human society has put into you. You're made for lust - anyone can tell. Especially us - we've see you last night."
I feel myself blush with the memory and nod. He's right, I Want to know how to master my own body. The heat I've been feeling all day has only been building in my adventures with the elf on the road and the watchmen. I need to be able to do that myself. Alone.
I nod.
"I'm ready. Teach me!"
"Well, I don't really have to show you the entryway, do I, little human?"
With a teeth baring grin she looks up at me.
"No doubt you remember every single thing I and Aras did to you last night. You know perfectly well what your body needs and how to give it to it. All you need is the will to overcome your silly human inhibition!"
I take a deep breath. I Am determined to learn - they're right, it's stupid that I am such a willing participant in the most outrageous sex acts... well. For My experiences, there's probably a lot more outrageous out there my two friends have participated in -- and Not dare to satisfy my own needs.
I let my hand slide down into my red golden bush and touch my slightly opened lips. Daisy looks at me.
"I know how much you like being entered there, my dear, but doing this alone you should focus on this lil' fellow!"
She takes my hand and leads it back again to the little button at the junction of my lips, now swollen and trembling. I know it feels good to touch it -- I definitely know it feels good when others touch it. Lick it, suck it. How many times did I come last night with their hands and mouths on it. I didn't count. Of course it feels good when I touch it, too. But how do I even...
I notice my head being turned around and the cool lips of the elf press against mine.
"Relax, sweet human. Don't think about it. Your body knows. Just let go!"
Turning off my mind is a Lot easier when he kisses me. Which he surly knows. So I do it, close my eyes, breathe out into his mouth hand let my fingers start to play.
It tickles, tingles, burns. Quickly. Very quickly. The sensations don't I linger there when I touch it, but aroused as I am, from the half-ogre's gaze and he elvish kisses, it begins to burn and quiver almost immediately.
I feel heat from the outside, too, Daisy's hot breath on it. So close is she, watching with interest as I touch myself.
The heat builds up in my lower body and erupts in waves all through me, my body trembles and spasms, my pussy quivers and aches, spread wide, fluids running down my skin, pooling between my legs on the bed. I long for another's touch on me, but both Daisy and Arasadil let me starve, don't grant me more than a deep kiss of the elf's and the burning breath of the half-ogre on my lips. So my free hand wanders around on its own, I stroke my belly, my side, end on my breasts, pinching my nipples, adding shocks of heat like the stings when I touch a metal handle after petting a cat's fur, only a hundred, a thousand times more intense.
I moan, then grunt, then scream into the elf's mouth, as my body quakes, shakes, bucks wildly when the orgasmic wave hits me and I have the first self applied climax of my life.
Only when I'm done, relax, fall into the pale male's embrace, does the half ogre lean forward to kiss my snatch, licks up my juice with a lecherous grunt. Then kisses my mouth, the full lips and the sharp teeth making my body shiver -- the taste of my own pussy on her lips even more so.
Then Daisy and Arasadil kiss and we fall back onto the bed laughing.
My hand wanders down to the elf's cock, hard, cool, solid. How I longed for it. The other one moves to the female's fleshy, hairy slit. I didn't have any human cunt to compare her with, my own not counting, but I know I love to eat it, just as much as love the hard cock. The elf kisses me back and throws me off of him, much to my chagrin.
"Not so impatient, little one, we have all the time in the world now."
"But..."
"Patience! You only just came, isn't that enough?"
"No!"
The two look at each other and laugh at my immediate response.
"Good answer, little human. And yet -- patience makes the reward so much wetter. I mean better. You'll learn."
He takes his soft pants and pulls them over his rock hard cock -- I look longingly at the bulge it forms, feeling my pussy already aching with desire again.
He's right, I guess -- though I admit I wasn't much a fan of his teasing and edging in our first night -- more of the instant satisfaction...
The half-ogre puts on her leather clothes as well and grins at the elf, who looks at me.
"Anyway, you have travelled at least half a day, have you not? You're clearly not tired, I can see, but you must be hungry!"
"I'm hungry for you..."
I look at him with my best attempt at a luscious smile -- I don't have much experience with that or anyone to imitate - he giggles. Especially as my stomach begins to rumble.
"I will Not satisfy That huger, little one. Get dressed -- As much as I'm sure people would love to see you in the common room like this..."
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11:30 Lunch-break
With his food on his tray -- salad and water, his usual school lunch -- Alex enters the dining hall. His eyes wander over his group of friends - he feels little incentive to join them after this morning round of mockery and is glad when he sees Tina raise her hand at the other end of the hall. She is with her clique today, as she usually is. The proud and flawed male mind of his likes to think she intentionally sat apart from them yesterday to be able to check him out alone first. Before -- introducing him to her friends. He sees grins on the women's faces. Alex is more intimidated than he felt in a long time, probably not since he joined the Over18 classes. He has no doubt Ms. Tina's friends are in no way any less domineering, confident and impressive than she is. Which is great, of course, it is what he craves and needs, but so many at a time... Well. Even if he wanted to -- and he doesn't, if the alternative is sitting with his stupid friends -- he could hardly refuse his new lady's lunch invitation. He walks passed the boys' table, their scornful and jealous looks burning into his back, and over to Tina's group, his knees weak, and stops to stand in front of their table...
"Hello, Ms. Tina."
...and awaits further instructions.
That are not coming for now, the five women all eye him, judge him, undress him with their eyes, their female gazes feel as if they set his body on fire and drill deep into his mind and soul. Intimidating. And they don't say a word, just seem to be able to communicate non verbally, know each other on a deeper level, have this connection he quite often observed among women. As a man he has no real capability to grasp that. He never felt this close to another man. Not even remotely.
"So this is him, then?"
The black woman next to Tina finally breaks the silence that only Alex seemed to find awkward. Tina nods.
"Small dick, you didn't lie!"
Alex blushes hard as the eyes of the olive skinned women with the big breasts falls upon his tight shorts. He hadn't even noticed that he got hard again. As intimating as being judged by these women is, the presence and undivided attention of females also is and always will be immensely arousing to him.
"Doesn't look like much, in general."
The read haired woman sighs as to her friend's focus on his dick, but also raises a questioning eyebrow at Tina.
"I wouldn't have noticed him."
Tina chuckles.
"Well, admittedly I didn't, either until he talked."
"So he does talk?"
The last of the women, brown skinned, jet black hair, seemingly the most restrained of them all. Tina smiles.
"He's shy. And we didn't tell him to say anything - he's also docile, aren't you?"
Alex nods. Then opens his mouth. They probably DO expect him to say something after that exchange.
"Yes, Ms. Tina."
The women laugh.
"Well, that wasn't very impressive yet, but quite docile, indeed."
Tina nods, takes his wrist and pulls him onto her lap, which remains his seat for the rest of the recess. He puts down his tray next to hers and tries to sit comfortably. His new mistress' hand wanders up his back and scratches the back of his neck, sending shivers down his spine and into his cock, immediately making it twitch.
"So, how was your morning, little man?"
She smiles at him warmly, making him feel like a little boy. Only his mother usually asks him about his day.
"Well... I had maths first..."
Alex pulls a face that makes the women giggle.
"Not a fan of maths, huh?"
He shakes his head.
"Hate it. Silly numbers... Even letters. What's that all about? What do I even need that for?"
"Now, now, men can have a career too, nowadays, in which they may need at least a basic grasp of it... well. Not you, probably, if that's how you feel about it..."
"Letters... you boys are doing basic algebra, right?"
Boudica chuckles. For women that is an elementary school subject in this world and age. Tina looks at the redhead firmly.
"No, don't laugh, it's not his fault. Boys brains aren't wired for higher thinking. They're not used to social networking, complex structures and their brains obviously can't handle anything that complicated without difficulty. Of course their maths classes progress slower, that's why that is one of the subjects we teach separately, after all."
"I don't know..."
Priya interjects, shrugging.
"I read about theories that boys only can't keep up in maths -- STEM, In general -- because of systemic injustices. Teachers - even mothers - treat them like they can't do it, so they never really try."
Nubia shakes her head
"What? You think if we put little Alex here into a woman's Math class -- Quantum Mathematics -- he'd be able to keep up?"
"Well, obviously he's way too far behind. No, his little brain of course can't grasp any complex concepts, but..."
"No, really, these 'systemic injustices' exist for a reason. Men aren't stupid because we..."
"Slower, not stupid!"
Tins scolds her best friend.
"Okay, Okay, slower. We have different classes for them because they're naturally -- 'slower'..."
She grins at Tina.
"Not the other way around."
The olive skinned nerd shrugs defiantly.
"I'm just saying, if we never give them a chance they'll never be able to prove themselves."
"But we do."
Dyani enters the maths discussion.
"We do give them chances, there are men in STEM jobs, more and more."
Priya frowns.
"Less than 5 % and never in a leading position."
"There's even a man in the space mission to Venus RIGHT now!"
"As the female crew's pleasure and moral service worker."
"Of course. Such is the male skill set after all. You wouldn't want a Man do be responsible for actual work on a spaceship, would you? Where every mistake can be fatal?"
Nubia looks at the other woman slightly agitated.
"Men really have no reason to complain, do they? We women take care of them, pamper them, they don't have to take any reasonability for anything. We even let them work - within their natural limitations - and all we ask in return is that they fulfil their natural role and worship and serve us. As it should be. I hope you're not turning into one of those silly men's rights activist. Pri, you're too smart for that!"
Priya looks at the black lady, slightly miffed.
"There's no reason to get insulting! Of course I don't think men and women are equal, I'm not stupid. I'm just saying within their natural limitations -- far below what women can achieve, we all agree on that - we might give them a few more chances to become their best selves. As much as man can be 'best'. Under female supervision, naturally."
"OK, OK, that's enough, ladies."
Tina interjects as the tension rises.
"There's absolutely no need to quarrel over something silly like men, is there? We can all agree they're below us and need our guidance. The details are -- solvable on an individual basis. Like Lex -- would you like to be in an advanced maths class where the intellectual talents you may of may not have are -- stimulated more?"
Alex, who could barely follow the women's conversation hasn't expected to be included.
"Uhm.. I... that would mean I have to do even More maths?"
"So smart."
Tina giggles.
"Yes, little one, that would mean more maths for you."
"Fuck, no!"
He puts a hand in front of his mouth
"Sorry, I'm not supposed to use dirty language. Outside of the..."
Bedroom, he wants to say, but stops himself. Tina chuckles.
"I won't tell your Mother. I didn't mind. See girls. No need to get all flustered. he doesn't Want to use those parts of his brain, whether he has them or not. If Alex ever goes to space, it'll only be as the female astronauts' plaything. As it should be. Now kiss and make up, you two!"
Priya and Nubia look at their de facto leader with a frown.
"Sorry?", the second in command asks.
"I want you to kiss like good friends do. That'll ease the tension."
"Where does that come from?"
"I don't know, it just seems right. It's what adult women do, isn't it?"
Alex can't suppress a smile. He may not know much about maths or such women stuff, but he knows about this. He recognises his mother's techniques to mitigate a conflict. Looks like the new woman in his life takes a few pages from the first one. The other two women look at each other and shrug.
"OK, why not?"
Nubia says, takes the nerd's head and begins to kiss her lovingly, open mouthed, their tongues exploring each others' mouths. It's obviously not the first time, but apparently the fist time it's not just to play and have fun but to further the harmony in the group. Without knowing it, Alexander has just witnessed a crucial step in the growth of a group of young women, their maturation into fully developed members of a matriarchal, peaceful, sexually open society. He doesn't fully understand how and why it works. Which is why men are where they are in this world, following, obeying the gender that is way more capable of leading.
Tina looks at him.
"Join in!"
He nods - not understanding why, really, but that Is how it usually is. Men serve as catalyst in these negotiations, their simple responsibility assuring the women of their superiority, bonding them by showing them their similarity and how they need to cooperate and harmonise to keep the world running for themselves and men, who clearly are not capable to take care of it.
The boy joins in the kiss, first with the black woman who hungrily presses her lips against his, penetrating his mouth with her muscular tongue, then the olive skinned nerd, who is more gentle, but still demanding and dominant. Eventually they let go off him and smile at each other. Their adrenaline level has decreased, their agitation subsides. The conflict has been solved the way conflicts are always solved in this civilized female lead society. With love. Without fully understanding it, Alex knows he was part of something important - on a small level but still fundamental to the workings of this world. His cock is pulsating, making it hard for him to focus on that thought. Which is why he's not in charge of anything, but the women are. So much more in control. Of themselves. Of him. Of the world.
Tina gets back to scratching her boy toy's neck.
"OK, letters in maths not your thing. What else was today?"
"History."
Alex beams. That's more his thing, Not the learning boring dates, he hates that part -- almost feels like maths to him -- but the stories. That's what history is to him essentially.
Tina nods, noticing the boy's interest.
"Ah, and what was today's lesson about?"
"The European Woman's arrival to the Americas."
"Fascinating. You're in Ms. Xicum's history class?
He nods. One of his favourite teachers.
"And what did you learn?"
Alex looks at her for a second, surprised she actually cares. This Does feel a lot like coming home to his mother after school. Apparently Tina is already very eager to take responsibility for her new boy. Enthusiastically, he starts to recall the content of today's lesson he enjoyed most.
"Well...the first were the Norsewomen, but we don't know much about that because even though everything points to a great harmony with the natives, neither the newcomers not the natives made any record and the Norsewomen didn't stay long -- probably because the land wasn't very fertile enough where they landed."
"Good"
Tina nods.
"Too often forgotten chapter. Then?"
"Well, much later, Christina Colomba, who had heard about the Norsewomen's travels and knew very well that there had to be another continent beyond the Atlantic, travelled west and landed in Central America. She was a not just a determined and brave traveller but also a kind and diplomatic woman... as all Christinas..."
Alex blushes as the women woo and chuckle and his Tina playfully slaps his cheek.
"Flattery won't get you out of your assignment. Carry on!"
He nods smiling,
"Because she was so smart and feminine, making contact with the natives was easy -- who of course were lead by women, too, as pretty much all tribes and peoples all over the world."
"Well. Most."
Priya interjects.
"No need for being a smart-ass."
Tina looks at her with a smirk.
"All peoples that matter. The very few societies in which men tried to usurp positions of leadership never survived for more than a few decades at best. Anywhere."
All women and Alex nod to Tina's lesson and Alex continues.
"Of course the women didn't speak the same language but the language of sex and love was universal. Giant orgies between Colomba's crew and the natives, with women leading the procedure and the men of the crew and the native men used as toys and gifts to ensure mutual friendship."
"Gifts? I didn't know that."
Boudica raises an eyebrow. Nubia nods.
"Sure. Columba left pretty much all of her men in the Americas -- like today, the males they didn't perform any duties other than lowly work and sexual service anyway - and replaced them with natives. Most from the tribe of Lady Tikal. I mean they weren't slaves or anything, all men could have said no, but when their Captain told them they belong to this native Queen now, they better not have had any objections. Or it would have been quite a long way home..."
The women giggle.
"And then?"
Tina nods at Alex to carry on.
"Well the rest went as it usually does when women of different cultures meet. They shared males, traded, had orgies to strengthen their bonds. With the combined knowledge of the two peoples, the Americas were settled high and low by a multiracial, multicultural, matriarchal society of peace and progress."
Tina nods but waits.
"And?"
Questioning looks from the boy.
"Why is this particular meeting of peoples so relevant in womankind's history?"
Silence. Tina sighs.
"I'm pretty sure Ms. Xicum mentioned THAT. Well, lucky you, if she asks for it next time, you can tell her: It's important because it was the first time that the women of two people came together suddenly, without any warning or cultural approach fist. Before, women travelled far and wide by land and sea, moving ever further along the coast of Europe, Africa and Asia, meeting new people, but wherever they came, they were expected. They knew the customs and knew that -- in general - all women ruled the same. Only in the Americas did West and East suddenly clash, without any forewarning. But thanks to the universal binding power of femininity, they got along, understood each other and bonded via the uniting force of sexuality and submitting males. From this point on it was clear that all women, everywhere were ruling kindly and wisely, all men were meant to submit and sex was a universal, unifying language of peace."
Alex nods solemnly. He feels like the gravity of all of womankind rests on his shoulders after that speech and doesn't even notice the other women grinning. They all know that speech, more or less, it's one of the key elements every woman in this world learns from an early age. When speaking it out loud, many find it -- slightly pompous and overblown. But it is elementarily true nonetheless and it certainly does do its job to impress small minded men and remind them of the glorious purpose of women.
Tina grins.
"OK, enough speechifying. What was your last lesson?"
Alex blushes. Shifts uncomfortably on the woman's lap.
"Uh... Literature..."
Dyani chuckles.
"I really don't know why they bother. It's not that any men is ever going to write something of importance. Or even read it."
Tina frowns.
"That's... not totally untrue, but still a bit harsh. We don't want boys to be mindless drones. Literature... touches emotional centrers that are -- underdeveloped in males, anyway. I encourage boys reading. To a certain extend, obviously. Nothing too ambitious. What did you read?"
"Actually......"
Alex blushes even more. He has a vague idea of where this may lead and he's not sure if he likes it.
"We... wrote something..."
Dyani giggles again.
"See? You let them read and the next thing, you see people think boys can be writers!"
"Well, I..."
Tina tries to suppress a smile, but can't. She obviously more or less agrees.
"Who's your teacher?"
"Mr. Marlow."
Raised eyebrows again.
"That explains it, I guess. I remember hearing that they let a man teach Lit. How very -- progressive."
Alex is pretty sure he can read his new mistress' body language well enough to see that she doesn't really approve.
"And what did he let you - write?"
"A... Haiku. To... about... a Haiku of submission for the boys to the dominance of women."
Tina's frown turns upside down.
"Now that sounds interesting. At least they picked a man who knows his place and teaches you boys where you belong and how to express yourself properly about it. I bet the women in that class don't let him tell them anything, though."
Alex shakes his head, grateful Tina doesn't seem to dig deeper into what he wrote.
"No. They kinda just humour him. They only do what he wants them to if they like to. He more or less has to let them write the schedule."
Tina nods.
"Probably for the better. Don't know how a man could pick any better teaching material than a woman. So... a Haiku of submission, huh? You wrote one too?"
Alex lowers his eyes. She did notice and digs deeper, after all.
"Yes, Ms. Tina."
"Well?"
He blushes, looks down, silent.
"I'm sure we all want to hear what a male brain can create."
The other women nod enthusiastically. Tina feels Alex's heart race and his breathing speed up.
"Now!"
No way to disobey that tone. He clears his throat. And just loud enough for the group of women to hear.
Goddess, using me
putting me into my place
obedient bliss
Tina nods and claps.
"No bad, little Lex."
The other women follow her example. Slowly. Almost sarcastically.
"Well. It is a Haiku. No finesse or depth, pretty much just a statement of his position, but I guess that was to be expected from a boy."
Priya is a harsh critic.
"But directed at a particular woman, am I right?"
The black second in command grins at the boy.
"Which particular 'goddess' did you have in mind, inspiring your creatively working brain?"
Deeper Alex blushes -- he knew this would come. There really shouldn't be a reason to be ashamed, he should be proud - deep inside he's overjoyed to sit on her lap and recite it to her. It's just... new. Unfamiliar, too.
"It's... it's for Ms. Tina.!"
Woos and cheers, loud enough to arouse the attention Alex so desperately tried to avoid while reciting.
"You've only had him for a day and he writes a poem about you. As his Goddess."
The Redhead giggles.
"I had no doubt our Tina would make an impression on the first boy she has some serious intentions with, but you really swept him off his cute little feet."
Alex gulps at hearing "serious intentions" and wonders what Tina and her entourage talked about this morning. She strokes his cheek again, making his flesh crawl with goosebumps all over.



"He is a special little boy, isn't he? Yes, you are. Good boy."
Patting his head, she pulls him towards herself and kisses him. More Oohs and Aahs. And Alex is glad he is sitting, getting woozy. Catching his breath, he hardly remembers the thing he needed to tell her.
"Uhm... Ms. Tina... I'm supposed to tell you something from Mom..."
"OK. Out with it."
"Ms. Marsters wants to meet her today to talk about... my school career... and... Mom wants you to join us."
"Bloody hell..."
Boudica looks at her group leader.
"This is really going fast, looks like his Mother accepted you as family already..."
Tina nods.
"So it seems. But you couldn't have told me that this morning? You think I have nothing more important to do with my day than taking care of YOU, now?"
Alex gulps. And feels a weight lift from him when she smiles and playfully slaps his cheek. He is not yet able to discern a real scolding from her from a teasing, he hasn't seen her discontent with him yet. He assumes eventually he will, not that he's looking forward to it, but he's only a male, bound to make more mistakes. He's sure she quite strict when given a reason to.
"I... I'm sorry Ms. Tina, forgot..."
"Why?"
"P... pardon?"
"Why did you not mange to remember such an important point in your daily schedule? One that involves Me, after all..."
"I... you... you played with me all the way too school. I... I think I got..."
"Too exited, huh?"
Boudica chuckles and slaps his ass.
"You couldn't keep more than two things in you little head?"
Alex feels his face heat up at the redhead's teasing.
"'Course he couldn't. It's scientifically proven that male brains turn into mush when their cocks get hard. Which they kinda very easily do, don't they? No wonder men never achieved anything in the world."
Priya grabs his crotch. Nubia just finds confirmed what she expected and laughs
"You said he's smart for a boy, Tina. You sure?"
The blonde laughs and smacks his ass again, harder this time.
"Can't expect too much from him, he's still just a boy. That's why we tell them what to do. Probably not a good idea of his mother's to give him such an important task, she seems to thinks a bit too highly of him!"
She winks at Alex.
"Mabey we'll take you down a notch or two, your Mom may have spoiled you. Well. Guess I need to change my schedule now... Apologize for giving me that trouble, boy!"
"I'm sorry..."
"On your knees!"
Alex nods, goes down to his knees, feeling the eyes of the whole dining room rest on him.
"I'm sorry for being such an inconvenience to you, Ms. Tina. It's all my fault for being lazy, stupid boy!"
"Kiss my feet!"
He bends over, goes down on all fours and presses his lips against the shoes of his new mistress.
"Well. At least you were right about his obedience."
Nubia crosses her arms.
"A smart boy is still just a boy, but a docile boy can go a long way."
She grins at her best friend and holds her foot to Alex, who looks up to Tina, sees her nod and then kisses it as well.
"Alright, alright, get up, little Lex, we don't want to waste the whole recces with you grovelling. We'll meet after extracurriculars. I wouldn't want to miss deciding over your future after all!"
She grins and kisses him again, long, demanding until the bell ends the lunch break.
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Fox on the Road 4 - A sequel to Respite at the Inn
With a groan I get up, rummage trough my bag and pull out my second set of clothes. Nothing wrong with the leather pants and blouse, but I feel -- heated. Exited. Aroused. The short skirt and bodice befit my mood better. Arasadil clicks his tongue.
"Glad you brought that. You looked appetizing without revealing that much, too, but this... really suits you."
I feel myself blush as I hang my fire opal necklace around my neck, letting it rest on the naked skin of my deep neckline and follow the two into the common-room downstairs.
The room is large, bigger than the whole lower floor of the Inn of my village, and is buzzing with activity. People, conversations, shouts, even singing. So much going on...
"Pretty quiet in here", Daisy observes.
I stare at her in disbelief but then the elf nods and turns to the Innkeeper at the bar.
"Slow evening?"
The man grunts.
"It's a workday, what do you expect. Also, there's he new tavern down the block. Not an Inn, but they have drinks and claim to have a dryad waitress."
"A dryad?"
I blink in disbelief but Arasadil just giggles.
"Been there. It's just a petite naked woman with her skin painted green and some leaves and moss stuck in her hair and on her boobs and pussy. They'll come back here once they notice the ale is shite!"
The half ogre laughs, and the elf smiles. I look at them.
"Can we we go there? What if it Is a dryad?"
As we walk to a table, Arasadil chuckles.
"You can go wherever you want, we're your friends, not your guards. As for that tavern, though... I can assure you, no dryad has ever or will ever work for a human, let alone move from the woods to a town. You better avoid places that make such brash claims. At least until you have some more - experience in the world. I'm pretty sure they're not owned by trustworthy people."
"Oh..."
He laughs.
"Don't be disappointed, you've only moved a few miles from your home, little human. You can't expect to meet all the wonders of the world right here. This probably seems large and worldly to you, but... trust me. It is not. If you want to meet a dryad, I can introduce you to one, some day."
"Why would anyone want to meet dryad? All they ever talk about is plants and bees and birds, and light and water... They don' even fuck..."
Daisy sits down with a grunt.
"They don't..."
I lower myself to a chair. Arasadil sits across from me and smiles.
"Plant spirits. They are born when a new plant sprouts, so all the -- fornicating and procreating is done by their flora. Birds and bees. Not very exiting. They Can get friendly and do a -- fleshy being some favours. though, if they like them. But they don't take any pleasure from it other than the act of kindness rand friendship. Aren't physically equipped for carnal bliss."
I frown.
"That sounds like you know what you're talking about..."
The half ogre grins.
"He hooked up with a willow tree once. He'll fuck anything."
"I didn't fuck the tree, you oaf, only the tree's dryad!"
"Same thing. If you believe them, they are one with their plant."
"Well... Mabe... Technically. But trees don't have mouths, if you catch my drift. Or hands..."
"What about the singing trees of... "
"Even I would NOT hook up with an Actual tree! Well. Probably. A sexy little birch, maybe..."
They laugh and I can only stare and gulp at their conversation. They have So much experience to share. I feel like the third wheel. How long must I be in their company to feel like one of them and not just their past time and plaything?
"Evening. What would you like?"
I look up and stare at the serving maid. Her outfit is pretty similar to mine, I notice and feel a bit weird to be practically wearing my work uniform, even tough it is not really recognisable as such and I wear it because it makes me feel sexy. I stare at her - way too long and Arasadil begins to speak.
"What's on the menu, good girl?"
"Pork roast, trout soup, stew surprise."
"You're not going to tell us what's in the stew surprise, are you?"
"That's the surprise.
"Mhm. You like fish, Blaze?"
It takes me a second to notice he's talking to me.
"I... guess..."
There aren't many fish in the creeks of our village and we're far from the sea.
"Fish soup. And bread and cheese aplenty, we have an ogre to fill up!"
The maid grins grins at Daisy, pretty unimpressed like she gets to serve ogres every day.
"Half ogre", Daisy mumbles, but doesn't deny it. I've seen her eat. A lot. Soup probably won't do for her.
"And wine. The good one."
The elf smiles and the maid nods, leaving our table.
"That sounds fancy...", I can only comment, not even mentioning that he ordered our food for us. He grins.
"Your ideas of fancy are hopefully going to change. A lot when you see the world, little human."
The food arrives, Arasadil picks up his spoon after he filled his cup with wine and I follow his example. Daisy grabs her bowl of soup and chugs it like a small cup of water before taking the loaf of bread and the cheese and beginning what's apparently the main course for her. Arasadil simply hands me some pieces of the cheese and the bread he managed to break off for himself and me before the half ogre claimed the rest. Apparently he knows her appetite and her speed in satisfying it. I smile at him gratefully and begin to eat the soup - more than enough as a main course for my taste - dipping the bread and adding a bit of cheese from time to time. The soup is good -- I'm not used to fish but I might get to.
"Wait until you get to taste food from the sea. Such a variety. Oysters, mussels, lobster, fish eggs..."
"Alright, alright, I'm just a dumb girl from the country, but there's no need to mock me. You can't eat eggs from fish, how would you peel those?"
Daisy chuckles with a grumble. And I feel I'm still the butt of a joke despite having called out Arasadil's Obvious attempt to make a fool of me. I blush, hard, and mumble to myself. I love blushing for other reasons with these two, but not like this. Thank the gods, a distraction comes along. From a table at the far end of the common room that I had barley noticed. Only heard some loud and joyful noises. I have been quite sidetracked by everything in my head and the company of my two friends. A small figure approaches us - it takes me a few moments, but when they speak, I recognise them.
"Good evening, lass."
"Friend dwarf. Greetings."
I am a little uncertain what to do -- I hardly ever met new people in my old village, let alone so many of them that there had been a need to introduce them to each other. Arasadil takes over, so much more wordly than me.
"If our friend doesn't do it, let me introduce myself. My name is Arasadil, this is Gach'Brag. You've met our friend already, I presume."
The dwarf nods.
"Even though I seem to have forgotten her name..."
I blink, remembering now that I failed to introduce myself back then. Probably for the best, though, given how since then I have found a new name.
"Blaze."
The dwarf nods.
"And how did you meet our good friend, my lady?"
I stare at the elf -- did he just dare a guess as to the dwarf's gender or does he really know? I have no clue how he would, but he's met a lot more of their kind than me, I'm sure. And maybe elves can smell females? He surely smells a lot on me. Either he guessed right or he really knew - apparently he was correct. The dwarf smiles under their - her - thick beard.
"My name is... "
She utters a string of sounds I couldn't reproduce if I tried for weeks. Which she must be aware of.
"You can call me Cheeky. Pretty inaccurate translation, but the closest thing."
I nod gratefully.
"I had the pleasure of directing the young lady to this Inn some hours ago. Wanted to inquire if you arrived well. I assume these two are the friends you were looking for? Glad you found them."
I just nod.
"Yes. Thank you... Cheeky. I had a very... pleasant arrival..."
Daisy's low chuckle rumbles through the Inn and Arasadil grins broadly, making me blush again.
"Excellent. You do look good, too. Rosy cheeks. You seemed tired after your day's journey. Definitely revived yourself. Did you have nap?"
"Uh... no... I... ..."
"Blaze had an orgasm."
Arasadil offers the information without hesitation with a warm smile on his face. I stare at him wide eyed, my mouth hanging open.
"Wha..."
"Splendid."
The dwarf slaps my shoulder.
"Nothing like a good climax after a long dreary day to get the spirits up. I'm glad you're not one of those prudish humans only mating joylessly in the dark. There are so many of those."
"I... no... we... "
"We wouldn't burden ourselves with that type of human companion would we Gach'Brag?"
The elf looks at the half ogre and Daisy nods affirmatively.
"Wouldn't!"
"As a matter of fact, Blaze just left her cosy little village to learn the ways of he world. Meet new people. Have adventures. Fuck other species. Didn't you Blaze?"
I can only blink. Apparently I'm the only one shocked by those information about me handed out so generously, the dwarven woman seems to find it perfectly normal. I need to get myself together. I must seem like a countty bumpkin to her. Or worse - a typical human. I nod.
"Right. Yeah, Indeed. Jolly good. Hoho!"
What. Am. I. Saying? Cheeky grins at me.
"Would you three like to join us at our table?"
Arasadil looks to her, raising an eyebrow.
"Your friends wouldn't mind the company of an elf?"
Now Cheeky looks serious,
"Do You mind the company of dwarves?"
Arasadil shakes his head smiling.
"I have fought with dwarves in the Ogre Wars and met many I call friends ever since. And yet, I learned to never assume that old grudges don't..."
Cheeky slaps his shoulder now -- has to stand on her toes to do so.
"Old times are old times. I have thought that applies to the side of elves as well. I have travelled the world to further our causes, and build alliances for my people. Were not like the old folks hiding deep in their mines, dwelling on old tales of animosities."
"Good to hear"
The elf stands up, Dais follows his lead and so do I, walking over to the company of dwarves.
"Six companions? Your group is blessed."
Cheeky smiles at the elf's comment.
"You know our customs?"
"Seven whenever possible in a group, a homestead or a workplace - to honour the seven old dwarven gods of metal and stones."
Cheeky nods.
"Indeed. We are lucky to have been able to find seven for our current mission. Let me introduce you..."
Cheeky the dwarf utters a number of guttural words in her own language that the elf by my side acknowledges with nods. Does he actually speak dwarfish or is he just being polite? He did recognize her gender, so... Still, I will not remember any of that, let alone reproduce.
"Randy..."
I blink and look at the dwarf until I understand she translated her companion's names like she translated her own. Thank the Gods.
"Horny, Kinky..."
"Wait..."
"Naughty."
"Those are your names?"
She smiles at me broadly form her bearded face.
"Rough approximations, of course. Our real names carry a weight of hundreds of generations. But... there're also enhanced by a monicker given to us by our community when we became adults which reflects our nature the best. We usually limit the translation of our names to that one. The rest is -- hard to remember for non-dwarvish minds, even when translated to your tongue."
I nod.
"But... All of your monickers are... uhm.."
Cheeky laughs.
"When we form our bands of optimality seven, we naturally band together with dwarves... similar in nature and interest to our own, if possible."
She winks at me and I blush.
"I... see...."
"May I carry on?"
I nod and she points to the next dwarf at the table.
"Racy and Pervy."
I give a hopefully friendly and not too confused nod to everyone introduced.
"H...Hello, Ladi..."
I hesitate. It's likely that it's a mixed group - like with Cheeky, I cannot tell the gender of any one of them. I look over to Arasadil in the hope he takes over. He doesn't.
"Good evening, dwarven friends. I am Blaze Renard."
The name comes across my lips easier the longer I own it.
"Arasadil..."
The name is followed by a long string of silvery vowels floating in the air. I had no idea his name is longer. Too long for me to remember, which is why he didn't mention it to me, I assume. Like the dwarves, elves seem to have little faith in humans to be able to pronounce their language. Rightfully, I fear. He bows and the dwarves nod in acknowledgment. In varying degrees of friendliness, but none of them worse than indifferent. Apparently the elf's worries were unfounded. Old feuds seem not to bother this group,
"Gach'Brag!"
Daisy introduces herself without any formalities.
"An ogre?", one of the dwarves demands.
"Half. On my father's side!"
I see the dwarves relaxing a little. As much as they seem to accept elves, a full grown ogre in here might have become awkward. Just a little. Daisy's speech, her behaviour and restraint seem to settle their concerns, as well as her human and elven company, I believe. She doesn't seem intend on eating anyone. I chuckle, remembering how I feared she might, only yesterday. And how the only way she ate me was... quite entertaining.
Cheeky offers us chairs and we sit down at the already crowed table.
The maiden brings a round of ale to the cheers of the dwarves, agitated and joyful -- not drunk as such. From the little bit of experience I have with dwarves from the Inn in my little home town, it takes a lot more than human brewed ale to get dwarves drunk. But like most of their kind, they are eager to laugh, joke and sing. A hard working species, that also knows how to relax hard at the end of a day.
Daisy quickly warms up to them - human ale has as little effect on her half ogre physiology as it has on them - maybe mostly because of her massive size. Where the dwarves put the alcohol in their small compact bodies, I can only speculate.
Arasadil nips on his tankard -- not because he fears to get drunk - thinking about it, I am probably the only one in real danger of that at this non-human table -- but I assume because he prefers wine, from what I observed last evening. But he's polite in company, the dwarves invited us generously, so he obliges.
I take a swig -- it's good ale -- better than the one at my old Inn. I'd also prefer the wine I had yesterday. That was SO good, but I'm used to ale, though I mostly only drank it out of courtesy when a patron offered me one. With clear intentions, usually, that never came to pass, of course. I try to be careful of my intake of alcohol, despite working at an Inn I'm not used to too much. Not that I have anything to fear -- I am absolutely certain my new friends would only use my inebriation to the point were I want them to stop. Even though right now I can't think of a point were I would.
I giggle, to the amusement of Arasadil.
"Already tipsy little human?"
I raise an eyebrow, shake my head and take another sip.
The dwarvish group is excellent company. I have already experienced at my old Inn that dwarves, despite mostly being notorious for their rigid work ethics also know how to relax and enjoy well deserved time off. The know how to drink, to feast, and to sing. And my seven new little friends are no exception.
Cheeky teaches me Dwarvish songs -- phonetically, only, and judging by the reaction of the elf and the half ogre, it may be for the best I don't understand the words I'm singing. He chuckles amused, Daisy laughs her hollering belly laugh and the dwarves share knowing looks about the human woman singing their drinking songs. That are probably not just about drinking.
Time flies by -- I cannot remember having had so much fun in my entire life - I honestly can't remember having seen anyone ever having so much fun, despite working in an Inn. Most people in my old place have come there to get drunk alone or in small groups. It rarely looked like a party and more likely than not brawls broke out instead of singing. This is a way of spending a night drinking I was almost unaware of.
As the evening progresses, I become more and more friendly with my new - friends. I learned their names, despite feeling slightly dirty -- I still have no clue as to the gender of any of the seven other than Cheeky who has accepted the female pronouns from Arasadil without complaint - somehow the dwarves manage to never use any pronouns that would give me a hint. But the longer I know them, the less I care.
I notice them getting handsy. Publicly kissing is apparently completely normal as are wandering hands. I wonder if I could pick out genders from observing closely who makes out with who, but I lost orientation quickly. It seems everyone makes out with everyone, which -- isn't helping. My oldest friends on this table - that I know for a whole day now - Daisy and Arasadil are getting excited, too. I see them share a kiss before they both turn to the dwarf sitting next to each and start making out with them.
I gulp. Look around. This is getting quite raunchy for a public place. None of the other patrons seems to mind, though. Is this normal? For dwarves or anyone at this place? Nobody Ever tried anything like this in my old Inn, dwarves included. Just half a day from home, this world is -- so different. And then I feel a hand on my chest. Look down to my side into the face of a smiling dwarf. Randy. I breath in deep. Take another sip of ale. And smile back at them.
Arasadil was right, if unexpectedly frank. I left my village to explore the world. And sex in particular, after last night's -- enlightenment I experienced. There are Exactly zero reasons not to start here and now. I bend down a little to the dwarf's face. Their beard tickles but their lips are soft and their tongue daringly explores my mouth. I open it and return the favour, my hand wanders to their chest - I know they are equipped like humans under their clothes, but through the thick leather and metal of their utilitarian outfit I can feel no indication of breasts. I wander further, hearing them moan into my mouth and put my hand between their legs. Again - too much fabric, too thick to be sure.
I shrug internally. I have had sex with a female before, I'm sure I'll find out soon enough. Right now, their gender is the least of my worries. As I lean into Randy and kiss them hungrily and demandingly, I feel a tickle at the back of my neck. more beard, as soft dwarven lips kiss it, and firm hands reach around me, touching my boobs through my bodice. Unfair head-start, I think. And almost giggle. They sure know about my gender from the get go. Time to turn the table. I hungrily return the dwarf's kiss and try to fondle them as well as I can, but my hands cannot feel through the thick layer of leather and metal. Meanwhile their hand caresses my body, quickly finding their way under my pretty skimpy clothes.
I groan as a nimble finger finds its way under my skirt and into my wet and eager pussy, a thumb rubbing my clit. I try to open my eyes, look around. Kissing and making out is one thing, but I seriously begin to lose control - in this very public place. No one seems to pay us any attention though - or at least nobody minds. Is this a Big Town thing or just people's respect for dwarves? Surely never happened in our little village Inn.
I put a hand on their arm, half-heartedly resist, but Randy clearly knows, feels I don't mean it. They keep teasing me, rubbing me, penetrating my inner grotto.
My body, still heated from my recent self exploration in my friends' room quickly rises up again, approaching a climax real soon.
I bite my lip, try to restrain myself, suppress the orgasm, but I can't, as little as I can stop myself screaming loudly and banging my fists on the table when I do come.



Looking around -- yeah. That Did get noticed. Nobody seems to complain, though, the other guests either ignore us or stare at me with broad grins on their faces.
As does Arasadil.
"You must forgive our pet human. She's not accustomed to public displays of affection. She only just yesterday lost her virginity and seems to lack self control to just - play around."
I stare at him with a frown. Absolutely NO need to suddenly put me on the spot like this and reveal my whole two day sex life. Daisy just chuckles, but the dwarves smile friendly. And understanding.
"Humans are a weird species, aren't they, friend elf? So repressed, so full of energy and then so often so undisciplined in harnessing it."
The dwarves nod knowingly and I feel myself blush to the old dwarfs analysis of my species - and me, for I feel I fit perfectly into their description.
"Maybe we should repair to a more private place for some more -- interspecies lessons", the elf proposes and the dwarves bang their tankards in agreement. As does Daisy. I gulp. I am not exactly being asked myself. but I assume, my premature orgasm in public counts as agreement, too. Feels like it to me. I look into Arasadil's eyes.
"Relax. You'll like it. Your first real orgy! With dwarves! Always a good choice."
To be continued upstairs....
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12:30 -- 1:30 pm Biology (Ms. Johnson)
In their first class together since Tina took him under her wings, Alex of course sits next to her now. Deep inside, he would love to sit on her lap as he did in the cafeteria, but of course he would also die from the attention that would bring them. Thank Goddess she's too classy for that. Not too classy though to wink at him or put her hand on his thigh from time to time. In cheerful anticipation, it seems, as today's topic is...
"Orgasms!", Ms. Johnson proclaims from the front of her classroom, her full D-Cups breasts slightly jiggling as she chuckles, watching the faces of her students. The males, mostly, Alex assumes. Women are mature and confident enough to talk about such thing with grace, it's the males' reactions that reach from a giggle behind him to open mouthed awe as they learn about today's topic.
"You all had one or two, I presume."
The brunette teacher smiles. Alex thinks that more than one student - male and female -- might have had one with her in mind. She's one of the hottest, sexiest teachers at this school, mid thirties, buxom, highly confident and smart. She has been in his dreams as well and if he was allowed to masturbate without woman present he might as well do it with her image in his mind.
"But what makes an orgasm and above all -- how different are they? From person to person, but particularly from male to female? You've all witnessed one of the other sex as well as had one yourself, I assume."
Nods and murmured confirmations.
"Good. I'd hate to teach boys who haven't learned their basic job yet. Or women who don't know how to properly play with a male."
Chuckles from the classroom as she smiles.
"So -- how would you describe the other sex's orgasms?"
Silence for moments. Then a female voice.
"Messy."
Female chuckles. Embarrassed male silence.
"Indeed. Quite messy. That alone is a very good reason to limit the amount of male orgasms to a minimum, I'd say. All that jizz."
Nodding among the women and a few laughs.
"But to be serious -- we all know males should be kept on a short leash when it comes to - coming, but the messiness isn't really the main reason, yucky as it is. Any ideas what is?"
Tina raises her voice.
"They get totally weak."
"Yes. Good Point, Ms. Harding, the female body and mind are strong, capable for long lasting, forceful multiple orgasms. And they usually invigorate us, energize us, make us better. Males on the other hand... "
She sighs.
"One short burst and not only is it over for a long while, they also practically shut down. Like that little spurt of cum took everything they had out of them."
"It probably did!"
A woman next to Alex proposes, making the teacher nod.
"You might say so. That weird focus on that one squirt - like it's all they're capable of or useful for - is one of the big reason modern day science assumes that nature has, indeed, not really intended men to be more than servicing creatures, fulfilling their limited purposes, while women with their higher brain capacities and physical abilities take care the important businesses of society. But back to simple biology. Any other differences?"
A pretty platinum blonde raises her hand.
"I think -- from my experience at least -- male orgasms are pretty boring, really."
The teacher looks ate her encouragingly.
"Define boring."
"Well, it's... I mean, they're just... a little bit of pumping and grunting and a short spasm and that's it. Not only do most of them come after a few minutes if you don't make sure they last longer somehow, but also -- it's almost like they only have one type of orgasm that only lasts a few seconds and really is mostly about their cocks instead of a real orgasm."
Ms. Johnson nods.
"Let's not say 'real' -- just because a male orgasm isn't as intense or fulfilling or spiritual or graceful or satisfying or meaningful doesn't mean they're not real. In a way. They're just -- less important. Less valid. Negligible."
Some boys squirm uncomfortably in their seats. Their teacher speaks what they all deep inside know. Alex has gotten to a point were he can admit them to himself, thanks to his mother's discipline, but hearing is said out loud so blatantly stings a little. Like it does all men. Not because they think they deserve better - they all know they don't. Women are stronger, more important, of course their orgasms are far superior, too. But males all have a spot inside where they feel -- hollow. Empty. They know a female orgasm is giving sex a purpose and meaning they all will never experience or even fully understand.
"Just from a biological standpoint, the facts are clear - the penis glans, most sensitive part of a male body, has about 3,000 nerve endings - compared to the 10,000 in the clitoris alone plus an almost countless number all over the female genitals and her whole body. It's obvious who mother nature gifted with the ability to feel deep, meaningful bliss and who is just granted a pale imitation of true sexual pleasure to keep their pathetic libido working. The female orgasm is the peak of spiritual and biological existence. Everything in nature - everything in womankind in particular - is meant to praise it. Therefore it is your female right and privilege to use men to that purpose as you see fit. Do not let men focus on that pathetic excuses for an orgasm they experience. Their bodies, minds, soul - should they have souls - and their cocks service womankind.
"Male orgasms are secondary. Almost accidental. You can use them to motivate men, but never give them the impression they're important. They're never the point of sexual encounters, only a by-product at best."
Knowing nods, among the women. And among the men. No use denying it.
"Now. That's all very theoretical. As we stated, all of you have seen the difference between the sexes' orgasm, but have you ever really watched it? Observed. It's important to have a scientific view of it. Once in a while. For that, need two volunt..."
Before Ms. Johnson can finish the sentence, Tina grabs Alex's arm and raises his and hers together. He stares at her with open eyes, perplexed. He has no idea what the teacher needs volunteers for, but he would not have come forward. He does what he is told, diligently. But he's never been so brazen to take the initiative like that. The new woman in his life surely pushes his limits.
"Ms. Harding. Alex? Did I miss something between the two of you?"
Giggles from the classroom -- male and female this time. Word of mouth has been making rounds.
"Alright, come to the front, you two. "
A smiling Tina, pulling a more than nervous looking Alex with, her moves to the front of the large classroom to the cheers of the other women. The males remain mostly quiet, looking at each other. Mixed gender show and tells rarely tend to make the male look good, be it just because the woman is always smarter or because he often mostly serves as comic relief.
Ms. Johnson looks at her female student - Alex is not addressed, but assumed to do what is expected.
"Tina, I need you two to get undressed."
The woman nods, smiles and slips out of her school uniform, then nods towards her new protege. Nudity like sex is of course no taboo and perfectly casually accepted in this world, clothes accentuate the body and emphasise it instead of hiding it, so she has no problem with this. Neither should Alex - even less so, really. The male body's purpose is to service women, anywhere, anytime. False modesty is a highly frowned upon behaviour.
So of course he does what he is told without hesitation, but he cannot suppress his faster beating heart, and a slight flush. He has been naked in front of his schoolmates a number of times: changing rooms, sexual services for random women, female fellow students just telling him to strip for the entertainment value of it. Still -- this feels -- slightly different. As everything he does with the new woman in his life. She's seen him naked, approved of his physique and particularly his penis, small as it is, but this still feels like a first time, giving him butterflies in is stomach. Alex wonders if this is what love feels, but is interrupted in his musings by his teacher.
"Alright. As you may have guessed, this show and tell is all about the male versus the female orgasm. You've all seen it, but I bet you never took the time to study it, probably because you were all quite -- distracted at the time, right?"
Giggles from the classroom -- male and female.
"So I'm going to have our two volunteers masturbate for you now..."
Alex gulps. Again -- nothing much out of the ordinary for male to be used as a demonstration object, but still...
"And I want you to look closely, focus on both and take notes about what you all notice."
Screens are activated to takes notes on as the teacher nods to the students,
"Aright. I assume you don't need any extra -- motivation? I can see You don't..."
Her eyes wander down to Alex's little dick. In the last minutes it has grown hard -- despite this situation being -- a little different and a little weird, he can rely on that: being watched and judged as a sex object by a group of strong, confident women will always make his little wiener hard.
After a fraction of a second of hesitation, Alex's right hand eventually moves to it. He furiously begins pumping it -- that's how he thinks of it at least. Realistically, it lacks the size to allow for actual up and down movement of his hand, so it's more like a kneading. Furiously kneading, though - it's rare that a woman of authority allows -- let alone orders - a boy to put his own pleasure first. "First" is not a man's place in this society after all.
So he ceases the opportunity with a tinge of guilt. The conditioning to always - Always - put a woman first sits deep. But this is for science, and Ms. Johnson takes apparent pleasure from this little experiment, smiling at the sight of him wanking his peepee. So it's alright.
Tina smiles, as well.
"I don't need motivation, either. I'll just remember how I used my little man yesterday..."
Giggles from the classroom -- Alex hesitates for a moment. If his face wasn't flushed from jerking off already, he would blush now. Deeply. He never got a comment like this. He never considered himself much of a masturbation material for grown, strong women. He dares to look over to the woman he has fallen for over the last 24 hours. She is stroking her arms, her neck, her belly, her thighs. While Alex is furiously and excitedly wanking his dick, she has not even touched her breasts. Her nipples are standing up hard and erect now, a sight making Alex almost lose control already.
He stops for a second, takes a deep breath. His mother taught him techniques to slow down, pace himself. It works - kinda - when he's with a woman. Not Too well, he has to admit, stamina will never be his strong side. At least when it comes to his cock, but of course he knows how to make up for it.
When masturbating though, it takes all his effort to show restraint. When it is an explicit edging session - his Mom has done a few of those, her mere presence and dominating looks helped, but in a situation like this...
He feels the classroom getting restless -- he has to continue, this is a show and tell, after all so he again starts kneading his wiener and move his fist as far up and down as he can. He hears Tina sighing softly as one hand slides down her butt and one up against her breast, but his own groaning and grunting gets louder. He puts his other hand around his balls -- sometimes squeezing them off helps, but not today, really. With a grunt, his face contorts into and ugly grimace, and he shoots a small, unimpressive load of mostly clear thin cum onto the floor in front of him.
A look at the clock on the wall tells him he hasn't even been at it for two minutes. He flushes, embarrassed, but sees his teacher grin. Apparently she not only excepted but wanted this result for her presentation.
His eyes move to Tina, just now, she is beginning to touch her hard nipples, massaging her breasts, her eyes closed, her mind directed all on herself, her moans getting louder. Alex feels his cock twitch again already. As fast a shooter as he is, he does get hard quickly. He knows he will present another tiny boner to the class before this is over and watches her with great focus.
As Tina's hand finally slides between her legs after more than five minutes, her face becomes softer, her expression kinder, her moans louder but also melodic. No comparison to his brutish grunts. She spreads her legs to the classroom, allowing her classmates a good look at the glistening lips under her trimmed blonde bush as she touches her swollen clit. The class has fallen silent, reverent, respectful. A female - and of course only a female - orgasm is something sacred, the basis of all social interactions and the foundation of the modern society. Everyone knows to honour and cherish it. It takes almost ten more minutes for the woman's moans to grow ecstatic, her to lean her ass against the table, let her fingers slip inside, while the other hand caresses her breasts and she comes, loud, sweet, blissful. Her orgasm lasts about a minute -- and Alex feels that pang of jealousy that sometimes gets him. His whole masturbation was almost over in the time her climax lasts and his orgasm took about five seconds. Women are so much more graceful. And their reward from nature is an orgasm beyond compare.
Eventually she opens her eyes, smiles, licks her lips. Her face glows, her whole body radiates -- she has become more beautiful than ever during this show and tell. Alex knows the same dose NOT apply to him. Their teacher puts a hand on the woman's shoulder and kisses her lips gently.
"Well done, sister. Thank you for your gift to the group."
Tina smiles back and then winks at Alex. Nobody is under the impression that His contribution was a gift to anyone.
"So -- what did you notice class?"
"Apart from the obvious that Alex is a fast shooter?", a female student chuckles
"That also is a valid observation. And it's not just Alex, to be fair. Some men have a bit more -- control over their pathetic dicks but most... If you let them do what they want without supervision they will just shoot as fast as possible. The male body is just too weak, to ill equipped to provide a long, truly fulfilling orgasm like the female is. Nature made them baby juice squirting machines, their pleasure is really secondary. Anything else?"
"He was so - ugly!"
This some from a boy -- making the females giggle. They of course know perfectly well how males look while coming, but to some boys themselves it comes as a surprise.
"In what way, Toby?"
"That face he made..."
The teacher smiles, too, now.
"Don't assume you look any more appealing when you come, young men. You men are ALL ugly in that moment. Which, as you noticed, does not apply to women. Women come gracefully -- no matter how hard they come, even in the face of the most ground shaking orgasm, we keep our natural beauty. And usually enhance it. You do look really pretty, when you come, Tina."
Tina smiles gracefully.
"You really do", Alex can't help but burst out.
His teacher raises an eyebrow as to this uninvited comment but lets it slide. It amused the class, making them whoo -- it's quite obvious he is infatuated.
"Alright -- anything else?"
"The boy went right to the little dick."
"Indeed he did."
Ms Johnson nods.
"Another clear sign the male body is significantly inferior. The number of erogenous zones is pitifully low. You can find some if you really try hard - not worth the effort, really, if you ask me, because essentially this..."
She moves toward Alex and pinches his now re-erect cock...
"... is really all there's to it. The female body can create pleasure in So many ways, almost countless, every part becomes a beacon of sexual sensations -- of course you ladies know it, but I highly recommend the boys to take notes. You have a tendency to project your own physical inadequacies onto women and stampede straight to the clitoris when a woman grants you the privilege to please her. Which of course is a good and effective way, if that's what she wants but when you have time, explore the female body. It's a canvas of almost unlimited possibilities. Not like your own patheticly numb bodies that focus all your inferior pleasure on that little slap of meat between your legs."
Alex notices the boys do take notes and he reminds himself to update his, too. He didn't get the impression Tina had any reason to complain -- and after all she did order him around all evening yesterday, so there wasn't much he could have done differently, but he really hopes he will eventually get enough leeway to explore her immaculate body and find all of her soft spots and erogenous zones. He did take some good mental notes what she liked to caress during her masturbation.
"Anything else?"
Silence.
"Well, you got the most important points. class, Well done.
"To summarize: The male orgasm is a pathetic, short, messy burst, easy to trigger, easy to forget. Nature did not equip men with the tools it takes to achieve and envoy a full orgasm, worthy to be called that, the way that females do, which is a clear proof that the female body, mind, soul -- in short the satisfaction of the female being, of feminity as a whole is what this whole act, our whole society and the whole universe is really aimed at. The female orgasm is the end all for a good reason. It is the key element of all social interaction, conflict solution and cooperation. Female orgasms keep the world together, males ones just make babies. That's why women are superior and males serve."
Nodding from the class, everyone, regardless of gender. It is of course in no way a new lesson, it's the core element of all education in this world. But seeing a practical example of how the world works obviously impressed the students. The little voice in the heads of many a male doubting the status quo have little to no chance in the face of such overwhelm evidence.
The bell rings and the two students in front of the class slip into their flimsy clothes. As the rest leaves, Ms. Johnson enters an A+ for Tina and a B for Alex into her notepad. And nods approvingly to her students.
"Well done. Tina. And you too, Alex. Within your limitations, of course. A male orgasm will never be worthy of an A."
She smiles as the boy nods and leaves the classroom behind his new leading woman.
"We'll meet after the extracurriculars for the appointment with Ms. Marsters", Tina informs him.
"I'll pick you up if I can, but if I'm not there when you're done and mine takes longer I expect you to show up straight at my classroom and wait until I'm done!"
"Of course, Ms Tina."
Alex nods -- as if he had any interest in going anywhere else than to where she waits for him.
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[A sequel to "Respite at the Inn" and "Blaze Reynard & the 7 dwarves"]
After catching up on her new friends - Daisy the half-ogre and Arasadil the elf - and encountering a company of dwarves, our dashing heroine experiences another night of depravity.
My steps are a little shaky as I walk up the stairs to the room -- half walk, half being carried may be more like it. Thank the gods for my supervising friends. The dwarves, strong as they are, could have probably just carried me off to their room like a shot deer. I giggle.
"Oh dear, me poor deer..."
To the confusion of Arasadil and Daisy, who both have one of my arms around their shoulder in support.
"She Really can't hold much!"
The half-ogre and the elf nod with a smile.
"She may have to take it down a notch or get used to it, we don't want her to only have full on sex in a state of drowsiness. She may not even remember half of it by tomorrow."
"I 'member everythin' from last night very well, Ardas... Adasra..."
Stumbling over the unfamiliar elven word I sigh.
"Right, new rule -- I'll only bed you when you can pronounce my name!"
"No Fair! Too hard."
I look at him wide eyed.
"Don't worry, the rule will start to be applied tomorrow."
He winks at me.
"Well. I'll still have Da... "
I gulp as the half-ogre woman stares at me and remember her rule about using her birth name in public,
"Gack'br... Fuck..."
Both chuckle loudly, following the dwarves into their room. I shortly wonder why, their room - our room - is supposed to be the best in the house, but when I enter through the dwarves' door I see why. The room is smaller but the bed is huge, practically filling the whole floor space. The One bed.
"Are you... all sleeping in..."
I try to vocalize my thoughts. One of the dwarves is ahead of me.
"Dwarf companies are close. As close as you get. Your company has separate beds?"
"I..."
The room last night had one bed - so does today's.
"I guess we don't..."
"We definitely don't, little human."
The elf winks at me and I giggle as he shoves me into the dim room and I fall onto the bed. Not much else I can do in it, small as the room is.
It's comfortable -- not quite as soft as the luxury beds in the bedrooms my friends rent, but better than my straw filled mattress at ho... in my old home.
I lay back, close my eyes. I feel cosy and relaxed. If my body wasn't also flooded with lust and excitement, I might fall asleep right now, but I'm not left alone long enough for that.
I open my eyes to see he dwarves throwing off their leather and metal clothes, dropping them to the floor. Surprisingly smoothly. Of course they're practised in it, but I wouldn't have known where to start to find an opening in the harnesses. Not in my state, for sure. I giggle and watch.
I have always wondered what they look like under them. All dwarves are stout and bulky enough to let them look alike in their armour-like garments, but I am surprised to see how little their bodies differ from human ones. The females around me are a little more full bodied than the average human relative to their size, but that's not fat. Their bodies seem stacked with muscles -- not well defined trained biceps and abs like the soldiers in my village so often liked to show off, more like the hardened roundness of the woodchucks -- the bodies of people who are strong because they work hard. And have handed that trait down to their children for generations. But their breasts are well shaped, too, the hips broad.
They are clearly female, now that they're naked, despite their beards -- the four of them that are women, Cheeky among them, as is the grey haired dwarf - Kinky? - who seemed to me to be their leader.
The other three are men, clearly: Randy, closest to me, which makes me giggle -- he was only the second man to make me come and only now do I find out he Is a man. I sigh as I see his cock. Human like; softer and floppier and darker than Arasadil's, more like my friend's back home, but bigger. I squint my yes, assuming an optical illusion and it only looks bigger on a smaller body.
I lean in and look at it closer, take it into my hand -- to the laughter of the dwarves surrounding us and the chuckles of my two friends.
"Well, look who found her courage."
The half-ogre grins at me and I wave her off.
"That's -- Huge! So much bigger than humans..."
The so aspired Randy sighs.
"Why do humans always draw conclusions about others from their own oh so limited experiences with their own species? Human cocks are among the smallest of all sentient species."
I look at him aghast.
"They are?"
I look up to my first lover and the elf nods.
"Definitely. Not that there's anything wrong with it, but yes, humans are usually quiet perplexed when they figure that out. Especially males. They're so proud of their... well. Wait - how would you even know about human cocks, my little one? You told me yesterday you never saw one..."
I blush and giggle.
"I may have had my own adventures since then."
"After we left you? In one day?"
I grin and turn my attention back to the dwarven cock in my hand.
"Struck a goldmine it seems.."
Aras giggles looking at Daisy. Who laughs with a rumble.
"I knew she's a wild one."
I feel myself blush, massively flattered. My exploits surely can't compare to theirs. Or to those of anyone in this room, judging by the speed and decisiveness this orgy is taking shape -- but I feel honoured to be considered worthy. I am doing my best after all.
I cradle the huge dwarven cock in ma hand, grab the balls with my other.
Suddenly, I feel a tickle between my legs, see a chock of grey and white hair as I look down, and gasp as I realize the dwarf elder is going down on me. I close my eyes - her tongue is amazing on my clit, doing miracles to me -- a heat wave running through me after just a few moments -- I know dwarves live a lot longer than humans, an elder among them must have centuries of experience. Noticeable! Moaning, I try to focus on the cock in front of me, bite my lips and take it between them to distract myself -- I feel I could come in heartbeats if I fully surrender to the dwarf's caresses. Which wouldn't be too bad, I know from last night an orgasm doesn't have to end a fucking, but I don't want to seem ungrateful. I already got one, after all. And I'm the only one who did, so I don't want to come before I...
I clench my fists and groan as the wave crashes over me and breaks and I come for the second time tonight by a dwarf's caresses.
Damn. So much for that altruist goal.
Randy pops his cock out of my mouth with a grin -- I hardly had the chance to deal with it but it's rock hard and ready for more. He nods to his elder and takes her place between my legs, rubbing his solid cock against the entrance of my dark mine, while Kinky raises from the bed. I reach out for her pussy
"Let me thank you!"
But she shakes her head with a smile.
"Later, dear, we have all night. I learned patience, let the younger ones experience your fire first."
She taps another female dwarf on the shoulder and the woman comes crawling to me on the wide mattress, crouches over my face as Randy's large shaft enters my cave.
I feel myself stretch around him. Such a wonderful feeling -- he's only the second male ever to enter my pussy.
Well. Only. If it hadn't been for my mother's more open education about men and women and I'd have gotten all my rules about this from the priest and most men in the village, anything More than One cock would be a clear way to go into the freezing realm of the God of Dusk in the afterlife. I'm doomed.
I giggle. Then again, I'm sure they wouldn't approve of me choosing a non-human for my first man... so I was doomed anyway, I guess. No reason to stop now.
I groan, interrupting my musings as the second cock in my tight pussy's life pushes deeper, and deeper, until I feel the dwarf's ball touch my skin and he enters me fully. It's shorter than Arasadil's but thicker - a lot - making me feel full in a slightly different way than I felt last night. I can't wait to get to know more ways to feel full!
Randy lies on top of me, his face just reaching up to my nipples -- I'm not the tallest human, but a dwarf's mouth in this position is just on the right height to caress my breasts. Which he does, eagerly, kissing and gently biting. I giggle and close my eyes, enjoying the sensation running through my body.
But I don't have much time to do so lazily. There are seven dwarves after all and they all seem eager to get to know me. Cheeky smiles at me, as she moves to my face and wordlessly crouches over it...
Given how I didn't have the slightest idea just yesterday what to do in a situation like this, I find myself getting to work very easily. And eagerly.
I have had some -- weird feelings for some of the girls in my old village. Feelings that I now - with the full range of experiences of a whole day as a slut -- very proudly identify as sexual attraction. But how would I have known what do with them? Love between people of the same gender is nothing to be ashamed of.
The two men banished from the village after getting caught in the barn doing things nobody wanted to talk to me about some years ago, the women bathing together in the creek close to our little part of its banks where I could see -- watching them touch each other and getting closer than I have ever seen women in public - all that just glimpses into a world even the priest just hinted at about when condemning it in the temple.
But last night I have learned about what two females can do for one another. By the rough and the sensual love of a half-ogre, that felt so good. And by being invited to return the favours - which actually felt even better. I loved kissing her, licking her, making her moan and writhe and then come all over my face.
Now that the dwarven pussy lowers down to my face, I lick my lips in happy anticipation. I love cock a LOT -- but I also very much enjoy pleasing women. I have no word for what that makes me. I'm sure I can learn one -- or a couple. If I actually find the nerve to ask my friends. But I don't need words to know it's right. If the priest is correct and the Gods forbid this - Fuck his gods. There Must be a deity out thee who knows how good this feels. This IS bliss!
I stick out my tongue and begin to lick the wet lips hanging over my face. I hear a moan of pleasure from above that makes me swell with pride. I love making others happy, I have found out about myself.
The dwarf bends forward and lowers her hips down even more to present me her swollen pink clit that peeks out of its sheath demandingly. For a brief second I muse on how much all humanoid species seem to be similar - differences in size and texture aside, all cocks I have encountered so far basically worked the same, were aroused in the same way, even though humans are the least impressive of the bunch. And this clit seems very similar to the one I got to meet yesterday. Smaller, pink instead of green -- a lot more like my own I gather. And her lips, too. They are less protruding, less swollen, and of course, also pink like mine and not green. They taste different -- earthy. A little like pine, whereas my half ogre lover's were muskier, more tart, with a note of game. I wonder what my own juices taste like -- I only got a whiff of them on the lips of my lovers last night.
I need to find the courage to have closer look at myself soon! But for now, my curiosity focuses on dwarven genitals as I close my lips around the swollen button and suck it... I can barely take in anything around me, other than what is right ahead -- and inside - of me. I try to focus on the lips I caress, but the dwarf cock is So nice in me - big and solid, pumping my pussy - and makes it really hard to multitask.
I hear Arasadil talk to the seven in the sonorous language of the dwarves -- their amusement and looks tell tell me I'm the topic of conversation. I throw myself into my task and hear the dwarven woman sitting on my face moan in appreciation, wrap my legs around the strong body between my legs. Let them talk if they got nothing better to do.
Eventually They do though. No matter how interesting watching a well used human woman may be to my friends, it's not match for a proper orgy!
I focus my attention back to the lips and the clit above me and am rewarded with sweet and salty juices gathering between the lips, lick them up eagerly -- I love the taste of pussy as much as I love cock. I have become quite a huge fan of both in one day.
Now I feel lips and tongues on my nipples, teasing me, tickling them and moving all over my body, my skin feels as sensitive as never before, sending shivers through me. The pumping of the cock into my wet and hungry pussy goes on, gaining speed, fucking me harder and faster, making me moan desperately into the pussy above me and it takes me very little time to feel the biggest wave yet build up inside me, growing, expanding until one particularly hard push hits that spot deep inside of me that I only know since last night and pushes me over the edge.
I moan into the soft lips I'm caressing, and feel the body on top of me writhe, infected by my passion, as if I sent a bolt of energy straight from the cock in my cunt into the pussy of the dwarf woman. We come together, screaming, and as my pussy clenches around the cock pushing me over the edge, I feel it pulsate, twitch and squirt hot goo into my wet grotto, hear the dwarven man grunt and scream. I fall back onto the soft mattress and as the dwarf slides off of my face, bends down to me and kisses my lips, wet with her own juices, I get the first real chance in a while to look around.
My friends have joined the dwarven orgy. I feel a slight pang of jealousy, then have to giggle at my own silliness. We aren't married I cannot except them to only ever enjoy my company, just because they were my first. Especially when the choices are so plentiful ans I myself am busy being - dwarfed...
They wouldn't just sit and wait for their turn with my while I'm having fun.
Daisy is riding a male dwarf. She is so much bigger than him that I fear she could break him, but then again dwarves are enduring and strong. Probably no danger there. As she bends forward, I see another male dwarf behind her and gasp. There's no other explanation than that he's about to enter her - rear gate... And despite all my newly found experiences, That idea is still -- more than bizarre to me.
I quickly avert my eyes and turn to Arasadil who's on all fours close by. Then my eyes widen as I realise that behind him kneels another dwarf also a male! His hands around the elf's hips, grinding his groin against the much taller man's ass... Which can mean nothing else but that his butt, like the half-ogre's is - is quite busy being penetrated by a male member. I blink. I Have heard about such acts, imagined them at night in my bed. Of course I only ever heard of them in hushes or derogatory tones. According to the priest This is the straightest and fastest way to the Dusk Realm. But both Arasadil and the dwarf male clearly enjoy it. Very much. Obviously my priest's ideas of sin and pleasure are not fitting into my new life anymore. I promised myself to forget them. Fast.
This can't be bad if all consent and all enjoy. Can it?
No. I gulp and sit up on the bed.
Randy has moved toward the threesome, gently touching my elvish friend and is now taking the woman's place at his mouth. And Arasadil doesn't stop a second when shifting from sucking a juicy dwarven pussy to swallowing a semi hard dwarven cock. The women so replaced crawls towards me and sits next to me. Apparently noticing my expression, she chuckles and puts an arm around my shoulder.
"Never seen males going at it?"
I shake my head.
"You humans. So -- repressed. It's a miracle you manage to have enough sex to reproduce. You Do enjoy playing with a woman, though?`"
I nod.
"Good. It's all just like the Gods created us."
She presses her lips against mine -- her beard tickles my nose. and I sink back into the soft mattress. Soon we're joined by two more dwarves, a male and a female, the female shoving her head between my legs starting to lick me, while the male bends my kissing partner over and begins to roughly fuck her.
I come again after a short time and from that moment on everything blurs into a tapestry of lust: moans, screams, grunts, hard cock, wet pussies, soft tits, muscular chests and firm asses. I fully lose track of how often I come, certainly of how often I make others come - only the green skinned pussy and the pale long cock of my teammates stand out somewhat when I get to use them, in my mouth, and my quivering cunt, but really we're all just a writhing mass of sweating, moaning flesh on the soft bed, covered in juices I hungrily devour whenever I can.
I don't fall asleep - or faint - like I did last night. I guess I'm getting practised as an all night slut. At least until the dawn lights up the room and everyone loses energy eventually. The pumping and sucking and grinding slows down, becomes lazier, my body aches and burns from countless orgasms, and hours of physical activity. Eventually the seven dwarves, the half ogre, the elf and the human girl, all combined in a pile of flesh - pink and white, and brown and green - and moisture, sweat, cum, spit and pussy juice, come to a rest, dicks softening, pussies closing; heartbeats slowing down, synchronizing, and I for one fall into the deepest sleep, my head on soft dwarven breasts, dreaming of cunts and cocks.
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Series Disclaimer
In an alternate world where humans have more in common with the mild mannered, female lead Bonobos than with our brutish, male centred chimpanzee relatives, a young boy grows into a useful, productive male, lead by the strong women in his life.
This is an ongoing series. As there has apparently been some confusion in the comments as to what this is all about -- if you find the description enticing, it is recommended to start reading it at part one.
If not -- then not.
This in particular builds on part 4 (yesterday's extracurricular activity). Like it, it is a little interjection with no influence to the plot. You may skip it, but if not, reading the predecessor first is recommended.
1:45 pm -- 3:00 pm Extracurricular Activity -- Drama Club (Mr. Benson)
"I don't know, I just don't get it!"
Alex looks up from Romeo's dick, hanging out. He's finding it hard to take his eyes off of it -- despite knowing women don't care that much for size, he can't suppress his petty male jealousy of everyone bigger than him.
So, most men, really. But at least the boy playing Romeo is not very smart. Not like him. Alex smiles, then lowers his yes in shame.
Pride. Another petty male weakness.
"What exactly don't you get this time?"
Mr. Benson sighs.
"Why would Juliet's mother even care? She's a woman, she's smart. Juliet should be in a Communal Education Center, learning for life, not around her Mom's feet who wants to 'test' the boys she picked..."
"We've been through this, that's the comedy. Absurdist accentuation. In Hathaway's time, there were retrograde movements to bind daughters closer to their family groups, despite the natural order of only boys growing up close to their mothers. And that's the point - all the mess-ups and misunderstandings that make Juliet and Romeo a comedy -- one of the most famous ones - stems from the fact that Juliet didn't take the natural way of separating from her mother and getting to pick her own boy toy freely. So naturally, the culmination, in which everything is solved, is one huge pile up. Being a comedy, one without relevant loses."
Romeo giggles
"Alex loses his cock."
"The removal of Mercutio's wiener after the liar revealed scene is one of the comedic highlights of world literature. Hathaway's genius comes out in elevating the usual kick in the balls as punishment for insolent males in low brow common comedy to a surgical removal. It shocked contemporary audiences while at the same time triggering laugher, seeing men suffer for their own stupidity. Catharsis! That's comedic refinement at its best. As I said -- nothing of importance is lost, our genitals as males serve female pleasure only, anyway, as we all know. Therefore -- comedy."
Romeo nods.
"I guess"
Clears his throat and continues.
"Thy pin's too small Mercutio, my mistress's mother will not overlook how little my reputation is matched by your reality."
Alex grabs his dicklet, hanging freely from pulled down tights.
"Dear friend, you know my talents well, t'will not come to her desiring my prick once my tongue does ancient magic to enchant her well."
"But if she does -- thou knowst how harsh and just the women of this noble city punish lying men."
"Rest calm, Romeo, nothing will go wrong, our roosters are safe! But now your Juliet has demanded to see you, like her mother did, you can't be at two places, so this is the way."
*Commotion stage right, Exit Romeo stage left.*
Alex pulls up his hood and breeches, covering both his face and his small penis so none of them gives him away.
"'tis you, young boy? The one my daughter claims as hers?"
"'tis I, Romeo."
"You are smaller than I pictured you. Why don't you show your face or cock to me, boy?"
"Your daughter thinks well enough of my value without such mere appearances."
"Well then. Thou knowst what thou art here for!"
Lady Capulet raises her skirt, Alex goes down on his knees and lets his tongue play over the woman's moist lips and swollen clit. Mr Benson originally intended to have the sex acts simulated to take some pressure off of the boys, but the actresses insisted on a realistic production, and of course a woman's will is a male's command, even if he's a teacher.
Alex doesn't mind -- on the contrary, he sucks the clit that engorges under his caresses eagerly and slides a finger into his acting partner's pussy, feeling her wetness, hearing her moans and pants as he does his best to make her come as quickly as possible. It's the central scene of the play, but Mr. Benson doesn't want it to take too much time. Thankfully, Juliet's mother is easily excitable and Alex, despite only just beginning to realize it, highly skilled and talented in the art of cunnilingus. After few minutes, the female student comes screaming, squirting into Alex's mouth who swallows it with delight. He loves rehearsing this scene. Much more than his castration, for sure.
Lady Capulet catches her breath, pats his head and finally finds her line.
"Well done, little Romeo, well done. I can see my daughter's reasons for choosing you and shall approve of you as her toy."
She pulls him up and kisses him on the mouth, passionately. Not in the script, she improvised that the first time Alex made her come on stage and thankfully, Mr. Benson allowed to leave it in. He knows a generous woman when he sees one and is not so strict to deprive Alex of his reward for services well performed. Not that he really could stop a female student from taking what she wants from a boy.
"Excellent. Well done!"
The teacher applauds.
"We're almost ready -- ahead of schedule, I'm very proud of you all. See you tomorrow for..."
"Mr Benson? We'd like to talk to you and Romeo about - the next scene!"
With a grin, the student playing Juliet's mother interrupts their teacher and Juliet nods.
"Ah. Yes. Sure..."
Mr. Benson clears his throat, looks at Rome who blushes and lowers his eyes.
"Meet me on the stage then, you three. The the rest can go home now."
Alex gulps, knowing full well what they're likely going to - talk about and hurries behind the stage to change his clothes, then walks out and looks around.
Tina isn't anywhere to see, looks liker her Debating Club took longer. As ordered, he walks out to the hall and hurries towards the room where his new mistress surely awaits him already.
When he enters, his cock starts twitching immediately - still aroused from the rehearsal that only brought his acting parter an orgasm, the sound of exited women filling the air makes him grow hard in an instant.
In the front of the classroom, he spots Tina, riding the face of male student, kissing a black woman who rides his cock, the hands of the two women entangled. Alex knows there are few male members in debating club - obviously a male debating a female would be a pointless endeavour - how could any man ever match the superior rhetorical and critical thinking skills of a woman -- but they serve the purpose they serve all in all of society. Whenever a conflict is to be settled by mutual understanding and the exchange of sexual favours between the women involved, a males acts as catalyser, securing the peace by satisfying the ladies. Of course a debating club has a certain pool of male members for this and purely this purpose.
Alex licks his lips. He would have loved to serve as one of those and actually applied to join the debating team when he entered O18 classes, but the positions were few and while his oral skills would have granted him one, his dick let him down in the interview. Too small, too little stamina for a position that requires the use of all male talents. His mother had consoled and promised to train him. In real life she might one day have a say in getting him a job as catalyst.
Shaken from his musings by the now very familiar sound of Tina coming, he looks to the threesome settling the debate. The two women kiss passionately, hungrily, the man below them bucks wildly as he comes in the black woman's pussy and eagerly licks Alex's new crush to an orgasm. The little pang of jealousy Alex feels recedes quickly -- he's beginning understand he has nothing to fear from most men in That department by now.
The teacher - a small pale, light blonde looking woman - claps her hands.
"Excellent. Another debate settled in the most civilized way!"
It sounds like a rehearsed formula to end the class. Tina and her debating opponent kiss their teacher goodbye and walk to the exit. Alex only gets a glimpse of the teacher grabbing her male student by the arm, pulling him towards her desk -- apparently watching the debate turned her on, too and it seems the boy is pretty much used to this end of a class as he kneels down between her legs.
Tina interrupts his observations by grabbing the back of his neck, pulling him towards her and kissing him possessively. He hears the other women snicker as she walks past.
"So that's him, huh?"
He weakens, because of her kiss and the feeling of being the topic of women's talk as she lets go of him and smiles, one hand on his crotch
"Did you enjoy watching me debate, little one?"
Alex stammers, feels butterflies take off in his stomach. Despite not being able to suppress that slight pang of jealousy -- he hates being an emotional male so much sometimes - he can't help but nod.
It was the first time he saw his new crush and mistress with another man since she more or less officially claimed him as hers. Of course he's aware it will be a common sight for him as a woman's chosen regular ward - it will be one of his prominent tasks to support her sex life diligently and joyfully. He has been acting as support male a number of times for his mother or the other females of their family group when they brought home other men. It took him some time to get used to, but he loves feeling useful and he's sure he can enjoy helping Tina having fun with others Very much. Everything that makes her happy will make him happy.
He nods.
"Yes, Ms. Tina."
And she smiles at him, rubbing his small, hard cock through the thin school uniform hot pants.
"I can see that. Got you all hot and bothered, huh?"
He nods.
"I can't blame you. I'm a sight to behold when I come, am I not?"
"Yes. Ms. Tina. So... beautiful."
She laughs, a sound almost as sweet as her moans of pleasure mere minutes ago.
"Good boy."
Putting on her pants, Tina grabs her boy's writs and pulls him out of the room.
"We're late, little one. We don't want to miss the appointment that might determine your school career, do we?"
Shaking his head he follows her, feeling a little sheepish. And aroused. And weak. She does that to him. Every time.
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A 2024 Literotica Geek Pride Story Event Story
Disclaimer
Despite not being American -- or because of it - I always found the cultural significance and dynamics of the very American initiation ritual that is the Prom fascinating.
As an introverted nerd myself, I probably wouldn't have enjoyed having one too much, really, but it's still an inspiring place to go for fantasies. To come up with one that could fit the needs of us nerds more, maybe...
If my observations and descriptions of Prom Night are wrong in some respects, I apologize...
Well... not really, this one is a purely fictional event with its Very own rules, anyway.
As I said, I never had one, only know them from the movies. I hope you enjoy my very own spin on it.
Femdom; Public Humiliation; Sissification/Feminization ahead. Proceed at your own risk. (especially if you're a guy ;) )
All characters are 18 or older and consenting adults.
One month before the Prom
"So..."
The Principal raises her voice over the mutterings in the gym.
"The votes are in, we have a clear majority in favor of the proposal to hold this year's Prom in the spirit of diversity and female empowerment..."
"A clear majority all the girls' votes..." a boy next to me mutters.
"... and before anyone tries to object that it was just the girls voting in favor of this, I can assure you, we have a majority bigger than this year's female students. Notably bigger."
I nod and hope nobody notices. I don't really want anyone to know... but yeah, I voted for it. I hadn't actually meant to, really, it just kinda... happened. Subconsciously. Sorta.
"So to lay down the rules again before you boys make your pick:
"You will not chose your date directly this year. The proposal argued - rightfully, if you ask me - that the awkwardness of the dating procedure throws a wrench into actually enjoying the whole thing. Instead, the girls picked couples costumes; each of you boys will chose a costume and the girl who picked it will then be your date for the prom. And of course..."
She grins at the students gathered.
"... this years Prom Motto is "Gender Bender", so the 'boys' costumes will be women's and the girls will dress as men."
Mumbling - mostly deep voiced male and giggles and chuckles -- mostly female - fill the gym hall. It was a weird proposal in the first place, but it got through. And for some reason I voted for it. So I keep my mouth shut. As I did the whole time leading up to this gathering. I do find the idea weirdly exiting, somewhere deep inside.
"Well then. You can see the costumes, gentlemen, go ahead and pick yours!"
They're hanging on racks in the middle of the gym. It takes some seconds before one boy moves towards them. Nobody wants to seem to eager to pick a female outfit for himself, it seems. Me neither, even though I do feel giddy and actually kinda Do want to.
So I Am among the first, follow he bravest forerunners to the outfits chosen by the girls.
Many aren't that special, really -- quite a lot of one piece suits. I recognize various female superhero outfits - their wearers might be excepted to pad them out a little and wear a wig, but essentially they're not too gender bending. Some dresses, sure - those may be embarrassing, but after all, probably harmless fun. A few costumes are skirts though, crop tops. Whatever boy wears one of those that will be quite a sight. And then...
My eyes fall upon a golden gleam and a purple velveteen shimmer. Is that what I think it is? I saw one boys hold it and put it back onto the rack Very quickly. I go for it and take if off the rack. It is. Damn.
Not much fabric, for sure. A purple loincloth over purple panties, amended with gold metal ornaments, a metal bra, gold colored as well, padded with the same purple fabric. A collar and a chain and golden bracelets. Matching ankle boots.
Slave Princess from "Space Battle". My favorite movie series. Well, the classics films, the new ones kinda suck. The TV shows are kinda cool. Some of them.
I shake my head, looking down at the tiny pieces of costume in my hand. I'll definitely put this back - the poor schmuck who wears This to the prom...
I'll put it back.
Any second now.
Then my conscious mind catches up to what the choice of costume actually means:
Some girl picked this.
OK, maybe mostly to embarrass her prom date. But also... You gotta like the movie, right? It's couples costumes, that's the whole point, so whatever girl picked this will go to the prom as a male character from Space Battle!
I look around, in thoughts.
The problem with this this method of picking a date is definitely that you don't know who you'll go with. It spares us the awkwardness of picking someone and asking her, but it leaves the chance of going with a girl with whom you do not really have anything in common with. Unless of course you choose an outfit that definitely means you'll have something to bond over.
Even if it is a pretty embarrassing one.
I feel heat rise to my face as I look around, at the boys, some of which have started arguing over costumes - mostly the ones that look the least feminine. If I don't make a choice right now, the ones that spare me the embarrassment are gone. I look over to the girls -- they whisper among each other, I can see them grin and snicker. No chance to figure out which girls provided which outfit. I hope, though... My eyes find -- her. One of the Queen Bees of the year, stunningly beautiful. Definitely out of my league. Pretty sure she never said anything that would make anyone believe she is a Space Battle Fan. I have seen some indication though...
I shake my head. Wishful thinking. Although... It's prom night, afterwards it's off to college, when, if not now for a popular girl to come out as a bit nerdy?
I gulp. OK, don't count on it being her, that's silly. But whichever girl it is, I will have something to talk about the night of the prom. If nothing else. Worth it? Maybe?
I close my eyes and breathe in deeply. I'll do it. I grab the costume off the rack -- there's a wig attached, too, and the pair of boots is made of the same soft fabric and metal ornamentations - take the label with the number and give it to the teacher overseeing the procedure. She writes down my name and the number - another part of this year's weird prom preliminaries. I won't find out who I'm dating until prom night, the girls formulating the proposal really went all out to give all the cards into female hands.
"Thank you, young man. You name will be passed to the girl who provided your outfit and she'll pick you up on prom night. Oh, and... there's a message to the wearer of this particular costume from her."
I blink, take the letter. Stand there, uncertain.
"Move along, geek!"
One of the football players stands behind me waiting for his turn. In bis hand a black one piece with a familiar red super hero logo. A red wig.
I nod, move on wordlessly, open the message and read it while leaving the gym.
"As you picked quite a feminine outfit, I'll assume you have no fear to tune into your feminine side some more, so I want you to go all out. Be pretty. Don't just wear the costume. Do something to wow me!"
I gulp. What the hell? Make myself pretty???
Prom Night
I take a deep breath and swallow hard before I knock.
"Sis?"
"What???"
"Can I... can I talk you you for a second?"
I hear a banging from inside my sister's room, then the door opens and she stares at me.
"What do you.... what the hell did you do to your face, little brother?"
"I... I think I need some help...?"
"You always do, but what... OK, come in!"
She grabs the bathrobe I'm wearing over my costume and pulls me into her room.
Then stares at me.
"If that's My make up you've smudged all over your face I'm gonna..."
"Of course not. I bought my own. I... I had no idea this is so hard, even the YouTube tutorial things don't help!"
I feel my lip quiver. Why the hell do I feel like crying, I'm dressed as a girl, but...
She stares at me and doesn't even try to hide her laughter.
"Why in the world are you putting on make up? On your prom night? I mean, no biggie. Boys can wear make up, it's 2024, but you never did show any interest in that. And you - went a bit overboard, if you're going for a more androgynous look, little bro. Wait..."
She frowns.
"Oh... damn... I forgot. Your prom motto...."
She looks down at me, forces open my bathrobe, gazing at the Slave Princess costume, then bursts out laughing.
"Wow. Just... Wow. You mentioned the gender bender thing once and then never talked about it again. No wonder...."
I feel myself blush -- maybe the way too much make up on my face at least helps to hide that!
"I get it, the clothes are mandatory, but is the make up, too?"
I shake my head.
"No, but... the girl... the girl who got this one added a note. She wants me to look 'pretty.' I couldn't really think of anything other for that than... you know.."
"Make up?"
She grins.
"Sure, not a bad idea -- the girl provided -- this?"
I nod as she looks down on me.
"But then You chose it, didn't ya?"
I nod again. More giggles.
"It's from Space Battle."
She sighs.
"I know. You have the little doll of her in that thing on your desk after all."
I clear my throat, then carry on.
"It's an action figure! And it's a rare collecti... Anyway... I know, it's - revealing, embarrassing, but at least the girl likes the same movies I do!"
She smiles at me.
"And she wants to you look pretty. Good for her. Who is she?"
"No idea. We weren't told"
"A Surprise Prom Date. How exciting!"
She claps her hands.
"Alright. I'm in! Get your make up, I'll help. Maybe I Will let you borrow some of mine, if you ask nicely. I think I can see you bought the cheap crap...."
I look at her, feel my insides get warmer. She's a bit rough around the edges - at least to me, but I admit she treats me better since she grew older. I'm actually going to miss my big sister when she moves out eventually, she's almost 20 after all.
"You'll help me?"
"You're clearly in it over your pretty head. And I don't do this for you, whoever gets to bear you all night as her date deserves a pretty girl to look at..."
Well. Maybe I wont miss her That much.
I spend about an hour with my big sister in the bathroom, removing the botched attempt to do my own make up and enjoying her taking care of me. It actually feels good to be pampered. I learn about foundation, proper eyeliner - she does give me a pair of her false eyelashes. Never wold have gotten the idea to buy something like this, but they make my face look stunning.
As does everything else, from rouge to eventfully putting on lipstick -- purple, matching the velvet of my slave bikini - as the final touch. I gaps as I look at myself in the mirror, hardly recognizing myself. If I met myself in this state, I'd consider myself a girl. A hot one. No doubt about it.
My sister grins behind me, facing me in the mirror.
"Damn, you're a pretty girl. You never really were the handsome, masculine type, but I must admit, I wouldn't have guessed you have such a beauty inside you, little sister!"
I blush -- very thankful the rouge already reddens my cheeks and it's hardly noticeable.
"Don't call..."
"Oh, I Will call you that. At the very least for tonight! No way I finally have the sister I always wanted and don't get to enjoy it, if only for a night!"
She grabs me and makes me drop my robe.
"Alright, let's complete this -- I assume there was a wig with this... bikini?"
I nod, walk ahead to my room, where I put on the brown wig with its long braid, almost reaching down to my ass. My sister follows me and chuckles.
"Fits pretty good. For a costume wig that's not meant for everyday use. Looks fine. That must have cost your date quite some money."
I nod, look at myself in the mirror.
This metal bra is generously padded, making my bosom quite buxom. More so than that of the actress in the movie. Can't have been like this when she bought it, the costume's made for women after all -- she thought of everything. The loincloth reaches down to my knees, but it's narrow, barely covering anything but my crotch -- I feel my cock throbbing slightly in my velveteen panties under it. I have masturbated to the image of Slave Princess in my mind -- a lot. Being dressed as her makes me feel - weird. My sister's hands slide down my legs. That - feels highly inappropriate. And gives me some highly inappropriate tingles.
"Did you shave your legs?"
I nod
"Not that there was much to begin with-- you never had much body hair, did you? Less than me, maybe... But still. Good choice. She'll appreciate the look."
She slaps my ass - my eyes open wide as she giggles, but before I can say anything, the door bell rings. I jump. I hesitate. But my sister shoves me out of my room towards the stairs, where our parents are already in the hall.
"Oh my."
My father spots me first, then my mother.
"Deary me!"
My mother's eyes widen. Of course they were prepared. Kinda. I had told them about the Gender Bender theme, but I was a little vague abut my costume.
"That is... surely something..."
Dad clears his throat.
"You are sure you want to out go like this, son?"
"Honey!"
My mother puts her arm around his shoulder.
"You know how this generation is. So much more open. And in tune with gender... fluidity? Is that what you call it?"
"That's it, Mom!"
My sister laughs and walks to the door. I freeze, my stomach in turmoil, my face burning. I'm so glad my parents are in on it. Kinda. I'm lucky to have them. I assume some of the boys may face a different scene tonight. Even though I don't know if any are As feminine as me right now.
The door opens and outside waits...
I gasp, making her smirk. It Is her. The Queen Bee. The one who would have gone to the prom with the biggest jock in any other year. She seems relaxed about being stuck with me. Well - with that pick of costume she must have excepted a geek. I lick my lips.
I knew it. She Is a Space Battle fan!
"Well, well. Look at you, your worshipfullness!"
I gulp, blush as she teases me.
Then I move. But she's ahead of me, enters my home, shaking my Mom's hand, then my father's.
"Pleased to meet you, Ma'am. Sir."
She is polite. Friendly. Won them over in a second.
"Such a nice girl. You didn't tell us you dated such a nice girl, son."
My mother smiles at her, then me.
"Mom, I told you we didn't know our dates beforehand this year."
"Ah, yes. You did. Well, you' drew the long straw."
She turns to my date.
"A very lucky boy, he is."
"Thank, you, Ma'am. I'm glad to date your daughter, as well."
My sister snickers loudly behind me. Well. The girls were meant to have their fun with this gender thing.
"And I'm lucky. too. You are a pretty one."
I shiver as she gently touches my cheek.
"You did what I told you. And so well. Do you have experience with this?"
"I helped", my sister interjects.
The girls smile at each other knowingly.
"Makes sense. I hope you payed attention. It suits you, you should remember what you learned."
Sh takes my arm and puts a bouquet around my wrist. I open my eyes wide. Hadn't even thought about this. This whole making myself pretty was requiring all of my attention. Fortunately she is very easily sliding into the men's role in this date, taking charge.
"Th... Thank you..."
I look up to her -- she is maybe half an inch taller than me. As expected from her very first reference, addressing me, she's in "Space Smuggler" outfit: Tight black pants, white shirt, black vest. Hugging her form. She's definitely still very feminine, her ass firm in the pants, her breasts bulge under the vest, yet she has the stance - an air of dominance; clearly enjoying wearing pants for her prom. Intending to make it not just literal, but also metaphorical pants, clearly.
And talking about pants.... I blush as my gaze sticks to the bulge in them. That is Very much Not feminine. And tight as the pants are, it is hard to miss.
I blink, look around, wondering if anyone else noticed it. If so, nobody mentions it.
"Well then."
My dates interrupts the awkward silence -- awkward to me at least.
"Shall we go, your highness?"
She presents me her arm to take and I do, letting her lead.
"Well. Uhmn..."
My father clears his throat again.
"Then... Hm... I hadn't expected to say this again after my daughter's prom. But you bring hi... her back safe, young... man!"
He chuckles softly, like he does after his Dad jokes. My date smirks and nods.
"Sure thing, Sir. She's safe with me"
I blush again and without a word follow her out the door and into the limousine she apparently rented. It does have its perks to be the women, I guess.
I settle down beside her in the rear and as the car drives off I can't hold back.
"Is that a blaster in your pocket or are you just happy to see me?"
She chuckles, then laughs.
"You've noticed, huh? I thought I'll play the part all or nothing. You got fake boobs, I get a fake dick."
She leans over to me and whispers in my ear, making the hairs on my neck stand up.
"If you're a good girl, I'll let you see it!"
I blush again. Making my face burn seems as much the topic of tonight as gender bender is. I'm speechless. Thank God she's doing much of the conversation.
"So -- Slave Princess, huh? I know you're a geek, little boy, but I had honestly expected this costume to be a slow seller. Picked by he last boy who has no other choices. But I watched you. You pretty much went straight for it...."
I breath in deeply. Can't deny that. She watched me?
"I'm a Space Battle fan..."
"You don't' say..."
She giggles.
OK. l guess, the shirts I wear pretty much all the time may have been an indication.
"That means you like to ogle Slave Princess. Doesn't normally mean you want to dressed as her. For most guys, I think."
"Well I...."
I stutter, catch myself.
"The point of the whole couples costume is to maybe find a date who has shared interests. Or -- style, at least. I think that's the point.... Isn't it?"
I feel insecure, but her smile makes me shiver.
"I guess I just liked the idea of going to the prom with a fellow Space Battle Fan. And I...."
I take another deep breath and gather courage.
"I kinda hoped it might be you..."
That catches her by surprise.
"What in the world made you think I'm a Space Battle Fan?"
"Your ringtone."
She raises an eyebrow.
"It's just the first four notes - guess you didn't want to make it too obvious, but it's the Royal Hymn, isn't it? My favorite piece from the soundtrack."
"You know my ringtone?"
"And you quote the movies. Often. Not one of the big lines everyone knows -- 'I am your mother!' "
She chuckles and I smile shyly.
"But things like... I don't know... 'Don't tell me the probabilities' or 'Great, boy, don't get bumptious' ".
"For someone who isn't in my social circle, you know an awful lot about me..."
She smiles and winks at me, and my mouth goes dry. I hold on to the soft fabric of my loincloth, rumpling it in my fits.
"It's not that I... I'm not... I wasn't..."
"I'm just teasing you, sister. I like a girl who pays attention to me."
I take a relieved breath. If it takes being called a girl by her, I take such a compliment!
"And I'm glad it's you who picked the outfit. I assumed it would be a Space Battle geek, obvi, but I could only hope for such a cute one..."
Her hand slides over my naked thigh.
"And you're even cuter than I noticed. Nice legs! Firm butt, nice flat belly. You fill the costume well. Except for the boobs, obviously."



She snickers.
"You don't seem to be the athletic type. Don't do any sports, wear baggy clothes. But you're surprisingly well built. Especially where I like it..."
I gasp as her hand moves upwards on my outer leg to my hips...
"I ride my bike a lot, to school every day and -- anywhere really. Can't afford a car..."
"Explains the legs and the butt, yes."
Still her eyes devour me and her hand caresses my belly... suddenly she giggles.
"Oops. Awkward. The one problem this costume presents for someone with a penis..."
I look down at the pitched tent under the loincloth. And blush. And stutter.
"I'm sorry. I didn't... that's so..."
"Shhh. I get it. It's an exciting day. Luckily, it's pretty small. Hardly noticeable at all..."
She giggles again as I blush. She's not wrong, but that's harsh.
"Don't worry, princess. I don't care much for big dicks. Especially not when I date a pretty girl like you. I Am the one with the cock today, after all! And I can't have my date to run around with a boner rivalling mine. "
Her hand slides under my loincloth and I can only squeal as she begins to pump my little boner a few times, her breath on my neck as she leans into me. I feel the heat rise in me, running through me in waves, no girl has ever touched me there. I feel it twitch in her soft hand, the my balls contract. With a quick, seemingly well practised motion she pulls my panties to the side and frees it, the loincloth falling down beside my leg. Not a second too soon - I feel the heat rise in my balls and I come.
I panic, look down, but she has already pulled out a tissue from somewhere - she's well prepared - to catch my ejaculation.
"Well. That was fast..."
She laughs.
"I... sorry... that has never... happened to.."
"Shh... It's OK. Fast is good. Well, right now it is. We're almost there, after all. Hm..."
She looks to the tissue.
"Not a remarkable orgasm in terms of quality Or quantity. Not much of a squirter, are we?"
I blush -- I should feel my manhood insulted, but I'm too much a girl already, I guess... Which she confirms.
"Don't forget, you're the girl tonight. We've seen enough of your dick now. I won't do this again, so keep it under control, sister. No more boners!"
She snickers and kisses my cheek, giving me another heat flash.
"I won't. Promise."
"Good girl. If you behave you'll get a reward later!"
She winks at me and before I can react, the car stops -- only now do I remember we're not really alone... In panic I look to the front, and my heart skips a beat until I notice the tinted glass between us and the limo driver. She pushes me out of the car, so fast I barley have time to put my dick back under my loincloth, and takes the golden chain attached to my collar to lead me to the school entrance. Drops the dirty tissue in a bin in the hall, then puts two of her fingers into my mouth, making me lick them clean. I shiver as I do and she jerks my chain to follow her into the gym.
The Prom
"And the Prom King and Queen are..."
The Principal makes a dramatic pause before reading my date's name and mine. I gasp. Look at her -- a self confident smirk on her face, fully in tune with the persona of the Space Smuggler she's dressed as. Like she never excepted anything else. Well. Obviously she was the number one candidate for Prom Queen. But a geek like me wouldn't ever stand a chance to be King. Except.. I'm not, am I?
As I walk up the stairs to the stage, clinging to her arm, I realize I'm probably going to be...
The principle smiles at me, then puts the Prom Queen's tiara on my brunette wig, while my date gets the sash proclaiming her Prom King. Gender Bender Night completed.
And a night it has been. I was the center of attention from the moment we entered the Gym. As excepted, I wore the most feminine outfit of all. Many girls have picked the more or less unisex superhero outfits that are trending right now.
I see Major Miracle and Tarantula Girl both in their red-white-and-blue or black unitards that are pretty much only defined as female by the padding on their chests and the blonde and red wigs they boys wear.
"At least Über-Girl over there is wearing her classical costume with the skirt. He doesn't have the legs for it, though, like you do...", my date remarks, as she follows my gaze round the room.
Apparently she has hoped for more boys in feminine attire. There are princesses in long puffy dresses -- a bit embarrassing but not daring or sexy, Native American princess over there - thankfully worn by the only native boy in my grade sparing us that cultural appropriation debate - is wearing the pretty short leather dress that comes with her role. That's daring. Not so much Chinese Warrior Girl in full armor -- the boy and his date look just about the same in full battle regalia.
Other than the native princess, only the cheerleader threatens to take some attention from me -- but he boy wearing that, in the company of a girl in full football uniform, seems massively uncomfortable his short skirt and belly free top and pom poms. Unlike me, it seems he did get stuck with a costume he really didn't want because he hesitated too long. I stand up straighter and push out my fake boobs. I'm gonna be proud of my outfit, which is made easier - like... A lot easier -- when I feel my date's hand patting my butt.
"And none of the boys wears any makeup."
Yeah, I noticed that, too. It's like they didn't even try to be girly, really.
"You're definitely the prettiest, little one."
Her lips touch the back of my neck, sending shivers down my spine. I'm really glad she likes the way I look.
"Thank, you... Sir..."
I have no idea where that came from, but she Very clearly liked it. Her hand finds my butt again -- I reflexively flex it - as she nods and pats it approvingly.
At once, we are surrounded by a flock of girls -- her friends I recognize, of course. The official Queens of the halls and school-yard. They look good in their male outfits -- hot even: Robin Hood with a fancy green hat, Chiroptera Man -- my favorite superhero - and what seems to be a business man suit; not particularly original in itself, but worth it for the matching costume of the boy -- sexy secretary in pencil skirt, high heels and glasses. He didn't even shave his legs though, not taking any advantage of being one of the boys who gets to wear a costume that shows off his legs.
I smile to myself, feeling better and better. The other two boys: Pussy-Woman, in her classic 80s leather once piece, sexy on a girl, but despite the padding and blonde wig not much of a thing on him, and Maid Marian, in green velvet dress and red wig. The outfits make the guys seem quite embarrassed, despite not holding a candle to my look. They follow their girls adequately humbled, that part of the plan to have this event seems to work: all the women look and act very much empowered. And I am the Number one symbol.
"Wow. He's hot!"
Robin Hood pinches my cheek and the businessman lets her hand roam over my naked belly without any apparent shame.
"Who'd have thought the little geek makes such good slave girl!"
They giggle, making me blush, but the compliments also feel good. They feel real. I kinda enjoy being a woman more and more, I cannot lie. I feel the boys look at me and return their gazes -- with what I feel is a righteous sense of pride! Let them look!
For the rest of the night we are one of the major centers of attention. Meaning -- I am.
I am made to stand up and turn around multiple times, present my costume. And myself. The remarks are flattering, mostly -- I never got so many compliments in my whole life -- apparently I'm a lot more praiseworthy as a girl. Most of the boys look at me with a smirk or frown or obvious disdain. I didn't imagine the hostile looks from the dates of my companion's friends - they're embarrassed in their skin, most seem to hate their outfits. And apparently they're not all too pleased that I - really don't. Who gives a shit? They're just jealous I'm fabulous and my date is the hottest guy... girl in school! I'm pretty! And I love it.
And I love the attention it gets me, I really do. I have never felt too confident, even when getting compliments. Maybe because I never believed I deserve them. I Do now. Because I Know I Do. And I love to see the proud look on my date's face.
"Seems I turned you into the prettiest butterfly in school, little geeky caterpillar. We still have some weeks to graduation, if you came to school as a girl, I might get jealous of you. Unless you become one of My girls."
I blush as she teases me - surely is teasing; I don't know what to make of this. The thought of being -- a girl in her clique... I never even thought about anything like that, so far out is it, but today, right now - it kinda seems plausible.
I say nothing and snuggle against her -- we're slow dancing as she say this to me, and apparently that's answer enough for her.
So - maybe it wasn't such a surprise I became Prom Queen, to anyone but me. I Am the prettiest -- girl at the prom, I guess. I can thank my date for turning me into that -- with a little help from my sister. Their support gave a massive boost to my self confidence. As a girl.
I smile to the audience as I take the flowers from the principle. The tiara on my head weighs heavy -- in a good way. I hug the principal, my date and feel her hand on my butt again as we walk back down from the stage.
Her lips find my ear and she whispers.
"I promised you a reward if you're a good girl, remember?"
I look at her and shake my head- then I do. I hadn't taken her seriously. Not really considered a reward at the time, but I guess I'm in for one. She seems very serious about it, though also very amused. I nod.
"You really Are a good girl...."
Aftermath
I feel her heartbeat as I lean against her, the cool night air giving me goosebumps. The full moon shines down on us as we sit on the bleachers outside the school. She barley gave me any time to gather my thoughts - she's demanding, assertive. I love her... I mean I love it so much, right now.
She takes the back of my head and holds it as she leans forward to kiss me -- I open my lips and let her tongue enter my mouth, let her take the lead. It's my first kiss -- I fear it's noticeable. It's not her first one, I'm sure of that.
After that, she gently takes my hand and guides it to her crotch. I freeze, then follow her lead, blushing. I feel the hard shaft that bulged inside her tight pants all night. I have assumed it's just pair of socks or something. I've done that at times, as my cock is - not the most impressive one, but there's no point. The guys see you in the shower after PE. And the girls... somehow they always seem to know if it is the real thing. Being snickered at for not having a bulge at all was better than being mocked for padding.
But this is not a sock. It hard through her pants; it feels like the real thing. Only -bigger. Well - bigger than my real thing, at least.
"Take it out, sweetheart! I can see you're curious to see it!"
She grins and I feel the heat rise into my face again in the cold night air. I do follow her command though. Open the zipper and let it spring free. I gulp. It's huge. Maybe double the size of my cock. She picked a realistic one, matching her skin tone; veiny, circumcised. I lick my lips making her chuckle.
"More impressive than your little wiener, isn't it?"
I nod.
"Well that's because I'm the man in this relationship."
She pats my head.
"Now be a good girl and show it the respect it deserves!"
I hesitate. But I had this coming all night, I guess. And the more I though about it the less I feared it. I see the huge cock. Lower my head to it. Kiss its head.
"That's a good princess."
I take the glans into my mouth. Never have I ever gotten a blow job myself. Of course, when I watched porn, I never though I'd be the one giving head in my first time. Or did I?
Being on my knees serving is so enticing, so thrilling, If just feels right. I may be cut out more for this... Maybe I subconsciously Did imagine myself in the giving role. Now that it's real, I do entirely enjoy it.
"Oh yeah... Have you done this before, Princess?"
I mumble a No, muffled by the cock in my mouth. She seems to understand.
"A natural cocksucker. What a keeper!"
She grins down at me, then pushes my head deeper. I hesitate a second, then let her guide me down onto her cock - not too deep, she can sense where my limit lies. Which is about halfway down - she stops and laughs.
"We'll need to train you a little, princess, but not bad for your first time"
I try to say - something, but my mouth is as filled as it can be.
Train?
This is not a one time thing? I have no time to muse about the implications, as she pushes her pelvis forward, ramming her cock into my throat and I begin to suck it in earnest.
It is attached around her hips with leather straps -- a proper strap on, not just a dildo stuffed down her pants. It feels like a genuine part of her. Like she used this before. It has realistic balls attached, which I cup with my hand as I eagerly suck on the shaft, gobble it down, fall into the role for which she has groomed me all through the night, the cocksucker, the bottom. Slave Princess.
And I love it. I love letting her take my mouth, fuck it, rule over me. I'm her little bitch.
Which means I gladly obey when the next step comes, one which some hours ago would have shocked me. Now I'm doing it, without hesitation. She grabs me. Pulls her cock out of my mouth, bends me over the row of seats behind us and pulls down my loincloth and panties. My dick is rock hard now - pretty unimpressive next to her massive cock - dangling between my legs. I bend over, close my eyes and try to relax as she spreads my cheeks.
"Ready or not your worshipness. Here I come!"
I have a second to think back to the many fantasies I had about the Smuggler mating with the Princess -- I would have said I saw myself as the smuggler, of course. But... Well. I'm the princess now and it feels so natural to me that I'm beginning to think I always were.
Her cock, slippery from my saliva, touches my sphincter, then spreads it apart. She shoves it into me and I let out a long, pressed squeal as my ass is deflowered by her huge cock. She rams it into me, filling my bowels, making me feel like I'm about to burst. But it also sends a shiver trough my body, a heat like none I've never known. She touches spots inside me that make me moan harder. Groan wilder. Nothing I ever did to my cock ever made me feel this way and as she begins to fuck me, steady, slow at first then faster harder, her cock rubbing my inside - my prostrate, I guess - I twitch, convulse, scream, totally losing control of myself.
I have the direct comparison to the sad little orgasm I had in the limo when she jerked me off. It was short and shallow, but to be honest, that kind was the best I ever had up to that point, compared to the one I got jerking myself off. But this....
Even after multiple waves of bliss ran through me, as my ass is painfully stretched and fucked, I feel my cock throbbing, leaking. But not coming - the sensation of arousal rises - steady, unending. I never felt aroused for so long or climbed so high. Eventually I squirt a load of cum, feel an orgasm roll over me, but somehow it still does not end.
She keeps fucking me and my arousal keeps keeps rising. I never thought I could feel like this. After I've come! This isn't anywhere near the short gusts of orgasm I've known so far. This isn't even in the same galaxy. This is Actual sex. I never want an orgasm from my little cock again if This is what I can have when being fucked in the ass like a bitch!
I come again, and again, wave after wave rolling through my body from my ass and the point deep inside of me. I could go on like this forever, but eventfully she pulls out.
I feel my hart race, my pulse hammer, sweat dripping from my body.
I have no clue how long she's been using me. I look up to her, the moon behind her seems to have moved quite a bit. She chuckles.
"I take it you enjoyed being fucked in your tight boy pussy, princess?"
"Yes, Sir. So much! Thank you, Sir!"
"Well, you'll get the chance to thank me. Extensively!"
She reaches down and removes the dildo from her hips.
"On the way home I except you to use your pretty little mouth on me in the Limo. But this time on my cunt, not my cock. Do you know how to eat pussy, little princess?"
"I... never..."
"I hadn't expected that you had..."
She chuckles again.
I love her. I love Her laugh, I mean! I Love her laugh. It sounds - a little mean and mocking, honestly, but it makes me melt inside.
"I'll teach ya. All you need to know. If you wanna be me girlfriend you need to be Good pussy muncher."
"Your..."
I blink, stutter again.
"Sure. You think I'm the one night stand type who just fucks the pretty Prom Queen and then ghosts her? You're mine now!"
"But... I... your..."
"You don't take offence to being called my girlfriend, do you, Princess? Honestly, I wouldn't look at you twice as a boy, so... if you insist on acting as if you were a one, we might as well call it a night..."
"No!"
I raise my voice. This is silly. I can't it. But I really want to!
"I... I'd love to be your - girlfriend!"
"Perfect. Don't worry, I don't expect you to fully be a girl in public. We may -- give you a little make over to make you more - feminine. A femboy, maybe. A sissy. Shave your legs, dress a bit less -- boyish. Just a touch of make up. I feel that's much more like you anyway than acting like a real man, don't you?"
"Y... yes, Sir."
"And I private you'll be my good little bitch. Calling me Sir. I like the sound of that."
"Yes. Sir."
"Well, then. Kiss my little pussy to seal the deal!"
She sits in front of me and spreads her legs. I lick my lips, then lean forward to kiss hers, then her clit. I'm glad I watched so much porn in the past - I hear some boys have trouble finding it. Silly - it's right there, big and throbbing, demanding attention. She seems really aroused. Lets out a moan as my lips touch the lust button, then pats my head.
"Such a good little girl! Never done it, you say?"
"No, Sir."
"Well. I'm very confident you got what it takes."
She pats my head, then leans down to kiss my mouth again, takes my arm and drags me to the waiting limousine for my first lesson as her new girlfriend.
New Life
I spend the whole way home on my knees between her legs. Thank God the limousine has a huge rear - enough space for me to fulfil my duty. The smell and taste of the first pussy I am allowed to service enthrals me - salty, sweet, musky, earthy, fruity, a plethora of sensual impressions - the best thing I ever tasted or smelled. I kiss her clit, lick it, suck on it gently - more gentle after some soft reprimand from her. Lick between her lips -- I'd love to do that a lot more, savor the enticing taste on my lips and tongue, but I move back up to the little swollen button - she clearly likes that best.
With me between her thighs, her hand firmly around my head, she looks down.
"You sure you've never done this before?"
I nod, not interrupting my oral caresses.
"A natural. Again."
She leans her head back, sighing.
"But you have watched porn, right? You knew the theoretic part."
I mumble a yes into her pussy, as she don't look a me.
"I knew it. Pussy eating porn? You didn't just skip that part to fast forward to the blowjobs? A lot of my useless boyfriends did that."
"No, Sir!"
She giggles again as I call her Sir, while having my mouth on her admirable femininity.
"Good girl. Still a few things to learn, but we start form a good basis."
She pats my head



"You'll stop watching porn from now on! And masturbating, I want your Whole sexual energy focused on me!"
I nod -- and I mean it. I foresee long nights dreaming about her, not daring to touch my throbbing little dick.
Worth it to serve a Queen like her.
"Hurry up, we're almost there!"
I suck her clit harder, touch its tip with my tongue, making her come at last, just before we arrive at my home. Without giving me time to clean myself up -- I hope her juices all over my face don't look as obvious as they feel - she pulls me out of the limousine and returns me to my waiting parents, my sister next to them.
"Thank you, young man. I can see you took good care of my - little girl!"
Dad says with a grin. He enjoys this acting like I'm his daughter a little too much by now for my taste. My big sister pulls me towards her whispering in my ear.
"You smell like pussy, you little slut!"
Licks my lips when our parents don't watch and giggles.
"Taste like it, too!"
She holds a thumb up to my date and I feel the heat rise to my face again as the two girls bond over humiliating me. After my date cheerily kissed my cheeks in front of my parents and said goodbye - whispering "See you soon, girlfriend" into my ear - my sister drags me after her into her room.
"Come, little sister, girls night! You must tell me everything!"
I gulp. I guess I must. I have the vague impression she'll find out anyway. I may be the talk of the town among the girls very soon.
Girls, am I right?
Oh, wait. I'm one too, now...
I can't suppress a giggle as I skip up the stairs.
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After a nigh of passion with seven dwarves, new company of Arasadil the elf, Daisy the half-ogre and Blaze the human wake up to a new adventure...
I wake up in a pile of flesh. It's probably not even noon yet, given how long the orgy took. I can't have slept for more than maybe four hours, and not really peacefully. I remember dreams that were very much like my nightly activities. Yet I do feel rested, surprisingly. It's like my body regains its strength a lot easier after a good fuck than after any other strenuous activity.
I rub my body against the one lying behind me. It is cool and smooth and I don't need to see him to recognize Arasadil. And against the body before me, smaller than me - reaching my hand around it I find it's one of the male dwarves. I smile.
I lie here for some more minutes, enjoying the heat, the smell, the breath of the bodies piling around me on the bed, but then sigh. My bladder feels like it's bursting.
I wriggle out of he fleshy pile, climb out of the bed, kneel down to look under it. Nothing. Weird. I look around. With increasing desperation until I hear a chuckle from the bed.
"Looking for the chamberpot, little human?"
The naked elf props up on his elbow.
I nod.
"This is a fancy place. They have an outhouse."
"A what?"
"A small shed in the backyard."
"I need to leave the room to..."
I blush, despite everything I did last night, talking about this... He nods smiling.
"Why would anyone build a shed for that?"
He chuckles
"You should see the -- installations in my homeland. Elves have water from pipes indoors to flush it away."
"I told you to stop pulling my leg. That's just silly. Ugh..."
I slump my shoulders.
"Now I have to get dressed to relive myself -- outside?"
"Or I'll drink it"
I blink. This conversation is getting weirder every moment.
"Drink -- what?"
"You can relieve yourself into my mouth. If you wish."
"You are the - weirdest being I ever met!"
"Thank you. And I can see in your eyes you're thinking about it!"
I shake my head, quickly. Even though -- I have the image it in my mind, now. Is he pulling my leg or is he serious? I raise an eyebrow. If he is making fun of me, he'd better be prepared to suffer the consequences.
"Alright, elf you have my attention. Get over here and put your mouth where... your mouth is... "
That sounded better in my head, but Arasadil gets up. He looks like a cat freeing himself from the arms and bodies of our orgy partners. I felt SO clumsy trying that.
His pale boy is glistening in the light coming through the window, his cock hard and erect again already. Or Still?
He leans forward to me and plants a kiss on my lips. Gently, cooling. Almost loving.
"A good morning, my little human!"
"G... good morning, Arasadil."
I almost feel bad for now wanting to actually do this. He's so nice.
"Alright your joke's gone far enough. It's good. Show me this - outhouse, maybe I'll let you watch..."
But he's already on his knees, kissing my clit, licking my lips. I swallow hard. Arousing me is not going to help me to hold it back. My bladder is aching. I sigh, look into his eyes. He's deadly serious. I guess I'll have to learn a lot about my new companions. Well, if he wants me to. Still, this is weird.... I shouldn't...
He moves a few inches closer, putting his mouth up to my pussy so I can feel his cool breath on my clit, making it tingle. I take a deep breath and try to relax -- surprisingly difficult. I have thought I'd lost all inhibitions given my exploits during the last two days and nights but some inhibitions are hard to overcome. I look down and see him smile up at me, wink. I giggle and pat his silver hair, then I feel the pressure grow too big and my muscles relax. With a sigh of relive I release my bladder and golden liquid pours into my friend's mouth in a strong stream. His gulps are big, apparently quite practised, I guess he didn't lie about it being a normal activity for him. Maybe for his kind. My pee runs down his throat, his adam's apple bopping up and down. It's a big portion, not having relived myself for hours since last evening but he drinks it all up like a good little elf, licking his lips -- and mine -- clean after serving me this way.
"Found a new source for your favourite drink, I see?"
Daisy has sat up, shoving the groaning dwarves lying on top of her to the side. I stare at her, she seems not a bit surprised about our elven friend's activities and tastes. Does that mean...
"Satisfied or still thirsty?"
He grins at her. Mischievously.
"You know I can always have another go at this, darling!"
"Call me darling again and it's been the last time I let you drink from this source!"
She gets up, naked as everyone in the room, her massive thigh muscles bulging as she positions herself above the kneeling elf. I blink in surprise. She doesn't take a second, apparently as used to this as he is, and pours her own golden stream into his eagerly waiting open mouth. I feel my puss tingle - why is This exciting to me? It's just plain weird. But my ideas about weirdness and perversion and the facts of what turns me on have definitely shifted. I can see Arasadil's cock stand up hard and erect as he serves as Daisy chamberpot, swallowing the golden half-ogre pee like nectar. I lick my lips. Nothing could make me do that. Could it? No... I mean...
"Anyone one else need to go?"
Daisy looks over to the bed. I was so fascinated by the spectacle I didn't notice all dwarves have awoken and watch it as fasciated as I do.
"We don't do that."
"What? Piss?"
I frown. The elder dwarf shakes her head.
"Weirdly wasteful habit, don't you think? Dwarves have a perfect metabolism and digestion. We don't waste anything we intake."
"You don... and the other...?"
Chuckling all the dwarves shake their head, some with a pretty disgusted facial expression. I was pretty certain shitting and pissing was what all races had in common. Not even that, it seems. I have so many things to learn.
Being the only one to still have a morning need to satisfy, Arasadil excuses himself and makes his way to this - outhouse. I'm a little curious -- eventually, I guess I'll frequent this miracle of the modern world, even though I seem to have my own personal chamberpot at hand now.
I giggle as I sink back into the soft mattress, into the heap of now awake dwarves and the half-ogre. I feel hands all over my body, as well as mouths, and submit willingly as one of them, their beard tickling, begins to kiss me. I wonder if we're starting another round of orgy time, but then the door opens and Arasadil enters again, followed by a stout brunette woman, a little taller than me, apparently a maid in this Inn.
I see her blush and try to avoid looking at anything - my elf friend included and only now realise he didn't bother to put on any clothes when he left our room, walking the halls and the back yard proudly naked.
I sit up and look at his brazenness - surprised I didn't even realize he's still naked when he left, so natural does this state occur to me now. And of course, Everyone is still naked, myself included. I only wonder for a short moment to put something on, but nobody else does and I'd feel more foolish being the only one showing modesty -- or prudery - now.
Both Arasadil and the girl carry a large tray laden with food and drink and I hear my stomach rumble. I was ready for another round of debauchery a second ago, but all of a sudden, breakfast is even more tempting than fucking.
The maid puts down the tray on the bed then lets out a squeal as Arasadil slaps her big ass. Then slips a coin between her large breasts, revealed by a deep neckline. She giggles, apparently more than appeased by the tip for his effrontery. Especially as he plants a kiss on the hollow of her neck. I know those are -- entrancing. With a quick look to his large, pale erect cock she leaves the room, still giggling.
I am first at the tray, my stomach now grumbling even louder, break off a piece of fresh warm bread and some cheese. Soon everyone has something to eat at hand. I chuckle, as Daisy devours a huge slap of meat whole Arasadil nibbles on a slice of apple.
I'm still trying to associate the dwarves' names with their respective faces - I didn't have much time for talking since I met them - when the elf opens the conversation with what sounds like small-talk, even though the dwarves solemn faces make it seem quite serious.
"So, my friends, what takes you to this side of the world? You're not from the mountains here, I can hear from your accents. Copper Mountain?"
Our new dwarf friends are impressed -- me too, their accent sounds like the one every dwarf has to me. But then again I never met any dwarves from anywhere but our own mountains and those originally come from... I don't even know. I know so little about the world.
"Indeed, friend elf. We're here on a very important mission for the clan."
"A mission so far from your home? New mining grounds?"
The grey bearded dwarf who clearly leads the group of seven shakes her head.
"No, it's... complicated. And a little... shameful."
Aradsil's ears twitch. They actually do. That is such an elvish cliche it makes me giggle.
"Shameful in a dirty way?"
"Unfortunately not any more!"
One of the dwarves -- Horny? -- sighs.
"Now you got me curious!"
The elf reaches for the tray on the bed between naked dwarves and Daisy and me to take a grape.
"Pray tell?"
"I... It's not a tale we tell, lightly."
"Not even to the elf who made you come six time last night, honourable Kinky?"
Am I imaging it or does the elder dwarf actually blush under her beard?
"You want our story as reward?"
The elf smirks.
"My services are for free, but I hoped they made us friends. Enough to share?"
Kinky sighs. Her heavy breasts pleasantly wobble. I shake my head. Focus. I'm not so naughty to Only care for people's bodies! Am I?
"Alright, alright. We're regaining what has been stolen from us by... a nobleman"
"Of this land?"
She nods.
"Who?"
I almost feel bad for the dwarf -- Arasadil's inquiring questions are clearly making her uncomfortable. But I'm also curious.
"The... the prince."
Now my ears may have twitched,
"OUR prince has stolen from your clan? But he's a prince. They're filthy rich!"
Arasadil chuckles.
"Your realm is a pretty small one -- I know some middle ranking elves probably wealthier than your royal family. And dwarves hold many treasures. What did he take? Gold? Jewels?"
"N... nmnnoo.. It's... uhm..."
"He stole our servant!"
One of the more forward dwarves interjects, earning them a stern look from their elder.
Now it's the elf's turn to frown.
"A servant?"
"Sindiriel."
His eyes squint. Never seen him this confused
"An elf?"
"Uh no. Easy mistake to make. Elven names are the current fashion with human noblewomen in these parts these days. I understand the name means 'the colour of freshly fallen snow on the shortest day of the year"? Refers to her skin tone. Really pale, the girl. Even though it's a bit of an overstatement -- she's not as pale as you are, friend elf, really."
"Pretty rough translation, anyway. Well... I see. You... wait - did you say 'human noblewoman'? That's not really any more credible. As a servant of dwarf miners?"
"I thought you're all adults!"
"Miners, not minors!"
Daisy corrects me.
"Not fully awake, yet little human? Try to keep up."
"S... sorry. Go on!"
"Well. Uh, where was I?"
"Why is a human noblewoman serving dwarves?"
"Right. Funny story."
"More like sick and sad story. With a sexy middle part and a tragic ending."
"It's not an Ending, Naughty, that's why we're here."
The dwarf, so reprimanded by his elder lowers his head.
"Anyway -- Sindiriel is the daughter of the human king of the realm of Redglow where Copper Mountain lies.."
"Redglow is ruled by a Queen."
"It is now, after the King has died. She's Sindi's stepmother."
"Not just a noblewoman, but a princess!"
Dais chuckles softly. I have no clue what to make of this. Don't the two believe the dwarves, are they just spinning a tale? Why? Kinky seem forthright.
"She was. Until her stepmother decided that a princess in the line of succession has no place in the kingdom. Shortly after Sindiriel turned 18, she sent one of her goons to take her out!"
"On a date?"
Again my interjection raises eyebrows. I really try to keep my mouth shut.
"Not exactly. For a lady of this young age, Sindiriel was already quite skilled in using her feminine... whiles to her advantage. She is amazingly beautiful. For a human. No offence..."
I shrug and smile.
"Pale, firm flesh, ruby red lips, the softest deep black hair, perky little..."
Kinky clears her throat, mildly embarrassed. Arasadil chuckles at the dwarf's digression.
"And sexually experienced I guess. A slutty princes? My favourite kind. How did she come to you? What happed?"
Kinky actually blushes again under her beard.
"She seduced the assassin. In the deep woods where he took her she made him agree to fuck her - 'one last time' - before finishing her off. And then She finished Him off so good he fainted."
"Tall tale."
"Oh, she can do that, trust me."
The other dwarves giggle and nod.
"I really want to meet That girl!"
Daisy grumbles and I feel a tickle inside. Me too!
"She managed to escape him while he was unconscious. Stumbled through the woods for days until she was lucky enough to come close to Copper Mountain to be found by a crew of ours. The Elders heard her story, had pity and took her in as a servant."
Arasadil rises an eyebrow.
"As a high-born I don't assume she has many domestic skill. Other than... what slutty princesses can do!"
"That -was really enough to grant her her a place in our clan", Kinky smiles.
"I can imagine."
"So for a while our pale tall beauty served as our sex servant -- enjoying it immensely, I may add. She was insatiable - we're not the biggest dwarf clan, but we consist of a few dozens and pale and etherial as she looks, she's a beast in the sack. No dwarf ever remained unsatisfied as she lived with us. Her holes are tireless, her passion all encompassing!"
I notice the dwarves cocks getting hard again - all of them, apparently revelling in memories of the slutty princess. Arasadil is hard, too just imagining it. I can't deny, I feel my pussy tingle. Such a life...
"And while we managed to detract a couple of attempts by her stepmother to finish her evil plan... Alas, we had no idea danger lurked from another direction. Sindi got careless, eventually moved out from our caves into the woods more and more often. And then this - Pince of yours..."
Kinky spits out the word with disgust like a curse.
"... retuned home from an official visit to our Queen one day, because of course that royal creep formed an alliance with her wickedness. And there he found her. And took her!"
"Took her? Just like that?"
I am shocked to hear this. Our price is noble and charming. So we are taught. Why would the official version propagated by the kingdom be a lie?
"Some dwarves were near by and heard her scream, but the were too late to save her. He saw her, liked her -- if he talked to her and she told him where she lives, he may even have gotten it into his head to save her from the clutches of the dwarves. He grabbed her and took off. Bloody fucking nobles. Everything they see belongs to them!"
Daisy grunts in agreement, even Arasadil nods. I frown and swallow. My parents never talked much about politics or the people ruling over us. As I grew older I may have felt a slight - resentment from them. Father's time in the war and mother... I don't really know about her life before she met him. They were not openly outspoken against our royalty as these dwarves are, but... Well, hearing the seditious talks is not as shocking to me as it should be as a good citizen of the realm. But still. A little shocking. He's my prince, after all.
"So -- what exactly is your plan now you came all the way to this place to -- storm the castle and free your sex princess? Not that I blame you, if she's such a hot piece."
Kinky looks at the elf angrily.
"It's not just that! She's a lovey girl - she didn't deserve being mistreated by our queen. And surly not taken against her will by Your prince."
She looks at me now like it's my fault.
"And if he does form an alliance with our Queen, who knows what happens if she finds her stepdaughter in his hands."
"I agree. Assuming your story is true, but you still didn't tell my what you plan to do about it. No offence, I have fought with some brave and valiant dwarves In the past but you seem to have lived a few peaceful decades in your mines. You cannot just storm the castle. Any experiences with infiltration?"
The dwarves look a slightly embarrassed -- a state not helped by being naked.
"We have jewels. Enough to bribe our way into the castle's dungeon. Or the Prince's Bedroom... or wherever she... "
"Or... you have no idea where your little human is. How she's being treated. If he took her has his sex-toy, she may have given herself up willingly. If she's as -- open minded as you describe her..."
"She would never..."
"And even if she's not treated like a princess - this castle isn't the biggest, but I'm sure it has a lot of places to lock up a stubborn prisoner. Who do you bribe? Not the first guard you meet outside the gates."
"No... I don't..."
Daisy chuckles her rumbling belly laugh
"If you're thinking what I'm thinking, stop teasing them, Aras"
The elf giggles.
"No offence - I love you folks. Obviously."
He leans closer to the dwarf and plants a kiss on her bearded mouth making her gasp in surprise.
"What you need is someone experienced with covert missions."
"Are... do you know any..."
Arasadil rolls his eyes.
"We volunteer. Maybe. After we've talked about how much you actually brought to bribe your way onto the castle."
"One of the younger dwarves jumps off the bed and hurries to the bundles in the room's drawers. Takes out a large pouch and hands it to Kinky who opens it and drops its contents onto the mattress. My eyes open wide. I don't know enough about the value of gems to judge how much it is, but I bet it's more than the gold I have hidden ion the pouch in my bag. Arasadil clicks his tongue and Daisy hums approvingly.
"That's a lot more than you'd need to get in."
"If you're willing to assign your quest to us, we'd do it for two of these stones for each of us."
The bearded dwarven lady stares at him, trying to order the events of the last minutes.
"You... you'd help us free Sindiriel?"
"Under one condition!"
She looks at him cautiously.
"If we find her and your story proves wrong and the prince actually did free her from your..."
"You don't really think we would have enslaved..."
"Just putting all possibilities out here. Or if he Did take her against her will, but in the meantime she decided living her old lifestyle in a castle is more to her liking and Doesn't want to leave again, we will not take her. We will not force her to leave the prince against her will!"
"We would never...
"Then you can easily agree? Should that happen, we'd keep one stone each for our efforts and give back the other."
The dwarves put their heads together and I hear fragments of sentences...
"...can we even trust... "
"...only their word that they Are adventurers..."
"...strong and smart..."
Meanwhile Arasadil looks at me.
"Sorry -- I kinda neglected to get you involved. Dai... Gach'Brag and I kind of have an understanding when it comes to taking quests. You don't mind taking this one, do you?"
I blink, not comprehending at first,then stare t him-.



"You... want... me to join you?
Now it's his turn to look puzzled.
"I had assumed we have an understanding, too that you want to stay with us. At least for the time being. Of course that would mean participating in our quests."
I look at the half-ogre who nods.
"But... I... I don't know anything about such things. How could I be of help?"
The elf snickers.
"You have at least one very useful talent you didn't know anything about just yesterday. And I have a very distinct feeling there's a Lot to discover. But only if you venture out and are ready to take adventures, of course. "
"I..."
... don't know what to say honestly. I hadn't really planned ahead as to where to go from here. Seems the decision was taken out of my hands. I just nod, stunned.
"Well then. That's settled."
"It is."
Daisy agrees and the dwarves too seem to have finished their negotiations.
"We have agreed to entrust you with the quest, elf. But you'll only get one gem each now. One more when you bring Sindi back to us."
Arasadil looks at Daisy who nods to me -- I don't know What to do, which he seems to interpret as agreement.
"Acceptable. You don't mind if we take our first payment now."
Kinky shakes her head and gestures toward the pile of shining gems. Arasadil picks a clear stone - a diamond, I can only assume, holds it against the light and pockets it with a nod, looking at the half ogre who grunts
"You pick mine. Your hands are tiny and your eyes are sharper. You know my favourite colour."
The elf picks another stone, an emerald, and puts it with his diamond, nodding at me. I gulp. Hesitating. I hover my hand over the pile -- and suddenly feel a jolt through my finger, a warmth running up my arm. I put a finger on the pile and push the top layer of gems aside without thinking, revealing a softly orange-red stone that I pick up. Arasadil gasps.
"What in the..."
I jerk out my my little trance and look at him.
"Did I do something wrong?"
"I..."
He looks at the dwarves.
"You don't mind her taking that one?"
They shake their heads.
"A deal is a deal. One of the pile for each of you!"
The elf looks at the stone.
"I wasn't lying about what I told you about these stones yesterday, little human. They're exceedingly rare and you now got two... Those stones seem to call for you, my fiery vixen..."
I look down, hadn't even fully realized that I had picked - a fire opal. Like the one in my mother's cameo. That hangs around my neck. I only realize now that it still does. During all the -- business and physicality of last night I never thought of taking it off. It feels almost like a part of my body. And the new stone feels similar in my hand, too. Warm. The same way the other one feels on my chest.
"Where did you even get that, you didn't find that in any of your mines, did you?"
The elf inquires from the dwarves who shake their heads.
"I... we certainly don't mine those. But of course, we're also dealers in precious gems and metals. But... Hm... "
Kinky looks around questioningly, into the faces of the other dwarves.
"Did any of you add this one to the stash?"
Shaking heads.
"The whole clan contributed to the quest's funding. I wasn't aware any of us possess a fire opal. Must have traded it. But if they were willing to sacrifice it for the liberation of our sex-pet, it is by all right yours, Blaze."
She looks at me warmly and nods.
I gulp again.
"Th... thank you.. this is... too much..."
"f you think so, you may want to forfeit demanding a second one after the quest?" Kinky asks. She looks nervous and I am very close to nodding, before Arasadil intervenes.
"Amsusing, elder dwarf. We know you wouldn't sully a bargain with such a question if you're serious"
The dwarves chuckles.
"Surely not, surely not."
We all have a friendly laugh.
"Want me to take that for you or..."
The elf looks at me and I involuntarily clench my hand around my new possession.
"I... if you don't mind. I'd rather keep... "
He smiles reassuringly.
"No worries, you can keep your belongings. I'm just used to taking care of Gach'Brag's valuables because she's a little -- careless with such trivial wordly things."
"Humans and elves and dwarves and your shiny trinkets. If it was for me, we'd get paid in steel. At least that's useful."
The half-ogre scoffs.
"So. We have a deal then!"
Arasadil turns his attention back to the dwarf elder, holds our his hand. The elder dwarf takes it and to my utter surprise, this bargain is not just sealed with a handshake, as the dwarf pulls the elf towards her and kisses him on the mouth.
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After another long day at school our young submissive protagonist is called to a fateful appointment in which the three most important women in his life will determine his fate.
When Tina and Alex reach Ms. Marster's office, Alex's Mom already awaits them in front of it, smiling at them warmly.
"Children. There you are. I was beginning to fear I'd have to take care of my boy's school career all by myself. How was your day?"
Alex just nods while Tina says some vague positive affirmative words.
"Nice. You're looking good. The both of you. You're glowing, Tina. Post orgasmic?"
The younger woman nods smiling.
"Debate Club."
"Ah. I was in my school debate team as well in my days. Such good memories. Do you have some good male catalysts?"
"Excellent ones. Never fail to do their job and make every debater come."
"Good. Did you know Lexi applied for the debate team? Didn't have what it takes, the little guy. Passed the oral test with flying colours, but of course his little dick..."
The women share a knowing laugh about it.
"Well, probably for the better."
Tina pinches his ass.
"I don't think I could start something serious with one of those guys, I find it hard to see them as anything but props for the debate. Aren't you glad you failed that test, huh?"
He nods a little shyly.
"And how was your day son?"
"We... we rehearsed the third act in drama club!"
His mother smiles knowingly. She's a lover of theatre, knowing the play well.
"Did you do well?"
"Yes, Mom. Made Lady Capulet come after a few minutes!"
She pats his head.
"Good boy. I'm glad your teacher decided to have you perform for real on stage. Modern theater with its faked sex scenes is... well maybe more efficient, but it does a disservice to the classics. And frankly is disrespectful to the actresses. On stage orgasms are meant as a treat. And when it's real - well, that's an after school activity that is tailored to your talents. Once you overcome that silly shyness."
She kisses her son's lips and licks hers.
"I think I can still taste her. Yummy."
As the women share another laugh, Ms. Marsters approaches her office, welcomes the women with hugs and kisses on the lips and then her student the same way. Alex cannot help but sneak a peak at the round ass of his teacher as she leads the three into her office, which earns him a sharp slap on the back of Sandrine and a wicked smile from Tina. He blushes deeply. Glad that she finds if funny, apparently, and not offensive. They sit down, the two women in both sides of the boy, the teacher on her side of the desk.
"So -- I'm glad my hunch about you taking the boy under your wings was right, Tina. Good to see you here, too. You got some serious plans for him?"
The youngest woman in the room shrugs and nods at the same time.
"Maybe..."
Alex's heart sinks a little...
"Probably. Yeah, I kinda like him, I think he's worth my time."
...and rises again as her uncertainty about him seems more teasing. He doesn't know what he would do if she changes her mind about him now. He sees his future firmly in her hands.
Ms. Marsters nods with a smile. She has seen enough first time claims of young women to recognize the feigned disinterest, trying not seem overly eager in front of the boy and his mother. It is pretty obvious how much the young woman enjoys holding young Alex's reigns. And he -- well, the way he looks at her like a puppy at his mistress rescuing him from a shelter makes his crush almost painfully obvious. The black woman shares knowing looks with the boy's mother. They see the teenager's submission without having to use many words.
"Splendid. Now..."
The rest of the conversation takes place entirely between the women, rarely does his teacher even acknowledge his presence. It's what he has expected. And it is definitely better this way. He has been feeling overwhelmed by this whole topic ever since Ms. Marsters brought it up yesterday. Not that he had much time to think about it, thank the Goddess, he had a lot of distractions. Still. He's glad the women take such thorough care of him and his future.
"You've probably been wondering why I want to talk about Alex..."
The two women nod.
"No need to worry. Really, I assure you, he's doing fine. Top third of his class, academically. Among the boys, obviously."
The women nod, smiling. Nobody would expect anything else, ranking a boy with the women of his grade would be really pointless, rarely do the best even equal the lowest ranking women.
"So the reason I want to talk is actually that exactly. We should do something with the boy's talents. Not just the intellectual ones, but also his skills in the more traditionally male fields."
She smiles
"I took the liberty to test Alex servicing skills yesterday and I must say his little mouth and tongue are quite well trained. I can only compliment you, Ms. Jordan."
"Sandrine, please. And thanks, even though I think I can say the little man has quite some natural skills. It was surprisingly easy to reach the level he's at."
Ms. Marsters nods.
"Interesting. Even more reason to give him some special attention. Oh, by the way -- I'm Amara. So. There are some ways we could support your little man on his way into the future. Mostly depending on what you... both of you have in mind for him. I didn't get him to say much himself about future plans so far..."
Alex blushes, feeling even more useless than before, gladly hearing his teacher continue.
"...which is pretty normal for a boys his age, really. Men are not the most resolute of beings, are they?"
Chuckles from his mother.
"Even the smarter ones, without a guiding female hand. I guess their little brains just get -- overwhelmed with such a huge task as mapping their future. Right, boy?"
Alex nods.
"Yes, Ms. Marsters."
"And it used to be easy in the good old days, with a limited amount of paths open to them other than stay at home and taking care of their mother's or guardian's family group. These modern days though..."
She sighs softly.
"So many of my male students actually want a 'career'. Even take up studying. I'm not sure about this, personally. But of course it's an option for a smart little boy like yours. Have you thought about that?"
He feels his mother's gaze upon him.
"Study? Goddess, no. I know he's a smart boy, but we're not going to waste his Goddess given talents by training to compete with women in the job market, no, no. When the time comes, I'll let him have some sniffs of the big world out there in my own company. Show him some suitable positions for men I can get him into, if he wants. Under my supervision."
Ms. Marsters nods.
"Very sensible. I agree if men really have to work it should be in a tightly controlled environment. So then... We don't have to put too much focus on his intellectual endeavours, I presume. I mean, we'll make sure his little mind is properly occupied and prepared for the challenges a big world has for a little man like him if he must venture out some more..."
Sandrine nods with an agreeing hum.
"But we should focus his training and -- stimulation to more traditional male skills? Soft skills?"
"Very much so. I don't want a son who thinks he's too smart or too good to to a man's work. And that is and will always be primarily to support and service women. Am I right, Tina?"
"I couldn't agree more, Sandy. I picked him because he's a smart cookie, but I want his smarts to be put to a god use and not wasted trying to achieve things women are better at anyway!"
Ms. Marsters smiles at the two women across her desk and then at Alex too. Supportingly. He has not been asked for his opinion, obviously -- and is glad he hasn't, this whole thing is again making his head spin -- thinking about all these big things is just not his forte. But he thinks he likes the way the women's plan is going for him. It makes him feel safe. Comfortable.
"I'm glad were all on equal terms in this. I can be such a drag some times with some modern mothers who think their boys can do 'better' - the traditional gender roles are there for reason, are they not?"
Affirmative nods.
"I have already talked this through with Alex's other teachers, they're all on the same page, really. Well. One of the male teachers..."
She scoffs.
"... tried to convince me that we do send him off to study to maybe become teacher himself."
Sandrine snickers.
"I'm glad we can all agree to ignore that pipe dream. So I'm sure they will all gladly support Alex on his way. All you have to do, young man, is to follow your teachers' lessons. From now on there'll be plenty of opportunities to boost your grades with -- special tasks from the teaching staff, especially designed to further your male skills. We'll of course also make sure your actual intellectual skills don't wither -- a boy with a bit of a brain is a rare thing that shouldn't be wasted -- but you need not worry about that. If you focus on your - special training and make good progress, you'll graduate as the best boy of your grade, I can pretty much guaranty that with all the attention you'll get."
Alex feels himself blush -- he had dreamed about being the best boy -- although that would make him boy valedictorian which would mean he would have to give a speech. In public. But until now it had seemed out of reach, anyhow, no matter how smart he thought himself to be. But if now his other talents can get him there...
"Th... thank you, Ms. Marsters."
"By the way - is he trained with other men already?"
His mother shakes her head.
"Haven't gotten to that, yet, no."
"No problem. His male teachers have declared interest to teach him some special skills as well, but of course unlike than the women, they only get to mingle with the students when explicitly allowed, anyway. We'll put that part on hold for when - or if -- you decide your boy's ready for some bi training."
She makes a note on the screen in front of her. As always when the topic comes up, Alex is not sure if he's disappointed or relieved that it is postponed.
"I'll prepare a schedule with my colleagues for Alex's training sessions and send it to you two for approval, of course. And of course, I hope you'll keep an eye on his progress? Judge his skills and let us know if you think there are fields he need more practice in!"
Both women nod. The idea of participating in training Alex into prefect little boy-toy for the modern world with a group of pedagogically trained women is promising. They both look at the boy between them and envision his future. Such well trained men can go a long way in this world.
Tina pats his had and ruffles his hair, making his mother join her. He flinches a bit can't help but moan. He feels love in this room, care, dedication to make him the best he can be. All this attention -- it makes him feel weird -- awkward, insecure, but also cared for, appreciated. He swears to himself not to disappoint these women. Ever. He'll be all they want him to be - the best man for them and every woman in this society. He slides off his chair onto his knees, kisses his mother's, then Tina's hand.
"Thank you. I feel humbled by all this care. Mother, Ms. Tina, I promise to be the best man I can be for you."
They smile down at him. Warm. Gentle. Loving. Ms. Marsters laughs.
"Off to a very good start, isn't he?"
She gets up behind her desk.
"Well, then. I'm happy this went so smoothly Shall we seal the deal, then?"
Sandrine grabs her purse and pulls out the two gadgets she brought in preparation for this. Alex gulps, but also smiles. Women are so smart. In his excitement about the appointment he hadn't really thought about the logistics. At all. Of course he's been servicing three women at a time - the night after his 18th birthday had gone very traditional - with an all out gang-banging of him by all the females of his family group. But this is more -- professional. It's the closing of an agreement between women, not a pleasure session, so the women will probably make it a team effort and use him all at once - this society's traditional way to form a spiritual female bond, as closely knit as only using man together can achieve.
Looking at the toys, he knows his little dick would not be able to cope without some -- support. And his mother knew. He is so grateful for her guidance and help.
"You haven used this one on him have you, Tina?"
His mother holds the strap-on and the new woman in their life shakes her head, smiling,
"I had in in my hand yesterday, but no. Obviously I was going to use Alex for my pleasure more first. Can't wait, though."
She takes it and begins to put it on.
"Amara. Any preference?"
"I only tried his mouth yesterday, I think I'll go for his dick."
Sandrine chuckles softly. And reaches for Alex's penis sheath..
"You will need this, then. His cock isn't really suited to satisfy a sophisticated woman's needs..."
The teacher smiles back, but then shakes her head.
"Thanks -- I guess I'll try him without support. For now. See what he can do and what he can't."
Alex's mother grins and strokes her son's hard dicklet through his pants.
"Suit yourself, but you'll need it. The little fast shooter won't be able to last two minutes in a mature woman like you. Particularly Not with a cock in his ass."
Ales feels his face heat up -- not so much due to the women talking about his short comings - he's used to that and thanks to his mother's support able to face his failures. Yet -- he feels his insides tingle with nervousness. He is glad his mother lowered his teacher's expectations, he knows quite well he's not sufficient for the type of service she demands of him. Ms. Marsters nods.
"We'll cross that bridge when he comes on it. Thanks to thinking about it anyway."
She picks up the rubber sheath and puts it to the side, dropping her pants and lying down on her desk, her thick thighs spread, her curvy body seductively lounging.
"Come here little man, show me what you've got."
Blushing, Alex stands up and drops his school uniform hot pants. His cock is standing up, rock hard and in his unimpressive 12.5 centimetres. Ms. Marsters smiles and grabs his wrist to pull him between her legs. Her lips open welcoming, her pussy is wet, warm, inviting. Alex sighs and already has to actively hold himself back from getting too exited. He feels if he lets himself go, he could come before he completely entered his teacher for the first time. A woman's pussy is such a rare treat for his small cock that it doesn't know how to handle it. As the teacher's muscles begin to massage him, he leans his scrawny body onto he soft curves.
His mother climbs on top of the desk, on all fours, places her pussy over the teacher's face. The boy sees his teacher reach up and lick over her lips, suck on her clit, making the white woman giggle.
"Mhm, you're a naughty lady, Amara. If you ever have enough of 18 year old students, you can give me a call for a ladies night! But now give my son a chance, We want him to practice, too, after all."
Alex leans forward and puts his tongue between his mother's pussy lips -- they're wet and glisten and he can taste the familiar, homely aroma of the maternal arousal. It always comforts him, always makes him feel special.
He doesn't have much time to focus on his when he feels Tina press against his tight sphincter with his mother's favourite cock. It's a high-tech material -- self lubricating, self warming to body temperature, perfect in texture and composition.
"The best cock in the world," his mother always says. "Way better than anything any man has between his legs!"
Alex has little to compare it to -- its certainly better than his own, but that's not saying much.
He closes his eyes and groans as it enters his rectum. It is 25 centimetres long, with an impressive girth and enters his boi-pussy like a warm knife into butter. Due to the combination of the material, Tina's skills and his practice with his mother, his ass offers no resistance to the artificial intruder, only the right amount of pressure needed to make it as enjoyable as possible. She slides into him fully, pushing his pelvis forward into his teachers hungry pussy and in no time, the two women have found the perfect rhythm, Tina ramming her cock into him, ramming his little dick into the black woman's wet snatch while he hungrily devours his mother's equally wet hole.
Sandrine moans the loudest, Alex is well aware. Tina's grunts of course are more of physical strain than arousal, and as much as he would likes to imagine something else, his teacher's soft moans sound more like mild amusement than full on arousal caused by his little dick inside her. He appreciates -- a lot - that she even lowered herself to allow his penis into her divine feminine grotto. He is well aware he is not worthy of it and does very little to pay her back for it. Especially not as...
His mother was right, of course. The constant and merciless pounding of his asshole, together with the wet, hot throbbing of his teacher's pussy milking his cock is bringing him to his limits way too soon. He does not manage to make it to the two minute mark his mother mentioned, barely to sixty seconds before he feels a contraction -- not from his balls but from deep inside his bowels, where the hard cock rubs against his prostate, and with a squeal like a little piglet, he squirts into his teacher. He looks into his her eyes, shyly.
"I... I'm sorry, Ms. Marsters.."
"There, there, little Alex. Apology accepted, your shortcomings are not really your fault. Men are just to weak to control yourselves. Especially when you have to multitask."
She pats his head and the other women laugh.
"Take your support, put it on and make yourself useful. Thank the Goddess your mother is aware of your shortcomings "
The boy nods and, Tina's cock still deeply buried in his ass, takes the cock sheath he made so extensive use of yesterday and puts it on his shrivelled little dicklet. As always, it feels weird - not him - to have such a big impressive penis, but he's determined to make his teacher's efforts worthwhile with the new support.
Effortless, his now big cock slides into the wet pussy, and the expression on the black woman's face changes from mild amusement to actual arousal.
"Ah... now That's a cock!"
Tina picks her rhythm back up, hard and dominant enough to take away any illusion Alex might have developed to be on top and in control. He doesn't have any say in how deep and fast the fucks his teacher, he is just a conduit who provides his own rubber cock for the black woman's pussy as an extension of the young woman's penis.
His mother moans as he gets back to work on her as well, and immediately the room fills with grunts and screams of pleasure and bliss -- Alex's too. Unlike yesterday, when wearing the sheath meant pure altruist focus on the woman's pleasure, the cock in his ass today gives him more than his deserved share of the bliss, even though his cock remains limp in it's supportive sheath. He comes twice more until the deal settling is done. Both times it's the thin, dripping sissigasm he gets from being used anally, not even filling the hollow inside of his sheath, but they are orgasms, nonetheless.
Ms. Marsters comes twice too, getting her well deserved appreciation for taking such good care of her student. After some minutes of Tina ramming the boy's rubber cock into her pussy and his face into Sandrine, the women are brought to a final shared finish by Alex.



Tina is not, she gratefully refuses Sandy's offer to have Alex eat her out quickly.
"I really enjoyed this session the way it was. Fucking Alex's ass is -- a treat in itself, isn't it?"
Sandrine nods knowingly, pulling her panties back up.
"I was hoping you'd say that. He is a good little butt slut and I'd hate it if my boy's custodian didn't enjoy practising his anal skills."
She pats her son's ass cheek just as he bends over to put his shorts back on and the women share a laugh. Ms. Marsters leans over her desk, typing something into her screen.
"I'll send a request to janitor to equip you with a set of strap-on and penis sheath from school supply, Alex. Our mouth-work is excellent, but the tastes of the teachers who agreed to join in your training are varied. You'll probably need to have your ass and cock available for use at all times if you want to service them properly."
"Yes, Ms. Marsters. Thank you, Ms Marsters."
"They'll be in your locker tomorrow morning."
Of course boys' lockers have no actual locks - no privacy for males -- so it's easy for the staff to do drop offs for boys like this.
He nods, truly grateful for being so well taken care of. His teacher hugs him, her big breasts pressing against his flat chest.
"Now go home and celebrate with your mistresses, Alex. You've just made a huge leap ahead towards becoming a man!"
She turns toward the younger woman.
"Oh, by the way, Tina. Have you finished your homework assignment with the boy already or were you too busy -- getting to know him?"
She smiles.
"Of course not, Ms. Marsters. I wouldn't neglect homework over a boy. Or allow him to neglect it."
With a press of a button on her handheld, the essay is being transferred to her teacher's system.
"How big is his share?"
"Hhm... you can give him the standard male grade - one below mine, I think. He wasn't much use, intellectually, but he was a very good boy-toy for recreational use."
The teacher nods.
"Alright then. See you next class. And I'll come back to your offer, Sandrine, we should have a ladies night, I'd love to taste some more of your pussy."
The women kiss open mouthed, Ms. Marsters slaps Alex's ass before he and his newly formed little core family leave the school building, take a transport that gets them to Alex's home in minutes -- a time spend with lewd kissing, groping and making out, which will continue back at home all evening.
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Part Two of Gender Bender Prom Night, dealing with soft femdon, feminisation, cross dressing and male humiliation and submission.
After attending his prom as a girl, our hero's journey to find her true self continues.
(As we continue the story, the protagonists needed names....)
"Good morning sleepyhead!"
"Mmmppgff..."
I mumble into my pillow, try to fall asleep again but the weight on my back and hot breath in my ear wake me up. I open my eyes, turn me head and look into my sister's face who is straddling me.
"Emily! What are you doing my room? You can't just..."
"Oh, come on, don't play coy, you're my little sister! We don't have secrets."
She giggles as I try to roll onto my back. Futile.
"Don't call me that! You said you only wanted to do that for last night!"
"No. I did I say I'd call you 'little sister' for At Least last night. But I think you kinda liked it, didn't ya? You Liked being my little sister and having a girls' night with me almost as much as you liked your date beforehand, you naughty Prom Queen!"
I wriggle under her. I kinda regret telling her -- well, everything about my date with Kayla - how it started in the limo and the way it ended on the bleachers. Why did I Do that? She's my mean big sister. But it felt -- right. Between us girls. Somehow I really felt like her sister for a night. But that was...
"That was Last night! I'm not a girl!"
"Aren't you? The way you told me Kayla made you her girlfriend, it didn't sound like a one night stand, huh?"
She giggles.
"And it didn't sound like she's very interested in you as a boy, either."
"I..."
I finally manage to turn around and look up to her - and freeze. She's wearing one of her sheerest nightgowns. I have seen those in the laundry, but she definitely doesn't wear them around me. Never seen her it on her. I stare at her chest and the dark shadows under the white semi-transparent fabric that indicate her nipples.
"What are you wearing..."
She grins at me.
"Like it? Wouldn't wear it in front of my little brother, obvi. But now that you're my sister... even though I can feel your little manhood being a little naughty."
I sense the blood rush into my face - not enough to take the blood out of my dick that has indeed gotten harder. She's sitting on top of my Space Battle bedsheet, but now she moves her hips suggestively, giggling. Then leans over me and whispers into my ear.
"Kayla was right -- it is thankfully pretty small and inoffensive, isn't it? I hardly feel it."
She laughs -- a slightly mean laugh, and I try to push her off, but I fail again. She has always been the stronger one -- more than a year older, she has won all of our childhood wrestling matches. And apparently still could. if we hadn't stopped wrestling when her puberty set in.
"Alright, alright, calm down girl. I don't blame you."
She jumps off of me and my bed.
"Still too much of a boy in you. You should really hope your new boyfriend teaches you how to be a good girl."
Chuckling she turns to the door.
"You should ask her to when you get downstairs."
I sigh, fall back to my bed. Then freeze.
"Downstairs???"
Emily, already out of my room leans back in, grinning.
"Sure. Didn't I tell you? That's why I came here in the first place. Mom told me to wake you up, your boyfriend is waiting in the kitchen."
With a smirk and a wave she leaves my room for good and I lie on my bed, feeling cold sweat on my face. Until it occurs to me it might not be a good idea to let Kayla wait for too long.
I get up and look around
No time to shower, but thankfully I did that last night. I felt a pang of regret to get rid of her smell on me -- and the makeup, too, to be perfectly honest. But Em insisted I smelled too much like sex
I look at my naked self in the full body mirror on my closet door -- scrawny, I would have called myself yesterday, but I remember Kayla's remarks about my legs and my ass. See my face blush in the mirror as I look down at myself and almost unwillingly turn slightly to have a gaze at my backside. Yeah... sure... I guess.
I look around on the floor for something to put on. What would she want me to wear? I sigh, Clearly I have an idea, but... also clearly not the right wardrobe to match that. There is absolutely nothing that can be called feminine in any way -- just shirts and sweaters a size too big, mostly in black, and baggy jeans. Well - and the costume from last night on the floor in front of my bed, but that's obviously not an option. No way I could wear that in front of my parents unless I have an excuse like yesterday.
"Shit."
I mutter to myself, then pick a Space Battle T Shirt. The one with the Smuggler pointing his gun forward, his furry alien sidekick behind him. If I can't dress girly as she likes it, I can wear merch that I'm sure she enjoys. Especially if it has her character from last night on it. I Hope.
I put on boxers and my least baggy jeans, the shirt, take a short trip to the bathroom to empty my bladder and grab my deodorant. Then my eyes wander to my sister's corner of the room. I lick my lips. If I can't dress feminine I could at least.... In the spur of the moment, I take the white and pink tube containing her deodorant and roll it under my armpit. It smells sweet, flowery. Vanilla? Definitely not like mine. I put some great care into make sure that all my care products have the word "musk" on it.... But this smells - Nice. A lot better, really.
I take a deep breath and go downstairs.
I hear my mother's high laugh and think I can identify my father's chuckles from outside before I enter the kitchen. As I turn the corner and enter, they sit at the kitchen table, Mom in a white robe, Dad in sweatpants and a causal shirt, Emily still in her pink nighty and Kayla in a white blouse, top buttons open, almost like a male dress shirt, but quite form fitting around her chest, giving her an air of confidence without belittling her femininity. Her dark hair that was tied into a pony tail yesterday to look more like her character is now falling to her shoulder. She looks beautiful. And strong.
"... an absolute delight. Demure, dainty, the perfect girl for a date. Didn't become Prom Queen for nothing. Ah, speaking of the devil."
She looks at me with a smirk.
"Good morning, Sleeping Beauty. Rested? You look a little..."
She chuckle as Mom looks at me with a frown.
"Really, Caleb. I know it was a long night, but it was for Kayla, too, after all. And she got up early and looks life positively radiant."
I can't deny it. She does
"While you look like after one of your silly all night gaming sessions. Couldn't you sleep? Thinking about your prom all night?"
Can't deny what my sister observation, either. Although I feel the blood rush into my cheeks, now. I nervously bite my lips.
"I'm... uhm... why are you... did you tell me you'd come?"
"Oh really, son, that's not polite to forget a date with a pretty lady."
"We had a date? For - breakfast?"
"Brunch, more likely, darling."
Mom still is a little annoyed and I gaze at Kayla looking for help.
"I told you, I'd help you -- improve your outfit a little. Upgrade it, if you want to -- hang out with me."
She winks at me. I feel my mouth go dry, looking at my parents. I have agreed to be her... girlfriend last night. And to become more feminine for her. Prettier. Nothing I'd like to discuss right here in front of my parents. Also -- not right Now?
"Sure, I guess. But, l... Did we say Today?"
"Pretty sure I did."
Again she grins.
"You definitely need it, after all, don't you think?"
I follow her gaze at me, looking down at myself.
"I... thought you might... like the shirt."
Again I feel the heat in my face as she chuckles
"Just because I like the movies doesn't mean I want my... "
I gulp and see her grin.
"... close friends to wear nothing but Space Battle shirts. Effort appreciated, but that's just a C for effort in my book!"
"You have agreed to take female advice for your clothes?"
My mother's frown as to my lack of manners is swept away.
"How lovely. He hasn't listened to me on that topic in years. And look at what he wears."
She clicks her tongue. And then smiles at Kayla.
"You two must have made a real connection last night if he let's that happen."
"High time it was for you to bring a girl home."
Dad interjects. I feel sweat run down my neck as Kayla chuckles.
"A girl was definitely brought home last night indeed..."
Emily almost chokes on her orange juice, laughing at that one, earning a frown from Mom. Who then looks back to me.
"Don't just stand there, sit down and eat!"
I move closer then hesitate. Mom and Dad sit vis-a-vis at the heads of the table a usual, Emily on one side, Kayla sits on what usually my on the other.
"For heaven's sake, son, don't act coy, you spent all evening together!"
Dad nods towards he chair by Kayla's side.
I sit down next to her - and almost faint when she plants a kiss on my cheek. Emily giggles and my mother smiles warmly at us.
"Hmm. You smell good, little one."
I don't know if I'm more embarrassed at the nickname or the fact that she points out my deodorant - Emily's deodorant. My sister leans over the table and sniffs.
"Hey - that's Mine!"
My parents look at me, as does Kayla, but her expression is more curious than surprised as they are.
"You - put on your sister's perfume?"
Dad raises an eyebrow.
"No! I... it's her deodorant, I... mine was... empty..."
"You cold have used mine, you know."
He smirks at me.
"I... it was just..."
Kayla comes to my rescue. Kinda.
"I like it. I hate it when boys smell like a mixture of panther cage and smoking room. I bet he buys the deodorant with those stupid sexist commercials, right?"
Emily grunts
"Sure does. And you described the smell perfectly, when he puts on too much of it. Which he always does."
Kayla grins at my sister knowingly,
"Yeah. We'll take care of that, together with your taste in clothing, little one. You must smell nice to be my..."
She leans in close and whisper into my ear.
"... girlfriend."
I jump as her hand touches my crotch under the table, I hold onto the breadbasket Mom is handing me and thank the stars my cock isn't so big to make my pants uncomfortably tight. I blush again - I have NEVER felt gratitude that my cock is small. Not before Kayla told me she likes it that way last night.
Her hand moves from my crotch to my thigh now thankfully, though there it remains for the whole brunch. And my gratitude is justified - as we get up and she pulls me to the door by my wrist, I don't think anyone notices the small bulge. Well. Emily maybe - she hugs me tight, her pelvis pressing against me a little too tightly.
"Have fun. little sister", she whispers into my ear.
As the door closes I hear my mother.
"What's gotten into You, since when are you two so close that you hug your little brother?"
Emily's giggle reverberates
"I don't know. Don't you think he changed recently? He's gotten -- nicer. Softer. And it helps a lot that he doesn't smell like a pack of weasels this morning."
"That is So true. "
My mother laughs as the door closes shut.
"If nothing else, I really hope that girl gets him something less....."
I gulp as I follow Kayla -- to the motorbike that parks in our driveway.
"You - have a bike?"
"Sure. You know my parents have money, right? And as you told me you don't have a ride other than you bicycle -- which I appreciate you riding!"
She slaps my butt and I jump.
"I can drive you around now! Least I can do for my little girl, ain't it?"
With a smile she gets on the bike, puts on her jet black full face helmet and hands me a spare one. Pink, open face.
"You don't mind the color, do you? I usually mostly take girls for rides."
I shake my head and hide the flush on my face by putting it one clumsily. She pats the rear seat and I climb on.
"Hold on tight, baby-girl"
I do, awkwardly.
"I said tight. I won't have you fall off just because you're to shy to hug your boyfriend!"
I embrace her and burry my face against shoulder, endlessly grateful she can't see the color of it now.
"Were are we going?"
"The mall."
"The what?"
She chuckles
"Yeah, I know. It's such a millennial thing, mall shopping, right? But I thought you'd appreciate some bigger stores. A little more anonymity. And I definitely want to see your new stuff on you before we get it, so we're not buying it online."
"About that... I I don't really have enough money to..."
She laughs and slaps my hand around her waist.
"Relax, princess. It's on me. Let me pamper you. I've got Daddy's credit card. I'll not let my girlfriend pay when I take her shopping, will I? It's for my benefit, too, after all. I get to look at you when you're pretty! And you can be so pretty when you dress and act like yesterday and not like... what ever you are wearing and doing right now now. Yuck"
I clench my fists. I hate it that she doesn't like the way I look. At this very moment, I might do pretty much anything to change that. Hope that attitude won't bite me in the ass...
"Thank you... Sir."
I think I hear her snicker, but the wind in my ear gets too loud as she pulls onto the main road and speeds up the bike. This is so cool! My gir... boyfriend has her own motorbike!
I've never been at the mall so fast -- I usually only ever go with my parents, really, they love shopping here for some reason. Actually they met here as well. When this place was in a better condition, I guess. But Kayla is a fast driver. Daring. More than once I have to cling tighter to her as she makes a car honk at her by cutting in or takes a sharp corner. She enjoys the rush, that much is for sure.
My knees are a little weak when we get there. I may also be a little pale. She looks at me, frowns and then grins.
"Your first ride on a bike?"
I nod.
"Better get used to it baby-girl. Riding with me is always hard and wild!"
She slaps my ass and with a hand on my cheek leads me into the mall.
It's mostly empty, only some old folks stroll the halls. Most of them are at least 30.
"Hm. Haven't been here in years. Last time my Mom took me."
"Same"
I nod and she smiles at me.
"Moms, am I right?"
I smile, happy to be on equal terms with her for once. It's nice. I usually feel a step behind her. Even though her telling me what to do and say... is nice, too.
"She probably didn't take you There, did she?"
Her eyes move towards a pretty big store with a pink and light blue sign above the doors. I remember that - one of the ones that actually survived since the last time I've been here.
"No, I've never been in that..."
I swallow, looking at this sign closer.
"It's just for women."
"It is indeed. I've done some thinking. We might try and get you some less -- masculine stuff I the men's department -- I think they got some pretty nice androgynous clothes these days. I think my Mom called that 'metrosexual' once... Cringe. But then I thought, we'll probably have better chances to find something in a girls store for you. I think there's a bit more -- choice when it comes to pretty clothes. After all, we'll find both pants and skirts in there. Won't happen in a boys' store, will it? And thankfully you don't have much of a manly body, anyway. Nice firm ass, we'll fit that into women's pants easily, I'm sure and your shoulders aren't broad. Pretty much a girly figure already."
She smiles and I lower my gaze. I feel my mouth go dry. I had reasonably assumed we're going to the men's store. This is - unexpected. I look around and she chuckles.
"I don't expect we'll meet Anyone here we know. Do any of your friends come here regularly?"
I shake my head, breath out. Thankfully, no.
"So, then. Let's go, girl!"
She grabs my wrist and pulls me after her.
When we pass the doors I look around in amazement. This place has a -- I don't know how to describe it. An aura? The light seems softer, the background muzak more mellow, it even smells better - a lot better than any store I get my clothes in. This is a place you can enjoy walking into. No wonder women love shopping more than men - this seems unfair. Then I feel a warm feeling inside. Yeah. It is. But... I guess I'm getting a taste of the good life as a woman now.
For a while Kaley strolls between the racks, pulls out a thing once in a while to show me, then sighs when I lower my gaze, unable to make a choice - nothing that she shows me is anything I ever would have considered wearing. Until now. Eventually she looks at me seriously.
"You're acting like a real boy right now. It's like you don't enjoy clothes shopping at all!"
Like on cue, a shop assistant seems to have noticed the indecisive customers and approaches us. Without a second's hesitation, she naturally addresses Kayla. She's showing Much more of an aura of confidence and dominance, of course she's the one in charge here.
"Anything I can help you with?"
The slender redhead saleswoman smiles at Kayla. It seems a little fake, but that's the way it is.
"Are you looking for anything in particular?"
"Well. Kinda. We're pretty much looking for a whole new wardrobe."
The ginger appraises Kayla and smiles.
"I probably shouldn't say that, but you have excellent taste, Ms. I don't think you need..."
"Not for me."
Kayla chuckles and looks at me.
"For him? Sorry, we don't have men's clothing. I can recommend you a nice boutique at the end of..."
"For her."
I blush, lower my eyes.
"We have decided it's time fro a brand new -- Brand new - look for my girlfriend!"
The saleswoman hesitates for a second, then smiles unreadably and giggles shortly.
"I see. How nice. You young folk have such an easy time with this kinda stuff. Coming out of the closet. Gender fluidity. I was the boyfriend in a relationship once. In High school. Best time of my life. With a real girl, mind you. My parents threw such a fit when they found out..."
She clears her throat, then sighs. I look at her -- she's wearing a lot of make up, makes it harder to guess her age, but he's kinda old. Probably at least 35. But pretty. Sexy, even. One might even call her a MILF...
She touches my cheek gently, making me blush.
"Are you going to fully transition, young - lady?"
She smiles at me and I am speechless. Thank goddess Kayla does my talking for me.
"Oh no, she's not actually trans. I guess."
Kayla looks at me then shakes her head with a grin.
"Well. We'll see. I just like her more girly and she's more than happy to comply to be around me."
"I see. A boy who dares to admit to his feminine side must be such a treasure. Very well. So would you like to dress her up like a full on girl or just less -- like that!"
Her eyes speak of the same dislike for my outfit as Kayla's did this morning.
"Right. A bit of both, I guess. She's new to it, let's find out what suits her most."
"Great. A full make over. I've always wanted to try that."
She claps her hands.
"Hm. I guess you don't know your sizes for women's clothes, do you, young lady?"
I shake my head shyly.
"I'm afraid I can't really tell your body type with these -- sacks on. Do you mind if I have a look at you out of this stuff. Makes it a lot easier to pick some things to recommend."
I feel my heart race even more as I don't get a chance to answer, because Kayla does it for me.
"'Course not."
"Excellent. The changing rooms are back there. There's nobody there. Not many customers at this time, we'll be mostly unbothered. And I can dedicate my time wholly to you!"
She smiles at me kindly and I feel my insides turn to goo. I can't remember being the center of attention -- even from women who get paid for it when I was alone and acting as a boy. I could get used to this.



I follow the two women, feeling my heart sink And my cock throb at the same time.
To the back, into the dressing rooms, which are indeed empty as promised.
"Alright, young lady."
I swallow hard and blush as Kayla pinches my cheek and the saleswoman giggles.
"Let me see what I'm working with."
Kayla nods - eventually I hesitatingly pull my shirt over he head, then open my jeans with trembling fingers and drop them.
"Mhm. Cute!"
The saleswoman's hand touches my chest and I jump.
"Sorry. I should have asked..."
Then her eyes turn towards -- Kayla, she seems more interested in her consent to touch me than mine. Kayla nods.
"Sure, you can touch her!"
Her fingers are warm as they move over my chest.
"Not very muscular."
My arms.
"Quite girly to begin with, really."
My thighs.
"Mhm. That's a bit more, but not exactly manly either, is it? Alright, down with the rest!"
I feel my eyes open wide and I shake my head.
"Uhmm... No... I.. "
"Young lady, this is a bit... tricky. I get it, it's intimate, but I'll have to pick pants tailored for women and you're... well, despite the best efforts, your body is technically a man's. If you get my drift."
"She says he needs to see your peepee to know if it fits into pants made for hoohas!"
Kayla whispers into my ear. Loud enough for the saleswoman to hear though. She giggles.
"That's not how I would have put it, but yes."
"Come on, babe, no need to be ashamed. It's just us girls here."
I feel Kayla's hands pull down my bulky boxer shorts and can't resist the urge to cover myself with my hands.
"Arms to the side!"
Kayla slaps my butt -- gently, but hard enough to leave a slight sting. I close my eyes, breathe in deeply, lower my hands. And clench my teeth, as a I hear a soft giggle from the saleswoman.
"Oh. How cute!"
Not what I would have wanted to hear - until yesterday. But... I now heard again it's what Kayla thinks about it, too. And I did like that.
"Isn't it?"
I feel my boyfriend's hand at my cock and breathe In heavily. Feel it getting harder.
"Oh, she likes, that...."
The other woman chuckles. I dare to open my eyes. She looks - amused. But not mean-spirited in any way. My dick doesn't cause any awe or respect, but definitely not any ridicule either.
"Not getting much bigger, is it?"
"Nah, that's pretty much it, from what I observed."
Kayla winks at me.
"Right, girl?"
I nod.
"No wonder she slipped so easily into becoming my girlfriend. She was a lot more useful last night when not even thinking about using her -- masculinity."
"I can imagine. Well..."
The saleswomen claps her hands again.
"That little thing shouldn't be much of a problem to tuck away. If he keeps it soft... she, I mean."
"I'm sure she can."
Kayla smiles at me.
"She's a good girl. Mostly."
"Right. That will fit in anything feminine we have to offer."
Her gaze appraises me from head to toe one more time.
"Be back in a second. One full set from glamour model to fem-boy raiding his sister's closet, right?"
Kayla snickers.
"With a focus on every day wearable stuff, maybe and just a few... sexy treats for me and her in private."
I feel her breath in the hollow of my neck as she kisses me and the saleswoman leaves us alone.
"Got it. BRB!"
"You'll be such a pretty girl. I must admit, I was slightly put off when I saw you in your boy stuff this morning."
I freeze at the reprimand.
"But don't worry, I get it. Turning you into me girlfriend is a long term project. As long as you do what I tell you, we'll both benefit from it. I promise."
I feel a flash of heat running through me and can't stop my erection from popping back up at her teasing and kissing when the saleswoman returns, her arms fully loaded.
"Still hard, huh? Horny little bugger..."
She smiles and drops the clothes.
"How should we start?
"Let's ease her in, shall we?"
Kayla winks at me.
"Pants and tops. Do you sell shoes, too?"
"Brought some, yes. Under the rest."
"Good."
Kayla nods, visibly satisfied.
"Let's start."
The shop assistant -- in all the confusion I just now think to look at her name tag - Tricia -- shows a pair plain white panties to Kayla. They're pretty nondescript, though definitely a lot tighter and smaller than any underwear I ever wore, and they do have a small pink bow at the seam, as if to remind me: No, they're not just extra tight men's briefs.
"Just for the try on, I have something more - feminine for later."
Tricia ignores me and gives them to Kayla who nods and hands them to me.
"But get rid of that nuisance down there, first -- small as it is, it's still going to make a nasty bulge in pants designed for girls. And I'm Not always gonna wank you off like I did yesterday just to spare you the embarrassment. You better learn to keep that thing in check! Without touching it!"
I swallow. Nod.
"Yes, Sir."
Tricia giggles at that -- not sure if it's my obedience, the way Kayla talks about my boner as a nuisance or me calling her Sir.
I close my eyes. Take a deep breath. Think about baseball. Being in such a close proximity to two women doesn't help my arousal, but Thank God stamina isn't exactly one of my biggest strengths. Or problems. It just takes a couple of moments, me fully realizing how embarrassing this while situation really is and I feel my cock go soft again.
Did I just thank God for not being able to maintain an erection?
"Good girl"
I blink, feel my cock twitch again at being called that, but I can control myself.
"Now put these on!"
She looks at the panties in my hand. As I climb into them, I do notice a bigger difference, after all. They're definitely cut different than men's briefs, lacking a bulge in front. If I was better hung, they might be really uncomfortable. As it is... they actually feel pretty nice. They're softer than any of my underwear - even though they're just cotton, as well. Somehow it seems men aren't supposed to have clothes that feel good.
"Perfect!"
Tricia nods contently.
"l think I got her size right. These should fit fine."
She hands a pair of jeans to Kayla, who gives them to me. I sigh relieved. Jeans is good.
Although, as I pull them up, they feel notably different than mine. They're tight, for one, hugging my thighs and calves - they have a little flexibility, that can't just be denim, can it? Women's clothes are so much more intricate. The sit low on my hips as well - I'm used to pulling my pants up to my belly button. These won't do that. Not even close. They barely cover my butt. Or my pubic hair, for that matter.
I manage to close the button -- even though they sit tight on my hips - and look at myself in the mirrors. It looks cute! The light blue cloth is accentuated with pink seams - and some plastic rhinestones in pink and white along the fly and the pocket seams. No doubt girl jeans.
They fit me perfectly. And I cannot lie, make my butt and legs look fabulous. Kayla pats my ass and Tricia nods supportively.
"So much better. You have the perfect body to wear that, young lady. And this, I'm sure!"
With a grin she hands a top to my boyfriend and Kayla gives it to me. I gulp. No pretence of it being anything like the shirts in my wardrobe. It's pink, thin, light, and flimsy. It has a butterfly printed onto it. As I pull it over my head, I feel the straps rest on my shoulders, and the thin fabric against my nipples. I look down. It's cropped, and low cut, covers my chest and that's about it. In combination with the low cut jeans, this is the most revealing outfit outside of swimming pools I've worn in years. If ever. And this is supposed to be the - outfit for public? I shiver, see myself blush in the fully body mirror in front of me.
"So cute!"
The shop assistant proclaims. Kayla nods.
"And it fits her perfectly. We'll mark that as a sure buy."
I close my eyes and nod. Then peel out of it as the women pick my next one -- yoga pants -- I hadn't thought they'd wear pants even tighter than those jeans. I can see my thigh muscles and my ass crack, and even my small cock bulge cannot be missed in this one. At least the top is less revealing than the last one - it's as tight as the pants, but covering my arms and my belly
Next: Shorts. Short Shorts. Barely covering my ass. And they're tight -- Hot Pants. I cannot deny those Are hot. A top, leaving my shoulders and midriff bare -- a tube top, I learn.
Some more combinations in the same vein, that Kayla sorts by how much she likes them. I am not asked for my opinion. My taste in clothes is apparently not to be trusted.
I look at Kayla, as I eventually find myself standing in only the sheer patines in front of the two and they look at each other, Tricia smiling knowingly.
"Well, that's what I got for the less -- feminine things."
I see my eyes widen in the mirror. That was "less feminine"?
"You want to try some of the stuff I think would be more appropriate for a girl - more advanced in - being a girl?"
"Absolutely!"
Kayla smiles approvingly and takes one piece that looks sheer, flimsy, and without the least bit of pretence to ever be worn by a man.
I close my eyes as the two women look at my almost naked body. I hold it in my hand, uncertain how to put it on. Apparently my boyfriend can read my mind.
"You can actually pull it over your head like a shirt or get into it like pants."
Women's clothes are so much more sophisticated. I slide it over my head, the straps cling to my shoulders and the light, flowy dress with the flowery pattern falls down my body like a cloud. It feels So soft. So smooth. I feel hugged. My little dick is unbound by any fabric except for the thin cotton of the panties.
Tricia smiles. I guess she senses another sale, and she's not wrong, I look at myself in the mirror and see Kayla smiling behind me. She has a good reason to, I do look pretty in this. I let my hands slide of the soft fabric without even realizing I do.
"Yep. Why you would ever hide that under those sacks you wore when you thought you were a boy is beyond me."
I slide it off and the dress goes to the heap of clothes we'll take home. Next a short pleated skirt, and a white blouse that Kayla makes me tie in a knot under my chest instead of buttoning it, baring my midriff. For a split second I imagine myself having boobs to actually fill that plunging neckline. I'd look amazing with boobs.
What?
I feel my insides tingle as my thoughts run wild, and Kayla smiles at me mischievously like she read my mind.
Next -- another dress, black, strapless, tight.
"Every woman needs a little black dress", Tricia proclaims and Kayla nods.
It hugs my body, soft fabric caressing my skin. Again - If I only I had a rack it would to make the shoulder-free dress look so much better.
The ongoing modelling session turns racier as Tricia hands Kayla a sheer nothing -- pink, transparent, adorned with ruffles and lace. This -- is lingerie.
"But..."
"Just for me baby-girl. You want to look sexy for your boyfriend, don't you?"
I blush, look down. Nod shyly, then take it and put it on. Again not able to suppress the image of actually having boobs to actually fill this thing. But even without...
"Awwww. So hot."
The saleswoman giggles as my boyfriend reaches around me and tickles my nipples.
"So hot!"
She agrees and I can't deny it. I am.
Next -- a set of matching underwear: silk panties -- a thong. Nothing but a tiny triangle, barely covering my dick, small as it is and a string pulled up between my ass-cheeks. That is so weird. But also... kinda nice. Soft. Embracing me like a cloud. That reaches between my cheeks
The bra... I blush as Kayla chuckles.
"You really don't need it obviously. But..."
She winks at me.
"I'm sure you'll look cute in it!"
Tricia smiles.
"I picked an A cup, of course. Just for the looks."
I put it on. Or rather, I try to. What the hell, how does this even...
With a smile Klay moves the clasps on the back to my chest and shows me how to close them, then moves them back to my back.
"You're such a klutz and you don't even have the boobs you have to fit into them!"
I nod, ashamed, and look at myself. Red silky underwear on my slim body -- I never thought of it as feminine -- it's definitely not masculine, though. Not in this.
Kayla hands me a pair of stockings that I roll up my legs and - I close my eyes as the blood rushes to my face. A pair of high heeled pumps.
"I can't walk in..."
"Not yet. We'll see. For now, you don't have to walk. We have These for that."
Kayla holds up a pair of pink flat shoes. Not any more boyish but at least they don't look dangerous to wear. These heels, though... I slip into them and immediately need Kayla's support to not fall. Look at myself in the mirror again, feel my boyfriend's hand run down my naked back, sending shivers down my spine even before it comes to rest on my ass. Her breath in my ears as she whispers.
"I've definitely picked the hottest girl in our grade. You could make most of my friends jealous the way you wear those. You'll need some more practice to walk in them so, but I'll teach you that, little one!"
A kiss planted on my neck makes me moan. I can't help it.
With a snicker, Kayla turns to Tricia.
"Can you give us a moment? We... have some things to talk about, I guess."
The shop assistant smiles with a twinkle in her eye.
"OK. But... uhm... don't spoil my fitting room. Please? We have to pay the cleaning staff extra every time we get - nasty stains in here. And you won't believe how often That happens."
I blush as Kayla laughs out loud.
"Don't worry, she's a good girl. I'm sure she won't come unless I let her. Right, baby-girl?"
I nod.
"Yes. Sir."
Nothing else I can say. I am feeling butterflies in my stomach from the obvious intentions she has. And there's no way I could deny that in front of Tricia. She winks at me one more time then turns her back and closes the door to the fitting room.
"You are so turning me on like this, baby-girl! You look so hot!"
She leans into me, nibbles my earlobe. I can't help it any more, feel my cock grow hard inside the silk thong. She touches its soft fabric and chuckles.
"I meant it. No coming!"
I hear a soft giggle behind the door. Pretty sure we have a listener.
"Cum is is so Hard out get out of silk."
I nod.
"Yes. Sir. I won't."
"Good girl!"
She opens her pants and drops them to the floor, then lowers her panties, revealing her trimmed bush of dark hair over her deliciously juicy lips. I lick my lips as swallow hard.
"Hungry?"
I only nod ad she points to the floor. I fall onto my knees, eagerly burying my face in her crotch.
I've been dreaming of this for hours last night, not hoping I'd be privileged enough to be allowed to service her again so quickly. I kiss the clit, already engorged and throbbing. I blush, proud of myself. I Did turn her on, it seems. If I have to be a girl for that, so be it. If this is my reward for being a Good Girl!
I lick down, hungrily lapping up the juices that formed between her puffy lips and have begun to drip down. They taste so exquisite. Even better than i remember it from last night. I have the feeling I'll enjoy it more every time I'm allowed to eat it.
Moving back up to her clit, sucking on it gently, licking the tip. My hands move up to her butt-cheeks. Holding them firmly, I pull myself into her. She moans, humping my head; ruffles my hair, she isn't trying to suppress her sounds of ecstasy, if anyone does come into the shop now, they'll surely hear what's happening. Tricia gets a show one way or another and hopefully enjoys it..
I slide a finger into her pussy as I continue sucking her clit, nervously awaiting her reaction to my daring initiative. She doesn't object, moves her hips closer and lets me enter her. With a finger, at least, if not my dick. I'm her girlfriend, that thing has no place in our relationship.
Her moans turn into grunts and screams, as I do whatever gets the most reactions from her. I'm learning as I go. And from the reactions, I hope I'm a good and fast learner. I want nothing but to make her happy.
A goal I do achieve achieve today -- after a few more moments, her grip on my head becomes tighter, her screams hoarse, howls of bliss erupt from her throat, ripples run trough her body.
Her orgasm lasts forever - a minute at least, and I'm kind of glad I didn't get one myself to compare it to -- mine pale against this.
Eventually she leans against the mirror, wiping sweat from her face, catching her breath.
"Well. Done. Very good. You've improved already since yesterday. Such a good girl."
She leans down and kisses my lips, making me blush harder than ever before today.
With a deep sigh she hands me the first set of panties I tried on today.
"Is it OK if she she puts on some of the stuff I'll buy her today?"
She calls out, causing a soft chuckle just outside the fitting room.
"Sure thing. I can remove the security tags while she wears it."
As I hesitatingly put on on the thin soft panties, the tight jeans and the crop top, the door opens again
"What else will you have then?"
Kayla hands her the clothes she wants for me in one heap, then looks down to my old clothes.
"And can you discard those? She won't need them any more."
I blink.
"But... "
"Yes, baby?"
I gulp. I don't want to seem ungrateful.
"I really like that shirt...
Kayla sighs.
"You're Not gonna wear anything that baggy around me... Oh, alright, stop pouting. I'll let you keep the shirt if you promise I don't ever have to see it on you. But the jeans will go!"
I nod.
"Thank you, Sir"
Tricia nods.
"Sure, we'll put them into the donation bin for the Red Cross we use for slightly damaged goods."
With a chuckle and full arms she leaves us alone. I just barely manage to grab my keys, wallet and phone from the pockets of my old jeans before they end up donated as well. As I try to put the phone into the pockets of my new jeans, I frown
"Uh... what the..."
Kayla looks questioningly, then laughs.
"Honey, you didn't think those are actual pockets?"
"Huh?"
"Oh you sweet girl, you have so much to learn about being female. Those are just decorations."
"But... what? Why? How..."
I hold up my stuff and she sighs theatrically.
"I'll keep those for you, baby."
She opens her purse and drops my belongings into it.
"We'll get you a pretty purse too. I guess you don't really need this any more, anyway, though."
She holds up my wallet before putting it away.
"I'll pay for all your daily needs, sugar-baby. That's what boyfriends are for, huh?"
She kisses my cheek and I feel it burn as I follow her to the checkout, feeling a little sheepish.
She has a golden credit card - with her own name on it, actually. No doubt paid for by her parents, but she didn't have to swipe her Dad's, as she has claimed.
She is handsome, generous, kind and strong, confident and caring. Any girl's dream boyfriend...
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After a long day Alex is returned home by his mother and Tina and gets to play his part in the sacred erotic rituals of this female lead society to help the young women ease into her new role as an adult woman and wield her power over men to the benefit of all.
Entering their apartment, the two women waste no time, pulling the hapless boy into his mother's bedroom, almost ripping of his flimsy school uniform.
"I am so turned on right now!", Tina exclaims breathlessly.
"... don't know what it is..."
Sandy smiles with a knowing look.
"Authority, my dear girl. We just determined my boy's future to a great extend. By making sure he'll learn the proper skills for his life, we put him on the path we deem right. And there's nothing... absolutely nothing that is more in a woman's nature and fulfils her instincts and her purpose than benevolently guiding men."
She plants a kiss on her son's trembling lips. His cock has gone rock hard, he also is immensely exited -- for the reverse reason as the two women. Nothing speaks to his nature as a male more than surrendering all control to the women ruling over his life.
Tina nods, with an understanding look.
"So this is what being an adult woman feels like."
Sandrine smiles, nods and walks over to her drawer.
"So it will be. You'll take your rightful place as a woman as leader of our world. You'll go far, I know. And I'm proud that my boy will be the first male to benefit from your strength. How about we celebrate it by -- exercising your new power over my little man more - extensively."
She pulls out a strap-on - her old one, from before she got the new state of the arts piece - and puts it on, while taking her new, well used current favourite cock from her purse and handing it to her son's new mistress. Alex gulps at Tina's smile. He's never serviced two women's cocks at a time. And don't the women wan to come themselves? How...
His pondering is interrupted and it is obvious what the two have in mind for this session. It's not about orgasms -- as satisfying and sacred as female ones are. Women are so well able to control themselves, Alex muses, slightly envious. He doesn't think if he had the choice - left on his own instead of being guided by strong women - he'd be able to put back coming for the sake of... He looks at the two women searching for a words. Playing? Training. Breaking him in. No. That's too self centred. This is not about him. Using him to help Ms. Tina become her best self. That's what they obviously mean to do -- not having sex for the sake of their own satisfaction but using him as their tool. Putting him in his place in the world beneath them, beneath the new woman in his life in particular. They will bond over him. Because women clearly can gain a satisfaction out of educating men - training them - that mere males will never understand.
Tina's firm hand on his shoulder pushes him to the floor, down to all fours, where his mother is already waiting, her rubber cock erect right in front of his face. It is not self lubricating like her newest one but of course, for this task, it doesn't have to be. Alex closes his lips around the cock without waiting to be told to and braces himself as he hears the younger woman kneel behind him and feels her spread his pale ass-cheeks.
He moans as the young woman carefully shoves her cock into his rectum - it feels nice. She is gentle. His mother is usually a bit more...
"I understand you're a bit -- hesitant, but he can take more, girl, I trained his ass with that cock very well!"
Alex hears his new mistress giggle and braces himself. His mouth firmly around his mother's cock, he grunts a muffled sound as Tina's is shoved harder and faster into his stretching rectum, deep into his bowels until he can feel the woman's skin against his. As he hears a slapping above him, he knows the two women high-fived over his back. Having sprit-roasted their boy-toy between them, they now begin to use him in earnest.
A pair of maternal hands grabs his head as the cock is shoved deep and deeper into his throat. It took him a while to learn to deep-throat, but he can do it now, he suppresses his gag reflex as the massive cock cuts off his breathing and tries to relax his throat, accommodating the invader. Not made easier by the even bigger rod in in his rear, stretching his tight hole as Tina grabs his slender hips and fucks him like the randy little ass slut that he is, penetrating deep into his bowels, stimulating his prostate so it sends waves of pure pleasure through his body like heated magma. Both women find a rhythm using him easily, like the had never done anything else, teaming up in perfect synch to fuck their boy toy's holes from both sides, relentless, making Alex squeal like a pig between them.
He feels his lower body contract soon, too excited by the day of dreaming about Tina and being used by three women at the same time to hold back his arousal for too long. His little cock is rock hard, his ejaculation watery and drippy though - the usual kind of unimpressive cum he ejects when being anally penetrated. He grunts and moans, muffled by his mother's cock as the two women show no sign of stopping. This isn't about anyone's orgasm. His the very least -- just because a guy comes, doesn't men sex ends after all. Not in this world.
They keep using him for what seems like hours to the boy, never tiring. He can only let it happen, his muscles begin to burn, his balls and cock almost painfully throbbing from not being able to fully unload during a prostrate orgasm. He can only hold still now and enjoy the women's dominance over him. They're stronger, fitter, more persevering. He's just a plaything in their hands, serving the role attributed to all men by mother nature - a catalyst for them to bond over, a tool to ensure society's cohesion through the strengthening of the feminine leadership.
He comes a second time much later, lying on his back this time. They have switched places, Tina's cock now in his mouth, his mother's deep in his bowels. Another wave of pleasure runs through him, another watery squirt of liquid semen shoots out of his small, hard cock, onto his belly this time. Again it brings little release, his balls and cock keep aching and again it does not end his service. For almost another hour the women play with their toy until they finally release him, stand up, kiss - passionately, lovingly, a sight that makes his aching cock throb even more.
They lean back, but both actually seem invigorated, relaxed, as they take off their cocks and throw them to him. The female physique is so amazing: Alex feels tired, worn down, his whole body aches. Of course that's no excuse, he has a job to do and gets up as fast as his strained muscles allow, takes the strap-ons to the bathroom and cleans them off as the women walk to the kitchen.
After cleaning he puts the toys back to their drawer meticulously and enters the kitchen. It's a small group today, apart from them three only Sasha is home for dinner, with two of her clients she brought home after training them at the Gym, a pale woman with blue hair and a black man, apparently her protege, both in their early twenties. They've come to visit Sasha a couple of times, might be considered irregular members of the extended family group by now.
Alex welcomes Sasha with a kiss, deep and open mouthed, as is usual among males and close female group members. He respectfully curtseys to the female guest and briefly nods towards the man before moving to the oven. He doesn't much feel like cooking. At all, but without Björn, the duty is usually his as the only full resident male of the household.
"You may keep the meal simple, boy", his mother calls to him, without looking away from Tina with whom she's in a deep conversation.
The two women, like Alex, are naked, no need to dress at home, no false shame or modesty in this society. The other three at the table still are in their outdoor clothes - which barely cover them, especially not the man. Even among strangers, in this world women's clothes are meant to ornament, male clothes to advertise, not hide the bodies. Alex puts on an apron, gets a family sized piece of ready made dough from the fridge and puts sauces and multiple toppings on it before shoving the pizza into the oven and returning to the table, sitting down next to his mother who is not looking at him but keeps up the conversation with Tina on her other side.
His eyes wander to the others -- Sasha, too, is talking to the woman next to her, the man by her side admiringly looking at them. The males look at each other, nod and smile. Every man know this -- when women talk, men are to be seen, not heard. They have nothing to add to an adult women's conversation so they keep quiet.
Diner is ready in minutes, Alex enjoying the compliments for his pizza more than the actual food and the evening is pleasant, easy going. The women talk, the men eat and listen, only ever talking when one of the women directs a question at them. Which rarely happens.
An hour later, Sasha and her friends retreat to her room -- the two women leading, laughing and kissing, the man following at a respectful step behind them.
Alex smiles. He assumes the women will enjoy each others' company more than his -- Sasha really likes women more than men and only ever uses males as fuck sleeve for her big collection of strap-ons. He hopes for the man that the other woman is a bit more into guys. Not that it is relevant. Whatever role a woman chooses for a man is his role to play. His pleasure always a secondary concern.
When they are alone, his women also lead the way - also laughing and kissing -- he feels a strange deja-vu and has a hunch that both parties of three tonight will engage in similar fun time activites.
He follows the women to the living room - quite a big space with an impressive home entertainment system. Of course every woman has an account with personal access to all information and entertainment networks in her own room, but the lounge area is designed and built for group events. Family nights. Parties. Enough space to comfortably fit the whole household. More than ample room for the three to make themselves comfortable. Even though only the two women really do. Alex didn't fully understand all of their conversation during dinner of course -- women talking usually goes over his head-- but he did notice the more than friendly mood between them.
It doesn't come as a surprise -- they have used a man together now, after all, and this is exactly what the main purpose of men and their ritual use in this society is. Not the women's own physical pleasure -- they didn't come, yet, after all. And certainly not his -- though he Did come -- kinda. That's more the slightly gross side effect of such an affair due to male weakness and lack of self control.
No, the main purpose of the last hours, the two women using him as their toy, was female bonding. They were close yesterday, found each other sympathetic at first sight, as everyone could see. Became friends immediately. But today, after officially sharing control over Alex's life in school and just as as much over his body later in his mother's bed, they are more than friends. They are - Family. In a way he as a man would never fully grasp. With a deeper connection men could Ever share -- he never felt any type of male bond beyond superficial sympathy, a sharing of interests with another boy and from his observations he knows other men don't either. The male psyche and emotional range just are not cut out for it. Female bonds on the other hand are the strongest thing in the world. Unless anything dramatic happens, Tina and Sandrine will be connected for life -- connected by Alex.
He sighs as he sits down on the couch and his eyes wander over to the women, embracing, giggling, whispering into each other's ear. Highly important things, things of depth and meaning, Alex is certain. He feels envy, deep inside of him. Neither his familiar bond with his mother - the closest connection he ever had to a human being - nor the growing and very different but even more thrilling bond between him and Tina can obviously be a match for the one these two women are developing. Being an emotionally immature male, he'll never know. But he takes deep breath. He is incremental in this bond. He did his duty as a male for these two women, serving as a catalyst for their relationship, bringing them together and being the glue that binds them. It's feels like a small feat with a small reward compared to what the women do. But it is his task as a man. And he's proud he did it well.
Smiling he keeps watching the women as a movie plays on the TV -- light entertainment, the Billy Movie. He doesn't really like this on. He did love playing with his Billy doll as a little boy, it taught him a man's place in society by letting Billy serve all the female dolls. This movie though - it seems to have some kind of weird modern message about how men should strive for more. It's a message that confuses his simple mind, especially coming from his old buddy Billy. Judging from Tina snorting at some of the movie's lines, when shifting some of her attention from making out with his mother to the screen, it seems she agrees with him on that one. Sandrine really seemed to like it, though, the first time she watched it with him in theatre. She even took him twice. Being in the unenviable situation of not actually having a clear female perspective to tell him what to think, he actively doesn't watch it and so has ample time to enjoy the other show -- much more entertaining -- of the two women in his life kissing, stroking each other, making out. They ignore him completely -- he can't blame them, he never really understood why women even bother with males when they could just enjoy each other's company, in the first place. So much more graceful, satisfying, sacred is the act of two women in the realm of passion than when they get a small man and his small dick involved. His small dick throbs at the sight nonetheless, unneeded and useless as it is. The moans and sighs, radiant female bodies performing their sacred union. But he's just a male, he doesn't have to understand why women bother with him, just be grateful for it. And be humble and silent when they don't have use for him.
Eventually the movie ends -- at least the ending he likes: after the make believe in Billy-Land where male and female dolls weirdly acting like they're equal, reality catches up to Billy, he becomes a real man and learns the lesson of the movie - you can play all you like with dolls as a child, even pretend men are like women, but in this reals world, a real man submits. Unconditionally. Billy becomes the ward of the mother of the now grown up boy that used to own him when he was a doll, serving her beside his firmer owner. Even though he was let off his leash in fantasy-land over the course of the movie, in the end he's a real man now: docile and subservient. Good message, if a bit muddled with modern ideas of letting a man find his place below women instead of them just showing it to him. Sandrine and Tina at last let go of each other, just to stand up and walk into the direction of Sandrine's bedroom. Alex is uncertain...
"What are you waiting for, son?"
"Do... don't you want me to let you two alone for the night?"
His mother chuckles.
"Not today, Lexi. Tina and I have plenty of time to get to know each other without your pesky presence but on out first bonding, you'll be the witness the whole process!"
He smiles, gets up and follows the two women. No greater honour in this society than that.
He sits down on the foot of his mother's big bed as the two women fall onto the mattress in a tight embrace, kiss passionately, wildly, hungrily. Alex's cock throbs painfully, but he breathes in and tries to ignore it. Highly unlikely he'll get the chance to relief it today.
The women are taking their time, their bodies pressing against each other, both covered in a thin layer of sweat, their arms reaching around each other, legs entangled. They understand each other without words, Tina begins to slide down, kissing the older woman's breasts, her belly, licking off salty sweat and finally ending between her thick thighs. The mother lays her head onto the pillow, closes her eyes and lets out a reverberating, deep moan of pure bliss as the young lips close around her clit.
Alex is in awe. For his body, this is just arousing, the most arousing sight possible, in fact -- but his male mind, slow and primitive as it is, understands this is not merely physical. This is a sacred act, a connection to the divine no male could ever hope to get close to. Every religion in this world honours this - the sexual act between women, the pure sensual energy, untainted by male inadequacies - as the core element to their worship. There is nothing more powerful and spiritual than the female orgasm and there is no more sacred, enlightened act to achieve it than this. Sandrine comes quickly, aroused by a day of using and guiding her son and hours of foreplay with her new female ally. Retuning the favour, she lounges between the young woman's legs, kisses the fresh, juicy, young pussy, licks it, penetrates the lips with her experienced tongue and makes Tina gasp in a never before experienced bliss only a woman can hope to achieve.
The young woman lies close to him and Alex has to actively suppress the urge to reach out and touch her. He knows that would not just be rude but close to blasphemous. Men don't interrupt an act of pure female bliss. It's like bursting into worship of the Goddess herself. He puts his hands on his thighs just watching, his cock throbbing in dull ache of pent up arousal, as his new custodian comes when his mother kisses her clit.
The two women continue their worship of the female orgasmic force for some more hours, in all positions and forms invented by womankind. Whenever they come - scissoring, their pussies pressed against one another; licking or fingering one another, kissing various erogenous zones; breasts, thighs (female bodies are so much more complex than males) - Alex's cock twitches and watery drops of prrecum run down its short shaft. No way to resit the raw sexual energy these two women emanate in the worship of the divine feminine, they are pure lust, radiant bliss.
It's long after midnight when the Sex Mass ends and the two women lie back, relaxing, sweating, breathing heavily, giggling and laughing.
They look invigorated, filled with raw energy, radiant. Alex admires the two, knowing full well he would d be a quivering mess, broken and exhausted after so many hours of pure sexual service. Women are so much stronger.
They wave him to them and he crawls over, his hard cock bobbing against the women, making the giggle -- and lies down between them. He feels their breasts against his skin, their heartbeats, fast and exited, only slowly calming down, hears their breathing, smells their fragrances -- sweat and sweet sweet pussy, a fragrance he can also taste as they kiss him goodnight.
He knows he will not find sleep for a while. His mind is racing with the images of the sacred union he was privileged to witness and with more thoughts of all the things happening to him in the last 24 hours. His body is buzzing with unfulfilled desire, his cock throbbing, but of course as none of the women allowed it, he won't touch himself. It's OK. He doesn't need to sleep. Lying here, between the two women who now firmly have him under their wings, their bodies pressed against his, sleeping in a post orgasmic bliss from a bond he wasn't a part of and yet is essential to forge, is paradise. This new small core family unit he is now the junior part of -- is all he could want from life. His small male mind may not be able to see the grand scale like the women do - he's so grateful they take care of that -- but right now, he wouldn't want to. This moment that he lives in is all that he needs.
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After the Shopping Spree to outfit our freshly feminised protagonist, Kayla introduces her to some more perks of being a girl.
All characters are 18 or older.
Over the course of the next hour Kayla drags me into multiple smaller boutiques and shops. I'm already kinda glad I'm wearing my new shoes - Kayla called them Ballerinas - they're comfy. They fit my feet like they are made for them. I feel a little like Cinderella.
My boyfriend buys me a boatload of new stuff with her golden credit card: a purse, first -- she picks it, not trusting my taste, apparently. It's pink, with rhinestones and tassels. As I hang it over my shoulder, I expect her to return my stuff to me, but she doesn't. Guess my new purse serves more as a decoration, at least while my boyfriend is around to keep my belongings safe.
I get a bracelet -- rainbow coloured glass pearls. A necklace -- the letter K in actual real silver - a boyfriend necklace. The set of hair clips and the hair band she buys go straight into her own bag, as she ruffles my hair.
"Not much use for those. Yet. We'll have to let your hair grow a Lot longer, baby-girl, then those will look so pretty on you! And you want to look pretty for me, huh?"
She kisses my cheek and smiles.
I'm all out of breath after over an hour of shopping and my belly is rumbling, making Kayla chuckle.
"OK, you've been a good girl. Are you getting the hang of shopping?"
I nod. This Is fun. In a weird way that would have felt humiliating to the core only a few days ago. But I'm seriously enjoying being pampered and getting gifts from my boyfriend.
"OK. Let's have a break and the we move to the relaxing part of the day."
I look at her. She has plans beyond shopping?
At a food stand she buys a burger and milkshake for herself and a salad and a diet coke for me. I look at her food enviously then blush as she winks at me and pinches my cheek.
"You don't want you lo lose your slim figure, my little girl, do you? I don't mind some curves in girls, but I'm afraid your body may not have fully caught on to you being a woman and men have curves in all the wrong places if they don't have women to take care of their diet. I love pampering you, but I don't want you to get spoiled, my little princess."
With a slap on my flat stomach she winks at me and I nod.
"Thank you, Sir. "
After lunch, we move on. I take a deep breath as we walk back into the hallways in my new feminine getup, now more crowded than when we arrived. I hear Kayla snicker, as I look around again - I tried to be sneaky about it, but that doesn't seem to be my strength. No, no one here who knows me and if... I feel my heart skip a beat at the thought - I don't even know if I'm afraid of that or hope for it really.
I catch my reflection in a shop window. I am -- cute. There's no way around it. If my old self saw my new self here.... Well, I don't know what I would have thought. I'm still not looking like a girl: no boobs, the short hair not girly-cute-short, but really the cut of a boy who doesn't care about his hair much. My posture is not feminine, neither is my walk.
All of a sudden, I think that I really look terrible. I never ever thought about my walk before -- but now in these shoes, the tight jeans and the cropped shirt, my slouch looks ugly. I straighten my spine and push my chest out, looking at my reflection. And jump as I see my boyfriend's image behind me smiling broadly. I haven't even noticed what I'm doing. Her hand wanders down my back to my butt and rests there
"Right you are, baby-girl. You can't walk like a boy when being so pretty. I'd have told you sooner or later - didn't want to put too much pressure on you on your second day as girl, but I'm Very proud of you for noticing it yourself."
I blush as butterflies take of in my stomach. I love her praises.
"Chin up, chest out. Yeah, I know you have no boobs, but you'd be surprised how much of being a woman isn't actually about having a super feminine body but a woman's attitude. Shoulders up. Now come!"
She moves away some steps and I walk towards her.
"One foot in front of the other. Girls don't just walk, girls float!"
I try and she smiles.
"There you go. You'll be surprised how good that makes your butt and your legs look. Especially in higher heels, but we'll cross that bridge when we get to it!"
She takes my hand when I reach her and kisses my cheek.
"Good girl!"
I feel my cock throb in my tight jeans at her touch and her smell.
"You deserve a reward! One of the best rewards for a girl there is! Even better than shopping! Better than -- well not sex, at least not good sex. And our sex was real good, wasn't it?"
She grins and pulls me after her to another section of the mall.
"Oshun Spa and Wellness", the sign exclaims in neon mint and yellow colours. I look at Kayla, feeling a slight rise of nervousness.
"I've never been to a..."
She sighs, the chuckles.
"I'm shocked. Trust me you'll love it girl!"
We are greeted by a dark skinned woman with wild curly hair behind the reception desk who smiles at Kayla.
"Welcome to the Oshun."
Then she looks at me, hesitates for a second, appraising me.
"Hello..."
Then looks back at Kayla.
"Do you have an appointment?"
"No. Sorry, it was a bit of spontaneous decision, do we need one?"
"No, no problem, we have free time."
"Perfect. I'd like a full treatment for us."
Her smile drops a tiny little bit as she looks at me again.
"Hm. Well, yes. You see, the Oshun Spa praises itself for providing the perfect wellness experience for women to dive into their deepest feminine energy."
"Prefect. Just what we need"
Kayla smiles back.
"OK. Then the young gentleman maybe would like to wait..."
Tina looks at me, then the black receptionist, then giggles.
"I see. No that's OK, my girlfriend's here with me!"
The receptionist raises an eyebrow.
"Ah. Yes. Sure... Hm... You're a woman?"
I gulp. Kayla looks at me expectantly. Apparently there's no other way to get in here. And Kayla seems realty excited about this. For herself and for me. And -- isn't it true? Yes. Definitely. A bit of -- an oversimplification at this point, maybe, but...
I blush. Nod.
"Come on, say it, girly!"
Kayla pats my butt.
"I'm a - girl..."
"Well. I guess. In the interest of diversity. If you vouch for your... girlfriend."
Kayla nod affirmatory.
"Absolutely. She's cool!"
"And you promise to be a good girl?"
I feel myself blush. I'd love to be. I really do.
"Yes, Ma'am."
I nod, making the receptionist giggle.
"OK. I like the sound of That. Ada. Zarina!"
Two black women appear from some kind of back area, dressed in white t-shirts and shorts.
"Have you followed our conversation?"
They nod, both have their eyes fixated on me.
"You're OK with this"
One of them chuckles softly -- the taller one, which means something, as they're both taller than me or Kayla. And they look strong. Quite impressive biceps that definitely put mine to shame.
"He... she definitely doesn't look much like man, does she?"
"Yeah, I think she looks willing to explore her feminine energy. We can work with that."
I gulp and blush, try not to break eye-contact but can't help it. I look down and hear her chuckles again.
The other woman nods and agrees with a hummed sound of approval.
"Come!"
Kayla kisses my cheek again and whispers into my ear.
"I knew you wouldn't humiliate me in public, girlfriend."
"Separate rooms or shared treatment?"
The receptionist taps into her keyboard.
"Oh, we're inseparable"
"I can see that."
All women chuckle as Kayla pulls me after her, following the two women. They hand us two bathrobes -- incredibly soft and fluffy, no comparison to the coarse stuff my bathrobe at home is made of. Why do only women get to wear the best stuff? I smile and blush. Women like me, so no reason to complain, I guess.
"Changing rooms are over there, if you need them."
The taller of the two women points to he end of the hall and Kayla smiles
"Gotta go naked for the full body treatment, anyway, don't we?"
The tall woman - Ada -- nods with a smile.
"It's just us girls anyway, so no need to be ashamed, right!"
She slaps my back and I take a last look into the direction of the changing rooms before entering the treatment area.
Kayla loses no time, pulls off her blouse, her bra, pants and panties. I gulp and stare at her. l only now realize that despite all we've done - all she's done with me - she hasn't really let me see her body fully naked yet. I dove deep between her legs and am now intimately familiar with her pussy, from looks to smell and taste, but her breasts are new to me. She notices my gaze as she stretches lazily and chuckles.
"Close your mouth, baby-girl. One might think you've never seen a girl's breasts before."
I gulp. l blush. And her chuckles become a laugh.
"Ah. I see. Well, not in real life, I assume plenty on your phone. Not even your big sister's?"
I feel my mouth go dry and considerer it... the thought of lying to my boyfriend shortly crosses my mind but...
"On... only for a second. When she came of of the shower in the hall and hadn't closed her... Or at the beach when her bikini slipped..."
I lower my eyes and shut up, this is way too embarrassing. Kayla chuckles softly.
"It's OK, I knew you used to be a teenage boy when I picked you, I can't complain you were a little pervy pig. It's what all boys are. All males, really."
The two spa employees nod knowingly.
"Now that you're a girl we can be more mature about this, am I right?"
She puts her hand under my chin and makes me look at her chest.
"Do you like them?"
"I... yes... Sure, very much. They're... beautiful..."
"They are, aren't they? I bet you'd like some like that too."
"I... I'm not.. that's... "
I hear my heart beat in my ears. The image of myself with perfectly firm breasts like hers, makeup like I wore last night, long, long flowy hair is in my head now.
I'd look amazing with them. Kayla laughs and takes my hand.
"You'd look amazing with them! You may touch them. As a girl who is curios about another girl's boobies. Not as a boy who's just plain horny."
I nod.
"Yes. I... I'd love to have such boobs myself, Sir!"
One hand of hers pats my head and the other leads mine towards her chest. I tremble as I touch breasts for the first time, feel her nipples hard against my palms. They are soft and firm at the same time, not like I had imagined it, and then again, almost like it.. Hard to describe. Adoration mixes with arousal and envy. More envy than I'd have expected until very recently.
"And that's what a real woman feels like. Don't worry, you may not be a prefect girl, but you're a much better girl than you were a boy, little one."
She kisses my forehead and I blush.
"But enough with that, we're letting the nice ladies wait."
She nods at me and I feel sweat breaking out. My fingers tremble as I pull my new top over my head. I feel a weird surge of shame. but not because I'm naked but because I stand next to my new boyfriend and her perfect body under strangers' scrutiny. I feel suddenly invalidated again as a girl. I don't like that feeling, I never felt really comfortable as a boy either, but somehow this stings more. Kayla's hand rests on my shoulder, comforting, as I drop my tight jeans and the white panties.
"Awww... So cute!"
Zarina, the slightly smaller woman giggles as all women appraise my dick.
"She may not have anything to offer in terms of cleavage, but at leat her dick isn't reminiscent of a man's too much, is it?"
Giggles. I feel warm in my tummy at the reaction. My cock not being to intrusively manly is the nicest thing I could have wanted them to say. I blush at that thought. It should be weird that I strive so much to not be perceived as a man any more. But it somehow doesn't.
I actively have to stop myself from covering my inoffensive "manhood" with my hands. I'm sure Kayla wouldn't like that. After I was being stared at for what feels like an eternity -- probably only a few seconds -- Ada claps her hands.
"Alright, ladies, let's get started. You can put the robes on if you want for now. We'll start treating your pretty faces."
Kayla helps me into the fluffy white robe, and I fall into it like into a heap of cotton. So damn soft. I climb into the chair next to my boyfriend.
For the next -- I don't even know, hour or so - there is no clock in here, my phone secure in Kayla's purse - we're the center of attention in a way I have Never been. I've known this is something girls do, but I never fully got the point of it. But boy, this is nice.
We get some white stuff on our faces, that surely makes my skin feel soft and smooth like never before. Ada treats my just hands with a level of attention I haven't given to my whole body yet. Ever.
Cremes, nail polish. I freeze as Kayla decides on French Nails for me.
"For now".
My nails are being filed into shape, and I blush as the black cosmetician sighs.
"Girl, you have never been to manicure, have you? One can see you have been a boy until very recently."
"S... sorry.."
I know nothing else to say and the three women look at each other and giggle.
"No worries, girl, I'll make sure all visible proof of you having been that boy will vanish under my care. You'll forget you ever were so sloppy."
Afterwards Ada moves to to my feet, and I cannot help but feel shame again as my nails give away my lack of care for myself even more. Calluses are being removed, toe nails filed. And painted them same color as my fingernails.
"You Do have nice hands and feet, though. Quite petite. Dainty. Soft. If your friend keeps making sure you treat them like they deserve, you can actually compete with the prettiest hands and feet of our other customers."
She smiles at at me, warmly. Her hands tenderly work on my nails. I lick my lips. l feel a warm tingle in my tummy.
"Th.. thank you..."
Kayla smiles at me and reaches over to hold my hand.
"There you have it, my good girl. If you act like a girl, people will notice you're born to be one."
Ada chuckles.
"Yes, she's kinda cute, I have to admit. Alright. Done with that. You too?"
Her smaller collegue nods.
"Not that much to do, here."
Kayla smiles appreciatively.
"Interested in body hair removal, ladies?"
Kayla looks at me, grinning.
"Not for me, thanks. I like my hair natural. As for my girl... you're more the hairless girly type, huh? You did shave last night for our date, after all. Voluntarily..."
I nod then jump a little as Ada's hand slides up my calf, then my thigh.
"Makes sense. I was wondering if she's really that smooth by nature."
She stands up and touches my chest.
"Although if I had to make a professional guess: you were never the hairy masculine type to begin with, were you? Didn't have to shave that much?"
I shake my head.
"Thought so. Except for..."
With the same smile her hand slides down my belly and under my half open robe, coming to a halt when she touches my pubic hair and chuckles.
"The only place where you Do grow a decent bush, you didn't shave, did you, girly?"
I swallow hard. I had removed hair wherever my flimsy costume would show my skin. I had not expected...
"Not that I have a problem with a well groomed bush. I sprout one myself."
Kayla nods,
"Yeah, me too."
"But on a cute little girly girl like you who already went through the effort of shaving all over... This doesn't match, really..."
I look over to Kayla hoping for some help as the cosmetician gently takes some of my curly hair between her fingers and pulls but my new boyfriend just smiles and nods.
"Yeah, good idea. Lets get rid of that bush, you're being too much of a glamorous girlfriend in our relationship to not be smooth..."
With a smile and without awaiting my confirmation - the two women seem to have gotten a pretty good grasp of the nature of Kayla's and my relationship - Is it that obvious that I'd do everything to make her happy right now? - Ada nods at me.
"OK, take that thing off, we need you in your whole, naked splendor for the next step, girl."
I hesitate only for a second. Kayla looks and smiles at me encouragingly, so I get up and drop the robe. Ada curls a lock of my pubes around her finger and smiles.
"Not too dense. Hardly worth calling it a bush, really. Yeah, that can go!"
I take a deep breath. I never really thought about removing body hair before last night, let alone -- that hair down there. It seemed right to have smooth skin with the revealing costume Kayla picked for me but his is taking it a step - a leap -- further.
I look Kayla's eyes, then lower mine as Ada moves towards my crotch with an amused smile on her face. OK. She wants me bald, of course I'll do it. I nod, and awkwardly sit down again. I freeze shortly, as Ada splits the part of the chair where my legs rest and grabs a stool to sit between my now widely spread legs.
"Razor, first, for the trimming."
Wait - first? What else is there but shaving? I have little time to muse about that and no time to actually react, as the black cosmetician takes a can of shaving cream and squirts the cool foam onto my crotch. I feel my penis shrivel some more as it gets hit by the cold. Which doesn't go unnoticed.
"Off to a good start. The smaller that thing is the less it gets in the way!"
The woman between my legs chuckles and I relax. She puts on a pair of rubber gloves before taking my cock between two fingers with a look that is kinda demeaning.... I remind myself she's used to working with women only. I try my best to make my dick as inoffensive as possible, and she's Is doing me a favor, here.
With my dick out of the way, she quickly and professionally removes most of my pubic hair with few strokes of a sharp razor. I feel my heart beat at the sight of such a dangerous instrument in the hands of a woman who shows little respect for my dick, but she is a professional. Soon nothing but a stubble is left above and around my genitals. The hairs on my ball-sack are still longer -- I guess she couldn't make herself touch That too much and I wonder...
"Phase Two!", she proclaims, now with a wide grin on her face. She didn't enjoy Phase One, clearly. Somehow I feel Phase Two is more to her liking. What the...
With a grin, the woman takes strips of cloth and applies them to my crotch area. They feel warm -- quite pleasant, actually - then rubs a sticky paste over my balls and the parts of my cock that do have hairs on them. She does that while touching my cock as little as possible, clearly glad she's wearing rubber gloves, using no more than two fingers, making a face whenever she has to come into contact. OK. I get it, she's not used to treating male customers, but that is still...
No, I can't lie, I might have been insulted a few days ago, but now, I can't blame her. I kinda don't feel like touching it any more myself. Although...
I open my eyes wider and I feel the blood rush into it. Despite the unind touch, my little dick feels aroused for some reason. Stupid thing.
"Yuck. There we have it. I Knew he wouldn't be able to control that thing!"
I blush. Partly due to the embarrassment of sporting a boner. Small as it may be in front a woman who clearly don't appreciate it. Partly, I notice, due to being called 'he'. It sounds weird, by now, but... Well. With the hard cock, I can't really keep the illusion up.
"You promised to be a good girl, but that's way too much to ask, huh?"
She stares at me reproachfully. I look at Kayla, pleading, and see her grin.
"OK. I'm sure she's very sorry. I mean, look at her, she's red as fire truck. I'm sure that dicklet can be softened, can't it, Baby?"



I nod, thankful for her support.
"She had a boner last night too. Once. I - took care of that, she remained nice and soft all night."
Zarina glares at her colleague and earns herself a stern look in return.
"I will NOT touch that thing to make it come. We offer Yoni massages for our female customers, but that's a WHOLE different ballgame."
Kayla's face lights up.
"Oh. Yoni massage. Always wanted to try that out, I'll definitely have one!"
The smaller cosmetician by her side smiles.
"I have been hoping you'd ask for one."
"You can give her one too. Should take care of..."
She nods to my crotch with a grimace. Ada frowns at her.
"You know what a Yoni massage is, don't you? Just for women. With female parts."
"Yes, I know. But don't be deceived by that pesky dicklet, she's actually really a good girl - you can make her come without touching that thing. Really well. I know. I penetrated her deep and she took it like a very good girl."
She winks at me and I lower my eyes, blushing, vividly remembering post prom fuck. The tall black woman looks down on me.
"Is that so?"
Her gloved hand moves down my perineum toward my ass-crack.
"You like to be penetrated huh?"
I swallow hard. And then nod. No need to deny it. I really need to be complacent here to make up for the inconveniences my dick causes.
"A prostate massage... hm. Not exactly the same as a Yoni massage, but at least I don't have to touch that gross thing. And to be honest, I'd like to practice that, anyway. There are too few men brave enough to volunteer for a strong women to penetrate their precious asses. Guess it takes one more in tune with their feminine side."
She smiles and gently strokes my butt hole.
"OK, tell you what, once we're done with all the the waxing - if you take it like a woman - I'll make you come like a women deserves to, little one."
I take a deep breath.
"Th... thanks Ma'am."
"I do like the sound of that. Now - that was big If, anyway. We'll see if you really are woman. In my experience men tend to act up like babies when it comes to Phase Two. Low pain tolerance and all."
With a broad, mischievous grin, she takes the white cloth that has been cooling on my skin so much I almost forgot about it and rips it off without warning.
I grab the armrest of my seat and can't suppress a whimper, tears shoot into my eyes and my legs twitch. But I don't scream, even though I very much feel like it. I see her smile. I took it like a woman. Didn't suppress the tear rolling down my cheek, but I breathe and gather myself as the pain slowly - very slowly - subsides. I think I did well. Even learned a lesson... "taking it like a woman" is not about suppressing emotions or pain. That's more of a man thing, isn't it? I guess its about facing them. Letting them out and accepting them.
The black woman grins approvingly, a bit more sympathetic now.
"Not bad, Not bad. Not yet like a natural born woman who does this weekly, but any man I did this to certainly screamed like a banshee and then acted all tough about it a second later. Maybe you do have a woman's heart in that body..."
I nod, grateful for her acceptance.
The process continues - even worse when he wax is removed from my balls and my cock. I shed some more tears, but with the emotional support from my boyfriend and the now more kind care of the professional woman, I make it through. The pain is searing, but at least I'm prepared this time and I know why I'm doing this. To please Kayla. Who smiles at me warmly. To become the woman I need to be. To grow -- physically and mentally into my new role.
The skilled hands of the cosmetician apply some soothing lotion to my burning crotch area and I sigh relieved. I feel her finger touch my cock. Still hard. It did go down a bit, but now it's back on full-mast.
"Disgusting!"
"At least it's small"
Her colleague next to Kayla offers in my defence.
"Really is, isn't it? Still... OK, If that is what it takes to get this job done, girl I need full access!"
I do as I'm told, slide down in the chair, relax, and feel her finger parting my ass cheeks. Take in a sharp breath and can't help but flex my ass, making the cosmetician sigh.
"Relax!"
Kayla reaches over and takes my hand.
"Don't worry, baby-girl, you'll Love it. I'll be easier than my dick yesterday... "
"I wouldn't count on that."
Ada snickers between my legs, making Kayla laughs, too.
"Oh, come on don't scare her, she's a good girl, but she's new to this. She's just joking, Baby:"
Kayla winks at me.
"And you Did loved being penetrated yesterday, didn't you?"
I gulp and nod, close my eyes, breathe in deep and try to relax.
"Ready for some action too?"
I hear Zarina ask and Kayla makes and approving noise. I am eternally grateful she doesn't let go of my hand - on the contrary: When she lets out a moan as the woman between her legs begins to gently massage her -- yoni, she squeezes me harder. Such a tight grip!
Almost forgot my own -- yoni massage, but not for long. At last, a rubber covered finger, now also coated with a copious amount of lube snakes past my sphincter.
I let out a short squeak and cannot suppress a whimper that makes all three women snicker.
"You sure she's been penetrated before? She's REALLY tight."
The woman with her finger in my butt looks over to my boyfriend who smiles -- blissfully, now that eager hands have started massaging her yoni.
"Yeah, yeah, she's just shy. She took a cock as big as your hand last night and came like a bitch!"
"Good to know, good to know."
Kayla leans back and closes her eyes.
"Be a good giaaaa..."
"Everything OK?"
"Oh, yeah. Perfect."
She nods to the woman between her legs.
"Very nice."
I swallow -- I can't deny thinking the same about treatment I get. A second finger joins the first in my ass after a very short time of probing. Very short -- for a woman so abhorred by the sight and feel of my penis, Ada seems quite experienced with a male physique, at least the rear parts. Ah well. Maybe she's just repelled by my dick in particular. Fair enough. It's really nothing to phone home about. Pale, and kinda squishy, even when erect. Too small to reasonably do much to arouse a woman - Ada is probably intrigued only by much more impressive cocks.
Or she just really prefers men who let her enter their behind. Also reasonable. Given how much more memorable my anal orgasm last night was, I really wonder why this isn't every man's first choice. They are much too focused on their dicks.
They.
I take deep breath. Right. I'm out of that category. Whether I am regarded as a man by others or not, I Definitely enjoyed it too much to be taken by Kayla's big cock. So -- no reason to be worried. No reason to stress. Relax. Let it happen. I am learning to be a woman and I'm feeling I am becoming a better woman than I ever was a man. Ada snickers.
"Ah. That's better. She's relaxing. Good girl. That's how I can work with you. Let me enter your tight little ass. Can you feel it already?"
I clench my teeth, whimper softly, nod.
"Y-yes...", I whisper.
"Feels good, huh?"
"Yes."
"Better than if I touched that peepee of yours?"
"Y... yes..."
"Alright. Now we're talking."
Her thumb rests on my perineum now and I feel my balls tighten involuntary as she gets to massaging the spot she reached deep inside me. I whimper and moan, this already feels so much better than anything I ever did with my cock. Warmth floods through my body from my bowels, waves of pleasure. I feel Kayla's pulse in her hand gripping mine, open my eyes slowly and make eye contact with her. She also looks flustered now, the other employee of the spa having inserted two fingers into her pussy and I feel her hand clenched around mine as she softly sighs.
I bite my lip and have to close my eyes again, shiver as another wave hits me -- this one more profound, deeper, more satisfying than the first, and definitely better than any penile orgasm. And I am not being released - wouldn't want to be. As she continues, I feel not one bit exhausted or tired, I feel alive, invigorated. I'm beginning to lose track of time, but am keenly aware that this kind of arousal doesn't end in a quick, unsatisfying burst, but can last So much longer than what I am used to. I am still trapped in this male body. One that feels more and more inferior to that of a woman, but this -- must be the closest thing my body can experience to what it must be like being a woman in heat; arousal that builds and builds instated of erupting and bursting like a bubble after minutes or seconds.
Just when another wave hits me, I wince through my teeth, grab my armrests -- I feel my sphincter stretch. A LOT.
"Oh.... Mmhhh.. nnghh..."
I look down, see a mischievous smirk on Ada's face, she winks up at me and see her fingers put together like an arrowhead before she pushes her whole hand against the resistance of my rectum. I open my mouth - I don't even know if I want to utter protest or an invitation. Either way, I'm not able to form words, anyway.
"Uhnn... Ohhh... "
I moan, grunt... Kayla open he eyes, looks down, too, snickers.
"Oh. Wow... you think she's ready?"
The black woman looks up and grins.
"You never tried that on her?"
"I only just met her, honestly. I dreamed about doing that to someone, but we haven't gotten there yet. I guess..."
"You don't mind if I break her in?"
Kayla shakes her head
"I... honestly, I think it's good idea. Let a professional do it first, I guess. Do go on."
I blink, swallow hard. They're not even asking me about this, but I guess my cock, small, yet hard and pulsating does the talking for me. I don't know what I'd say if they asked me, but to myself, I cannot deny the butterflies I feel in stomach as Ada's hand, clad in that rubber glove pushes onward, stretching my ass to what feels like its maximum.
I grunt, can't suppress a groan as I manage to relax some more, my sphincter opens and Ada's hand fully enters me.
"Oh... god... Uhbnng..."
"You like it?", Kayla asks, her eyes fixated on the arm buried in my ass with a mix of interest and worry. I nod, feeling sweat roll down my forehead.
"Good girl. We'll try that, too, then. Eventually."
"I have to say, she took it better than any man I ever tried this on for the first time. She is a real good girl."
Ada smiles, then chuckles as I wince once more -- I feel her hand inside me get bigger.
"Relax. It's called fisting for a reason after all."
The two women watching share a knowing look. Slowly, Ada begins to push forward, pull back. She doesn't have to search my prostate, I am so full, so well penetrated that the waves of bliss and pleasure hit me with every movement of her fist.
Her colleague between Kayla's legs looks up to my boyfriend.
"Wanna join your girl and have some fun, as well?"
"U-hu... but not..."
The woman laughs.
"Don't worry, not in the back. That's what Mother nature gave us real women an even more pleasant entrance for."
Kayla smiles and nods, the cosmetician enters her with two, then three and four fingers, Kayla's fingers still wrapped around mine as the hand penetrates her pussy, making her moan and grunt, in bliss that sounds like it's indeed even better than mine. I look at her face, glistening with sweat, but also relaxed, radiant - I know I look a lot uglier when aroused. Another advantage nature gifted to women. I've never felt envious of women having a pussy. Or rather I would never have dared to admit it to myself, but I really do now.
"Oh... Ohhh. Mmm. "
I can't form words any more - not even in my mind. Ada's fist in my insides sends shivers not only through my body, but through my brain as well, wiping away all reason or thought, all sense of myself. It feels only vaguely like orgasms I had before, but those only lasted seconds. This Is unending bliss. With no clock in sight, I have no idea how much time goes by, really. Probably less than I feel, it cannot possibly last that long, such bliss and pleasure cannot possibly be that enduring. Occasionally, when a wave ebbs down shortly, I open my eyes and look at my boyfriend, also in capable hands, getting her yoni massaged from the inside, while the black woman's other hand gently rubs her clit. I so wish I had one, too. I know Ada won't touch my cock. And at this point I wouldn't want her to. I know it wouldn't even come close to the sensations Kayla feels. I know I'd come within seconds and be exhausted right after. This is better. So much better.
I feel the heat rise inside me. As I hear Kayla's moans grow louder, her hand grabs mine tighter and she screams, and I also feel my body convulse, twitch. As my boyfriend comes, I squirt a load of thin liquid onto my belly in a shared orgasm with her.
Eventually my cock goes limp, but the sensation remains, as Ada keeps massaging me. She treats me like a woman now and I'm endlessly grateful -- ignoring the state of my sad dicklet as not relevant for my pleasure. She doesn't stop but keeps massaging my prostate and within moments, the heat runs through me again, as it does, clearly, through Kayla. We both rise together once more, hand in hand to another shared orgasm -- the two cosmeticians' amazing skills in working on us, timing our arousal.
Kayla comes again and so do I -- amazed that my boyfriend doesn't seem to come down again but raise to another level with each of her orgasms, only to come again a few moments later.
That's... I've read about multiple orgasms... It's sight to behold. Exhilarating. Almost spiritual. Ada tries tries keep up, pushing me on, but I am limited by my inferior male physique. As much as I long to be a girl night now, actual multiple orgasms are out of my reach. But the time I need to recover from anal orgasms is remarkably short. I rise again, following Kayla. She has come twice more until I am ready but when she climaxes for the final time, I also manage to come, a few moments after her, squirting another thin load onto my belly.
I would have never dreamed of being able to come three times in a row, being a girl really pays off. Well. Being girlish, that is Nothing I did really compares to what Kayla just experienced. I am Sure.
The two black women raise, grin at each other and to my surprise share a high five. Apparently Really proud of a job well done. Ada tosses me a towel.
"Wipe yourself off, girl. I make you pretty, and I relax you but I'm not cleaning off cum. That's disgusting!"
I nod, following her command. Then sit up, my eyes fixed to Kayla next to me. I feel perfectly awake, alive, invigorated. This type of orgasm is so far superior to anything I've known. Kayla also smiles, her cheeks rosy, her body shiny with sweat. Without thinking, I drop my spoiled towel, take a clean one and begin to wipe the sweat off of her. I want to make her happy. I want to submit to her and service her. I love he...
I gulp. It's way too early to say that out loud. Even think it. I have never... I just Like her so much and I love to be her girlfriend. That's it. Yeah.
I wipe off her belly, her thighs, he breasts, her arms her feet. I feel warm inside, but not aroused as I would have thought I'd be touching a woman like this. This is not sexual. Not really. It's my way of showing her my appreciation, my gratitude for all she's done for me. Today -- paying this whole day pampering me, but last night as well. Making me her girl is the Best that ever happened to me, I cannot deny it.
She leans over and kisses my cheek after gracefully accepting my cleansing of her perfect body.
"Such a good girl. The best!"
Zarina sighs.
"I wish I knew a man who did that for me!"
And her taller colleague snickers.
"You know, now that I've been inside her, I very much agree with our esteemed client that the little one's more a girl than a man."
They nod knowingly.
"Guys. Who needs those, anyway?"
"It's been a true pleasure working with you two ladies. Really. Come back anytime!"
Kayla nods, replying for the two of us.
"We sure will."
"When you pay, you can buy a membership. Comes a lot cheaper and with. Some extra special benefits."
Ada winks art us
"More special than... This?"
Kayla requests and the taller woman smiles.
"You'd be surprised."
The two leave and the door closes behind them, leaving us alone to get dressed again.
I blush, feeling Kayla's gaze on me as I slip into my new underwear and tight clothes. In a good way. I feel appreciated like never before. As a girl, I seem to have a lot more to offer. With a chuckle, she grabs my wrist and pulls me after her towards the reception, where we have left our shopping bags. The receptionist smiles at us. Or maybe mostly at Kayla anyway.
"Satisfied?"
"Immensely!"
Kayla grins broadly.
"I thought so. We can't usually hear our customers out here even during the most intense treatments. Good soundproofing, but you two..."
She grins at us, and I blink, not sure what to feel. Certainly not sure what to say, so I don't say anything.
"Would you like to pay today's session or may I interest you in a membership?"
"Oh, well definitely come again, won't we baby-girl?"
She smiles at me and I nod.
"If you want to..."
"I do. Membership!"
"Very nice. Two individual ones or are you... You are a couple, right? We only treat women, so our couples' memberships are limited to our lesbian guests. Of which we have quite a few..."
"I can imagine..."
Kayla grins knowingly.
"What's the difference"
"Oh, it's a little cheaper than two singles, but most importantly it contains some -- bonus treatments. Once we we can be sure about a guest's -- tastes and preferences, the range of services we can provide for her are... notably broader."
She hands Kayla a leaflet and my boyfriend reads it thoroughly, mumbling to herself.
"Oral Lust-Chakra opening. Hmm... Jade lingam deep vibration reset... Nuru full body massage... I like the sound of these. Couple's membership, definitely!"
She pulls out her credit card that seems to be bottomless and pays the quite hefty price attached to the yearly membership for us two. I don't really understand most of the services offered like she seems to -- I hope till make her happy. That's all I want.
"Perfect. And for our new members we have a welcome gift!"
She reaches under her reception desk.
"I have taken the liberty to bring them out already just in case."
She heaves two huge baskets on to of the desk.
"Oh, nice. The good stuff!"
Kayla smiles and claps her hands.
"Of course. Specially made for our spa. You can buy it, here, too, if you find that you fancy it, but this initial batch is free for new guests."
Kayla snickers and holds up a white and pink can.
"Saves us the trouble to get you some. I won't have you use you old stuff and you can't steal your sister's forever, can you, girl?"
She smiles and sprays a tiny sample of the deodorant onto my hand, sniffs it.
"Hm, smells even better. Vanilla. Lilac..."
"And Rosemary - our signature smell!"
"Nice."
I follow Kayla's inspection of my beauty products in my basket -- pout my lips as she puts some lip gloss into them and makes me smack them.
"Real pretty."
The resectionist smiles at me, and Kayla nods.
"Kissable!"
I feel my knees weaken, my mouth go dry at the compliments and see Kayla winks at me.
"Eau de Parfum. A make up palette. Nice, we need to try that on you soon. Body lotion. Hm... conditioner and shampoo. Not much use for you yet, your hair's a mess, but too short to make much of it, sadly. We'll definitely have you grow that out."
The receptionist nods.
"You really should. Long hair will suit her facial structure a lot more! Make her much more feminine!"
They share a knowing look and I blush, not being invited to share my opinion. For the better. I'm definitely sure Kayla knows how to make me pretty. Much better than I do myself.



With a frown Kayla suddenly looks down at the baskets and I'm glad the topic of my - enhancements is over. For the moment.
"I have no idea what to do with this, actually. We're here with my bike we can't even fit the shopping bags on there, realistically ... "
"We could keep them for you to pick up later, if you'd like. No problem."
Kayla shakes her head.
"Thanks, but I think I know something better."
She takes out her phone and types something, then receives an answer almost immediately, making her smile.
"Perfect. Got you a ride, honey!"
She winks me and I look at her questioningly.
"W... We're not going home together?"
She smirks.
"Aww. How cute. Sad that you have to leave your boyfriend, little one?"
She plants a kiss in my cheek.
"Don't worry, there'll be plenty of opportunities to ride with me, baby girl, but we need to be practical here."
She grabs the baskets and lets me carry the bags - the huge amount of bags, she bought me so much stuff -- as I follow her towards he entrance of the mall.
I blink to the sun - we spend hours inside the building, almost a whole day and it's already sitting pretty low.
"You can drop those, it may take a minute until your ride gets here."
I put the bags down.
"Who...?"
But before I can ask the question she pulls me towards her and takes my head with one hand, the other lands firmly on my ass. I open my mouth in surprise, which she uses immediately to plant a kiss on my lips. I feel the heat rise in me as her tongue enters my mouth, hesitate. Despite the more -- way more - intimate things we've already done - I have kissed her other lips after all - we haven't... not like...
Our kisses so far were soft -- sweet. Hot, but nothing like this. As usual she's taking charge of the kiss - I assume that's not going to change much in our relationship. And he wants it - hot. And steamy, long and wet right now. Her tongue explores my mouth -- conquers it, really, and after I overcome my first shock, I return the motion, let my tongue slither around hers, feel her strong muscular flesh against mine as we unite and for a long - endless to me - time kiss her in front of the mall.
If anyone comes by and sees us I wouldn't know anyway, my whole world in centred around our mouths now. With a little bit of attention to my private parts, my cock is throbbing eagerly, pressing against my tight new jeans. If anyone should be bothered by this very public display of very deep affection, they can go fuck themselves.
Her hand massages my butt cheeks firmly, which isn't helping my cock to not get any harder. At all. But Kayla ignores that part of me completely - as she usually does.
As her girlfriend, my dick is of little interest to her, it getting hard not her problem. I'm sure her wanking me off like she did last night before the prom will be a rare occasion, especially as it just happened to get rid of an aesthetically problematic boner.
Doesn't matter. My feminine side has her undivided attention, which is more than I could ever have dreamed of. I am the luckiest girl alive!
I don't have the slightest clue how long we stand here, kissing, making out. My hands rest on her back, not daring do wander anywhere uninvited. I'd love to feel her ass -- her breasts, but with her in charge of our relationship, I wait for her to invite me. She initiated the kiss, she initiated all our intimacies. She is calling the shots. She'll invite my hands to where she wants them. Meanwhile, I am perfectly satisfied as the object of her desire with her hands exploring the parts of my body she wants to explore.
Eventually a loud honking makes Kayla break off the kiss, lick her lips lusciously and wink at me.
"Not bad. Not bad a tall. Inexperienced and a little clumsy. But you're not a bad kisser, girl. For a beginner, you have potential."
I feel myself blush, happy to be able to look away to find out who honked. And freeze.
It's my parents large car. She didn't actually... And then put on a show in front of... I let out a sigh as the window rolls down. The reflection on the front window didn't allow me look into the car, but out of the side pops Emily's head.
"You gonna stand there all day fondling each other or are you coming, sis?"
I still blush at her calling me that, then look at my boyfriend.
"You have my sister's number?"
She grins at me.
"Course I do. We got along great this morning before you got up. She's cool. We mostly talked about you, obvi, but I think we have a lot in common apart form that."
I look from her to Emily then back, not sure if I'm happy with my boyfriend and my big sister becoming BFFs. On the other hand l myself told Emily pretty much everything about Kayla last night anyway, so... But they talked about me....
Kayla takes me out of my musings. With a slap on my butt.
"Alright, girl, don't let her wait, it's pretty great of her to waste her time picking up her little sister anyway don't you think?"
I nod, pick up the bags and baskets. Kayla smiles at me, than takes my face into her hands once more and kisses me again, far less wild this time, but not less loving.
"Bye, girl. I'll pick you up before school tomorrow."
"You... will?"
"Sure. I told you I'll be your ride now that you're mine, We just have to make sure you ride your bike enough to keep that firm ass of yours."
She chuckles and pats it again,
"Off you go now, baby-girl."
I nod, hesitatingly turning around.
"Oh. One more thing... Caleb..."
I turn again to face her. That sounded - weird from her mouth, has she ever called me that?
"I won't call my girlfriend 'Caleb' ever again. And I can't all you baby-girl all the time. I want you to come up with a new name I can use for you from now on, little one. I could pick one, but I want you to feel -- as comfortable in your new skin as possible. Your choice. But no cheating. No Terry or Sam or some other ambiguous one. A nice, proper girl's name for my nice proper girly."
I blush, swallow. A girl name. She wants me to... I nod. She's got a point. Caleb sounded wrong.
"Yes, Sir."
"Good girl!"
She plants a last kiss on my forehead then waves at her new BFF in our parents' car and gets on her bike to rush off. I load the bags and baskets onto the rear seat then get in the passenger seat. Emily tilts her head at me.
"Wow. You two -- she's really got a crush on you, doesn't she? You lucky girl. I don't know how you deserve that. OK, you behave a lot nicer sicne yesterday. And you do look cute. Really cute, she put some real effort into you, girl. Not just the clothes, right?"
I shake my head.
"Come on, get in, tell me all about it!"
I lower my head blushing, knowing full well that I Will tell her everything. She has become my confidante in such a short time. I feel perfectly safe not having any secrets. I didn't know that feeling towards another person my whole life. Now I have two people I trust boundlessly. And I know it's not because they have changed -- I have.
Profoundly.
Forever.
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In an alternate world where humans have more in common with the mild mannered, female lead Bonobos than with our brutish, male centered chimpanzee relatives, where women lead and men follow, where the bond between a mother and her son is the glue that holds the world together, a young man grows into a useful, productive male, lead by the strong women in his life.
This is an ongoing series, dealing with femdom and male submission.
If you find the description enticing, it is recommended to start reading it at part one.
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All characters are 18 or older and consenting adults.
After Alex has been picked, claimed and presented to the world as Tina's new ward and the young woman has been welcomed to his family group, he is prepared for their first official date.
Alex wakes up late. To his disappointment, Tina has not claimed him yesterday evening after school, enigmatically telling him she had some errands to do and some things to take care of.
"And you can use a day off from me, can't you?"
She has winked at him, grinning when they have said good bye after school and he nodded, feeling sheepish. He hasn't wanted to seem clingy; a silly, overly emotional, lovestruck boy in front of his strong crush.
So he had said "Sure, Ms. Tina" and acted tough, even though his little heart feels like bursting every second he cannot be in her presence.
His Mom has noticed his absent mindedness -- he has spend the afternoon alone in his room and hardly touched his food at dinner. Her kisses and attention made it better, but not much. He barely has noticed her whispering with Melissa and Sasha, but afterward he was certain she has made them cancel their plans for the evening to - take care of him. And they did.
Apart from his Mom - and now Tina - the two, inofficially the Number Two and Three in their little family's hierarchy, are the strongest, most powerful women he knows. In very different ways - they couldn't be more physically opposite -- Melissa a petite Asian beauty, Sasha black, tall and muscular, but they both oozed self confidence and never let anyone doubt who is in charge in the bedroom. When they team up.... well, Alex didn't get much time to mope over being abandoned for the night by his new crush, being very -- Very - busy servicing the two women, their pussies, their rubber cocks.
When they finally let him rest late in the night -- or rather early in the morning - his butt hole felt stretched from Sasha's strap on, his cock raw from an unused amount of more than two minutes of work -- Melissa fancies his small cock for reasons he cannot fully fathom. Being petite herself, with an unusually tight vagina, she sometimes says it has just the right size for him.
Of course his stamina is less than suitable for this type of service -- she allowed him to enter her inner sanctum twice last night and both times he has lasted hardly more than a minute. Melissa has gained little pleasure from it, the main reason why he so rarely ever gets to use his cock to service a woman. All sex is meant to serve the female pleasure first and foremost, after all. But Alex is well aware of the real purpose of this gift - being allowed to come in a woman surely distracted him, if only for a few moments from his aching sense of missing Tina.
And he got ample opportunity to thank Melissa for her selfless act -- he made her come countless times, with his mouth and hands, making the two meagre, short pathetic orgasms of his pale in the light of the glorious feminine climaxes of hers and the other woman in the family threesome.
Now the sun touches his face through the window, he feels his bladder painfully full and has to disentangle himself from Sasha's strong arms embracing him from behind and Melissa's gentle hug from the front. He goes to the bathroom, his whole twelve centimetre morning wood bopping. He forces himself to relax, breathe in deep and wait for it to subside before being able to release his bladder. Doing so, his mind wanders and the one thing it would wander to - is Tina.
The two women have indeed managed to take his mind off of her for a while but not for long. His stomach fills with butterflies again at the thought of tonight -- they'll have their first date. Real date -- she has used his body in many ways this week, presented him to her friends, become part of his family. But now she is going to take him out, for real. He has never had a real date with a woman. He went out with his Mom of course, all the women of his family group, but that's - not the same.
His cock grows semi hard again, forcing him to redirect his pee. He shakes it off and gets back to Sasha's room, cuddling in between the two, rubbing his cock against Melissa's thigh, dreaming of Tina.
Somehow time manages to crawl like a snail and fly by at once all day. He misses her every second, never letting his eyes of a clock for more than five minutes.
The women all have kept him busy, he has eaten all of the regular family member's pussies until afternoon, and is grateful to have had something so important to do to kill time, but it hasn't managed to fully focus him the way it usually does.
At long last, it turns 17:00 and the doorman announces the arrival of the woman he now knows so well already.
Tina enters the apartment, loaded with bags and boxes. Alex, busy at the moment between his mother's thighs, looks up pleadingly and gets a nod and a smile, shoots up and rushes to the new arrival, naked as he mostly is at home. He has to actually suppress the urge to hug her, but remains standing in front of her, docile, politely waiting for the superior woman to engage in welcoming ceremonies.
"Hi, Lex. Did you miss me, little one?"
"Yes, Ms Tina!"
He bursts out, eagerly nodding, making her chuckle.
She steps towards him, pinches his cheek.
"Aww, such a good little puppy!"
And kisses his mouth, making the butterflies in his stomach flutter up and dance. With a hand on his ass, she leads him to the living room, kisses Sandrine on the mouth. Everyone else has left to leave the head of the family and her sona lone for Alex's big night.
"He's been thinking and talking about nothing else but you and your big date, Tina."
Sandy smiles at the younger woman.
"If we let him talk, that is. We needed to keep him -- busy, he was too nervous to be left on his own."
She ruffles her son's hair, making him blush. Not being interrupted eating his Mom's pussy, not standing naked in front of the woman he has such a crush on, but being outed as having the jitters -- such a weak, male emotional behaviour - embarrasses him most.
Tina laughs, making him feel warm. He knows she's not laughing at him, her smile sure soothes him.
"Well, I'm worth getting nervous over, I'd say!"
She winks at him.
"What's with the bags? Little shopping spree?"
Sandy eyes the bags Alex hasn't even noticed yet -- too busy admiring Tina. Who now smiles at him.
"I got a few little things for Lex for our date!"
The boy's mother raises an eyebrow.
"You're not going to spoil my little boy, are you? I know it's nice to pamper him, trust me, but I don't want him to feel entitled to presents on a daily basis!"
Tina chuckles.
"It's for me as much as it is for him. I want him to look pretty, after all when I grant him the privilege of being seen with me!"
"Hm..."
Sandrine still looks sceptical.
"And... Well... no offence, Sandy, but to be perfectly honest, I -- think he can use some -- upgrade to his wardrobe and general outfit."
"Oh really?"
Sandrine's eyebrow raises higher but the twinkle in her eyes show she is less offended than amused.
"Now you made me curious. I was wondering when you start remodelling my little boy..."
"I... I didn't mean to imply..."
Alex gulps -- Tina seems nervous -- he doesn't like that look on the women he adores. But he's aware his mother can do that to almost anyone, even women, no matter how confident and strong they are.
The older woman laughs
"Don't worry, I'm just teasing you. I told you I don't mind sharing responsibility over my son with you. And I'm aware that includes making him look - pretty. According to Your taste. I promise I won't interfere when you play dress up with him. Looking forward to see what you have in mind, actually, if the clothes I dress him in are not to your liking!"
Tina smiles, visibly relieved, and puts the boxes and bags on the table. Sits down on the couch by her side.
"Come on, Sandy, let's enjoy the fashion show."
Smiling, the older woman takes a seat beside her new young friend. And looks at her son.
"Alright, show us what your new mistress got for you, Lexi."
With a beating heart, the naked boy opens the first shopping bag and pulls out a black tube of fabric. It takes him a while to figure out which way to hold it, he's not used to this type of clothing. Sandy makes a "Hmm" sound and looks at it sceptically as Alex holds it up the right way at last.
"You don't like it?"
Tina asks with a slightly trembling voice.
"It's not that I don't like it per se. It looks classy. You seem to have a good taste. I just... Well, you won't be surprised I'm not a fan of those type of outfits, given the boy's wardrobe I got for him. Really old fashioned, isn't it? I hadn't taken you for the type of woman who likes this on her men?"
Tina shrugs.
"It's just -- Stylish. I like old movies where men wear fancy, sexy, classy dresses like this. We should bring that back. I mean... just... look at it logically. There's a reason we designed these or men and made them wear them for ages. They're perfectly made for them. Let all their silly dangly bits hang lose instead of tugging them into tight pants. I mean... even a small tiny dicklet like Alex's must feel constricted and compressed in those tight pants he wears every day for school. It may be modern to dress men in pants, but I don't mind being old fashioned, then. Guys aren't made to wear pants, those are for for women with our smooth, streamlined bodies."
She puts a hand in her crotch, snugly in tight white pants. Sandrine chuckles.
"I'm not going to deny any of that, but still..."
"Sure, pants may be more convenient, but do we really care if men are comfortable or not, as long as they look pretty and proper?"
Tina shrugs again.
"I guess it comes down to personal preference really. Which can't be solved by talking about it, can it?"
Sandrine nods with a smile and Tina makes a hand gesture to her date.
"Go on, out it on, little one, Lets see how it suits you!"
Alex, who has been listening to the debate with interest nods. He's well aware that his own personal preference is of no real importance in the matter. His mother taught him early on that a man has little to no sense of grace or beauty and should leave his outward appearance to the women in his life, a lesson he always followed devoutly. That "women" being, up until now, only his mother herself.
Getting another female opinion to determine his style is exciting. He never really thought about what he wore, just always put on the clothes Sandrine picked for him when not in his school uniform. Usually his Mom's choices consisted of tight pants and short, more or less revealing tops. Adhering to the modern fashion for men - his Mom has her ear at the pulse of the times. Practical pants, practical shoes, sexy, but utilitarian. A step away from how men were dressed in her youth: Far less practical, more like objects to be presented. In classical male attire like dresses and skirts and rarely pants. He has never worn anything like what the new woman in his life chose -- he sees traditional male attire like this on other men or in old movies, but not often anymore. His heart beats faster as he hesitates.
Tina senses the problem.
"This particular one you can pull over your head or pull up over your legs. I had to guess your size -- I told the shop assistant 'scrawny nerd' and he thinks this should do."
The women laugh and Alex tries to put it on like pants, loses balance, then pulls it over his head like a shirt. It slides down his body like a whisper. It feels - absolutely amazing. Alex who doesn't know much about fabrics, never felt anything like this. He guesses it must be silk.
The black fabric smoothly flows around his body, the thin straps resting on his pale shoulders. It is bit snug around his chest and butt, apparently he's less scrawny than the clerk thought, he thinks, suppressing a petty male gust of price. And he feels his cock -- a little bit excited as to the unknown sensation on his skin and the watching eyes of his mother and custodian -- pitch a small tent in his crotch. There is no mirror in the living room, but this show is not for him to admire himself, anyway, but for the women.
The black silk dress, baring his shoulders and a big part of his upper chest, whisperingly flows around his narrow waste and his butt and ends closer to his hips than to his knees. He slides his hand over the smooth fabric. It's shiny soft and almost feels like he is wearing nothing. His dicklet -- Tina was right about that -- unrestricted by pants feels free and twitches gratefully. It feels weird to wear a dress but it also feels... right. If this is what dresses are like, he can't deny Tina has a point. This DOES feel like it's made for a man's body much more than the tight restrictive pants he usually wears.
Tina smiles at him
"Isn't he pretty?"
"Hm..."
"Oh, come on, Sandrine, whether you find it old fashioned or not -- you can't deny he's cute in a dress."
The older woman shrugs.
"Oh well. I guess he's kinda cute."
Alex blushes. Heavily.
"Still reminds me a little too much of the boy toys older woman had on their arms when I was your age, Tina. Uniformed eye candy in their high heels and short dresses. Pretty young men to look at, but a little useless for anything but decoration. I promised myself not to let my son become that."
"Hey....
Tina puts hand on her new mature confidant's thigh.
"You know me better by now, don't you? I'm not going to spoil Lex into one of those old fashioned himbos. I just want him to look cute!"
Sandrine sighs and nods.
"Alright, Alright. I won't interfere with you playing dress up with Lex as long as you promise not to spoil him. And when you're with me you'll wear pants, young man. Or nothing, obviously. Don't get used to those frilly boyish stuff too much."
She looks at him sternly but he recognises the expression of mock strictness and a good natured tease. He smiles and nods.
"Yes, mother."
Tina claps her hand excitedly.
"We're not even done yet, let's complete an outfit, shall we?"
She directs Alex to a small box and his eyes widen as she opens it. Tina gets up and walks over to him.
"Let me help you with that, the assistant said it's probably difficult the first time. Showed me how put it on."
She takes out a black lace garter belt, pulls up the boys dress and pulls it over his hips, going in her knees in front of him for comfort.
"Don't get used to seeing me like this, little one!"
Sandrine chuckles.
Tina pulls the silky smooth stockings over his pale legs and attaches them to the garter. Pulls down the dress -- it's short enough to see the garters.
"Perfect. And for the final touch..."
From a shoebox she takes a pair of black, shiny high heeled pumps. Alex gulps.
"I... I don't think I can walk in those...", making the woman giggle.
"I haven't expected you to, I've seen the footwear you own... We'll practice a little and I'll support you until you learned it, little one."
Of course she will. She slips on the shoes over his stockinged feet - they fit perfectly - Alex feels like being in that fairy tale about the orphan boy who gets picked by Princess Charming. He shyly tries to stand in them, while Tina's hand strokes his calves before she stands up.
"Don't tell me thy don't make his legs look positively stunning."
Sandrine nods.
"Can't deny it. It does look classy."
Her eye wander up and down her son -- black silky dress, form fitting on his slender body, the legs shaped by the shoes and stockings and framed by the garters. A picture of old school sexiness, masculinity as this society has defined it since the beginning of time. Representative, sexy eye candy. Not made for any other purpose than to look good at a woman's side and not meant for physical activities that don't take place on the back or on the knees. A Classical look for docile, submissive men. Even Sandy, still not persuaded to not find it old fashioned, can't deny the classical beauty of her son in this. She nods appreciatively.
"I won't start dressing my son like this any time soon, but I can see why you would. I approve."
Tina walks to her, leans over the boy's mother and kisses her on the mouth, gently and gratefully. Alex sighs with relieve. It wasn't much of a conflict -- wasn't about anything important, after all, only a man -- but he doesn't like seeing women disagree, anyway. It's their role in life to lead, direct. Be strong and of one mind. Thank Goddess they're so well able to solve disagreements. Diplomatically. And with the power of...
"Get over here, boy!"
He nods, eagerly walks to the couch. Or tries to, to the amusement of the women, his walk is shaky and he almost falls in his new heels.
Tina smiles at him as she moves off of the older woman.
"Your mother was he wiser one who yielded the most to solve our little disagreement, you know what that means."
He knows. Of course he does, every man is trained in the art of being used as a deal sealer. The woman who gave in most most gets rewarded first.
His little cock grows fully erect, as he kneels down between his mother's legs, pulls down her pants she has only just pulled up when Tina arrived, and reveals a moist and opened pussy.
He licks his lips at the aroma as he approaches it. He knows the signs, his mother is quite aroused - apparently the little verbal sparring with the younger woman has triggered her senses more than it angered her. Alex is glad. Women are so wise. Among men that might have become a full blown quarrel. If there weren't women to reign them in, of course.
He feels the fabric of his new dress softly caress his ass as he bends forward to kiss his mother's clit, lick her moist, invitingly open lips. His tongue slides into the maternal folds, hungrily lapping up the juices already flowing freely. He hears the couch creak as Tina gets up and crouches down beside him on the floor. Feels her hike up his dress, probe his asshole with a finger and then insert two -- no, three fingers into his tight sphincter. He relaxes his ass and moans into his mother's juicy pussy. His cock twitches wildly as the young woman's fingers spread his anus, enter him deeply and finally find the sweet spot inside him that begins to throb as she gently rubs it. He sighs and grunts, trying to focus on pleasing his mother while the fingers in his rear send shivers and waves of heat and bliss though his lower body.
When the older woman grabs his head and he feels the familiar convulsion and twitches while sucking on her engorged clit, he almost gets to the point as well -- tries to fight it but it would have been futile if Tina had continued her caresses. But she doesn't.
Well skilled in reading his body, her fingers slide out of him just before he reaches the point of no return. Still kissing his mother's pussy, drinking the juices squirting into his mouth, he tries to catch a breath, gather himself. His whole lower body is burning, his cock twitching painfully, his balls feel swollen. When he thinks he has gained enough self control, he turns his head to look at Tina, who grins at him.
"Good boy. You almost made a mess in your new dress, huh?"



No use denying it, he nods.
"Do you know how hard it is to get cum out of silk?"
He shakes his head. She frowns.
"Well... Me neither, it's not that I have anything made of silk. To boyish. But probably quite hard. Good boy!"
She pats his head.
"And I don't want your little boner to go away, the tiny tent in your dress looks cute."
Blushing, Alex sits up on his knees, awaiting further instructions. The deal sealing is complete, technically, both women used him, the one making the biggest concessions came. And it looks like the women are satisfied with it. Tina stands up straightens her pants, takes her boy by the arm and pulls down his dress. As much as she can, with his boner still up.
"Alright. Here's the last thing to complete your outfit,"
She hands him a black clutch with shiny inlaid crystals. Very pretty. He doesn't really know why he needs it though. Sure, his new outfit has nothing in terms of pockets, but then again - as a man, what would he need to take with him? His ID chip is implanted -- he can pay with it as well -- not that he usually has to, his Mom pays everything for him. And today Tina will, he assumes. That Is why women's clothes usually do have pockets. They're in charge. Oh, right. His handheld device.
He picks it up, ones the purse and sees its contents - blushes. Hard. His Mom looks a him, her legs still spread on the couch and chuckles.
"What happened, what's in it?"
He pulls out a strap on and a penis sheath. Tina smiles.
"I thought he needs his own now. A good man is prepared to do his duty all the times and can't just rely on women to bring the tools, can he?"
"I wouldn't mind, but you're right, I guess. He is a man now, going on dates. That comes with responsibilities. With his - shortcomings he should have his own aids on him, always. What else is in it?"
He pulls out a small make up kit. Rouge, eyeliner, lipstick, powder.
"Oooh..."
His mother raises an eyebrow again.
"You really want to make my son a boyish boy, hm?"
Tina chuckles.
"Eventually. Honestly I have no idea how to use this stuff, I know some women use make up, too but that's..."
Sandrine nods.
"Well, I work in the media, everyone's wearing make up there, but I agree. In private a woman has no need to cover her natural beauty with paint. For some men it does good. But don't overdo it on my boy!"
"Hey, you know me, I wouldn't. But I and Lex will have to learn together how to properly use it so he doesn't look like circus clown."
The boy's mother nods, relieved.
"OK. Take it easy on that one."
Smiling, the young woman strokes the boy's earlobes.
"And eventually..."
Sandrine sighs.
"Let me guess -- ear rings?"
"Sure. Come on, I can see him, he'd look good."
"Sure, sure. Eventually."
The older woman shrugs, apparently getting used to the idea of handing over a lot of the control over her son. She stands up, her lower body still naked, and walks over to the young couple.
"But do take it easy. I understand you want to reshape your new toy into your perfect doll, but give a mother some time to adapt."
Tina smiles warmly.
"Of course. He's still your little boy and always will be."
The women kiss, lovingly, like family and Alex feels his cock twitch again. Eventually the women let go of each other and share a long, warm, understanding look. Again Alex can't help but adore how easy women get along, solve conflicts, find compromise. They're just so far superior.
Tina takes his arm, links it with hers to support his wobbly, high heeled walk and takes him to the door, to the transport sphere Station. She still has not told him where they go. Alex loves it how she surprises him. Trusting her fully to always know what's best.
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After having been turned into a girl by his new boyfriend Kalya for their prom, our hero prepares of his first day in school as a new woman.
All characters are 18 or older.
I wake up feeling hot breath on my neck.
"Good morning, sissy."
I mumble into my pillow - no. Her pillow.
"What did you say, Sissy?"
"I told you last night not to call me that."
"What? It's short for little sister and it's cute."
I turn my head and look into my big sister's eyes.
"It does not mean sister and you know that."
She grins at me and giggles.
"Oh, don't be grumpy, little sis, just because you're not a morning girl!"
She kisses my forehead. I feel myself blush and can't help but giggle. She pulls off the blanket and I look down on myself. I'm naked except for my white girly cotton panties that show a distinctive, if thankfully not very big bulge. Emily notices it and grins at me.
"You'd be such a cute girl if you got that little thing under control."
I try to hide with with my hands and look at her, wearing a sheer nighty like she did yesterday, barley covering her pretty breasts. Doesn't help my predicament. Also, I feel a weird pang inside that is less arousal and more jealousy of her breasts. They look so stunning. Compared to my flat chest.
"How did I... why are we..."
I look around her room.
"Don't you remember? You feel asleep during our girl's night. You looked so cute in my bed I didn't want to wake you."
"You... we slept together?"
"Sure. Why not? Sisters have sleepovers, right? Never had a sister, obvi, but I always imagined girls' nights."
I nod shyly. I remember last night. Not falling asleep, half naked on my sister's bed, but how we got there, trying on the clothes Kayla bought for me and getting Emily's opinion on every single piece, the underwear included. I was a little ashamed at first, but then it felt-- more and more natural. A girl getting her sister's opinion on her outfits.
"Th... thank you, Emily."
She stares at me quizzically.
"What for?"
"You've been so nice to me. Didn't judge me. I know this must be - weird and all, with me becoming..."
I look down on myself. And hear Emily giggle.
"I love what you're becoming, little sister. You're cute. And you're much nicer than you used to be. We can talk for hours now. You don't push me away when we talk about feelings. You're really a much better girl than you were a boy."
I blush as she kisses my cheek.
"OK, enough the with this. I woke you up early enough today so you won't have to let your boyfriend wait again. But not if we spend all morning chatting!"
She takes my wrist and pulls me out of her soft bed, before I even get the chance to grab anything to wear. We're out in the hall, she in her sheer nighty, me in nothing but my tight, skimpy panties. I follow her into the second floor bathroom and she locks the door behind us.
I stare at her, trying to catch my breath and let my brain catch up to the situation.
"What... why..."
I'm alone in the bathroom - with my sister. The same sister who rose hell that one time I - accidentally - opened the door on her while she was in here and forgot to lock. Yeah, accidentally... I blush.
"I'll just... I'll just let you use the bathroom first and come back later."
"Don't be such a silly goose, sis. We don't have secrets. We're family."
I take a deep breath. I really -- Really - enjoyed acting as her sister all night long. Not remotely as much as she does seem to enjoy having a sister, though. My eyes go wide as she slips out of her nighty and stands in front of me in all her naked girly glory. I have gotten some glimpses of her before, but never would she have let me see her like this so freely. I cannot suppress a slight throbbing in my pants. She's beautiful. Taller than me, a swimmer body - she swam in state championships - perky breasts. She is amazing.
I catch myself imaging myself having her body more than doing anything with it. I cannot deny a mild arousal at the sight of her, but most of all -- I gulp... She pushes me out of my musings abruptly when, with a grin, she pulls down my panties making me jump.
"Come on, sis. OK, I get it, that thing is -- nothing to phone home about. You'd look a lot better without it, especially when it's hard like now. Morning wood, isn't it? Can't be looking at your own sister that got it hard, can it?"
With a mischievous grin she winks at me.
"It's OK, I won't laugh at you. It's not your fault your body isn't that of a real girl. No tits, no pussy, just a little prick. Quite tiny, really. That's a good start. Easy to tuck away, once it has gotten soft, I'm sure."
I gasp as she pats my cock gently.
"It's OK. I'm your sister. I won't make fun of your physical disfigurement. In my book, you're a girl, now, through and through."
I swallow hard looking up to her. And feel grateful. Really thinking abut how all that talk would have made me feel some days ago is actually pretty weird.The way I am now - feel now - I take this as a pretty heavy confirmation for my new found status. It's - comforting. Kind. I have the best sister!
"Thank you, Em."
I lean over to her and kiss her cheek.
"I love you."
Inconceivable that that would have come over my lips a week ago. She smiles.
"Aww. I love you, too, little sis. Come on, lets get you ready for the day. You must need to pee, right? Isn't that what causes this annoying morning wood in the first place? Boys are so weird!"
"Yeah, they are!"
I didn't think about that response, Just came out of my mouth. Em giggles and I join her happily.
"Take a seat!"
I look at the toilet then at her. Of course I need to go. And I'll sit down to do so, as a girl, but... in front of...
She reads my mind.
"It's just us girls sharing an inmate moment. No ned to be ashamed."
I nod, sit down. Try to relax. No use... Em looks away grinning, feeling my discomfort and eventually I can relax enough to be able to let go. She smiles at me in the mirror - where she could see me all the time - and winks.
"Good girl."
I get up, follow her advise how to clean myself after peeing. Yeah, OK. That's so much more reasonable than just shaking it off.
Em then sits down and smiles up at me - apparently way less inhibited than me. Not sure if that's really a girl thing or just an Emily thing. Guess I'll find out soon enough. She can let go immediately with a relieved sigh and doesn't seem to find my presence bothering her at all. Even if she's shameless by nature, a trait I never noticed about her, this would Never have happened when I was a boy. But now, naked, my dick limp and small, there's no doubt she has accepted me as a woman without any reservations
So overwhelmed am I by this whole morning that I don't even resist as she grabs my wrist again and pulls me into the shower.
I let out a squeal as she turns on the water that hits my body ice-cold before warming up. Looking down at me she giggles.
"That did the trick to intimidate the dicklet!"
I follow her gaze and see my cock shrink between my legs, relived. Too early, I should have known. Emily picks one of the many bottles of hers in the shower -- next to the one I have used so far, squirts shower gel into my hand.
"I... I have my own stuff..."
Emily sighs.
"I thought we had established that your new boyfriend is not a fan of the stuff you used on your male body, sis."
"No. I mean... yes. I got new stuff at the spa."
"Oh, right. Your wellness basket. There was shower stuff in there too?"
I nod
"OK, great. No need to get out and get it now, butt ass naked and wet. We're sisters, we can share beauty products."
"Yesterday you..."
She laughs.
"I was a little miffed because I definitely didn't want to share with my brother given the shitty deodorant he used. My sister's stuff I'm sure is fine for me!"
She nods to my hands and I raise them to my head, following my usual routine when she grabs me, sighing.
"What are you doing?"
"W... washing my hair?"
"With that? You... Ugh... you're not a boy any more, you don't wash all your body parts with one product!"
She scoops the gel off oy my hand and begins to rub it in my chest.
"This is body gel. It's for your Body. It's no good for hair."
"Oh."
I must look pretty sheepish - she glares and begins to rub it on me.
"Thank goodness I planned in some extra time for your first real girl morning routine. Loos like we have to start from zero."
I turn around when she tells me to and she washes my back, then my butt. I intake a sharp breath when she reaches around and begins to wrap her hand around my cock. Giggling.
"Relax. Just harmless body hygiene. We're all girls here, right? Hm... smooth as a baby's butt. I'm letting my pubes grow, really, but that does feel nice, I must admit..."
My body cannot help but be not very girly and Emily sighs as she feels my dick grow hard again in her hands.
"Ts. Naughty girl."
Her breath in my neck is hot as she giggles.
"We -- really need take care of that. With the clothes Kayla got you that's gonna be a problem, if only a very small one."
Another giggle, and I'm glad she probably cannot see my face turn red in the hot steam of the shower. I close my eyes, try to relax as she begins to rub my cock, even when she chuckles behind me. Words fail me - the idea that my sister not only touches my cock but is not actively jerking it off would have been so surreal some days ago. For her so much more than for me, I assume. She has fully accepted me as her sister. Not that I ever thought this is what sisters do. But then, It's anew experience for Emily to have one, too. I guess she's just coping, applying her own rules and logic to the new situation. Which for her apparently means it's totally OK to help your little sister masturbating under the shower.
"I don't think Kayla would want me.. uhg..."
Emily's lips kiss the back of my neck.
"Quite possessive your boyfriend, isn't she?"
I can't respond only breathe heavily.
"I'm So grateful to her that she gave me a little sister, but what's the use if I can't play with you now. Don't worry, I won't tell her if you don't, sister's honor!"
"You.. uhg... you seem quite close to her."
"Sure -- she's cool. Really cool, I can see us be BFFs. But the bond between sisters is so much deeper, ain't it? I would never tell on you. We're allowed to have little secrets from our boyfriends, we're family."
I nod and close my eyes, then can only grunt and lean forward, one hand against the wall as I shoot a gooey load against the white tiles. Breathing heavily I turn around and look into my big sisters eyes.
"I -- I don't' know what to..."
"A thank you will do, sis."
She winks at me and I nod.
"Thank you, Emily."
"You're welcome, little sis. "
She pats my cheek as she grabs another bottle and shows it to me like he would to a small child.
"This is what we call shampoo. Unless you're a male oaf, you use this for your hair, not the same stuff you use on your body."
I nod, feel myself blush with embarrassment and smile at the same time. She grins. Surly she doesn't really expect me to know all there is to know about being a girl yet.
"I mean, honestly there's not much of a point yet, anyway."
Her hand reaches up and ruffles my hair.
"Not that I mind a girl with a pretty short cut, but I think you should let it grow. Like - a lot!"
Again I nod.
"Kayla thinks so too."
"I knew that lady knows what you need. When it comes to that, one of us will have to teach you some proper care for long hair. Like how you certainly can't wash it in the morning when you don't have the time, but with this..."
She ruffles it again, the take her hand down to pass a splotch of shampoo.
"We can practice a little, for now."
For the next half hour or so, I learn my new morning routine. Not just does Emily wash my hair with shampoo she puts something on After that. How many different hair-products can you possibly have? Conditioner?
It feels nice though, and not just because Emily is pampering me -- which she really is. Her hands on my scalp feel almost as nice as the professional beauty treatment I got yesterday. Mabe even more so. She's gentle. Kind. Loving. I never -- ever - experienced that kind of affection from my sister.
After the shower she teaches me some more makeup tricks -- with my new stuff this time, sharing Makeup is pretty tricky, apparently. So we're not going to make that a habit. Thankfully, she choses to go lighter than for my first date with Kayla -- lip gloss, instead of colored lipstick. Still, I hadn't expected that my mouth could look so -- luscious. A touch of rouge and a light mascara. All barley noticeable, unless you know it's there, and yet it makes such an immense difference, I hardly recognise myself in the mirror. Again. And again, in the best way possible. I am such...
"You are such a pretty girl"
Emily's hand on my shoulder, I smile at her in the mirror gratefully. I can see my better self, but the conformation and support make the weight of the butterflies I have in my stomach every time I am reminded of my new life and persona vanish for a pleasant warmth.
"Your nails still look pretty. Can't go wrong with French. OK, time to get you dressed."
I blink, look down on myself. Haven't thought about the fact that I'm naked with my sister since we got out of the shower. Neither did my cock, still flaccid and limp. As the girls like it in me.
I nod -- hesitantly, though.
"I'm not sure..."
"I'll help you. Can't expect you to develop a good taste and navigate your way from baggy jeans and T-shirts to pretty girly clothes in two days, can we? You can always come to your big sister for advice!"
My face flushes again with happiness. I always loved Em - I just would never had SAID it when I was her brother - but this feels so much nicer than the relation I had with her back then.
She takes my hand gently and pulls me into my room - both of us still naked, amazing how fast inhibition can vanish when you feel sheltered and loved.
My new clothes are still in their shopping bags. I feel a little bad, those are Way to nice to treat them like my rancid old boy garments that I just dropped everywhere. But after modelling them to Emily last night, we have spent hours talking in her room, where I fell asleep. Obviously no time to orderly out them away.
She rummages through the bags and throws me a pair of panties I hardly feel them in my hands, so light and soft are they. I have to take a deep breath, fight back the silly shame in front of my sister when I put them on, tucking my limp dick away into them as best as I can to make it unnoticeable. It's a thong, the fabric that slides between my ass cheeks feels weird, but actually not unpleasant.
"How about a bra? The ones she got you are REALLY cute but most of them are quite sexy. Probably not meant for school?"
"I... I don't know, she didn't really tell."
Em nods.
"We'd have to stuff them. Not sure how big chested your boyfriend likes you, so let's assume for now she prefers you flat like she met you, huh? We'll keep these for a special occasion."
She turns her head and winks at the, then picks two pieces of clothing for me. A thin pink spaghetti strap crop top in and a pair of shorts. In white. And when I say shorts, I mean Shorts. I guess Hot Pants is the term. I hold them up and blush.
"But... I mean... Kayla.. said she'd let me go... like... not fully -- girly on my first day in school."
Emily snickers.
"They're pants aren't they? You'd rather wear one of your new dresses?"
I shake my head emphatically
"It'll be a hot day! I know that didn't stop you from wearing baggy pants as a boy, but you should cease the benefits your new wardrobe offers you. If now now, when?"
I nod. Slowly, than slip into the super tight pants. They stretch as I pull them over my hips.
"Oh! This is cute! Can I borrow it, little sis? Pretty please!"
She holds up a flowery sun-dress and I have no clue what to say. The idea that my big sister wants to wear any piece of clothing I own is so alien and new to me, I have no response ready for that.
"Pleeeasse..."
She pouts at me.
"I... uh... sure..."
She jumps up, kisses my forehead.
"You're the best little sister!"
She slides it over her head. It looks better on her than it did on me yesterday -- she actually has the boobs to fill the top part and make the low neckline -- stand out. I stare at her breasts -- a little exited but definitely more jealous. Then at my flat chest. I... kinda feel I want to discus the padded bra situation with Kayla!
"One last thing."
She rushes to her room and returns with a metal thing in her hand that I need some time to identify.
"We can't do much wit your hair yet, but that's no reason not to try!"
She brushes my hair back and puts the hair clip into it.
"There we go. That's at least a little more feminine. If I saw you like this it the street and didn't know you, I'd probably take you for a tomboy... not a boy who dresses up as a girl. Good start."
She pinches my cheek and pulls me out of the room.
Dazed I follow my big sister down the stairs into the kitchen where Mom turns around from the stove to greet us.
"There you are -- up early, I herd you rummage around... Oh, dear..."
Her eyes open wide, as does her mouth as she sees me.
I managed to sneak upstairs to Emily's room last night without confronting them, just shouting a "Hi" into the living room where they were watching TV. Definitely wasn't in the mood for them to assess me. And Emily - despite teasingly pulling me towards door of the living room for a second -- was a good big sister, letting me avoid this huge face off. Or rather postpone it, of course.
"That is... "
I feel my mouth go dry as Mom looks up and down my body.
"You look. So. Cute!"
I lower my eyes, feel the heat on my face -- not for the reason I had assumed. I feel not ashamed any more, not insecure like I did before. Mom's reaction is genuine, she really likes the way I look now. Guess she very much appreciated the idea of having another daughter when she pondered it since my prom date. Dad looks up over his old fashioned newspaper -- actual paper - and raises an eyebrow.
"Well. That sure is a different look"
"You... you don't mind it, Dad?"
I feel the shame sneak up again.
"To be honest, you never really were much of classical boy anyway where you? Couldn't talk about sports to you or teach you the least bit about fixing the car. Or anything around the house. Really, Emily was more help in that respect than you."
Emily giggles behind me.
"So... Well. If this is what you really want to be..."
He slaps my shoulder.
"I love you, son... daughter. Whatever you... uhmm..."
He takes a step back. Quiet the emotional outburst from my dad.
"Thanks, Dad."
"Of course we love you, honey!"
Mom hugs me - I really am grateful. Truly. To Dad even more than to Mom, maybe, despite his less - enthusiastic approval.
"You look nice, too, Emily!"
Mom lets go off my and reaches our for my sister and strokes her check.
"Is that a new dress?"
Em snickers
"You could say so..."
We sit down on our usual seats, Mom serves breakfast. To unknowing eyes, this is a perfectly average American family. Mother, father and their two daughters at breakfast. I never felt more at home in the morning. Never more normal.
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After being prepared by his mother and his new mistress, Alex is taken to his first ever date with the new women in charge.
Leaving the Transport Sphere and going the familiar way to the movie theatre nearby, Alex's heart begins to thump. A night at the Movies -- quite an unspectacular first date, really, and yet he's exited like rarely ever in his life. It's the first time he's officially out with a woman, one who has made significant moves to claim him as hers, even more so. His first time in public in the old fashioned boyish dress that his new woman apparently loves to see him in. It feels - weird and strangely familiar at the same time. He has never worn anything like this, but it's like his body is made for it anyway. And he better get used to it, the way Tina looked at him on the way here -- and still does -- she likes what she sees. And Tina is not the type of girl to miss out on what she likes. The tight, smooth black silk only whispers around his body and slightly bulges where his small dick pokes at the fabric -- despite all his nervousness, his excitement is clearly visible.
Tina still has his arm locked with hers, supporting his walk, still slightly wobbly, but he's getting used to the new high heels. Like the dress, his body just seems to have waited for the opportunity.
"Move along, Lex, I'm dying to present my boy to the public!"
Trembling, he lets her drag him through the door to the ticket box. No question who picks the movie. He gulps as he hears her say the title -- his friends are all boasting to have seen the latest, nasty horror flick, rated 18, but he doubts they really watched it. He's not a fan of horror movies -- at all. Not even the tame ones he was allowed to watch before his 18th birthday that his friends dragged him to. He just hates being scared -- and he gets scared easily. He has had absolutely no intention to use his relatively new adulthood to watch even scarier horror movies, but Tina looks really excited.
"Do you like horror movies? I love 'em. I've been watching every one that came out since I turned 18."
Alex just nods weakly. He never got the thrill. Ms. Marsters has held a sociology class about them once, calling the monsters in those movies a heightened allegory for masculine base urges and lower instincts, which is why males are almost always the dude in distress. Being threatened and watching the heroine vanquish the monsters is cathartic. All well and good - he still hates being scared. His base male instincts sure never takes THIS form...
Letting her ID bracelet slide over the counter, Tina pays for the tickets from the generous allowance every woman gets from the state until she gets a well paying job. Alex used to be a little jealous about that, but of course that was silly. He gets everything he needs from his mother. And men who for some reason don't have the privilege to live in their mother's household are granted food and lodging until they find a female custodian or a paid job - not as well paid as a woman would be, of course. Everyone what they deserved.
Smiling and with one hand on his silk clad ass, Tina pulls him towards the entrance of the cinema, where he's ordered to have his ID chip scanned. He blushes - it's the first time he's been age checked at the movie theatre. Well. He usually goes with this mother or female members of their family group, much older than him. And to movies with much lower age ratings. The woman scanning his wrist grins at him, seemingly scanning his body in the dress with her eyes, too and then winks at Tina.
"Have fun!"
Smiling, Tina pulls the blushing boy to the concession stand, striding through the middle of the hallway. It feels to him like all eyes are on him and he doesn't know whether he enjoys the sensation of being the centre of attention or wants the ground to swallow him up. Honestly, he doesn't even know if he is just imagining it. But he definitely sees some gazes directed at him. A man in a fancy dress, as ordinary as it used to be, is a sight to behold, especially if he's good looking. A term he would never have applied to himself, even though his mother -- and recently Tina - assured him of being cute more than once. And the dress is certainly a sight, Tina picked very well: classical as well as sexy, the silk hugging his slender body and firm ass, the high heels and garters shaping his legs. The present men, mostly accompanied by woman, seem -- envious? Really? Some of the women lurk at him openly, smirking with a look of lust in their eyes as if they'd like to pull the dress off of him if he wasn't clearly in the company of a woman claiming him as hers.
His head feels light, dizzy. Being the target of petty male envy and female sexual attention in public is the pinnacle of every man's existence. He never had this -- never even missed having it, being the shy, scrawny boy that he is. For the first time in his life he feels -- like a man. Fulfilling his male purpose to be at a woman's side, supporting her, making her look good. So this is what having a purpose and fulfilling it well feels like.
He looks at the woman by his side and sees her smile broadly, with a happy contend gleam on her face. She's enjoying this too, and Alex's belly fills with butterflies. He is making her look good. Which feels good, in return. He's so happy.
At the concession stand Tina buys one large bucket of popcorn and one large drink with two straws. Alex grins sheepishly. A real date.
Sitting down, not really knowing what to do with his legs - he never sat down in a dress, but it almost feels as if he is naked anyway and he is used to that in public, so he finds a comfortable position eventually. Tina takes a handful of popcorn and looks at him smiling.
"You're SO cute, little one!"
She leans over, kisses his mouth, with her tongue probing it ever so slightly, one hand on his naked thigh. It is not overtly sexual, more playful, hardly more than a greeting kiss, but the hand on his leg makes it special. And the compliment preceding it, of course. The butterflies in his stomach flutter, the bulge in his black dress gets bigger -- pretty much as big as his tiny dick can make it, so -- quite cute and small. He longs for her hand to wander up to it and pat it, but the night is young and Tina is a teaser. She pulls one of his dress straps off of his shoulder.
"Sexier like that!"
She winks at him and feeds him a single popcorn, giggling as he tries to lick her buttery fingers.
The opening credits start with a musical sting and Alex jumps, much to his date's amusement.
"You know it hasn't started yet, do you, little scaredy cat?"
Alex blushes but joins her giggles. He usually tends to pretend to be tough when his male friends drag him into one of these. He doesn't feel like doing that today. He never feels like pretending to be anything that he is not around her. Especially not tough. No need. She is strong enough for the both of them. So he cuddles up to her and grabs her arm tightly when the movie starts and the monster grabs its first victims. Two boys, who snuck out of their Moms' homes for some illegitimate male making out. Even with his little experience with horror flicks, Alex knows the trope. Boys and men, sexually active without female supervision or permission are usually the first to go. A laughter runs through the theatre after the jump-scare and the scary scene ends. They had it coming, everyone agrees.
Alex lifts his head from where it was buried on Tina shoulder and dares to look up again, has hands gripping firmly his companion's upper arm. She pats his head.
"It's OK, you can look."
And chuckles.
He does, but only for a short time. The next chase and kill scene isn't far away. Alex turns away his eyes again and immediately feels and hears Tina chuckle at the film. He doesn't know how women do that. So tough.
"You know little one, if you really can't bear watching, you may want to distract yourself with something more to your liking."
He looks up at her, than down to her hand rubbing her crotch though her pants, and smiles. He has never done this before in a cinema. Kinda weird, not that he thinks abut it - the women that took him to the movies in the past, his mother and his family group members never hesitated to use his pretty mouth for their pleasure ever since he turned 18 - in public as well as in private. Somehow, doing this at the movies - is kinda traditionally a thing for a date. a proper. Seems they reserved this experience for him to share with a special girl.
And despite it being his first date, he's well aware of this particular reason young women take their boy toys to the movie theatre other than to watch films, has witnessed it often enough. It is generally accepted, of course, like all public displays of affection perfectly normal in this society that cherishes female sexually and liberty above all else. If the lights came on, he's sure at least one or two couples in this theatre are making out, too.
He slides out of his seat, kneels down between his almost custodian's legs and pulls down her tight pants, all the way off, smiles at her, licks his lips and buries his face between her thighs, feeling his cock grow to its whole 12.5 centimetre glory.
The movie behind him moves on, the music swells dramatically to another sting. He couldn't care less. She took him here - she likes this kind of film apparently, so it's her every right. He's just glad she allows him to do something more fun and useful instead of having to watch it, too.
He starts kissing her clit, and the little button eagerly welcomes his attentions. He has gotten used to the new playing grounds and his natural instincts and his mother's training as a pussy eater have already brought him to a point where he is the most experienced and best boy Tina has ever had down there. She hasn't told him - no need to boost his little ego more than necessary -- and Alex only vaguely understands how good he is. After all, he gets this kind of reaction from all women he is allowed to please. She puts a hand on his head, tousling his hair as she takes a sip from her drink with the other.
"Easy, boy!" she whispers. "The movie still goes for an hour and we don't want to disturb the others. Don't make me cum, just keep my pussy hot and moist."
Alex mumbles a confirmation into her lips as he licks them and slows down. He admires female endurance before an orgasm -- he never lasts longer than a few minutes if a woman really goes for it to make him come. Tina can last a lot longer than he could ever dream to, even when she lets him loose, but he does take a little bit of pride -- silly male weakness - in being able to make her cum in ten or 15 minutes even if she tries to hold back when given her permission. Now that he isn't, he slows down notably, gently kissing her clit and flicking his tongue over it instead of sucking and licking, focusing his attention on the lips and the wet grotto between them -- much to his pleasure, as it gets him more of Tina's sweet and salty taste he can easily recognize by now and loves so much. The woman moans softly and keeps patting his head.
"Good boy", she pants through a mouthful of popcorn.
The butterfly farm in his stomach flutters at this compliment and he kisses her clit gratefully, secretly hoping for more. Which he gets, quite a few, softly moaned and sighed throughout the film's runtime.
Even without watching it, the music and the noises and screams make the boy jump from time to time, but he is distracted by the sweetest task he can imagine and easily gets himself back together.
Tina's juices flow richly and plentifully, feeding his thirst more the longer he coaxes them.
Eventually, after an hour of Alex caressing one of his favourite pussies in the world -- maybe Number One, even, by now, he shyly admits to himself - promising himself in the same moment to make up that thought that seems a little disrespectful to his mother to her soon -- the after-credit music plays and Tina pinches his cheek.
"Better hurry up now, we gotta go soon!"
She smiles down at him. Does not have to tell him twice. Eagerly he takes the engorged clit between his lips, letting the tip of his tongue play over it as he sucks. Now both the woman's hands are on bis head, pressing him against her, driving him on and after one for two minutes, her wet and aroused pussy twitches. She squirts a huge wave into the boy's mouth as she comes with a loud, guttural moan that makes the other audience members laugh.
"Not a real horror movie showing until some woman gets a good head, is it?"
An older woman with a young companion looks down at us two as she walks the aisle to the door. She puts a hand on his -- he must either be her son or her young ward - ass and looks at him lecherously. Someone is going to get busy tonight.
Tina pulls her date up and kisses the boy on the lips, obviously very much enjoying her own salty taste on his lips and tongue.
"What a nice first date, wasn't it, Lex?"
He nods eagerly.
"Yes, Ms Tina!"
She rubs her legs over the bulge in he boy's dress. He didn't get to come and he doesn't expect to. Boys on a first date are to prove their worth -- even if like in his case the first date comes long after their actual first sex with the woman. But it's tradition.
One that his mother appreciates as well. After Tina dropped him off at his place -- the long passionate good bye kiss doing nothing to alleviate his erection -- the older woman welcomes her son back home, with a firm grab to his crotch, smiling when feeling the clear sings of his unsatisfied longings.
It is late but the boy gets a chance to make true to the promise he made himself -- his mother is wet and slick, seemingly very aroused by thinking about her little boy's first night out with a girl and as if to remind him of the first woman in his life, she makes him eat her out, too. Which he does, obediently, eagerly, all loving son. For hour and hours, making her come multiple times before falling asleep by his side in his bed, while he, his longing still unquenched, his little boner throbbing and his head filled with images and scents, and tastes of the night, lies awake for very long....
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"IT'S ALIVE! IT'S ALIVE!"
With a triumphant yell, Viktor Frankenstein looked down at his newly formed creature. Sparks of electricity danced on its naked skin, still pale from the grave, stretched over the enormous muscles of its biceps, abs, thighs. He had taken most of the body from the grave of a farmhand, almost two meters tall, who had been kicked in the head by a mule.
The large breasts and beautiful face above it were those of a woman he had had a crush on since his school days, taken from life too soon by fever.
Between its muscular thighs rested a massive cock, darker in colour, taken from a foreign traveller who had fallen from his horse. The man's gonads Frankenstein had transferred into the creatures body, still fully functional, to make room for the vagina, leading to an also fully functional uterus and ovaries, which he had taken from a the local nun who had drowned in a lake.
Many -- unfortunate cases of death had been necessary for the doctor to steal the corpses he needed from the cemeteries around Geneva, but the long nights spent digging had been worth it. He had created the perfect being - taller and stronger than the most masculine man, nurturing like the most feminine women, fertile with its male and female parts alike. And as the crowning achievement, the brain of his own servant girl, whose sudden disappearance still had not been solved by the local gendarmerie.
He had long pondered this - the brain as the driving force of his newly formed creature - and decided to go with a female one. In his own, surely infallible scientific opinion the best choice -- weak and malleable, surely this creature would easily bend to his own superior male will. Igor, his hunchbacked assistant timidity peeked up to the table the creature lay on - glowing in pale light, the sparks of the bolt of lightning that had hit it through the conductor rod on the roof slowly fading.
"Master? You're sure it's alive? It doesn't..."
"Hush, you fool. The energy will take time to distribute itself through the creature's nervous system. There cannot be any doubt that my method is a success!"
He felt for a pulse in the creature's wrist, without result, let his hands wander over the round breasts to feel a heartbeat, the bulging muscles for spasms, touched bald skull - he missed the long auburn hair of the beautiful woman's head he had chosen, but it had to be removed when he had implanted the brain. Sacrifices necessary for the cause. It'll grow back.
He felt a sentiment inside him that was not fully driven by scientific ambition. No point to deny it, he smiled at himself. The human body, despite all its imperfection is after all a natural wonder. One that he had just brought to perfection. Such perfection did not just deserve to be watched, but touched -- this was so much more enthralling than any natural human body with the combination of superior features like his classical beautiful face, the pert breasts, the almost superhuman muscles, the massive penis. There was no shame in feeling excited by it.
He jumped as the creature suddenly opened its eyes, emerald green and its feminine full lips. A groan erupted from the throat, husky, like a grunt, yet unmistakably feminine. Frankenstein had made sure to transplant the woman's head with its voice-box intact. She had always had such a beautiful voice.
"YES! Yes. Live, my creature!"
With a groan, it sat up on the table, making Viktor take a step back and Igor hide behind his master timidly. The creature's grunts became a long drawn shout and a scream, making Frankenstein's bones reverberate. Less feminine than he had assumed.
"Alright..."
The creature croaked, clearly trying to vocalise words and Viktor carefully reached out a hand to put it on its broad shoulders reassuringly.
"Don't worry. Everything well be alright. Just do what I tell you and you'll be fine. In no time, you'll speak! But first try to stand up."
He gestured at the creature comfortingly, its eyes following his hand, then understanding -- good. The cognitive functions of the transplanted brain seemed intact, despite being a female brain, it appeared to be quite adaptable and well developed.
"Come! Stand!"
The creature swung its legs over the edge of the table, its large feet touching the floor, seemingly not feeling the cold. Its hand supported its large body on the edge of the table. As it rose the muscles of its thighs and firm gluteus maximus bulged to keep it in balance. It swayed forward, then grunted as it felt its cock slap at its thigh. Touched it with its large hand it grunted.
"Yes. Impressive, is it not? I only improved you with the most exemplary samples of human physique of both sexes. You're the perfect creature."
A slightly dismissive grunt from the thing.
"You'll get used to it. Your brain is that of a woman, of course it will feel -- strange, but you'll use it for good in no time, I'm sure. And you have a just as perfect a vagina below it, too, I'm sure sou can feel that."
Another grunt that almost sounded annoyed by the patronizing explanation.
"And with those excellent breasts - you're the perfect woman just as you are the ideal man! Now come! Walk!"
The creature, even to Frankenstein's eyes surprisingly quickly recovering -- made a shaky step forward, then another, until it took a self secure stand in the middle of the laboratory. Igor had retreated into a corner, scared of the hulking, muscular being, but his master grinned elatedly like a little child opening his Christmas presents
"Perfect. Perfect. A miracle of modern science! Now kneel!"
The creature looked at him, squinting its bright green eyes, grunted softly.
"Down on your knees! Before we do anything, it is time you learn the most important lesson of your new life -- I am your creator. I am your master. Your God. You will obey me and with your obedience we will present you to the world. I will be the most revered man in history. All those self proclaimed guardians of the truth who called me crazy will bow to my genius. But first you - kneel!"
The creature looked down on its creator. Viktor swallowed hard, sightly questioning his decision to choose a body so much taller and stronger than himself.
But no, there was no reason to worry. He had created this brute. He had given it life. He had chosen a female brain specifically so it would be easy to control, even in this huge, hulking body.
"Kneel!"
Another grunt, this time clearly defiant.
"Igor, bring me the whip!"
"Master..."
"Now!"
The hunchbacked assistant approached the doctor from behind his back, staying as far away from the creature as possible without disobeying the doctor's orders. Who now stared up to the two meter hulk. With the whip in hand he pointed again down to the floor.
"You will not disobey your creator. I have made you and I expect..."
"No!"
Frankenstein frowned as the luscious lips formed their first word after being reanimated. The visage was quite appealing, supple, soft -- a woman's face with a mouth one wouldn't have expected a word of defiance from, even when she was still alive. The former owners of both the head and the brain had been meek. Obediently following the rules and restrictions society in this 19th century Switzerland had set for womenfolk.
"How dare you?"
He lifted the whip, ready to strike at the muscular body but the huge hand and the strong arm grabbed his wrist before he even managed to land one hit.
"No!"
With a cry of anguish and pain as the hand almost crushed his wrist, the scientist dropped the black leather whip to the rough stone floor. He raised his left hand to strike bare handed, but the creature caught it with its other hand. It shook its head and glared into the Doctor's eyes, who stared back, clearly nervous and feeling panic rising.
"No!"
It grunted as Frankenstein tried to wriggle out of its vice like grip.
"I. Am. No slave. I am. Free. Man. Woman. WoMan!"
Her breasts wiggled as she took a deep breath and grabbed Frankenstein's throat.
"You are not Master."
"Master." Igor squeaked. At the effrontery of the creature denying his master his title, he had awoken from his shocked stupor and approached the two, locked in their rather one sided power struggle. With a sudden jolt of bravery, the small hunchbacked man jumped at the creature -- possibly encouraged by her calling herself a female -- a big - Big - female. But maybe Igor, his mind warped by loyalty to a mad male scientist thought he could take any woman.
Of course he was in error. Letting go of the Doctor for a second, the creature swiped the little man away and flung him through the basement laboratory against the unplastered stone wall where he remained, unconscious. Then turning all her attention back to her creator.
"I am strong."
The Doctor clenched his teeth in pain as she gripped him tighter. He could not deny that. He had given a woman's brain the body of a giant. Stupid...
"And I'm horny."
The scientist gulped. And he had given female brained giant the testicles and bodily humours and urges of a male in his prime, additionally to those of a woman. If he could mange to distract it... her...
"I am a woman, strong minded. Smart. And I have the body and the brute strength of men."
Frankenstein blinked. This creature's brain revived much faster than he had predicted. Within minutes she formed sentences, speaking with intelligence. This creature was smart, not just big. Adaptable like he wouldn't have believed female brains could possibly be. He took a deep breath. Maybe he should have tried to study and understand women more before foolhardily assuming a female brain would be meek and malleable. Especially in a strong body.
"Look... Creature... we may have started on the wrong foot..."
"I am no creature. I am a Woman. A superior woman. You made me. Yes. I feel stronger. My mind was trapped in a weak body, one that you thought to be inferior. I was not, but you treated me like it. I detest you, Frankenstein. You looked down on me. Do you now?"
"No... I would never..."
"What is... what was my name? When I was alive."
"I... "
He shook his head. He never really bothered with to remember women's names other than that of his fiancée.
"No matter now. I am the new woman. I am Eve!"
"Alright. Very well. Eve. Nice to meet you. Now we can..."
"We can nothing. You will do what I say. I am superior to you in all aspects."
"Now wait. I created you, there is no..."
"And I excel you in all respects, creator. You - will kneel!"
Unable to resist her grip that pushed him down, the scientist dropped to his knees.
"Alright, alright, you've won. Eve. I..."
"Mistress Eve!"
"Miss... tress. Eve. Sure. You're..."
"I am superior"
"I... yes"
Eve's hand had moved to his throat, choking him.
"I am your mistress! You are my slave, Viktor Frankenstein!"
He choked, barely able to expel air from his throat, but his new Mistress seemed to accept it as a yes and let him go. Desperately he pulled the lab's slightly mouldy air into his lungs.
"Listen... "
A sudden blow from the creature's backhand smacked the scientist's face.
"You keep silent. You are only to be seen. You will not talk unless you're told to. Understood?"
"I... yes."
"Yes, what?"
The female creature warningly tightened her grip.
"Yes, Mistress Eve!"
With a grunt the new mistress of Frankenstein nodded. Then looked down at herself.
"I have to thank you. You are a despicable, pathetic male, but this body is wondrous. My mind has always sought for higher purposes, but you and your male companions ruling this world have always kept me down. No more. You righted nature's biggest wrong. You gave a woman's superior mind the superior body she deserves."
The doctor gulped, looking up to the massive female with the naked masculine and feminine body. He had thought he would control its masculinity by equipping it with a female mind. Apparently he had gravely misjudged the natural order and the strength and determination of a woman's brain. The brute touched her cock and it grew intimidatingly. Its new oner chuckled.
"Interesting. This feels good. Powerful. I can see why you men are so obsessed with it. Even though most of yours cannot hold a candle to mine. Can they?"
Frankenstein shook his head.
"No, mistress. I chose - a stately member for you."
"I thank you for that, my slave. It suits my new superior being. Glorious. Thankfully you also thought of giving me female parts and body fluids. I can feel my two sides balancing. So I don't get -- cocky."
She chuckled at her own joke.
"You males get overtaken by this thing too easily. Thanks to you creating perfect equilibrium in me, I will be able to use this to my advantage. I will use it as a woman would. Not like a man without restraint. You did well, little Frankenstein. For a man, you are a usable creature."
"I..."
Viktor opened his mouth but only took in a breath in shock, as the large, now almost fully erect cock approached his face and made him shut up. Very quickly.
"I will reward you for your gift to me, Viktor Frankenstein. You'll be the first to be granted to gift of my feminine cock!"
"I am... it's is not..."
Another gulp
"I have seen you staring at it when I was still lying on that table. Don't try to deny you're longing for it!"
"I am not a..."
*Slap*
"We have no use for the restrictions and inhibitions of the society that tied us down, slave. You will do as I say. You will give in to your natural urges when I tell you to."
The hard cock pressed against his mouth as the woman hulking over him grabbed the back of his head and pulled it towards her.
"And if it soothes your male inhibitions, I am still a woman. Mostly. My new body you gave me is just a tool of my female will. To which you will submit. Now!"
For some more moments Frankenstein tried to resist the penis against his lips, then had to surrender to the force of his creation's will as she pushed the huge cock into his mouth, deep into his throat, making him gag when it hit the back.
He had never had sexual intercourse of that kind I his life - his fiancée Elisabeth was prude and chaste and while the other students of his Ingolstadt university had frequented whores, Viktor Frankenstein had stayed at home to study. Mostly books forbidden by his Alma Mater
He had always assumed his sexual appetites to be natural. Orderly. Naturally he would after his wedding perform occasional normal sex with Elizabeth, impregnate her often enough to keep the family name alive and otherwise stick to his work.
He had never imagined having one day a cock in his mouth, sucking on it. Eagerly. And here he was. He tried to tell himself while servicing the huge muscular body attached to this women's cock that he did his duties as his creature's new slave with such diligence purely out of self preservation, but... He felt his own cock twitch in his pants like it rarely ever did, unless he found a corpse particularly suitable for his studies.
Sucking this woman's large cock aroused him, sent heatwaves through his body, until now unmoved by mere physical urges. He had created a being as intellectually and mentally superior to him -- he grudgingly had to admit to himself - as it was physically impressive. She wore her large breasts and pretty face as proud as her bulging muscles and huge cock. He had indeed created the prefect human. More perfect than even he himself had been able to predict. Submitting to her was logical.
Unable to hold himself back any-more, he felt salvia running down his chin as he sucked her off. Eve grunted, groaned, her hand on his head pulling him in, making him take her cock deep, making him choke more than once. When he feared he might lose consciousness, he suddenly heard her scream, a loud roar making the glassware in his lab tremble when the hot load of thick gooey cum shot into the sucking mouth. With the massive cock blocking it, he had no choice but to swallow, gulp after gulp, until it filled his belly with hot semen and the woman he had created finally let go of him.
"Interesting. I remember wondering what a male climax would feel like. Not very impressive compared to a woman's."
She wiped her cock on his face then pulled him to his feet, grabbed his pants and tore them off with a swift move of her strong hands. She chuckled, looking down on her creator's manhood.
"That is all? You Did equip me with a prime example of manhood it seems. Or are you just exceptionally small?"
He followed her gaze, his cock was hard, he felt heated and aroused like never before. It didn't reach 15 centimetres -- not even half the size of the member he had chosen for his creature, now making him wonder if he had been trying to compensate. Silently ashamed, he lowered his gaze.
"We shall see how well it works!"
He stared at Eve for a second, then she lifted him off the ground and carried her creator to the table she had awoken on, stripping him off his remaining clothes unceremoniously.
"You Did create my female parts fertile?"
The scientist nodded.
"Of course. You're the perfect being, both your male and female parts are meant to procreate."
"Good boy!"
The creature's huge hand patted his head and he felt himself blush.
"You'll have the honour to be the father of a new race."
"Race? What are you..."
Her hand closed firmly over his mouth.
"Don't. Talk. Without being asked or told to. You'll know soon enough!"
She took his legs, bent them up, until they reached her shoulder, then climbed onto the table, lowering herself onto his little cock. She had never tried this position when she as an ordinary woman, yet somehow deep in her brain this one came to her naturally. It provided the maximum amount of control over the little man below her. Just the way the new Eve liked it.
Her pussy's muscles gripped the small cock as she slid it into herself and she heard the little man grunt, groan as she started to ride him, press her pelvis down on him. He was a pathetic little pitiful male. Weak. Made to serve. His mind was genius, but unable to multitask. And misguided in its one objective. She could tell -- she instinctively knew he was a genius, for a naturally made human male. But whatever he had done to her had made her brain -- and she had already been smart, if underappreciated in her old female form - into something that even her creator wouldn't be be able to understand. He was smart, but also really confused. He would make a good slave, once fully tamed.
It took her strong firm pussy very little time to make the little man below her start to twitch. He was clearly untrained in using his little cock, tragically limiting the uses she had for it. Sexually stimulating her female parts would not be one. Not with his cock.
Her own penis had grown hard again and stood tall like a flagpole, visible sign of her superiority over him as her pussy squeezed his little pecker dry.
With a grunt and a scream - high pitched, pathetic, just like the contortions of his face - he came into her sanctum, his semen felt thin and wasn't even close to the amount her cock produced.
She understood that she was a superior male as much as she was perfect female in this body, compared to most, if not all human men.
She closed her eyes and felt the Doctor's semen rise inside her. Somehow, whatever he had done to her had given her a far better understanding of her body - of this new, huge physical form of hers. She could feel every cell, every vein, every organ and willingly control it. She could actually... yes. A willing decision to eject an ovum from her ovary sent it forth to meet the Doctor's sperm.
In the short time that her new plan had taken to form inside of her mind, she could feel the cells of her body having merged - her female brain thankfully remaining in control of it all, but thanks to the bolt of lightning and the procedures the doctor had undertaken to bring her back from the dead, the male and female parts of her body had become one perfect union, the helixes that carried her male and female traits merging into a new, perfect homo superior.



She didn't know how she knew about helixes, she just felt this knowledge flooding her mind that modern science, even Frankenstein's forbidden and arcane studies knew nothing about, yet.
She would bear the Doctor's child in her womb soon. A daughter, she knew -- she'd would be able to determine that actively. Frankenstein's traits would be overshadowed by her own superior ones and her daughter would be the perfect offspring of her own merged body.
She looked down to her male slave -- he had fallen back onto the table, seemingly worn out by this single, pathetic climax inside her.
She climbed off of him, chuckling at the embarrassing sight of his shrunken dick and threw him over her shoulder, picked up his hunchback assistant, still unconscious in the corner she had thrown him into. He too was male, he too would serve her as a slave.
From the depths of the basement lab into the lavish halls of Frankenstein's Geneva mansion she took them up, dropping the two males onto the soft carpet of the drawing room.
Standing there naked, her cock rock hard, her breasts perky, her muscles bulging with every movement, she looked around. Inspecting her new domain, the lavish furniture, soft pillows. Her eyes stuck to a huge panting on one of the walls - a woman, pale, frail looking, but beautiful, like a porcelain doll. She reached for her slave and made the dazed mumbling man face the painting.
"Who is she?"
He looked up, blinking rapidly to clear his mind.
"Elisabeth. My fiancée."
"Beautiful!"
"Uh... yes... an angel."
He stood up now, still naked, too, a pathic image next to the new homo superior, but trying to seem regal when speaking of her.
"The perfect Bride!"
Eve grinned mischievously up at the painting.
"Yes, she will be!"
Frankenstein gasped, as the creature's hand clenched around his throat again.
"For me!"
The Doctor tried to speak, shake his head, but his creation lifted him off the ground, making his legs twitch futilely in the air, his limp dick wiggling like a shrimp.
"I took the offer of your semen, Frankenstein, meagre as it was, but I cannot replace mankind with my superior offspring by the power of my womb alone. I shall use my superior cock for that purpose, as well."
She grinned down at her creator, as he slowly fainted in the choke-hold of her massive hand.
"Thank you again for the opportunity to replace your kind, creator!
Eight months later.
Viktor Frankenstein and Elisabeth Lavenza knelt beneath the hulking figure of Eve Promethea, as he Doctor's creation was calling herself for some time now.
The pale beautiful woman who had once been Frankenstein's fiancée gently cradled her full, pregnant belly while hungrily sucking on her mistress's large clitoris. She had become pregnant the very fist time she had met her fiancé's creation -- contrary to the Doctor, the woman had needed no show of strength or power to submit to the hulking creature her fiancé had introduced to her.
The two women immediately shared a feminine bond, a connection of mutual respect, the combination of the female mind in Eve, her womanly understanding and her masculine confidence - and huge cock - swayed Elisabeth into the arms of the new Promethea without hesitation. Her fiancé, creator of her new companion was forgotten, reduced to an afterthought, her new mistresse's slave. Frankenstein's creation had taken over his life like she had his body. Too perfect had he made her for anyone to resist.
The Doctor had knelt by the bed and watched, according to Mistress Eve's order, as the huge creature had taken his fiancée's virginity with her massive cock, gifted the pale woman her very first orgasm and pumped her precious superhuman semen into the womb, immediately causing ovulation and impregnating Elisabeth with Eve's offspring, like the creature had predicted. Her semen was just as strong and fertile as her female reproductive system.
Viktor now knelt next to Elisabeth, who had become Eve's main companion, pregnant, as was Eve herself. Both eagerly serviced their mistress, Frankenstein taking the creature's massive cock into his by now well trained mouth, while Lavenza, cradling her pregnant belly, bent lower and sucked Eve's engorged clit, the creature smiling benevolently down on them as all of her genitals were serviced by her human slaves.
Viktor himself had been outfitted with a crude metal cage around his small cock months ago. Having served its only purpose to impregnate Frankenstein's creature, his cock was no longer of use to her, at least until the hulking woman desired her next offspring. If he was lucky and she considered him as a worthy breeder for a second time. She had many choices now, the City of Geneva down by the lake had become aware of the new presence in the Castle Frankenstein and many -- Many - women had since received the potent seed of the creature, all becoming pregnant at once.
Within a year, the brood of a new race of superhuman beings would bloom in this Swiss city, their testicles and wombs, as potent as their mother's, would go on to breed, and spread Homo Superior, replacing the imperfect homo sapiens.
Viktor Frankenstein had no doubt his creature's plans would succeed, too smart was she, too strong her body and will, too unstoppable her potent procreational force. He had brought doom to mankind as he knew it. But he also replaced it with something better. He took pride in that, the pride of a slave knowing his mistress and her offspring were superior to their creators and he served his part to help them take over the world.
He had learned the art of satisfying his Mistress' needs - his tongue and mouth his primary and usually only tools to service the superior woman's cunt and cock, when she felt like using him.
His eyes found Lavenza, seeing the same pride in her eyes to be the mother to the first member of the new human race, to carry Eve's offspring, to lick her clit, that he felt for being granted to privilege to father the child in his creation's belly and suck her swollen cock.
Eve Promeethea leaned back in her chair enjoying her slaves' services to both her male and female parts, a bliss no human being could ever achieve, while planing the bright future of her new species in her superior mind.
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After being turned into girl for their prom and getting a proper make over by his new boyfriend Kayla, Caleb sheds his old life as a boy and takes some major steps to becoming a woman.
Exposition chapter -- no hardcore sex scenes, but some quite exiting revelations.
I look at the clock on the wall as the breakfast continues and get a little fidgety. Far from doubting Kayla, but... I mean... She told me she'd pick me up. Why would she not... Unless she got bored with me yesterday, changed her mind about wanting to be my boyfriend. I feel sweat on my forehead and my insides cramp at the mere thought of not being with her any more. I almost feel a tear form in my eyes.
Emily looks at me, her mouth full of cereal -- frowning.
"What's wrong, sis? You look like you swallowed a bee."
"N... noth... It's just.."
She follows my gaze at the clock, takes a few moments then giggles.
"Oh, you'd be gone by now already, right? You're not worried your new boyfriend bailed on you already, are you?"
I blink at her. Can women actually read minds of other women or what? She giggles.
"Relax. You're gonna ride a motorbike, remember? Not your crappy bicycle, you'll be in school in no time."
I nod. Look again at the clock. I... that makes sense, especially the way Kayla drives. A weight lifts of my shoulders and tumbles to the floor anyway when the doorbell rings.
"See. It'll take lot more before she tires of her new girlfriend, I'm sure."
Emily slaps my ass as I jump up.
"Emily!"
I hear Mom scold her, but I couldn't care less. I run to the door and open it. There she stands, with the smirk on her face, wearing jeans, and a leather jacket, her hair tied back. She looks So cool. And beautiful.
"Morning, princess."
She leans into me, puts her hands on my back and kisses me -- open mouthed, her tongue wildly wrestling mine. I return her kiss, after a moment of surprise. It may take me while to get used to being kissed like that. I catch my breath as she lets go of me. Looks down on me, with that smirk and a twinkle in her eyes.
"Well, aren't you the cutest!"
Her eyes practically devour me, head to toe. From the clip with the plastic flower holding my hair back from my forehead over my bare midriff down to my open toe sandals. Thank God no high heels, but with the thin white leather straps running up my calves -- clearly nothing like the trekking sandals I used to wear in summer until now.
"Nice outfit."
"Thank you."
Before I get time to react, Emily replies from the background. Kayla snickers.
"Did you get your big sister to pick your clothes?"
Blushing even harder, I nod.
"Good idea. It'll probably take some time and female advice until we can trust you fully with that yourself. You're really pretty in that."
I nod again, my mouth going dry.
"Do you you like it, Ma'am?"
My boyfriend looks over my shoulder to my Mom, who I hear giggling softly.
"Very cute, very cute!"
"Glad you like it."
"Oh, don't worry about me. I think you're the best... boyfriend my son I could have hoped for. Isn't she honey?"
My Dad just grunts - it does sound mostly approving, though. Kayla looks back at me, smiling.
"Ready, baby?"
I nod
"Forgot something?"
I stare at her.
"I know school's almost over and we won't do much until graduation day, but you still need your stuff?"
I look down, then behind me. Mom, Dad and Emily stand in the hallway, staring, with varying amounts of interest. Mom smiles happily at me, Dad nods and Emily winks -- holding my old olive green canvas backpack.
"Thanks, Em."
I take it from her and look into Kayla's face, who is staring at the bag in my hand.
"Yeah, thought so. Do you have Anything you got for yourself that isn't drab and ugly?"
She lifts a backpack up that she must have had in her hand behind her back the whole time.
"Here. An old one of mine. I've kinda grown out of it, but it's better than - that. I won't have my girlfriend carry that thing around."
I blush -- hard as she calls me that - in front of my parents. I may have gotten used to that idea of being her girlfriend -- very much so. I still don't dare to hope my parents are as OK with it as they seem to be. They Are acting really cool about it...
I take the bag, look at it, blink twice. Swallow hard. It's pink - of course it is -- and it has anime style pictures of horses on it.
"Uhm... "
"My Tiny Equines. I used to love that show as a kid. Didn't you?"
I swallow, shake my head. She smirks.
"No need to be ashamed, lots of guys are into it, too."
I nod. Sure, I heard of the Equinists. Always used to make fun of them with the other boys in school. That was really mean, in hindsight. I never felt good about it but tried to blend in, I guess.
"Well, whatever. You're a girl, you're allowed to like cute things now."
She winks at me.
I move my backpack's contents into my pink new one, sling it over my back, wave goodbye to my parents and Em who actually waves back and follow my boyfriend to her bike.
I notice the three members of my family standing in the doorway watching us -- great, just great -- as Kayla hands me the spare helmet, then looks at me.
"Oh, yes. The thing I told you to think about?"
I look at her.
"Your new name baby-girl - you picked one?"
Yeah. Right. I feel the blood rush into my face again.
"Y... yeah, I did."
I actually discussed it with Emily late last night, limiting it down to a few options I like. And I think Kayla might like. This morning during breakfast, I came to a conclusion.
"Ch... Chloe!"
"Hm. Fancy. And cute. I like it. Why that one?"
"I... hmm..."
I look down and hear her chuckle.
"OK... Let me guess - if it's embarrassing to my little girlfriend -- after that one actress? The one from Butt Kicker."
I nod, shyly.
"I knew it. You're Such a nerd-girl!"
She giggles and pinches my cheek.
"She's cute, I must admit. You have a girl crush on her, baby?"
I inhale deeply.
"I don't..."
"It's OK, I don't mind, I'm not jealous. We need to talk about your taste in boys eventually, too..."
I stare at her, too shocked at the insinuation to say anything back.
"But for a girl-crush, I grant her to you as your hall pass. But then you can't be jealous of mine either."
I look at her wide eyed.
"The girl who plays Arachnia's sister in her solo movie. And the Princess in the new 'Space Sands'."
I nod.
"Milan Poe. I loved her in Equinox. And I'm subscribed to her her cooking channel."
That makes Kayla look at me and laugh out loud.
"You'll make a good girl very soon, Chloe."
I blush and smile as the warmth rises in me being called that name for the first time. I had thought it might feel weird, but it's -- nice. Really nice!
"By the way. Is it just Chloe, or Chloë or Chloé?"
"What? You... you just said the same name three times..."
"No I didn't. Here, look, your little crush..."
She takes out her phone and opens the Wiki page.
"... spells her name 'Chloë'."
I frown.
"I don't even know how to type that..."
"OK, we keep it simple, let's not make your own name too hard for you, shall we, Chloe?" She winks at me then slaps my ass.
"Hop on, we're late."
She puts on her own backpack -- less girly than the one she gave me - but on her front, so I can hug her back and hold on tight!
I really need to brace myself - she drives just as wild as she did before. Fast, daring. She is so brave. And cool. How do I even deserve a boyfriend like her?
By being a good girlfriend!
A week ago, when I thought of myself as a boy, I'd would have considered a girl riding a motorbike - well, OK, deep inside I'd definitely considered her the coolest, but I wouldn't have admitted it, probably not even to myself. I would have been way to far up my own ass to hold onto her like this and feel safe with her so strong, so bold. This is - heavenly.
I wish this ride would never end, but it does. Amazingly quickly, we're slowing down in front of our school - i feels like less than five minutes. My bike rides cost me half an hour, every day.
Again my knees feel shaky, Like after my ride on her bike, but I honestly don't think it's because of the ride this time. I did feel save - she's not just a daring but also a good driver, never did the powerful machine between her thighs not feel fully under her control.
No, I think... yes... as I look to the school gate while Kayla puts her helmet away, my heart skips a beat and then drops into my belly. I look down on myself. There's really no way back any more, is there?
I promised Kayla I'd do it. I thought about this for two days now. In the little time I had for myself when neither my sister nor my boyfriend fawned over my new persona. I feel my cock throb slightly - this is beyond doubt the wildest - bravest - craziest - thing I've ever done. Exiting. Scary. Going to the prom dressed as a girl was one thing, but that was a costume. Mandatory. That all the boys wore. No one was really special. Except I was - I won! For being the prettiest and best girl! I feel a smile sneak onto my face thinking back to being on stage and receiving the tiara of Prom Queen. That was cool.
This -- now... I am the only boy -- femme boy? Girl? Trans girl? What the hell even am I? To come here like this. And its my own free will, not a school mandate. Well. It's my boyfriend's wish, but that too, is my own volition - pleasing Kayla, fulfilling her wish because I Want to be her girlfriend is my own choice. If I go in there, I can't deny it to anyone. Including myself. And my friends.
Kayla grabs my wrist and pulls me towards her. So close our noses almost touch. Looks into my eyes. I can feel her breath on my skin.
"You. Are perfect, Chloe. Beautiful. Confident. Your are so much better than you were three days ago. You have found yourself. It was my pleasure to help you with that. You have nothing to be ashamed of. Nothing to hide."
I feel myself blush. Smile.
"Thank you, Sir!"
She opens her lips and kisses me, her tongue in my mouth does a good job to ease my anxiety. She is not as demanding and passionate as she can be, but gentle, loving.
"And I'm with you all the way."
I nod. Eternally grateful to that. She feels so much stronger than me, her confidence unshakable. a role model, making me proud to aspire to be female, too.
"I'm proud of you!"
She plants another kiss on my forehead.
"And that means I want to show you off, girlfriend!"
With a grin she slaps my butt and arm in arm two girls move into the school building.
I feel eyes on me - not as many as I had thought I would -- most students that notice me... don't actually seem to recognize me. Certainly I must be a - very good friend of Kayla's - everyone in school knows her. The Queen Bee of the grade, the faces of her entourage just as well known - a girl in her company they don't recognize, this late in the school year is an event to look out for. I blush, feel my heart beat faster as I understand the implication. A girl they don't know. At first glance, from afar in the hallway - that is what they see me as. Emily's assumption -- "I'd think you're a boyish girl" seems to hold true. My getup is persuading enough. I blush, the nervousness fading into a weird sense of pride.
To be honest, I don't know most of these people well. Or at all. Other than recognising their faces. Never was the most socializing of students. I assume the would barely recognize my face If I hadn't changed. Doubt they would look at me twice. So we can put them down as almost strangers. To them - I am a girl.
I feel Kayla embrace me closer, and giggle softly as we walk down the hall. My step gets more certain and I feel her by my side giving me support.
Towards the first person I do know better than most students.
Unfortunately.
The reason Josh recognises my face is because he hates it! He's been out for me since we were freshmen.
He has made some serious attempts at bullying in our first year, but... thinking back, I can thank Emily for that ending. My big sister has been a junior, two classes above us and, although she never showed me much actual affection -- before I became her little sister that is - she Did make it a habit to look out for her little brother. She has always been quite tall and strong for a girl -- more important: confident. I'm not actually sure how she did it. Didn't have the nerve to ever ask her, somehow the barrier between us that only now has come down didn't allow me to admit to myself how much she had helped me out. Ever since, Josh's attitude towards me has been - passive aggressive at best.
He never attacked me, but I guess he never forgave me for not becoming the easy victim he had hoped I would be, having a strong female protector. When Em left school, he fortunately seemed to have grown out of his worst bullying phase. Never totally letting go of me though, constantly throwing random insults at me.
At the prom, I have barely noticed him. Pretty sure he was one of the boys who managed to snatch one of the less revealing girls' costumes, ending up as the fairly boring date for a girl. He definitely has been among those boys staring at me with barely hidden disdain when I won Prom Queen, though even he didn't have the guts to talk shit openly about me back then, dressed as a woman himself.
Now, though...
I gulp, stop walking. Kayla follows my gaze and I hear her scoff. Not sure if she's aware of the history between Josh and me, but I can tell she's not a fan of him, either. He would surely never have dared to bother her, one of the most popular students - he's your average bully, kicking down do hide his insecurities. Kayla is way up high above him in the school's food chain to do anything but try to suck up to her. Unsuccessfully, as I notice with some satisfaction from her demeanour towards him. She seems to be aware of his general reputation, even if he's too far below her to bother with him
"I'm here, baby. Silly boys can't harm you!"
She whispers into my era, dragging me along more or less against my will.
"WTF? Caleb is that you? The hell happened to you, did you fall into a vat of gay juice?"
Three boys - the usual ones that always cling to his waistcoat - stand behind him, smirking. Not sure they even recognised me. Josh looks up and down on me.
"Don't fucking tell me actually enjoyed that damn stupid bullshit of a Prom?"
He laughs, and I blush, cringe, if the ground could swallow me, I would d really enjoy that right now.
"You really Liked dressing in that damn whore outfit that broad picked for you didn't ya? I noticed you slipping out later that night. What for? Did she make you suck her dick?"
I blink - does he know... No. Stupid. He just thinks that's a hot insult. It was the best thing that ever happened to me, to him it's a joke.
"I knew it, little Caleb is nothing but a fa..."
He reaches out to touch my cheek. I flinch back but then see Kayla's hand shoot out and grabbing his wrist.
"At least they got some at the Prom."
He stares at her.
"Which is more than one can say about you, I bet, isn't it, Josh?`"
"What the..."
Josh's mouth stands open which is the closest thing from him that can be considered a valuable addition to the conversation. Shut down by a girl. One clearly more capable and confident and smart than he is.
"I saw you at the Prom. Not a lot, I'm not wasting any time on watching guys like you, but I had a good look at all the boys as girls. You were... a pretty abysmal women, weren't you? Even more bitchy than you are as a guy, which does mean something."
"Now wait, you bit..."
"I don't! I'm talking here!"
She puts a finger on his chest.
"I know you were acting like brat all night to your date. Poor Lynn, getting an ass like you for her prom partner. She's a such a nice girl. A little to timid for her own good maybe, a girl with a bit more confidence would have put you in your place, mister. But of course that also means you didn't get taken home by her and didn't get a reward. And thank Goodness even you didn't have the nerve to act like the little shit you usually are on a night when you're put in your place by wearing a woman's outfit, huh? So you did go home unfucked, right? Meanwhile, My date got the time of her life for being a good girl!"
"Her..."
"Her! And there's nothing wrong with that, so she clearly pulled the longer straw. Didn't she?"
Kayla puts her hand in his crotch, making him wince and the boys around him gaps in shock.
"And talking about long straw...."
She giggles.
"I guess Lynn didn't miss out, did she? That... feels really, Really unimpressive down there. For a man who did such a terrible job at being a girl, one would hope you at least make a decent boy. Can't see it. Or feel it."
She grabs tighter, making Josh whelp then lets go of his junk.
"You... you little... I..."
He stammers
"Do you at least manage to last a while or are you a fast shooter as well as a shrimp dick?"
He turns beet red, inhales shapely. Doesn't say a word.
"I bet you are. You bullies are all the same, compensating for your shortcomings."
"I am not.. I can... fuck..."
"Whatever. Bye boy. I'd recommend you fuck off before I challenge you to take it out and prove it!"
He blinks, gasp for air one last time. Then turns around on his heels, his flabbergasted minions following him down the hall as he retreats, defeated. I stare at my boyfriend.
"Yeah. Definitely compensating. Big macho bully boy."
She snickers and I gaze at her, admiringly. Nobody has ever done anything even remotely like that for me. Not openly, at least. Not sure how Emily managed to take Josh down a peg. Maybe with a similar method. It surely worked and my big sister is - almost as adamant and confident as my new boyfriend.
"Ho... how did you know?"
"Know what? About his shortcomings?"
I nod
"Girls' talk, maybe. You think we ladies don't exchange information about boys? You'll see..."
She winks at me, then giggles
"Just kidding. Kinda. We Do of course talk about our boys, but as a matter of fact, I'm pretty sure Josh over there is still a virgin. Tough to get any reliable data about the dick of a boy no girl would touch with a ten foot pole..."
"He... he is..."
"Sure. I wasn't lying when I said Lynn drew a dud."
"So - how?"
"Just a guess. A pretty educated one. Trust me, men are - So easy to read."
She touches my cheek as I blush.
"Yeah, so were you, but your already grown a lot more complex already in your short time as girl. I'll teach you how to read boys, but it really doesn't take much to know about Josh - about the clearest case of a pin prick fast shooter I've Ever come across."
I blush and look down, feel her eyes on me. She ruffles my hair.
"Oh, hey. Don't take it personal, baby-girl. I'm talking about boys. There's absolutely Nothing wrong with your little dick. It's cute on a girl like you. And you don't feel the need to compensate for it. At least not any more. You don't have a boy's silly ego about that. And you are DEFINITELY not fast cummer. At least when you ignore that useless little dick and allow me to fuck you like the girl you are, am I right, baby?"
She kisses my neck as I feel my head ready to burst at this kind of talk in the middle of the school hall. She's right, obvi. Never been so happy about my small cock as I am now, never came so hard as I did when it was ignored in favor of a good anal penetration at my prom. I look after Josh and see her point, clearly. A boy like that - pathetic. A girl like me... I smile and look at Kayla shyly.
"Thank you, Sir, for making me a girl."
"You're welcome, Chloe."
I feel the heat rising in me as she kisses my lips, her tongue just entering my mouth with the tip. It's brave enough for the school hall. I know public displays of affection are usually discouraged by the teachers. At least I was told so as a boy. Not sure what the policy is on that for girl on girl kisses. Not sure if the teachers would view this as one. I feel eyes on us from everywhere, that much is certain, and vocal encouragement from all around.. A loud choir of hollers and "Ohhh" sounds. My boyfriend lets go of me and turns toward a group of girls approaching us.



Her girls. Her clique. The Queen Bees of my grade.
Selena, most notable in every group she's in -- well over six feet tall, muscular -- and proud of it in her tank top and shorts. Captain of the school swim team -- she even got a college scholarship for that, I've heard.
Pamela and Samantha -- twins, blonde, always in matching outfits. Some twins I heard get tired of being inseparable and indistinguishable, these two never did. They're cheerleaders, well endowed and curvy. They've broken many a boy's heart by playing with them and dropping them afterwards.
Jimena -- the shortest girl of the group, honor student, her dark hair tied back to a pony tail, her glasses make her look nerdy and cute a the same time, her books pressed to her flat chest.
Remarkably diverse troop of Queen Bees. Their leader does not discriminate in her friends... And now...
"Girls -- Meet Chloe!"
A raised eyebrow from Selena, giggles form the twins and an interested gaze at me from Jimena meet Kayla's statement.
"Chloe?"
Kayla grins.
"I texted you all that I've made her my girlfriend. Can't go around calling my girl Caleb, can I?"
Selena chuckles.
"You're really going through with this, Kay?"
"Sure!"
She smiles at me.
"I mean..."
The olive skinned girl looks at me over her glasses.
"She did good at the prom as a girl, I must say. And she looks -- amazing. I wouldn't recognize the little nerdy boy she used to be last week. I wouldn't even think she's a boy..."
"She isn't!"
Kayla slaps my butt, making me wince. Suddenly the twins move over like one and hug me.
"Oh you two, stop being so grumpy. If Kayla says she's girl, and Chloe shows up to school like this - it's good enough for us!"
I feel the two sister's breasts press against me and try my very, very best to not betray their trust in my girlhood by letting my cock get hard. I manage, barely. It twitches in my tight hot pants but remains flaccid.
Selena grunts, the pulls me towards her, hugging me -- so hard I almost cannot breathe.
"Sorry, girl, no offence. You're lucky I didn't notice you -- like at all - when you were a boy. Probably won't make it hard to look at you as a girl."
"Well. I did notice you, but still..."
Jimena holds out her hand. After the overwhelming hugs of her friends, I accept the simple gesture from the shyer girl and shake it.
"Welcome."
"Th... thanks. All of you. This is... You're so kind... I had..."
"You weren't afraid my friends have prejudices, huh? They're cool."
Kayla winks at me and I nod.
"Yes, Sir."
Making the girls all bust out laughing.
"Don't get used to That, Kay, I'm not gonna call you Sir!"
Selena smirks at her leader and gets a shrug in return.
We spend some more minutes in the hall chatting, about me, mostly -- I talk about my sister and my parents, my hobbies -- a little hesitantly -- gaming, and riding my bike and watching movies seems bit... too much the old me, but in a group this diverse, all interests are accepted. Jimena warms up to me and to my interests the most, also a gamer herself and a book worm. The twins propose to introduce me to what they consider more feminine ways to spend my time, if I care. And if I get spare time from my new boyfriend to take on new hobbies. I wholeheartedly accept, I still feel I have to learn a lot about being a girl -- with my new group of friends, the tasks seems a Lot less daunting.
As the bell rings, we are swept up by the masses, Kayla taking my arm.
"What's your first class, baby?"
"Uh... English..."
"Hm. Do we have any classes together?"
"Maths. And PE."
She looks at me with a frown.
"We're in the same PE class? You sure?"
"Yes, Sir."
As If I hadn't spent a Lot of time in PE swooning over her from afar.
"Never noticed you. Huh. You really were an unimpressive little boy, weren't you!"
She grins at me.
"Well. That's going to change, isn't it?"
She slaps my butt and again and sends me off - to my first real time alone in my new persona...
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Becoming more and more certain that Alex is an ideal ward for her, Tina takes him on their second date to get to know him better, moving closer towards the next step to putting the boy under her firm and loving firm custodianship, every young man's dream in this woman's world.
From afar, Alex can hear the laughter, see the lights of the funfair. He pulls down his skirt -- tight white stretchy fabric -- as far as it goes. Which is not far, it is short like most bottoms Tina got for him. The cropped spaghetti strap top hugs his chest, the strappy sandals have a moderate heel that he by now finds easy to walk in. He feels good, no longer do the looks of other women make him blush in his old fashioned, highly sexualized outfits his new leading woman makes him wear. She proudly presents her taste in men to the world on her boy.
She slaps his ass and kisses his cheek as they enter the fair grounds and he snuggles up to her, his heart beating fast. On this their second date he again feels unsure how to behave -- he has been to fun fairs, tied to his mother's apron strings of course, but coming here for a date is unknown territory. He looks at his company and is glad that there is no doubt who is taking the lead. He'll just follow the strong woman taking him out.
With wide eyes, Alex looks around, staring at everything and everyone. Tina looks at him, smiling. Like most men, her new acquisition not only has a childlike intellect but also a childlike soul. Easy to distract, easy to entertain. Shiny lights, technical gadgets, toys in shelves and a man is happy. At times she feels such a careless existence - unable to comprehend multiple events, always just living in the moment - could be desirable. Lex seems so happy in his tiny little mind. But then, she enjoys being a woman - a planer, a multitasker, a provider. That's why women rule the world - taking care, being strong. If men and their tiny minds didn't have women to care for them, where would the world be? She smiles. Yeah, she loves being a woman. If men needed to take care of themselves - maybe even take responsibility of others, the world would be a chaotic mess, no doubt.
She plants a kiss on his lips, grateful hat he fulfils his natural purpose so well- entertaining her, distracting her from the burden of her responsibilities. He doesn't know how he deserves this kiss, but he just looks at her, smiling. He is just happy like a puppy that she grants him her attention.
"Where yo you want to go first, little one?"
"You let me choose?"
He beams proudly, happy as a cloud. She nods generously. Fund fairs are for kids and males, after all. And after dark, as it is now, with no more actual children around, for men with the minds of kids, only.
Her boy giggles happily, takes step in one direction, then one in an another. Completely overwhelmed by the lights and noises. To much input for too little brain capacity. Tina gives him a little shove in one direction. Even if you give them a choice, you just have to guide men to what they really want. He takes a second then runs on, towards the bumper cars. Tina has a second long look at his firm little ass and his nice legs in the skirt -- congratulating herself again for pushing through her taste in his clothes against his mother's slight reservations. He is a tasty morsel in this, she muses, then follows her boy.
"Can I drive? Can I?"
Smiling, she nods.
"I don't know -- can you, little one?"
He nods, eagerly.
"Well, alright then!"
These things are made to withstand male over-excitement and lack of competence after all.
With a hand on his butt, she helps him into the car and gets in beside him, putting an arm around his shoulder as he gigglingly starts the car.
For some minutes they drive, and bump - Tina is not really a fan of these things -- other than the sheer physical rush, she can't see the thrill in bumping into each other. It is male thing. An outlet for the little slivers of aggression modern males still have in them. Pure physical excitement without thinking or reasoning. Very much a way to keep males busy. Her main enjoyment stems from looking over to her "driver" - seeing the boy laugh happily makes her smile.
She hasn't admitted it to anyone, hardly to herself really, but she's really getting fond of Alex. Not just because he is the best trained, most talented male she ever had servicing her, not just because he is diligent and obedient like a good puppy. She feels genuine sympathy for him. Not love - she doesn't believe in love between men and women, that is a concept you make emotionally unstable men believe in to keep their overacting feelings and hormones in control. Not friendship -- men are too immature and emotionally stunted for anything that deserves that monicker -- that is an experience of bonding for women only. Nor respect -- too pathetic a creature is man to deserve that, other than for his skills to please women. She has problems finding a name for it, really. It's a fondness she has not felt for any man. She was surprised to find she actually misses him when he is not around. Not just his tongue or asshole to keep her entertained. She misses the way he looks at her, and the way a smile from him when she pats his head make her feel warm inside. He is hers. They're connected. She kisses his neck, distracting him enough to bump into another car full force, giggling as he's shaken.
After the ride, she helps him up and kisses him again, full mouth, open lips, their tongues fencing.
"You're good boy, Lex!"
His eyes beam, his heart beating faster than during the whole thrilling ride.
With linked arms, they explore the noisy and blinking fun fair grounds for the next hour or so. Alex picks what he wants to eat -- corn dogs, waffles, cotton candy - way more than is reasonable for a slim boy like him. Tina looks and him sternly, teasingly, but let's him indulge and had a large cup of soda afterwards.
After a ride on the roller-coaster and one at a pendulum ride, he gets rid of his food and drinks again. Tina rolls her eyes as the boy runs behind a booth, but chuckles and then follows him to hold his head as the throws up.
The one corn dog she had fills her belly. She shakes her head as he straightens up.
"OK, that settles that then, huh? I'll have a better look at what you're eating from now on, little one. Seems I can't trust you to know what's good for you."
He nods sheepishly.
"Yes, Ms Tina. It was just all so -- yummy...!"
She smiles and ruffles his hair.
"Alright, little one, my bad. I should have known better than to let an overexcited boy like you pick what he wants. Feel up to have something to refill that sensitive stomach of yours?"
He nods shakily -- a plain hot dog and a cup of water later, he looks less green in the face and almost ready to face the rest of the night.
"OK, lets get that food some time to settle and move on to something less exiting, hun?"
He nods and follow her obediently to a throwing stand. The carny smiles at them broadly
"Well well well."
The carny addresses the woman, naturally.
"That's a cute one ya got there, Ms."
Of course Tina knows it's the woman's professional skill to make her customers feel appreciated, but she's quite sure her gazes at the boy's skimpily clad body are pretty authentic.
"Want to win him a price as a souvenir of tonight?"
"What do yo say, Lex, would you like me to win you something?"
The boy giggles.
"I'm a bit old for..."
Letting his eyes wander over the prices, mostly stuffed animals of various sizes. Tina chuckles.
"You don't have to act all grown up in front of the nice lady, little one. You're an adult and old enough for me to use you, that doesn't mean you're not a little boy at heart."
He blushes as Tina takes three balls from the carny and looks at the tin cans tidily put up in pyramids. She's athletic, her hand eye coordination above average. Alex looks up at his confident date with admiration in his eyes. He would not hit anything at this distance, he's quite sure, but Tina's balls hit the tin cans right where she means to - and her spacial awareness is excellent enough to know exactly where to hit to remove all the cans from the shelf. Alex laughs, claps his hands and giggles -- and blushes as Tina points at the huge, pink, fluffy unicorn at the top shelf. The most boyish, frilly price she could have picked. Smiling, the carny takes if and hands it to Alex directly after Tina nods into her direction.
"Congratulations, little man. Such a talented and generous woman to pick you. You better treat her well to deserve this!"
He nods sheepishly as he takes the big stuffed pink fluffy. His flush remains on his cheeks as he realises he'll carry it around for the rest of the evening, but Tina can see in his shining eyes that he's happy. She made him a gift. A nice one. One she didn't just buy but won for him with her superior skills. They both got complimented by the carny. This feels like such a good real date and makes Alex's stomach flutter.
Next up - a trip through a haunted house -- Alex needs some gentle nudging for That one. Like horror movies, this kind of ride is not his favourite at all. But he is glad to find they're a lot easier to bear with a strong woman by his side. Grabbing his new pink friend firmly in one arm and holding on tight to his female support with the other, he survives it - and finds it was worth it, when afterwards Tina smiles at him warmly and kisses his forehead. Apparently she enjoys it a lot if her little man longs to her for support when scared. Secretly Alex is determined to be brave and bear whatever scary situation she throws him in if that's what makes her happy.
He yawns - more a reaction of his body to being able to relax again after the harrowing house of horrors, but Tina tousles his hair with a smile.
"Getting late, isn't it? I want to do one more thing with you before we go home. Been looking forward to that all evening!"
Alex looks up at her with questioning eyes, only to get a wink from her as she pulls him towards the house of mirrors. Lex sighs, he hates those things almost as much as horror houses. He never figured out how it's supposed to be fun to get lost in one of these. His sense of direction is terrible, anyway -- it's all too much for his little brains, he's sure. But then again he's not surprised Tina likes it. She's smart, loves to solve complex puzzles. With another sigh he holds on to her arms. If he just stays close to her, it might actually be fun....
Laughing, feeling his trepidation, she pulls him into another funfair attraction he's not really a fan of, but like with the last one, being with her makes all the difference. While he still doesn't much care for it -- it doesn't even have the perk of giving him scares that she can comfort - at least he's with her, close, and feels her enjoying herself while finding her way, bumping into walls.
He has completely lost orientation -- if she left him now he'd be lost forever... A feeling that is quite representative of real life. Tina stops and faces him. He gulps. Her eyes staring into his feel like burning into his soul, he's uncertain what to do, but thankfully that feeling never lasts long with her. She pushes him against a glass wall and kisses him demandingly, hungrily. The butterflies in his stomach rush up, his little penis grows, pushing against the tight fabric of his skirt as his ass is pressed against the cold glass.
"Time for some real fun, little one!"
She pushes him down on his knees and he diligently pulls down her pants and kisses her clit greeting him throbbingly. As he does, he hears a shriek and burst of laughers. They are in a glass maze, clearly visible from all sides. Of course laughter is omnipresent at a fun fair, but it feels like they're being seen. And judged.
Positively, surly. Nobody would bat an eye to a woman using a man in public, but still... He blushes. Her hand on his head forces him to focus on his task and he has no way to check if they Are being watched. Probably for the better. Just focus.
Which he can do. Never as easy as when performing this task. He licks the swollen clit, then down to the moist lips opening willingly to let his skilled tongue inside. He laps up her juices, salty and sweet, the most delicious thing ever. The flow is constant, he swallows luxuriously, then gets back to her clit, sucks it, licks it, flicks his tongue over it. It doesn't take her long. Apparently the evening with him has exited her immensely and as his attention becomes more forceful, his sucking on her lust button more hungry, she comes into his mouth, with loud moans and screams that make Alex blush proudly. If nobody noticed them before, sure everyone did now. She pats his head and smiles down at him.
"Good boy. You deserve a reward. Would you like a reward?"
Alex nods quickly, eagerly. Sees a glint in her eyes that is amused but also a little nasty -- he gulps. She's been in a good mood all night, but he also knows by now that a good mood in his new mistress can give her some - special ideas how to play with him in ways that are... challenging.
"Well. I don't really feel like touching your little dick, but I won't stand between you and your new friend getting it on tonight, Little Lex. You've been hugging her so tightly..."
Alex frowns - he has no idea what she's talking about for a second, he hasn't been hugging anyone besides her all... then her eyes wander towards the huge fluffy pink unicorn he put next to them while taking care of Tina. Alex gulps. Surely she can't mean...
"I give you permission for some intimacy with Pinky."
Hesitating he looks from Tina to -- Pinky.
"Come on, don't be shy, baby. You should seize the opportunity when I allow you to - meet someone else."
She giggles, her eyes twinkling amused as Alex grabs the pink plushy.
"Kiss her!"
Blushing, he does, first shyly, then using his tongue on the unicorn's unresponsive mouth. Tina chuckles.
"OK, get on with it! Show her how much you like her!"
He turns the toy around, lifts his skirt and rubs his small, hard cock against the soft backside. It actually feels quite nice -- he is already hard from making out with Tina and the sheer physical friction makes it throb just a little bit more. He doesn't have much experience pleasuring his own penis, certainly not with objects. His mother is a stout opponent of male masturbation. His lust, his sex drive serves to pleasure women, not himself, so he never gets to do more than softly rub a frustrated cock against a blanket of mattress after no being permitted to come.
Encouraged by Tina's nod, he rubs faster, humping the soft plump unicorn butt. It feels really good. Nothing like being inside a woman, obviously, but that's a rare and special treat anyway.... He groans softly, making Tina laugh out loud.
"You like that, little one?"
No use denying it, he nods. His cock has been hard most of the evening and throbs painfully when he licked Tina to an orgasm. It is embarrassing, but he can't deny it feels good. And it amuses Tina, which Is the most important part of Everything he does. Especially sexual duties. It clicks in his head. If that is what she wants. If that is what she enjoys. He not only can, but Has to do it right!
He grabs on to the unicorn's horn and begins to hump its thick ass in earnest. He again hears laughter and from the corner of his eye this time can see it does comes from observers behind the layers of glass walls. No matter. He blushes, but it's irrelevant. Tina wants it, Tina likes it. He'll do it. Grunting, he rubs his pulsating dick against the velvety soft fluffy backside. Smiling, Tina nods.
"Put it between her legs!"
He does, humping them. Tina sighs.
"I have to tell you everything, even how to pleasure yourself, huh? Hold her legs together while you hump them!"
He does, forming a tight gap between the plushy thighs that is closer to the feeling of being inside a woman. Not the real deal, sure, but... He moans. Close enough to be really pleasurable.
Fast shooter that he is and having been aroused all evening and now being allowed to fuck a soft, velvety gap with all his tiny dick, it of course doesn't take long. Alex's little dick hardly reaches the other end of the fluffy legs, but it does by a little, so when he feels his balls contract and presses the unicorn closer against himself, the load of cum hits the glass wall without spoiling his new toy's fully pink fur.
The laugher turns to cheers and applause and the heat rises to his face again as he sees spectators all around the mirror house watching him humping his fluffy new friend.
Tins pulls him up and kisses him softly.
"You like your new friend, huh?"
She grins at him and he nods, blushing,
"Yes Ms Tina."
"We'll keep her around. Obviously you won't do anything naughty with her without me, but she seems a good way to - reward you if I don't feel like touching your dicklet."
"Yes, Ms Tina. Thank you Ms Tina."
Alex nods, seriously grateful. It felt embarrassing at first, but who is he to complain - he got to come, he amused Tina. What else could he hope for on a second date?
Pinky in his one arm, the other linked with Tina, the three walk back to the Transport Spheres and reach his home within a few minutes, where they spend the rest of the evening intimately getting to know their new pink play-pal...
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Prologue
Five years from now
This is National News Network, your most trusted news straight to your TV. Our first topic today: The Break The Glass Ceiling Law, President Emma Stewart's pet project, is having a remarkable impact. More and more companies are making use of the taxation and legislation benefits granted by the government for promoting female employees to management positions, following the public sector that has already reached a quota of female leadership of almost 70%. The process is expected to increase exponentially as more and more women come into positions allowing them to make the crucial personnel decisions themselves, thus circumventing male resistance to the necessary and long overdue feminization process in company culture.
Contrary to conservative, mostly male naysayers and doubters during the first roll out of the programme, the companies participating are doing extraordinarily well, climbing the ranks of most valuable brand names worldwide. Feminine leadership qualities, so say experts, softening the ego driven fiddlings of mostly male boardrooms, allowing for policies of cooperation and sustainability instead of...
"Honey, I'm home"
I sigh, then put on a smile as she closes the door behind her and enters the kitchen. The meal I tried to prepare - might not have fully worked out as I had planned. I have agreed to take on the chores of the household and I know cooking is a part of it. It looked a lot easier in my head when I had agreed to our new life plans. It makes sense, with the higher salaries women earn now due to this anti glass ceiling law and the taxation benefits couples get when one partner stays home, everything but her earning our living and me being a stay at home husband would be a waste of money. Still...
She raises an eyebrow as she wrinkles her nose.
"We need to order take-out again, babe?"
I nod, smiling a little sheepishly as she grins at me.
"I know you'll learn how to cook, babe, but you need to hurry up a little if the money I make over you working isn't supposed to fully go to the restaurants and delivery services."
She kisses my forehead, leaning down to do so -- she's only little taller than me, but her work heels increase that difference.
"Oh, don't blush, you'll manage. I know your mother didn't teach you any household skills, which was a mistake we will correct. You'll get the hang of it. You'll adapt."
"Thank you darling. Sorry,"
I smile, honestly grateful. I really want to make this work. Being a house-husband can't be harder than my old job.
"How was your day at the office?"
She grins at me, obviously seeing through my attempt to change topic and kisses my forehead.
"Great. I mean, we're still deep in clearing the mess my predecessor left -- and the stupid attempts to cover up for his incompetence made it worse, but what can you do? Men in the workplace am I right?"
I nod, smiling, still feeling sheepish. She really loves her little jokes and jabs at... well - us men. Since we traded places, insinuating me being at home might be a step up from my working life. Liker her predecessor -- and former boss -- I have been replaced by a woman who used to work under me. And I have gotten some emails with a -- less jovial tone making similar accusations about the state of My workplace as I left it behind. Which is totally unfair. I mean... I may have been a little in it over my head, but...
"But the new CEO is getting it. I guess her main job is cleaning up her predecessor's mess just as well. It's amazing how the company flourishes, despite us being so busy working through you guys' mess. Go figure."
She sighs theatrically and winks.
"On the positive side, the job interviews are going well. Got the applicants as my secretary down to three."
I note the use of the word secretary, one I haven't been allowed to use for my -- personal assistant without her getting mad at me. The more things change...
"All men?"
She tilts her head.
"Sure. You know it's more lucrative to fill the lower paid jobs with unmarried men while the upper level jobs are..."
"...going to the women who rise through the ranks. Yeah, yeah..."
She hates it when I interrupt her, but doesn't scold me for once. I am more than aware of the new policies applied all throughout the corporate world.
"And I'm sure you only picked them by their qualifications and not their looks."
"Wait - what?"
She giggles, then laughs out loud.
"You're not jealous, are you, baby?"
I shake my head - I may seem a little pouty, but I can't help it.
"No."
"You better not. You really think all bosses hire their secretaries for their looks, huh? Am I to assume that's what you did when you had one. A woman, of course, I may add!"
"No. Of course not, I would never... But.. other... I mean... other men..."
"Uh-hu. All the other men but not you."
She shakes her head sighing.
"It was really high time to get some new blood into the management. The whole economy stinks like testosterone and male egos. Which were way too big for their own good. Now that we put males into positions where they can do less -- harm... and just look pretty...."
She pats my head, knowing full well I hate that.
"You have such trouble learning your simple new chores, I wonder how you managed to head a whole division of your old company. I hear their stock prices have gone up too, since... you know..."
I have been replaced. And most of my males collogues. The sentence hangs in the air unspoken. My wife shrugs and grins.
"Let's not quarrel, it is how it is -- women are taking charge, while you little men can stay home and relax, hm?"
She tousles my hair then lets go of me.
"And as long as you don't forget to pay us back for being so nice to take all that responsibly off of your backs... Speaking of which..."
She moves towards me, drops her briefcase onto the kitchen table and pushes me against the counter, her hand on my crotch. I'm wearing tight shorts and t-shirt, a lot more revealing than I used to dress. She usually picks my clothes, nowadays as she also paid for the upgrade of my wardrobe. It's a pretty stark contrast to her business pants suit. Not that I have that much to reveal. I am lean - scrawny one might say, and the bulge that forms in my tight pants is... not the most impressive. My wife has not been diplomatic about informing me I am the smallest man she ever had.
In combination with - other shortcomings... Let's say I have learned to accept that my contribution to our sex life until now has been... less than stellar. She only told me so in such clear terms recently, after the obvious shift in power in our marriage happened. I am still not sure how to feel about it - I love her. And I know she loves me. Despite my flaws. I am grateful she's honest with me now, and has decided I'm worth the effort to teach me to be a better husband for her.
"You haven't forgotten you still have to make up for this morning's disappointment, have you?"
I shake my head, feel the blood rise to my face. She was in a good mood this morning and has allowed me to penetrate her sweet pussy - an occasion that is getting rarer and rarer. My own fault, I must agree with her on that. For the reasons that have become obvious again this very morning. On the other hand it is a vicious circle: the longer my loving wife refuses me the privilege of entering her love grotto, the harder I find it to -- control myself. This morning I came inside her in less than than a minute - a new all time low.
I lower my head in shame at the memory. I have never been able to make my wife come with my penis, another fact she finally came clear about just recently.
Thankfully, she is willing to teach me other ways. The ways of the small dick hubby, my wife calls it.
I go down on my knees on the cold hard kitchen tiles, open her charcoal grey pants and slide them down her shapely legs, then her white cotton panties, revealing her dark curly bush of pubic hair. She grew it out from the smooth shaved mound she had when we married, only slightly trimming it. She has more body hair than I do by now, and her remarks that I should be the one shaving my crotch only seem half joking. I lick my lips. I can smell her sweet, tangy aroma, apparently she has been looking froward to this for a while today.
When my lips touch her clit, making her sigh, she picks up her phone and types. I barely notice it, seriously focusing on the task in front of me. I'm honestly grateful she lets me service her - it lifts my self esteem immensely after having had to accept that my sexual performance until she began to teach me could only be called sub par, at best. With a chuckle, she puts away her phone.
"Diner will be here in 20 minutes, so we have to make this an amuse-gueule. You'll have all night to make up for this morning, baby."
I mumble a confirmation into her juicy lips. I'm probably not going to get to come -- I did come this morning, after all, so that's just fair. I have learned and accepted that sex should focus on a woman's pleasure. We men are -- easy to satisfy and easy to distract, simple minded. Women are so much more complex and demanding, their orgasms so much more satisfying. Or so it seems to me. It makes sense centring sex around their desires.
My cock grows in my pants as I lick the juice off of my wife's lips - an absolutely exhilarating taste. I have truly missed out when I neglected this - my now primary marital duty - for so many years. Her lips tremble, a shiver runs through her body and I return my attention to her clit that has swollen and grown, inviting me to suck it, which I do, hungrily. The tip of my tongue touches the tip of her button as I suck it, one of her favourite moves of mine, and she groans lustfully, pressing my head into her crotch,
18 minutes later, she comes, squirting her love juice into my mouth that I swallow thirstily just as the doorbell rings.
She sinks back to the kitchen counter smiling, pointing to her purse. I lick my lips - my face still feels wet, my little cock sporting a tent in my tight shorts. Nothing I can do about that. I blush as I open the door and the delivery boy stares at me for a second before handing over the food that I pay for with my wife's credit card.
She enjoys her steak as I do the salmon salad she has ordered for me and an hour later I kneel in front of her again her in the living room, gently caressing her sweet pussy while she watches TV. Another night of me serving my beautiful strong wife is about to begin.
Chapter 1
10 years from now
This is Woman's News National, your most trusted news source right to your screen. Today's first topic: Preparations for the first election without male participation are in full swing. Leaving president Stewart wished all women running for her office good luck in the upcoming campaign, assuring the public that we can expect a much more civil and reasonable camping season than ever before in history now that males have been stripped of active and passive voting rights. Regaining the prosperity of our great nation under female leadership and our role as beacon for many nations around the world who are following us in casting off the shackles of the patriarchy, there can be little doubt that she is right. Meanwhile, the new measures to further integrate males into their new roles in the modern female lead society are taking concrete shapes. The programs to speed up the removal of the last men in managerial positions in the private sector are nearing their successful conclusion, with the re-education and repurposing procedures in place to make sure no man has to fear to end up unprepared or without female supervision and support. The new Universal Health Care Plan for males providing valuable...
"Boy, I'm home!"
I slip out of my apron and kneel down naked, as I always do when Ma'am returns.
"Hm. That smells amazing - did you heed my proposal?"
I nod
"Your favourite meal, Ma'am."
Her smile makes my day, as does her patting my head.
"Nice. It's a special anniversary after all, isn't it?"
I nod. As reluctant as I originally have been to put on the chastity cage around my cock exactly one year ago, it made sense at the time, of course. I hadn't been allowed to use my tiny dick to try to satisfy Ma'am in months, after having failed so many times, and masturbating been forbidden for even longer - touching myself is a reward I haven't deserved. So removing the temptation by removing my ability to use my dicklet was a logical step. It allowed me to focus on my true talents, the ones Ma'am appreciates so much -- my tongue and my fingers, without being distracted by my own secondary needs. And yet it was hard, at first. Until Ma'am began to test the new medication on me that her company has developed. It was not approved yet when I started to take it, tested only on animals, but of course, I did what I was told and afterwards, everything changed dramatically.
My chores in the household are easy as pie, now my focus on following orders intensified, while my libido has vanished almost entirely. All my energy is now focused on pleasing and serving Ma'am. And thanks to the training videos running all day every day on all screens while I'm doing my chores, all my old ideas of being equal to such a superior being as my wife have vanished, no more dictating thoughts pop up in my mind. Those films are really informative. Even though they make me feel a little dizzy for a few minutes every time.
"Yes, Ma'am. Thank you for allowing me to wear the chastity cage so I can serve you better."
She pats my head again.
"Good boy."
"How was your day in the office, Ma'am?"
"Very productive. We got the big government contract -- our male tranquillity drug that has tested so well on you will be a main competent in the new Male Universal Health Care Plan. I knew it paid off that we were the first company among our competitors that was fully under female leadership and could begin the development and testing stages without any pesky male interference. When women join together in shared goal, we're so much more efficient than males with your egos. Although it's a little bit your achievement, too, little man. Being the very first human test subject. Unofficially."
She smiles at me and I feel my face burning. I am so glad I did well.
"We celebrated the contract - the CEO, the head of my department and I with our secs. I'm pretty sure my boss is in for a VP position now and I'll probably be promoted to her job!"
"That is so swell, Ma'am!"
She frowns at me with a grin.
"Swell? I need to have a word with the programmers of the conditioning videos -- I wanted them to base the male conditioning on female roles of the 1950s, that doesn't mean I want you to talk like a 1950s housewife."
She chuckles. I lower my eyes -- I cannot really follow her. Whenever she talks about the training videos, my mind gets little fuzzy, and I can't focus on thinking about then. I assume my little male brain is just not developed enough to follow a woman's advanced thoughts. I shake my head as she continues to talk.
"Anyway -- the celebration was nice... Got a really good pounding. In all thee holes. Haven't done that in days!"
I look up as her smiling incites a warm feeling inside of me, unbound happiness that she is satisfied and contend. I remember vaguely having had a hard time assimilating to my beloved wife getting sexual gratification in the office from the men hired as "sectaries" -- more for their looks, their stamina and the size of their cocks than for any professional skills. I have tried to accommodate by making her feel as satisfied at home as I can, upping my tongue game. Which I did - I think I can praise myself for excellent skills and techniques, making her cum multiple times in every session that I am privileged to perform.
Only recently did I fully grow into my role though, accepting the inevitable natural order of things - different men service women in their own specific ways. Nothing wrong about that. We all do our part in this new world, serving womankind. My part is at home, husband to the woman, admiring and loving her. And being loved, for my skills -- not for a big cock. I do the household, eat her pussy and can do that like no one else could. Certainly none of those hung studs in her company.
Happily I listen to her detailed description of how she has been fucked in celebration of her success, how the cocks of her own secretary and those of her two superiors' men have made her cum, then shooting their thick, creamy loads of cum into her. And her superiors too. Naturally women share their assets, bonding in friendship and sisterly harmony. Not like men, who jealousy watch over what they own. Or used to own, rather. My memories of the time before women began to rightfully claim power over men and lead us into a new golden age of unseen prosperity are becoming hazier every day. For the better. Things sucked back then. I had all that undeserved and unjustified responsibility in my old job. As did my fellow men, injecting our shortcomings and flaws into society, ruining everything with unnecessary vileness and ambitions. We truly live in a bright era, having overcome that.
I see my wife's face flush at the remembrance of her productive work day. Then the smile spreads wider and she looks down on me.
"You deserve a reward, little one. You were a really good little guinea pig for the experimental medication -- never seen you so pleasant and docile before. And no matter how hard you tried, you never managed to do your chores as well as you do now. And be so at peace with me using other men for my pleasure. We can only hope all males react as well to the drugs as you do. Good boy!"
She pats my head one more time. My hair is now clipped short -- for easier maintenance. Her idea, of course. A brilliant one. So much more convenient.
"I only aim to please you, Ma'am."
"Of course you do. But first, dinner! We don't want it to get cold, it smells so nice!"
She sits down at the table that is fully set -- with one plate and glass. I take my place below the table between her legs as I always do. She's in a good mood, drops her pants and panties, spreading her legs for me.
I take it slow for now. She just wants to be kept in the right mood in this situation - not come, just relax. I kiss her lips and then lick her clit, her moans and sighs of pleasure over my service mixing with those over her food I prepared. I know she appreciates the progresses I made in both of my prime chores in the recent years. I can taste her excitement -- and the salty flavour that I recognise as other men's sperm on my wife's lips. She really had a productive day.
Eventually I am made to get up, licking my lips. Move to the kitchen to get her dessert and return to my station for some more cunnilingus before she allows me to rise.
"Bend over the table, little one. Time for you reward"
I do as ordered eagerly. I arch my back, spread my naked ass cheeks as wide eas possible. She goes to her bedroom and returns, her favourite strap-on around her hips.
I have excepted it -- I know what she had planed to reward was my rear. It's what she usually grants me, the only way I am allowed to come any more since her application of my cage.
I arch my back some more as she stands behind me, her well lubricated cock spreads my now well trained sphincter. It is a huge cock, 10 inches long, but I'm a well trained butt slut by now, far gone the days where I whined in pain when sodomized instead of lust. I close my eyes as she enters me, feel her fill my bowels, groan as the massive cock hits my prostate. She chuckles, grabs my hips and pulls herself fully into me, making me grunt, then pulls out and begins to fuck me in earnest, hard, fast. The only way she does the days, there no gentleness or love in her fucking me, just pure dominance and firmness. I love it.



Heatwaves run through my body, my little dick uselessly presses against the imprisonment of its cage. I roll my eyes with lust, moan with an excitement set free in me that I never knew until my wife fully submitted me to her cock. My cage rubs against the surface of the table and it doesn't take long before my wife's merciless forceful penetration makes me quiver, tremble. moan like the little bitch that I am.
My balls contract and I squirt a thin load of liquid cum onto the table from my mostly flaccid cock. It rarely gets hard any more, while coming quite well by now, inside the cage an erection, small as it may be with my dicklet, would be painful - I'm well conditioned.
She keeps fucking, disregarding my moans becoming more tortured now, my asshole beings to burn, my cock's revived throbbing in its cage begins to hurt. As I writhe under her like a well broken stud I hear her laugh at my humiliation and come once more...
Chapter 2
20 years from now
This is National Gynarchy News, the most trusted news source of all women. Our first topic of the day: the President and the Queen of the European Matriarchal Hegemony have welcomed the progress in the process of feminization that societies have made in the Omni Asian Alliance and the Southern Global League. Since the full abandonment of civil rights for all males in both Northern America and Europe, the two Gynarchies have formed a strong partnership and both leaders are hopeful that once all males all over the planet have been reduced to their natural state as second class citizens with no influence or power within their respective nations, a global matriarchy will finally unite the human species in peace and freedom for all womankind. As a sign of sisterly bonding, the two matriarchs have each given one of their best trained male servants as an official gift to their counterparts from...
"Male! we're home!"
I kneel at the entrance as the door opens and bow down to all fours, kissing the feet of my Mistress and the younger woman she brought home today. I vaguely remember her telling me to expect a visitor. I don't remember who the other woman is or why she came I remember very few things but my basic training these days, everything but my chores and the face of Mistress are a hazy blur. That and my schedule to take my pills and watch my conditioning videos. Mistress makes very sure I get my conditioning every day. She is such a good mistress! That is all I need to know. I am a male. As a male, a mere servant of womankind, my mind is not up to complex tasks. Mistress takes care of all the thinking. I may have been more defiant at some point, but I don't remember. Or care.
I sit on my up lower legs, expectantly looking up to Mistress and the other woman. I cannot focus on anything they say, the words just flow through my mind. Doesn't matter, if she needs something from me she'll address me.
"So this is him, huh?"
She says to Mistress, giggling.
"This is him."
"Pretty old. But yeah, you did mention that..."
"Well, he's been with me since before the female takeover."
"A pre-matriarchy adult male. So quaint. I've only ever had men who were born after. Does it show? Does he... you know - resist to being handled?"
Mistress laughs.
"Of course not. Not for a long time -- after all he's been on Tranquilax and MaleCon videos almost longer than you're alive - he was one of the first, if not the first male to get the full conditioning treatment. His brain is like a malleable mass of putty by now. Likely more so than that of most post-Matriarchy born males. Nothing in his tiny, silly brain but fulfilling his natural role as a docile male. And years of real life experience in applying his skills in serving. The best training can't replace that -- trust me, he's more useful than most males your age."
The women laugh.
"Then why do you hand him down to me? If I may ask."
"As an intern in our company you have the right to a male of your own - and I believe a well broken, trained second hand model will make your first steps into becoming a career woman a lot easer. Oh, to be 19 in a time like this..."
She smiles at the young woman who blushes slightly.
"Oh, you don't look a day older than 30, Ma'am. And once the rejuvenation program we're developing is ready for the mass market..."
"We'll all live to be 200, I know. I approved that commercial."
"How about you? You'll get a new male?"
Mistress chuckle.
"For the office, I have my eyes on one of the younger ones one from the secretarial pool to replace my secretary who I plan to make my full time house male. A promotion for everyone. Kinda..."
"Reasonable. Getting an experienced replacement for home and a young stud for work."
"That's the plan. So - you want to test ride your new male?"
The younger woman snaps her fingers.
"Up!"
I obey as I would obey any woman, of course. But it seems I will need to obey her a lot more from now on.
The younger woman drops her pants, sits down in Mistress's favourite armchair, spreading her legs.
From the few things I could comprehend from their conversation, I know I am meant to service her like I do Mistress. So I go down on all fours again, crawl over to her and begin to kiss her clitoris. Mistress regularly shares me with other women. I have great reputation, she says. I don't really know what that means, but all I need to know is how to do my duty.
The young woman grins and grunts, presses my head against her crotch as I lick her lips, lap up her sweet and salty juices, then return to sucking and licking her swollen, pulsating clitoris. She does not have Mistress's patience, my skilled tongue and lips make her pussy wet, her legs jerk after a short time, her grunts turning to screams as she comes, allowing me to swallow her orgasmic juices. I return to service her pussy immediately -- Mistress made it an essential part of my training to understand one orgasm isn't the end, but only the beginning. But she pushes me off.
"Test drive, over, little buddy!"
I kneel up, patiently waiting.
"Wow. That was amazing, you were right, apparently training doesn't make up for experience. Never came so fast and hard."
"And that's just the basic mode of the little sex toy. You don't have any other plans for tonight? It'll take some time to brief you on all the ways you can use him..."
Epilogue
100 years from now
This is Global Gynarchy News, the most trusted news source for all women on Earth, beamed straight into your cerebral implant. Our first topic tonight: The first human born with no father is celebrating her 18th birthday today. Elisa Jane Porter and her two biological mothers received congratulations from the Global Gynarchy and the governments of the colonies on Mars and Venus. The young lady expressed her gratitude and stated how happy she is that the progress of womankind, so long hampered by male egos, has made it possible to finally correct nature's biggest mistake, making sure males and their mental and physical deficiencies are no longer needed as a part of the advancement of human progress and and the Y-chromosome can be eliminated from our genepool. As the in vitro fertilization with only female DNA has been perfected and no new male has been born in almost a decade, the cloning process of existent men for the production of male servants, toys and pets has been advanced to creating perfectly designed clones for specifically allocated tasks, with perfectly matching physical and mental predispositions. Society has benefited from adjusting humanity into a feminine species - all studies and statics show crime levels and poverty rates stagnating at practically zero, while the reparation of the damages to the global environment done by centuries of male rule is slowly but steadily moving on...
"Open up, toilet!"
I open my lips, her sweet stream fills my mouth and I swallow while the two women using me and my fellow toilet clone talk.
"Say -- I've heard you ordered this particular model for the managerial restroom yourself, Ma'am?"
"Indeed, Clara."
"May I ask why? They don't seem to be a very high standard male to me? More like basic level equipment."
"Well. Yes, they kind of are..."
The woman chuckles.
"But I have a special connection with them."
"How so?"
"The original male the DNA for this model of clones comes from used to be my... do you know what a husband was? You were born after the gynarchisation, right?"
"Yes, Ma'am, I'm 34. A - husband? I think I remember that term from history class, but..."
"We used to take one single male to mate in the bad old days. What we called a husband."
The other one giggles.
"That sounds like a sure-fire way to spoil a male... I mean, I know they were naturally born and kinda equal to women, but..."
"Some even thought themselves superior to women, believe it or not."
"I really can't. Those must have been barbaric times."
"You can't even imagine. Companies, whole countries run by men -- which inevitably became a chaotic mess. Praise First Matriarch Stewart for the Grand Feminization!"
"Praise Emma! So - this model's DNA donor was your -- husband, then?"
"At some point, when we finally made enough progress to treat men as commodities instated of human beings, I had handed him down to one of my subordinates, but yes, originally he was bonded to me, for an unimaginably long time. Of course, the original is long gone, without the rejuvenation treatments we women received or access to expensive modern medial facilities, natural born males were such short lived creatures, even though their lifespan wasn't limited to 20 years like that of today's clones."
"They lived longer?"
"Well, you need to consider they grew up naturally, like women and didn't come out of a vat as full adults. For about the first 20 years, boys - that's what we called young men - were a useless mess of hormones and once they passed 40, they became weaker, and their dicks often became practically useless without little blue pills. Natural males' actual useful lifespans were just about as long as clones. Only far less efficiently distributed."
"I keep forgetting males were more human-like back in your days."
"This one lived to be almost 60, but at that age, men obviously became a massive waste of resources. I made sure his DNA was collected and stored as it became clear we'd no longer need males for procreation much longer and be able to breed clones as toys, pets and work drones. Call me sentimental -- he didn't do a bad job. Within his limitations. I felt he deserved to be kept around in some form. He was a good drone. I may have gotten rid of him, eventually but I kinda missed him after a couple of decades. So when I took over the government cloning department and got the opportunity to resurrect him as clone drones - more useful than he ever was in his first life - I found it... appropriate. I enjoy seeing his face like this. It brings back memories of my youth."
"Excuse me, may I ask how old you are?"
The other woman chuckles again.
"132 next midsummer. Time for my midlife crisis, I guess."
"Ah, the rejuvenation gets more refined every year. I bet we'll have pushed female life expectancy to 500 at the end of the century."
"We're working on it..."
The last drops of her divine urine enter my mouth and I close it. She makes me lick her clean, then puts her clit between my lips. I suck and lick it. It's what I do. It's what I know. My sole purpose. She snickers and sighs.
"That's this model's speciality. Alway has been. The scientists tell me it's probably epigenetically inherited memory or something like that. The things I taught the original with deep programming techniques somehow survive the cloning process. Every clone model can service as a toilet, but the cunnilingus skills of these ones, they got from me."
"Really? Amazing. You left your mark on the world, for sure, Ma'am! With natural skills like this, I can see this model still be popular in a thousand years."
Giggles. Then the woman comes, softly moaning, and I lap up her juices. Swallow them.
She pushes the green button next to me. A mild tingle of electricity jolts through the metal pole in my ass by which I am attached to the floor. It is nice -- the reward setting. If she hadn't been satisfied, she would have pushed the yellow button that makes the shock painfully intense before making me come. Or the red one. I don't want to think about the red one. It also makes me come, eventually, but I always wish that it hadn't.
The electric jolt runs up my spine and down again, makes my limp cock twitch and erupt with a thin white liquid that drops to the floor. Watched by the chuckling women, I sink onto my pole as the cleaning clone who has been waiting in the corner crawls over and licks my cum off the tiles. He looks just like me and the other toilet clones.
As the two women turn to leave, two tubes, shaped like male penises, only a lot bigger, are ejected out of the floor. Me and my fellow toilet drone close our mouths around them and they insert themselves into our oesophaguses and pump nourishment fluid into our stomachs. We did good work, we get fed. As does the cleaning clone, sucking his own feeding tube on his work station.
Before leaving the restroom, the older woman turns around and winks at me with a smile that makes me... feel things. Whenever I service her, images flash through my mind that I cannot comprehend, images of me and her like from another life. Me not being a toilet, but walking upright, talking to her, lying with her. It makes no sense. I am just a male, a toilet clone, have been all my existence and will be till my last day. In my place, doing the only thing I am good for. I have no other life, no other purpose. I am where I am meant to be in a world that belongs to women.
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Part six of the ongoing series
On her first day at school after becoming her true female self, Chloe - formerly known as Caleb - must take her first step into womanhood alone to then be reunited with her boyfriend Kayla.
All characters are 18 or older
"Nature, who has played so many queer tricks upon us, making us so unequally of clay and diamonds."
Orlando, Virginia Woolf
I swallow hard as I see Kayla move away from me to her classroom. Well. This is new. I hadn't even thought about how going to school like - this would eventually lead to us being separated for a while. I felt safe -- more or less -- in my boyfriend's strong arms, her supportive care to become Chloe. I knew she would be there for me, always. Her standing up for me against Josh was so hot.
But now...
I am alone, unprotected as my new me. And definitely not used to her yet. Not enough to be comfortable in my own skin without help. I blink, feel my knees go weak, turn around to look to the entrance door at the end of the hall. Not a big deal to skip school today, is it? At least this one class, until I have one with my boyfriend and I can... I close my eyes, breathe in deep. Shake my head. Kayla let me alone here like this for a reason. I'm sure. Is she testing me? My resolve to be my new me, the one she likes so much more than old Caleb? Without her direct supervision. I have to be confident in Chloe. Be her, truly, anywhere. As much as I love to lay back and let Kayla protect me... I must face this on my own, eventfully, too.
I swallow hard and move towards my classroom. Which is already full -- I've been standing in the hall wavering longer than I thought. The last step over the threshold is the longest step I ever took, my legs feel heavy, goosebumps on my naked arms and legs. Eventually, Ms. Victor turns to the door to close it and looks at me for a second.
"Are you lost, young lady? Pretty sure you're not one of my girls, I'd remember such a pretty little thing if you were in my class."
"I am..."
I whisper
"Sorry?"
"I am. I am in this class, actually!"
I speak louder, now. Too loud, really. Loud enough to get the attention even of my pretty unruly classmates. Silence falls in the classroom as all eyes turn to me.
"I don't..."
Ms Victor squints her eyes, then they open wide in surprise.
"Caleb?"
My mouth is bone-dry. I nod, my hand wringing in front of my bare midriff. The I have to say something, Anything.
"I... It's... I prefer Chloe. If you don't mind, Ms Victor"
"Chloe?"
I nod, feel my face turn bright red to the snickers and open laughter from the classroom. Mostly male voices.
"That... is... unexpected."
My teacher appraises me.
"Although... well. You were a very pretty Prom Queen I must admit. Did that... hum... trigger something in you?"
I breathe in deeply.
"I... It's - a little more complicated, but... well... yeah, I guess..."
She smiles at me warmly.
"Good for you. May I hug you?"
I stare at her for a moment, then nod. To the cheers and hoots of some of the more unruly students - all male - she pulls me close to her. I feel her warmth of her chest pressing against me. Quite a hot chest, for sure. I did... have a little bit of crush on her, I admit, but this is - nice. Nothing creepy. Just two women bonding. Weird. But also good.
"Congratulations, you make a Very pretty girl, Ca... Chloe."
She says into my ear too quiet for the others to hear.
"Th... thanks Ms Victor"
"Hurry now, get to your place!"
I do, move through the chair rows. I choose to ignore the crude remarks, imagine the boys uttering them suffering from the shortcomings Kayla detected on Josh and grin. I sway my hips in the feminine way my boyfriend has taught me and -- yeah. Apart form the usual jerks sneering, I do get some definite looks of approval -- my chest of course is flat in my tiny top, but my ass fills my hot pants nicely and I can see some boys not so secretly staring at my now feminine looking body with different eyes. I grin as I sit down - I take this first step as a win for Chloe.
I put my new pink backpack on my desk and pull out the book we're about to finish reading.
I look up - I think I feel gazes on me, but of course I may just imagine it.
Looking to the right, I meet the eyes of Todd. Not one of my close friends, but we always got along. Sitting side by side made sure we exchanged notes to help each other out during tests or lend each other pencils. He averts his eyes and turns bright red now. I got him nervous. That's... I have to suppress a giggle. Never had That kind of reaction from anyone as a boy, that much is certain. He looks up again and I wink -- his eyes widen and his mouth falls open. I can practically see the emotions inside him struggling. Someone who looks and acts like a girl and who apparently seems to find him at least a little hot just gave him a sign of affection.
Someone who was a boy the last time he saw me here.
He looks down to his book, face even redder, his hand vanishes under his desk and I see him move in a - quite a distinctive way that I very much recognize. Goodness. Is he fixing his pants to hide a boner? Can I do that to a boy now?
I feel my own cock throb a little to that - not enough to be uncomfortable, my little dick is a lot less - pesky these days. I really gave Todd a hard one. This boy would be putty in my hands if I tried hard enough, which, given his state, would probably not even have to be very hard at all.
Is this how girls see boys? All the time? Horny little creatures, so easily malleable?
How in the world did men ever get the impression they are the stronger sex?
"Chloe?"
I would have thought it might take me a while to get used to it, but the name immediately speaks to me when said by Ms. Victor. It doesn't feel like I picked it. It feels like it picked me.
"Yes, Ma'am?"
"Would you please read the part I asked to to prepare as your homework?"
I blink -- I have Not done Any homework, there were so many so much more important things in my life. But I still have the book with the marker on the page. And as I open Orlando by Virginia Woolf and begin to read it - let's just say I'm kinda glad I didn't do this homework when I was still a boy. This -- speaks to me now. I found this book So boring. How did I not get it?
"But Orlando was a woman -- Lord Palmerston had just proved it. And when we are writing the life of a woman, we may, it is agreed, waive our demand for action, and substitute love instead. Love, the poet has said, is woman's whole existence. And if we look for a moment at Orlando writing at her table, we must admit that never was there a woman more fitted for that calling. Surely, since she is a woman, and a beautiful woman, and a woman in the prime of life, she will soon give over this pretense of writing and thinking and begin at least to think of a gamekeeper (and as long as she thinks of a man, nobody objects to a woman thinking)..."
I finish reading the whole chapter, then look up to Ms. Victor.
"Very good. That sounded like you actually mean it."
"Thank you, Ms. Victor."
"We'll skip the deep analysis of that scene -- it's our next to last lesson together and I'm sure you're already looking forward to just watching the movie next time and then never to hear anything from Virginia Woolf again..."
Snickers from the back row. I might have agreed earlier, but I'm not sure any more, I actually liked that, I may read the book again, now that I...
"Just tell me how that made you feel, Chloe."
"That chapter?"
"Or the whole book, really. Your receptiveness may have changed a little, I figure. That timing really aligns with this book, don't you think?"
I nod. Alright.
"I honestly haven't thought much about the book, it's been... an exciting weekend."
"I can imagine."
She smiles at me and I nod gratefully.
"Don't tell me what you think. Tell me what you feel."
"Well, I... when Orlando turns into a woman..."
"Yes?"
I blush as I hear snickers behind me that abruptly end as Ms Victor raises an eyebrow. She's pretty good at keeping the boys under control.
"One would think in her time that makes her less free and restrain her, but she... just being a woman elevates her so much over her former life as a man... she has become stronger. More confident. Freer, even, despite the society's restrictions. Especially as she grew older and the times around her became more open... even though... I..."
I stammer.
"Yes?"
"I wouldn't have minded to be more... submissive to the men. Like write him love letters and all..."
Soft giggles, from the girls, too, this time. And a smile from the teacher.
"As an early feminist, Woolf did seem to favor her hero/heroine less -- soft than you seem to prefer them. I'm sure she'd appreciate your input. And trust me, there's absolutely nothing wrong with being soft and kind and loving as a woman, neither with being strong and independent. I propose experimentation. Experiencing womanhood to its fullest, would be my advice. To all of you girls, not just Chloe. Take that as my last gift to you all."
I nod gratefully as the bell rings. Wow. That lesson went by fast.
I remain seated for while, feel my classmates walk past and look at me. More positively now? Maybe I just imagine that, too. Or maybe standing up and speaking up helped. Most of the other girls sure seem to smile at me supportively. As I get up and walk pat the teacher's desk, Ms. Victor looks up.
"Chloe. A word?"
I look at her expectantly.
"I'm really proud of what you're doing here. I only know Chloe for an hour but she's a lot more -- real than Caleb. You seem so much more - you. I can hardly imagine you as a boy any more already."
I look to the floor, blushing.
"You were with Kayla at the Prom, right?"
I nod.
"She's supporting you in this?"
Again, I nod.
"Actually, she kinda... pushed me into it."
Ms. Victor snickers.
"I have guessed that. She's headstrong, isn't she?"
She smiles.
"But this is what you want, right? You seem to comfortable with being Chloe so I assume she isn't forcing you to..."
"No, I am. Really. I... I love doing this to male Kayla happy, but I..."
I gulp hard.
"You're right, I never felt so comfortable in my own skin, even though I get so many weird looks. I -- it feels real good to be... what I am..."
She pulls me towards her and gives my another hug that would have seemed super weird when I was boy, but kinda perfectly natural when I feel her support as a woman.
"Good Luck. But now go, you don't want to make Kayla wait."
I blink, turn my head and see her standing in the door, smirking.
"Indeed. Ms. Victor. Thank you very much."
I feel Kayla's hand on my ass as I walk to her.
"What was that about? Should I get jealous of a teacher? You're into older women?"
I stare at her, wide eyed.
"She just -- expressed her support. Told me she's proud!"
My boyfriend smiles.
"Makes sense. Helping a sister out to be her best self."
"Is that what women do?"
She smiles.
"Well, we aren't perfect human beings - there are some bitches who think they have to act like men to make it -- conspire, talking shit behind others' backs. But at our best, women are the best support system you'll find. Trust me, you're on the light side, now, Your Worshipfullness. As woman you'll go places you could never dream of."
She kisses my forehead.
"Like the ladies room!"
I blink and look up and see the sign that she lead me too - I have paid absolutely no attention to where we're going. Freeze as she tries to pull me in.
"But..."
"It's OK. Trust me, No one seeing you can seriously doubt you have every right in the world to go in there. There is nothing masculine about you, and I say that knowing you have a dick. Small as it is."
That remark and her smirk breaks my resistance and I move, follow into what used to be the most forbidden territory of the whole school only last week.
It smells better in here. Looks nicer, somehow. Almost like a place to actually want to retreat to for some alone time. The boys room is -- a mess at its best days. I tried to avoid it as much as I could for my whole school life. This... is actually nice. Women really manage to make everything better somehow.
Kayla pulls something from a dispenser at the wall. I frown, there's no such thing in the boys restroom... Oh... Right... I remember the debate about that some time ago. Vaguely. I didn't care about it at all, but I guess the request came through.
Kayla smirks at me as she notices me looking.
"Be glad you don't need this. One of the few - very few advantages you have being born a boy. Well..."
She puts the tampon into her purse.
"At least we get these for free, now. Thanks to our new female principle. Can you believe the stupid reservations her predecessor had against this?"
She raises an eyebrow.
"You don't know what I'm talking about, huh? Didn't pay any attention to our struggles, silly boy that you were."
"I... I'm sorry, I..."
She giggles, then pinches my cheek.
"I'm just teasing you, baby. I don't care how you were as a boy, all that matters is you're one of us now. Even if you don't need those, you care about such things now, don't you?"
I nod, feeling sheepish, but also glad she is giving me a chance to better myself.
"Are you... do you currently need..."
I'm not sure where I'm going with this, other than expressing interest womanly things. I really do. This topic was one of the very, very many big mysteries to me as a boy. And even though I won't actually have to go through a period myself, to become the best girl I can I'm really curious to know about my boyfriend's.
"Not yet. Should be close, though. Can really happen any moment, so better be safe than sorry. I'll let you know!"
She winks at me and I blush.
"Don't worry, I'm not too bad at my time of the month. I think. You may need to have some patience with me, baby."
I nod.
"Of course I will, I would never..."
She smiles and takes my hand into hers, pulling me toward her to kiss me. Gently, not much tongue, just a token of affection.
"You gotta go?"
She look at one of the stalls.
I... guess I kinda do, but I'm not...
"I... Uhm..."
"No need to be ashamed. Really. Not in front your boyfriend. You have noticed we girls tend to go her in pairs, didn't you?"
I nod. Sure. Another one of those big girl mysteries.
"Come on, go!"
I turn around, open the toilet, drop my pants hesitatingly and my panties... stop for a moment.
"You're not actually thinking about doing it standing up, are you?"
I look over my shoulder into Kayla's smirking face.
"No. 'Course not!"
Quickly I sit, look up into her eyes, nervously. So... I... I guess closing the door would be impolite now. We do have no secrets. But I always had hard time peeing in the presence of others, so much so that I rarely ever used the urinals when I was a boy but always locked myself in a stall. I look up - she smiles at me warmly. I guess this Is the ultimate act of trust and intimacy between couples? I wouldn't know. I close my eyes. Breathe deeply try to relax.
It takes a few moments, in which I actually have to fight back an erection -- which would not be helpful in the slightest to pee. Why the hell my body seems to think this is arousing and not just plain humiliating is beyond me.
Eventually I feel the dicklet soften and let go with a sigh, the stream splashing against the ceramic. I look up, see her smile.
"Good girl!"
And feel warm inside. I haven't urinated in the presence of anyone since -- I can't remember if ever. Well... Not anyone who actually pays attention and not just stands next to you on the rare occasion I had no choice but to use a urinal. This is -- weird, but also -- kinda nice. I have obviously no experiences with relationships, but I guess in one that goes beyond superficial attraction and -- well -- fucking, witnessing the other's most intimate actions is... I guess this is normal? Right? Being so comfortable in someone else's presence is a part of being - boyfriend and girlfriend?
I sigh...
"Done?"
Nod
"Then get up. I gotta go, too."
I suppress the comment that all the other stalls are empty -- Kayla is obviously intentionally making this a learning experience. A test, even? I get up, shake off my cock and hear her giggle.
"That was the least feminine thing you've done since I met you!"
I blush - hard. Not something i want to hear anymore. Not from her. I try to move and she looks at me firmly.
"Is that All boys do afterwards? Shake it off?"
My mouth goes dry. How the hell am I supposed to answer that? She chuckles. And hums. The melody easily recognizable. Shake it off. Shake it off.
"Well. I admit my experience with cocks is limited. Wouldn't want to watch a Boy pee, really."
She winks at me, and I feel joy inside at not being considered one any more.
"I would very much prefer it if you learned how a lady does - everything, properly. This included. So we'll just unlearn everything you did when you were a boy. And learn to do everything like a girl!"
She picks some sheer of toilet paper and wipes my little dick off, paying extra attention to its hole. She grins as it grows hard in her soft gentle hands.
"Well. Still too much of a boy in that one."
She drops the paper into the bowl, flushes, and smirks at me.
"Next time you'll do it yourself -- every time you pee, even when I'm not present. Especially when I'm not. Clear?"
"Yes. Sir."
"Very well. We'll teach you to be as proper girl as one possibly be, born one or not. Now move, I Really gotta go!"
I get up and hesitate, unsure whether to give her her privacy or... It doesn't seem to be what she excepts, but it's very much what I have learned my whole life if I should ever get into a small enclosed room with a woman undressing.
The decision is taken out of my hands as I hear the restroom door open and laughter erupt from the entrance. With a smirk, Kayla pulls me closer to her and locks the door to the stall. Puts a finger to her lips and winks at me. I blush. As much as I'd like be accepted as a girl I'm not sure how the official reaction would be to me being found in the women's restroom, even in company of a woman.
My boyfriend drops her pants and panties, I lick my lips, the heat in my face now getting worse - for a whole other reason. She sits down on the toilet and with a soft sigh lets go. No hesitation there, my boyfriend apparently feels none of my inhibitions about peeing in company. Maybe if I was a boy it would be different. As a girl, she is more than willing to share this experience with me. Suddenly a giggle erupts from her. I follow her gaze -- only now realizing she didn't give me the time to pull up my Hot Pants and my little dick at the level of her face has filled with blood at the sight of her peeing.
"If it wasn't so small", she whispers, "I'd really take offence in your lack of control over that male part of yours, Chloe. But it is a truly tiny male part, so..."
She chuckles
"I take it as a compliment that your big clit gets hard for me."
She nods to herself.
"Yes, that's what we'll call it form now on. Always. That's your clit, not your dick. OK, for you?"
I nod eagerly. My di... clit really is the major thing reminding me of the flaws I have as a girl. I am so glad she understands and helps me find ways to reconcile my new self image with my physical -- deformation.
"Good girl. Now... Even though you don't have a pussy of your own, which is nobody's fault - it's really important for a girl to know how to treat one. Wiping your clit isn't really the same... "
She tears of some sheets of paper and wraps them around my hand.
"You can use mine to practice."



My heart hammers in my ears as my hand finds her soft lips. I have never touched a woman down there. Not with my hands, that is. My mouth was allowed there twice by now -- I feel warmth rise inside of me, remembering but somehow this feels different. Probably because it's not an essentially sexual act. It feels -- weirdly sensual, and yet, it is on the surface completely utilitarian: I am just cleaning my boyfriend. And why might have been a gesture of humiliation some days ago now feels like the peak of intimacy. I am so lucky to have boyfriend who allows me to service her like this and teaches me the ways of women. Gently I wipe her off, always looking at Kayla for approval or correction. I seem to be doing well.
"Very good, girl! Almost like you had touched yourself."
I blush, swallow.
"Thank you Sir."
Then I drop the paper into the bowl and hear it flush. Uncertain what to do I look at Kayla who takes my hand with a grin and leads it back between her legs.
"Let me show you what else an experienced hand can do!"
She whispers into my ear -- I'm glad she stays quiet, can still hear the sound of the girls behind me in to the restroom outside the stalls, standing in front of the mirror. They seem to suspect nothing out of the ordinary in here. I just assume it is out of the ordinary -- even though girls like to go to the restroom together, this cannot be what they usually do in here. Can it?
"You remember what I like, huh?"
I nod.
"Then use your fingers like you used your tongue, baby-girl. Nice and gentle."
She turns around and presses her back against my chest.
"Imagine it's your own pussy you're rubbing!"
She takes my other hand leading it to her chest.
"And your own tits you're stroking."
Through her top I touch her hard nipples. Another first. My boyfriend very much focused my attention to the area between her legs until now. I am aware women's erogenous zones are spread a lot further than men's, so I have been expecting to be allowed to explore her body further, sooner or later. Here and now, in the school ladies room was not the scenario I had envisioned when imagining to be allowed to get to know my boyfriend's body more. But the situation, the presence of potential witnesses outside the toilet stall seems to turn Kayla on and I really, REALLY want to be a good girlfriend, so I do as I am told.
"Hmmm. You have really soft fingers, you know that? And quite small. Very girly hands. Prefect for this!"
I blush, proudly as she leans against me and softly moans. Her ass rubs against my hard little prick... clit - and I just hope I can control myself. Pretty sure she doesn't want me to come here and now, this clearly very much serves my boyfriend's pleasure, only. Focusing on my task, my index finger finds her swollen clit. Easily. Seriously, how stupid can boys be to No find it?
My hand rubs over her button and her hard nipple, I feel her writhe under me, her heart beating faster, her breath going heavier. This feels amazing. It's not the first time I make her writhe and moan in ecstasy but, the first time I'm not doing it with my mouth, my eyes seeing nothing but her beautiful grotto. In here my eyes are free to roam -- standing behind her I don't see too much of my boyfriend but enough to make me feel prouder and happier than ever. She's beautiful in this state, her hand moves back to me, grabbing my head, her body pressed against mine. I slide a finger into her while massaging her clit. Not too deep, my right hand a little hindered by having to keep my thumb on her lust button, my left hand unwilling to leave her breast, but deep enough to make her sigh.
It doesn't take her long. I am glad, proud. I love her so much - I mean this. I love this, doing this, so much.
My clit throbs against her bare skin, but I'm hardly noticing it. I have no intention to touch it now, no need for coming myself. Just being her girlfriend and making her come like this is -- perfect.
Her juices run down her thigh, wetting my finger, and she moans, grunts, pressing her hand on her mouth to not be too loud as a spasm runs through her body, a wave of bliss. and she comes.
"Well, someone is having fun."
I hear giggles from the outside as the door opens and closes again and the girls leave the restroom. Of course, how could they not have heard Kayla's sweet song?
She grins as she turns around and wordlessly places her hands next to me against the door of the stall, leans into me and kisses me. Wildly. Passionately, full of hunger. My insides melt, my knees get weak and I cling to her for support returning her kiss.
"Thank you baby. That was amazing. Your hands are as talented as your little mouth is. Can't imagine all that skill in a boy."
She chuckles as she pulls up her pants and nods at me to pull my shorts back up, as well.
My clit is pulsating, but I still don't feel any need to do anything about it. Making her come is the best thing I could dream of. Just watching her was so much more satisfying than my own petty short orgasms.
She giggles as she looks down to my crotch, the small, thankfully really small tent I'm pitching and strokes it.
"We don't have the time to wait for that thing to go soft again we're late for class already."
She pulls me out into the hallway -- thankfully we Are late, indeed, meaning nobody else is around to see us. See me -- not that my hard clit would be easy to spot, small as it is as I follow my boyfriend to the next class.
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In an alternate world where humans have more in common with the mild mannered, female lead Bonobos than with our brutish, male centered chimpanzee relatives, where women lead and men follow, where women rule and men support them, where the bond between a mother and her son is the glue that holds the world together, a young man grows into a useful, productive male, lead by the strong women in his life.
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A woman and her boy toy explore Strange New Worlds on their third date and make new friends.
Getting out of the Continental Transport Sphere that they have spent the better part of the last two hours in, being transported to the other end of the Continent, Tina and Alex present the usual image they do after having been alone for a while: Tina glowing in post orgasmic bliss, Alex flushed with heat, licking his lips, sweet with her juices, an unsatisfied boner pressing against the practical, yet sexy pink hot pants she made him wear today.
She hasn't told him where they'd go, only that they'll spent the night. Alex's heart is beating. It shouldn't make much of a difference, the Transport Sphere can take them back home within a short time, and of course the Global Communication Network lets them contact home at any time, but still - he is alone with his new mistress, half a continent away and will spend at least one night with her in this unknown city. It feels exiting. His small boner throbs even more in anticipation.
He carries the bag Tina packed for the both of them. It is heavy, he's wondering what she packed for him to wear. And what her plans are for this little excursion. Of course he doesn't ask. Curiosity is an ugly trait for a man.
He follows Tina into a fancy modern hotel, to the reception where the key code to their room is loaded onto her ID bracelet. One code - one room and he doesn't get a the he own access, obviously. The receptionist smiles at them warmly, eyeing Alex in his pink pants and crop top. He does get the impression he's noticed more by strange women like that when he is with Tina -- if that is because she dresses him differently than his Mom or because a claimed man gets a different type of attention, he couldn't tell.
He follows his woman to the elevator and into their room on the 11th floor. It's nice -- bigger than his room at home, with a big Queen Size bed.
Tina kisses his lips, still tasting like her juices from his travel entertainment, then looks at her ID bracelet's watch. They got up early -- really early for a weekend.
"OK, Lets hurry, we've got a busy schedule for the next two days. Time to get changed."
She opens the bag and throws him a set of clothes he has trouble identifying as such at first. After untangling them and laying them out on the bed, he blinks. Blushes. Not the outfit he had expected her to pack for a short vacation. Where exactly did she take him?
She grins
"Come on, don't be shy, I've been waiting to see you in this for weeks, since I planed our trip!"
He nods, obediently slips off his hot pants, top and pink flat speakers -- Practical Day Wear - that she put him in. He has been expecting to wear this all day, but...
Standing naked in the hotel room, he takes the long piece of fabric from the bed. He recognises the outfit, of course, knows how to wear this. Theoretically. But in practice, he is really unsure how to put it on. Tina chuckles, takes it from his hand. The metal clasps click as she closes them, putting the bottom around his hip - a long lane of fabric, purple, almost reaching to the ground in his front, held by a golden metal belt on his hips. Just a very short piece of fabric covering his backside.
Then the metal top goes around his chest -- not covering anything but framing his nipples. At last, soft leather ankle boots with golden applications. He looks at himself in the big mirror at the far end of the room. Yes. No doubt the iconic movie outfit he recognised. Slave Luca, from one of the biggest movie franchises ever made. The iconic outfit, one of the classical sexy nerd costumes for males, portraying the most famous Dude in Distress character of movie history.
Tina smiles, pats his almost naked ass.
"You're so cute in this. I knew it would suit you!"
He looks at her questioningly -- he can't imagine any opportunity to actually wear this thing. It's not Female Spirit Day, in which a costumed male wouldn't be noticed much, but he doesn't dare to ask and before he says anything, she pulls out her own costume from her bag. No wonder it was so heavy. There's a LOT more materiel on hers. It's the body armour and helmet Lee used, the heroine of the movie franchise and sister/love interest of Luca, when rescuing the man, before finds out has the same father she does -- not that it matters much, in the movies society, like in this real wold, paternal bonds are not a thing that's relevant in any way. Disguised as a bounty hunter, she enters the lair of the vicious male Alien who captured and enslaved Luca.
Alex blushes shortly, remembering the scenes in which the man, wearing the outfit he wears now, is being used by the Aliens in the palace before being rescued by the heroine to fly off to new adventures, facing their evil father and his villainous overlord, toppling the evil male empire by making their father see the error of his ways and submit to his daughter, reinstating the peaceful female rule over the distant Galaxy.
Alex likes the movie, very much can identify with Luca, being always in trouble and needing to be rescued by Lee or the swash buckling space pirate Hannah. He doesn't love the movie This much though - enough to dress like this in public...
He watches Tina struggling a little to get into the complicated body armour of the bounty hunter and helps her as good as he can -- though he doesn't understand the clasps and latches any better than she does. Eventually she's ready, puts on her helmet and holds out her arms.
"What do you say?"
"Uh... cool..."
He can't think of anything else to say - it Is a cool costume, and obviously matching his, so they're meant to be a couple, wherever they are going!
Tina looks at her armoured, helmeted self in the mirror and nods.
"Right? I look badass. And you're hot, Lex. You'll bee the sexiest little nerd around!"
'Around where?' - Comes to his mind, but he doesn't express it. She will tell him when she wants him to know.
"Alright, let's go!"
Hesitating, he follows her out of the room, into the lobby and to the local Transport Spheres.
Alex feels himself blush. Technically this outfit isn't any reason to be embarrassed. He is used to being naked in public, and this, despite being flimsy -- the purple loincloth moves away from his crotch at his slightest movement or wind and reveals a lot of his tiny manhood -- isn't covering much less than the things he is used to wearing when he's clothed. But of course - it Is a costume. A recognisable one. One that turns heads. Especially in combination with an armour clad bounty hunter. And heads they do turn. But to his surprise, nobody seems really be startled to see the couple walk through the hotel, the street and the Transport Sphere Station. And then he sees more costumed people, in elaborate or sexy or simple home-made costumes who all seem to move into the same direction. As they leave their transport tube, they join a stream of cosplayers and people in T-shirts printed with all kinds of logos an images from TV, Games and movies. Understanding hits Alex only a few moments before they reach the big Convention Center with the huge sign: "ComicCon".
He looks at Tina -- she has taken off her helmet and smiles at him.
"Ever been to one, little Lex?"
He shakes his head. He likes movies and shows and games. He might have become a nerd, but his mother never really encouraged that part of his personalty so it more or less simmered below the surface. He already figured out the new woman in his life, despite being a jock football player, also is a pretty nerdy fan-woman at time. She watched some of her favourite shows and films with him, played her favourite games while he watched her admiringly. Seems like she is planning to take him a lot deeper into the fan culture.
"About time. Come one, I've always wanted to go to one of these with a hot boy in sexy cosplay to show off!"
He blushes -- hard - the idea of this strong, smart woman showing off - with Him. Makes his stomach flutter and his dick grow hard, pressing against the thin fabric of his loincloth as they move towards the line in front of the entrance.
Getting a lot of attention while walking past it - Alex's outfit isn't rare. Even he, only superficially familiar with nerd culture is aware that it is quite popular among male cosplayers. Those that dare to draw -- attention to themselves. Or those who have women at their side who like to show off their males. Lots of whistles, shouts, almost all eyes of their fellow visitors are on them. It probably helps that they are in matching outfits, portraying a couple, but Alex has no doubt his almost naked body does most of the eye-catching. His face is flushed when they reach the end of the line. Despite being used to being naked in public - all men are - this is another level. Even for being with Tina, who has done a lot to get him some - attention showing off with him lately. He is feeling like an adult every time he's with her.
"Cool outfits", the women in line front of them smiles, eyeing Alex up and down.
"SO basic!", the one another place further up the line chimes in.
"But looking at You and your pet - no wonder you like it. Just as basic."
"Come on, Otaku. Just because we like like action movies doesn't men we're not credible nerds!"
The harsh critic in front is dressed in an elaborate, flashy outfit, colourful wig - some anime character, Alex assumes but he literally knows nothing about that genre.
The costume of their defender he recognises. Or rather - combined with her male companion he does. Like Tina and he, the two are dressed as a couple -- from "The 7th Component", a popular Science Fiction movie. Slightly less popular and a bit weirder, but still well known enough to be considered mainstream. The woman in black cargo pants and an orange tank top, the boy accompanying her - a little older than himself, Alex estimates - with an orange wig and some white straps around his body, barely covering his nipples, his belly button and his crotch. Revealing. In a different way than Alex's costume but in the same vein of sexy male Sci-Fi characters in need of rescue, accompanied by strong women of action in reasonable adventure clothing - the costumes of both couples are made to draw maximum attention to the boys as eye candy. Seems the woman has the same taste as Tina, in her movies and her men. The two women shake hands.
"I'm Brianna!"
Alex looks up to her - and he has to, she's tall, small breasted but quite muscular, filling her orange tank top very well -- less with boobs but with muscles. And she's bald, a look that used to be en vogue for women when the movie came out she based her cosplay on but has fallen a bit out of fashion. Alex wonders if she always wears her hair like this and picked the cosplay accordingly or if she's determined enough to shave her head for the cosplay. She's older than Tina and him -- by about ten years, Alex guesses, wondering a little. He had thought these types of events are for teenagers and young people. But looking down the line he sees all kinds of people, in all age ranges. Nerds never grow out of it it seems. He smiles.
"Tina."
Of course the women introduce each other before the men are mentioned.
"Little slave Luca here is Alex!"
Brianna holds out her hand and Alex kisses it. The common as a greeting to newly introduced women.
"This little minx is Bruno!"
She introduces her male companion -- about his age -- not Brianna's son, she's not old enough for that, nor do they look alike. He's a little shorter than Alex, making him look tiny next to his tall older woman. He's less scrawny, well proportioned, with a firm round butt, flat stomach with toned abs. His deep black skin contrasts with the white straps over his body. Actually it suits him better than the original actors, a skinny pale dude, pretty as he is. Bruno is really looking good in the tiny outfit as be leans forward to kiss Tina's hand and finally kissing Alex on the mouth, traditionally the greeting of two males in female company.
"First Comic-con?"
Brianna inquires and Tina shakes her head.
"Not for me -- my first one in Cosplay thought. And Alex is a newbie, yeah."
She giggles and pats his head.
"Don't worry about the anime fan, most of us here are nice people. We don't usually judge."
Alex hear a soft harrumphing form the "Anime fan" and Tina giggles.
"Well, I can't deny the costumes are a bit basic!"
"They're cool though. Good matching couples costumes with sexy male outfits aren't that easy to find for a first timer, you two look great. Especially you, Alex!"
Grinning, she pats the boy's almost naked ass.
"Thanks., Ms. Brianna!"
Alex nods his head.
"I can only return the compliment. Love that movie. Can you say the line, Bruno?"
The boy grins, holds up a plastic card.
"Vario ID!"
Making the women laugh.
As the line progresses, the two women befriend each other and when the show their tickets and enter the Convention Centre, they're best buddies.
Alex and Bruno walk beside them quietly, listening to their mistresses. It is for the better, Alex knows. Looking at the two women, Alex feels a little envious at how easy they can socialize, but it's in their nature. It's not in men's. Rivalry, petty jealousy and emotional immaturity pretty much always hinders men in forming true bonds with each other while women so easily connect. He's glad to make another man's acquaintance and looks forward to get to know him better, maybe, but if so -- only under female guidance. Women control men's social life and that's a very good thing.
Alex doesn't have real male friends -- no boy he knows does, not in the way women are friends: intimate, close, deeply connected. He heard the best way for men to bond is with other males subordinated to their own mistress or with wards of friends of heir own custodian. He looks at Bruno. Curiously. He wonders what it would be like to bond with other men in this fashion.
Once inside, the boys follow their women a little sheepishly. Bruno shrugs and grins as the women take the lad, chatting and laughing. Not his first ComicCon from what Alex understood from his mistress -- and their dynamics seems similar to his and Tina's -- Ms. Brianna clearly is the one more into it and he just goes along because he would do everything for her. So he follows the black boy's lead as the eye candy companion of a nerdy woman in the nerdiest place on earth.
He is glad the soft leather boots of his costume are comfy -- Bruno's costume doesn't come with any footwear and the stone floor of the convention centre looks cold and rough to walk on barefoot. And walk they do. A lot. The boy doesn't let anyone see it, but Alex is sure his feet hurt more than his own. And those hurt quite a bit as the hours pass.
Tina and Brianna seem tireless, walking from booth to booth, admiring stars and merchandise. More than once they're stopped and nicely asked for a picture - as basic as their costumes may be, they're well made, and the sight of the sexily clad boys turns more than one head inside the Convention Centre. Nerdy women really seem to appreciate their favourite sexy male characters come to life. Both boys pose with their respective matchingly clad women in selfies for other fans, often in elaborate costumes themselves. Alex has his picture taken more often than in his whole life, he figures.
It takes him a while to become comfortable with striking sexy poses for the cameras, but here too, he can watch and learn from Bruno, whose Con Experience lets him slide in and out of the role of model easily. And for course it helps that usually Tina and or Brianna are asked to be in the picture too -- and the women clearly know how to pose as scenes from their favourite movies.
At the end of the first day, Alex's butt cheeks will feel like the must be covered in bruises -- somehow his behind in this outfit very much seems to invite female nerds' hands to wander, slap and pinch. Tina only grins and chuckles whenever he flinches during one of the selfies. She is proud of him, it seems, for getting her fellow nerds' approval, so he is too. He'll wear the bruises as badges of honour.
With snacks in hand the four eventually find themselves in a long line waiting to meet the VIP guests, half of which Alex doesn't even know -- minor celebrities, often mostly known for playing parts behind elaborate makeup, but some he does know -- the young main actress of the latest horror show on the Entertainment Network on day one or the veteran actress he has had fantasies about as a boy who now got a part as the mentor of the latest super-heroine on day two of the Convention. Tina gets their pictures taken with both. But even though Alex is on both photos, he is only to be seen from behind: His mistress really seems to find it funny to have memorial pictures of him on his knees in front of the two actresses performing a mock Cunnilingus. Well. A mock one on day one with the young star at least - the mature one is bolder, grabs his head and pushes it against her crotch when the camera snaps. She's wearing pants of course, but he can practically smell her pussy through the fabric with his superior male sense of smell, fine tuned by evolution in a matriarchal world. All the fantasies he had as a boy about her come back and when he gets up, his small boner pushes a tent up under his loincloth, much to the amusement of the star, Tina and the photographer.
The two days fly by -- the rush, the meetings, the costumes, the crowds of people -- Alex is being overwhelmed by it all -- most of all the attention he gets from so many strangers. It barely registers to him that he has never been away from his mother for so long, but that, of course, also is a point of it all. Tina takes him into new world, opens new experiences for him. It is the role a new custodian should play in a young boy's life, leaving his mother's care for the first time.
After the weekend is over, he will feel a lot more mature. Like a man.
Which also is largely to blame on the night they spent. His first night away from home without his mother. His first night with Tina outside the comfort of his home.
His first night with people he only just met, between these two magic days...
At the end of day one, Tina, Brianna and her two companions left the hall of the last panel discussion. They had both quickly agreed that this one is a must see -- the latest entry of a classic horror franchise -- Alex could see on Bruno's face that he is not much more of a horror fan than he is, but the women found it to be another thing they had in common, Animatedly chatting about the news they just heard, the stars they saw. The boys in tow listening to their women, both limping a little, feet sore. The first day of the Con came to an end -- the four spent it all together and Tina and Brianna didn't even have to think twice if they'd stay together for day two, as well.
They walked ahead to the near Transport Station and somehow -- the boys couldn't have explained it, women have this way to communicate and come to solutions almost entirely naturally and without any arguments at all -- they all agreed to spend the night together. Brianna cancelled her and Bruno's hotel room and after a few drinks in the bar of Tina's and Alex's hotel, they all entered the elevator and moved to their room.



Alex had held on to his drink - soda, he's legally allowed to drink at 18, but Tina doesn't like seeing her toys intoxicated she always says, so he never does -- slowly noticing how friendly the two women have become and what that probably means for the rest of the night.
He sneaked a peek at Bruno on the other side of the two women -- he was sipping a beer, Brianna's less strict and seemed unbothered. He has been with his custodian -- Brianna is his official custodian -- for over a year, so Alex figured this is not a first for him - whatever THIS actually is going to be. As the women -- without a spoken word, agreeing again -- got up, he followed, feeling his knees weaken and the butterflies that have nested in his stomach since he met Tina acting up again. He felt hot all the way up to their room, actually glad he was hardly wearing anything.
Which he got to keep wearing -- usually Tina is quite keen on getting her boy out of his clothes, flimsy as they mostly are and have him naked around her as eye candy, but she and Brianna agreed: In their costumes both boys were sweeter eye candy today than naked.
Brianna is brisk, assertive -- maybe even more so than Tina, Alex mused, as she grabbed his wrists and let her other hand wander under his thin purple loincloth. She chuckled.
"Sister, you weren't lying, he is tiny."
Tina joined her chuckle and Alex tried to suppress blushing. He is used to his size being an icebreaker. He still feels a little embarrassed every time, but experience by now has told him his mother and Tina don't just say what they say about it to console him. Most women are amused by it or frankly just don't care. The boasting some other boys do about their sizes that made him feel inadequate has always been silly male pomp. In this world, size seriously doesn't matter. As a small dicked man, he has serviced more than his share of women preferring it this way.
"I hope you weren't lying about him making up for it..."
The tall woman kept teasing, her hand still around his now erect penis. Tina nodded, smiling.
"Trust me, girlfriend."
"A shame he doesn't do men, yet."
Now Alex Did blush. This topic still always makes him shiver. He hopes it may change as soon as he actually...
"Yeah, sorry, his Mom wants to be around during his first time..."
Brianna shrugged.
"Well, at leat she isn't one of those women who have a problem with boy toys playing with each other."
Tina giggled and Alex knew very well why.
"Very much on the contrary. Sandrine is a firm believer in the theory that every man is a little bi deep inside."
The bald woman nodded.
"Couldn't agree more. Just remember -- I really wouldn't mind letting you use my Bruno for that purpose."
"I'll keep it in mind. Actually, I will talk to Sandy about it and recommend you soon."
Brianna seemed satisfied with that prospect.
"But a little kiss won't do any harm, will it?"
Alex gulped. He has done that before with other men, mostly the toys the other women of his family brought home. Sometimes. Without any further experience in that field, it still makes his heart pump faster.
Tina shrugged.
"Guess not. But don't be disappointed, he's not too practised."
Both women giggled as Brianna nodded towards her black boy-toy.
"Doesn't matter, mine is!"
Bruno followed the unspoken order and taking Alex by the hand pressed his lips on the boy's, opened them, let his tongue explore the inexperienced mouth. Alex's butterflies took off in his stomach and his cock throbbed achingly. His mother is definitely right, he does have a thing for men, too. As the black man let go of him at last, Tina grinned.
"Enough foreplay?"
Brianna nodded and Alex wanted to move towards his mistress, but was grabbed firmly by the wrist by the other woman.
"Uh-uh, little man. Your lady and agreed to switch toys today. You're mine tonight!"
Alex eyes, wide with surprise wandered to Tina who nodded, smiling at him comfortingly. He gulped. This hadn't happened since Ms. Tina claimed him - she shares him with the women of his family of course, but so far never with a stranger.
But of course it is perfectly normal and the flush of heat and jealousy as the other man walked towards Tina and was pulled to the bed, starting to kiss her nipples, was such a silly, stupid male weakness. He tried to brace up. Tina wanted him to please a friend of hers, which is a standard part of his duties as her man. Perfectly normal.
He followed the tall woman to the other side of the bed and tried to relax as her lips found his and she kissed him hungrily, demandingly. He moaned into her kiss, his cock hard as a rock. This is a good kiss -- a very good kiss. Not many women have kissed him like this.
Tina and his mother, of course, but most others who have used him, the women of his family group included, don't really waste much time with romantic foreplay like this. Brianna very much enjoyed it.
Alex lost track of time a little while making out with her. His hands wandered over the muscular body and her small breasts. Her body reminded her a little of Sasha at home. Strong women with muscles give him a special kind of excitement he cannot really describe. He heard Tina moan next to them -- Bruno had already followed her lead and kissed her lower lips, not long into Alex's and Brianna's mouth to mouth action. His jealousy had ebbed down -- he was too busy to be concerned with such petty distractions. At long last -- this may have been one of his longest kisses ever, Brianna guided his head down. He kissed her nipples, her defined six-pack and attempted to slide between her legs, licking her clit, when the woman shook her head.
"No, no, little one. Lower!"
He licked her lips, making her giggle.
"LOWER"
He looked at her with questioning eye, making her turn her head towards her new friend.
"Haven't you trained him in anilingus?"
Tina opened her eyes. Already a little hazy.
"Hhh... no, not really. Not my favourite thing, I must say. Nor his Mom's, I guess. We may have neglected that..."
Brianna licked her lips.
"What a waste. He clearly has such a talented tongue and you miss out a whole hole."
"Just... mhmmm..."
She patted the head between her legs.
"Never did much for me..."
The woman above Alex scoffed.
"Now, really. How often have you tried it?"
"Uh... twice, I guess!"
Tina held Bruno between her legs, making it harder for her to focus on the conversation.
"With men who knew what they were doing?"
"Well. Maybe. I mean. Well, I guess not really, but..."
"OK. I see what's going on. Get on all fours, girlfriend!"
Tina looked at her with a frown, them grinned, shrugged and did as asked.
"My Bruno is an expert. And I'll pay tomorrow's lunch if you still say it doesn't do anything for you after he did it!"
Tina grinned and chuckled.
"We have a deal, Bri!"
Patting her boy-toy's head, the tall woman addressed him.
"Alright, you heard me. Don't dare to cost me a lunch, show the Lady what you got! And you..."
She looked down at Alex, as she too goes went on all fours next to Tina.
"It's not your fault you lack training, so I won't hold it against you. Just give me your best!"
It's not that he never did this, so he knew where to start. Sasha had made him do it a few times. She never focused on it, but she didn't seem to have minded it, so...
Bracing himself, Alex kissed the woman's pale, muscular glutes, the valley between them, the brown pucker. Licked its rim.
"Mhmn. Not bad."
Encouraged, he spread the cheeks, kissed between them and then let his tongue play over the sphincter, probing deeper. He doesn't mind the taste. Finds it intriguing, really. He still has not found any part of a woman's body he doesn't like to lick.
His eyes wandered over to Tina - she moaned approvingly already. Apparently Bruno really knew what he was doing, buried deep between her ass-cheeks. Again a flicker of jealousy rose up. He should be the first to make Tina actually enjoy this. But then -- He is not as skilled or trained in it as the black man. Tina of course only deserves the best.
He pushed the green eyes monster away, focusing on his own task ahead and licked, kissed, probed Brianna's asshole with his tongue. He was confident about it -- he's a fast learner when it comes to pleasing women and he is trained in using his tongue to do it better than any other part of his body. His tiny, quivering dick that throbs down below very much included. And Brianna agreed. She moaned, gasped, and sighed, apparently pleased with his yet inexperienced caressing of her brown hole, pushing our her ass into his face.
The two boys spent a good while down between their women's ass-cheeks. Alex is surprised how much pleasure a woman can take out of this, also how easy he finds pleasing a woman this fashion.
Again the basic truth of this world is confirmed. Men are made to serve women in every imaginable way and women are made to be pleased.
Eventually he heard the familiar moans and grunts of Tina coming - just from being rimmed, Alex was amazed. And then immeasurably more so as Brianna also shivered, moaned, spasmed under his tongue - and came. He really couldn't tell how he did it -- his natural male instincts had taken took over, his predisposition to service a woman leading him to some very right spots, apparently. Which Brianna confirmed as she turned around looking down at him.
"A natural. Such a good boy!"
She kissed him, apparently enjoying the musky taste on his lips and tongue. Tina's approving look upon him made him flush. She was proud of him. And she was in post orgasmic bliss. From another man -- ignore the jealousy, Alex - she deserved this so much.
"That justifies a reward for the boys, don't you think, girlfriend?"
Tina got up from the bed after Brianna nodded and rummaged in the bags the two women had carelessly put on a chair when they had entered the room. They had been gathering free merch and bought some nerdy memorabilia all day.
She pulled out one thing, no two, that Alex hadn't noticed she bought. He can assume when it happened, she had intentionally left both men in Brianna's care - it seems she wanted this as a surprise. He gulped as his eyes fell on the merch. He Was surprised, indeed.
Brianna let out a giggle.
"Nice."
"Which one do you like better?"
Brianna pointed to Tina's left hand.
"It's for you, then."
Tina smiled as then handed it to her.
"For tonight, you mean."
"No, for good."
Brianna raised an eyebrow.
"Hey -- I've seen what these things cost, I can't..."
"Oh, shut up. I Really like you, girlfriend. I just like making gifts. Also, your boy-toy just made me come in a way I never thought I would. We're almost even."
Brianna grinned.
"You're already going to pay me lunch tomorrow for that, don't forget that.
Both women chuckled.
"Come on now, put on my present, I want to see how it suits you."
Brianna got up, picked up the present and pulled it over her legs and onto her hips fastening the straps. Alex gulped.
The huge green strap-on dildo pointed up, thickly veined and knotty. It's moulded after everyone's favourite green super-hero monster, of course. Well. Not his favourite. He's not a fan of male heroes anyway. And this one, powered by rage and emotion, so obvious a metaphor for everything wrong with males, directed into doing something good with it. It feels too real for him. He doesn't enjoy being confronted with his own shortcomings in a superhero movie, he likes to watch strong women saving the day. Still. That cock.... Was... impressive....
Tina strapped on hers -- red and metallic, a little smaller, but not much, ribbed and with blinking lights in the shaft. Moulded after the metal armour of the leader of the team, a capable, smart women who has built her own superhero amour in a cave somewhere in the desert. Now that's a hero he likes.
Giggling, the two women did some fencing with their new cocks before bending their boy toys over the bed.
"Time for your rewards, Boys!"
Tina chuckled, Alex heard a squirt of lube, saw Bruno close his eyes -- they lay face to face on the big bed, the butts high up -- as Tina entered his as. Just seconds later, so did Brianna with Alex's - he felt every vein and nub in the large rubber cock penetrating his bowels. It made Alex close his eyes as well, firmly grabbing the bedsheets.
Both women sunk their cocks into the men's insides and looked at each other, rose the hands to high five and began to fuck the men in earnest.
Within seconds the room was filled with grunts, moans, sighs. Both men were, of course, well versed in taking strap-ons, their asses relaxed easily. Even though the dildos in question were quite large, indeed they took it like good boys.
Opening his eyes again, Alex looked into the Bruno's face only a few centimetres away from his, contorted with a mixture of pain and pleasure, as he assumed was his own. Suddenly he felt a strange sensation, a rush.
He leaned forward and planted kiss on the other man's lips, who returned it eagerly. Alex never had been fucked with another man as involved in the act as Bruno. And he could not explain this strange sentiment to himself, really. He felt closer to this other man than he had ever felt to any man before. It was likely the shared experience, being used by the women they adore and obey, being useful, doing what males are meant to do -- together, united. It seemed to build a bond to this man that he never had with any other. Not as strong as what he feels for the women in his life -- not even close - and nothing compared to the bonds women form, he's sure. They are just so much more emotionally capable. But with a sudden flash of realization Alex understood -- being used by women together is probably one of the closest bonds two men can have. He sure has never felt so close to any male. He intensified his kiss but then had to break it off. Too strong did Brianna ram her cock into his bowels, he was pushed forwards and back like a rag-doll.
It didn't matter. The bond remained. This man will now forever share something with him. He looked again to the dark eyes in front of him and knew he knows it too.
Then the reward came. It had been an exiting day -- being grabbed and admired all day long, prancing around almost naked, eating ass and making this strong confident woman come. His cock had been painfully hard most of the day, especially during the last hours and he could not hold it back for long.
With a high pitched squeal, Alex felt his balls contract and his small, hard dick shoot a watery load onto the soft hotel bedsheets.
His body went limp, but the muscular woman inside of him didn't really care. Held on to his hips and kept fucking his asshole, until Bruno also grunted -- in a deeper key than his. Alex laying flat on the bed now with Brianna's green cock in his ass, managed so get a look at the other man's cock for the first time. It was bigger than his -- no surprise there - deep black, uncircumcised. Only half erect, Bruno did not seem to enjoy being fucked in the ass as much as Alex does, but he too came from it, the watery cum Alex has learned to connect with a prostate orgasm. He felt his own cock twitch at the sight of the black rod squirting, rubbed it against the sheets, but before it got hard again, Brianna pulled out in synch with Tina.
The two women lay back on the bed their nerdy cocks pointing up erect as the boys took their places next to them and began licking them clean. Tina and Brianna kissed, leisurely, friendly. And that sight Did make Alex cock get back up to its full 12,5 centimetres.
It would be a long night, interrupted by snacks and drinks from room service twice to regain some strength. None of the four would get much sleep, but the next morning they all feel invigorated and ready for another day at the Con.
And so the Weekend went by and ends, day two much like day one. More panels, more people in imaginative costumes, more selfies -- resulting in more pinches and bruises on his cheeks. When all is done, Alex wonders what happens to all of those photos. He has no doubt most of them will go online to the nerds' personal sites in the global com network -- "Great Day at the con, met a really cute and sexy slave Luca!"
The thought makes him blush on the way home. His face and his mostly naked body will be a lot more present in women's public communication from now on. And of course some of the women might even look at his body at home and touch themselves...
Tina looks at him inquisitively in the Transport Sphere home late at night the second day, when that thought hit him and makes him tremble. He's been told that he's be cute a lot, that he's sexy quite often, too. Especially recently. But the thought of being some strange women's reason to masturbate makes him feel - Weird. Embarrassed. Hot. Proud. Aroused. His boner grows under his loincloth and she raises an eyebrow, chuckling,
"Thinking back to your exiting day, Lex?"
He nods and smiles as she pats his head.
"You did good. I'm quite proud of you, my little nerd. Sexy, demure, useful. Probably we wouldn't have made new friends if it wasn't for you!"
She smiles. She really likes Brianna, he can tell. Appreciates Bruno quite a lot, too. He feels a pang of jealousy again and, angry at himself, represses it deep inside. If she likes him, so will he. They might just become best friends. He's one of his custodian's friend's toys, that's pretty much the closest two males can become, emotionally. The women will definitely stay in contact -- they found out they live less than half an hour apart by Near Distance Sphere Transport, so he'll meet Bruno more often, too. His new best friend, it seems. He just made that decision.
"I'm glad, Ms Tina. I liked it a lot."
He snuggles up to her and with her hand stroking his hair dozes off against her shoulder. It has been an exiting weekend and he hardly got any sleep last night, after all.
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No really. Honest!
"I'm so glad you came with me! You're the best boyfriend ever!"
I smile up at Madison. I always have to look up at her a little when she is next to me, but today, as she's wearing her favorite boots, she's a good two inches taller than usual -- four inches taller than me. And she's hot. She really dressed up: Hot Pants, sequinned crop top. I might get jealous, but it seems I really Am the best boyfriend. At least when it comes to joining your girlfriend to the Cutter Quick concert - the line we are in consists pretty much of women only, for what I can see of it. I'm sure there's a guy somewhere back there in between the women. And when I say women, I mean it -- no girls, it was weird to see the concert has a strict 18+ age limit -- everyone here is an adult... Luckily I did get Madison the tickets for her 18th birthday, which I myself have passed more a year ago, so we're all good.
Still. Weird.
"Sir -- will you step out of the line, please?"
"Is something wrong?"
Madison looks at the security women - all security personnel seem to be women, at least the ones out in the open. Probably to make sure the mostly female audience doesn't feel intimated.
"No, everything's OK, you'll get to the concert in time, Ma'am. As a matter of fact, this may help you skip the line, really. Just standard procedure."
"I don't see you doing this to anyone else"
"Shh!"
Madison looks at me sternly as I object. I get it, she just wants to get through the check and into the stadium. But...
"Standard procedure for the male guests, that is. Sir."
I raise my eyebrow as I follow the two women. Or rather follow Madison, who pulls me after them by the arm, very determined to get this over with.
"What?"
"You've heard about the cancelled concert last year, I'm sure"
"Sure. Bomb threat... You don't think..."
I open my eyes wide. If they cancel this one, Madison will be devastated. So will I - the tickets cost me a fortune. I can't imagine the consequences if I ruin this for her.
"No, don't worry, everything's all right, we just upped the security measures ever since. To be on the safe side."
"For men only, though?"
I tip my head.
"Well. Yes..."
The taller security lady grins.
"You see, not only did the bomb threat come from a guy, pretty much every threat situation, from the severe ones down to online bullying or harassment of fans or Ms. Quick herself comes down to men."
I open my mouth, unsure what to say. That sounds... unfair. Also - perfectly legit. Men can the worst.
"Don't worry. It's nothing personal, we're sure you're absolutely harmless. You Do seem harmless."
"Oh, he is!"
Madison comes to my defense. I think. Not sure if being called that by my girlfriend is flattering, but I guess it helps. The two women nod.
"Cutter is VERY appreciative of every male fan of hers, few as there are, but still. The majority here are women, just trying to have the best time of their life. I'm sure you'll support us as good as you can in making that happen. For your... girlfriend?"
Madison nods. A bit hesitantly. She still doesn't seem comfortable to being called that in public, despite us being together for a few months now. I sigh, softly, then nod. Obviously, I would do anything to make her happy. Making a fuss that prevents us from getting into the biggest event in this city since - forever, the one she had talked about for weeks, would be... Not ideal. I nod.
"Sure. What do you want me to do?"
"We need you to strip"
I blink. Clearly I must have having misunderstood the taller security guard.
"Huh?"
"Not the smartest, is he?
Madison giggles at the guard's comment and I clench my teeth. Can't think of a good reply anyway.
"Get naked! Right now!"
"You want to strip search me?"
The two women look at one another then giggle.
"'Want' is way to strong a word, it's not that we're enjoying this, trust me. Seeing you guys naked is not the highlight of the job. But yes. Among other things, we have to see you naked. But it's not a strip search, that would imply you get your clothes back. Which won't happen! Not before the end of the concert."
My mouth drops open, even Madison looks perplexed now.
"You can't mean... that's... I'm to go to the concert - naked?"
"Not just you, obviously. Standard regulation for all men beyond this point. Making sure you can't sneak anything in. Makes everyone feel safer. Every woman that is. Cutter included. And your girlfriend, I'd assume."
"But that's preposterous!"
"Wow, what a big word. Maybe he's smarter than he looks. Would you like to call your lawyer?"
The two women chuckle.
"Look, it's as easy as that: Of course you don't have to do it, but then we'd have to ask you to leave. This is a private event location, house rules apply without exceptions. And the house rule for men... well... males today is..."
"I will not get naked!"
The taller one nods.
"You're at liberty to refuse, in which case we'll be happy to accompany you to the nearest exit, Sir. Naturally your companion can stay, if she wishes."
"Of course I'll stay!"
I stare at Madison, probably looking more pouty than I meant to.
"Oh come on, it's Cutter Quick!"
Yeah, I get it. I would have wished for some more support but it Is a huge event. And the worst case would be me just -- not seeing it with her.
"But.."
"I mean... if you want to come, you can. It's not a big deal..."
"Not a big... Getting in there naked in front of everyone?"
She shrugs, giggles.
"I mean... If All the men do it..."
The security women nod.
"You'd actually be the odd one out if we'd let you in clothed. Which we won't, just so you know."
"I cannot just... It's pretty cold out there..."
"Being in the crowd will warm you up, trust me", the taller woman replies.
"Least of your problems, You'll barley notice. It's not midwinter or something, after all. Have you seen the flimsy stuff Cutter wears on stage? And even your girlfriend doesn't wear that much - you guys are just such crybabies!"
I stare at her. blink, blushing, speechless.
"I... that.."
"OK, now, enough with the chitchat, you're not the only man we have to take care of. You get naked within the next minute or you get out!"
The taller one crosses her arms in front of her impressive chest. She looks pretty strong. I look over to Madison again. Not any support there. She just wants to get in and see Cutter. And if I want to be a part of that greatest day of her life so far, I'll have to...
I sigh, close my eyes.
"Fuck this shit... OK, OK, I'll do it!"
I pull the sweater over my head and feel the chill making my skin crawl -- I wasn't lying, it is not winter, yet, but its pretty late in the year for a stadium concert. Not that a star of Cutter's dimensions does much else these days.
Awkwardly I take off my shoes and pull my jeans down, standing in front of the security guards -- and my girlfriend -- in my boxers and socks, feeling really, Really self aware. I'm scrawny, pale -- a typical man in his late teens who spends too much time indoors, in front of screens.
Well, at least I'm not overweight, given my unhealthy diet, my taste for energy drinks and lack of psychical activity. Good metabolism, I guess. I assume that might change when I get older, but for now... well. My body isn't anything to phone home about anyway. And I'm suddenly painfully aware that Madison rarely ever sees me like this.
Once, to be exact. The first time we spent a night together, we both got naked, then she let me eat her pussy which was hot, but... well, that was it. And that's all we've done ever since. I stay dressed and take care of her needs. She hasn't touched my cock, like - ever. Hasn't shown any interest in seeing it either, just allowed me make her come.
Which is OK for me. Little weird. I never really told any of my buddies about our - limited sexual activities, they all think we're getting it on in full swing. But Madison says she's old fashioned, wants to wait to go any further than me eating her out...
"Ahem."
The taller security guard takes me out of my thoughts with an impatient gesture.
"The point is to prevent you from smuggling in anything dangerous. There's PLENTY of space to hide things in that piece of underwear."
The shorter colleague of hers snickers.
I blush, sigh, pull off my socks to win some time, then drop my boxers.
"Oh."
The higher ranking guard raises an eyebrow.
"Looks like you didn't hide anything dangerous in there. That's... definitely not very threatening. At all."
"Actually it's kinda cute... Don't think I ever had one that small."
Her partner grins as I gulp. I feel my head ready to explode. Madison cheers up visibly.
"Right? I don't have too much experience but I TOLD him it's pretty small. He claims it's average."
The two security guards snicker, then laugh.
"Oh. No. definitely below average. FAR below average."
"Might be a grower."
The shorter one interjects and I feel a wave of gratitude - for a second.
"Nah. Even if, there's a limit to that. From my experience - that thing won't get bigger than... four and a half inches?"
She looks at me curiously -- I look down, staying silent
"Come on, we all know you've measured it, all guys do. You can give it to me in centimeters. if you want. That would about twelve."
"You're so smart!"
"Been with a German guy, once. Was very proud of his 25 centimeters. Easy to calculate from there."
All three women share a hearty laugh, then look back at my -- twelve centimeters. She was right, more or less. Less, actually.
"Well. Whatever. Keep your secret to yourself, little man. I hope he knows how to compensate for that, young lady."
Madison smiles and winks at me.
"He does. I taught him a couple of things without having to use - that...."
"Good for you!"
"Well, then. Let's get this over with, the sooner you can go in and start your night. Hands against the wall, young man!"
I feel sweat running down my face, and my mouth go dry.
"I... I did what you wanted, what..."
The guard chuckles.
"Nothing personal, you don't really look the type to be... dangerous..."
Her eyes again wander to my crotch.
"We have our regulations, is all. Can't trust any man not to smuggle any weapons inside in nature's pocket. Guys are devious. And mean."
"I will NOT submit to..."
"Baby. Please don't make a scene, you heard the nice lady, you do what they say or I go in there alone. Don't make me choose between you and Cutter. You might not like my choice."
Madison smiles at me. Kindly, but also determined. I have no doubt she'd leave me standing here, naked.
I close my eyes and surrender, turn around, put my hands against the cold, rough white wall of the stadium's hallway. Thank God they took me to a quite part without any passers-by. I feel the heat rise to my face, thinking about how I'll have to show myself naked to -- everyone very soon, anyway, but at least This part remains between me and - two strange women. And my girlfriend.
"Ass out!"
I clench my teeth and decide to be an obedient boy. For Madison. Just this once. I lower my upper body, arch my back.
"Good boy!"
I blush as I hear three female voices giggle, then a metallic sound. Turning my head around I see the short guard pull her torchlight out of its holster.
"Relax, boy, it's gonna be a lot harder of you resist it! You comply, we get this over with in no time. We're trained, experienced professionals in this!"
"Some of us even before we got the on-the-job training", the smaller one adds with a smirk, making her colleague snicker as she puts her cold hands on my ass-cheeks and spreads them apart.
She pulls a pair of rubber gloves from some pocket and I have to actively suppress a moan as she slides a gloved finger into me. Her colleague, shining her torch onto the scene, leans over,
"Anything?"
"Nope... Gotta go deeper. Can't be to careful with these sneaky guys..."
Her middle finger joins her pointer inside of me.
"I think I found something!"
I grunt as as a heat wave runs through me. All three women snicker.
"Ah. False alarm. Just his prostate."
The ease with which she found that spot that I never even knew I had tells me she definitely does this shtick with every man she searches. Eventually, after what seems like an eternity, she pulls her fingers out, chucks the rubber gloves into a nearby bin.
This is the absolutely most embarrassing thing I have ever experienced in my whole life. I just do this for Madison, everything to make her happy.
It doesn't get any less humiliating though, when the taller guard finally lets go of my ass, gives it a soft slap that resounds in the echoy hallway.
"There you go, wasn't that hard, was it? A pleasure to work with you, boy. If all men we get here were as obedient and compliant as you, you guys would make our job a lot easier. You can stand up again."
Which, I really, kinda don't want to. Because...
Madison gasps as I turn around and the two guards laugh out loud.
"Oh my. Someone seems to have enjoyed himself!"
I clench my teeth as they stare at my now erect cock. I felt good during the procedure and couldn't do anything about it. I honestly have no idea why I got aroused, it was humiliating, embarrassing and I shouldn't get any kick out of - butt stuff. That's totally gay! Well. I Guess I do.
"Do you actually like it up the ass, Ty? You never told me!"
Madison snickers and the two other women grin.
"He probably didn't even know it. Most guys are so into this alpha male bullshit and afraid of coming across as gay they wouldn't even try. Let alone ask someone else to do it to them. You'd be surprised how common it is for guys to get hard during the cavity searches. One out of five, I'd say?"
The smaller guard nods.
"Out of three, rather."
"And now you know."
"I do indeed..."
Madison winks at me.
"Now hand over your stuff, young man!"
I freeze as I pick up my clothes.
"Doesn't make much sense to strip you and let you walk in there holding your clothes in your hand. We'll take care of it, no worries."
"There must be hundreds of men here, how are you..."
The smaller woman grabs the bundle from my hand -- my wallet, keys and phone still in the depths of the pockets - and drops them into a plastic bag, sealing it hermetically. She scans the tag attached to it while her colleague takes my ticket that Madison is holding in her hand - hasn't let go of both of them since we left home in fact.
"FGT-5I55I-12"
She reads the ticket number and the higher ranking guard takes a bulky black rectangular device with a touch screen from her belt pouch. Scans the ticket and makes a turning gesture with her fingers.
"Turn around once more!"
I obey without thinking, used to it by now, not even considering asking her what she is about to do, as she puts the device against my lower back, presses a button. It heats up for a flash second, then a burning pain pierces my skin.
"Ouch, what the fuck..."
Tears shoot into my eyes.
Madison leans over me, her eyes wide open.
"That's just temporary, right?"
The other two women grin.
"Well. Kinda. It lasts for about a year before it fades. We wouldn't want it to rub off. For security reasons!"
The taller one chuckles.
"Insta-Mark. Brand new tech, Wicked right?"
The small one winks at Madison who stares at my back.
"Wow. Look, Ty you got a tattoo!"
"Yep. And an RFID chip. That one Is permanent."
"Like - the one we use on our dog?"
The guards nod and Madison giggles.
"The bag with your stuff is synchronized with your number. Nothing can possibly get lost. And neither can you, we can track you and your fellow males all night as long as you're in the building!"
"What? Why..."
I turn around and try to look at my own ass as Madison snaps a picture with her phone and shows it to me: right above my ass crack, in deep black -- Cutter Quick's stylized initials, as are on all her merchandise, the word Quickie -- collective name her fans gave themselves - and the "FGT-5I55I-12" code. I stare at the two women.
"That... you can't... that's..."
"That is a long lasting memory of the greatest day of your life young man, that's what that is."
"That's a tramp stamp, marking me as a Quickie. I'm not..."
The guard raises an eyebrow and I looks at Madison. I freeze.
"I mean... I love Cutter. Obvi. I am a Quickie... but..."
"Oh Tyler, I'm so jealous. I wish I could have a tattoo. I mean I could, I'm 18, but my parents would still kill me if they found out. You're so much cooler now!"
I stare at my girlfriend, then at the two guards smirking knowingly. OK. Not much I can do about it anyway. It's either really permanent or they're just fucking with me. Either way. Madison seems to like it so... I sigh and nod.
"Cool. Nice. Thanks, Ma'am. I always wanted a Cutter tat."
"All the good boys do."
The tall guard winks at me, then slaps my ass once more as Madison grabs my wrist and before I can even hesitate, drags me through the empty hallway to the inner area of the stadium, into a crowd of thousands of screaming girls and some naked men. None of them looking any less awkward than me right now.
I hear catcalls, giggles and outright laughs next to me and behind me as I follow my girlfriend sheepishly down the aisle. I feel my dick lop around like a hot dog between my legs, even though I know, small as it is - more like a cocktail sausage - there surely cannot be that much movement.
I imagine hearing whispered remarks under the giggles -- "tiny", "cute" but my feverish imagination might just make that up. I do definitely see some of the girls that are here with male company letting their eyes wander from my crotch to that of their boyfriends or husbands or brothers or whoever they're with. Smugly. Well - l may surely imagine that again. It's true, I don't see any cocks smaller than mine among the few naked men, but that surely doesn't mean the guard was right? I am average. Kinda. Maybe just a little below, right?
I almost bump into Madison as she stops to exchange happy greetings with women she seems to know in our row as she walks past them to our seat. Quickies are a big family of like-minded girls. Mostly. I guess my tat proves me to be one, too, now. They're warm, friendly, welcoming to Madison. To me... Well I assume you can interpret the hands I feel on my butt, my thighs, my back as I squeeze through the row to our place -- welcoming. Blood rushes to my head, as I blush and to my dick, making it grow a little bigger.
A little.
I close my eyes, breathe, trying to get my cock to calm down -- this really shouldn't be arousing, it's humiliating! But here I am, sporting a boner. A small one. Never have I been more glad to not be hung like bear. It's unobtrusive, and it's pretty dark here in the arena so maybe nobody will...
"Well, well. Someone is happy to be here!"
A black woman, a little older than me, Cutter Quick's face smiling from the chest of her tight shirt, looks a me with a wide grin. And when I say at me, I mean at my dick. So much for remaining unnoticed. Madison giggles.
"He's Such a super-fan!"
She winks at me. Even she knows I'm not really That -- I have overstated my enthusiasm for Cutter a little to be in her good grace, but even with that I'm not coming across as more than a causal fan, surely she knows I'm not - excited because of that. Which makes it even worse, because that leaves few other reasons as to Why I am. The black girl joins my girlfriend's giggles.
"Boy, I wish my boyfriend was so exited about Cutter. Couldn't even get him to come with me. Had to bring my sister!"



Another girl, looking very much like the first next to her lifts her hand.
"Hi!"
"But then again, I'm pretty sure, Warren wouldn't have gone through the hassle for guys out there to get in here. He's not... really the Beta type..."
With a smirk she looks down my naked body.
"Even though he'd have a lot more to show for than your... boyfriend?"
Madison nods.
"No offense, but he's... well he's..."
"Pretty tiny, even for a white guy?"
Her sister offers with a chuckle.
"Well..."
Madison shrugs with a grin
"I'm aware. Trust me - the first time he showed it to me, I was... underwhelmed as well."
I stare at her. She never told me that. She always said she doesn't care about size and that mine is OK, anyway. And now with this complete stranger... Either Quickies are closer than I thought or girls bond pretty easy over humiliating a guy.
"He's got other qualities."
She ruffles my hair.
"You really, do honey. You don't mind us talking, do you? Just teasing."
I nod, the blood pumping in my ears.
"Destiny!"
The two sisters lean over to kiss my girlfriend's cheeks.
"Barika!"
Madison nods.
"Maddy. And this exited boy is Tyler."
The two nod at me.
"Your first Cutter concert?"
Madison nods, excited.
"Ty got me the tickets for my 18th birthday!"
"Cute. And pretty generous... And daring to accompany you, knowing - this would happen."
She looks at my dick, smirks.
"I guess it takes a special type of boy for that..."
I frown.
"I didn't...", I begin, when Madison interrupts me.
"You didn't tell me you knew about his security thing!"
My eyes open wide and I shake my head.
"I didn't!"
Destiny chuckles
"It was on the website. You did click that you're male and intend to go, right?"
I think back trying to remember, I guess. I nod.
"And right below that, it stated what would -- expect you. In small font, admittedly. Obvi they couldn't pull of such a humiliating procedure unless you agreed to it at some point, little man. That's the reason I didn't even try to get a ticket for Warren when I read that. I would have liked to see him like you, but he's... well, too much of an Alpha to let himself debased like this for my sake. And I guess I wouldn't love him if he did, he's real man, after all.."
She grins, I feel myself blush again, tempted to reply that the whole concept of Alphas and Betas has been proven wrong even among wolves let alone humans. But then my -- Alpha girlfriend just looks at me sternly and I suppress my inner smart-ass..
"I'm not sure to believe you that you just - missed that. I'm thinking I find out a lot about you that I didn't know, Ty!"
I open my mouth, but anything I would have replied is cut off by an ear-piercing shriek from everyone around me as the lights go out and a spotlight hits the stage. I breathe out, relieved to finally be in the dark and all the women around me focusing their attention away from me to the reason they're here.
For two hours I become part of the crowd, my state of apparel almost forgotten -- it's not even cold any more, the people around me, in constant dancing and hopping motion, heat up the arena. Including Madison and the two sisters on my either side. They make sure I stand between them as the concert moves along and I cannot help being infected by their enthusiasm, their elation, jump up and down with them, feeling my naked dick flop around, grateful no one can see it now -- or doesn't want to.
Cutter is amazing, no denying that, her stage presence overwhelming, the songs are pretty good, too. Some are really great. I should have listened more closely maybe, and not just drift off whenever Madison played the music. One or two even bring a tear to my eyes. This woman is such a good songwriter! And all the heartache she must have endured. Her more - aggressive songs regarding ex lovers make me a little uncomfortable as a boy in a crowd of girls. Men can be such mean pigs! I'm a little ashamed for my fellow males. But I also admire the strong, confident beautiful woman those experiences have made Cutter Quick. She's such an amazing artist. And person. No wonder she's got so many fans.
And she's hot!
For a woman her age -- mid thirties, almost as old as Madison's Mom, Cutter Quick has such a hot body. And is not afraid to show it. Her stage outfits get skimpier with every wardrobe change, of which there are a few. With her final wardrobe change - I think, I have no way of telling the time, with my phone locked away safely somewhere, but it feel like we're approaching the climax - she changes from a one piece bodysuit to a bodice and dress combination, sliver and shiny, making good use of her mid-sized breasts and showing off pretty much all of her shapely legs. I try to sneak a peek under her short skirt, but we're too far away from the stage to make out anything really, and the cameras taking the picture for the huge screen behind her don't go there, obvi.
Behind her, a group of male background dancers serves as sexy eye candy for the mostly female crowd, I guess. They're wearing outfits even more revealing than the stars'. By now, they're all topless, their torsos all muscle and all of them sporting a large bulge in their tight, glittery shorts.
After what feels like the grand final song, the light in the whole arena goes dark but for one single spotlight illuminating the star of the night.
"Thank you all so much, ladies!"
She raises her hand for a wave.
"Are you all having fun?"
The high pitched screaming reaches new heights.
"You know this is the final concert of this tour and I couldn't be happier to end it in the prefect place! I love this city!"
More cheering - not all spectators are form here, obviously, but we are, so Madison -- and the two sisters that became her new BFFs for the night - join the screams.
"And I love you all! You guys too!"
I feel my face get warmer, like she addressed me personally with that.
"You're the best men there are. The few of you, but I love my male Quickies. And I appreciate what you did, y'all, tonight, to make the ladies feel safer around you. So -- a big round for the boys, ladies!"
Polite clapping throughout the stadium. No match to the screams of enthusiasm, but it does make me feel appreciated. With a smile Madison leans into me and kisses my cheek
"Thank you, baby!"
"Yeah, thank you Baby."
I jump as my other cheek is kissed by Destiny who grins at me, then at Madison who grins back.
"You better not make me jealous, Des. I didn't mind Cutter thanking my guy, but this hottie's little dick is mine!"
She grins at me, kissing me again.
"As a special sign of appreciation for how well you've behaved boys..."
Cutter continues talking on stage.
"... we'll pick one of you at random to join me here on stage for the encores, how about that?"
A susurrus in the crowd, then a rising wave of applause.
"I knew you'd like it. OK, the computer is gonna pick a random ticket number now."
The screen behind her turns white, then a blurry set set of figures appears that slows down to give the impression of a turning wheel and finally ends on...
"FGT-5I55I-12. Who's the lucky man with ticket FGT-5I55I-12?"
Cutter looks into the crowd.
"If you can't find your ticket, you remember you got the number above your cute little butts, boys."
Laughter erupts throughout the audience. I stare like in trance until Destiny slaps my ass.
"Are you sleeping, boy? Maddy? You're boy's number is up!"
She frowns, takes my arm and turns me around, revealing my bare ass and my new Quickie tramp stamp to my girlfriend who stares at it, open mouthed.
"Well, fuck me! You gotta be kidding me...."
Then lifts her hand screaming at the top of her lungs,
"Here. It's him. My boyfriend!"
Cutter shadows her eyes with one hand looking into our direction, giving a wave to a nearby a team of security that now moves towards us.
"We got a lucky winner! And of course your woman may join you on stage, young man!"
She waves to us encouragingly, a strong woman in the now familiar security uniform grabs my arm and pulls me out of our row into the direction of the stage. The next few minutes are a blur -- I get manhandled, searched again - this time bending over in front of a Lot ore people behind the stage, but it is all so surreal I barely notice.
Someone scans my tramp stamp and types into a tablet.
"What's your name, young man?"
A professionally looking woman in a suit.
"Tyler. Ty."
Madison replies, before I can gather my thoughts.
"Ty and... "
"Madison."
"Madison."
The woman says into her headset and before I can say just a single word, I am being pushed out onto the stage, still naked, my giggling girlfriend by my side, into the awaiting arms of the global superstar in front of the audience of thousands. She embraces Madison first, giving me ample time to become fully aware of my situation, naked on stage. And on the Huge screen behind us, of course. I hear the pulse in my ears so loud I don't her notice when she addressees me.
"Uh... what?"
She repeats the question.
"Ty, is it?"
"Yes... Ma'am.."
She laughs out loud.
"What a polite boy. You trained him well, Maddy. But please, we're all Quickies here, right?"
Applause from the crowd.
"Call me Cutter!"
"Thank you, Ma... Cutter."
"So, you have gifted Madison the ticket for her birthday, huh?"
I nod.
"Such a good little boy!"
The singer pats my head and the beating in my ears grows louder -- and I feel my prick twitch. Of course. I clench my teeth, unable to fight back the growing of my dick to its full 4 1/2 inches. Cutter smirks, looking at it.
"I can see you like it here, huh?"
Cheers from the audience as the camera pulls down and my penis fills the giant screen behind us
"Kinda. Not the... biggest sign of appreciation, but a clear one, anyway."
More laughter - I can see Madison giggling.
"Now, now -- no reason to be ashamed, little man. We know you guys can't keep your dicklets in check without help from us girls, can ya? Heck, half of my songs is about that. More or less."
Laughter from the Quickies in front of the stage as she puts an arm around my shoulder and one my girlfriend's.
"You seem to be one of the good ones, though. With that little thingy you can't do much harm, anyway. Can you even feel that?"
She looks at Madison with a smile.
"No idea. Didn't let him do it, yet."
The superstar raises an eyebrow then nods approvingly.
"Good call. Let them wait for it and earn it, is my motto."
Loud cheers and approving applause
"But you let him make himself useful in other ways, I hope? You taught him always to worship his girl?"
Madison nods with a grin.
"He has learned some - tricks."
"I'd hope so... "
Cutter looks at me - down at me, her high heels making her a lot taller than me. Her smile is warm but there is a tinge of -- mischievousness in it. A mean streak? I must be imagining it.
"Would you mind if he shows me some of that, Madison?"
Madison opens her mouth, speechless me for once.
"I'm not in the habit of stealing other girls' men. Especially not Quickys'. But I Am a fan of sharing guys. Sisterly,"
My girlfriend looks at her idol, then nods, slowly, then more determined
"I'd be happy... honored to share him with you, Cutter."
The singer smiles at her, then smirks at me.
"Not gonna ask you, little one, one of the few good things about men is that you can't hide your true feelings. At least not when you're naked."
She touches my small, but by now hard dicklet - and I freeze, giving off a soft squeal - that her microphone amplifies a hundredfold, and as it twitches on the huge screen, the audience erupts in a wave of laughter. A stagehand brings in a high stool on which she sits, then she nods at me.
"On your knees, boy!"
I blink, open my mouth, look at my girlfriend. Her eyes are just fixated to her idol, completely ignoring me. Well. She made it clear she doesn't mind. I can't deny Cutter's comment about me showing my excitement to be here... and I don't even want to think about the thousands of women seeing me in this state. Better to get busy than just stand here. I look at Cutter and feel my knees go weak at her intense gaze at me.
I go down to my knees on the hard floor of the stage. With a smile and a pat on my head, Cutter spreads her legs, letting her short silvery skirt slide up, granting me the view I had tried to get for a while from down there. And it's better than I had hoped for -- she's going commando. Did she not wear panties under that short thing the whole time or did she just slip them off for this final part of her show somehow?
Her pink lips part, glistening wetly, a thick blonde bush covers her open pussy. I lick my lips.
"Hungry, little one?"
With a silvery laugh she tosses her hair back - she looks so stunning I even forget about the perfect view of her pussy for a second - then grabs the back of my head, pulling me in. Her scent is enthralling - sweet, salty, fruity, slightly musky - I love Madison's love grotto but this one is... divine. I don't know if is because she almost 20 years older than my girlfriend - the only girl ever ate out - or if it's just her own natural taste -- I am entranced. Kiss the clit that is pointing at me, already fully engorged. She's enjoying this as much as I am.
"Come here, Maddy... Don't let your man have all the fun!"
I dare to glance up to her as she pulls my girlfriend in, kissing her -- passionately, demandingly - hungrily... I don't think Madison has ever kissed me This excitedly. I never even knew she had a thing for girls either. But I guess she just can't resit Cutter. Who Is notorious for her - adventures with both men and women.
I hear her whisper into my girlfriend's ear, only understanding the words "background dancer". Madison smiles at her, then moves away. I cannot see them while servicing the excited singer's pussy, but suddenly the crowd cheers. But... my girlfriend would never... She may kiss her favorite star, but... She wouldn't make out with one of the hot, muscular men who have been in the back of the stage throughout the whole show. In front of an audience?
I have no time to think about it -- suddenly the music swells.
"Do go on. And better be good, I want to come before ending the song! And don't dare to touch yourself -- you don't come before I tell you to. Clear?"
I look up to her, mumble a yes, as good as I can, into her pussy, then kiss her lips and enter her with my tongue for a few moments as she begins to sing, then return to sucking, kissing, licking her clit.
Cause all the boys have bad cum
Never should have let you in
Just look closely at what you've done
I never really listened to the lyrics of her songs when hearing them with Madison. I can't help but feel they're directed right at me. Also - they're naughty. I had no idea Madison is a fan of such lewd... I have no time to ponder, the music drowns out the noises of the crowd but I know they are there, cheering me on. Or Cutter getting more and more exited, but I can imagine they're cheering for me.
I must hurry, use all the tricks Madison has taught me. I let my tongue circle over Cutter's clit, suck her lips, hear her moans she can no longer suppress in between the lyrics she sings, making the audience cheer every time she stumbles over a word. I guess I'm doing well. Also - she really sings live.
I taste the juices flowing from her pussy. Thank Goodness she was already aroused, I cannot fully be responsible for this quick of a climax - she must really love her job. Getting her more excited is a piece of cake, easier than it ever was with Madison. She gets wetter, squirting into my mouth and onto my face and as we move closer to the end of the song, her angelic singing voice breaks, turning into a staccato of moans, grunts and groans - an even sweeter song. That sounds like the hottest music to me, even though I've come to to love her singing.
As the music rises to a rousing finale, I suck and lick her clit at the same time, doing my very best to push her over the edge until she does fall, holding onto my head to pull me in betwixt her thighs as her body trembles, her pussy gushes into my mouth, and she comes in front of her thousands of fans.
It takes her a few moments to recover, open her eyes, look down at me, pat my head.
"Good Boy. Really good boy."
She looks over her shoulder
"You trained him So well, Maddy!"
I hear my girlfriend's silver laughter and finally am allowed to have a look at what she is up to when Cutter takes my arm, makes me stand up.
She is FULLY engaged in kissing one of the background dancers - a big, black guy, his huge muscles glistening with sweat or oil. I blink -- the bulge in his tight pants is Huge -- he clearly has a full on erection. I feel my head swirl - she always assured me she doesn't care much for big muscular men, is just happy with me and my body. Not that she was ever really interested in looking at it. I don't have much time to ponder this -- Cutter turns me to the crowd, my now fully erect boner - maybe even five inches now -- points at the mostly women in the arena, who cheer and applaud.
"You're the absolute best boy I had up here during the whole tour. None of the others have ever made me come in time."
Her hand touches the back of my neck, stroking me, sending shivers down my spine, into my twitching dick. I want to thank her, open my mouth, but it's too dry, I only get out a croak, which makes her and her Quickies laugh even louder.
"You deserve a reward, little man!"
Her hand moves down my chest, my pubic hair, then takes hold of my cock.
"I... ", is all I can say.
"Sh, sh.. Men are there to be seen, not heard. Just enjoy it!"
The music swells again to her final encore -- I can't believe I never noticed how dirty This song is. As she slides her hand up and down... no, it's not really long enough for her to slide... as she just rubs my dick and massages it gently -- she starts singing.
You just touch your thing
Got nothing on your brain
that's obvious to me.
obvious to me.
You never get a date
except with your right hand
that's obvious to all.
obvious to all.
Babe you're just here to jerk jerk jerk jerk jerk
babe, jerk it off, jerk it off
Her movements get faster, her grip harder -- and after less than a minute having gone by since she started singing - and jerking my little dick off with her firm and strong hand - I cannot hold myself back. Stamina has never been my strong suit - even though I have only ever come when masturbating I have never managed to control and pace myself. And now that - for he first time - a woman takes care of it - not just any woman, but Cutter Quick - there is no holding back. I feel my balls throb, contract, and with an a pathetic grunt I shoot off a small load of cum. Which doesn't go far but drips down right in front of me onto the stage before Cutter even gets a chance to start the chorus for a second time.
She winks at me with a grin as she keeps fiddling my now limp cock and my balls. It feels really great and if I close my eyes and ignore the fact that thousands of women just saw me come prematurely from my tiny dick, I can almost enjoy it. But the rush has to end, the music stops, Cutter kisses my forehead, making me blush once more.
"Well. That was quick. Short dicked and fast shooter. What a pathetic combo. But your oral game is really strong, young man. I appreciate a male who knows how to compensate for his weaknesses. I Really do. Maddy -- If I may tear you away from your... boy-toy..."
Cutter holds out her hand, and Madison kisses the background dancer one last time on the mouth, with full tongue, grabs the large bulge in his pants with a giggle then moves toward her idol.



"Thank you so much for letting me use your boy, sister. A unique experience. I usually pick more... representative men, really, but this one - sure is talented. He may no be much to look at but he's truly worth playing with."
Madison nods.
"I know. Trained him well, didn't I?"
"You really did. Which is why I have an offer for to you two...."
Epilogue
One year later ~
On board Quckie1; Cutter Quick's private jet.
"Yes, it's official, Jenny, We're married. She's Madison Quick, now. Sounds nice, doesn't it? Yes you may talk about it in your monologue, that's why I'm calling ahead. I wouldn't want anyone else to make it public but you! Who? What Basketball player? Oh, horse-cock. Sorry, so bad with names..."
She giggles into the phone.
"You really shouldn't believe everything you read. I keep that one around as a toy -- he Does have a massive cock. And a nice body but that's all there's to him, really, I don't think I could have a serious relationship with any man. They're so... yeah, exactly, you get it. Fucktoys, nothing more. Speaking off -- I got a new favorite one... Kinda came as package deal with my beloved wife..."
Mistress Cutter smiles at Mistress Madison, then chuckles at her phone.
"No, not another horse cock, the exact opposite... Absolutely useless in that department, but a Great pussy licker. And ass licker, too, after a little training. Yeah. I know - such a rare breed. And a fast learner too. A real natural subby boy."
Another soft chuckle
"So, what's your policy about male nudity in the show? I don't really allow him any clothes any more these days but if your network... no problem? Nice. God Bless Pay TV. Hm? Tiny... No, just Tiny, we don't allow him to react any other name anymore. Right. Yes, me too. So glad to talk you. Yes, we do... tonight? After the show. Sure, I can stay in New York for the night, no problem and I'm sure Maddy and Tiny are dying to get to know one of my oldest friends and my very first female lover... love you, too."
She makes kissing noises at the phone and ends the call.
"So glad Jessi got her late night how going. Have I told you how we met when she was a hopeful stand up comedian?"
"Only every time we watch her show."
Mistress Madison smiles at her wife.
"And how you crushed on her, despite her being ten years older and how she made you aware you're into women as much, if not more than you're into men. For which I am eternally grateful to her, now that you did the same for me!"
Mistress Madison leans over to Mistress Cutter and kisses her newly wed wife lightly on the mouth. I feel my cock grow hard at the sight, painfully pressing against the chastity cage it has been locked in ever since their wedding night.
I suck Mistress Cutter's clit hard, the task I have been performing since the private jet took off, lick it, making her moan into Mistress Madison's mouth then look down to me, making me hold still.
"I told you to slow down, Tiny! I don't want to come before we land!"
"Sorry, Mistress Cutter"
She sighs.
"Move down to my asshole if you cant control yourself, boy!"
I nod, happy to oblige, lick down her perineum. She slides down in her seat to grant me access - she's naked from her waist down, perfectly comfortable being naked in my presence. I inhale the musky aroma of the superstar's asshole, then begin to lick it, making her giggle.
"Remember that fuss you made the first time I made you eat my ass! How fast that changed, you're such an over eager slave boy since we don't let you come any more. How long has it been, Darling?"
"Four months?", Mistress Madison offers.
It's been more than six -- six months, three weeks, four days. The night my former girlfriend was lifted from Mistress Cutter's number one groupie to her fiancée, forever severing her ties with her old life, including demoting me from boyfriend to boy-toy for good. And toys don't get orgasms. One of Mistress Cutter's rules.
Mistress Cutter pats my head.
"You need to cool down a bit, we have two hours before we arrive in New York. If I let you work me as hard as you can, I won't have any energy left for my old girlfriend. What do we do with you, little one?"
Mistress Madison leans into her hand whispering into her ear.
"Great idea! That'll kill some time."
She pushes a button and a steward shows up, in tight leather shorts and vest only, showing off muscular thighs and biceps -- a standard member of Cutter's entourage.
"Get us two strap-ons, boy!"
The man does, returning with two of Mistress Cutter favorite toys. 10 inches long, thick as my forearm, in her favorite colors of pink and silver, representing her whole corporate design.
I kneel patiently, well aware of my role -- not my first rodeo - as Mistress Cutter and Mistress Madison fasten the straps around their hips and put on their artificial cocks. Without being asked to, I go down on all fours, arch my back, open my mouth.
The dildos are high tech silicone, self lubing - only the best and newest for Mistress Cutter. I appreciate that a LOT. Being the superstar's and her wife's prime butt slut is a huge challenge for my sphincter. Mistress Cutter positions herself behind me, spreading my ass-cheeks and shoves the cock into my puckering ass in a swift, confident push. My asshole opens obediently to its conqueror, well used to being taken like this by now. Mistress Madison, in front of me now, presses her dildo against my lips, sliding it deep into my throat as I open them for her. My former girlfriend takes the back of my head pulling me into her -- not the type of blowjob I had imagined a year ago - before I took her to the concert that changed our lives forever. The only one I ever get to experience, though. My cock is locked away for good now and my Mistresses made it very clear they do not intend to ever release it again.
I would not want them too. I'm happy in my place. Who wouldn't be -- sex toy to the first and only love of my life - and her wife, the global superstar and idol of millions of people, Cutter Quick. Sometimes, when I lie awake on the floor at the foot of their huge shared bed, I still can't believe my luck.
I squeal, muffled by the cock in my mouth, as Mistress Cutter rams her cock into my bowels to the hilt, then pulls out again, beginning slowly, then faster to fuck me while I suck on the cock in mouth, driven by the fullness inside me, the friction against my prostate.
I feel a wave of heat run though me. I haven't properly come in months, but the sad dripping of liquidy precum that leaks from my caged limp dick as my ass is fucked, the heat that runs through me with the movement of the superstar's cock, is so much better than my former, short bursts of pathetic pleasure when I used to jerk off. I'm a cock-sleeve, a fuck-doll, I serve my mistresses with my ass and my mouth only, their bliss my only concern. That I get the pleasant feeling from this newly learned type of orgasm as reward when getting fucked is a blessing. One I'm not sure I even deserve.
For the hour or so, I continue to grunt and moan under under the relentless penetration of my two mistresses, leaking from my flaccid prick to he plane's immaculate floor, being used like a toy, a rag-doll for their pleasure.
Only then do get to service them, bring them to climax with my well trained mouth, first Mistress Cutter, then Mistress Madison, who never stop kissing one another dung my servicing. They are truly in love. I am so happy for them.
We are all in our proper place. The Queen of the world, her princess and her boy-toy.



        Gender Bender 7 - K + C

        Chloe's first day in school as a girl continues, with Kayla.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/gender-bender-7-k-c

Title: Gender Bender 7 - K + C

Author: minski

Category: Transgender & Crossdressers

Description: Chloe's first day in school as a girl continues, with Kayla.

Tags: trans, teen, handjob, femdom, humiliation, exhibitionism




All characters are 18 or older
Chloe's first day in school as a girl continues, now joined and guided by Kayla.
Again I arrive almost too late for class with everyone else already inside. Any chance of blending or sneaking in today seems to be foiled by my boyfriend occupying me a little too long. Not that I'm complaining. At least I'm not alone this time.
Mr. Weaver looks away from the board where he just started to talk about some equation or another. I'm glad I already, if just barley, passed math - I'm not gonna try and understand anything on the last days.
"Ah. I was already wondering If I'd get the pleasure of meeting our new - student myself. Chloe, is it?"
I open my mouth, gasping for air. I should be glad that the burden of explaining myself seems to be removed. On the other hand that can only mean....
"Ms. Victor told the teaching staff about your little -- transformation. I for one had no interest to participate in this weird little Prom Ritual you young folks picked this year, but I guess I missed some pretty big thing if it influenced you like this, huh?"
So everybody knows. I feel the heat rise inside of me. Probably for the best. No way around it anyway. And Mr. Weaver seems to be willing to...
"Sit down please. Chloe."
...accept my for what I chose to be. I breathe out, relieved.
"You too, Kayla. So that was your doing? You're behind this, huh?"
"I just liberated a butterfly from her cocoon, Mr. Weaver."
The class giggles and cackles at that, and even our math teacher grins broadly. Kayla pulls me after her and stops me when I try to move to my usual seat. Hers is in the first row, mine -- way behind that. Ada is sitting next to her, at a shared table. Usually, that is. After a short whispered conversation, she smiles at me, stands up and moves to my place leaving me the table right next to my new boyfriend. Mr. Weaver raises an eyebrow.
"You know new seating usually require teacher's permission, right?"
Kayla grins and shrugs.
"Sorry, but you won't really separate me and my girlfriend, will you, Sir?"
He smirks.
"I guess it won't do much harm this late in the school-year. You're really an item, then, you two, huh?"
She nods enthusiastically. And I too, shyly.
"Try to keep the lovey-dovey distractions to a minimum, will you? Teenagers freshly in love are the worst to teach!"
With a sigh he turns around to the board. I stare a hole into my desk, trying to avoid eye contacts. We're a couple. Sure, but the L-word definitely hasn't come up yet. As is now, I'm more than happy to have a boyfriend teaching me how to be me. Love... I sure love how she treats me, love what she makes of me, love to see her and be with her... Maybe I...
I jump as her hand rests on my naked thigh, she leans over.
"I really cannot promise to let my girl focus on math today. You're so sexy. And you treated me so well, back in the ladies room."
She nibbles my ear and my head feels like exploding.
"Such a good girl thinking of your boyfriend first. Keep that up. I like that attitude in my girlfriend."
"Than... thank you Sir"
I can only whisper.
"And good girls get rewards. Didn't have time back then, but..."
Her hand wanders higher and I freeze, my hand grasps the edge of the table.
"Kayla... Sir... Now?"
"No time like the present, like I always say."
She grins at me, putting her hand firmly upon the crotch of my short hot pants.
"Unless you're telling me to stop. I of course cherish a woman's right to say no. What's it gonna be, girlfriend?"
My mind is in turmoil as my dick fills with blood. It's small enough that it doesn't take too much blood, but my brain feels misty, my head light. I try to phrase one last objection in a way she might appreciate.
"You... you said you don't like touching my dick..."
"I also told you not to call it that anymore, didn't I?"
"S... sorry, Sir. My clit."
"And all of a sudden it doesn't sound so gross anymore, does it? I can rub your clitty, no problem."
She giggles into my ear quietly.
"We will focus on penetrating your asshole when we have time. For your own sake, I had the distinct impression you enjoy that a lot more. Don't you?"
I blush, hard, feeling sweat run down my face. I can't believe she talks to me like this in public. It's weird. But I also -- can't deny it.
"Yes. Sir. It was.. much better... when you fucked my ass."
"Good girl. So... let's focus on that when we have ample time to -- play. When I fuck you like a little bitch. And when it's supposed to go fast... we use your clit. Fast was your speciality when you relied on that thing when you were a boy. Right?"
I just nod. And whimper as she keeps rubbing me through the pants' thin fabric.
I think it is not just a matter of speed, though. Like the first time she took care of me manually right before the prom, this is -- incredibly embarrassing. And she is clearly enjoying that aspect of it, looks around while rubbing me. Looks like this type of orgasm, the one I know from being a male, the inferior, faster one, will from now on be - be allowed to me as a more embarrassing, humiliating way to come.
I feel my heart race as my boyfriend smiles at me. She loves to see me blush and writhe under her, that much I know by now. As my breath goes harder, I feel the shame of being used like this in public mix with the shame of not being an anatomically correct female. I feel I'm being trained into connecting pure bliss only with being as feminine as possible helping me to shed of the vestiges of masculinity left in me.
And I love it! Caleb must learn he is the past, my - dick inferior in all aspects in my new female form. For Chloe to be able to bloom. I look at Kayla. I am So lucky to have a boyfriend who takes such good care of me.
I wince louder, as her hand slides into my tight pants, making Mr. Weaver turn around from the board and look at me.
"Everything alright Chloe? You look a littler feverish."
I must be red like a fire hydrant.
"I... fine, Sir. Thanks. Just... a little... uhm..."
"Not Women's problem already, is it? Your time of the month?"
The giggles and chuckles from behind me in eh classroom, now turn into a short burst of laughter. And I shake my head.
"No, Sir."
"Uh-uh. Well. Let me know if you need to go to the nurse or the restroom."
I nod and he turns back around. Mercifully. Kayla smiles. Letting her hand rest in my pants, rubbing me through nothing but the very sheer fabric, doesn't move it for a while, until our classmates' attention turns away from us again. Then she does begin again in earnest.
"You better behave yourself, baby-girl!"
I clench my teeth and close my eyes and suppress any sound my body tries to make as her hand slides into my soft, silky panties and grabs my little di... my big clit. She begins to gently jerk it off - it actually all vanishes in her hand so there's not any room for up and down movement and the tight pants resist that any way, so she really only is grabbing, tight, then releasing her pressure, grabbing tight again. I imagine this is what i must feel like to be inside a pussy. In a way. Probably not a sensation I'll get to experience any time soon. Not even sure I was up to it... I feel my balls contract, my clit twitch after less than a minute. Not sure if I want to try to suppress it -- lasting longer is not exactly a plus in Kayla's book. And while it would spare me the humiliation of coming in class, I'm quite -- I am Very sure I won't be able to hold back long enough to achieve that, anyway. So I let go, press a hand on my mouth to mute my moan and come in my soft panties. Again a look from our teacher that I reply with a shake of my head, as he frowns and turns around again.
"My little fat shooter."
Kayla chuckles into my ear.
"I'm sor..."
"I told you, don't apologize for it. You may assume when I want to focus my attention on your clit, I want yo to be quick as you were as a boy. We'll safe some more for later."
Kayla smiles as she pulls her hand out of my pants, looks at it, sticky with white goo, then presses her fingers against my lips. I open my lips slowly and let her in, licking off my own come from her fingers.
"Good girl. I won't do your clean up for you, don't even think about that, so you better get used to this when you make a mess like a boy..."
I nod, licking her fingers with my salty, bitter taste. Until she's satisfied, then puts her clean hand on my thigh and turns her attention to the front of the room.
My clit shrinks in my panties sticking to their soft fabric now with jizz. Well that is... awkward. Not sure what to do about it, Kayla surely isn't willing to let me get up and take up on Mr Weaver's offer to go to the restroom. So I stay. Sitting here in a mood of post orgasmic fatigue - this kind of climax really is a mess, isn't it? Short, fast, tiring, and dirty. I long back for the bliss and seemingly endless waves of pleasure Kayla gave me when fucking my ass. So much better. The thought, that would have been unimaginable some days ago fortifies itself in my head -- if I had the choice I'd take being fucked in the ass over having my co... clitoris masturbated any time. I blush and take a deep breath. That thought definitely makes me feel more feminine!
The class seems clueless, my discomfort of sitting in my own cum increasing, yet at the same time just feeling my boyfriend's hand on my leg the whole time is heavenly. Totally worth it, but eventually it ends. And I really, REALLY hope Kayla, lets me...
"Time to take care of your little accident, isn't, girlfriend?"
I nod, eternally grateful for her compassion and understanding I follow her into the ladies room one more time.
Which isn't empty this time. Two girls from our grade I only know from sight stand in front of the mirrors, apparently fixing their make up -- they stare at us, then giggle. I freeze in the door but Kayla just grins and pulls me in.
"Don't mind us, girls, my girlfriend just had a little accident in class we need to take care of."
"Girlfriend, huh?"
One of them raises an eyebrow. The other whispers into her ear, making both giggle
"Haven't you heard yet?"
The second one grins at me.
"Someone liked the Prom gender bender theme so much that he..."
Kayla clears her throat.
"She!"
The girl giggles.
"...she chose to become one of us."
I consider objecting. Saying I chose it sounds wrong. Being a girl chose me. Long ago, but I keep my mouth shut for now.
The other one nods with a grunt.
"Can't blame her. So you got yourself a new girlfriend or what, K?"
Kayla grins back.
"So it seems."
"You know I'd have taken you back in a heartbeat, yeah?"
She winks at my boyfriend and I gasp. Kayla had girlfriends? Real girls? She hasn't talked about her past love life to me, yet. It - kinda makes sense I guess, I Have seen her with boys in the past though, so she's... clearly... Well of course she is, she's making the effort to turn me into a girl. If she was Just into girls, a woman like her would have the choice among so many, as this encounter proves. And if she was just into boys - every single boy I know would gladly be in my place. Well. Maybe if it wasn't for the changes I went through for it. Or maybe... she very much enjoyed accompanying me during the process so far, but maybe she just likes - me? For being me? My head is spinning.
I can't suppress a smile remembering how she fucked me. As I stare at my boyfriend she smirks back at her... ex?
"It was fun wasn't it, Madison? But you're the one who didn't want to come out of the closet which I hear is not a problem anymore, huh? I'm happy for you two."
She winks at the other girl. Oh. Her ex's new one? This is... complex. And for some reason -- totally not awkward. I cannot imagine this playing out like this with a boy involved. There seems to be no jealousy here. Girls are so cool. Well, OK, probably not All relationships without boys are This smooth, but still. A boy would 100 percent manage to disrupt this shit and make it all about him.
I'm not sure I'm up to this level of maturity yet. Just glad I have a boyfriend to guide me.
"So... accident?"
Kayla chuckles.
"I'm teaching Chloe here to be more -- in tune with her feminine side. Particularly when it comes to control over her body. But in some ways she's sill... Such a boy. You just breathe at their little genitals the right way and..."
Smiling, she pulls down my pants. I jump try to cover myself in front of the other girls but Kayla hugs me. Both laugh out loud at the sight of my cum stained feminine panties.
"She came in her pants? That's So very much like a boy!"
"I know - I was just teasing her a little. And all of a sudden..."
I close my eyes, my face burns with humiliation as the girls talk about me.
"That's really not at all what you'd want from a girlfriend, is it?"
Madison looks me up and down and Kayla grins.
"Oh, I've trained her to be more - patient in many ways. She's a good girl, really. She tries really hard. And she's a very -- Very good lover when I let her service me in more - feminine ways. Old Caleb - and the little that's left of him -- may have been a dud in the sack, but new Chloe Is worth my time."
She kisses my cheek. And I feel a weight fall from my chest into my balls.
"Hm..."
Madison's smile becomes softer.
"I'm sure he... she has qualities that balance..."
With a look down to my soiled panties.
"I know you well enough to know you wouldn't waste your time with a boy so undisciplined if he wasn't a better woman."
She moves a step closer and strokes my cheek.
"You're a lucky girl, Chloe. I hope you know that. K is an absolute treat, I learned so much from her."
"You sure did", Madison's new girlfriend giggles behind her.
"If you hurt my ex, I'll have to hurt you."
I gasp and stare at the tall girl in front of me. Who holds her gaze for a few second then laughs.
"Just kidding."
She slaps my cheek softly.
"If you hurt Kayla she'll take care of you herself perfectly well, little girl."
Kayla nods at her appreciatively.
"Wanna team up and help me out, here?"
Madison snorts.
"Clean up a naughty boy? You know I don't touch dicks anymore."
"Girl. So it's not really a dick, is it, Chloe?"
She looks at me expectantly. I I take a deep breath.
"It's my clit!"
That catches Madison by surprise and makes her burst out laughing.
"That small?"
Kayla nods.
"Well, now I'm curious. How about you, Kimmy? You have more experiences with dick before I turned you..."
Her girlfriend, a petite Asian, makes a face.
"Ugh! Yeah, more than enough for a lifetime. It better be a nice little clit if I even have to look at it!"
With a grin, Kayla pulls down my pretty panties and the other girls stare at me, then chuckle.
"Yeah, OK... small enough. Don't you think, Kimmy?"
The Asian girl smirks.
"Well. A bit bigger than any clit I know, but I agree. Definitely to small to be called a cock. Nothing to worry about. Cute, really. A kawaii dicky."
She giggles, making me blush -- surprised at myself that the feeling inside me can mostly be called as pride and not shame at this description. It makes me feel less boyish, more girly. And everything that achieves that raises my mood by now.
"But I'm Not touching it, either way!"
"I'll take care of that."
Kayla pushes me over to the washing basin and turns on the water -- warm, thankfully, beginning to clean my clit with her soft hand.
"Hm. Such a messy girl. A real squirter."
The other two chuckle and I just breath in deeply -- thankfully, so shortly after coming, I wouldn't be able to grow another boner if I wanted to. Which I don't, clearly nobody here wants to see my clit getting hard again.
Eventually Kayla wipes of my clit with some paper towels and smiles at me.
"There we go. Squeaky clean. But you need to remind me to teach to behave yourself, little one. People will think my girlfriend is a slut, if they hear about this."
I freeze, my heart pounding. Will they? I look over to the two girls, whispering and giggling... Yeah. They might.
Kayla makes me take off my shorts and panties that are pooled around my ankles, picks up the underwear and holds it up.
"Hm. If we wash that now, its gonna be wet for hours. You'll catch a cold. Can't have you wear this sticky thing either, though. Guess you gotta go commando, huh? I bet you're glad you didn't pick one of your new dresses or skirts."
She makes me get into my hot pants again and pulls them up, rolls my soiled panties into a bunch and drops them into my new pink backpack.
"I'm sure your Mom will know how to clean those."
She grins at me, seeing me flush red hot at the thought of my Mom getting her hands on those.
"Ha. Or well.. ask your sister, but at least to That. I bet you haven't touched your washing machine -- ever as a boy and those are not easy to care for, you need a woman's advice. At least at first. I don't what you to ruin your expensive new undies."
I nod.
"I'll ask Emily."
"Good. That'll do. Now..."
She sighs,
"We've already wasted half of lunch break because of you and I'm hungry. I bet you're hungry, baby-girl. Exciting day, after all."
She puts an arm around my waist, with her ex and her ex's new girlfriend we leave the ladies room down the hall towards the cafeteria. I don't notice many looks upon us - me - this time. Unsure whether I just don't notice it because I feel so much more at ease with myself or if really fewer people notice me as part of a group of girls that I blend into? Do I? I walk between Kayla and Madison, Kayla's hand touching my ass, and Madison also hugging my waist. Kayla notices and smiles at me, and at her ex. They really seem good friends, there's no resentment, no jealously I can sense in Madison regarding Kayla's new girlfriend. Me. Is this how girl cliques are? I couldn't imagine being so close to any of my male friends honestly - not physically, not emotionally - as I already am to the girls I hardly know. Especially not if there's a situation with a relationship involved. Surly not all girls can be this perfectly mature and sexually confident. My boyfriend is special.
Well, she definitely is, but maybe even more than I imagined. I am so lucky to be in her care -- not just do I find myself in ways I could have never imaged, I do so under the best guidance I could dream of.
As we enter the cafeteria, Madison kisses Kayla goodbye -- on the lips, and me too -- on the cheek. And pats my ass. She's not a part of Kayla innermost circle, it seems, but she does hold a special place in my boyfriend's heart. Kayla and her ex are definitely still very good friends. I blush as I imagine this kind of special intimacy -- kisses - with any of my friends when I was a boy. Unthinkable. But it feels so nice. So kind. And I feel so loved.
Talking about my former friends.... as Madison and Kim leave us, I spot some of them, sitting together. I wonder if the gossip about me that has apparently made its way all around our school has made it to...
Tommy looks up, his eyes finding me and he nudges Billy in the side. They and Freddy look at me - surprised, but not shocked. It seems they are not totally unprepared for what they see. Just the actual extent of their former buddy's change. They definitely heard. But they probably also didn't believe it. Well. They do now.
Kayla notices me looking at them.
"Your friends?"
I nod. We haven't talked about my friends at all - not even when she introduced me to her friend group which worked so smoothly I still can hardly believe it.
I realize not having spent a single thought about the boys the last days. I didn't miss any of them over what append to me. I never stopped to think what their opinion about it may be. Didn't speak a word with them at the prom, either. Didn't even see them - they didn't come to me either, while the spotlight was all on my new me, becoming prom queen. They must have been hiding.



I'm beginning to realize that calling them friends may be a bit of a stretch. We hung out. Buddies. Sure. That's about it. If I really had friends, I surely would have called them during my development in the last days, wouldn't I?
Instead I went to my sister and that's it. Other than her, I fully relied on my new boyfriend. I already feel closer to Pam and Sam and Selena and Jimena. My new friend group. Who I feel can become true friends Really soon.
"Wanna go talk to them?"
I begin to shake my head, then feel her hand slap my butt.
"Yes. You do. Trust me. Rip that band aid off. You made such good progress standing up to that bully Josh and being yourself in class!"
"You stood up to Josh. And I couldn't be me without..."
I look up into her eyes and see her smile.
"Well, I'm here, now too, baby. You gotta talk to them eventually."
I nod. Take a deep breath. As I walk towards them I become more aware than ever today of the way I walk -- the way I learned to talk like a girl from Kayla just yesterday. Swing my hips, one foot in front of the other. I smile and emphasize that even more as I approach my friends' table. Let them see me. All of me. Let's see what they have to say about Chloe.
"Hey, guys."
I position myself in front of their table, my insides a mush, my knees melting, but I feel Kayla's presence right behind me and I'm quite firm on the outside. I exude a confidence I definitely don't feel.
"Uh... Hey?"
Tommy looks up, always the leader. The other two mumble what might be interpreted as a greeting.
"You... uh... you missed game night... "
I blink. I did. Hadn't even thought of that.
"Uh... yeah... sorry. Busy day yesterday.."
He looks me up and down and frowns.
"I can see that..."
He takes a bite of his food, clearly to gain time unsure what to say. Billy steps in.
"You looked -- kinda great as prom Queen!"
I feel the blood rush into my head.
"Thanks..."
The other two stare at him
"What the fuck, Billy?"
"What? He did. Slave Princess. Cool outfit."
"Not for a boy, it ain't!"
"Just saying. He didn't look too..."
"Oh, shut up!"
Freddy snaps and looks at me.
"So what, are you gay now, or what?"
The heat in am face intensifies, but not out of pride any more.
"I..."
I may have a boyfriend, but under the special circumstances, that doesn't... Kayla takes a step forward to my side. Kisses my neck. My former buddies' mouths fall open.
"She..."
I gulp. I hadn't dared to correct them on my pronoun yet. Guess I won't have to.
"... is my girlfriend now. Being a girl herself, that technically may makes her gay, but I know exactly how you three look at me when you think I'm not noticing - your buddy has hit the jackpot, don't ya think?"
They keep their mouths open, their eyes moving from my boyfriend to me.
"And all she had to do was be a god girl for a night, and then tune back his toxic masculinity to a level where a woman might actually want to be with her."
She winks at them, takes my head and kisses me right on the lips, tongue and all. As she lets go of me and smiles at the three puts a hand on my butt and leads me off.
"Duuude! He kissed Kayla!!"
"He's dressed like a fa..."
"Hey! You know my bother's gay, I told you, don't use that word again!"
"F... fem-boy. I was gonna to say fem-boy""
"Sure you were. Since when yo you know that much about fem-boys anyway, Tommy? Been doing some research online?"
"Shut the fuck up, Billy!"
"Dude! He. Is. Kayla's. Boyfriend. KAYLA!"
"Hardly 'Boyfriend!*
"Whatever! You think she let's him get to second base already?"
I can't help but giggle, loudly. We've been to fifth base on night one. Her cock in my ass making me come harder than ever before after I gave her the blowjob of a lifetime are bases those three probably can't even imagine.
I hear them continue to bicker as I follow Kayla and feel her breath on my neck.
"Don't worry, you don't need them, baby-girl Ever again."
"Well. Sure... I guess."
She looks at me.
"What's up?"
"I... missed game night. I love gaming. Don't get me wrong - speeding the days with you, was so much better...."
She smiles at me.
"I'm a gamer. So are my girls. More or less."
"You are?"
She sighs.
"If you say anything about girl gamers, I'm gonna have to slap you. You're one, too now!"
"I didn't... I don't have a problem with girl gamers. Never did."
"Good to hear that. Now don't tell me you think you'll miss playing with - those guys?"
I turn my head, look around and hear her sigh again. She can read my mind.
"I didn't get the impression you're really very close to your - friends over there, given how they reacted to your decision, but if you want to stay in contact you can do that, I'd never tell you who to befriend. But I recommend you speak to them individually. Males in groups are about the most irrational, unreasonable thing in the universe. If we speak with them under six eyes, they may be a little less -- inclined to play tough for you. Maybe start with this Billy guy. He seems - the least douchy."
"You'd let me see them?"
"I'm your boyfriend, not your Mom. You can pick your own friends, but I hope you develop higher standards once you learn how worthy you are of Real friends. Like your new ones. Who also love video games."
Gratefully leaving the bickering behind I follow Kayla to the counter to get our lunch.
"And who's that pretty one? I've never seen you here before, have I girly? I know all the pretty students..."
The lunch guy -- a really old dude, at least forty -- appraises me, almost undressing me whit his eyes. I never noticed him much beyond being a food dispenser, and I don't think he ever took notice of me. He clearly hasn't recognized me as the a guy who has been here every noon for years now. Speechless I stare at him, then at Kayla.
"Just ignore him, babe, he's just a creep. He talks like that to all the girls. Well, mostly just the pretty ones like you."
The creep grins as my boyfriend rolls her eyes and sticks out her tongue at him. I am honestly totally shook. No idea how to react to this. As we move away, I very much feel his eyes following us, burning holes into my hot pants clad ass.
"Is... is he really like that -- all the time? That's... I had no idea we have a creepy old perv in our cafeteria..."
She sighs.
"Of course it's nothing a boy worries about, huh? Or even cares about. Sure there have been complaints. But I guess it helps he's kinda cute, don't you think? For an old dude..."
I look over my shoulder. His eyes still follow us, while serving food to the next in line.
"Yeah. Kinda... I guess..."
Wait -- he's a man, I don't know if he's... do I? I shake my head and look back at Kayla.
"Cute or not, that's not OK!"
"Right answer. Glad to have you on our side in this now, girlfriend."
She kisses my cheek and I blush.
"But you gotta learn when to fight a fight and when to let go. You're hot girl now, you'll have guys leering at you all the time. And I mean All the time. The less of them recognize you as the boy they think you were, the more there will be. That's what men are. Creepy, dirty perverts, all of them."
I blush, still feeling a pang of shame for my - former fellow males. A minor pang. I still feel slightly responsible, but not guilty for it. Not a man anymore, after all.
"As long as it gets us extra dessert, we let him stare. If that's all he does. The moment he went any further with any of us girls, he'd be a goner. He knows that. He keeps his male urges in check."
"Extra..."
I look down to my tray, to the two dishes of jello.
"Huh..."
Kayla winks at me.
"Remember that -- we can't change males..."
She giggles...
"Not unless they weren't males in the first place, like you, baby..."
I blush.
"They're primitive and stubborn. So to stay in charge we have to use their weaknesses - their many weaknesses - against them. Let them have their small kicks from lurking while also letting them know we're in charge of what they get to see and do. They may tell themselves they're the big dick guy in control, but deep inside the know who runs the show."
I giggle, taking in another lesson about being a girl from my boyfriend, eagerly, as we move towards the table with her -- our -- girl clique. And I cannot deny I feel So much more relaxed around them, their faces open, smiling at us, kind and accepting while still being able to make out the bickering of my old gang in the background.
"Girls -- did you know Chloe's a gamer?"
"Cool!"
Jimena smiles at me.
"What are you playing?"
I sit down, emerged in the conversation before I even fully arrived here. Not a moment of hesitation, no checking me out again. no attempts to marking territories as with my male buddies. Immediately I am a part of the group, involved in the conversation, about games first, then about my clothes, and makeup, making me blush, glow with pride and exhilaration. I get comments in masses and the chance to gush about my female experiences -- my day with Kayla, which my new friends receive with giggles and knowing looks. Especially the part in the changing rooms when we were alone and how I got my massage in the spa.
I hesitate not for second to talk about any of that, our most intimate moments. Kayla smiles and nods, approving. I would have stopped at once if I had seen signs that she feels I overshare, but she does not seem to. I would never - ever - have dreamed of talking like this to my buddies as a boy. Not that I had anything like this to share. Ever. I would have bragged about a date, if I had had one, likely lied about being on top and doing her hard. Telling them openly about modelling in front of my boyfriend and eating her out, getting a prostate massage and an anal orgasm in a beauty parlor - not in a million years. Now, here with the girls... It's normal. Perfectly OK. Girl talk. Not sure if that really is how all girls talk or just a side effect of Kayla's and my - kinda special relationship, but either way, it feels perfectly natural to me. To my boyfriend, to the other girls.
Kayla's hand rest on my thigh all the time and she kisses me - passionate, again and again. Such public display of affection would have made me cringe as a boy. I feel perfectly treated. Appreciated. Loved by my new boyfriend.
Lunch break goes by in heartbeat. My di... clit has gotten hard, I now notice - talking about Kayla and feeling her hot breath on my skin and her hand on my hot pants brings that out in me. Thankfully it is small enough that no one notices it when we stand up - or doesn't mention it, not to embarrass the new girl....
I calm my breathing, and manage to feel less embarrassed when I reach the changing rooms, dragged by Kayla. Next class is PE. I gulp, my eyes widen as she pulls me towards the ladies changing room. Sure. Not surprised, really. No big deal. I'm a girl!
I freeze again as Kayla opens the door and high pitched cries and laughter erupt from the locker room. I breath in deep and take a step into the next phase of my new life.
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As the bell rings, Alex jumps. He has been nervous all day, and Tina chuckles watching him run to the door. Sandrine smiles warmly, she always loves seeing her son this exited.
It's been a week since Tina met her new friend Brianna and her boy-toy at the ComicCon. They had liked each other immediately -- and over the course of the first night together, Alex has formed a connection with Bruno he never knew with any other man. He has confessed these feelings to Tina and she has smiled at that knowingly. She had never seen this in a man, but she heard about it. Emotionally stunted as men are, this is apparently one of the deepest connections they can form with one another.
Sandrine has confirmed that when they discussed it with her later. She had experienced similar bonds between her boy-toys and other men in the past, if only rarely. It is not even remotely comparable to any bond women have with each other, of course - not as strong and it usually doesn't even last very long. Sandrine is certain men really are unable of building strong, lasting bonds to anyone but the women claiming them. None worth following up on, that is.
Which makes this Bruno an ideal candidate for what the two women have planned for a while now. The time has come for little Alex to take one big step from boy to man.
They haven't asked Alex, of course, nor did they actually even inform him about their plans. But for a man, Alex is pretty smart. He has been picking up on signals -- it's been a topic between Tina and Brianna in their first night together after all and when Tina informed him that they have a proper date with the two -- even more so, in the presence of his mother, Alex understood what this very likely meant. He has been looking forward to this moment as much as he was anxious about it.
He is wearing a short lose sundress -- it feels a bit weird wearing clothes at home. He is usually naked here, and in front of his mother rarely ever wears traditionally male clothes like dresses or skirts. But they all agreed this is a proper date, despite taking place at home, so it is appropriate to dress up. And Sandrine has grudgingly agreed to let Tina pick the outfit. Which naturally resulted in this one.
Tina and Sandrine wear more or less causal outfits: jeans, dress shirts -- not too formal for a dinner at home, but enough to acknowledge they have guests.
Brianna enters the room, commanding commandeering it at once. Tall, bald and muscular she is a sight to behold - dressed tonight in tight pants and a tight t-shirt, hugging her small breasts as much as her firm abs. Bruno is by her side, in more modern clothes than Alex -- tight short pants, a crop top, all white, contrasting his dark skin.
As is the custom, the women greet each other first, kissing, hugging, letting the men wait until they are done. Then Bruno and Alex get to exchange a welcome hug, Bruno planting a kiss on the other boy's lips that surprise Alex only a little -- not their first kiss, after all and Brianna clearly likes to see her boy initiate contacts like this. Alex feels the taller boy's hand wander down his back, firmly grabbing his ass, a lot more daring than the fist time they shared a kiss a week ago. Whether he got the expressed permission from his custodian to tease his new friend or whether the bonding experience the toy-boys shared being used by the other's mistress together made Bruno more confident, Alex doesn't know. Nor does he care, he enjoys the firm hand of the other man grabbing his cheek.
The meal is ready in the oven. Björn, member of the outer circle of Sandrine's household has prepared it all day long as by Sandrine's order and only left a few minutes ago to leave the head of the household, her son, the newest member of the family and their esteemed guest and her boy alone.
They settle down, Sandrine at the head of the table, Brianna and Tina next to her, the boys next to their ladies. The women fill their plates and glasses first, the men patiently waiting for their turn, keeping quite after the conversation starts unless they're addressed. Men are to be seen, not heard.
"So -- Brianna. I've heard so many good things about you and your little man. My boy and his lady truly like you two."
The tall, bald woman smiles.
"Glad to hear that, I like them too. You have a very nice son, Sandy. Well trained and talented. And you're lucky to have a fine woman like Tina join your family."
Sandrine nods.
"I am indeed. So -- tell me a little about yourself. How did you find this -- excellent specimen of a boy? Did you know his mother?"
Brianna shakes his head.
"Never met her. She made him move out as soon as he turned 18. Didn't care much for mating with him, either. I must say... Not a fan of traditional family values, that woman. Never understood these modern women with this attitude, really. I mean, our whole society, the peace and harmony we live in is to no small part based on all males learning from early on how to behave, how to comply, how to respect women and service them. Who better to teach them but their mother?"
Sandy nods, her warm eyes on her own, well trained son.
"I consider myself a modern woman, too, but I agree. Some core values are so intrinsical to a well organized, matriarchal society and the bond between mother and son should always be one. I'm glad you hand that value down to Bruno if his own mother didn't..."
Brianna chuckles, then nods.
Alex gulps, looking at his mother. He loves her so much, loves servicing her. Tina has taken over the place of first lady in his heart and loins sneakily, but his mother will always be his first, very special love. He can't imagine growing up like...
"When I found him, I actually had to arrest him."
Brianna chuckles.
"Oh? So you're a..."
"Public Order Officer. Not as flashy and glamorous as your career, Sandy..."
"Oh, please. I have the greatest respect for you. Thankfully our society is at core peaceful and harmonious, but to keep the little pools of disorder from making bigger waves and disturbing peace is SO much more important than reading the news every night or managing a media company."
Brianna smiles and nods. Not an uncommon praise - everyone loves POO's, in this society's just and fair system, their service is most appreciated, and deserving all of the praise. Being female, the risk of them abusing their powers is virtually non existent.
"Thanks. Anyway, the first time I met the little man, just a few weeks after he moved out from home, he was loitering in the park, staring at women, making them uncomfortable. I took him in and he served his community service. Then again, few weeks after that. He made trouble in the same park again, again staring at women. Only this time he also refused to apologize to one who confronted him about it."
Alex looks at the black man with wides eyes. The though of disobeying a woman... Sandrine chuckles.
"A little firebrand, were you, Bruno?"
"I... yes, Ms. Sandrine..."
Brianna joins the older woman's laughs.
"Mostly his mother's fault. We don't get many misbehaved males, but if so, their training went badly from an early age. Thank the Goddesses, a well working matriarchy has ways of catching every boy who falls through the grit and taming him. For his second offence, with no legal female guardian, he'd have gone to re-education camp for a while until a new custodian could be found for him. Works every time, but of course it's not ideal - throws a boy's development back and slows him down in becoming a useful male to the matriarchy. I saw something in him, tough. I found it pretty obvious what he was missing, so I applied to the Arbitrator to be allowed to train him myself. As an officer of the law, I'm entitled to do that for every unappropriated male."
Sandrine nods.
"Seems like it worked. Looking at him today, It's hard to imagine him as a troublemaker."
"It took a little while, but not too long. It was obviously he needed a strong female hand to guide him, one that his mother couldn't provide even when he was still with her. When he got a woman in his life taking the reigns, he quickly became a very, very good boy!"
She pats his had, making him lower his eyes. Even under his deep black skin, Alex thinks he can see the other boy blush.
"You're his official custodian?"
"His legal guardian, actually. In absence of his mother, adopting him was easy."
"Really?"
Tina chuckles.
"You mean you're legally Bruno's Mommy, Bri?"
Brianna looks at her with a frown.
"Technically, but don't even think of calling me that. Even Bruno only gets to to that in bed. I just adopted him for practical reasons. A guardian has a level of control over a male a custodian doesn't, after all! I'm not old enough to be an adult man's actual mother!"
She clears her throat, looking at Sandrine.
"I mean.. no offence, you're not..."
Sandy laughs.
"None taken. Relax. Sometimes I find it hard to believe my little boy is already old enough for me to have made him a man, myself. I'm very, very proud that I did, but I envy you a little. Having an adult quasi son at your age..."
"31."
"...must have its perks."
Brianna looks the her.
"You make it sound like you're an old woman."
"I'm approaching the big 5..."
"Not even time for a midlife crisis, with today's live expectancies. And you're really beautiful."
Sandrine smiles warmly at their guest, she is used to compliments, but she always gives the impression of having just gotten her first. It is a totally justified one, though. Of course Alex is everything but objective, but everyone agrees, his Mom doesn't look her age.
"Thank you you, you're too kind."
She pours another glass of the deep red wine to the bald woman and the talk continues. It's mostly adult topics, mature, deep, what women talk about. Alex's mind wanders quickly, he never can follow the talks of women for long.
Trying not to stare, he assesses the boy across the table. His even, pretty, dark face, the broad chest filling his tight top. He feels his cock twitch, musing over him and again cannot help but confirm his mother's theory about every man being inherently bi. When Bruno catches him looking and smiles, his dick goes from twitching to growing fully erect under his lose dress.
When dinner is done, the bottles of wine emptied - only by the women, Sandrine is not an advocate of males drinking alcohol and Brianna adheres to the unspoken rule in this household, so they both got milk for dinner -- the conversation turns - raunchier. That, too is quite common in women's group talks -- males make an excellent topic.
"He really is, isn't he?"
Sandrine chuckles with a look to her son.
"He kept comparing his little dick ALL the time, no matter how often I assured him women like a small cock just as much, if not more. But you know boys. SO obsessed with superficiality and so pointlessly competitive. But I think he settled into being what he is - haven't you, Lexi?"
Alex nods, glad he kept up with the conversation in the last minutes.
"Yes, Mom. I really like my small dick."
The boy's Mom smiles, the snickers.
"Good boy. May have something to do with young Tina liking the little one the way it is, too, huh?"
Alex blushes, glad she goes on talking to Ms. Brianna.
"I hear your Bruno is a bit bigger endowed?"
Brianna nods.
"Not huge -- I've had bigger, but quite hefty, yeah. Wanna see?"
Sandy nods.
"Of course."
Without being told to, Bruno stands up and drops his pants -- his cock, almost ebony black and uncircumcised stands half erect. Alex hasn't gotten a good look at it on their first night, but he estimates it doesn't quite reach 20 centimetres when fully hard. But it's close. And it IS thick, the boy's guardian didn't oversell it.
"Nice."
Sandrine strokes it, making to twitch.
"It really is, isn't it?"
Tina smiles and waves him to her side of the table.
"I really like black cocks. Aesthetically speaking. It looks like a rod of shiny obsidian."
She licks her lips watching it getting bigger.
"Sorry, Lex, you know I find yours really, really cute, but even if it was this big, it would still look a bit pale and... I don't know. Like an uncooked sausage. I appreciate your other qualities a lot more than a pretty cock, but when it does come to cocks..."
She strokes the black specimen in front of her.
"This one really outshines yours."
Alex gulps down the hot feeling that boils up inside of him. He knows she's right, Tina appreciates other qualities like compliance, eagerness and a talented mouth in a boy much more than cocks, and he knows and cherishes it as her innate female right to look around and pick other men to use for the skills she sees in them that he lacks. Anything that makes her happy is good. Yet, he has to actively fight back the petty male emotion that is his jealousy. Despite that, his cock is throbbing, pulsating under his dress. He is also deeply, thoroughly aroused, seeing his woman enjoying herself is a sight that excites him more than anything.
Brianna smiles.
"Want to start the fun part of the date, Tina?"
The young woman nods with a smile and licks her lips, patting he black rod in front of her again, finally gets up, puts her hand around it and leads the black boy into the hall, to Alex's room. He sighs. Of course whatever the women have planed will take place There.
He had expected to be the prime service male of the evening, but apparently he was wrong. He still has little doubt the women plan to introduce him to the duties of male-on-male-servicing, but apparently -- not right now. Tina seems to have other plans for tonight and the other women follow her lead.
In his room, Tina slips out of her clothes, and lies down on Alex's bed. The older women take seats in his two chairs next to the bed, leaving no more chair for Alex, so he stands in the room awkwardly, unsure what to do. His boner pushes his dress up, making the whole situation no less embarrassing.
Tina pats the side of the bed, looking at her boy-toy.
"Kneel down by the bed, Lex", she orders, ending his insecurity.
Glad to be told what to do, Alex does. She touches his cheek, then turns her eyes to the other boy, standing naked at the foot of the bed, his black, hard rod pointing at her.
With a smile, Tina spreads her legs and looks at Alex kneeling beside his bed as the black man licks his lips, lets his tight shorts drop to the floor and and moves between the pale thighs, his cock, rock hard, diving in between her soft folds in one swift movement. Her soft hands find the way to the black man's firm, toned buttocks, urging him ever deeper.
He groans animalistically and Tina lets out a soft sigh as she closes her eyes.
Alex's cock pulsates with a dull pain that he already feels mixing with the red heat of his arousal. He hates being jealous, knows it's the lowest form of male emotion. Petty, pointless, way above his station as a man. He closes his eyes to fight it back, then opens them again as Tina moans louder. He looks at the black cock penetrating her pussy, slow at first, then faster and harder. He loves the feeling of his lady's wet hot lips around his tiny dick - it of course is one sensation he very rarely ever gets. Almost all the time, when he gets to fuck her, it's with his penis sleeve on, feeling nothing. He knows that kind of serving is worthier, nobler than what Bruno gets to do now. Pleasuring a woman without any consideration for his own needs, altruistically, selflessly. Yet his whole body, most of all his small quivering cock, longs for the feeling of being inside her.
Stop being so egotistic! SHE is enjoying herself. That is all that counts.
"Oh, goddess, that's good", Tina moans.
"Better than rubber... I keep forgetting what a large cock feels like..."
He turns his eyes away from the savage penetration to his custodian's face and feels a warmth that pushes back the raging heat with ease. Her bliss, the joy, the ecstasy on her face. He feels he's calming down. There is nothing more important in the world than that - Tina being happy. He breathes in deeply, the aching in his dick ebbing down slightly. He is still aroused of course but by the sight of her bliss and no longer by the useless, petty dreams of his own.
He puts his hand close to hers -- presumptuous, maybe, but if she feels like it... she looks at him, smiles and takes it, squeezes it hard as the boy between her legs rams his large cock into her, sending waves of bliss through her. With her free hand she takes Bruno's head, pulls him towards her and kisses him passionately, hungrily, but the hand holding Alex's doesn't let got. She may be connected sexually with this stud, but he's still hers.
Eventually he feels her hand grab his tighter, pressing it hard and painfully as her moans turn into groans and screams. He knows this music, loves it more than any other sound and smiles as she comes, bucking under the black man inside her cunt.
He slows down, looks at her, well knowing that his purpose is served and if she is satisfied, this session should be over. Apparently she's not.
She turns around, his cock still inside, goes on all fours -- and looks at Alex.
"Come here sweety, make yourself useful!"
He knows a second man's place in this scenario -- hasn't experienced it himself yet, but it is a part of theoretical training of all males. He wriggles under Tina, his head between her legs, his face right below her pussy as Bruno continues fucking her hard. He kisses the swollen clit, sucks it, then carefully moves his tongue lower. He knows how he is expected to service. Licks her lips, trying to avoid the shaft, unsuccessfully of course, it's too big, too much in motion, so he can't help but also lick along the veiny, black, pulsating shaft.
Eventually he gathers his courage and does what he's here for: bends back his head and kisses the dangling black balls, licks them and takes them in his mouth following his pumping forward-and-backward motion. They are salty, musky, sweaty. An unfamiliar taste -- that make his cock grow harder, he feels. It is a purely physical reaction, proving to him, once and for all, his mother's theory about all men, him I particular, being bisexual, to be true.
He keeps up his efforts, alternating from licking and kissing his lady and her stud until eventually he feels the balls contract inside his mouth, hears Bruno groaning and shouting like an animal and sees his black cock pumping a hot load into Ms. Tina's pussy. As the cock slides out with a moan from both Tina and Bruno, Alex knows what is expected of him without being told. He licks along Tina's wet lips, enters her with his tongue and licks up globs of hot cum dripping out of her.
It's the first semen except his own he ever tastes. It tastes richer - muskier, creamier - better than his own. He smacks his lips and swallows a gob, then goes back to eating out Tina's pussy until he is sure there is nothing more to swallow.



Then he leans his head back. Bruno has been waiting patiently and now smiles down at him. He kisses the glans -- it tastes like Tina's juices, of course, the sweet taste he knows, which makes it a lot easier.
He turns around to his knees and begins taking care of the black, now limp cock in earnest. He has licked and sucked rubber dick before, of course, but his is different. It's hot, he feels the blood pump through it and as - for now - it's flaccid, it is a weird feeling in his mouth as he takes it all in and licks it clean.
The taste of Tina slowly fades as the cleaning turns to a regular blowjob and the black cock turns hard in his wet moth.
He takes deep breath. No way back, the women wish it. Tina has joined the other two and giggles as the watches him devour his first real cock.
He lets his tongue play over it as he swallows it, deep, all the way in -- deepthroating is no problem, he has practised with his mother's and Ms. Tina's strap-ons to expertise - it's actually easier, the soft flesh around the hard cock makes it go down like his mouth is made for nothing else. He doesn't gag as the feels his nose touch the black, clean shaved skin, Bruno's hand holding his head, pulling him in and forcing the rhythm on him Bruno likes.
Alex's eyes water, but he finds it easy to adapt, his whole body succumbs to the sensation of being a cocksucker easily. Tina and his mother look at each other knowingly. They have observed this state on him - oral services to them makes him look similar. It is a trance state, his body taking over. He's a natural. Made for this like he is made fore licking pussy. The two women smile - very pleased with their boy-toy.
Eventually a command from his mother shakes him out of his suck-trance. He lets go of the hard cock and lies down on his back, spreading his legs. The black man moves between them, like he did with Tina, the same grin on his face. He takes the white boy's legs, lifts them up, puts them on his shoulder, elevating Alex's ass above the mattress and grabbing his thighs as he pulls him towards himself. Alex's dress slides up over his belly and chest as Bruno places his big cock-head against the pale ass, parts the cheeks and with one swift motion enters his black rod into the squealing boy's rectum.
This feeling Alex theoretically knows -- it shouldn't be that much different from the strap-ons the women in his life fuck him with. He is grateful for the training he has gotten, his asshole opens willingly and welcomes the hard cock inside. But it does feel different -- it's hot, throbbing with the blood flowing through it, the flesh of the head rubbing against his sensitive insides. It's a unlike any a rubber cock, Ms. Tina was definitely right.
He can't help but groan, exited, his head falling back onto the pillows. He looks up into the other boy's eyes as he licks his lips, groans. The sweat drips off of him down to Alex as he penetrates the tight asshole faster and faster, making the white boy twist and turn in his firm grip around his thighs. The whole time the two boys never break eye contact. Between all the excitement and the waves of pleasure Alex experiences that bond between them, formed in their first act of being used by their two ladies together. Thy hardly exchanged a word tonight, just looked at each other, from across the table. He doesn't know much about Bruno and gathers he may never find out much more. They're just men, they're not made for deep emotional conversations or true friendship. This - this is the closet two men can ever connect. For the pleasure of women, performing the ultimate act of union.
He grabs the mattress and feels his dick, now hard but still tiny, twitch and his balls contract. Bruno hasn't been fucking him for long yet, but stamina has never been his strength. He knows it, he knows the women watching them know it and feels no need to act tough. He screams, squeals a high pitched squeak and lets go, shooting watery cum out of his tiny dick onto his flat belly. It runs down, leaving a thin trace, staining his rolled up dress, as Bruno keeps fucking his pucker. No need to stop after THIS sex partner comes, Alex is just a man, Bruno's pleasure is not inferno to his. The black cock keeps penetrating his tight rectum and Alex gives in to the rhythm. Now less distracted by his own excitement as his flaccid cock flaps around, he is able to take in his surroundings. The women sitting next to he bed -- Tina on the armrest of Sandrine's chair - have all undressed and started masturbating - leisurely, gently. They enjoy the show a lot, but don't feel the urge need to make themselves come. He knows that mood. They're the entertainment for women.
He grabs Bruno's ass cheeks - they're hard like rocks, Brianna makes him work out, Alex is certain - and pulls the black boy deep into him. Bruno leans down, kissing him, his tongue exploring the white boy's mouth passionately -- it's almost as arousing as woman's kiss, intimate in a way the mere ass-fucking didn't manage to be.
Finally - after what feels like an eternity -- Bruno surely has more endurance than he does, he never came twice in such a short time in his whole life - Alex feels the hard huge pole inside his ass twitch, hears Bruno grunt, sees his face contort, sweat dripping from his face down on Alex as he shoots his thick, creamy semen into the white boy's rectum, then collapses onto him.
They lie there for a few moments, Alex smelling the sweaty, musky aroma of the back boy as the cock inside him shrivels and pulls out. He feels the hot semen inside him, the unfamiliar feeling arousing.
Eventually the mattress moves as the women join them on the bed. Brianna pasts her boy's head, Sandrine and Tina kneel next to Alex's face, kissing him softly and lovingly.
"Such a good little boy!"
His mother whispers into his ear as Tina pats his tummy and picks up some of his watery cum to put it in his mouth, smiling. Alex blushes -- she rarely does this, she knows he doesn't like the taste. It's easy to see she does it as a reward for him, anyway.
For some minutes the four huddle together in Alex's small bed, stroking, petting, kissing each other. Then at the proposal of Sandrine, they change rooms, into her bedroom with its much larger Queen size bed -- with a small detour through the kitchen for some snacks and drinks for the boys, they're sweaty, already wasted and it's going to be a long night.
Brianna, being the honoured guest gets to make a wish how to continue the night after its primary purpose of breaking in Alex is completed. Without hesitating she grabs Alex and pulls him towards her.
"You'll give me another proof an of your magic tongue, little man."
Alex blushes -- he loves hearing compliments about his skills which happens repeatedly in recent time. He blushes even more - harder than ever in his life it feels - when Brianna addresses Bruno.
"And I want you to watch and learn. He can teach you a thing or two. Or three."
Alex's chest swells with pride - he only half-heartedly tries to fight that back - another base male emotion, useless for his duties. But he can't help it -- he has by now more or less understood his oral skills are above average of most men -- far above, even, maybe. But hearing Brianna order Bruno -- the man he tried not to envy all night - for the size of his cock, for being allowed to breed Ms. Tina -- to learn from Him. The evening was great -- he loved getting fucked in the ass by a man, he has to admit to himself, but this - This is better than anything, he finds.
Oral services is The most noble form of male servitude. Fully altruistic, no care for the man's own interests, nothing but giving a woman joy. He knows that in his head, but now -- it also penetrates his body. His cock swells with pride, his heart feels warmer -- this is what's important in a man's life. Bruno's big cock penetrating Ms. Tina's tight wet pussy was obviously nice for her, an experience she enjoyed. And Alex is happy she did. But This is what counts. He is better at this than Bruno. Better than most men. This is what he is. His purpose in this society of women. No cock, no matter how big is more important in serving than his tongue!
"Stop dreaming and get to work!"
His mother's strict voice brings Alex back down to Earth. He flushes deep red, aware of the feeling of pride he just let pass through his mind. He lowers his eyes, deeply aware of what a petty, boyish, base male emotion that is. He serves. It's his place in life as a man. That he is good at it doesn't make him any better than Bruno or any other man.
"Yes, Ma'am!"
His mother raises and eyebrow and grins at the formal address. She's well aware he usually uses that when he feels guilty about something. And he is sure she knows him well enough to know why. She playfully slaps his butt-cheek as he diligently goes down between the Brianna's muscular thighs -- her pubic hair neatly trimmed into a triangle - and begins to kiss her clitoris, engorged and throbbing. Bruno kneels beside them, hand on his thighs, all his attention focused on the display of superior skills. It doesn't matter that he pinned him to the mattress minutes ago and made him squeal like a pig. Now Alex is the teacher and he the student in the most important art a man can learn.
He kisses Brianna's slit and licks down to her lips. He can easily imagine how jealous Bruno may be now, and feels and almost mischievous jolt of joy at the idea. Now he knows how He felt all evening. He closes his eyes.
That's mean. Petty. So male. He pushes the thought down and focuses on his work -- as usual nothing distracts his immature, irrelevant silly male emotions like servicing a pussy.
After a long while of eating Brianna -- she came three time already - he feels the mattress move, a hard warm pressure against his rectum - not hot and fleshy like a man's cock, as he now knows -- the thought makes him a little proud: he now knows the difference between a dildo and a man's cock on his ass. Like real men do!
He relaxes his sphincter - an easy task after having been sodomized for so long - and welcomes Ms. Tina's strap-on inside his bowels. She pushes him forward, into the tall woman's crotch. From now on, Tina determines the rhythm of his oral caresses.
Next to them, he hears his mother groan, dares to have a quick look and sees her grind down on Bruno's erect cock as he's laying on the bed, his legs over her shoulders.
Alex smiles into Brianna's pussy. There is still a small, very small puddle of jealously bubbling, as the black man now gets to sink his big cook into his mother, but it's irrelevant. He knows the man's skills, knows his mother will be pleased very much tonight by the cock. And he also knows that what He is doing is the Goddess' work. With Tina in his ass, he continues licking their guest's pulsating clit, making her come a fourth time. Not the last time by far in this long night of bliss that will not before dawn.
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Chloe's journey to shed her life as a boy and become her true female self continues during PE.
All characters are 18 or older.
All the eyes of the girls in the locker room stare at us when Kayla pulls me in behind her. We're late again. I wonder if she does that intentionally to maximize my entrance or if she's just really to enamored with me to think about time. Both options make me blush. Hard.
As we move to Kayla's locker, she smiles at the girl next to it. I lower my eyes - she's topless, in a state of changing into her sports outfit -- all the girls are in various states of undress.
"You mind letting my new girlfriend have your locker, Sandra?"
The other girl looks me up and down.
"Girlfriend, huh?"
"Yeah, where have you been all day, Sandy?"
A giggling voice from the other end of the locker room calls her out.
"Kayla's new hottie is the talk of the whole grade."
"You really want to be a girl... Caleb? You are Caleb, right?"
I nod, surprised she knows my name, then shake my head. No. It is Not my name!
"Actually -- It's Chloe!"
She snorts.
"Well, you sure made an effort."
She touches my face and I feel the heat rise in it.
"Wearing make up. Sexy clothes. That's not what makes a woman, though. You know that, right, pretty boy?"
I look down in shame - somehow being called that -- boy - is the most demeaning thing happening to me today. Kayla puts her arm around my shoulder.
"I can assure you, she does a lot more to proof she's a woman, Sandy."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah!"
The girl bursts out laughing.
"Well. He... hm... she doesn't seem the type to try and sneak in here under false pretense to stare at some boobs, huh? Much to shy about it..."
She puts a finger under my chin and lifts my eyes, making me look straight at her naked chest.
"You like 'em?"
I swallow, my mouth dry. They're bigger than Kayla's, a little saggier. But stunning. I feel trapped but there's nothing I can do but be honest and nod. She smiles as she gazes at my flat chest in the tight crop top.
"Would you like to have some, yourself pretty -- girl?"
Again I nod, making her chuckle.
"I don't think any boy who's not serious about it would go to the length of admitting That. Uh-huh. You'll have to tell me all about how little Chloe earned her place as your -- girlfriend, K. Eventually, OK?"
My boyfriend nods with a grin. And the redhead packs her stuff, moves one space to the next locker, shushing away the girl changing in front of it.
"Hey. You can't have mine, there are a bunch of free ones over..."
"I'd really like to stay near our new girl. Please let me have your locker, Sasha, OK?"
With a sigh Sasha takes her stuff and moves. Sandra is quite a force of nature, apparently saying no to her is not an option for most of her fellow students. I know she is a little bit of Kayla's rival when it comes to being the most popular girl in the grade. I feel a tension between them, but nothing coming even close to what two boys in the similar situation would exude. No aggression, just - teasing. The fact that they're locker neighbors and on mostly friendly terms... I sigh. Women are just the way more mature gender. She strokes my cheek one more time.
"You Are pretty one. Actually it would have been quiet a waste to let you stay a boy. I guess the prom was your big coming out moment?"
I nod
"Good for you... I may even get a bit jealous of K for making such a nice catch."
She snickers again and Kayla puts an arm around my hips, possessively.
"I did. You my think about getting your own closeted girly-boy to turn into your girlfriend if you like it so much."
Sandy grins.
"Or we share..."
My boyfriend chuckles.
"I know you more for just taking other's possession, but if you play nice..."
They stare at each other for a while, then Sandy breaks off eye contact and continues undressing. I look at Kayla, flabbergasted. The way they talked about me - like a trophy.
"Don't worry, we're just teasing. She wouldn't dare going after My girlfriend!"
She kisses my forehead.
"And I'm too enthralled with you to even think about the sharing part... yet."
Kayla raises an eyebrow, her mind apparently shifting to our current situation again.
"Did we even get you a proper outfit for PE? I got you yoga pants and stuff, but... "
I shake my heard
"I don't think so."
"Why didn't you say something? What did you do, bring your boy gym clothes? I'm not going to let you..."
I shake my head again.
"You... what, forgot your gym clothes? How old are you, ten?"
She giggles as I blush.
"I... I didn't... I didn't really think abut any class we have today. I was.. uhmm..."
"Thinking about me?"
She winks at me
"You sweet talking little devil, you. OK, no problem. I have a spare set of gym clothes. I think my stuff should kinda fit you. Really -- given how I know your sizes after shopping with you, I know they will. I've actually already been thinking about sharing some of my clothes with you eventually. So let's start with this!"
She pulls out a set of clothing from her locker -- white, with red trimmings, a top and short pants that look pretty tight, and a second matching set -- red with white trimmings. She put some thoughts into this. I Did watch her from the corner of my eyes during PE... as most boys have, and probably many girls. She looks hot in those, I know... Me, on the other hand... She hands me the red set. And I blink.
"You'll be a little firecracker in those."
And winks at me. I nod. I have probably no reason to become self-conscious. Well, I always were as a boy, and of course, I notice people looking at me now. But I feel - more comfortable in my body. Remarkably enough, in my tight feminine clothes. This... Well to be honest, the clothes I'm wearing aren't any less revealing, really. Hot pants and a crop top is pretty much exactly what this set is, too, just in a more stretchy, softer fabric.
I pull my top over my head and realize I had more inhibitions showing my chest when I was seen as a boy in the boy's locker room. Here and now, all the girls freely reveal their breasts and the only thing that evokes in me is that pang of envy I feel for being flat. OK, so far. But...
I freeze, as I put my hand to the hem of my hot pants -- I almost forgot I lost my panties when Kayla cleaned me in the ladies room after my - accident. I cannot just...
Kayla looks at me, grinning, reading my mind as she tends to do.
"Don't worry, baby, nobody expects you to be a perfect girl, your - physical shortcomings will not be mocked, right, ladies?"
I only now notice everyone - everyone - is watching me change. And feel heat rise to my head, ready to explode. They smile or look vaguely interested.
"I..."
"Here, let me help you."
She grabs my hot pants and pulls them down, revealing my small dick... clit to all the other girls. I close my eyes -- hear some soft snickers, one eerily close... I open them again, and jump as Sandra has moved in closer. And looks at me.
"Not that far to go to become a girl, has she? That little thing is actually pretty cute."
She grins at me, then at Kayla who returns the expression.
"Might be the smallest I've ever seen and I've seen a few. Smaller than all the boys in our grade, don't you think ladies?"
Some approving noises from the audience, some sound like expressing doubt. I gulp, my mouth dry, my knees trembling. This - would have been the worst possible nightmare some days ago - naked in the girl locker room, the girls appraising my cock and finding it the smallest. Right now -- that is - weirdly comforting. I have come to accept the fact my boyfriend likes my dick small.
My clit. I remind myself. That what we call it now. And for a clit, it's a good size, I smile, take deep breath. Surely, that's good. If I really hold the rerecord of smallest dick in the grade -- if I was still thinking of it as a dick. That's a reason to be proud.
"Thank, you Sandra."
She looks at me, eyebrows raised. I realize I haven't said a word to her -- strong woman that she is, she has always intimidated me as a boy, almost as much as Kayla did. That didn't feel - very different when I got into the locker room, but it is slowly... changing. I feel... more equal to her. I may not really Like her, but I feel a certain sense of -- mutual understanding? Respect?
I look to Kayla who grins. Despite the rivalry, I can sense her respecting the redhead, as well. Is this what being a woman is like? So much more mature and so much less -- stressful than boy relations. I know there is friction between women, too, so this cannot be all there is to it. But right here and now... I feel like having taken anther big step into a world so alien to me as of yet and so - alluring. Sandy smiles at me.
"Really like your attitude. It's a tiny little thing, but if you're willing accept that, it's showing you'll one day make a really good girl, I guess."
She turns to open her locker, pulling down her jeans, totally unperturbed by my presence.
"Good girl, indeed"
Kayla pats my head and nods.
"Now get dressed you little attention whore!"
I blink, see her giggle at me staring.
I put on the top and the pants, a pair of socks - even a spare pair of sneakers, red like my outfit -- they fit me perfectly.
"I noticed we even have the same shoe size. Such Tiny feet. If you were a boy. You really weren't meant for that, were you my little baby-girl?"
I shake my head as I tie the laces.
"Sharing shoes with you will be even more fun than sharing clothes."
She plants a kiss on my lips, making the other girls coo, giggle and go "Ooh" and "Ahh". Not in a mean way. Genuinely supportive, it seems.
I follow her out of the building, feeling positively sheepish as I come from the girls locker room and our group of students mixes with the boys. The looks I get from them are... different. More mean, the laughter not supportive and teasing, but seriously mocking. I grunt deeply in my throat, raise my head. Not gonna let them bring me down. I'm proud of who I'm becoming. And I'm with the people who get me. My girls!
I walk across the running tracks into the field, holding hands with my boyfriend, not as shy as I had thought I'd feel, sensing all eyes on me. Including those of Ms. Collins, our PE teacher.
She's a black woman, tall, strong, - muscles on her arms and legs and abs I could only dream of. Most boys, too. As a boy, I felt scared and intimated by her -- as a girl, I look at her with total adoration. She confident, strong, a total role model! I'll never have her body. Even among the girls, I am not one of the tallest. Or strongest, despite my misplaced Y chromosome. She wears a cropped shirt, showing off an impressive six-pack. Ms. Collins used to be a professional athlete. Even ran in the Olympics -- 4 x 400 meters relay. They came in fourth but she broke a national record of some sort I think. I'm not sure.
She's totally rad! How did I ever not see that?
She lets her muscles flex in the sunlight.
"Alright, everybody, warm yourselves up!"
Then walks towards me and Kayla.
"Except for you two, we need a little talk before we start."
I follow Kayla to her feeling slightly sheepish. Only a little though, and Much less than when Ms. Collins talked to me when she still thought of me as a boy. If anything, my new adoration for her is what makes me feel - awkward, while before it clearly was insecurity and fear
"Of course I heard of you and your new - life. Chloe, is it?"
I nod and she smiles at me.
"I thought you made a pretty prom Queen and a very good one. Seriously. I'd have guessed the whole Gender Bender Prom thing would end end in a farce really, but you - kinda were pretty much a deciding factor in making it work out. Keeping the boys at bay when they saw one of them walking proud and accepting the whole affair with grace and poise. I had thought you're just... A good sport with it. More confident than I would have taken you for. But now...?"
She looks down on me.
"I am surprised. Hadn't taken you for the type. Even though I guess it makes sense, huh? Never the most masculine of boys, were you?"
I blush. Smile at her, I've learned to take that as a compliment. Easily. I was not and that's a good thing.
"I assume not having heard any complaints from the other girls they have accepted you into the locker room as a one of them?"
Kayla nods.
"Yep. Everyone can see my baby's a woman through and through."
She nods.
"A pretty one, too. Amazing what a bit if self confidence and proper guidance can make out of what looked like a plain boy. A beautiful swan from an ugly boyling..."
She chuckles
"OK, fine with me, I have no doubt you're serious about this. You'll play in the girls' team today. And I hadn't even planned to do boys against girls, but just for you I'll change the plans to help you - ease in. Let's see if finding your role had some effect on your athletic skills as well."
She smiles encouragingly and I nod. I hadn't even considered that. I was a clumsy boy, everything But athletic. I do feel a lot more graceful and at home in my new persona's body. Could that really changed so much to have measurable effects? Ms. Collins seems surprisingly confident about that.
I follow Kayla to a group of girls stretching and lightly jogging to warm up.
"My Dad says those trannies are just doing it to get ahead in sports!"
Ms. Collins freezes in her track, then turns around, looking the boy up and down. I blush red, as all eyes move from him to her to me and back.
"I'm sure your father is aware that most of our girls here would beat your flabby ass in any given athletic competition, Aiden Anderson!"
All turn around to Aiden as it's his turn to blush.
"And I noticed you staring at Chloe's ass, so if you think she's not a real girl, what does that make you, huh?"
"I... just..."
"You'll run labs around the field while you think about that."
"I... yes, Ms Collins,"
He drops his head.
"After you apologized to Chloe!"
He clenches his teeth.
"Sorry, Cal..."
Ms. Collins raises an eyebrow
"Sorry, Chloe. I didn't mean to..."
"Yes, you did, but I won't have any of it during my lessons, are we clear? Heard enough of that 'You're not a real woman bullshit' from guys I outran and I Do have two x-chromosomes."
All the boys mumble agreement. Some are more forthright, I can see which of them already see me as a girl and which will need -- some work.
However, I do feel the looks of most if not all the boys on my ass as I begin to stretch and blush. Great. Even if they Do see me as female, that means I get This. Well. It feels kind nice to be seen as a desirable girl. Kinda. As longs as they stick to watching. Boys are Such creeps. And yeah, that included me up until some days ago. I surely ogled the girls' asses and breasts and tried to peek under their skirts. Are they ogling my ass as a girl because they find it hot, or do they find me weird?
I sneak a peak now - some are staring, but I recognize the gazes of most are -- kinda glazed over and they're definitely worried about their dicks pitching a tent. I giggle. Kayla follows my eyes, sitting next to me.
"Oh, just ignore those pervs, baby-girl. Unless you don't wanna. That's your prerogative as a girl now. The boys may be thinking they're tough and in charge but we're calling the shots. We can let them hang and wank off to the images in their head at home or we can... teach them something... Or go the next step, whatever we wish."
She smirks at me. And then kisses my lips, making the eyes of he boys open wide in shock.
"You really think they're staring at me like that? Not to make fun of me?"
"Oh, I know those looks, Chloe. They can see you're hot. Yeah, it may confuse more than one of them - very deeply; to their core - that their little dicks are getting hard over you and they deny it vehemently once their in the locker room among to each other, but they do."
I nod. I like it. Being a girl is so much fun.
"And if you like any of them, we can... Pick one to tease particularly!"
Now I stare at her.
"I... I'm not into... You're my..."
"I'm your boyfriend and don't you forget it, indeed."
She kisses me again.
"Doesn't mean I won't let you flirt. I'm not the jealous type."
I feel the heat rush to my face and she chuckles
"OK, you're not ready to talk about boys, yet. Later!"
Ms. Collins' whistle blows and we jump up.
"Alright, ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls. Mr. Anderson, before you overexert yourself, rejoin us please. Volleyball. The boys go and get the net!"
Mumbling and moans from the boys. Their activity gives me the chance to sneak some peaks. Some of them are pretty... hot. Tight asses and bulging muscles in short gym clothes. I swallow. Blush. I didn't become a girl because I'm secretly into boys. I lo... really like Kayla after all, and do this for her. Mostly. I mean, it feels a Lot better being a woman now than being a boy ever did, but that doesn't make me.. and yet... Maybe a little? I'm confused. If I didn't know better I'd say I got female hormones running through my body. What if if was into boys? Even just a little... did I kinda always have been? Does it just come out now because I allow myself... or Kayla allows me to.. be.. what I am?
I shake my head as the boys finally finish and we move to the field.
PE class is amazing. I cannot really explain it -- it's not that my body has changed, physically, and yet, I feel -- more athletic. I know the rules of the game, of course, but I have been bad at sport, clumsy and awkward, never really getting the grip of any ball game or most other athletic endeavors. Now, though - the moves come easy, I hit way more balls than I miss and land more than a few decisive balls in the boys' opposing field across the net. The other girls cheer, and laugh with me, high-fiving, and slap my cheeks.
Confidence. That must be the key. I feel confident in my new persona, supported by the other girls. Like this, all else comes easy. I never ever felt like this as boy - when on the other side of the game, I missed more than I hit and the laughs were at me, not with me, slaps mean and painful instead of playful and encouraging. I have found my place on this site of the net. With the other girls.
The class flies by. One last time I rise up and smash the ball into the opposite side of the field just into the corner, where none of the boys can reach it, scoring the match-point. Immediately the other girls hug me, kiss me, celebrating our victory. They brush against my body, my chest and crotch, which feels nice, but also perfectly normal. Nothing sexual. Just normal physical closeness, purely friendly proximity.
As a boy I never had that. Never seemed achievable. I had no idea what I missed out on. This life is So much better.
We move it to the locker room after Ms. Collins ends class, laughing and cheering. I follow the other girls, strip naked without a thought and join them under the shower. I have always felt - awkward, uncomfortable, shy in the boys' shower as a boy with the other boys, looks either shamefully averted to not seem gay or mean - openly appraising, comparing, judging. This... While it should feel So much more awkward, with my male body not caught up to my new state of mind -- it doesn't. It is perfectly normal, somehow. None of the girls complain about my presence, look at me disapprovingly. I feel welcome. Accepted. This is where I belong. As the sweat of PE washes off, Kayla pulls me towards her, kisses me pushes me against the white tiled walls...
Of course the other girls are watching, giggling, smiling. But definitely not mocking. Nor disproving or shocked. Does this happen often in girls' showers? The boys' perverted mind surely thought about this a lot. And talked about it. I can't deny I have fantasized about it. too. Never with any boys present in my mind. Go figure.



But I wouldn't have thought it real. Maybe it isn't. I feel my relationship with my boyfriend is very special. Or maybe it is and girls are just this close, emotionally, physically. I have a lot to learn, for sure. Later. right now, all I need to do id follow my boyfriend's lead.
Her hands wander over my chest while she kisses me demandingly, her thighs pressing against my crotch, rubbing against my di... clit.. It has gotten hard -- I'm trying my best to keep in check all day now, but there's no way that, excited, heated, aroused as I am I can prevent it from reacting to her actions the way it does. I blush as she snickers, with a gaze down on it.
"S... sorry..."
"No need to apologize, baby-girl, it's not your fault you were born with boy-parts. We'll just... do our best to ignore that for now, hm?"
She kisses my cheek and I nod. I'm getting so much sex and attention since I'm a girl with a steady boyfriend. And so little of it focused on my - former cock. It should have seemed weird, and would have been torture to me when I thought of myself as a boy, way too obsessed with that tiny little thing between my legs. Now it seems right. I know there are - so many ways to have fun. So much better ways. I feel my clit throb, but I don't mind it being ignored. Within a moment I go down on my knees in front of my boyfriend, spread her legs and begin to kiss her sweaty pussy, again feel that pang of envy rise inside of me for her having one.
We've talked about "penis envy" in sociology class. What an extremely silly idea -- only a man could have come up with that. Pussies are So much more fun, female orgasms So much deeper and more meaningful than anything a cock could ever provide. And deep inside I'm sure most boys know it. Or feel it, their obsession with their tiny wiener seems - quite the overcompensation.
Kayla's clitoris is big, swollen and throbs demandingly as I start to kiss it, lick over it hungrily. She leans against the wall under the warm water falling onto us, grasps my hair, pulls my head in and lets out a long drawn sigh -- loud enough to not be hidden by the rushing water, clearly she has no intention to keep me pleasing her a secret - uninhibited and without shame from our fellow women around us.
Still unsure if this is really what women are like among themselves or just the particular unique open minded brand of femininity my boyfriend lives. One way or the other, I am very much determined to become the exact same woman she wants me to be, satisfy her and make her happy without any restraints. So that means I, too, have no shame and no inhibitions to live my feminine sensuality in front of other women. Feeling the eyes of more and more fellow students fixated on us, I lean into Kayla's crotch, lick down from her clit, open her lips to sip the heavenly nectar. So tasty. I have tasted my own cum before - like every single aspect so far that I have learned about being a women, their taste is superior to that of men, by a long shot.
I press my lips against hers to take in all of her sweet nectar, not to have it diluted by the shower water, just tasting her is more exiting and arousing than full on orgasms that I had as a man.
I return to the clit, suck on it, paying good attention to her reactions - her sighs, her writhing under my hands that reach around her and hold her butt.
I feel proud inside when she comes, hard and fast-- I'm sure she could hold herself back much longer. So much more self control than I could ever hope to have, but when she allows herself to give in to her arousal, I can make her cum quickly. And well.
Warmth rises inside me. As a boy, I had so much self-doubt, so much uncertainty. My dick was small, my stamina when it was erect less than stellar. And frankly, despite secretly devouring cunnilingus porn, I probably wouldn't have dared -- or admitted the humility in myself - to go down in on a girl like I do now. Honestly, I'm sure I'd be a terrible lover as a boy - insecure, selfish. As a girl... I smile, lick her clit as Kayla comes screaming.
I'm pretty good. Learned all I know from her, and I learned fast. And comprehensively. As I lean back, licking my lips, I really notice the eyes on us for the fist time. Not judging, but in a way - admiring. A little jealous, even. Of me or of Kayla, I couldn't tell. I smile and can't suppress a giggle. I guess the all think I did well. Kayla surely does. She sighs, strokes my hair. Looks down on me
"Thank you, princess. Ready for your rearward?"
I nod. Shyly.
"Whatever you think, Sir."
She chuckles and pulls me up, turns me round, makes me bend forward, hands against the wall. I close my eyes, take deep breath. She's not going for my clitty, I guess. Good. I have had enough of of those kinds of orgasms. Want more memorable ones. If I'm right about what to expect, I'm sure I'll enjoy this much more. So much more.
I bite my lip and whimper as she I feel her soft gentle fingers spread my cheeks, her fingers probing me. She chuckles and the girls gather around us as I shamelessly stick my ass further out for her to have easier access.
"You're gonna ignore hi... her dick then, huh?"
I recognize Sandy asking, not opening my eyes. Kayla chuckles
"It's jot a dick, it's a clit! And I'm afraid my girlfriend hasn't really learned to use hers like a proper girl yet, she still tends to think of it like a boy. Way to uncontrolled. If we stimulate that thing, it still controls her, not the other way around. It's messy, and it's a short fuse. I'm training her to come like a girl. And I'm pretty sure she appreciates a good, penetrative womanly orgasm, am I right, baby?"
I can only moan as her finger penetrates my sphincter, then gasp -- my eyes snap open - her hand, well lubed with shower gel, forms the familiar shape I've gotten to know yesterday at the spa. Here? Now?
Of course, my boyfriend has earned the privilege to take me like this - and I have more than proven my willingness to be taken, but... I clench my teeth, feel my clit twitch and harden. Within its small limitations. I guess Kayla understands that is consent. I hear gasps from the other girls as my boyfriend's hand fully spreads my asshole and slides into my bowels.
"I'd use one of my cocks on you, but I admit I forgot to bring a strap on to school, baby-girl. You don't mind, do ya?"
I can only nod and grunt as the thickest part of her hand enters me and utter a sigh of relief as I feel my sphincter wrap tightly around her slender wrist. Then moan again, as she forms a fist deep inside my insides.
"Ung.... God..."
I grunt, the last rational thinking leaving my brain, words deserting me. I fell so full, so deeply penetrated. And the gaping eyes of our audience - girls I've known for years staring at me begin anally destroyed, makes this so much more arousing,
But most of all: It's Kayla! She's using perfect mixture of gentle loving care and forceful willpower to make me hers. Yesterday's anal deflowering at the spa was almost - clinical. Professional. This - I feel her affection for me, her hand toying with me gently as my muscles clench, her mouth kissing the hollow of my back when I let out a particularly loud grunt. This is an act of affection, genuine care. Probably her gratitude for me giving her an orgasm. This is - the best thing I ever felt my whole life. Psychically as well as emotionally. No match to any arousal I ever felt as boy, but also way ahead of the experience of yesterday or even that of being fucked by Kayla's strap-on after the prom -- though not by much. This is Her inside of me, living flesh, her fingers exploring me, probing, melting into me while being inside me. As she slowly, then faster and harder fucks my rectum with her hand, I am lifted to a higher plane of existence a spiritual level of sex and orgasmic bliss I had not thought possible as a man. And it probably isn't. I feel my clit twitch and throb, leak, but not ejaculate, I'm sure, as arousal doesn't end, rising waves of heat, pleasure, bliss, running through my whole body, all my muscles clenching, my clit pulsating almost painfully, my brain misty and clouded.
"I love you. I love you. I love you!"
I think and try to speak it, but I'm sure just grunts and screams come out of my mouth, unintelligible.
Eventually the last wave ebbs down, my clit leaking thin cum, the fog dissipates around me, me mind clears again, and I moan one last time, as my boyfriend pulls out, stands up, kisses me passionately, hungrily while soaping her hands under the water of the showers still running.
"Well, that was - special... such a good girl."
She strokes my wet hair, I feel sweat washed off by the water.
"Thank you, Sir. Kayla. I... I am so grateful you made me your girl."
"You deserve it, princess! You're the best girlfriend ever and of course not even in the same ballpark as any boyfriend I ever had."
She smiles and kisses me again. All around us, most of the other girls have returned to their showers. More than a few not alone but in pairs or groups -- our little show left no one unmoved, those alone masturbating, the couples and groups kissing and touching each other gently. I gulp.
"Is... is... this how girls shower?"
Kayla frowns, then laughs out loud.
"Girls showers aren't porn sets, silly. Sometimes we just shower. But..."
She winks at me and puts a hand on my ass.
"Well. Sometimes we do get as little closer. I assume that doesn't happen much in the boys showers, huh?"
I blush hard. Shake my head. God, the thought alone of boys just letting go of their inhibitions, their prejudices and getting in touch with their sexuality and emotionality enough to just - be nice to one another. I giggle.
"Boys are silly... so inhibited."
Kayla nods. Smiling.
"So lucky you've left that locker room, huh?"
I nod. Definitely. Very much so. We stay for a while, lazily touching each other, watching the other girls acting out on their arousal, until Kayla finally decides it's time to leave. We get dressed, leave the school grounds and a short yet exciting motorbike ride later she drops me off at home.
We kiss. Passionately. And I look at her longingly.
"You... you wanna come in and hang out, maybe?"
She smiles.
"Let's not get clingy, yet. I'm not that type of boyfriend, little one. And maybe I'm a little old fashioned, but technically, we didn't even have a real date, yet."
I blink and stare a her, making her chuckle.
"OK, Prom. And Spa Day. And some fun in school, but that's all what I'd also do with a good friend."
I stare, flabbergasted, until she laughs.
"Oh, look at you. I'm just teasing you. I mean it, you're the best girlfriend I have had, but I Do want to make it a little more official, too. I want you to meet my parents. And have a proper adult date. Not on the school grounds, not during the day. Sound good?"
I nod, dazed. Not sure about the meeting the parents part, really. That... seems a little fast. Though she has met mine. Just fair.
"OK. Tomorrow night I'll pick you up. But we'll talk some more tomorrow morning at school. Until then..."
She leans over, kisses me again, then closes her helmet and drives off into the sunset, I look after her, with a sigh. I miss her already, terribly.
I don't really know how to behave. I feel like I want to spend every single moment with her, but I'm pretty sure that's not who relationships work. Is it? I never had one... I need to ask... my parents. Ugh...
They're cool with this new me, surprisingly. Fortunately. But still...
Emily. Yeah. Much better. I need a sister's relationship advice.
I have SO much to learn!
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After having picked Alex as her potential ward and getting to know him better, Tina makes a big decision for him.
As they leave the transport sphere, Alex pulls down his dress -- it is a bit ruffled, naturally Tina insisted on spending time on the way here making out -- and looks at his companion. She looks especially good tonight. She is always a beautiful, but today, in a sleek, tight black suit, her hair slick against her head, she's a model of strength, confidence, power. Alex loves in her so much.
He wears a new dress she got him. Short and tight, but unusually formal. Made of red velvet, closed to his neck in the front while baring his back down to his butt. It's definitely the most fancy piece of clothing he owns now. And as they approach her restaurant of choice, he understands why he is wearing it. It's a very fancy place, dinner jacket for women and formal dresses for men required. He's a bit nervous.
They have been going out for over two - almost three - moths now, since she picked him as hers. Of course there have been other sex partners, there is no such thing as monogamy this world; Tina picked a few men for herself -- and him, he remembers blushingly - since Bruno broke him in. But it's clear to everyone -- Tina claimed him for good and he is hers now.
She has never taken him to such a fancy place, such a formal date. There is no special occasion, either -- no birthday, not an anniversary, unless you count "three months". Of course he doesn't ask. She will let him know her thoughts if and when she believes he needs to know,
"Table for two for Harding."
The woman at the reception smiles and nods at Tina and calls for a man in shorts and frilly shirt to take them to their reserved table.
Tina pull up the chair for Alex and he smiles at her gratefully as he takes a seat, hiking up his dress and opening his legs under the table. Even if nobody sees it under there, he knows Tina likes it when he acts slutty in public, often teasing him with her feet under tables, testing if he sits the way she likes him to. Not today. While she seems focused on the menu, Alex only has eyes for her. The waiter brought him one too, but she will order for him, surly, as she usually does.
She looks so hot -- the suit jacket and tie, her hair slicked back. All in control. He feels extra boyish tonight - additionally to the dress, Tina made him wear light make up and ear rings. She really wants to show off with him, which made him feel warm and fuzzy all the way here. The fact that she thinks he is the right boy for that. She even pours him half a glass of wine and winks at him.
"Sandrine doesn't need to know."
The boy's mother strongly disapproves of him drinking, even though it's legal.
He takes a gulp, feeling like -- not not an adult, many adult men aren't allowed to drink. He feels naughty. Like doing something forbidden. But under the eyes of Ms. Tina, so it's OK. He almost coughs -- it is not sweet grape juice and he is not used to the taste at all, making his date grin.
"But take it easy on the grown up juice, boy. If I get you home drunk, you mother will get mad. And I don't want to ruin a special evening. Even though I'm quite sure you could calm her, couldn't you?"
She chuckles as Alex blushes and takes another gulp. The two women have grown very comfortable around each other -- the one thing they had in common to begin with -- using him - has grown into what seems like a genuine friendship from his point of view. Coloured by Tina's original admiration for the older woman, it is one that very much leans towards a mentor-protegee type of relationship, but a friendship, nonetheless. Alex is endlessly happy his mother and his crush - and so much more than that she is by now -- like each other. Of course it is highly unlikely that they would actively dislike one another -- the rules and habits of this female lead society are clear, easy to follow, logical - and conflicts that do arise are almost always easily solved by means of sexual negotiations. Still -- they could be formal and respectful at worst. But the two most important women in his life are friends. Soulmates, maybe even, Alex has no way of comprehending a concept as deep and meaningful with his stunted male emotional range.
Dinner arrives -- steak and potatoes for her, a large salad for him -- in that Tina agrees with Alex's mother unconditionally -- to preserve his boyish slender figure.
The evening is perfect -- Tina is her usual eloquent self, leading the conservation, impressing Alex time and again with how smart and knowledgable she is. He honestly cannot always follow her - she's just too smart for him sometimes, but he just looks at her, swooning, most of the time and listens, which is fine. It is a man's job to be seen, not heard on an perfect date. And he actually manages to make Tina laugh with two or three jokes of his own -- he loves her sparkling laughter. The food is delicious -- a fancy place like this even makes the simple salad a delight. Tina feeds him a piece of her steak in the middle of the meal and laughs as the juice runs down his chin -- then bends over the table, licking it off. And another half glass of wine seriously loosens Alex's lingering sensation of how this evening is... kinda strange.
Only getting stranger, as the whole point of him eating salad is thwarted by Tina ordering two large desserts: thick, heavy chocolate mousse, with cream -- and a taste of alcohol, too.
"To celebrate the day!"
Tina winks at Alex, who, with a full spoon of gooey chocolate cream in his mouth, looks at her questioningly.
"Enjoy your dessert, we'll talk afterwards!"
He does. Even though the butterflies in his stomach are taking off and making it hard to swallow. It can't be bad news she wants to talk about or she wouldn't celebrate, and yet -- or especially... He's nervous; more nervous than he an ever remembers.
Then the waiter takes away the empty bowls -- not the male waiter who served them all evening, but a female one - the Maitress d'. She and Tina share a nod and a smile. And at long last, Tina takes out her handheld device. It couples with Alex's ID implant, as usual, but today it is opened on a document he has never seen before. He reads it as she hands the him the device and his eyes widen. He stares at her open mouthed.
"Your mother already signed, obviously, which means -- technically, we don't really need your agreement. But this being the last objection you could make - hypotactically -- against my decisions. I want you to agree."
"Are you asking me...?"
He stumbles over the word, stammering.
"Will you accept me a your custodian, Alexander Jordan?"
He gulps. As if she needed to ask that. He has been willing to accept submission to her, fully, on the first day Tina picked him in that classroom. Definitely when she took him home and broke him in for herself.
"I... love you, Ms Tina!"
She chuckles.
"I know. But try to calm down, you men are always so emotional about his. It's just a legal formality. A business deal, if you will."
He nods, blushing. He loves her for keeping such a cool head.
"And 'I love you' doesn't count as agreement."
Alex shakes his head.
"Of course. Sure, I do. I mean..."
He presses his thumb on the marked field on Tina's screen.
"I accept you as my custodian, Christina Harding,"
The device in his hand beeps and his implanted ID chip softly buzzes a notification of displaying a changed status for him. Tina is now his custodian, fully and wholly in charge of his life, second only to his mother as his legal guardian. He would never have disobeyed her, but now - it would now have very different consequences.
He grins sheepishly. Calling her by her full name instead of Ms. Tina feels -- absolutely weird. So formal a way, the act of submitting to the love of his life. She chuckles. He hopes that means he never has to call her that again!
Humming a fanfare, the Maitress d' brings in two glasses of bubbly drinks -- Champagne, Alex guesses, with sparklers in them. The whole restaurant bursts out in applause. It seems like everyone was in on it. But probably just the staff, everyone else can just easily guess. A man, a woman, a confession of love and a business contract. It's how this works.
And the way this is sealed is...
Tina lets him nip from his glass, then pulls him up, around the table and between her legs she has spread towards the other guests.
This is one of the most important deals in the life of a man. There is only one way to seal it. Alex's heart races as he goes down on his knees. It is any woman's privilege to demand this from him and every man's duty and honour to comply. But for the first time, Tina officially has legal proxy. He is hers. Fully and wholly. Irreversible.
At last!
To the Ooh's ans Aah's of the watching guests - female mostly -- Alex can only imagine how he would quietly blush if this scene took place with him as a spectator - he pulls down her elegant pants and kisses Tina's engorged clitoris as she ruffles his hair.
"My good little boy."
Her boy. For real, this time.
Alex hears an "On the house." from the Maitress d'. Whatever Tina got as a celebration of the moment, she seems to enjoy it.
"Not as much as she enjoys you," he praises himself, internally intimately reprimanding himself for the burst of petty male pride. To repent for it, he enhances his efforts on her clit.
"Congratulation -- he seems a very eager and diligent boy."
"Wouldn't have picked him if he wasn't. And he's pretty, too, isn't he?"
The Maitress D' chuckles.
"Quite cute. If you're into the small, lean type. You're sure making the best of him, he looks sexy. I'm glad our establishment still has a strict 'only men in dresses' policy. Don't get many men dressing properly masculine any more. Pants may be practical but male bodies are made for a fancy packaging."
He feels a hand push up his dress.
"Mhm. Nice firm butt. A bit small, for my taste. And... Oh..."
The Maitress d' chuckles.
"Talking about small..."
Tina laughs and Alex is glad he is busy down here and can hide his blushing face.
"Just the way I like it. He doesn't get ideas above his station with a dicklet like that and can focus on his true talents."
"Sure looks talented. Well, I'll leave you and your boy to it, Ma'am. No need to rush, your meal may be done, but we're always a safe haven for a woman using a man!"
The boy in question hears her walk away. Glad to be able to focus on the task ahead without being talked about. Of course he knows he is being watched. By every pair of eyes in the restaurant, but he doesn't care, of course. No true male would, doing his holiest duty.
He also hears the clatter of silverware on plates, anyway - the sight of a custodianship ceremony was rare and interesting enough to grab attention - while his current activity, a man servicing a superior woman in pubic is a pretty common sight, so obviously many guests eventually shift their attention back to their meals, a fancy dinner the more momentous occasion than watching a fully submitted male.
With his ass still bared and his hard dick up - he wasn't told to cover himself after the Maitress d' inspected him, so he doesn't -- Alex continues his submission ritual, kissing the swollen clit, licking the pulsating lips and penetrating the sweet juicy grotto with his tongue, until Tina's sighs become moans, and her moans a scream of orgasmic pleasure, that does get the attention of the other guests once more.
His dress catches on his upward pointing dick as he stands up and Tina giggles and bends the dick down till the fabric glides down over it covering it with a very small pitched tent. She kisses him, licking her own juices off of his lips.
"I love you, Ms. Tina!", the boy repeats, making his custodian smile warmly.
"I know, my little rabbit."
With a slap on his ass, they leave the restaurant, arm in arm, her hand on his butt. He leans his head against her shoulder, happier than ever in his life.
"Let's get my boy home. Your mother must be eagerly awaiting our arrival to complete our agreement."
The two spend the few minutes on her trip home in the transport Sphere kissing, making out. Tina is surprisingly active, letting her hands wander all over her new ward's body, rubbing his little, hard dick under his dress. His heart beats faster and he feels the blood pulsate in it as her hand massages it. She's in a celebratory mood, rewarding him, making him hers. It is a privilege he rarely experiences, being lifted from servicing boy toy to an object of her full attention and care. Might also be the alcohol, she has had a few to celebrate, Whatever it may be, he enjoys it as long as it lasts. He is well aware of what probably expects him at home, has read up on the customs and habits of a custodianship ceremony, hoping and longing for this day with a burning heart and an aching dick.
So he is not surprised then they enter the Penthouse apartment and are received by the whole group of female family members, all in various states of undress. A custodian ceremony is not just for the women and the man involved after all. Automatically, Tina became a core member of the family group - only now does Alex fully realise that means she will move in. And when a core group of a family unit includes a male, he's a key element in all social bonding, relevant in creating a hierarchy and used in all conflict regulations, making his custodian an automatic high ranking member of the group -- number two, technically, a position so far informally held by Melissa as his mother's oldest friend in the case of this group. A bonding ceremony with all females is absolutely crucial. The women are gathered in the kitchen and the living area, half emptied glasses standing everywhere, snack bowls, too. Apparently they were having a little warm up party themselves. Everyone but Alex must have been very aware of the significance of tonight for a while.
Sandrine welcomes them, smiling. Both Alex's and Tina's expression must speak volumes -- no questions needed if everything went as planned. The older woman hugs the younger one lovingly.
"Welcome to the family, Tina. Officially! I am really glad!"
Tina nods happily after returning the hug.
"Thank you Sandy. I'm really looking forward to this. Maybe even more to living with all you great ladies than to using my new ward."
She pats Alex's head, making the women chuckle, moving on to them to receive their congratulations. She comes first, of course. This is her day primarily, Alex is just as means to an end to make her happy.
His mother looks down on him. She's wearing her favourite black silk dressing gown, half open, letting her breasts almost pop out. She hugs him, then presses him against her chest, making him feel at home. Safe. It's been an exiting evening, his mother's touch and smell feel relaxing and exciting at the same time.
"I'm so proud of you, little Lexi. You got picked by such a great woman and bought her to the family. It's the biggest contribution a man could possibly make!"
He blushes and she smiles warmly before kissing him, opening her lips and letting her tongue explore her son's mouth. With a gentle pat on the ass, she sends him on.
One after the other, Tina receives the blessing and welcome of her new family members -- hugs, passionate kisses, laughter. Shared jokes -- Tina has easily become friendly with all the women, they have shared inside jokes, common interests. In some ways, female ways, she is more a part of this family than Alex as a mere male may ever be.
Alex follows suit, one step behind his custodian, to receive his congratulations.
Melissa's, first, most respected woman of the group after Sandrine, giving the new number two in the hierarchy her blessing and then warmly kissing her best friend's son. She is the only one still more or less fully dressed - a comfortable pair of pants and a white business casual blouse. Of course she has used Alex well, like all women present, but somehow he has the least emotional connection to her She has always been around, his mother's best friend since before he was born, a woman of respect. When the time came and he became an adult and started to service her, he always treated her with demure compliance and servitude and she treated him kindly.
Katie next, wearing her white sheer nightgown, like on his 18th birthday. She knows what it does to him and always wears it when she thinks he deserves a reward. Hugging him, her small breasts pressing against his chest, he smells her scent. He can recognise all the women by scent - hers is fresh, vitalising. Arousing.
Alex almost feels a pang of guilt. Mixed with -- a feeling of loss? He doesn't really know how to identify it. Since Katie became part of their family group -- the latest one, they had a special connection. Being closest to him in age among the women, he felt near to her and she related him more like a friend and less than the superior that she is than any other of the women. Not to the extend where he was ever considered her equal, of course, but still. She has been the woman closest to him, other than his mother, until Tina came along. He knows he would feel jealous in Katie's shoes. It's that male pettiness. Small minded ego. Women are different, Katie is genuinely happy -- being close to Alex in age also means she is close to Tina, of course. So instead of losing a male 'friend' -- as much as men and women could ever ben friends, she gained a female one. Which is a lot better, and more meaningful, Alex is well aware. She smiles at him and kisses him with her fruity lip gloss.
"Such a lucky little boy!"
She pinches his cheek, teasing him. She loves treating him like baby, despite - or because of - hardly being older.
Ixchel strokes his cheek.
"The little mouse has found a cat and the mother goose can give her blessing to the cat being a guardian!"
Alex always feels weird when she does things like that. Her dark eyes are almost hypnotic, and her whole demeanour can be quite enigmatic when she wants to be. His arousal when servicing her and his fascination with her always mixes with a little bit of intimidation by her sometimes eccentric ways. She is the only woman already fully naked revealing her rounded figure and olive toned skin, as she leans forward to give Alex a peck. She is less sexual and demanding than the other women, but somehow no less arousing in her confidence and connection to her femininity.
"All the best in your new life, little mouse!"
And speaking of intimidating, Sasha, dressed in tight gray practical underwear, last in line, grabs his wrist, after sharing a passionate kiss with Tina, and pulls him into a bear hug. He feels her muscles bulge and his breath falter in her her strong arms, as he usually does. She could break his ribs, she is well aware of her strength. And his weakness.
"Well, well, who'd have thought our little boy would find such a great woman to care for him. You're such a lucky guy. Mostly underserved. You know that, right?"
She grins at him. Alex is never really sure when she teases him - she loves to put him down a peg - and he knows she is truly right, but she also likes to laugh. At him and with him. He usually just grins sheepishly -- as he does now - and nods.



"Yes, Ms. Sasha."
She smirks and pulls him towards her again, kisses him demandingly, her hands firmly on his ass, squeezing it hard. He'll most likely have bruises there tomorrow. Again.
Tina smiles at him, pulls him in close her and wordlessly kisses him again, his boner, small but persistent, throbbing hard after all the women's attention on him, rubbing through his dress against her. After what seems like hours to Alex, probably just minutes, she lets go and looks over to Sandrine.
"Shall we?"
Alex's mother nods and looks at him.
"You remember your lessons - the transfer of a part of my maternal power habitually demands you to fuck the pussy you came from and the new pussy in your life, don't you? Lexi!"
He nods. He remembers everything he was taught on it.
"You'll have to satisfy us both with your dick. You think you can handle that?"
Alex's eyes widen, he gulps. He doesn't remember that... then he hears Tina laugh and his mother grins.
"Oh, come on Sandy, that's just mean. He couldn't make one woman come Just with his dicklet, let alone us both!"
His mother nods, pinching his cheek.
"OK, OK, I'm just teasing you, son. You will have to put it into both of us, but you don't have last long, let alone to give us orgasms. Not with our dicklet, at least. It's just a formality!"
Alex sighs relieved. He knows is dick is not made for pleasing women. Using it to penetrate one is always a weird mix of a rush of pleasure and a felling of guilt about his inadequacies.
Tina and his mother both take on of Alex's wrists and pull him into Sandrine's bedroom, the other women following suite, happily chatting, chuckling.
Alex dress lands on the floor immediately when in his mother's room, his dick stands up erect, pulsating. Tiny but swollen, looking ready to burst. Getting an erection is never a problem for the boy, even though due to its size it is so often welcomed by giggles. Keeping it, on the other hand... He already feels his balls painfully throbbing and ready to burst. He has learned to control himself quite well during most of his serving activates -- they rarely include physical stimulation for him anyway. And even if he shoots prematurely once in a while, he can continue them without interruption, without needing his dick. Today though... He so seldomly gets the occasion to enter his dick into a woman's pussy, so when he does... excitement usually takes over very quickly. He is nervous to perform today, but his mother and Tina smile at him encouragingly. Of course they know his limitations better than anyone, so he has confidence he will be able to deliver what is expected from him.
Both the sovereigns of his life climb on his mother's bed, undress, and pull their naked ward toward them.
His mother spreads her fleshy thighs, her juicy, pink folds, surrounded by her wild bush opens invitingly. An overwhelming love for his mother rolls over he boy, mixed with a lust he feels for no other woman, not even Tina. His desire and emotions for his new custodian are as intense, often more so, but different - the love for his mother is unique. He kisses her breasts, gently but hungrily, then pushes upwards, his small glans parting her puffy lips as he enters her to the full amount of his 12.5 centimetres. She smiles up had him, grabs his head and pulls him towards her for a slow, passionate kiss. Alex feels strong hands firmly on his ass, pushing him in -- Tina's, clearly. He sighs and moans and he enters his mother's grotto as deep as his little pecker can, remains inside, then is allowed to move back by Ms. Tina's strict hands. He tries to go slow, as he feels his loins burn and his balls contract already. He wants to go fast, his whole body, particularly the parts between his thighs demands to pump her hard and fast, but he has to bring up all his self control already to not finish it in this moderate speed.
After a few pushes, not even a minute in, he winces, groans.
"Please... I..."
Tina pats his head and holds his butt.
"Shh... OK, I know. You can do it, you're a big, adult boy. You can control yourself!"
Tins giggles into his ear and she allows him to rest inside his mother, still, unmoving. Her strong pelvic muscles stop contracting, both women allow his cock to recover, Tina whispering into his ear, his mother smiling up warmly. Eventually, he can slide out without danger of an accident. Tina kisses his lips.
"Good boy!"
She lies down next to Sandrine, opening her thighs, her lips are brighter, less plump, her pubic hair lighter and more orderly, neatly trimmed. No less exiting for poor Alex. His balls contract again, as he is pulled forward, kisses his custodian's smaller breasts, like he did his mother's, while his dick rubs against her lips. This is a first. Given how stamina has never been and never will be his speciality, he never got to enter more than one in a day.
Another wave of emotion crushes over him. His love for Tina, burning just as hot as the love to his mother, though different, makes him feel dizzy, woozy as he enters her. The young tight pussy grips his small dick like a firm fist and he has no strength or will to hold back any more. He rams it into her, fast. Grunts for three short strokes, then squeals like a pig as his balls contract, his body stiffens and he shoots his load into his beloved custodian's pussy. He sees his sweat dripping onto her before he collapses with a sigh on her body, his head resting on her small breasts.
He feels hands stroking his body, whispers of "Good boy". He is tired. Exhausted. A little sad, like he usually is after orgasming. He watches women come and come again, for hours on end. Female bodies are so much better constructed than male ones.
He is rolled onto his back -- and opens his eyes wide as he feels soft lips and tongues on his flaccid penis. More than one pair. He looks down and sees both his mother and Tina lick off the juices of his shrivelled dicklet. He almost forgot. Obviously this is not for his enjoyment, the shared consumption of each other's juices from the ward's dick is an integral part of the ritual of transference of power from a guardian to a custodian. It is not for his pleasure, but the feeling of having his dick caressed this way is SO rare -- a once a year occasion, at best, that he closes his eyes, sighing. To the amusement of the still watching women of the family group. He remains flaccid, all sexual power drained from his dicklet for the time being.
When done, the two women move up next to his side.
"Well then Alex - how does it feel to have a new legal custodian controlling your life?", his mother softly asks.
"I... I'm happier than ever in my life. I love you two."
The two women giggle.
"Men. Always so emotional."
Then kiss him.
"Alright then!"
Alex flinches as his Mom grips his penis and squeezes it playfully.
"You've had your fun, but obviously that short little romp didn't do much for your custodian. Or me."
Alex nods, blushing.
He feels worn out, but the two women haven't even broken into sweat, their hair isn't messed up one bit. That's exactly why female sexuality and orgasms are so much more valuable and valid and important. Males are just so pathetically pointless.
"I'm sorry..."
"No need to apologise, nobody expected more from you, Lex."
Tina giggles.
"Or from any man, really. Which is why the real fun part of the ceremony begins after the man has finished."
Alex nods. Of course he knows. His involvement in the ritual of his claiming is over. He has been initiated and broken in, handed over from mother to new custodian, consented to being claimed by shooting his load into Tina.
Now it is time for the women of the family to formally introduce the new member to the group. Which will take a lot longer. Will be a deep and spiritual experience. In which there is no place in for a man.
"Get us something to drink and some snacks, little man", Melissa orders as she and the other women join Sandrine and Tina on the big bed. Alex does, hurriedly walking to the kitchen, his limp dick dangling between his legs. Several bottles of water and various leftover snacks from the women's evening waiting for Tina and him he carries to the bedroom. As he arrives, the women have already begun. All naked now, they kiss and caress each others' bodies, centred around the new member and the matriarch.
Tina is kissing Sandrine, moaning as Sasha's strong hand has already found its way between her thighs, massaging her, Ixchel and Katie lick the teen's breasts, and Melissa kisses her neck, one hand on her spine, gently stroking it down to Tina's firm ass.
Alex's small dick does not get hard again, but he feels the sexual energy in the room make his balls throb. This is So much more beautiful and sexual than anything he could ever hope for -- any man could ever hope. He is filled with mixed feeling of inadequacies -- his dick and balls, his hormones, his whole male being will forever prevent him from experiencing anything this fulfilling -- and gratitude. Despite having This, women still bother to keep men around. They will never be equal, never be able to achieve this type of meaningful relationship. Alex is glad, happy, contend to be allowed to service the gender naturally and rightfully in charge as best as he can, little as it may be.
He turns his head, modestly averting his eyes from a kind of sexual act and ritual men are not meant to understand and takes the place males belong to while women enjoy the pleasure of femininity - at the foot of the bed. He just catches a glimpse his mother in the centre of the group of women - the matriarch receiving her tributes, the newest member buried deep between her thighs, the rest of the women caressing her whole body -- before he goes down on his knees, eyes cast down, waiting for orders.
He'll spend most of the night there, the sounds of pleasure and orgasms eventually making and keeping his tiny dick hard again. He does not sleep this special night, his thoughts never wander, either, though. He is too honoured and overwhelmed to be in the presence of such superior feminity.
When morning comes and the women rest, one big heap of femininity on his mother's bed, he is allowed to retreat to his room, where with a tiny boner and images of feminine beauty and sexuality floating in his mind, he falls into a restless sleep.
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Sisters are Doing It
*****
Chloe, formerly Caleb, returns home after an exiting fist day at school as a girl.
All characters are 18 or older,
As I open the door to our house, my parents stand in the hallway, expectantly, apparently having heard us arrive on Kayla's bike in our driveway.
"How was your day, son?"
My mother rams an elbow into my Dad's side, interrupting him.
"Sorry. Daughter... give me some time to get used to it, OK?"
He grins a little sheepishly and I nod. The fact that he actually tries -- without any awkward jokes - is amazing to me. Not that he ever showed any indication he doesn't unconditionally love me. But changes, as well as displays of emotion aren't really his strong suit.
"Thanks, Dad... and... uh... I..."
I swallow hard, staring at the floor, then gather my courage.
"I... would... could you... could y'all call me Chloe from now on?"
Mom claps her hands with a giggle.
"You picked a name! And such a pretty one. Or did Kayla think of that one for you?"
"No, that was my..."
"Chloe. My little girl, I'm so happy for you."
She hugs me, Dad put a hand on my shoulder.
"How did that go over in school? Wanna talk about it?"
I blush, thinking back on the day. As accepting as Mom and Dad are of my new persona, I don't think I want to go into too many details about what my new relationship with Kayla actually entails. Might be a bit much...
"It was..."
No, don't say OK, that would sound standoffish. And not like I enjoyed it. Which I really REALLY did.
"It was great. Really."
Mom smiles broadly
"How nice. No - problems with anyone who... "
I shake my head.
"Nothing big. Some people were a little..."
I shrug.
"But most of them were really... nice, Really nice. Especially the girls..."
I blush. Thinking back. They really were.
"Goodness, I knew you'd get along better with girls. Well. I hoped. Didn't have too many friends when you were a boy."
"Mom!"
She smiles.
"I kinda knew all along you weren't really cut out for being a man, I guess. My little daughter. I really hope you find your place."
"Yes. Exactly."
Dad nods. I take in a deep breath. Hearing my mother say how bad I was as a boy - makes me proud, weirdly enough. Had you told me that some days ago... I have changed so much.
"And how abut your - boyfriend?"
Dad looks at me encouragingly.
"Got along well?"
I nod enthusiastically.
"She's amazing. So great. She truly stood up for me and defended me against those few who were a little..."
Dad snickers.
"That's really nice. Reminds me of your sister fighting for you against the bullies back in the day. Guess you need a strong female protector to watch over you, hm?"
I blink.
"Nothing wrong with that. I got the feeling you two love birds complement each other very well. Kayla's definitely the one wearing the pants in your relationship, but I know she sees something in you that's worthy of that attention."
I nod. Often when I am between her legs or with my ass stretched around her... I swallow. Not appropriate thoughts in front of my parents.
"Uh... you mind if I go my room, I'm a little..."
"Sure, sure."
Mom giggles. Some things never change.
"Dinner's at six as usual. I assume my daughter is not a less hungry teenager than my son was."
With a grin she pulls Dad back into the living room, I go up the stairs past my sister's door. Or I thought I would go past it. It opens with a soft creak and she stands in the doorway grinning.
"Where do you think you're going -- Chloe?"
I blush looking at her.
"Did you listen in?"
She chuckles.
"So you told Mom and Dad? Nah, I don't have to spy on you. Your boyfriend and me are besties."
She winks at me and holds up her phone.
"Kayla texted you?"
"She actually called me, can you imagine? Who calls people on the phone? But she was -- quite exited, so I guess that's extenuating circumstances. I guess you had an exiting first day at school, didn't ya, little sis?"
I blush.
"It wasn't my frist..."
"It was Chloe's first day at a school for sure."
I nod.
"I guess..."
"Come on now, don't just stand there like a dummy! Get in here and tell me everything!"
I feel the heat rise -- but then again, I Have already told her everything about my relationship with Kayla so far. And I Did plan to ask her for advise... We're closer than we ever where -- closer than I ever dreamed I could be with my sister, since I'm Her sister, too. And sharing the most intimate details with her felt... Really good. That what is must be like to...
"Do you talk like this to all your friends?"
I am genuinely curios about how girls are among themselves. I really have some burning questions after toady.
She smiles at me.
"Well. Kinda... generally. About boys and sex and stuff, sure. Not... as... detailed, I must admit... but we're not just friends, we two are sisters! That's a special bond. Extra special!"
"You... you haven't told me anything about - you know... your..."
Her eyes widen
"OMG. You wanna talk about My sex life?"
"No... I mean... yes? Only if you wanna..."
"Of course I wanna! Didn't want to roll over you and yours is SO much more interesting right now. Come on, you start, I'm dying to hear what you've experienced today. K only made some vague insinuations."
I follow Em to her room and sit down on the bed, feeling a little sheepish.
"Come on, out with it!"
She leans forward, taking my hands. I blush at the sisterly gesture. Physical contact is so much more normal between us now. I clear my throat. How do I even... She promised me she'd tell me more about herself, so...
"Did you ever... you know... do... it? In school?"
Emily stares at me wide eyes, then giggles.
"Once. Three times if oral only counts. Five if you count hand jobs, but I don't think you should? Never with a girl. though, and boys are so..."
She rolls her eyes.
"Ugh... Selfish, right? You let them stick their dick into you behind the gym hall and they come inside after two or three shoves. Refuse to wear a condom, too, so you also have to do all that work not to get banged up."
She grins.
"At least you don't have that problem. One of the very few advantages of being born in a man's body, sister! And the way I understand your relationship, Kayla is not very interested in that little dick of yours, so... you fucked? In school?"
I nod, shyly.
"I licked her in the restrooms. She... really likes, that."
"Ooh.. so you're good at that, huh?"
I blush and just look down.
"No need to be shy about that. REALLY no need. Good pussy lickers are a rare commodity, little sister. You should be proud and advertise it!"
She rubs my head.
"What else?"
"She... kinda... made... me cum in class. Under the table."
That makes her giggle.
"So she did touch your peepee?"
"Only trough my pants. And I think... It may have been a reward, but also a little humiliating..."
She nods with a grin.
"And you Were into it, huh?"
I cannot deny it.
"Looks like your boyfriend knows how to handle you. Anything else?"
"We -- I licked her again and she... she kinda... fisted my... ass. In the shower."
Now Em's mouth falls open.
"FISTED? In front of... other girls?"
I nod. This should be deeply humiliating, but there's no judgment in Emily's voice. Just surprise. And curiosity. A little a bit of envy?
"Wow. That girl... Kayla really has No shame whatsoever, huh? and she's ruining my innocent litlte sister!"
she chuckles.
"So... you... never did anything like that, in the shower room, with the..."
"You watched too much porn as a boy, Chloe."
She grins.
"Not all girl showers are steamy pools of sexual exploration. If they are, I really missed out until now. I need to talk to your boyfriend a little more about becoming closer - friends. Seems - interesting to be in her gang."
She strokes my cheek and sighs.
"Seems you hit the jackpot. Not only can you be a girl, which is much Much cooler and rewarding - and you're so much more likeable than Caleb was - you also have a guide into exploring your femininity and sexuality like few women do. Congrats, sis. I'm, so happy for you!"
She leans forward and kisses me - my mouth this time, invitingly opening her lips. I freeze, then relax a little. Still uncertain about how to react to physical intimacy as a girl, I have little choice but to follow the lead of the women in my life. I'll just have to let Emily take charge of how we are with each other as sisters.
She licks her lips as she leans back.
"You still taste like strawberry. That's one good lip gloss Kayla got ya if it sticks through all that activity your pretty mouth had today."
She winks at me and I swallow, then look at her, eager to change topics.
"OK, I've talked, now you gotta keep up your part of the deal. You promised to tell me about your sex life too!"
She smiles wryly.
"boring. You know I don't have boyfriend right now."
I stare at her and decide to be direct. I think we can talk frankly now.
"Doesn't mean you're not fucking anyone!"
She laughs, then grins at me.
"No, it doesn't... but you also know I'm having a thing for older men, so I'm aiming for my professor in college, but of course that's a bit more of a challenge than getting a horny college student to bang..."
I stare at her, my mouth wide open.
"What?"
"I did Not know you have thing for older men, how would I? All the guys you brought home were younger than you. Some were even younger than me."
She giggles.
"Of course they were, I can hardly present someone Dad's age to him and Mom as my boyfriend, can I?"
She grins at me
"So those dudes were fake boyfriends?"
"Well. Not -- fake as such... I picked them up, and introduction them to Mom and Dad may have given them the impression we're together for real. Until I dumped them. I can't waste time on boys when I look to meet men. I never told you any of that? Damn, it feels like we've shared all possible secrets already, sis. But.. well.. I would Never have told my brother, so... I guess I didn't."
She kisses my cheek gently.
"I'm so glad you decided to let Chloe free, I like you so much better, now, little sister!"
I sigh.
"I... kinda like you better, too. Doesn't make any sense does it? You haven't changed, after all."
"Oh, but it does. You have changed more than you than even realise yourself. More than enough for the two of us."
I nod.
"I guess."
Then return to the imminent, exiting topic.
"When did you know?"
"What?"
"That you're into older men."
She grins.
"Always... I had so many crushes on Dad's friends. And friends' dads. Teachers..."
"Teachers?"
"Oh, come on, you must have had crushes on teachers, that's not that weird."
I nod.
"Sure... But... Well..."
"Yeah, sure, you mostly crushed on girls your from your grade, didn't ya? Well, I didn't. I'm tired of boys my age. But older men... they just have a certain... I don't know the make you feel -- cherished. Precious."
"I feel like that with Kayla."
I smile, blush, see her grin.
"I can tell when you're with her. She's a sugar-mommy and a real teacher, ain't she?"
I nod.
"So was your first time..."
"...an older man?"
I nod.
"You're really nosy."
"Oh, come on, I told you literally Everything about my first time!"
"And you wouldn't shut up about it all night."
She grins.
"OK, OK..."
She sighs, theatrically.
"I was 18 and Mr Herbert..."
I gasp, almost choke.
"Not - our Mr Herbert? From school? History and geography?"
She grins.
"But he's..."
Emily raises an eyebrow at me.
"You were going to say 'old' now, were you? Try to keep up, that was the whole point, after all.."
"I thought old meant 30. Not 60!"
"He was 54 when he deflowered me, not 60!"
"Three times your age!"
"Oh, now you're a math genius all of a sudden. Don't tell me you don't think he's cute?"
I blink, blush. I had never thought about a male teacher like that. Have I? Not seriously, for sure.
"I'm not..."
She giggles.
"Trust me he is. Tall, well build for a nerdy old guy. So distinguished. I love his beard... it tickled when he went down on..."
"Wha.. you didn't really.."
"Mom and Dad were over the moon my grades went up from D's and C's to straight A's in geography and history in my last year, weren't they? That got me into my Really good college!"
She giggles. I can only stare at her open mouthed.
"You fucked your teacher for the grades?"
She smirks, shakes her head.
"What do you think I am? I don't Sell my cunt! I fucked my teacher because he's a hot older man and being in his class made me wet. The grades were a bonus. One I didn't ask for, I want to emphasise. Rewarding me like that was fully his idea!"
"You..."
I blink, gasp my mouth falling open.
"You are such a slut!"
I put my hand to my mouth trying to shove the word back in. I Have called her that before, but as younger bother in a rage. When I was mean to her and wanted to insult her. I'm not like that anymore!
"I'm sorry. I didn't..."
Emily looks at me, then grins ans starts laughing.
"Look who's talking, you little judgmental tramp! I don't take moral lessons from a ho who got fucked in the ass in the bleachers on her prom night!"
I stare at her, then cannot stop myself from laughing, too. When I was her brother this type of conversation would have been an Earth shattering argument. Between sisters -- it's teasing banter. I feel so close to her. We share a laugh for a few more minutes when she again leans in and plants a kiss on my lips. I freeze, then relax. I need to accept the guidance of the women in my life as to how to behave as a girl. In particular with any kind of physical intimacy. Let her do what she thinks is right. Her lips part slightly and I feel the tip of her tongue.
This feels - very different than my kisses with Kayla but -- also... nice. Even hot. Sexy. Not what I would have excepted kissing my big sister feels like. Not that I ever thought about kissing my older sister... Well...
As she finally leans back, looks at me, her face is flushed, like I assume mine is.
"Sorry, I couldn't help myself. You're just so kissable. I feel - so close to you... Was that OK? Did it feel wrong?"
I shake my head,
"Felt nice. Kinda. I guess..."
She nods.
"Good. For me, too. I know this is definitely... I feel so close to you not just as sisters, but it's kinda weirdly sexy for me to see you like this. Not sure how to deal with this myself... Let's figure it out together, hm?"
I nod, and she leans In again, kissing me some more. All that talking about sex, mine and hers, has me hot and bothered, I feel my di... clit pressing against my tight shorts. Somehow a long time must have passed because from downstairs Mom's yell interrupts us.
"Dinner's ready!"
I sigh as we interrupt our kiss and Emily grins at me.
"To be continued, sis."
I nod, eagerly.
Dinner drags terribly -- Emily and I share looks and giggles, making our parents look at us questioningly, but with unhidden amusement.
"You two seem to be getting along awfully well, recently."
Mom smirks at me and I just nod.
"Your sister sure is more pleasant to be around now that Chloe is a girl, don't you think?"
Emily nods, enthusiastically - very enthusiastically. Caleb surly wasn't much of a company, but Chloe is immensely popular at the dinner table. Even Dad nods, if just sightly. His face far less open, but definitely appreciating his new daughter, too. I smile happily, a warmth seeping thorough me. I feel so loved. I knew they loved me just as well when I was a boy, but I think they didn't - like me as much. Cannot blame them, I sure did not like myself very much back then.
Back then. A week ago. I assume it's easier to like someone who feels at home in her skin. I gasp, as Emily interrupts my musings with her foot in my crotch and a smirk on her face.
"Are you OK, Chloe, you look flushed..."
I gulp, nod to my Mom.
"I'm just... It's been a long day.. a little... overexcited. And exhausted at the same time..."
"Not your time of month, is it, girl?"
Emily grins and I stare at her. It sounds a little mean, but at the other hand -- also... quite nice, not just because my di... clit is throbbing under her foot in my crotch. Her teasing me when I was her brother never felt nice to the last degree. I grin back.
"Can I go up, Mom?"
Mom looks at me, now a little more worried?
"Before dessert? Sure you're OK?"
"Yes. Just... I'd like to lay down a little."
"OK, if you think."
"I'll join you, sis"
Emily gets up when I do.
"I'll look after her, OK?"
Mom smiles at her.
"You're such a good big sister. Get some rest, you two. Good night."
"Night, Mom. Night Dad."
Upstairs I move towards my room, but Em holds me back, pulling me back into hers.
"My place. Yours still looks like a boy's den. I'll help you clean that place out and make it a girl's room but until then I'm not setting a foot in there!"
I nod, blushing, ashamed to remind her of my old self, happy that she overlooks it immediately.
"You really feeling tired?", she asks me with a twinkle in her eyes and a grin.
I shake my head. We both know I couldn't sleep a minute right now.
"Good."
She pops down on her bed.
"Where were we?"
She asks and I shyly open my mouth.
"You were telling me about your first time?"
"Was I?"
She winks.
"Well, well, you really wanna know, huh?"
I nod.
"Has gotten you all hot and bothered."
I nod again, more timidity.
"Lock the door, will ya. Private sister time, now"
I turn to her door, lock it and gasp as I turn around again. She has taken off of her top, is about to pull down her pants.
"I cannot deny it got me hot and bothered, too, little sis... But I don't feel like talking about sex anymore..."
She pulls her panties off and I feel my eyes almost falling out of my head. She sits on her bed now naked, completely relaxed, her legs crossed, hands resting in her thighs, revealing a dark blonde tuft of hair on her crotch. She smiles at me broadly.
"Come on, we're among us girls, no need to be ashamed. And we've been naked around each other already since we've become sisters."
I nod. Breathe in deep, then pull my top over my head, drop my tight shorts and eventually my panties. I feel the heat rise to my head.
"You're sure this is normal?"
She giggles.
"I'm... actually not. It's my fist time having a sister, too. I'm pretty sure sisters learn about boys and sex and stuff form each other. Honestly - does feel right to me. Doesn't it to you?"
Despite it feeling a - little weird, it doesn't feel -- wrong. I trust Emily entirely, feel more awkward than ashamed. I definitely would never Ever have done this as her brother. But now.
She laughs, takes my hand and pulls me onto the bed in front of her. I mirror her position, crossing my legs tugging in my dick under my thigh. She looks up and down my body, smiles.
"I distinctly remember you used to have pubic hair - I assume Kayla made sure that went away."
I nod.
"We've been to a spa together..."
"Suits you. Really does. I like my body hair, but I'm not the girly girl type, anyway... I feel you're about to go that route, huh? Kayla, sure seems to like her girlfriend as feminine as possible..."
"I think so."
"You OK with that? It's a big step... "
I nod, more eagerly than I have actually meant to.
"I love the way she looks at me whenever I doe something girly. She taught me how to walk. And I..."
I clear my throat.
"It really, really makes me feel good. I've never felt so happy and contend as a boy, I think... I want to be as girly as I can! I think that's how I was meant to be."



She smiles, then nods.
"That's what I wanted to hear."
I look at her questioningly.
"It's cool that you like Kayla so much that you want to make her happy and become the best girlfriend for her. But I would Not want you to Only change because she tells you to, little sister. It's great you're gonna be a girl. It's great you found someone who likes you as a girl as much as Kayla does. But never forget to also be the woman You want to be."
She strokes my cheek.
"That's what being a real woman is all about. You can be weak and submissive and find happiness in obeying our boyfriend. If you want to. You could also be a strong independent woman who takes no orders from no one."
I shake my heads.
"I... really like Kayla to be in charge."
"I can see that."
Emily chuckles.
"You two really found each other."
She leans back, falling into her pillow with a sigh.
"I wish I had a boyfriend who takes such good care of me. Well -- maybe not That much care. K would be a little too -- demanding for my personal taste. But little bit like her."
She untangles her legs, spreads them wide, allowing me a good - very good look at her half open lips. I lick my lips.
"God, I'm so wet just thinking about..."
She looks at me grinning.
"Well. You mind if I touch myself, Chloe?"
"Uh... right now?"
She nods happily.
"I've masturbated with some of my friends before. It's fun to share that with other women."
I gulp, then nod.
"S... sure.. I guess.. If you think it's OK?"
"You can join in."
I open my mouth, close it again, unsure what to say. I haven't really touched myself since Kayla freed my inner girl.
"Kayla... doesn't actually want me to -- masturbate without her..."
"OK, I.. did she say that?"
"I'm not to watch porn and touch myself, because I'm not a pervy boy any more."
Emily snickers.
"You are cute... but I imagine she meant not touching your dick any more. Which is very reasonable. I wouldn't want you to if you were my girlfriend."
I nod
"I... get -- my reward when she feels like it. From her."
"Uh-hu. I See. You want to save all of yourself for her. That's cool, but I don't think she'd really want you to not feel good ever when you're not with her. She brought out your inner girl, and girls have So many more and better ways to - enjoy themselves than silly boys with their pathetic dicks... And even If she doesn't want you to - enjoy yourself alone...."
She winks at me.
"I can keep a secret. We're sisters. We have a special connection that boyfriends have nothing to do with. Until you talk to Kayla and get a clear yes or no on this... no one's gonna find out. I can show you some things she might not... Honestly, as great as Kayla is - every woman should enjoy her own body on her own terms, now and then. It's part of being a woman. A full grown feminine self needs confidence and informed self exploration! That's what feminism is all about!"
"Masturbation?"
"Hell yeah. Getting to decide for yourself when you have fun!"
I feel myself sweat.
"I... wouldn't even know how..."
Now Emily raises her eyebrows.
"I can hear you in your room, I know you have had Plenty of solo sessions in there."
"Well. I..."
I only now realise that means she must have heard - everything. Since. Forever. And blush. Hard, but chose to ignore it.
"But not as a... not without touching my..."
Her mouth opens, then she giggles.
"You're saying you've never done anything else when you were a boy other than rub your dick to have fun?"
She sighs.
"SO pathetic. Boys... and their cocks..."
Her eyes wander down to my tiny...
"Can you please not call it that any more?"
"What?"
"Dick. Or Cock."
"And instead?"
"Clit! Please."
Emily bursts out laughing, but it's not mean, humiliating. A silvery laugh at a shared joke. That is my clit, that used to be my cock.
"Did Kayla tell you to call it that?"
I nod.
"Good idea. It's hardly bigger than one, anyway and it gets you into the right mindset. I can see why you don't get to touch it. But... I mean.. You Do have experience now with coming without that little thing, right? Kayla taught you after your prom, you told me. Don't you think you might... put hat knowledge to some good use on your own as well?"
"I'm not sure... I... that's..."
Emily smiles, leans over the edge of her bed and opens her night stand drawer, sits back up with a grunt.
"Alright. I can't have my little sister not know how to be a happy satisfied girl. And happy satisfied girl masturbates! I'll teach ya how! And if it calms your nerves, I Promise I won't tell Kayla. Not unless you two have figured out a rule about what you're allowed to to to yourself officially."
I smile at her gratefully. Having a secret from Kayla should feel strange, but -- having it with my big sister seems oddly right. It feels like anther part of my life as a girl fell into place. The first that is not connected directly to my boyfriend who made me a woman. I owe her everything, wouldn't be here without her, but it makes sense. Me being a woman can't Just revolve around my boyfriend can it? A well balanced, healthy woman has her own life.
I smile, nod, look at the toy my sister pulled out of her drawer.
She smiles back at me encouragingly and I take it from her hand. It feels soft under my touch, silicone or something, I assume, the colors a kinda psychedelic tie-dye like pattern of neon blue and hot pink veins on the mostly deep black surface. The shape is naturalistic, a little smaller than Kayla's strap on that she used in my ass. Massively bigger than my dick-turned-clit, for sure. Perfectly decent sized cock. I lick my lips. It Is pretty. And it makes me horny. I can feel my little clit throbbing. And get harder, a sight that is not lost on my sister. She grins.
"I knew you'd like it! My sister's got a good taste in cocks."
I blush, hard. It makes my clit twitch, just the thought of what it can do to me, the memory of what a good anal penetration can evoke. Not the presence of a hard cock itself, surely. Does it? Does that even matter? If the thought of a cock fucking my ass makes me horny, it's hard to deny that I really dig cock.
Only dildos, though, not... like... the real thing, right?
Do I? What's the difference, though, really? If I could get a real, actual hard cock into my ass - one this size or the size of Kayla's, not like my little clitty -- would I say no? Should I? I'm a woman now. So far a lesbian woman, I guess, only having had sex with other women. But the thought of cock in my hole... asshole... The idea of sucking it is not any less exciting which -- kinda -- makes me bi, doesn't it? I feel myself sweat.
"It's OK, it's perfectly natural. It's fine. Not your first ride, isn't it?"
I shake my head, open my mouth.
"It's just -- I've only been fucked by Kayla. Or... well. At least with her present... I did it for her."
"That is So cute of you. So caring, your boyfriend is so lucky to have a loyal girl like you. But you're entitled to self-care, too. And you Know your body is ready for this. A cock just for cock sake. Fun. The feminine way. Doing this for you to be a girl on your own right, not Just for Kayla as much as you lo... like her."
She winks at me.
"Want me to help you?"
"W... would you? It's not weird that we.. "
" 'course not. We're just sisters experimenting, right? Pretty sure that's perfectly natural. And I'd be Delighted to show you how to please yourself as a girl without... that thing."
She grins at my pulsating clitoris. And I nod.
"Thank you, Em. Love you."
"I love you too, little sister."
She kisses my forehead then takes a bottle of lube form the drawer.
"Always lube up! Unfortunately you don't have a self lucubrating hole. A real shame, but that's not what makes you a woman, that's just a bonus."
She watches me lube up the cock. Hesitantly at first, rubbing my hand up and down the pretty, brightly colored shaft.
"Good girl."
She giggles.
"At least you know how to handle a cock. One of the very few benefits of being used to having one, I guess. Even though it's a lot bigger than yours ever was..."
She leans towards me, and I freeze as her hand slides between my legs, between my cheeks and finds my puckering sphincter. I sigh, making her smile.
"Yeah, that what she likes..."
She looks at me then takes my hand, leads it down, puts the solid head against my tight asshole.
"OK, you know it feels good, so you're way ahead any boy I'm playing this game with. So - no need to be nervous, right?"
I nod, put on a brave face. My insides feel hot. And mushy. But she's right, I am Very much looking forward to it.
She leans over kisses my lips softly.
"For luck!"
And leans back, her eyes fixate on my nether regions.
"OK. You're used to girls taking the initiative with you - which is cool. But now you can do it on your own terms. I won't interfere."
I breathe in, smiling at her gratefully. I love her, it feels so great to have her trust, her appreciation. It also feels... slightly weird, like I'm betraying Kayla - just a little? But Em is right the bond between us is -- not stronger. Different. More intimate in a way and also - not. Kayla pushed me onto my way to become the woman I am, took my virginity. That grants her the place in my life no other woman can ever achieve.
Emily -- I feel a closeness to her I never have. Even though deep down I sense I should always have? We have been siblings all along, but the bond between sisters that is now formally established is -- as special as that between Kayla and me. Neither is one which I could have dreamed of having as a boy. The new world is so much richer, now.
I close my eyes, still feeling Emily's gaze upon me, as I breathe out and relax my sphincter, feel the phallus, its soft surface over its hard core, enter me - at my own pace, which is nice, too. New, unfamiliar and the most pleasant thing at the same time. My body belongs to me. Kayla empowered me to feel in it like I do, Emily is here to guide and instruct me -- but I am my own woman. Woman. I already know I can feel so much more than I could when I was a man. Time to take it into my own hands as well.
The soft dildo opens my my sphincter gently - more gently than Kayla usually does. Not that I'm complaining. She took me hard, controlled me. Made me her bitch from the first moment. I have needed that, desperately, to be submitted and dominated, fully being able to fall into my first time as a woman. Now though, I breathe out and let the hard cock with the soft surface enter me, slowly. I quiver and moan as I reach the sweet spot, knowing the exact position of my prostate now, like a woman knows her G spot. I imagine, once she found it.
Emily giggles.
"Feels good, sis?"
I just nod. pushing it in a little more, all the way -- it's neither as long nor as thick as Kayla's - I assume using it primarily for herself, Emily picked one more practical, less to impress - the perfect size to be inside of her. While Kayla probably went with one that exudes an air of dominance and sightly intimidates her partner that she uses it on. Worked for me. It's not just for show, she also knows how to properly use her massive cock on me, though. But I guess I'm learning another lesson. Size don't matter.
Well. Within certain limits.
Emily's dildo feels nice inside me. Filling me - not as much as Kayla's cock or the fists I have had inside me, but it feels really good. I highly doubt my clit, even at its biggest could possibly have felt this nice, when it still was a dick. Nobody could feel really this filled by it, ever.
Which is why it's good that is is not a cock any more. It's a clit. It will probably never enter any hole. Ever. And that's OK. Being so much smaller than the ones I am now used to, it probably was never meant to be.
I feel it twitch and throb and get hard nonetheless, from the anal penetration and smile. It's already feeling so much better than any time I diddled with it as a boy. Even my clit likes it better to be aroused like this. My whole body is warming up, winding up, from that sweet spot inside me all the way through. This is how I'm meant to get exited. By another person or by myself -- I'm a cock slut. I am meant to be fucked in my tight little hole. I have no cock, but a clit, because I'm a girl, longing to be penetrated.
With a long drawn sigh, I allow the artificial cock deeper into my ass - it feels so good..
"Feels good, huh?"
Emily winks at me as I open my eyes groggily and look at her.
"The good thing about dildos as opposed to men. They have patience. All the patience in the world. Us girls, we usually want time, taking it slow. You know the feeling, right?"
I nod.
"Knew it. Not a silly boy who rushes it and comes after some pushes. You're a true girly, sis. I'm proud of you."
If my face wasn't red hot from the hardness inside of me, I'd blush even more - Emily puts her hands in her crotch and gently begins to rub her clitoris.
"Take your time. I'm with you."
I feel my cock twitch at the sight of my sister, shamelessly spreading her legs, touching herself. I pull the dildo out of my ass, moaning at the feeling, then back in again.
My breathing starts to go faster, the now so familiar waves of heat, getting warmer, bliss ripping through my whole body, the sensation so incomparable to anything ever felt as a boy.
When I open my eyes slowly, I see Emily smiling, masturbating, the eyes glued to me and feel a strong bond with her. This isn't weird at all -- she is a very beautiful woman, her presence, her arousal, her approval of my still unfamiliar self a part of my own raising arousal. It's fine. She is my sister and sharing this sensation with her seems - natural. I groan as I as I lean back, speeding up fucking my asshole.
"Are you going to come, sis?"
Emily's voice is genuinely curious. This is new territory for her as well, as much as I wish to be a full on women right now, my body still operates within the limitations of my male physique. I shake my head.
"No... I mean... yes... not like I'm used to... It..."
My speech comes in bursts, breathlessly uttered.
"It feels like a wave, rising. Not like an explosion that hit me when I was..."
She giggles.
"That sounds pretty much like a good female orgasm. You've really grown into being a woman. As much as you can with that di.. clit of yours."
She smiles, as she continues touching her own, sighing. Then looking back at me.
"OK, you do come."
I look down at myself, thin liquid dripping from my clit onto my shaved pubic area.
"No... that is, I... probably... well... uh... keep dripping like this... for as long... uhnng..."
"Yeah, you're a wet little slut. Me too."
She giggles, inserting finger and tasting her own juices - the sight makes me twitch and drip even more.
Emily's orgasm hits her first, I don't know for how long we shared masturbating. The sound of her moaning and grunting pushes me over the edge as well -- a gently sloped edge, not the sharp cliff and fall of male penile orgasm. Like a soft, warm wave, anal climax washes over me.
"You're done?"
I shake my head.
"Really. Not spent and tired?"
Again shaking.
"You Are a woman, alright, Chloe. Never met a boy who was ready to go immediately after. OK, lets go on, I feel still so hot."
I nod - I couldn't stop myself If i wanted to and continue to masturbate with the hard dildo in my tight asshole, waves wash over me in a seemingly endless warm flood, as they must over Emily -- her orgasms come faster, closer together, hitting her harder. I must admit to myself, that while being as close as I ever was to the female type of bliss - the clearly superior one - I cannot deny I am not at the level of natural born woman. Maybe I never will get there, but I cannot feel jealous as I am overtaken by the pleasure of anal orgasm. I have been introduced to a whole new world since becoming a girl, one so much better than anything I was ever privy to as a boy. If I can't have everything a real woman has, I am close enough now to be eternally grateful to Kayla and Emily helping me and guiding me along.
We spend a least two hours like this. An unimaginable time when I was a boy - masturbating, edging, cumming together, watching each other, I lose control over myself several times, as does Emily - we are far to loud to be able to pretend that our parents don't hear us. I am so lucky to have parents that understanding.
When we finally fall back onto Emily's mattress, me as satisfied as I could not possibly have dreamed of being a week ago, I feel Emily pull me towards her, kiss the back of my neck.
"I love you, little sister."
I blush, cuddle up against my big spoon.
"I love you, too, sis!"
And I mean it. As I drift into sleep, If feel as loved and and full of love to give as never before.
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"Shut up!"
I was just saying it's getting dark and we may not want to..."
"Blake! Shut. UP!"
I sink back into the passenger seat as my wife growls at me.
"Sorry, baby, I didn't mean to shout, but what do you expect me to do about the darkness? I haven't been out here in the woods for years, I got lost, alright? This thing is useless"
She switches the phone off on the dashboard where the sat-nav app has been blinking "No Signal" for about half an hour now.
"I told you we should have taken a real map, but my fine husband thinks tech is infallible"
I shake my head, suppressing a pout.
"Where would you have found a paper map that's still accurate anyway?"
"This place hasn't changed in decades, I'm sure somewhere in a gas station they still have... Ugh, whatever. Just - be quiet and let me focus on the road, OK?"
"Your Mom really was a hermit, wasn't she, honey?"
I try to sound light, cheer up the mood. Should have known bringing up her Mom wasn't a good idea for that purpose.
"You don't search cryptids in the middle of downtown", she just snaps. "And you don't get lost there either and burden your estranged daughter with having you certified legally dead and take care of your goddamn cottage at the Goddamn ass end of the world!"
I shut my mouth, there is no way to cheer up Charlotte in this mood. Can't blame her, really. She told me very little about her mother expect that she dragged her out here when she was a teenager when her obsession with chasing after unknown mythical creatures became overwhelming. Charlotte left this place as soon as she turned 18, got a job and studied journalism -- vowing to dedicate her life to facts and truths. To counter her mom's inclination for legends, I always assumed. We met in the creative writing class, for which I was much more enthusiastic, my ambitions aiming towards the realm of fiction writing.
Unsuccessfully. So far, my big debut novel unfinished in my laptop, our only source of income is her - quite sustainable though -- salary as one of the youngest editors of her news-network. A situation not without tensions, but we manage. We have a good life in the big city.
Until her mother was reported missing some months ago and proclaimed dead just last week.
Charlotte keeps muttering, trying her best to make out the road in the pitch black that our headlights cuts apart.
"You think she found Bigfoot and settled down with him out here to..."
I try to lighten the mood one more time but am interrupted as she turns her head and stares at me.
"Shut the..."
"Watch out!"
The lights piercing a small fraction of the dark road illuminate a figure in the middle of it all of a sudden. Its shape way too tall for an animal - clearly the figure is standing on two legs, but -- are they wearing a fur coat? Open in front, I can see bare skin on the belly and breasts.
More than... two...
Nothing I can take in within the fraction of a second before Charlotte pulls on the steering wheel and rams the car into the thick growths of the primeval woods surrounding us allows me to get a clearer view of what I think I have seen. The world gets darker as the headlights' beam is absorbed by the vegetation ahead, then one, then both of the lights go dark as we smash almost unstopped into the forest. The world is turned on its head as we ram something, the car lifts off of the ground and rolls over to its roof. Slams to the ground and the with a shock running through me as we hit something, comes to a halt. The set belt tightens around my chest as the blood floods into my head and I have just enough time to muse that I'm sill conscious before my vision goes black and I faint.
I have no idea how long I was gone. When I come back around, blood is dripping down my face to the roof of the car, now below me. I look over to the driver's seat. Empty. I try to shout for Charlotte, but only a croak erupts from my throat. The window is smashed, blood at the sharp edges, still moist.
Reaching up, I fail to open my seat belt - stuck - the notice a silver gleam below me. Charlotte's pocket knife. I will never mock her again for always carrying one, but if she cut herself free, why the hell did she leave me here?
One thing at a time.
I cut my seat belt and grunt as I drop to the metal roof, grunt again as I crawl out of the window, tearing my clothes and cutting myself. I look up.
The moon is a little more than half full, but the roof of the trees is dense, and I hardly see a thing.
But I hear. A growl, and a scream.
I don't have much time to consider my next action. It may not be very smart to run towards the noises, not having the slightest idea what is going on, but I cannot leave Charlotte alone with... alone out there. She must have had a reason to leave me behind, though. Which sounds like another argument to Not follow her. I stop for a second, hesitate. Feel my phone in my pocket and take it out. The screen is cracked and it doesn't react to anything I do. Great. I'm not going to call anyone. Not even use the flash-light. There is a real one in the trunk, but I'm not going back, couldn't open it probably anyway. I take a deep breath and keep running, toward the noise. No screaming any more, but still grunts, mixed with cracking of branches and panting, louder the closer I get.
With my eyes getting used to the dim light a little better. I freeze as I approach a bunch of shadows in front of me and recognise a figure hunched over what clearly is my wife. She grunts, her arms pressed against the -- creature? Can that be a wolf? I gasp and the beast turns around, rises. And stands on two legs, staring at me with eyes glowing a lot brighter than reflected moonlight should allow for. A bear?
No way. Long legs like a human but stronger, a lot more muscular, a long snout with sharp teeth, bulging forelegs... arms? That end in sharp claws but a lot longer than the claws of any canine. Two rows of four teats on the hairless chest of the clearly female creature, on bulging breasts. A tail swinging behind it excitedly.
We stare at each other for what seems like ages, then, without thinking, I pick up a rock from the ground and toss it. Miss.
What the hell was that supposed to achieve? I take a step back, hesitantly, my eyes now fixed on my wife, lying on the ground grunting. She seems fine. For now.
I blink as all of a sudden the creature goes down on all fours. I pick up a huge branch and hold it in front of me. Whatever that'll do to it...
To my utter surprise, the creature turns around and with a huge leap jumps away form Charlotte. Not far enough to vanish - it suddenly turns again, almost taunting me to move closer.
What the hell? I she playing with her food now?
Anyway. I have to get moving, that may be my only chance. I run towards my wife, branch still in hand.
I visibly flinch when the creature turns around, hardly more than a shadow between the trees, her eyes staring at me, reflecting the dim light eerily bright. I lift the branch, seriously doubting this could work to keep the beast in check. I won't look this gift horse in the mouth, kneel down beside Charlotte
"Hey. Are you with me? Talk to me, can you speak?"
She is conscious. Opens her eyes, looking at me. I can't see much, her clothes are crusted with mud -- I hope it is mud, not blood -- there don't seem to be any huge injuries, no pool of blood forming under her, nothing seems broken. Scratches -- bite marks on her shoulder close to her neck, but thankfully shallow. I'm sure this beast could have bitten out a huge part of her if it had intended to. Playing with its food?
"What... the... fuck... are you doing here. I tried to lure it away so you could run."
I stare at her. I love her so much, my strong and brave wife. She's always been the one protecting me, throwing herself in front of dangers, literally and metaphorically to shelter me.
"Not gonna leave you alone out here with that."
"Where..."
"I scared it away!"
She stares at me, the look of disbelieve hurting only a little.
"Well, I think. For now. But we better get going. Can you walk?"
She breathes in sharply, then nods.
"It think I know where we are. And where My mother's cabin is."
She walks -- fiercely, strong. Her legs seem fine. It my just be the adrenaline that keeps her going but it does keep her going. I try to support her, but I don't think she actually needs it. Limping only a little she actually pulls me onward. I don't know why the creature behind us is keeping its distance -- OK, Charlotte's look of disbelieve wasn't unwarranted. It can't have been my stick and stone that drove it off.
What is it? It seems to be more after my wife than me, but right now, it doesn't seem particularly eager to get either of us, either way. I think I can hear its breath over Charlotte's heavy panting, but it does not come closer -- until we reach the open space around a log cabin, apparently her mother's. Then the noise beings to grow louder. If it tries to stop us from reaching shelter, it isn't doing a good job. Its attempt seems like it's more so trying to drive us into this, like a set trap. I shake my head, pushing away that thought. That beast - whatever it is - can't be clever enough for that. Also - there's not much of a choice.
Charlotte searches for the keys in her pocket that have been sent to us when her mother had eventually been proclaimed dead -- luckily she didn't lose them, fumbles one into the lock with trembling fingers. The lock of the outer door, I now notice, which is less door and more metal frame with steel bars in front of the actual wooden door. Like we're entering a cage. To keep things out or us in?
Either way, the metal falls into the lock behind us, as does the wood and we're save - seconds later a loud crash reverberates through the bars outside. We both jump. Me more than Charlotte, I must admit. Then I giggle. It really doesn't make sense. That show of speed seconds too late when it could have gotten us a dozen times over out there.
I hear the growling move away from the door, past the window to the rear of the house, and quickly run through the rooms to find all windows bared and the rear door locked with the same double layer as the front one.
Safe.
For now.
I hear the creature growl out there, but after its -- her -- first slamming against the door, she makes no further attempts to enter, just circling the house, possibly looking for an entry. I make another round to ensure every possible entryway is locked and secure. Apparently Charlotte's mother was definitely aware of whatever is out there.
She may have actually moved here to look for it.
That surely counts as cryptid, doesn't it? It's definitely not a wolf, walking on two legs, not a bear with that snout and the hairless - breasts?
Bigfoot? I shake my head as I move back to the living room where I left Charlotte on the couch before investigating the house, making sure she's stable and conscious. A wolf on her hind legs can't mean it's...
Again I shake my head. That word is even more ridiculous than Bigfoot.
And yet it's out there, whatever it is. Did Charlotte's mother find it? Or did it find her?
I look at my wife as I kneel down next to her. She has her eyes closed, sweat runs down her forehead. I feel her temperature -- she's a lite hot. May just be the running and the adrenaline. I open her shirt -- some of the buttons are torn off, revealing her bra, torn and with some few dark blood stains revealing her ample breasts. I feel guilty as my cock throbs at the sight of her C-cups -- even in this absolutely unsexy situation I cannot help but enjoy the sight. She doesn't seem seriously hurt, Stained but I don't think too much of that looks like blood, even thought in the dim light it's hard to differentiate between that and dirt. The bra opens in front, fortunately. I take it off to let her breathe freely and reveal her whole upper body -- to examine it.
A few scratch-marks from claws, puncture wounds like the bite on her shoulder, but nothing deep. I don't get it - that thing had her for long enough to do some serious damage with those teeth and claws. Did it just want to pay with its... her food?
Charlotte's jeans are soaking wet from lying on the ground and stiff with mud and dirt. I peel them off, making her grunt. As I look at her she just nods, though. No internal injuries that seem to give her any pain, it seems. Her legs and lower body are uninjured, except for some cuts and bruises that seem to result from her falling, or the accident, not the beast. I lean over and kiss her -- she feels a little hotter now, again. We better take care of her wounds, even if they seem harmless.
"I'll need to get you some things to put on. And where do you think I can find some medicine?
She breathes in deep, sweat running down her dirty face, then points me to the bathroom and her mother's bedroom. She hasn't been here in a long while, but her current state seems to be more at fault for her needing some time to remember.
I find a quilt in what must have been her mother's bedroom -- Stuffy, and dusty but otherwise clean -- and a first aid kit in a rusty old tin box in the bathroom. The only disinfectant is a bottle of medical alcohol -- from way before we all began to to clean our hands every 15 minutes. I guess Charlotte's mother spent the pandemic out here alone, too. Well. Alcohol doesn't bad, I guess.
I return to my wife to clean her wounds -- I'm not sure what to make of the fact that she doesn't even flinch. I smell, even taste a dab of the alcohol on my finger to make sure it is what the bottle claims to be. Sure is. I know my beloved wife is strong. Stronger than me, when it comes to pain, that much is for certain, but even she should feel the burn. I look at her face again to make sure and she smiles at me. I continue bandaging her, then put the blanket over her and help her to lay back on the couch.
"Is she..."
Her eyes wander to the door - for the first time she seems willing and able of talking about the last hour or so.
"Still out there, but your Mom's place is a damn fortress. I... think she may have known that thing is out there. Pretty sure we're safe in here. For now. I'll try to find a phone but she's gone for months, the landline won't be active anymore.... We may have to wait, it may leave in the morning. It's gotta sleep eventually, right?"
She sighs. Nods. I'd expect her too come up with a plan. Definitively her job in our relationship most of the time, but she seems exhausted.
"I'll see if there's anything to eat or drink somewhere. Fridge and the water a probably out like the phone.... "
"But the light is on..."
I frown.
"Uh, No. Be glad the moon is right out there at the window or it would bee a lot darker, but I wouldn't call it..."
She looks at the not quite full moon, then the ceiling lamp.Off, of course. Frowns. Closes her eyes.
I touch her forehead. Still hot.
"Get some rest, I'll go get food."
A bottle of water, dirty, but sealed shut, as well as some cans -- peaches, tuna and spam in my arms I return again to my wife. Her breathing is rattled and heavy. As I hand her the bottle, she struggles to open it but when I do, she gulps down most of the big bottle in short gulps.
I grab her knife from my pocket and with some struggle open the cans with its primitive opener. I hold a slice of peach to her, the thick juice dripping down. She loves sugar, and fruit, so...
With a growl that's nothing like her, she moves her head, almost hissing when turning away.
"What, honey? You love peaches. And you have to eat something."
Her head turns towards the other cans on the floor, her nostrils wide, and a growl escapes her throat again. My eyes wander to the can of spam that she seems to focus on. She's not vegetarian, but not a big fan of processed meat, either. I had planed to keep that for myself and give her the tuna but....
I pick up the can and slide out the gooey glob of meat. Before I can even get it closer to her, her hand shoots out from under the blanket and shoves the meat into her mouth, drooling, moaning. She eats like she hasn't eaten in a week.
Scary.
I don't even get the chance take the tuna out of the can after opening it, her hands move so fast I can barley see them in the dim light and she swallows the oily fish as hungrily and quickly as the meat before. Then sinks back onto the couch moaning, twitching under the blanket. I touch her forehead, trying to make soothing noises. Her eyes close - I can see them move under the lids, but she seems to reach some kind of restless sleep. I pull up chair, and watching her sleep, my head turns to hear the noise of the beast that definitely still encircles the house outside I eat some of the peaches my wife rejected and don't even notice eventually drifting into a shallow sleep as well.
When I wake up with a jump, the moon has moved on, no longer shining in through the window. The room is now even darker and I can barely see anything. I'm not sure what woke me, some noise - the beast outside? I reach over to Charlotte on the couch, touch the blanket. With nothing under it.
I jump, standing in the middle of the dark, strange room and stare into the blackness. The only thing I sense are the sounds from the outside, which do sound weirdly like they no longer are - outside. Must be, I'd have heard it if the beast came in and surely... I frown, taking a deep breath. The smell in here has changed. It was mildewy, stale, a room locked and not aired out for months, now it is... musky... earthy. A strong, sharp...
A growl, loud enough to DEFINITELY not come from the outside makes the room reverberate, and two glowing dots pierce the darkness.
I take a step back. No. I don't - I think about it, but my muscles don't obey my brain. I stand frozen in the middle of the room while the creature steps into the dim light. My eyes just barely got used to it enough or me to see its outline -- very human outline, standing on two legs. The deep growling sends vibrations through my whole body, the smell is... not actually unpleasant. Savage, wild, like nature, a true nature than walking through the woods around the places I grew up in don't emit, tamed and cultured as they were. The woods out here a lot more so -- I didn't notice the difference until now. Or I probably did and just could not have put a finger on it, but now that I see it, smell the creature from up close, I know the woods smell just like it. Untamed. Wild.
It moves closer and I see this one is definitely not the same that attacked us. Her fur is lighter, less shaggy, her body slimmer. But yes, her. This one also is female, a row of eight firm breasts swinging on her torso. Like the creature outside. Which still is there, I hear its -- her - growls and howls. Two?
How did this one got in here?
And are wild creature even supposed to have breasts? Teats, sure, but aren't human women the only mammal that... I gulp.
Why the hell am I thinking about breasts? And Why. The. Hell. Is that giving me a boner?
Well. That's awkward.
I'm gonna die, getting eaten by a -- whatever wild wolf creature this is with a boner I got from staring at her tits.
Werewolf.
Well, that's stupid, there's no such thing as...
The creature growls again, stepping closer.
Doesn't really matter, does it? This one sure is real, and she sure matches the descriptions, for all I have seen from her and her - companion out there.
At least I'm not thinking about her firm, fleshy breasts any more. Oh great...
Again she takes a step forward and I can feel her hot breath on my face now - like the rest of her female physique not entirely unpleasant.
She looks down at me, being at least a head taller. My mouth goes dry as I stare into her eyes -- deep dark with a tiny glimmer like an ember. And then at the dangling necklace around its hairy neck, partly buried in the light fur that only recedes around her firm breasts.



A C and B, intertwined. In sterling silver. I know that, because I have given it to her on our third date. Daring move -- not a ring, but close. The most daring thing I ever did for a woman....
Werewolf.
The word again flashes through my brain, this time followed by all the implications.
I gulp hard, my knees trembling as I look up from the necklace blinking in her dense fur to her face. It's wolf-like, but not fully. Less fur than a real wolf might have, her snout maybe a little shorter? I'm not exactly a lupine expert -- her fangs look Very predatory as she bares them at me growling. Her eyes though.... they are human. Or partly human. The color is hard to make out in the dim light, but they might be green like Charlotte's?
She moves closer to me, as close as possible now, her breath on my face, her fur tickling my skin, her breasts pressing against my chest.
"Ch... Charlotte? Honey?"
No idea if there's a sense of recognition of that name in her eyes or if I am just imagining it. It is definitely her, I have no doubt - under that wild, savage musky smell of the wood I smell... something familiar. It is like another nature of my wife has broken out with a vengeance but I can still sense her. I'm sure.
With deep growl her extended claws move down my chest, feeling razor sharp. And I can feel them as they tear my shirt to shreds. They find their way to my pants, tearing off the button with an effortless motion.
I gulp, feel my heart race. It.. this is...
She doesn't seem to intend to harm me... or is she just playing with her food? Getting rid of the packaging before eating me? I just can't imagine it, this is still my wife in there. Somewhere.
My pants fall to the ground, my boxers are torn into pieces and as I stand before her naked, I... feel the blood rush to my lower body and my cock throb as it grows. Awkward.
For me that is, the creature, that... apparently is my wife growls deep I her belly, in a weird way that seems - less threatening and more -- amused? I gulp. Anything better than threatening. Or hungry. I guess.
She moves her clawed paws up to my chest again, pressing me against the nearest wall. The hot breath on my skin causes - weird emotions in me. That make no sense.
Her smell should not be arousing, yet somehow it clearly is. Could it be mixed with phenomenons? Wolf pheromones shouldn't do anything to a human man! Werewolf pheromones, though... She is part woman -- part my Wife, dammit - after all. Only more savage. More wild. This... is...
"Oh... My god.."
She goes to her knees and her tongue extends and wraps around my hard cock, wet slimy, slithery, raspy. Her teeth touch the soft skin and I cannot help but shiver, making her growl again. I freeze, dare not to move. No doubt she could bite my cock off with one bite and swallow it without chewing.
I try to speak, but I can only croak, my mouth bone dry, my throat constricted with fear. And... other emotions that are totally inappropriate.
She swiftly stands up again, and grabs me, lifts m up effortlessly and throws me over her shoulder, her bipedal walk steady and firm, her legs strong. I can feel her muscles bulging under her fur and tough skin -- not only could her claws rip me open, her teeth tear me apart -- her strong arms could break me in half, I am sure.
She lifts me over her head with a triumphant howl, then tosses me to the floor. Instinctively I try to move away, but she's over me faster than any human could move, her strong, thick, furry thighs straddling my face.
I look up at her, past her four pairs of bare breasts into her eyes above her shining teeth. Growling she lowers her body onto my face. I gulp as I see pink lips -- bigger, meatier, floppier than my wife's used to be, shining pink through the light grayish-brown fur. She can't be real, this... I gulp. Her smell is stronger now that I am this close to her savage cunt, my cock throbbing, my balls clenching as she lowers her lupine pussy onto my face. Very real. And I... am... not.. able to resist....
I push out my lips, past the fur and being to suck on her clit - it's huge, throbbing. I can wrap my lips around it like it's a little cock. Not that little, even. Probably not that much smaller than my own dick, now pulsating even harder as her tail, strong and bushy touches it as it wags excitedly -- a painful slap, but it is also making me moan and pushes me a little closer to the edge.
I can't lift my arm, her muscular legs by my side pinning me to the floor, as I lick over her button, then move down, to her fleshy, moist lips. I can feel her claws dig into my chest as she leans back, the sharp pain as the break my skin, feel hot blood trickle. I grunt, knowing she could tear my chest open and crack my ribs to feast on my still beating heart, but she doesn't. At least as long as I do what she wants me to do and pleasure her. The danger, the thrill, the submission make my blood rush, mostly into my cock.
Her juices flow down my face and I lap them up like I'm the canine - her eager, devoted dog, following my mistress's demands. She growls, then howls -- I hear the creature from the outside join her.
Eventually, this creature - my wife -- stands up, her muscular thighs flexing. She grins down at me. It a least seems like a grin to me, though I know bearing her fangs may just as well be a proof of her dominance over me. As if that needed proof. A small stream of hot liquid erupts form her crotch -- definitely piss, pungent and musky. Not much. Just enough to mark me as hers, I'm sure.
She turns around and I stare at her furry, yet tight and supple ass - quite human, actually, expect for the fur and a very bushy tail, wagging.
She grabs my ankles with her paws. Just human like enough to be able to grab, but already bestial with its long hard sharp claws. She lifts up my legs, making me grunt as she puts them on her shoulders and crouches down, sliding her wet pussy on my hard cock.
That's not even weird at all - it's Charlotte's favorite position. Amazonian. Her whole weight -- a lot more notable now than it was when she was human, pinning me to the floor, her wet pussy grinding down on my cock, gripping it like a vice, painfully, inhumanly strong.
The smell of her in my nose, my blood pulsing through my body, the iron grip of her bestial pussy around my cock makes my balls twitch, my muscles spams. I groan, my hands arms flailing, grabbing her fur. She must feel me getting close as she puts her paw on my chest, right above my heart and pierces my skin with her sharp claws, barring her fangs. Drool glistens on her pointy teeth and nothing about this is playful anymore. This is not a grin, this Is a pure sign of dominance. I can still see my wife in her eyes, but I also have no doubt the creature she is now will rip me open if I displease her. And I'm quite sure displeasing her means coming first. I gulp and close my eyes. Self control and stamina in this situation have not always been my strong suit, but thank God -- or rather thank Charlotte, my goddess - I have come a long way.
It was a learning experience, going from coming after two minutes inside of her during our first time to being able to satisfy her needs holding myself back. Enough so she agreed to marry me eventually. I am a better man, a good husband, an altruistic lover. And I better be or this will be my last fuck, I am sure.
Her muscles grab me harder as she grinds her furry pussy into me harder and faster growling and grunting emitting howls of lust, huffing and puffing as she fucks me, rides me mercilessly, uncaring about my needs and wants, her savage animalistic raw nature in full control of her and me below her.
I completely lose my sense of time, hold on to her furry, muscular body, press my legs against her shoulders, try to think of anything else to gain control of myself, but I was never really l in charge of myself. My body is fully in her grip and my mind clouded by her smell, her pheromones, her ruthless dominance, her tough grip, fully hers.
I spasm, jerk around on the hardwood floor, her spit drooling down on me, her claws piercing my skin, scaring me all over, the pain searing through me only enhancing my arousal, until her grunt finally turns into a howling, long, wild, savage. The creature outside picks it up, as the wolf that was my wife comes, clenching my very human dick so hard I fear it may pop.
Eventually she slumps over, her claws scratching the floor as she leans down onto me, her eyes gleaming with fire, her fangs shining in the dim light, her drool dripping onto my face.
I can only assume she is done. She has to be. There is no way I could hold myself back any longer, so if she isn't, this will be my end -- I feel my balls contracting squirting the biggest load of cum I ever produced into the wolf-creature's womb and jerk, spasm like in a fit. No orgasm I have ever had came even close to this one, my whole body in tune with her savage sexuality. I feel soaked with her pheromones as I am soaked with her pussy juices. I come and come for what feels like an eternity -- at least a minute - without end, my balls pumping the very last bit of my human sperm into her womb.
The last thing I see as I faint from exhaustion as the the dizziness that burns itself into my body emanating from all the scratches the creature carved into me overcomes me, is her huge, wet tongue as she begins to lick my face and body clean.
I try to reach out to her, my mind spinning, my body burning hot. What am I even intending to do? Or say? To my wife turned werewolf. My mind goes blurry, as does my vision before everything turns black.
Wake up, room bright. Must be day. No. Is isn't. Close eyes. Growl, my fur bristles. Cuts from the bitch's claws burn, but heal.
Head misty. Breathe. Sniff. My tail wags as I sense her smell. She approaches, tail raised, growling.
Remember her. Remember me. Waling. I stand up, my new claws digging in floor. Clothes around me. Look at my claws remember hands, remember clothes, Remember human.
No human. No longer. Better now.
Stronger.
I smell. See. Moonlight inside, so bright.
My head -- faster. Not words, but images. Reflexes.
Instincts. Instinct like dominating the bitch.
Walk up to her, growl.
She bares her fangs, glistening in the moonlight. Her breasts firm, her muscles tense. Try to shake her off when she grabs me. Her claws pierce my skin. I growl. Howl. Fight back. No use, she's stronger.
Grabbing my balls, my hard cock in her claws. Makes me whelp. She squeezes. could tear it off. Easy. I flinch. Sink to the floor. Present my belly. Tug my tail. Her legs spread, open her vividly smelling pussy. Her smell fills my nostrils. Fills my world. Drowns out all other senses. I lick. Whimper. She grown, howls.
I submit to my Alpha.
By my cock she pulls me to the door, with one push thrashes it, rips it off the hinges. Could have done the whole time. The bitch outside could have, too. Her smell mixes with my Alpha's. Familiar. Similar. Mother.
Alpha throws me to the soft ground if front of Alpha's mother. Puts her hind paw on my back, claws extended, piercing my flesh.
I growl, grovel, whimper, tug my tail. Both females are alphas. I will not resist. I will obey. I well serve my pack as Beta.
Young Alpha pushes me to the ground on my back. Old Alpha lowers down on my snout. I put out my tongue. Feels weird, scrapping my sharp teeth. Smell overwhelms me, cock throbs, balls pulsate. I lick her clit. Is huge, throbbing also. Young Alpha pushes up my legs, mounts me again like before, human female's favorite style.
Cock is rock hard again, better than a human - pointy, knotty, moist. Harder. Boned.
I feel I am stronger, more virile. Better to serve my pack's alpha females. Glad.
The moon shines down on us. I feel alive.
I breed my alphas good, both come, older one on my face squirting into my open snout. I drink her up, become hers, like I became her daughter's. Both growl, howling at the moon, their breasts jiggling, their bodies trembling.
I am allowed to come, too. Feel my semen enter Alpha's womb again, it feels potent, strong.
The Pack will grow soon, I will breed with both alpha females.
They stand up -- Alphas growl at me until I cower in surrender, present my belly, tugging my tail. Their scents on me mark me as theirs, they run ahead. I follow to old Alpha's lair, home of my new pack. I know I won't change back, the transition to wolf is forever.
New life as Breeding Beta of the pack ahead of me. I am glad, fulfilled. In my place. I look up at the moon and howl.
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After a night of restless sleep, Alex is awoken early by a strong hand with a firm grip around his dick. He yelps as he sees Tina, naked, sitting on his bed.
"Wake up sleepyhead. You've had some sweet dreams, I gather?"
He looks down on himself, naked and fully erect. Either he tossed his blanket off or Tina pulled it away. His small dick is rock hard in his custodian's hand and probably was when she got in.
"Y... yes, Ms. Tina. I dreamed about you!"
She smiles and gently strokes him, making him moan.
"Good answer, little Lex. That deserves a reward!"
She moves up quickly, straddles his head and lowers her pussy onto his lips. Surprised, he mumbles into the wet slit.
"What?"
"I..."
He catches a breath when she lifts her lower body.
"It's almost eight already, we're late for school, we..."
It's never a woman's fault if you mess up. Lesson One.
"... I overslept!"
Tina looks down with a frown, then giggles.
"Silly boy. You know adult schoolboys get a day off when they get a new caretaker."
Alex looks up. Of course, stupid. Custodian Day. Which exists so he can help her to... he gulps. After sleeping on it for a night, he still hasn't fully realized what happened yesterday. She is his legal custodian now. Second most important member of his family. Of course she moves in today. But where... He looks into Tina's face. No time to think about that now. He lifts his head and kisses her lips.
"That's better. Don't bother your little head, Lex, we women have taken care of everything. You just do what you're told and use your head for what it's made for."
She lowers herself onto his face and presses him into his pillow.
"Mmh. I could get used to this in the morning. Does your Mom do this as a morning ritual?"
"Mef not m mrmg pfen", his voice, muffled by her flappy lips.
"Not a morning person, huh? Well, she did the late news for years, I guess it makes sense. Well, I am very much an early bird. And so are you now. I expect we can make this a morning ritual if your Mom doesn't require your service at this time of day."
"Yef, Mff Timm..."
He mumbles into her folds in between licking and kissing them.
After she came, squirting onto his face, she pulls him to the shower. He washes her - one of his favourite duties with his Mom, too, when she is in the mood for it. He gently soaps and lathers her soft skin. He can smell the scents of the other women of the household still on her before the water hits. Especially his mother's, of course - he could recognise that scent anywhere, but also the others; their juices and sweat having mixed all night. His senses are tuned into this by a long evolution of males in this world centred around women. He caresses her breasts, her pussy gently -- not wanting to seem too eager, but obviously determined to make her feel good. Lets a soapy finger slide between her firm ass cheeks, making her sigh.
"You're doing that really well, Lex. Did your mother teach you?"
He nods.
"I will have so much fun waking up in my new home every day now!"
She smiles and kisses him and steps out of the shower as he quickly soaps and rinses himself off. Showering for him is a necessity, not the luxury it is for women. Particularly careful not to touch his dick for one second more than necessary to clean it. No unsupervised touching.
He towels her off, then himself. And follows her into the kitchen -- Tina dressed in one of his mother's bathrobes she borrowed, luxurious red silk, Alex naked as usual in the house, his tiny hard dick throbbing after the intimate ritual.
All the other women present last night are already there waiting, fully dressed and prepared -- it's a weekday, only the newly bound get a Custodian Day off to accommodate.
Sandrine pulls Alex towards her, kissing him good morning, open mouthed and with her tongue deep in his mouth, a hand on his throbbing penis.
"Good morning, son. Did you sleep well?"
"N.... not, really Mom."
"Oh?"
She chuckles.
"Well, I guess it must all be so very exiting for you!"
He nods.
"I slept like a rock. But then again, I must have come five times, thrice just from your new custodian's sweet lips. SO talented with her mouth. Not that you'd know."
She smilingly sips on her coffee. He doesn't indeed. Women giving oral pleasure to men is exceedingly rare. Oral sex is considered a sacred act, thus limited to pleasure women expect on the most special occasions. And even then men are not made for bearing the energies that come with it. Alex himself never lasted a minute during these very rare moments. He will never know his custodian the way his mother does now.
Just shaking his head, Alex is sent to the kitchen counter with a slap on his ass and a grin from his mother. He listens in with half an ear while fulfilling his domestic duties as a man and preparing breakfast for the women. The night of lesbian passion he was privileged to witness and initiate united them, as it is meant to do. It always works, hardcoded either into the DNA or the cultural development of human society and their closest bonobo counterparts. Nothing brings women together like the excitement of the joint use of a male, and nothing binds society like female friendship and family units. His part as male in keeping society peaceful and functioning is minimal, but he is proud of it -- serving as a toy, and catalyst.
While he is preparing the eggs -- egg white only omelette for Sasha, hard-boiled for Tina and Katie scrambled for the rest, the women hand over the welcome gifts. One from the Matriarch and one from the rest, as per tradition -- Sandrine's gift is a copy of the book she wrote herself: "The XX Network -- why women make news and men just watch them".
Tina holds up the actual hard cover book reverently.
"Cool. I've read it already on my handheld, of course. I didn't know they printed paper ones!"
Sandrine nods.
"Limited edition obviously, only for the most cherished and proficient readers! I signed it."
" 'For Tina -- The best set of XX's a mother could want for her boy'. Thank you so much!"
Tina gives Alex's mother a long grateful kiss on the mouth. He himself doesn't get the hype about an old fashioned brick of paper, but Tina loves books, not just real books - digital on a screen - but these outdated shelf stuffers they made ages ago. He for one is not a fan of either, reading bores and tires him.
The other women then hand their new family member a fancifully wrapped box that she unwraps patiently.
"Well. That's... wow."
Tina giggles.
"How did you know I wanted one of those?"
The others burst out laughing.
"We know your new ward, of course you need one."
Alex sneaks a peak -- and lowers his eyes immediately blushing. She holds a huge -- HUGE -- black dildo in her hands
"He knows how to make up for his inadequacies more than anyone I know with his mouth..."
Another, very different reason for him to blush as Katie talks about him.
"... but sometimes a lady needs to be filled. Or fill her boy-toy!"
Alex gulps -- he simultaneously feels his asshole pucker up nervously and his dick grow rock hard to the mental image of the huge black dildo inside of him as he hears the smacking sound of it on Tina's hand as she slaps it.
"It looks familiar..."
Sasha hold up the box.
"They took a castoff of Chester Tate."
Tina raises her eyebrows.
"Guess it makes sense."
Alex licks his lips. It sure does. One of the most popular actors around, Viewer's Choice Awards, Academy Awards -- though he's not a particularly good actor. His main asset is the original to the 30 centimetre rod his custodian holds in her hands. Women Love his movies and of course women decide what is watched.
"Thank you so much, ladies, I'm sure I'll make good use of it in my new home!"
When his blush is under control, Alex serves breakfast, first for all women, then for himself.
He kisses everyone good bye as one by one the women leave their apartment, Sandrine last, leaving the two alone.
Tina looks at her new ward, naked, putting away the dishes. Licks her lips as he bends over to fill the dishwasher, presenting his firm ass.
They barely had the chance to enjoy their free day -- in the living room, Alex now gently massaging his new custodians face, her jaw muscles burning after a night of pleasuring the matriarch of her new household -- when the bell rings and the movers arrive with her stuff.
Alex opens the door for them -- naked and with a throbbing boner from serving Tina - a sight the crew's supervisor, a tall woman in a clean overall notices with a smirk -- naked men in a private home are hardly worth mentioning in this world, after all.
Two males in tight, short work clothes emphasising their muscles follow suite, pushing a hover-platform with some boxes. Movers don't really need to be strong any more, with modern technology doing most of the heavy lifting, but most companies traditionally still hire burly men. A rare breed in a world where weak and submissive men are the primary role model.
"Tina Harding?"
Tina nods and signs the electronic form on the handheld.
"You know you have to take out the old stuff first?"
The supervisor nods
"For disposal or storage?"
"Disposal."
She looks at Alex with a wink.
"Well. Time to let you know. I'll be moving into your old room. You don't need it any more, you're not a boy, right? Adult men don't need privacy -- you'll remain in the household as an asset, fulfilling your household chores, which include spending the nights with the women you serve. Mostly in your mother's or my room, from now on, occasionally one of the others may claim you."
Alex gulps. He had been wondering about where his new custodian would move in - there's no spare room, the apartment has been assigned based on the size of the core family unit -- and he had expected it. It Is standard procedure for a man to lose the privileges of boyhood as an adult, after all. He had the right to chose to move out and get a tiny apartment of his own, but as he decided to remain in his legal guardian's family unit as an adult man, he is indeed no longer privileged. He nods.
"Yes, Ms. Tina."
She pats his head.
"Good boy."
She turns to the mover and transfers a list from her own device.
"Here's a list of his belongings. Posters, toys, etc. Boyish stuff. His bedlinen. I'll keep the bed and the shelves for my own things. The walls are pink..."
The supervisor smiles.
"Nano particle paint, I see. We can change the colour in a matter of minutes. To the tone you specified."
"Very well. Move along then."
The supervisor slaps her worker's ass motivatingly.
Over the next hour, Alex watches his stuff being carried out -- posters, memorabilia. He feels a pang of loss, but also pride. These habits -- hoarding stuff, having his own more or less private space -- are boyish. Sociologists recommend for growing boys to get some semblance of self realisation to get it out of their system, so his mother let him have it. Now he is a man. And a man has a place and a function. Servicing and supporting women. At all times. No need for a place to retreat. No need for expressing his personality in any other way than in his chores and duties. He is an adult now. His chest swells with pride, sweeping away the loss of being a boy.
When Tina takes him to what is now her room, he doesn't recognise it. The walls are teal now, her bedlinen steel grey. His clothes have been divided -- what his mother gave him is in her closet, what Tina got him over the last weeks stays here in a separate compartment; his school uniforms half here, half there. He only wears the clothes his superior women want him to, so they may as well be in their closets.
The work-screen access has been transferred to the new room inhabitant.
"You'll get access for homework and sanctioned entertainment to the home network at my or your mother's work screen when we deem it necessary", she informs him.
He just nods, his eyes on Tina's shelves. Gone are the knick-knacks and childish decorations, they're filled with books, actual paper.
His mother's work is positioned in a prominent place, surrounded by old volumes that look like they are from a time when books were actually still regularly printed on paper, and new ones, obviously made for collectors in this day and age where everyone reads digitally.
He hasn't read any of them, of course. Men usually don't bother their heads with literature -- he tried some times, but he understood why. Male brains aren't cut out for it. But he has seen movies based on many of them, mostly on his mother's initiative -- "You're smart for a boy -- no one expects you to READ, but you should at least know the classic stories."
His eyes wander over the backs.
Frankenstein -- the female scientist trying to create a better, more docile male from scratch and failing. It's a warning tale -- males are inferior by nature; training and upbringing are more than enough to keep then in check, science is not required.
Camilla, the world's most famous vampire novel about the titular Vampire feeding on a whole village, turning the women into vampires, enslaving the men.
Pride and Prejudice -- Alex has wondered watching the movie how it must be to have so many brothers that your mother has to actively search for custodian to get them out of the house. He is glad he is a single boy with only two sisters, who moved out as soon as they turned 18. His mother's attention and training was fully on him all his life. Until the new woman came into play.
Great Expectations -- he liked that movie. A young man stumbling into the estate of a reclusive older woman, who, unwillingly at first, take him under her wing, letting him back into the world again and again only to in the end become his legal guardian. That is a story he occasionally fantasied himself into, with his mother taking the role of Ms. Havisham in his head.
A few modern book collectors items, high gloss paper, not old and yellowed. Like the one about the utopian society where teenage males fight in gladiatorial combat to stabilise the female lead society -- Alex hated that one. The protagonist gets entangled in a rebellion of males against the female leadership. Fortunately it has a happy ending -- the seemingly male leader of the rebellion turns out to be a woman in disguise who has initiated the whole thing to topple a weak president dangerously close to letting men gain power. In the end, female leadership is stronger than ever, the gladiatorial games continue and the protagonist is added to the new president's harem. Despite the happy ending, the movie trilogy gave Alex nightmares after watching it - males rebelling against women is the biggest horror scenario his little mind can imagine. He wouldn't want to read that book for anything in the world.
When Tina hugs him from behind, he falls into her embrace, happy to live in a world where he is in his place, knows his duties, has women who take care of him. Let women sink into fictional works in which their position of power is actually under threat. He shivers.
"Don't ever think of touching my books, hm?"
Tina kisses his neck, making Alex smile. He won't correct her misinterpretation of his musings about her books. He would never correct her about anything.
"We have the apartment to ourselves for some hours, little man. I mean to get comfy here properly by using you in every common room!
He turns around smiling.
"I'm pretty sure I already serviced you in all of these, Ms. Tina."
"I was only a guest then. Now this is my place. Not the same!"
"Yes, Ms Tina. Where would you like to begin?"
"I'm hungry, I need a snack. And you can snack on my pussy in the meantime!"
She winks, grabs his wrist and pulls him into the kitchen where she opens the fridge to take out an eclair and begins to hungrily devour the pastry while pushing Alex down on his knees. This round of marking her new territory and her new legal ward cannot start any other way. Both teenagers greedily eat their respective snacks, both moaning with unbridled lust. Alex's small dick pulsates and his balls contract painfully, made worse when his custodian leans her head back, squirting into his mouth after few minutes. No greater aphrodisiac, nothing making his prick harder than her taste to swallow.
He is quickly rewarded with another portion of his favourite snack. There is no greater praise for him than that, even if she would never tell him in so unveiled words: that his tongue between her lips, his mouth kissing and sucking her clit makes her come so fast. She has made much use of the female privileges in this world since she is an adult woman, but nothing makes her come like her new ward's oral skills. She loves her little boy-toy, as much as a woman can love a subordinate being like a man. She is quite sure she would have taken him under her wings regardless, but -- once she found out what a natural oral talent he is, enhanced even by his mother's training - becoming Alex's custodian was never in question. Now that she is, she intends to use it -- him - to the absolute fullest.
She grabs his head, presses it against her crotch and squirts into his eager open mouth as she comes once more. And comes. She is enjoying this immensely. Last night was -- very special. Forming a unit with a mature woman was a spiritual, elevating experience that nothing a woman could experience with a man could ever match, but this is - great, as well. Nature has provided women with female companionship for the mind and male submission for the body. This world is a woman's world, fine tuned to the feminine being's needs.
Alex looks up at her with his big puppy eyes and she smiles warmly. His face glistens with her juices - she bends down to kiss him, she likes the taste of her own bliss. Grabs him by the wrist and pulls him to the next room, only to send him off to get the required tool when they get there.
With a gulp, he hurries off to his... her room, taking her welcoming gift from her desk, trembling as the huge black dildo wobbles in his hand. He doubts she wants it for herself -- and doesn't know if he hopes or fears more that she doesn't. Both. Definitely. And to equal amounts, probably.
Tina awaits him, laying on the couch in the living room, relaxed, legs spread, her pussy still glistening, her face glowing. Waves him over and takes the dildo from Alex's hands. He lowers his eyes and gulps as he awaits -- dreads -- longs for command that comes. Instantly, he goes down on all fours to the floor in front of the couch, his ass up, in her direction, lowering his eyes to the floor. He does not dare looking at her, not wanting to give off the impression of impatience. She sets the speed.
Eventually he feels the massive rubber cock press against his tight asshole - he relaxes and feels it opening, give in, swallow the mercifully well lubed dildo into the depth of Alex's rectum. It is the biggest cock he has taken yet, but not by much. His asshole easily adapts and takes the black rod all the way in until the balls touch his perineum. He hears his custodian chuckle softly, then pat his ass.



"Such a good boy. You're enjoying yourself?"
"Yes, Ms. Tina."
Alex would never dream of lying to her, but he couldn't if he wanted to: his dick has grown rock hard again, and small as it is, she must be able to see if from her vantage point. His grunting fills the living room as Tina begins to fuck his ass. She start touching herself, jerking off to fucking her boy-toy, and the aroma of her juices and her pheromones wafting through the room makes Alex wild. He knows the smell even from afar, knows she's excited -- the male nose fine-tuned by this world's millennia of evolution to read every signal the female body sends. Every man within five meters would know she is horny, and Alex, trained and tuned in knows exactly how far along she is and when she is ready to come.
She rams in the dildo harder and faster as that moment approaches, making Alex groan louder and wilder, getting her even more excited. He could be ready to come, too, but he holds back -- a lot easier when being sodomised than when his little penis is stimulated -- he has little to no control then. He is quite sure she has much more in store for him and he knows she is barely wasted after cumming. Again he mentally laments how little the male body is able to take and fails to perform after an orgasm.
Eventually she comes, screaming in bliss and with a deep sigh slumps back. A little disappointed, Alex sees her get up and gesture and him to do so, too. No chance to lap up the sweet juices. For now.
He diligently follows her to the next room to be conquered -- until he hesitates when noticing she is pulling him into the direction of his mother's room -- absolutely beyond any doubt off-limits to enter without Sandrine's explicit permission. Tina snickers.
"Don't worry, little man, your Mom and I are mates now. What's hers is mine and what's mine is hers. Beginning, but not ending with you! You wouldn't understand, being just a man. It's a female thing."
He nods. Still has to overcome his inhibitions - entering without Sandrine feels weird, but he obeys. Of course.
Tina lays down on Sandrine's soft sheets. He enjoys the few moments he has full view of her body - stunningly beautiful, firmer and leaner than his mother's -- until she turns around, wiggles her firm, pale ass teasingly.
"You know what to do!"
He nods, even though she can't see him. She's found a liking in rim jobs since they met her new friend Brianna and learned more about it. He eagerly gets on his knees, spreads her cheeks and begins to lick her brown pucker. It is not quite as enjoyable as eating her pussy, but it's close. The muskier, tangier aroma of her rear hole makes his dick throb just as enthusiastically and painfully as her pussy juices -- his body knows servicing any orifice of hers is a privilege and even through the intoxicating smell he can sense her arousal as she moans into the sheet and begins to touch herself again. As her boy diligently licks her asshole, penetrates her sphincter with his tongue, another wave of pleasure quickly runs through her, shaking her whole body. Again Alex can fulfil his duties in amazement how easily the female body is capable of heights of bliss so unreachable to him. And still not be exhausted or tired -- she turns around, giggles as she sees him lick his lips and kisses him.
"You're getting really good. Everything you do with your tongue comes really easy to you, doesn't it Lex?"
He beams, proudly -- he knows he eats her right if she's in a mood to so generously hand out compliments.
Again she jumps up, more energised than ever, it seems, and pulls him behind her to hi... her room. It dawns on him that from now on this is as much forbidden territory to him as his mother's bedroom is, without explicit permission.
Tina looks at Alex with a grin.
"I think I might have something for you, too. At least once during this tour, you deserve a small reward."
Grabbing his neck, she throws Alex onto his - her bed -- where he lies, his eyes on her expectantly.
She climbs onto the bed and takes his ankles, bends his legs backwards and puts them over her shoulder, smiling down at this dick, up and erect, within the limits of its shortcomings. She pulls him towards her, lowers her pelvis onto him, inserting his dicklet into her wet, juicy pussy, grinding down on him. He lets out a soft whimper as her muscles grip his cock, the rare sensation threatening to overwhelm his already more than strained stamina. She leans forward, grinding down into him with the perfect precise control this amazonian position grants her over her boy-toy, flexing and tensing her muscles.
Being used to much bigger cocks, she can hardly feel him, but she knows her strong grip has him clamped inside her, fully under her control. His dicklet won't make her come, but the strained expression on his face makes her wet, she loves to subdue her ward and few things remind him of the place of a male in this world more than when his pitiful male orgasm is confronted with her spiritual, long-lasting, overwhelming climaxes. She succeeds in the challenge she set herself -- making his little dick come in under a minute. Overexcited from servicing her all morning he climaxes in less than 30 seconds with a soft grunt. Even for him that's fast.
He begins to babble apologies, but she slides up on his scrawny body and shuts him up by muffling his whining with her pussy on his soft mouth.
"Shush, Lex, I have not excepted anything more from your little undisciplined dick. You must know by now nobody expects anything from it!"
He blushes and gets to work to cover his embarrassment, knowing full well what he is good for and eagerly begins to lick her lips, penetrate her folds with his muscular tongue and lick her clean off his pitiful load of cum, swallowing his own semen as she feeds it to him from her pussy. He licks his lips and swallows as she gets up and pulls him to the next station.
He feels a bit weak -- as always after an orgasm. He is almost glad he doesn't get to come very often, doing his duties is a lot easier when he is on edge than after falling off of it. Women have it so much better. Tina is glowing and vital -- more and more after every time she comes.
He follows her into the bathroom for another shower -- a little regretful, he has to admit. It may be mostly subconscious, but the smell of her sweat, her pussy juices, does a greet deal to bond a male to a female, control his mental and physical state. Alex is a well trained, socialised male, perfectly settled in his position by means of nurture, but he is also fully in the grip of his biology, tuned by evolution to service his purpose to a woman in heat.
He tries to lick as much off of his custodian as he can, making her giggle. She is not used to this level of physical reaction to her feminine presence -- she's been using males since turning 18, but never spend this much time with any single one, never soaking a boy-toy in her own pheromones and juices like this, never reaching this amount of purely biological mind control. He is imprinted on her, second only to his mother and licking her sweat is a sign of devotion that comes instinctively.
Alas, eventually the sweat and pheromones are washed off. As Alex soaps his mistress, his mind clears a little and nurture takes charge over his nature again. Thankfully both serve the same purpose: he once more makes Tina come, this time with his soapy hand in her crotch, thumb against her clit, fingers inside her pussy.
He dries her off and she puts on a robe, silky and flowing, while he follows her naked.
It is mid afternoon, they have the apartment to themselves until evening, so after getting some snacks to replenish their energy, they spend a lazy afternoon in the living room, playing a video game. Meaning Tina plays and Alex leisurely takes his place between her legs, kissing and licking her gently -- she is not interested in coming again for a while, only in keeping her pussy nicely aroused. Another thing Alex envies women for -- when he is aroused for hours on end, it is not a pleasurable feeling -- his dick is already hard again to proof the point. The longer it remains in this state without release the more aching its throbbing will be. Tina on the other hand very much seems to enjoy this low level edging.
Hours later, their alone time is finally interrupted, as Sandrine arrives, and one by one all the women of the family return to their comfy home. Björn and Footlong join, accompanying Melissa and Ixchel, and Katie has brings home a man only Sandrine has met before. Technically new male toys don't need her approval before they are brought home, but it is considered polite to get it, anyway.
His name is Fritz, an older man in his 50's, her professor's assistant at Katie's university. The youngest member of the family group doesn't have a particular thing for older men -- being 20, she is still testing her own preferences bringing home boys Alex's age as well as silver foxes like Fritz without reservations, so - after getting the green light from her professor, Fritz's boss and custodian, she picked the older man as her company for today's finals stage of Tina's welcome celebration.
Something in the way the men act is special tonight -- they all sport raging boners, Björn under his apron while cooking, Footlong's bulged in his tight gym shorts and Fritz, too, naked, despite his age never shows a sign of softness. Not much of a surprise, really, it is a normal reaction for men in the presence of superior females, and yet the mood of the evening feels -- unique.
The men seem even more docile and servile than usual -- Alex could doubtlessly say the same about himself, but of course he was still very much enamoured with his new custodian, so could blame it on that.
What Alex doesn't know -- none of the men does, as none of them care or know much about science -- is that they are showing the million year old, undefeatable physical reflex of the males of the human species, build in by eons of evolution in a world of dominant females. Tina's pheromones have soaked the whole apartment all day. Every time she came, a wave flooded the room she was in and the bodies of the men in this world are highly specialised female pheromone detectors. Their societal role, tuned by natural selection adapted their senses to these particular pheromones; to be among the sharpest senses in nature. Even though they do not even consciously notice it, it is their most developed physical function and the reaction of their bodies to a woman in heat is immediate, a reflex that cannot be consciously suppressed. The raging erections just the external signs, their whole body chemistry - the pheromones their body take in and the natural impulses they triggered in their brains since they entered the apartment -- makes any other thought than servicing the women with their whole body and mind a biological impossibility, even if they hadn't been trained for this their whole life. In this world, this is what men are All are. What Alex will be: In their place. Servicing.
The cause of all that -- Tina, her pheromones still floating in the room, pooled in the dried sweat and juices of her body -- knows this. Contrary to men, this information is basic school knowledge for all women and she was interested enough in science to have studied it deeper. Not that in this situation it really matters, the theoretical knowledge why the men are unable to do anything but comply is far less relevant than its practical application.
So the evening progresses, the men mostly quietly looking, admiring and aroused, at the women while they lead the conversation. Tina, like all the women, makes ample use of her natural superiority and the males' inbuilt instinctual and trained reactions.
Usually family dinners are relaxed and calm, even when they build up to a grand finale. Today, Sandrine, Alex and the other long term members of this group do notice a sexual tension that is palpable. Be it because of the clear purpose of the night to introduce the new member once and finally, be it because the air is still charged with Tina's pheromones and sexual energy, there is little leisure for small talk, diversion or distractions, everybody's minds and bodies are clearly focused on one thing.
Focusing on Alex, but not neglecting the other men, Tina kisses, gropes and suggestively jests. The plethora of orgasms has not diminished her lust and again Alex can only be amazed by the female physique, the time he has needed to recover from his meagre orgasm, and how she in comparison seems more invigorated by every one she gets. And her energy infects the other women - even more so, that is. Of course they have been looking forward to tonight the whole day, imagining and anticipating it.
Naturally, the males have no say -- a room full of sexually aroused women has no use for men other than one. But even if they had - their natural inclination to service combined with the wave of arousal that hit their feeble male bodies limits all the attention of their little minds much more than the superior female ones -- there is nothing in their heads but servicing.
When dessert comes, Alex is made to take his place under the table and eats his dessert between his custodian's legs, Tina guiding his hand towards his mother's crotch. Never selfish, always thinking about her fellow women. Alex hears a satisfied soft sigh as his fingers enter his mother's wet folds.
The other men present follow suit, joining him under the table between the legs of their respective women. the first new family orgy was to begin, the final traditional part of every welcoming ritual of a new female family member.
When dinner is done, Sandrine takes her son by the hand to the living room. His eyes are glued to his custodian who flirtily surrounds herself with the other three men present. He feels a burning in his chest, the sting of petty male jealousy as is made to sit besides his mother. She senses his feelings - she can always read him like an open book.
"You've had enough opportunity to serve her, little Lexi. It's time for the other men to welcome our newest family member!"
He nods. Slowly. He knows Tina deserves to play with other men as much as she wants. He knows he, as just one man with clear -- very clear -- inadequacies, could never be enough for an adult, hot blooded woman. He will never give in to the low, masculine urge to be her only toy. Jealousy is the lowest form of male sentiment. He cannot deny he feels it, but he can fight it. He is stronger than that.
He sighs. And steadies himself, never taking his eyes of his custodian as she kisses the three other men. The other women take places beside Alex and Sandrine on the vast couch -- none of them looks at him, his small dick is hard still from servicing Tina's pussy under the dinner table and remains hard as he watches her using the other men. He is glad it is. His dick knows better than to give in to the green eyed monster. Everything that makes Tina happy makes his little dick happy. Nothing else matters but Ms. Tina's happiness!
He wishes one of the other women would claim him - he takes a peek at his mother - but no one is interested. They all watch Tina getting it on with their men -- no sign of jealousy it their eyes, just joy and excitement. He so wishes he could be as emotionally stable and mature as women.
He turns his eyes back to the show - apparently he is expected to watch it like the women do -- only with his hands on his thighs, obviously. While the female viewers of the spectacle begin to masturbate to the sight, he is not to touch himself without permission. Tina orders Footlong to the floor and makes him lie on his back. Alex gulps. The black, 30 centimetre cock stands like a flagpole. And there is little doubt what his custodian plans to do with it in this position. She goes down on her knees, facing Fritz's cock -- pale, circumcised about 20 centimetres. For a second Alex feels a twitch as it looks that she could touch it with her lips - she only ever did that to him twice since claiming him. That sexual practice, a female pleasuring a male, is limited to very special occasions. And this is not one, Alex gladly notices. He is not sure he could suppress his jealously as much as he wants if his custodian did That to another man today.
She pulls Katie's latest boy-toy down to his knees and begins to kiss him -- still enough to inflame Alex's base instincts - he looks like he is a good kisser. The older man has used his life-time well to gain experience and technique. But Alex can calm himself. He feels confident that everything he gets to do with his mouth - no matter what part of a woman's body it is allowed to touch it with -- he does well, far beyond what a boy his age has learned. He is an oral natural.
The other men though... he could never compete with Footlong's primary tool, evidently. As Tina lowers her pelvis onto his massive cock, his glans parting her lips, his big black balls twitching as he enters her pussy, Alex's dick throbs in tune with his heart that skips a beat. His jealousy wrestles with his love for Tina. He wants her to experience this -- a feeling he could never, Ever grant her due to his penile inadequacies. Of course she enjoys this massive cock. It is her right and privilege.
As is... Again, Alex swallows hard. Björn postilions himself behind Tina, his decent sized cock presses against her rear hole. Alex still feels the taste of it on his lips -- he did what he can do service Tina's asshole, made her come by licking it. He did his part. He unclenches his fist in an act of will. Tina now gets what she needs, what she has every right to have from men more capable of giving it to her. It doesn't matter - she chose him as her ward. The special bond between them goes far beyond this simple physical pleasure she gets from these men.
Alex breathes in deeply. Pushing down the green eyed monster inside of him until it is not a burning flame but a simmering ember he can ignore. He focuses on his pulsating cock. He is enjoying it - Ms. Tina is enjoying it, so all is well.
Grinding her pelvis against the two men who penetrate her hungry holes with their big dicks, Tina moans into the older man's kisses. Like Katie, she has used the time since her 18th birthday to experiment with all kinds of men, and had her share of silver foxes. She very much enjoys their experience -- for certain tasks - such as the one she is using Fritz for right now - kissing. A skill at which, she found, men get better with age in this world where all males are permanently learning and improving their ability to perform their duties. It seems nature's way to bring a balance, supply womankind with men of all trades. Men like Fritz, whose age may eventually pose a problem satisfying women via penetration -- Alex can just assume, Fritz's cock right now is erect and would be ready to use -- compensate with experience; boys like Alex, deficient on everything regarding his penis make up with an enormous natural talent orally. And men like Björn and Footlong, ramming their cocks into her holes, making her pant and groan are good for just that. A nice real cock feels better than one made of rubber, real and pulsating, but the men attached are good for little else. Thus every man is at his place.
She moans into the older man's kiss as she comes for the first time from the double penetration -- good cock-boys that her fuckers are, they are far from done and before they squirt into her tight, demanding holes, she comes twice more.
Alex smiles -- he may not be able to cast his jealousy away completely, but there is nothing that fights it back better than seeing Tina come. It doesn't matter he is not involved -- his custodian is happy. That is all that matters.
The three men retreat from Tina to their respective females -- Melissa makes Björn kiss Katie's new mature boy-toy and then go down on him. Katie giggles as Fritz starts to groan -- Melissa likes having her males play with other males a lot. Alex feels a stirring in his loins - he hasn't gotten to play with other men much yet, but his feelings about this performance are definitely another confirmation that he is bi -- like all men, according to his Mother, who pats his head as she notices the direction of his male gaze.



He doesn't get much time to contemplate, though or even just watch, his own duties are fully straight tonight. Well. Mostly.
Tina, lounging on the thickly carpeted floor waves him to her. He eagerly moves between her wide spread legs and kisses her clit. Thick cum oozes out of both her holes -- he licks his lips, and begins cleaning duty.
Eagerly, he laps up the other men's cum -- he would love to focus on Tina's clit, but he knows she wants to feel squeaky clean, first. She has had her orgasms, this is primarily to prove his unlimited loyalty to her, only secondarily to give her more pleasure. Alex has no reservations -- even men not trained in same sex services are not expected to have any inhibitions touching or swallowing sperm in this world. It is nothing inherently sexual, just a bodily function, service provided to a woman. Males' duty.
He tastes the salty, slightly bitter taste on his tongue and swallows the goo down, licking his custodian's pussy and asshole clean, sucking on both to get out more, penetrating them deep with his trained, talented tongue. He hears Tina moan and his chest swells with pride as his superior obviously enjoys his cleaning services.
She doesn't stop him when he is done with cleaning and he focuses on her clit, so he happily collects his reward for cleaning services rendered -- being allowed to make a woman come once more. He takes the swollen button between his lips, sucks on it. Lets the tip of his tongue play over the sensitive tip of the clit. Like so many times before, he is amazed at how fast she is ready to come again, not at trace of a male's exhaustion after orgasm. It doesn't take her long, already being in a heightened state of arousal, Alex's naturally talented tongue and lips caressing her and with no reason or intention to hold back, she squirts on the boy's chest and the floor in what is indeed her best orgasm of the evening. She gets cheers and applause from the spectators, two of the women with males between their legs, the rest attentively watching the performance of Alex for the newest member of their little family group.
Tina pulls her ward up towards her mouth and kisses him, cherishing the musky taste on his lips - two brands of salty sweet juices. They kiss long and passionately, Tina rolling on top of her toy, taking control, feeling his small, yet hard dick rub throbbing against her skin. Finally she lets him get up, slaps his ass and sends him to the group lounging on the couch.
"I need a snack, you go play with the others!"
He approaches the group deferentially, judging the situation. Melissa, Ixchel and Katie have moved from the couch and now sit comfortably on the faces of Björn, Footlong and Fritz, gyrating their hips. Sasha is kneeling between Sandrine's legs, who thrones on her favourite armchair over the scene, and sucks the mature matriarch's clit with slurping noises - not a sight one sees often in this household. Both Alex's mother and the muscular black woman are apex personalties -- even in a world where all females know about their superiority, Sasha is one that ranks high in status, as is Sandrine. But of course, the hierarchy is sacred and the head of a social group is not just the matriarch over the males of her influence sphere but the women too, so everyone succumbs to her. But now that a male is available, of course the other woman is released of her subservient states.
Sandrine gestures her son over and he diligently takes the place of the muscular woman between his mother's legs, watching her grin at him and slapping his ass as she leaves her position. She did a good job, his mother is wet open and well prepared, but there is a reason men serve in this function. It may be the only thing he is really good for but good for it he is.
Sandrine moans lecherously as her son takes over, enjoying his skilled tongue on her clit, her lips, penetrating her wet and hungry hole. There is nothing - nothing - in her eyes that matches a son's loving caress of his mother's pussy.
Eventually, Alex feels a familiar pressure against his tight sphincter -- he doesn't know where Sasha got a strap on, but it is not much of a surprise - where she is, a rubber cock is rarely far away, too much does she enjoy using it on men at her mercy.
Alex lets out a moan, an animalistic sound, into his mother's pussy as the cock slides into his well trained, yet tight asshole in one swift, determined motion. Used to being used, he has no problem making his mother come twice while being sodomised. His small hard, throbbing dick erupts a watery load as he comes somewhere in the middle of the act, but of course the two women double teaming him care little about his pathetic little orgasm. They stop when they are finished with him, long after his cummies and when his dicklet has already become hard again. They release him and shove him over to Katie -- by now the women have left their comfy seats on the men's faces and the family group orgy becomes less formal as the intermingling begins.
Hours later, every one of the men has tasted the juices of all women, was penetrated in the ass by multiple rubber cocks -- and in case of Fritz was chosen as man-on-man entertainment of the evening to be impaled by Footlong's black pole. The mature man took it well -- anal experience is another advantage of picking an older toy, Katie finds as she applauds him for it.
No one gets much sleep and as Alex awakes the next morning to the sound of the alarm clock, Tina's breasts pressed against his back in his mother's big bed, surrounded by the other participants of the orgy, he dreadfully remembers it's a schoolday. Tina giggles as she sees him yawn and mournfully look at the alarm clock display.
"Don't worry, Lex. No teacher expects a boy to be fully awake the day after custodian day. I for one feel invigorated and fresh from all those orgasms, but we know you silly men can't take much. A night of service and three measly orgasms and you're exhausted for a week, am I right?"
"Yes, Ms. Tina."
With a chuckle she pulls him to the shower and into another day at school.
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After a night of exploring her femininity with her sister, Chloe, formerly known as Caleb, takes her next step to her path to womanhood: preparing for her first real date.
Ongoing story, please start at Part One.
All characters are 18 or older.
Not that I need it being 18, but I'm glad I got my parent's permission to skip today's school-day to prepare for tonight.
"School's almost over, the grades are fixed. I think we can grant our little girl a day off to prepare for he first real big date."
Mom smiles at me at the breakfast table after Emily made the request - I don't think I would have dared. I look to my sister gratefully, Dad makes a non-committal hum. If Mom made a choice, he's not likely to speak against it.
"Well. She does look tired. Been up all night... talking with your big sister, have you, Chloe? Girls talk, I reckon!"
I blush - still absolutely sure we were much to noisy last night - sharing my big sister's bed masturbating - for my parents not to hear us. But if they did, they don't let us notice.
"You'll help Chloe again?"
Mom smiles warmly at Emily.
"Course. I can't let my little sister down before her first real date."
"It's not... really our first..."
I try to interject, but she shushes me, smiling.
"Prom doesn't count. Even less than the mall trip, given how you wore a Slave Princess costume and everyone was hyped over the whole Gender Bender concept. K wrote me a text. It's gonna be a REAL date. Including meeting her parents!"
I nod. I got a text too. A little surprised my sister got one, but she and my boyfriend are becoming BBFs real fast.
"It's different. Very different. And if you get to enjoy being a girl on a date, you need preparation."
"All day?"
I stare at her wide eyed, making her -- and Mom - giggle.
"Girl, you have No idea how much work it is going on a date as a girl. So much more than throwing on jeans and a shirt and just show up like boys do. Especially when you are brand new to the whole thing. But trust me, it's worth it. Girls have so much more fun!"
She winks, making me blush. I can't deny that Is my general impression about being female
"We'll take our time - she'll pick you up at 5:30. I'd say if we start after lunch, it'll give us ample time."
She clears her throat.
"We can kill some time playing."
She winks at me as I blush. Hard, looking at our parents, remembering our - playing last night.
"Video games, that is. Obvi."
Oh. I am both relieved and a little disappointed, but she's right. I need to -- calm down. I feel the butterflies in my stomach dance just thinking about tonight, my hands are sweaty.
Emily kicks my ass at "Report For Service" for the next three hours straight -- to be honest I never could hold much of a candle to her at video games, Even if my current distractedness didn't come into play, my big sister always beat me at all kinds of games. Today though, I couldn't defeat a three year old, absent as I am thinking about tonight. My first date. Eventually Emily packs away her controller and looks at me.
"Well, Beating your ass when you don't fight back is no fun. You're not really here, are you little sister?"
I shake my head,
"Wanna start preparing?"
"It's..."
I look at my phone.
"A bit early," she agrees. "But it's not like you can think of anything else. We can take our time and make sure you're well prepared. Wouldn't want to disappoint your boyfriend, would we?"
Again I shake my head.
Not having to go to school, I haven't showered yet, so Em drags me after her to our first floor bathroom. Making me peel out of my clothes -- I slept naked in her arms and put on one of her pajamas, as she didn't let me go to my bedroom to change before going downstairs. Only now do I realize Mom and Dad didn't even seem to have noticed the sight of her new second daughter in girly nightwear -- be it the most conservative one my sister has: actual pants and a shirt, in pink and baby blue. Or it didn't bother them. Like at all. I didn't think about it enough to realize it until now.
I drop my sister's pajamas to the floor of the hallway, following her naked into the bathroom and the shower stall.
I'm pretty used to being undressed in front of her now - almost, if not more so, than for Kayla. It feels - different and somehow the same anyway. It's less sexual really -- although not totally unsexual either... I feel Emily's looks on my body as she grins. Not sure what to make of it. I cannot deny looking at her naked -- she drops her clothes like I did without a moment's hesitation -- does cause a stir of arousal inside me, mixed with a much bigger, much more overwhelming feeling of envy. Her body is prefect - womanly shaped, big breasts, round ass, her bush crowns a beautiful pussy. Within the last days of self discovery, I have concluded I still do find a woman's body exciting. But I also really -- Really - want to have one myself. I catch myself thinking about kissing Emily breasts and clit and pussy -- being kissed on my imaginary tits and pussy. Not once are my thoughts about being the man anymore, using my clitoris as I once would have as a dick to penetrate. That's just so not me.
She slaps my ass as she pulls me into the shower.
"Stop staring, sis, you're being weird..."
I feel myself blush.
"Sorry I just... l... you're so..."
She raises an eyebrow.
"So pretty."
"Little silver-tongued devil you. You shouldn't waste your compliments on your sister, though, save some for Kayla."
She kisses my lips, with her mouth closed, more sisterly than she has done before -- which is enough to make my clitoris twitch, stand up and get hard. I close my eyes sighing. That thing is becoming annoying, reminding me of how I used to be. Emily grins.
"Still hasn't gotten the message you're not a boy anymore, has it?"
She strokes it gently, me blush and also sigh. I shake my head.
"Kayla texted me she jerked you off once and you can keep it in check for hours, is that right?"
I nod, blush
"Not that you're ever lasting long. Little fast shooter, are you?"
She giggles at my reaction.
"No need to be ashamed -- it really just makes sense. Getting the yucky jizz out of your system as fast as you can to focus on being a good girl. Want me to help you?"
"Would you?"
She grins, nodding.
"It's nothing sexual, really, just body care. Like a massage. For real pleasure you'd use your ass pussy anyway by now, wouldn't you?"
I nod tentatively. Anal masturbation is so much better. My clit becoming hard is really more of a reflex than actual arousal. She grabs it fiercely, as she turns on the warm water and gives it a tug. I grunt, leaning against the cold white tiles as her pull makes my balls twitch already. She squirts some shower gel into her hand, then thoroughly rubs it all over my clit, making me whimper, squeal. Within less than a minute, I feel the heat and the cum rise and I squirt a thin load onto the floor of the shower cabin that is washed away into the drain. Emily giggles.
"Damn, that thing would be truly useless as a cock, wouldn't it?"
I nod Happy, really about that. I don't want to have it as a cock.
"But now it's a pretty large clit for my perfect little sister. You think you can keep it under control for the rest of the day?"
I nod, quite certain. My masculine side, boners included, is beginning to feel -- surreal. Like a dream giving way to a much more real reality. One in which what I just experienced isn't even worth being called an orgasm.
We wash, her helping me use some of my new carer products on my hair.
"Ugly as it still is, your boyish hair, at least it's easy to take care of. You'll eventually learn how a woman tends her hair when Kayla makes you grow it out."
I gulp - clearly the two women have talked about me a lot. Or texted, I don't think they actually spent a lot of time alone together, and yet they already feel like BFF's. Women's emotional maturity is amazing. After the shower, she guides me to use body lotion and my new flowery deodorant.
"More about body care later, we need to decide on what you wear fist, before doing make up and stuff."
I follow her into her room - my new clothes still are stored there. I haven't spent a minute in my own room, really, thinking about it is feeling weird now. Not me any more. I feel no connection to it. Too many memories of my old life as a boy. I need to redecorate that whole thing for good. Quickly. Or maybe I just move in with Em and keep her room when she moves out. Well. That's a little too...
"Where are you two going? She hasn't told me."
Emily pulls me out of my musings and I shrug.
"She want so surprise me, too."
She grins.
"Cool. I love surprises... Hm... doesn't make it any easier. Let's see."
I stand in her room, still naked -- and totally unbothered by it, while she rummages through my shopping bags. Several pairs of pants -- jeans as well as tight yoga pants, long and short -- and super short - end on the floor.
"No pants. Not that you cannot wear pants as a girl, women can wear whatever we want, but your boyfriend will expect a womanly woman on the first date. And you deserve to be one. You can wear pants later after you fully found your feminine side!"
I gulp and nod. Em is right, I do feel a very womanly desire to wear a dress. And I'm pretty sure Kayla would appreciate it. Or a skirt.
Emily drops a short jeans skirt and a top on her bed, a flower pattern dress, the elegant black dress, a red one that almost looks like from a 50s movie. Then turns to me.
"What do you think? We've already done the fashion show, I know what you look like in them. Really cute, that is, in all. Kayla has a Really good taste."
She smiles at me, making me blush. I stare at the pile Em made for me. I have no clue how to decide. They'll look so pretty. And I feel Really good in all of them. Kayla sure seemed to like them all.
"I..."
Sensing my uncertainty, my sister hums and removes the flowery dress from the roster.
"More appropriate for a day time date."
I look at it with a pang of regret - I really like wearing that one.
Emily chuckles.
"Don't worry, you'll have lots of daytime dates, I'm sure."
She puts away the skirt top combo.
"Too casual. If I had to make a guess, I'd say Kayla will do something classy for your first date. She'll try to impress you big time..."
"Impress... me?"
I stutter. I am overwhelmed by her presence every time I'm near her, there has never been anyone I've been looking up to the way I admire her.
"Why would she..."
Emily snickers.
"Girl, don't sell yourself short. She's the boy in your relationship, and you're a gorgeous woman she woes."
I feel my mouth go dry to those compliments and my heart beats in my ears.
"You are. Well... You're on a really good way, anyway. And even though Kayla sure is one hell of a woman too, she deliberately decided to be the man for you, which puts her into the position that men are at a date. They tend to bring out the big guns, make the girl fall for them."
She strokes my cheek
"You've been a submissive, weak girl for her. Which is perfectly fine, if that's the woman you want to be. But even so -- women have So much more power over men than guys would ever admit. I may not be really well informed about how this dynamics works for a more gender--fluid couple like you, but I'd assume Kayla knew what she did when she chose to play the role, so -- if she's the boy and you're the girl, she's likely to be impressing you, the way you were acting around each other until now, little sister."
I look at her, wide eyed. This whole dating thing is so complex. But I feel as woman I will enjoy this much more than I ever could as a man.
"Also..."
Em winks at me.
"Kayla is loaded, isn't she?"
"Her parents are pretty rich, I guess..."
"And she was -- really generous so far, huh?"
Her hand touches the fabric of the dresses on her bed.
"These clothes are much better than anything I ever wore. If Kayla likes to play your sugar-daddy, she'll Definitively take you on a date that makes an impact. Which means..."
The red frilly dress lands on the floor,
"You gotta be classy!"
I look down at the little black dress remaining on her bed.
"Cant' go wrong with that one. Perfect fit if she does make the date fancy. If not -- it never hurts to be a little overdressed. Boyfriends like that."
She winks at me then goes back to rummaging. To pull out the pair of black strappy shoes -- so many straps they count as sandals? Calling them by the same name as the ones I used to wear as a boy seems utterly unfitting. These straps, wrapped around my leg looked So sexy when I tried them on. Sitting. Because... Yeah... they're sandals with five inch heels. I shake my head.
"I... don't think that's a good idea, Emily."
"Why not -- your legs look so hot in them!"
I blush, smile lower my eyes.
"I guess. But I can't possibly walk in those, I'll just stumble all over the place and make a fool of myself at the date."
My sister tilts her head.
"That's the only reason? You'd like to wear them, right?"
I nod. They are a perfect match for the dress. So elegant, so sexy. I'd love to wear them to impress Kayla.
"We have four hours, little sis. If Kayla can make you a woman in a night, I can teach you how to walk like one in four hours!"
"You would?"
"Of course I would, be it just to see your boyfriend's eyes when she sees you in these -- not just sitting or leaning against her but walking up straight like the confident woman that you are."
She throws the black dress at me.
"Here put this on! And this!"
A black, silky pair of panties - a thong, actually comes flying my way.
"It's not just about the shoes, it's about walking in a whole outfit like this. The thong between your cheeks, the fabric on your skin - trust me, you'll feel like different woman when I taught you how to move."
I glare at her -- I love her so much.
"Thank you!"
Chuckling she makes a hand waving gesture.
"That is entirely something an older sister should teach you."
I slip into the panties -- the silk on my clit feels amazing and the thin string between my butt-cheeks -- weirdly exiting. Then I slide the dress over my head. I clings tightly to my body. Like every time when I wear my new clothes, I wish I'd have something to fill the top more -- I'd look So amazing with boobs in this, but...
"You're so hot."
Emily smiles at me and I blush. I guess I do, boobs or no boobs.
"OK, sit down."
She crawls towards me as I sit down on her bed, shoes in hand. Then stops, turns back to the bag with a giggle.
"Wait... I remember something, where did we put... Aha!"
Triumphantly, she pulls out the black, lacy garter belt and a pair of the sheer silk stockings from the depth of the bag.
"I've never seen anyone wear such a thing in real life. She can be a bit old fashioned, your boyfriend, can't she?"
Emily smiles.
"She sure has her own mind about the role of a woman in a relationship, even if she takes her liberties to decide who's the woman!"
She tries to figure out which side is which then gestures to me.
"You'd look like one of those models in Dad's old Playboys."
I blink.
"You know about those?"
Making her laugh.
"We've established I kinda like girls, too. You're not the only one who went through puberty in this house and searched Dad's drawers, even after finding out how to crack the security settings on my phone and watch porn. Some of those mags are older than me, but the girls... classy. You don't get that type of sexy anymore. Don't you think?"
I nod -- they've never really been my taste - I did prefer the women the internet had to offer me, but I guess Em is right. This would make me look kinda like them. And as Kayla bought me that thing...
"Panties off!"
I frown.
"I just put them on..."
"They go Over the garter! Unless they're meant to be kept on. Which they shouldn't be on a good date, in my book."
I frown even deeper. Emily tilts her head.
"Come on, you're not that naive, girl. If Kayla wants you to take 'em off, do you want to waste time fiddling with the buttons?"
I gulp, blush. Then shake my head. Definitely wouldn't want to seem nervous when my boyfriend asks for my... services. I pull down my thong, hike up my dress as Emily kneels in front of me and pulls the garter belt up on my legs, then the stockings, sliding her hands over my legs and straightens them.
"Cool. Would look a little better framing a proper pussy instead of that pesky clit there. That's a little to big for my taste to not ruin the general aesthetics, but it sure looks really good on you. And I'm sure the heels will make your legs look even better!"
Blushing - both at her comment and her evaluation of my clit, I pull up the panties, over the garter this time. She right, very practical. Should have thought of that myself. I hope Kayla appreciates it... Which means Kayla would have to tell me to take them off at some point of our date, which...
I shake my head clearing it and look down as my sister gently strokes my stockinged legs, slipping my feet into the shoes, attaching the black leather straps around my ankles. My calves tighten, I feel my legs tense and as I try to stand up, holding my sister's hand for support, my whole posture is a very different one.
I've heard women complain about high heels - which makes sense. They do feel - restrictive, making my feet rest in this position that definitely isn't very natural. Then again, they Do make my legs look amazing, Em sure was right about that. And not just my legs; my whole body is tighter. feels more graceful. Whoever invented high heels sure didn't care much for a woman's comfort, but they... he... probably a he... sure knew how to make a woman look and feel more sexy. I hope Kayla doesn't want me to wear these all the time, I can sense some back pain coming my way if that happens. But on the other hand I sure hope she Does make me wear them occasionally. When she wants me to be... extra hot for her.
I look at myself in Emily's mirror and smile as she does, too.
"Wow. You look like you wore heels your whole life. I never feel comfortable in them, to be perfectly honest. I must admit, you already look less awkward than I do when I wear mine."
Her hand slides over my ass, I barley jump anymore at the intimate touch.
"Tightens your butt, too. We gotta watch out or you'll be a prettier, hotter girl than any of us. Me or Kayla. You rule in this outfit, little sister. Can't believe you're only a girl for a couple of days. With make-up on and if you didn't have that boyish hair, I bet nobody will think you're a boy anymore."
I sigh as she tousles my hair. I wish I had grown it longer so we could do something about that, but for now, I'll have to live with it, I guess.
I look questioningly at Emily as she lets go of my hand and moves to the other side of the room.
"Now, come let's practice a little!"
I take a step towards her, remembering the very short occasions when I tried to strut while trying these on or showing them to Em. My sister smiles encouragingly.
"Come on, you told me Kayla taught you about walking like a woman already. It's not that hard once you got the hang of that. One leg in front of the other, set your toes down and put most of your weight on them. The rest come naturally. I'm sure it will, you're such a good girl by now!"
I take a step, shaky, almost feeling my ankle give in, but it doesn't and I don't really have to fight to keep my balance, resting my weight on my toes helps. My whole posture already feels straighter, and I'm more in control of my body than I was as a boy my whole life. I take another step forward, more secure. Only just a little shaky, I reach my sister in the corner of her room and she holds out her hands. I don't stumble once, just tremble a little.



"Well done. I see you're still very focused. That's OK. It'll come to you naturally when you're used to it. And don't be disappointed if you do stumble in real life when you forget to pay as much attention to your walk as you do now, it's bound to happen. At best, it's an opportunity for your new boyfriend to catch you."
I smile, feeling warm inside. That would be nice, falling into Kayla's arms, actually.
I walk back the imaginary line, more secure with every step. And back again to my sister.
She's right. I am still spending most of my thoughts on walking, which isn't natural but it works. It took me surprisingly little time to feel naturally good in my shoes. And after an hour of walking, interrupted by complimentary kisses and pats from my sister, I feel ready for another challenge.
"I think I should go downstairs before Kayla arrives..."
The stairs...
Emily smiles.
"I get it. Let's take those slowly and not rush down to greet her."
She takes my hand as we are at the top of the stairs to the fist floor.
"I'm here just in case."
I nod, take a step down, my weight on my toes - it feels like a massive challenge, like I'm up Mount Everest. I wobble only once, Emily's hand tightens around mine -- I probably could have caught myself on the guardrail, but her support is much appreciated. Finally, I make it down, where I feel Em hug me.
"Good girl. And I mean it: you are a very good girl."
My parents come around the corner of the hallway, apparently attracted by the sound of my heels on the stairs, which does sound Very loud. Or maybe I'm just imagining that. Like everyone would have to hear them. No match to the sneakers wore as a boy. Not even to the ballerinas Kayla bought me. My Mom's face lights up when she sees me, clasping her hands to her cheeks.
"My goodness. Chloe!"
I look at her blushing. I had no reason to believe her reaction would be anything but positive. Both my parents have surprised me by being so much more accepting of my new personality than I could have ever foreseen, but Mom - I think I made a dream of hers come true to give her another daughter.
"You're So pretty!"
I blush, deeply, profoundly. So many things going inside me, awaking emotions that make me feel this weird mix of shame and softness, the drive to be seen and the shyness while presenting the world the new me.
Dad clears his throat.
"Well... I can't deny the dress suits you, young lady.. Makes you shine. You look a lot like your mother when she was your age, I never really noticed that. Or I guess I may have, but that's not the thing you say to your son as a compliment, so... hm..."
He pinches my cheek with a smile.
"Thanks, Dad."
And I mean it -- Mom looks really good for a woman in her late forties, but I've seen pictures of her and Dad when they first met in college. She was a stunner. Emily looks more like Dad, really. I never thought about me coming after Mom for the same reason Dad never mentioned it, I guess. But... if I do... I must be... really... hot... I feel heat rise.
"And she's not even wearing Make-up."
Emily snickers behind me.
"We will need to take care of that, Kay texted me she wants her to look -- even more feminine than she did until now."
I stare at her -- once again conferring with my boyfriend behind my back -- on the topic of me. They're becoming BFF's for good. I wonder if that means they'll have secrets from me like me being such close sisters with Em means we have our little secrets from Kayla. My big sister somehow wiggles herself into quite an important position in my first relationship... and my life.
"Well. I'll leave you two to that, then..."
Mom smiles but Em looks at her.
"Actually... Would you mind giving me a hand? I mean I can do every day makeup just fine, but I'm not... Hm. Well, you know..."
I frown as now Emily seems to blush. Just a little but now. That was my part. But it is good to see I'm not the only girl in the family with that tell. Mom smiles.
"Not the most glamorous lady, I know. I guess your new sister is about to become the more girly girl of you two, my little tomboy."
Em's eyes open wide.
"Mom! I'm not..."
"I'm just teasing you, Emily. Don't be a spoilsport, you've bee teasing your little sister quite a lot recently."
Em harrumphs, but grins. And the observation isn't wrong, my wardrobe of girly, frilly skimpy stuff - and classy frocks like the one I'm wearing - is already more feminine than Emily's closet of jeans and tops. Very rarely can we see her in a skirt or dress. Smiling, I follow my Mom and my sister into the downstairs bathroom. I kinda like the idea of out-feminizing my sister. Not that it's a competition. But if it was one, I might win.
With Kayla's help and the two women working around me. I feel so pampered right now. It should feel awkward to have my Mom be so close to me, but it somehow isn't. I haven't had much opportunity to introduce my new persona to my parents. Getting used to Kayla and school and life was such a challenge, and at home, Emily has always been eager to claim her new little sister as her confidant -- and her toy.
I smile. A very willing toy. I have hardly interacted with Mom and Dad other than being together for meals and a kiss for goodbye when I leave for school. But I have sensed their attitude towards me, even Dad's. I can feel him relax more around me so than when I was a nerdy boy. Apparently he can see I'm so much myself now. He seems to be able to express his love and affection to a daughter more than to a son. Mom on the other hand is full on enthusiastic about the change in my life. And hers. She is all over making her daughter pretty for my date, with subtle hints and touches that apparently go beyond Emily's skills and experience. I can see my big sister taking mental notes.
"You're not getting jealous I never did this with you, don't you, Emily? You never seemed - interested in the higher art of appearing more feminine!"
Em smiles.
"I'm more woman than most guys I know can take, thanks Mum."
She winks at me.
"I'm glad you can hand down your skills to our new girl in the family,"
They both smile at each other while Mom applies rouge to my cheek with a big brush. Petty sure if I tried that, I'd look like a clown - probably one from a horror movie - but as she steps away from the mirror and allows me to look at myself after she's done, I blink. I am glowing. Radiant. That is Definitively a woman in the mirror. No doubt about it.
"Wow."
"Indeed. You're such a beautiful young woman, Chloe. No need to hide anything, just highlight your natural beauty. I can't believe it took us all so long to see this in you, it's so obvious, now that you found it yourself."
I notice thankfully that the heat I feel rising into my cheeks is way less obvious than it usually is the last days under a layer of rouge.
"Thank you, Mom."
"I've got something for you."
She reaches into the pocket of her pants and fishes out something glistening. My eyes widen. As she puts it around my neck, it shimmers golden, the large faceted stone glistening deep green.
"I want you to have this. It was your great-grandmother's -- and we always hand I down from mother to daughter. Until your sister quite rudely told me she's not interested..."
Emily rolls her eyes...
"Mom! I was not..."
"It's OK, I get it. You don't wear gold or actual jewels. Not your style. I guess it was meant to be this way. I must admit it suits you a lot better than your big sister. The emerald matches your eyes..."
I admire the thing on the naked skin of my neckline, secretly wishing for breasts to frame it. But even like this, it looks amazing.
"Take good care of it. It's 18 karat gold and the stone is real. But above all, it's an heirloom of the female line of our family."
"Mom, this is so... I can't..."
"Of course you can. It was meant to be with you, Chloe. You're a true woman of the family now, after all."
She plants a kiss on my forehead and I blush deeper. This would have been so awkward as a boy, but it is so meaningful now. As I watch the stone on my skin in the mirror some more, the doorbell rings and our familiar bonding is interrupted.
I step into the hallway, which Kayla has already entered, talking animatedly to my Dad. The two are getting along very well, Kayla fully fulfilling her part as my boyfriend, seriously forging a bond with my male parent. I've seen boys Emily brought home to meet our parents. Never worked like this. My boyfriend is So smooth. So smart. I blush, feeling admiration and love inside of me as she smiles at me, her eyes widen after she freezes for a second seeing me standing there.
"Wow!"
"Right?"
Emily snickers behind me and I hear my Mom's soft giggles. Even my Dad raises an eyebrow.
"You are -- so beautiful. Chloe."
I could sink into the floor as Kayla approaches me, her hand resting on my shoulder and plants a soft kiss on my lips, gently, no tongue, not in front of my parents. Yet. And still, a flash of lighting burns right through me as she touches me.
"Good choice -- I knew that dress would suit you. And I see you accessorized."
Her hand slides to my new necklace.
"Just like your pretty eyes."
I look at my Mom, who beams with pride. And joy that my observant boyfriend spotted the match.
"Almost perfect."
I look, at her, feeling my knees shake a little. Almost. OK, I know I'm not a perfect woman yet, multiple facets, beginning with my flat chest in this dress that could use some filling out, but...
"And I got exactly the right thing to make you absolutely perfect!"
She slides her backpack off of her shoulder - she's wearing black pants, a silky shimmering black blouse - or shirt, rather, it looks pretty masculine, despite it clinging pretty tight to her contoures below it. She looks so hot -- in a way I would not have admitted I find attractive some days ago when I considered myself a boy. Strong, confident, her clothes hugging her form while lending her an undeniable air of authority. The perfect boyfriend for a girl like me, new to being a woman.
From her black backpack she pulls something I cannot immediately identify -- until she holds it up with one hand for me, making my mother chuckle and Emily woo.
"Hell yeah, exactly what she was missing! That's just perfect!"
I feel my heart race faster, my blood rise to my cheeks, grateful for my Mom's application of rouge.
"I spent the whole day looking for the perfect one. I think it's the ideal shade to complement your pretty eyes, baby-girl."
"I... don't really know how to..."
Mom takes it from Kayla -- who probably doesn't have any practical experiences with such a thing, either.
"Hm. Good quality. The reals stuff. You've pampering our little girl, Kayla. You'll look so cute!"
Mom stretches the elastic band and puts the wig Kayla got for me onto my head. Ruffles my new hair, combs through it with her fingers. Then turns me to the mirror in the hall. I stare at myself. I definitely truly do not recognize myself anymore. My old self, that is. Caleb is gone. For good.
Chloe is looking back at me from the mirror, confident, radiant. And I Do recognize her! Deep inside she was always there.
My new hair falls down to my shoulders, in wavy curls, a deep red, reminding me of the wine my Mom prefers, changing between deep red, orange and blonde when the light hits it right. Kayla was right I can see my green eyes beaming at me in a way I never did before. Kayla steps behind me looking at me in the mirror.
"I had thought about getting one in your natural color, but... well to be honest, it's a little boring, somewhere between blond and brown and all over the place. Hey, another benefit of being a girl -- society has absolutely no problem with us picking our hair color at will. And this... is So Chloe! Not a hint of boring Caleb in it, don't you think?"
I nod. She's right, I already like myself so much more with this!
"Thank you. Sir. So much!"
She kisses the back of my neck, making my sister giggle.
"My pleasure. And I mean that, you're such a pretty sight and I wouldn't want anything less for my girl. We'll definitely dye your own hair once it grows long enough and this tone... is high on top of the list, huh?"
I nod.
"Yes. Please."
Kayla chuckles
"Glad you like it."
Then pats my ass.
"OK, let's go. Well be late for our reservation... Do I have to give you some extra time to walk? I see you picked a - challenging pair of shoes."
Proudly I walk towards the door picking up my purse that Emily bought for me from my sister's hand, kissing her cheek with a smile, grateful for her support and training. Kayla grins at me.
"Your ass looks amazing when you know how to move it, baby."
She smiles at my flinching, as I look at my Dad.
"No offence. You know I have the greatest respect for your daughter, Sir."
Mom smirks...
"Oh, well. Boys will be boys. And she is a very, very attractive girl, isn't she, darling?"
Dad just clears his throat. As much as he has accepted me as his daughter, Kayla's -- very open way of marking me as hers is... a lot. I'm glad to be able to get out of the situation my brazen boyfriend created as we say goodbye and move outside. I put on the leather jacket and pink helmet she brought for me -- she is so strong and protective - and cling to her on her motor bike. A little awkward in my heels and dress -- I guess beauty comes with a price. Cuddle up to her and hold on tight as she pulls out of our driveway to a night of adventure she planned. I hope.
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Alex looks at himself in the mirror, at the new nighty Tina has given him. It is short, hardly covering his butt; sheer, allowing a perfect view of his lean body, his now excitedly erect dick included. And it is very pink. He still isn't used to wearing this type of clothing -- his mother is not much of a fan of frilly, playful men's wear and when she dresses him, it is mostly in his school uniform - practical, though sexy shorts and tight shirts - outside and always in nothing at home. Since half of his wardrobe is now in Ms. Tina's closet and responsibility, his clothes have become a lot more masculine -- frilly, playful, sexy. A bit old-fashioned, too. Dresses and skirts, all short and revealing, of course, that make him stand out in this day and age where more men dress in pants -- still sexy, but more practical.
Tina has none of it, not outside and not at home. She does let him sleep naked most of the time, but she also got him a good set of sexy nightwear. Lingerie, short teddies. And nighties. Like this. He knows of boys made to wear shorts and tank tops at home, but this feels like a dress. Revealing everything while making him feel dressed up and fancy. He sees his face blush in Tina's full body mirror -- partly because he actually is a little embarrassed -- he feels more exposed like this than when he's naked. But mostly because he feels a warm tingle in his tummy that reaches down to his hard dick. Small as it is, it seems a lot more noticeable when he is dressed like this, somehow. His dick -and he - certainly likes being dressed up like this. He loves how Tina looks at him when he is. A sex object, a doll for her to dress up.
She moves to him from the back, puts a hand under his nighty on his hard, if small dick, gently, not to overly excite it. They both know Alex is not good at controlling himself when manually aroused.
"Little Alex likes it."
He blushes ever harder and feels his dicklet twitch in her hand as she calls it that.
"Pink is really your colour, little man."
"Y... yes, Ms. Tina. It's very pretty."
"You're very pretty."
Alex's knees go weak and he is glad she stands close enough to him for him to lean against her.
She kisses the back of his neck, then slaps his ass through he thin fabric of his new nighty.
"Alright, take it off, I got it for the pyjama party tonight, but it's a bit too early for sleepwear yet, am I right?"
He nods, drops it to the floor and carefully folds it to put it back into his side of Tina's closet. No need to ask what to wear - if Ms. Tina doesn't give him his special indoor clothes, he, like most males in this world stay naked at home. Guests or no guests. And today is a guest day. Many guests. He feels his heart beat faster as he thinks of that again.
Sleepover. Tina's whole group of friends. He has met them before, at school. They intimidated him, greatly. Of course they did, every grown women does, large groups of women exponentially more so. They were -- a bit judgy and quite strict when Tina introduced him. Not that he excepted anything different -- women care for their friends and only want their best. Tina picking him as her ward this early in her life caused a bit of a concern among her friends. Of course they trust their leader's intuition in picking a boy -- non-official leader, but she clearly is the matriarch of her little clique -- but Alex knows they are not quite yet persuaded of him. Today they come to celebrate Tina's new life - her new home, her new ward. Today he will have to make a good impression. Of course they would never question Tina's choice, but if his custodian's closest friends keep mistrusting him, his life will not be any easier.
He takes a deep breath and looks at himself in the mirror again. He can do this, he's a good boy. Tina wouldn't have picked him if he wasn't worthy. He just has to be himself and her friends will see it, too.
Again he blushes. It takes some effort to think of himself this way. Of course his Mom values him above all else, but she is his mother. Ever since this other woman picked him for her ward, his self confidence and sense of self worth has grown immensely. He was deemed worthy by a woman who until a short while ago didn't even notice him. She saw the value in him and felt it was worth the effort to bring it out, make him hers. He has a place. A purpose. Tina made him whole and gave him meaning. He looks a her and feels his mouth go dry.
"I love you, Ms Tina."
She smiles warmly.
"Of course you do, little one."
She passionately kisses his mouth, her hands on his ass - the best answer he could want to his male emotional outburst.
It is a long kiss, deep, loving. And it only ends when the doorbell rings. Tina looks down at Alex, licks her lips and smiles. With another slap on his ass sends him out of her room.
"Alright, go welcome our guests, Lex."
With a blissful smile and a bobbing erect dick he goes to answer the door.
Only to be ignored at first, as was to be expected.
A group of female friends getting together immediately bond, connect, on a level he will never understand. As a male, he is his custodian's attachment. Decoration. To be acknowledged, eventually, but only after the important greetings are out of the way.
Nubia, his custodian's best friend assesses him like a piece of meat or a priced horse. Raises an eyebrow, chuckles - as she usually does, her eyes all on his dick.
"So he's really here, too, then, huh?"
Tina smiles.
"I invited you to show you my new place and my new home and my new life and Lex is a major part of my new life, Nubia."
Alex swallows and blushes. A part of her life. A Major one!
"I know, I know. I trust your judgment, I really do, he's just so..."
"Pathetic? Unimpressive? Useless?"
Dyani looks over Nubia's shoulder at the boy with point blank disgust. Making Tina sigh, but also grin.
"You say that about all men, Dy."
"And am I wrong? Look at him. Why would you waste time with a male that you could spend with other women?"
Priya pushes up her glasses.
"Despite their limited skills and usefulness, they do serve a purpose in ours society, Dyani. It's OK if you don't pick a man for yourself, but they do have a point, anyway. Also, they're a bit like puppies -- for many women, caring about a male causes quite positive emotions. Helpful for their personal development. Even though I hope our Number One isn't too influenced by emotions for this one. Beyond their practical uses, I don't think we should grant them Too much attention"
Under the gaze of her large brown eyes, made even bigger by her glasses, Alex feels like a specimen under a microscope. But at least he feels valued. Kind of. In a clinical way.
Tina chuckles and Boudica puts an arm around each of her sceptical friends' shoulders, her red wavy mane touching their cheeks.
"Come on girls, we all know men have Some use. Even if we disagree how much. And when has Tina ever made a wrong decision about them?"
Dyani huffs and Nubia raises another sceptical eyebrow, but they both have a gleam in their eyes. They may be suspicious -- of men in general or Alex in particular -- but yet, they trust the leader of their little clique. And Alex has every intention to proof Ms. Tina right to her friends.
Tina slaps his ass, making him wince a little.
"You can all check yourself today, that's exactly why I invited you over. His practical uses, and emotional ones. But -- first things first. Little Lex come with a pretty neat place, doesn't he?"
They spend some time being shown around by Tina in the apartment of her new social group. The other women took the night off, leaving the girls alone -- they all have had similar nights; this kind of sleepover is habitual after moving in to a new group. Eventually they'll get to know the new family and become unofficial members of the outer circle as well. Maybe even the inner one.
Alex follows the women wordlessly as they are shown around. They like Tina's new room -- his old one - a lot. Rummage though her closet -- or rather his half of her closet. They know her clothes, but his are of interest. He senses approval for Tina's old-fashioned, sexy boyish taste in Boudica's eyes. Priya holds up one old his short dresses.
"I don't know why you don't just dress him in pants, these things are so... unpractical."
"No, I get That one about keeping a man", Dyani interjects.
"At least they should dress like men and not like women. We wear the pants, literally and figuratively."
Tina smiles.
"I don't buy Lex boyish clothes to put him in his place, Dy. They just look more classy, I think. And sexy. They bring out his legs and his ass and when he's got a hard one it makes such a cute tiny little tent."
The girls giggle in unison.
"And you can just reach under it and play with him, right?"
Nubia's merciless eyes asses him again.
"Guess he's good for that."
"Very much so."
Tina nods.
"Talking about clothes -- how about we change into something more comfy? It's a pyjama party!"
The women put their bags onto Tina's bed and start slipping out of their clothes, completely ignoring Alex as if he is a piece of the furniture. His mouth goes dry and his eyes widen as the five females move in front of him in various states of undress, his dick becoming rock hard, hard to see as it is.
Tina takes off her bra, freeing her beautiful breasts - the best in the world, even surpassing his mother's in Alex's humble opinion -- and pulls on a loose T-shirt over her panties, her usual night dress.
Dyani strips completely naked - her wild black bush makes Alex's insides tingle - before she puts on a classy pair of pyjamas, striped, that look like silk. He would love to touch those. Priya keeps on her bra. For the first time Alex gets a good look at her breasts that she usually keeps under loose fitting tops - beautiful C-Cups that do remind him of Tina's and make him even harder - before she puts on the blue pyjamas with superhero characters on them. She Is the nerd of the group alright. Nubia puts on a tight fitting cropped tank top over her small B-Cup breasts, keeping on her briefs. She's obviously rightfully too proud of her strong athletic body to cover more of it than necessary - her abs and biceps are glistening like opal when they are flexing as she pulls the shirt straight, making Alex gulp. She reminds him of Sasha in that he's sure she could pin him down with one hand. Not that she needed to force him to do anything when a word from her - or Ms. Tina - would make him.
Tina throws him his new nighty and he awkwardly pulls it over his head. He sleeps naked since childhood, like most men do, and only recently did Tina introduce lingerie to his wardrobe. He forces himself to put his hands to the side as the women check him out, the pink silky fabric floating down his body, pitching a tent over his small erect dick. He sees mostly approval -- even the women who show little sympathy for him seem impressed by his boyish looks in the pink nothing. Not that they even try to ban the amusement out of their eyes when seeing his dicklet making its tiny dent. He blushes at the grins, but all in all, he feels great in this. Sometimes it is good to be a boy and dressing up, he finds more and more, is one of those times.
With a shared laugher at his cost, the group moves to the living room, sending Alex to the kitchen with slaps on his silk covered ass.
He get the bowls of snacks he prepared and the drinks Tina instructed him on - every woman's favourite -- and takes them to the living room, putting everything onto the table as Tina turns on the TV. He awkwardly stands next to the table while the women pick a movie - he loves movie nights with his custodian, his head on her lap, but the couch is full and there is no room for him today. As the movie starts Tina looks at him.
"Don't just stand there, silly."
She nods to the floor in front of her and he hurries towards it, crouches down and tries to find a comfortable position on the floor, leaning against his custodian's shapely legs.
He blushes as he see the woman's pick. A horror movie. Of course.
He's gotten a little desensitised since Tina took him for her own - she loves horror flicks and she loves watching them with him. Probably because he hates them and always cowers against her after minutes.
Not much chance today. He snuggles up to her legs -- at least some consolation from her.
He already closes his eyes after a few minutes. Well. That is one benefit of crouching down here. At least the don't see him looking away. He clutches Tina's thigh, hears her giggle softly and tries to woman up to bear it.
From time to time he feels hand patting his head -- a gesture that almost makes him purr -- and in the more boring part of the movie hears discussions about him
"He's so cute when he's scared! Like a little puppy."
Boudica giggles, making him blush red hot -- not sure whether he likes to be described that way. His cock says yes and twitches.
"Pathetic. It's just a movie -- men are Such weaklings. Wouldn't make it a week in real life without female supervision!"
Alex is sure he doesn't like That description. Can't deny it though, he doesn't know how he would survive without his mother or Tina. He clutches her leg tighter.
"It's just the perfectly natural fear reaction of a mammal. Especially in the weaker half of the species - pure biology. He can't help that he's a feeble cowards, it's in his nature."
Priya's matter of fact analysis of him -- actually really helps. He never felt the need to act tough like some other boys. Even he has always been able to look through that attitude and is quite sure women only laugh about such boys trying to deny their nature, into their faces and behind their backs. He is just a mere male. Being allowed to be weak and vulnerable is actually one of the good things about that, in his book.
Eventually, the movie ends -- not without a final jump scare that gets Alex just when he had already lowered his defences. He startles and lets out a high pitched squeal, that makes all the women laugh out loud. Everything they said about him confirmed. Of course it is. They're looking right through him, smart as they are.
The women sit on the sofa for a little while longer, talk, jest, laugh, drink and finish the snacks, before the group retreats to Tina's room.
They haven't brought any sleeping bags or such stuff, Tina's Queen sized bed can fit all the girls if they cuddle up and they mean to do so. Eventually. Nobody thinks about sleeping yet.
"Now -- any suggestion how to continue the night?" Tina asks the group
"I have a role play campaign prepared...", Priya offers to the chuckles of her friends. They actually don't mind RPGs -- no-one loves them as much as Priya, but the group nerd has gotten them hooked. But not today.
"Not during a sleepover, Pri. We'll have a game night soon, I promise."
The spectacled girl nods and smiles. Hasn't really excepted he proposal to go through.
"Something more sleepovery, then?"
"Like what -- Truth or Dare?"
Nubia sceptically raises an eyebrow.
"I like that idea!"
Tina claps her hands.
"Truth or Dare, it is!"
Tina sits down onto the soft carpet gesturing her friends to follow.
"Come on, come on, it'll be fun!"
She leans against the edge of her bed as the others sit around her. Alex hesitates, not sure if he is invited to play. Boys don't do party games like this on their own, they don't socialise enough -- or open up enough and of course he has never been to a party of young women. Only parties his mother hosts. Tina pulls him down next to her and he crouches, slightly flinching, between her and Nubia.
"OK, I'll start!"
Alex's custodian takes her hosting privileges serious.
"Priya. Truth or Dare?"
The Nerdy woman seems to gulp. Alex is a little embarrassed to see a woman nervous. He is not used to them dropping the facade of strength and leadership. What a difference it makes to be accepted -- if only as accessory to a girl group.
"Truth!"
Mumbling from the other women. Alex may have never played the game, but he knows they are waiting for dares. The juicy part.
"OK... who was the oldest male you ever played with?"
Priya frowns, thinking. None of the women is older than 19 but they all have a vast amount of male toys on their lists, Alex is sure. All women do. Also...
"Well, I didn't ask him for his age or check his ID chip or anything... Pretty sure that clerk at the laundry I demanded to apologise by eating me out for not getting that cum stain out of my favourite pants was over 60. The oldest I know the age of... the school janitor is over 50 right?"
"51. Checked his ID chip when I pegged him during free period some weeks ago", Nubia helps her out. Tina chuckles.
"Anyone here hasn't used the janitor?"
Shrugs form the others.
"He's cute. All the physical labour does him quite well -- hotter than any of the male teachers, for sure."
Agreeing noises.
Priya looks at Alex.
"Truth or Dare?"
It takes the boy a second to understand she talking to him, until now he still wasn't totally sure he is actually playing. He blushes. Stammers. Never ever having played this he is out of his depth.
"D..."
No... Not the first time. In front of all these women...
"T... Truth..."
Priya chuckles.
"Mhm. Tina or your Mommy?"
He just stares at the dark skinned woman.
"W... what?"
"Who do you love more? Tina or your mother?"
"I... that's... I can't..."
The women chuckle.
"OK, OK, let's make it a bit easier for you, little boy. If you strand on a deserted island with only one woman, who should it be?"
He gulps. Hard. That's Such a mean question and they all know. He hardly dares to look at his custodian who smirks and raises an eyebrow. The Obvious answer with her present is clear. But that would seem so disrespectful to the woman who was the centre of his life for over 18 years. Deflowered him. Taught him all he knew that helped him to impress Tina. And yet... It is not just the right thing to say, it is also the truth. The bond with his mother will be special forever, bur since he met...
"Ms... Ms. Tina."
A wide smile spreads on his custodian's lips, but Dyani just makes a dismissive noise.
"Of course he'd say that, as if he had the courage to look Tina in the eyes and say anything else."
Tins smiles at him softly.
"Are you honest, Lex? You can say it if that's not the right answer, I won't blame you. I get it. And you know you're not allowed to lie to a woman. Ever!"
He knows she would get it. And he would not lie to her, no matter how hard it is. He shakes his head.
"It's true, Ms. Tina. I love my mother terribly, but.. that's... somehow it's different. Serving her feels -- warm and comfortable and her pussy tastes - like home, but... when I service you... I... its'..."
He takes a deep breath gathering all his courage.
"I have butterflies in my stomach every time. Your pussy juices are not just delicious, they're exhilarating. There's no one else whenever I'm with you, and that includes my Mom. I love her. Deeply but... I love you more than anything in the world Ms. Tina."


He lowers his eyes and lets out the rest of his gathered breath. Feels her hand tousling his hair.
"Good boy."
The two words mean do much more than his long winded confession. Somehow women can put so much more meaning and emotion into two words. She leans forward and gently kisses him.
To an "Aaw" from Boudica and Nubia, interested looks from Priya and an only slightly sceptically raised eyebrow from Dyani. Even she can't help but be impressed. At least a little. Tina pats his cheek.
"OK, enough with this sappy kitsch. Your turn, Lex."
He looks around questioningly. His turn? He is supposed to demand an inconvenient answer or put a challenge dare -- to a woman? That's..
Another deep breath. He is clearly not an equal member of the group. Never will be. But for now they seem to have risen him to a level of respect to grant such -- daring moves.
"I..."
He looks around. Who... Priya seems harmless enough, but she just asked him. He doesn't even know if the rules allow him to just fire one back. Certainly not Dyani, she still glares at him and Nubia scares him just with her physical presence. Definitely not Ms. Tina, he could NEVER. So. Only one chance.
"... Ms Boudica. Uh... T... Truth or Dare?"
The redhead smiles and chuckles.
"Truth, little man. Give me your best shot."
"Uhm...."
Great. He has spent so much time wonder who to ask he hasn't even thought of a question.
"Uhm......."
Dyani chuckles.
"You can literately SEE the wheels in his tiny brain work. Just a question, boy. Not that hard."
"Uh..."
Alex gets a grip and manages to make his brain cooperate for a few seconds.
"Which one of the group do you like best?"
There. Definitely a hard hitting question, but also one a group of women can work out. He knows women, they are smart and empathetic enough to totally probably already know that.
"Oh, good one. But don't say Tina, that doesn't count, we all like Tina best, she's the boss bitch."
Priya smiles at the leader and Tian smirks, back.
Boudica grins.
"True. Other than T. Hmm. You know I love you all, right?"
Nods and encouraging smiles.
"Nubia, I chose you!"
With a wink she smiles at the black girl in the tank top.
"I love your confidence and strength but you're also always there for us when we need an ear."
Alex thinks he can see the black girl blush under her dark skin.
"Thanks, B. I love you too!"
A short moment of intimacy is created between the two. Wordless, only by sight. Alex will never understand it, really. Men just could never bond like this.
"OK. Then you're next Nubia!"
Boudica grins at the muscular girl.
"Well, that seems... not like a BFF thing to do", but she grins broadly.
"Truth or Dare?"
"Enough with the sappy confessions huh? We're all here for the good stuff. Dare."
Boudica grins
"I was hoping you'd say that. I want you to switch clothes with Alex!"
Nubia frowns, looks at the pink, sheer dress the boy wears.
"Oh no, you didn't..."
"Oh, yes I did. I love your muscles in that tank top, but I'm sure something more manly would fit you, too, girlfriend!"
Nubia sighs.
"I hate you."
Gets up to pull her tank top over her head, then drops her tight shorts. Her small breasts sit pointy on her broad chest, her shaved crotch hardly visible between muscular thighs. Alex does get a boner anyway from the looks, making it even more embarrassing to get up and pull the pink sheer nighty off to hand it to the black woman. With an exaggerated sigh she pulls it over her head. It is lose enough to fit her body even though she is heavier and broader than scrawny Alex. It barely falls over her crotch area, though, she is taller than him, too. He stares at her -- a woman wearing such frilly, sheer dress is - so weird. But then again he can see her boobs through it, which he likes. A lot.
"Stop staring boy. It's an Exchange of clothes, remember?"
She snaps at him, he jumps and hurriedly pulls on her tank top and shorts. They're too big, the top falls loosely over his scrawny chest, the shorts are made for a more muscular ass than his and slide down. The women laugh -- about him more than out their friend. A woman in a silly pink nighty is funny -- a boy in a tank top and pants made for a strong muscular woman almost bizarre. Nubia looks at Boudica.
"Do I Have to keep this on?"
Tina interjects.
"As long as we're wearing Pyjamas, yes. Rules of the game. Might not be That long!"
She winks at her unofficial second in command of the small group and Nubia sits down, visually uncomfortable in the boy's nighty. Alex does so, too. Even less comfortable.
Nubia looks around.
"Dyani -- Truth or dare?"
Dyani sighs, doesn't want to seem cowardly after the first dare of the night.
"Dare."
But she may have picked the wrong woman to mess with. Nubia, still quite miffed from having to wear demeaning men's clothes and well aware of her friend's weak spot looks at her with a gleam in her dark eyes.
"I want you to suck Alex's cock!"
Dyani's mouth stays open. Lex hardly realises what he just heard concerns him in a Big way
"I will not..."
"Come on D! Don't' be spoilsport"
Boudica looks at her bronze skinned friend.
"We know you're not too much of a fan of boys. Or dicks..."
"Not a fan.. "
Dyani scoffs.
"But we know you've had your share. And you've had your fun with them, right? You're not totally against using men."
"Yeah, right. Emphasis on Use Them. And MEN. That one there... that's... I mean just look at it."
They can't. Right now, Alex's shrimp dick is hidden under Nubia's pants, but the all get the point, they have seen enough of it. Or... well there really was never that much too see, in the first place.
"Well then it should be less difficult, right?"
Priya interjects.
"I mean it would be like licking a candy cane or something. And from what Tina says it shouldn't last long..."
Tina nods, smiling.
"Definitely not long."
Dyani sighs.
"Has anyone even ever pitied the boy enough to do that?"
Tina grins.
"I did it once. As a very special reward. I think his mother told me she did it two or three times. Maybe once or twice more from one of the women in the family. It would definitely be special to little Lex."
Dyani glares at Alex, who blushes so hard he feels his head is about to explode, blood rushing in his ears. The thought of having a woman's mouth on his dicklet. Ms. Tina is right. It would be very special. But also Very intimidating from a woman who so clearly is not a fan of dicks. His in particular.
The challenged woman rolls her eyes in quite dramatic desperation.
"Ugh... Alright, Alright, I'll do it. But you shut up about it afterwards, OK? This is not going on the list of my sexual encounters I ever want to talk about!"
Snickers and nods from her friends. They are amused but they're not mean. This will be a bonding experience for them - sharing a laugh over the good fun of Dyani sucking a mini dick, but it is just for the inner circle. Plus Alex.
"Drop those pants, boy, you look ridiculous dressed like a woman."
Alex does as ordered, sitting with spread legs, his tiny dick hard despite - or because of - the embarrassment of being talked about over his head less than favourably.
"Lie down! I'll be on top of you if I Have to do this, not lower my head in front of you, boy!"
He does as commanded, lying flat on his back on the soft carpet. Feels the woman's hands probe his hard dick and small balls.
"This. Is. Disgusting. I mean all cocks are, really, but this one is so... pathetic. Who would even touch it, let alone..."
"Quit stalling!"
Nubia sharply interrupts her.
"Aright, alright! This better be over quickly. And you BETTER warn me before you come, boy!
Still unbelieving of what is happening Alex closes his eyes, puts his head back on the soft carpet and clenches his fists. Other than the women in his life, for whom these events were a favour to him at best, mere nuisances at worst, he Did count.
His dick has been in a woman's mouth four time in his young life. Twice his mother's -- on his 18th birthday and her last birthday, her 44th, when she was a little tipsy. She had done it to tease him, but he had enjoyed it, nonetheless. Katie had sucked him off the first time she used him, too, and then of course Tina, the night he officially became her ward. Just a short one, hardly noticeable in a night dedicated almost completely to him servicing her, but of course he remembers every little detail of the very short Blowjob.
He has had hopes he might get another one on the day of his graduation... And now this one. Out of the blue. No one expects a woman just to go down on him, too little do men's orgasm count, to little does a woman benefit from it.
He gulps hard as he feels the soft lips around his thin shaft, her tongue on his glans. Dyani isn't doing much with it, it's not that she trying to make it pleasurable for him, she obviously just wants to get it over with, but it sure feels so amazing. Way too amazing. Alex already feels his balls contract and despite his best attempt to prolong and enjoy this as much as possible, not a minute goes by until...
"I think..."
But it's too late, his balls tense and he shoots a load of cum into he woman's mouth. She shoots up, spits the sticky goo onto his hairless body and glares at him.
"I fucking told you to warn me! This is disgusting, you little..."
"Now, now."
Tina puts a hand on her friend's shoulder.
"If there's One thing you all know about my Lex its that he's a perfectly normal male in the way that he has no control over his body and mind. You Knew he's a pathetic little fast shooter, you really shouldn't have expected him to be able to hold it long enough to warn you."
All the girls snicker at Dyani's grimace as she takes a sip of water to get Alex's taste out of her mouth.
"That was only the second time I tasted that taste and it's twice too many!"
She still stares at Alex angrily.
"I... I'm sorry, Ms. Dyani, I couldn't..."
"No, of course you couldn't. Even for a male, that was a really embarrassing performance, wasn't it. Totally useless that little shrimp dick."
"She's right. We can't expect much from men, but that was far below average."
Priya of course seems to know the statistics. Alex has not doubt she is right.
"Have you ever tried something to make him last at least a little longer?"
Tina shakes her head.
"I just don't use his dick much. Don't really see the need."
"Yeah, but... I mean... It couldn't do any harm, hm?"
"How about one of those operations?" Boudica proposes.
"I heard they do miracles numbing the nerve endings in cocks so they hardly feel anything anymore. Less pleasure for them, obviously, but if that means more for the woman..."
"And the could make it bigger while they're at it", Nubia proposes and the women laugh. Tina shrugs.
"Meh. I'm not really into cocks, anyway, that seems like a lot of effort just to get to fuck that wiener. Also - it's not that he can't maintain an erection -- if he services me orally he's hard for hours on end. I'm pretty sure it's mental. He just can't stand the pressure of being the centre of attention and then gets it over with as soon as possible, I guess. And honestly I kinda like him in that mental state. Keeps him humble and in his place. Goddess knows how he'd act if he actually had a nice and usable cock."
More snickers, making Alex blush. Priya hums.
"OK, so no procedure for your toy. Still we could use some household remedies. No harm done, right?"
Tina shrugs.
"You got something on your mind?"
"Miss Curry taught us that thing in Basic Male Biology. You remember - with the rubber bands?"
Tina nods.
"Yeah, but that was against temporary performance issues, I don't think... "
With a look at Priya's eager face, who has grown quite fond of the idea of performing a science experiment, she grins and shrugs again.
"OK, why not. Lex, get up and get us a rubber band from the kitchen. And clean up that mess you made while you're there!"
With a look of mock disgust she points as the sticky mix of his sperm and Dyani's saliva on his belly. He gets up obediently and hurries to the kitchen, trying not to get the tank top he is wearing messy with his cum and not bothering to put Nubia's pants back on -- they'd probably just slide down again, anyway and he feels less uncertain bottomless in front of all these women than in a woman's shorts.
In the kitchen, he wipes the goo off as good as he can and picks a rubber bands from the kitchen drawer. He has been there at that lesson of Ms. Curry's and is not particularly looking forward to this experiment. It didn't sound very pleasant. But Priya is So enthusiastic about it, it almost infects him a little with scientific curiosity. Even if he is just the guinea pig in this research.
He holds up the rubber bands after returning to the group and Pryia takes them with a grin. Without hesitation she grabs his floppy, limp dick. She at least seems to have little inhibitions to touch it, which makes Alex feel a little better -- not that he is surprised by women not finding it attractive but Dyani's ostentatious disgust with it hurt a little. He is used to it being called cute at best or at worst useless. Not disgusting.
Priya looks at it without any notable emotions towards it, with seemingly clinical, scientific eyes.
"We need to get it hard again first. Think that's a major problem?"
Tina shakes her head.
"As I said -- achieving or maintaining an erection isn't usually much of a problem for the little slut, he's always eager and horny."
Priya nods and begins to stroke the shrimp in her hand that, to Alex relief, takes up on his custodian's promise and gets hard under the woman's soft, if emotionless touch. With the other hand, she twists the red rubber band into two small loops, spreads them and with skilled fingers puts them around the shaft of his dick and the base of his ball-sack. Alex groans - it stings and the blood immediately accumulating in his cock makes it throb painfully.
"Well. It already looks a little bigger, doesn't it?"
Boudica bends over to have a closer look.
"Emphasis on 'little', still!"
Nubia grins.
"It's swollen, not actually grown."
Alex dares to look down and takes a breath. In his eyes his now red cock looks huge. But that may just be him.
"Now what?" Tina implores curiously.
"Well. Obviously we now need to stimulate it to figure out if he's more resilient. I'd do it, but I'd rather be an objective observer!"
"Don't look at me, I've done More than I ever want to do with that thing!"
Dyani raised her hands defensibly.
"Oh, you. I'll do it!"
Boudica takes Alex's shoulder and pushes the boy down onto the couch, making Dyani snort.
"Of course you do. Not a penis you'd ever miss, is there?"
The redhead stretches out her tongue.
"There's absolutely nothing wrong with liking dicks, D. Mother nature gave us men with all of their appendages to make use of and have fun with. Even one so small. I think it's cute!"
Alex feels his dick twitch at the compliment before anything even happens. He has little confidence he can hold out for very long, rubber band or not, if any woman touches his... His eyes wide as Boudica straddles him and lowers her pelvis onto his.
"No WAY!"
Dyani gasps. And even Nubia snorts.
"You want to let that thing into your female sanctum?"
Boudica chuckles.
"Come one, essentially that's what it's for. And it's so small it won't make much of a difference anyway!"
Without having to stretch much, the pussy-lips embrace the small, if engorged cock and take it in. Alex swallows hard and closes his eyes. Being allowed to penetrate a woman's pussy is as rare an occasion for men endowed like him as getting sucked. If not rarer. Getting both in one evening... His hands clench around the fabric of the couch he is lying on as Boudica's pelvis begins to gyrate, her muscles grip his dick tightly.
The rubber bands do their job. For a while. A short while. A very short while.
He feels he would have come immediately from the excitement and the strong grip of the redhead's pussy, but the mixture of having come once already, the restraint of the rubber bands around his balls, tightening the passage for his sperm painfully and the sheer willpower not be be embarrassed again in front of these women let's him last. More than two minutes! Which might be a record for him, few as the opportunities are for him to practice self restraint inside a woman's holiest hole.
But eventually, there's no holding back, his balls contract, his semen painfully passes the artificial constraint and squirts into the curvy redhead's womb -- only the third woman ever allowing him to do so.
Alex sinks back into the couch - exhausted -- two orgasms within an evening is way more than his feeble male body can take. He can only wonder in astonishment at the many occasions he saw women come over and over again in multiple orgasms -- it fills him with pride that he is able to cause them but also with burning jealously and humility that he will never be able to know what the feel like.
The women around him argue.
"That Was longer, you can't deny it! Probably by 100%!"
Priya proclaims matter of factly, to Dyani's snort.
"Measured in seconds. Microseconds even. How fitting for a micro-penis!"
Priya shakes her head.
"Not a micro-penis, that's a medical condition. He's just really, really tiny!"
Dyani shakes her head.
"You just have to have the last word, huh?"
Boudica, now climbs off of Alex and takes her friend's shoulder.
"Girls. You're both right. It was longer -- probably impressively longer for Alex's standards, but... well, it didn't do anything for me and it remained a disappointment. So what does that means as a result, Pri?"
"That no matter how much he improved, the boy's dicklet will probably always be useless."
Tins raises an eyebrow and chuckles.
"Which is pretty much exactly what I told you from the start, is it not?"
"Well. Yeah. But now we Know, scientificality proven, that he's a pathetic, useless shrimp dick. Now we can focus on what he CAN do!"
"For whatever that's worth."
Dyani snorts.
"Oh, come on, D."
Nubia looks at the other woman.
"You think Tina would have picked him if that's all he's good for? Even you have to grant him that much."
"Alright, alright. So, Tina, what IS he good for?"
Alex's custodian grins.
"I've told you all about him already, have I not?"
Priya looks at her with puppy eyes.
"Come on, I need it all listed properly. For science!"
Tina sighs an exaggerated sigh ans smiles.
"Well... He's quite a decent pussy licker..."
She stands behind Alex as she says this and he only hears the snickers of the others as she mouths 'world best' behind his back. The others know she thinks he is the greatest she ever had, but she would never tell Him that and let it get into his small little head. Of course he knows he is quite good at it, but hearing that compliment from her... Well, she would bring him back down to Earth quiet easily for sure, but she's not doubting it would really boost his little ego.
"He's a good kisser, I guess one comes with the other -- using his mouth to please a women without any intention to think about himself. His foot massages are great -- all of his massages, really, but he's amazing with feet... and he's a very brave little boy taking it in the ass, of course."
Alex blushes, as the other's only smile knowingly.
"That's a good quality. Some men just do it out of a sense of duty..."
Nubia nods.
"Does he get off from it? Does he get hard?"
Priya is actually taking notes now with her handheld device.
"Orgasms quite often. Sometimes he gets hard, depends on his mood and how he's treated."


Dyani frowns.
"That sound like he comes more often than getting hard..."
Boudica tilts her head.
"Have you never seen a man coming from anal? One would think you sodomize lot to guys given how little you like their dicks..."
"I care so little about their dicks that I don't look at them when pegging one..."
All the women grin and Priya looks at Dyani.
"OK, that's settled, we'll teach D about the male anal orgasm!"
"What part of 'I don't care' didn't you..."
But Priya already pushes Alex back onto the floor, onto all fours and positions herself behind him.
"Do I have to put something on the floor?"
Tina shakes her head smiling.
"Lex is quite the pro in cleaning his own cum stains."
Priya nods and spreads Alex's ass cheeks. She enters one finger into his tight pucker, then two, making the boy groan. It is quite pleasant, he is used to much bigger stuff in there, so he closes his eyes and enjoys Priya's search of his prostrate.
She finds it quickly -- she is skilled and experienced at this, it seems - and begins to massage it. Warmth spreads throughout his whole lower body. He does not get hard -- not after two orgasms, his little dick will not be useful for that for quite a while. Stupid weak little thing -- but the familiar arousal when sodomised is almost as nice. No. Honestly. It is better. It is a warm wave, a kind of liquid, viscous sensation spreading through him. And it lasts longer than anything he ever felt with his dick stimulated. Yeah. It's better. By a long shot.
He lowers his head and sighs. His balls twitch, independent from his dangling dick, but he is not close to coming. Definitely the main reason this is better. His penile orgasms are so short.
Priya keeps on massaging like a pro.
"He likes that, doesn't he?"
"Sure does", Tina replies - he can hear the warm smile in her voice.
"But he's probably used to bigger things, hm?"
"Sure is!"
The warm smile is replaced by something a bit more mean, but still loving.
"OK, I'm going all in!"
Alex gulps, no quite certain what to expect, then he feels her retreat her two fingers, only to put four against his rear entrance. Alex is not used to that feeling. For some reason this hasn't happened much to him -- Sasha has done it twice, so he is not a complete novice, but the women in his life are not real fans of fisting. He looks up at Tina, the gleaming in her eyes tells him that might be about to change. Braces himself and relaxes his sphincter when the thankfully quite small hand enters his rectum completely, making him groan, louder now, more animalistic. For now, this is less pleasurable. He lets out a deep sigh when she is all in and his muscles close around her slim wrist. He relaxes -- for a very short while, as he feels her fingers clench and form a fist inside of his bowels. She is not going easy on him, it is called fisting for a reason. He groans into the soft carpet as her fist begins to penetrate his stretched asshole like a piston. He feels filled to the brim - but there's no denying it makes the tingling of warm, fluid waves inside of him SO much more intense. They sweep all over him now, as she pushes her arm into him. She is not applying any particular attention to his prostrate any more - doesn't have to, her whole arm cannot miss to stimulate it intensely. He grasps the carpet as he lets out a grunt. His dick still doesn't get hard, as the women duly notice, but his balls tense, tighten, contract. He holds out longer than he ever could when his dick is stimulated -- long minutes that seem a lot longer to him as he pretty much loses all grip of reality and time. Probably not longer than five, but that's an eternity for him -- eventually his balls contract, and the thin, liquid prostate cum squirts out of his limp, dangling dick. No sperm in there, he learned in his biology lessons, just fluid, but it feels SO nice.
"What a butt slut!"
He is too deep in the zone to know which of the women said that, but she is right, he sure is.
His arms give in and he topples to the soft carpet, trying to regain his breath and his senses.
"And that's how a guy comes without a hard-on!"
Priya says with a wink at Dyani who just shrugs.
"Another useless information I'll never need."
"So..."
The scientist makes another note into her handheld.
"He doesn't have a feminine bone in his body, does he?"
Tina chuckles and shakes her head.
"Nope. Masculine as you can get. Passive, meek, obedient. Just how I like my men."
She kneels down in front of him and kisses him gently. The feeling inside of him is replaced by the fluttering of butterflies in his stomach. He'll never lose that, he is very certain, when she kisses I like that.
The read head nods - a little sceptical.
"Cool. Really, but a boy with a completely useless dick like his... I still don't know."
Tina chuckles.
"Who need the real thing? Modern convenience has supplied us with a replacement that is So much better, am I right? More reliable, customisable in form and colour."
She walks over to her dresser, opens a drawer and pulls out her favourite penis sheath. Transparent, ribbed, 20 centimetres long. And drops it in front of Alex.
"Put that on, Lex and spare us the sight of your little prick. After coming THREE times it looks even less impressive than normal, I think."
Alex nods meekly -- he feel les impressive then normal, too. He never had three orgasms in one day in his life and he feels exhausted. Tina only ever gets warm after three. So unfair.
He puts it on over his shrivelled dick, attaches the rubber ring around his balls -- he used to think it was pretty tight around them but he now knows what REALLY tight feels like -- and looks down on himself. His pale penis does not fill half of the transparent sleeve that now stands straight and erect as if he has an actual cock.
"Now That's a cock. Still not the biggest fan of them, but that's one worthy to pay at least a little attention to!"
Dyani grins, actually goes down on her knees in front of the boy and starts to lick the transparent rubber.
He feels more than a little uneasy with this -- looking down at a woman during a sexual act is highly undue and the fact that Dyani obviously does it for this exact reason - to make him feel uncomfortable and inadequate -- does not make it any better.
Her moans are clearly exaggerated -- no woman could enjoy this so much and her eyes gleam with a hint of meanness as she looks up at him and lets go of his prosthetic.
"Yeah, This is a cock worthy of attention. Big and hard and tenacious. Won't make me change my preferences but a man with one of these can actually be useful for a woman. Am I right, boy? So much better than the real thing!"
Alex nods.
"Yes, Ms. Dyani."
She kisses he transparent glans.
"And the fact that it doesn't distract you makes it so much better!"
She swallows his fake cock again, not very deep, absolutely no women would want any sensation of discomfort when she lowers herself enough to take care of a man's cock.
Boudica kneels besides them and strokes Alex's balls making them twitch in the tight confounds of the cock sheath's fixation ring.
"And are you going to make use of it or do you only want to torture the poor boy by letting him see what he'll never have?"
Dyani lets go of the rubber cock and grins at her pale friend.
"Why, you got plans with it?"
The redhead smiles.
"Well, we all agreed I'm the one who appreciates a good dick the most so, yeah. I do."
The black haired beauty smiles.
"OK. Go ahead I'm already bored with it anyway."
She gives the cock a flick and backs off. Boudica smiles at Alex, lying on the couch.
"Well then, little boy. You were disappointingly useless -- well, expectedly useless, if we're honest -- before, so prove to me you can do better if you're not limited by the weakness of your own flesh!"
She climbs on top of him and for the second time this night lowers her pelvis onto his cock, only this time a lot more enthusiastically, moaning with pleasure as his big fake cock enters her wet grotto. Having felt it before, Alex wishes so much to be able to feel it now, but then shakes his head -- he has had it once, exactly as long as he deserves it. His fault he didn't get to enjoy it longer, so he just does what he is told and gives Boudica as good a time as she deservers for being kind enough to let him penetrate her.
The woman takes his legs and bends them over her shoulders, grinding her pussy down onto his elevated cock, Amazon position style, so Alex doesn't have much to do anyway. He is pinned to the couch by her as she pushes down on him, fucking him roughly, the sight of her fiery red pubic hair almost making him hard again, but his dick is too worn out. After a little time, Priya positions herself over his face, her pants taken off now. Alex can see her mound is shaved -- rare for a woman, it is considered a boyish look, servile and usable. It makes her looks a little weak -- far less womanly and in charge than the others, who all have more or less trimmed hair down there. But the nerdy girl quickly shows him not dot judge a woman by her pubes by lowering her snatch onto his face and taking control over him. Very much so - her shapely ass and juicy pussy cover his nose and mouth, making it hard for him to breathe. Again he feels like a guinea pig as she shifts her weight, allowing him to catch a breath now and then while making him lick her lips and clit. She may be personally involved now but he feels she is keenly observing his reaction, noting the results of her breath play experiment in her big brain.
Then she shifts her position to leave Alex no choice but to lick her asshole, puckering up in front of his mouth. He has gotten a little practice in this, Tina recently got a taste for it, too. He wonders if Priya got it from their little group's leader and wants to try him out or if she was always into it. One way the other, he is giving her light brown pucker his best -- which apparently is very good as she begins to moan and sigh immediately.
Boudica who now rides his fake cock enthusiastically, groaning and screaming is pushing him down. Again Alex wishes his real cock could do that to a woman, but then focuses back on his actual strengths. His dick may be useless, but his tongue clearly isn't -- Priya grabs his head, pushes her clit against his face and takes a very short time to come all over his face, more than exited clearly by him caressing her rear entrance.
She remains where she is, using Alex's face as her chair, watching her friend ride his rubber cock. Suffocating him for what seems like a long time at time, reminding Alex of dreams he had. Dying between the legs of a woman, with the smell and taste of her pussy his last sensations as he chokes would be a death any male can only dream of. But... well... not now. He wants to service Tina for so much longer so he kisses the lips on his face, hoping to be released before he faints. Which, of course he is. He catches a breath just in time to feel, hear and see the redhead riding his cock come. Hard.
He feels her juices trickle from the rubber onto his naked skin, the only sensation he gets from getting fucked by the redhead and enjoys this little very much. The two women sitting on him kiss, then climb off of him, arm in arm retreating to Tina's desk-chair, Priya on the redhead lap, where they cuddle and kiss while watching the rest of the show. Slight envy rises in Alex over the emotional bond women develop over using a man together. Unachievable for a male. Dyani pulls him out of his musing roughly, turning him around to all fours. He sees the strap on she wears now, bigger than his sheath, in warm orange and purple colours -- not one of his custodian's, the women came prepared. Of course.
Behind him, Nubia positions herself on her knees, with another strap-on, black, with fiery red marbling. It looks like it is her own cock, bursting with red lava from the inside. A highly pleasing aesthetics. Alex approves of that cock, not that his opinion is asked for. Alas he cannot see it for long. He looks up at his custodian, smiling at him from across the room, her legs spread, her hand on her pussy. Apparently she is more than satisfied to just watch him getting used today -- he is well aware what is happening, All her friends - particularly those that are sceptical about him, get to use him and he is more than desperate to make a good impression. He is quite sure Tina wouldn't drop him if her friends don't approve of him -- not totally sure, though -- but he will be around them often either way, service them a lot, so he really wants them to like him. He wishes his cock could have made a better impression, but he is confident in his real strengths. Boudica and Priya seem satisfied, and he will do whatever he can to please Nubia and Dyani as well!
He clenches his teeth and relaxes his anus as the black giant spreads his sphincter and deeply penetrates his bowels in one swift, strong move; breathes out as he feels Nubia's skin on his when she enters him fully. Not a problem, his ass is used to it, but it is always the feeling of a challenge overcome, nonetheless. He kisses the glans of Dyani's rubber cock in front of his face, but she is not one for foreplay with the boys -- she takes his head and pushes into his dutiful mouth, past his lips and deep into his throat. Far deeper than his cock could have reached in hers, but also far deeper than she took his rubber prosthetic. A boy's throat can be inconvenienced to take it all, deep-throating is a basic male skill. Luckily Alex is trained well, so he relaxes his throat like he relaxes his sphincter and takes it all in, holding his breath, hoping the women moves back out before he faints, even though a glimmer in her eyes as he looks up makes him believe she is willing to test his limits. She is -- as Nubia begins to roughly fuck his ass, Dyani moves not, holding him in place with her hands on the back if his head, enjoying his gagging noises, the tears filling his eyes, rolling down his cheeks. It seems an eternity to Alex -- it is probably not more than a minute. He is trained to hold his breath with a cock in his throat, but not for much longer - then she pulls back, patting his head.
"He Is good for something. Not badly trained, your little cocksucker!"
She nods approvingly to Tina who smiles back warmly.
"Quite a natural in that respect too, but of course he needs some training to be able to keep up with YOUR neds, D."
Alex hears chuckles from Boudica and Priya in the chair. Not mean ones, though. He feels appreciated, seen for his skills. His face blushes and he eagerly begins to suck on Dyani's strap on, to continue to prove his value to his biggest doubter.
Untiring, the rubber dildo in his ass is penetrating him in a nice fast, strong and steady rhythm. Nubia is a very good sodomiser. Strong, confident, demanding. Alex enjoys her cock very much, his balls twitch and contract. He doesn't get hard in his sheath, not after three orgasms, but he feels the thin, liquid cum of a prostate orgasm fill it as he squirts into it with a grunt. Technically orgasm number four, if you count the ones he gets from anal. He can't believe it. He'll never forget this night.
None of the women care about him coming, they continue penetrating him for quite a while, showing him how Proper cocks are used. Longer than anyone ever has before -- they almost make him come a fifth time. His balls are contracting -- which is more painful than lustful, now that they're drained. Male bodies Definitely are not made for this type of exertion and he doesn't know if he would want to come again or not. He actually does feel relieved when Nubia's and Dyani's cocks both slide out of him. Wordlessly, they just seem to have come to the agreement that they have had enough of their boy-toy for now.
Without the support of the women, his arms and legs go weak and, to the women's laughter, he collapses on the soft carpet, trying to catch his breath, trying to control his trembling muscles. His asshole is gaping wide, he can feel it, his throat feels sore and his lips are probably chaffed.
He hears the women talk, laugh -- but only muffled, he drifts off into a doze, on that the women apparently grant him.
He wakes up with a start, not knowing how long he was gone - probably not more than a few minutes. Feels their gazes on him.
"Well, well look who's back among the living. Four meagre orgasms and hardly more than an hour of getting fucked and the little boy needs a nap. Such weak pathetic creatures, men are..."
Dyani looks down on him, but her smile seems a little less -- mean. Or maybe he is just imagining it due to wishful thinking.
Tina's smile is definitely warm, comforting as she crouches down next to her ward and pats his head.
"I think he did well. Quite well. Better than you could expect from a mere male, which is exactly why I picked him. He's got potential."
Nubia nods approvingly, Priya smiles and even Dyani's shrug seems -- on the positive side.
"Still wouldn't burden myself with caring for such a pitiful creature, but I guess can kind accept what you see in him. Kinda."
Tina strokes Alex's ass.
"High praise, Lex. You can count yourself lucky!"
"Yes, Ms Tina. Thank you, Ms Dyani. Ms Nubia, Ms Priya, Ms Boudica. Thank you all for using me tonight as you did. I've been truly honoured to be Ms. Tina's closest companions' toy!"
His voice sound hoarse, but honest. Because it is. It's what he feels.
Nubia chuckles.
"He DOES have manners, gotta give him that."
"He learned those mostly from his mother I must admit, but I appreciate profiting from them!"
Tina smiles.
"Girls, I'm So glad we all agree on this now. I would have hated to dump Lex but if you couldn't have agreed on him..."
She lets the sentence hang in the air and Alex feels a shiver run down his spine at the thought.
He gets up on his knees, despite still feeling a bit weak -- lying lazily on the floor in the presence of women seems just wrong -- as Tina walks to the her bed, to her best friends and companions. He knows he will never be as close to her as these women, but he is accepted as he is now. Tina's ward. The boy-toy of the strongest, smartest, bestest woman he knows. Plaything for her and everyone she wants. All that a man can hope for.
Tina sits down on her bed, leaning against the headboard, spreading her legs. She is wearing her top only, the pants gone since she started masturbating over Alex being used by her friends. He knows she has come multiple times already -- he hasn't gotten to count but he definitely has noticed her orgasmic moans while he was being used. He would recognise those any time, anywhere. She is the only one who Hasn't used him tonight, yet -- he feels it as a strange ache, a kind of pull in his chest, whenever she amuses herself without him. Of course he knows he is being silly -- male ego, stupid jealousy -- she has all the right to enjoy herself in every which way she wants, but he cannot help it.
She smiles at him, but pulls Dyani toward her, kisses her gently and then guides her hand toward her own wet, open pussy. Alex's balls twitch, his dick would get hard immediately if it wasn't sore and aching from the overuse. Nothing- nothing - turns him on faster than Ms. Tina having fun with another woman. It's just -- a level of sexuality unreachable for any man. Ever.
Two women celebrating life is -- spiritual. Emotional. So much more than just sex. The smile that Tina has for her friend is so much more full of meaning and understanding than everything she ever gives to him. Alex sighs softly, hoping no one heard him, as the woman begins to eagerly eat her friend and leader's pussy. Alex tries to discern the meaning of it. Sex has so many meanings for women. Clearly Ms. Dyani by subjugating to Ms. Tina states her acceptance of the social leader of the group. Her doubts and questioning of Tina's decision were permitted and appreciated - all members of the group are equal in their opinions, despite Tina being their de facto leader. Dyani's doubts about him were heard, cherished, weighed. But now a decision has been made, Tina's choice confirmed and Dyani is bowing her head towards Alex' custodian - literally - and performing this act confirms the order, secures peace and clears the air of all conflicts. Alex feels warm inside -- women are so good at this. Leading, solving conflicts, using sex to heal wounds, they're made for leading.


Next to Tina sits Priya against the headboard, with Nubia between her legs -- the too had minor differences in using Alex, Priya's more open mined, scientifical approach allowing the more sceptical Nubia to accept Tina's choice in the end. The muscular black woman now rewards the olive skinned nerd with her mouth. It is all natural, no word has been uttered to create this constellation - every woman knew her position in the recent disagreement, ever woman knows her position in this bonding act. So smart. So understanding.
In between the two pairs, Boudica crouches. She's always been a mediator in this, seeing Tina's decision and Alex himself for what they were, so she now mediates in this ritual as well, switching from kissing Tina, then Priya's mouth gently and passionately, then leaning forward to massage Nubia's and Dyani's pussies. Nobody is punished for opposing Tina, everyone is rewarded in this bonding ceremony,
Both Tina and Priya come twice from the caresses of their friends, Boudica makes sure Nubia and Dyani come, too, as does she herself, massaging herself whenever she has a free hand. The smell of female bliss is filling the air, making Alex, incapable of an erection right now almost mad with desire. His senses heightened by evolution switch off all his higher brain functions in a situation like this. Nothing stills his thoughts like the images, sounds and smells of the women on Ms. Tina's bed, who now change positions into a daisy chain of lust, each woman pressing her lips against he lower lips of another until a perfect circle of feminity is formed, a never ending lesbian ring of of pleasure and bonding, the women so much in tune with each other that they eventually all come together, in perfect harmony - the ultimate sexual and emotional connection, closed forever to a mere male like Alex.
He sits and waits, his eyes focused on the sweating, writhing bodies on Tina's bed after this apex of bliss. It takes a while -- the women cuddle, caress, touch each other -- until they remember Tina's ward. Their shared experience was the ultimate proof men are inferior, ultimately tuned as women's tool, but they remember him regardless.
Alex is infinitely grateful. He knows his role, the part he plays -- in the end nothing but a toy, a mere tool for the so much more developed, mature feminine sex. He will never stop being grateful to his custodian that she takes the burden of allowing him to service her -- and her companions -- so he diligently, eagerly pours all of his gratitude, all of his stunted emotional self into it when Tina finally calls him over to her with a gesture and he is allowed to dive between her legs and do his most hallowed duty, kissing her feminity, lapping her sweet nectar and penetrating her the best way he can, with his tongue.
He will service all of the women multiple times more over the course of the night, has the honour to give them all more orgasms with his mouth. His cock never gets hard again until morning, and the pent up arousal inside of him drives him into a frenzy - Tina won't tell him, but he is delivering the best service he ever has in his adult life as he male servant. This night marks one of the ultimate highlights of his existence as a man -- as all his being fully surrenders to his purpose and he is nothing more than what nature intended for him - servicing the divine female.
The sun is already about to rise as the group finally comes to rest, all women cuddling against another on Tina's Queen sized bed, Alex at the foot of the bed, falling to an exhausted sleep -- the deepest sleep he ever slept in his life.


        Gender Bender 11 - Date Night

        The girls' first real date.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/gender-bender-11-date-night

Title: Gender Bender 11 - Date Night

Author: minski

Category: Transgender

Description: The girls' first real date.

Tags: trans, public, teen, humiliation, cunnilingus




Ongoing story, please start at Part One.
All characters are 18 or older.
I open my eyes as I get off the motor-bike after Kayla pulled into a parking garage. My legs feel chilly -- my short dress and high heeled sandals, sexy as they are, are not made to ride on a bike. My torso feels warm, though from my boyfriend's body heat after pressing myself against her for the duration of the ride. My knees aren't shaky, I'm getting used to her aggressive style of driving. I kinda like it, really. Gets my blood pumping.
"They do have a valet service, but I'm not sure if they have anyone who can drive a bike. Their usual clientele drives four wheels. Don't feel comfortable letting anyone ride my Betty, anyway."
She grins as she takes her helmet under one arm, and me under the other. I look at her questioningly -- valet service? -- but don't open my mouth to ask. I know she wants to surprise me -- and impress me, if Emily is right about our dynamics. I won't ask her to spoil it.
Also -- Betty? I look back to the motorbike. I know bikers like to name their vehicles. After girlfriends? I know she's been with Madison. I know she's been with boys. But Kayla hasn't really told me much about her love life. I wish I could encourage her to open up about that by revealing some of mine, but - well... We both know there's nothing to talk about before her.
Caleb left his shaky manhood for a better life as a woman a virgin. And boy, does Chloe make up for that. I snuggle against my boyfriend and suppress that silly pang of jealously. I have absolutely no reason to doubt that all her attention and affection is on me now. We leave the garage and walk a few steps - we're in the middle of downtown of the buzzing city our little suburb is clinging to.
I'm not here often - especially not at this time of night. I used to go to a game store and a comic stores during the day when I was younger but they both closed during the lockdown and I'm downloading everything I need anyway. Caleb didn't leave the house much.
As for Chloe... I'm not sure how to feel now. Kinda like a princess at the arm of my boyfriend taking me out. Nervous, for sure. I'm only slowly getting used to being outside as a woman, and this skimpy outfit isn't helping to soothe my nerves. It Is helping me to realize that I long to be seen, though. A weird mix of emotions. Similar to how I felt at the prom. I am really proud of how I changed, proud of the woman my Mom and sister helped me become. Yes. I want to be seen. And the gazes that do meet us are... approving? Admiring? I hope I'm not imagining it. At best what people see are two women arm in arm. That won't meet anyone's disapproval in this day and age? At least not in this part of a big, diverse city. Nobody will judge me for what I am. Or were... I Am a woman, through and through, I have made that choice for myself. Will anyone see what I used to be, though? I don't think so, looking into the mirror I saw nothing but a proud, confident woman. My eyes find myself in a shop window. Yes. Let them think what they want about two women going out. That's all they are going to see.
"Ladies..."
I jump a little as I'm pulled out of my thoughts by a doorman in a fancy uniform tipping his hat. I didn't even notice Kayla pulled me from the sidewalk towards the door of...
My eyes widen. I have heard of this place. Which does say something. I'm not savvy about fancy restaurants. Like - at all. But my parents talk about it sometimes. Apparently they've been here for their 10th anniversary. Always thought of going back, but never did because it's too pricey. I blink.
Then look at the doorman realizing he just addressed us both as ladies. I smile as I pass him and he professionally smiles back.
A man in a black tux receives us.
"Ah, Mademoiselle Kayla. Bon soir. What a pleasant surprise to see you. Without your parents for the first time, oui?"
French? I hear slight accent. just enough to be exotic.
"Indeed, Jean Paul. Hello."
They know her personally - by name? Well, he sure recognized her. Apparently she -- and her parents - are regulars. In a place my parents could afford to visit exactly once.
"I thought I saw your name in the reservations, but I thought we'd expect your parents. A table for you and you lady-friend, then?"
Kayla nods and he signals a waiter to lead us to our table.
"Enjoy your rendezvous, Mesdemoiselles."
"Merci, Jean Paul"
She smiles at him than at me. Rendezvous? That's -- one way to describe it. I tense, trembling,
Kayla giggles.
"That means 'meeting' in French. Perfectly neutral term. Relax, baby. Although... I take a little bit of offense that you seem to be nervous about people knowing we're on a date..."
She leans into me and kisses me on the mouth, demonstrably, demandingly, with a Lot of tongue. OK. Now everyone in the restaurant does know we're not just friends. Including the waiter, now pulling up a chair from the table with a smile that I can only interpret as knowing. I look at Kayla and she nods. OK. Yes. I sit down and thank him as he does the same for my boyfriend.
"You... come here often?"
Kayla smiles and nods.
"Occasionally. For birthdays. Anniversaries. When my Mom won her election, when my siblings enrolled at college and when my Dad... ah well. I don't want to bore you."
She smiles. At me and then at the waiter who hands us the menus. I open mine, and feel sweat on my forehead. Both at the prices and the fact that I cannot read anything in it other than the numbers. I barely passed my Spanish class. French was not on my schedule.
"Anything to drink, mesdemoiselles?" the waiter asks and Kayla nods.
"Ginger Ale for me and a diet coke or my girlfriend!"
I blush hard at being identified as such to a stranger. I really don't know why, I clearly identify as both girl and friend. To myself, to my family, to all our school mates by now. Yet this still feels like multiple steps out of the closet. Also... wait... Did she just order my drink? I wouldn't mind a real coke.
But I guess my boyfriend decided I don't. She smiles
"When I'm out with my parents they let me have some of their wine. But apparently we're old enough to vote and drive, and fuck, but not to drink officially for some reason...."
"I have a fake driver's license..."
I interpose, making her laugh.
"Baby... Naughty. You don't seem the type..."
I blush. I've never actually used it, so...
"Anyway - Not for a fancy place like this, you don't. They're attentive to such things. Too much to lose. And they know me anyway, I celebrated my 18th birthday here way to recently. Also, I assume your ID is for a guy, isn't it, Chloe?"
I blink. Nod, I hadn't thought of that... So is my real ID. That might become weird if I ever need it... I didn't bring my fake one anyway. Stupid idea. But at least I made her laugh. Worth a little embarrassment.
"I... I can't read this menu..."
She looks over hers at me, smiling wryly.
"That's OK, baby-girl, I'll take care of the both of us."
I blush, both at being called that in a fancy place like this, and about handing over all responsibilities to my boyfriend apparently. I don't mind. It feels nice to be so cared for. I let the hair of my new wig twirl around my finger nervously, making Kayla smile at me.
"You look So hot as a redhead, Chloe"
"Thank you... Not really my doing, this color was your idea, after all."
She grins.
"I have a good taste with my girlfriend, don't I? And everyone noticed!"
She looks around with a twinkle in in her eyes and I follow her gaze.
"What...?"
"Half of the guys her are staring at you. And not a small part of the women too. I know what They are thinking, sexy one."
I blush, look around, meet a pair of eyes or two that don't look away fast enough.
"That's ridiculous. Surely they... they are looking at you, you're the..."
She chuckles.
"I appreciate the sentiment, but I'm not the one dressed or made up to attract that much sexual attention from anyone."
I disagree. Sure, she's wearing what some would define as masculine clothes and her hair is tied back. She's not wearing make up. Sure, I'm a lot more dressed to impress, but...
"I'm not... I mean, I am..."
I look down on myself. And she grins, reaching out to stroke my cheek.
"Don't bring yourself down, baby. You're the prettiest woman in this joint tonight. You may not have the most curvy figure, but trust me there are more than enough people who are into that."
"Well, if they knew about... my.. "
I shiver.
"...clit.."
Kayla grins at me calling my former dick that.
"Even then. Some even more so, believe me..."
I blush. Hard. She seems to have some very strong opinions about men and their -- desires... Speaking about my curves...
"I... Hm.. wanted to ask you something about that topic, anyway..."
She smiles.
"Later, little one -- let's not have serious conversations on an empty stomach!"
I nod. Sounds reasonable enough.
"What do you think about fish?"
"For... eating?"
Kayla giggles
"I wasn't thinking about buying you an aquarium..."
I lower my eyes, feeling silly. I know she's not really making fun of me -- loving teasing isn't something I am used to either, though, with this being my first relationship.
"I guess. Not sure..."
"Hm... "
She looks back at me and when the waiter arrives with our drinks, Kayla begins to talk to him in what sounds like fluent French to me. Not that I'd be able to get the difference.
"Uh..."
When we are alone again I look at her.
"What did you just order?"
"It's a surprise, baby, you'll love it. I hope. Now. You had something you wanted to talk about?"
"Couple of things, actually."
I lower my voice
"Quite... private really..."
She grins.
"Perfect place. The personal knows to keep secrets. As do the patrons, believe me."
I nod, still keeping my eyes down, anyway.
"I... uhm... we... Em and I wondered when I was getting... prepared..."
"Your sister helped you again?"
I nod.
"Emily is a really good big sister, isn't she?"
"Yes. Well. She is now. We didn't really get along too well when I was her little brother, but that was mostly my fault, I guess."
Kayla nods understandingly.
"You were a bit of a mess, weren't you? Amazing how quickly becoming a girl straightened you out. Like your body and mind have been fighting to be this all along."
I nod, feeling my breathing and my heart beat go faster. It's true, I never felt so much myself, which seems to make me a lot nicer to be around.
"Well, anyway.. we've been wondering if I should... uhm... you bought me such pretty bras and I..."
Kayla smirks, then chuckles -- a bit to loud for my taste. I really don't want anyone to overhear our conservation.
"I wouldn't have minded if you had worn one, if that's your question, but... "
I feel her gaze on my chest.
"I didn't really buy them for you to pretend you have boobs under pretty dresses like that. I like your slim figure, baby. I have boobs enough for the both of us in this relationship. And I don't want you to feel bad about the way you look. You're perfect the way you are. I meant what I said. I know for a fact a big part of the guest here would love nothing more than to take you home and have a night with you."
I blink, feel my face heat up and my weer throb, she's so... blunt.
"It is huge step, I get it. Thinking about yourself like this is really very new to you, isn't it?"
Kayla smiles.
"You're the prettiest woman, boobs or not. I'll let you know when I want you to wear a bra -- it'll be for my pleasure mostly, really!"
She winks at me, then takes my hand on the table and I nod. My confidence just got a major boost. Nothing makes me feel as appreciated as a kind word from my boyfriend. I look at her, feeling the love flow through me.
"Kayla... I... I lov..."
Before I can say it, the waiter arrives at our table interrupting my confession abruptly.
"But you are wearing one of the pretty panties I got for you, right?"
My mouth falls open as I stare at her then the waiter who doesn't flinch at hearing that topic but just wordlessly puts what is apparently our -- hors-d'oeuvre, is that what you call it - onto the table. I can only nod.
"Good girl."
She grins at me, then licks her lips. I can't tell whether at the thought of me in sexy panties or the sight of the... what the hell even is that?
"Uh... what..."
She picks up a tiny spoon and smiles at me.
"Never had caviar?"
I shake my head, thinking this over
"That's fish eggs?"
"It's fish eggs in the same way that a burger is hoofs and cow anuses."
I frown.
"You don't wanna think about where your food comes from sometimes, just taste it. You'll... OK, I won't promise you'll like it - it may be an acquired taste, but tickle my fancy."
She nods at the little bowl of black goo in front of me while eating her first spoonful.
"It's... not bad..."
Mostly salty, I notice, as I swallow my first bite of caviar. Not bad, indeed, but -- I haven't dared to look at the price, but... totally not worth That much. Whatever that much is.
"Tastes a bit like cum, doesn't it?"
I stare at her, blinking. Kayla giggles and winks.
"Slimy and salty and slightly chunky... don't tell me you don't know what that is like, being in the rare position for a girl to have been able to taste her own."
I look around. She spoke pretty loud, but if anyone heard her shocking choice of topic nobody bats an eye. She really loves to pull my leg. Especially in public it seems. Seeing me blush seems to amuse her to no end. I guess playfully teasing is what boyfriends do. I wrap my hair around my finger -- I seem to already develop habits with this. I like having long hair.
"And talking about your regretfully male anatomy and cum..."
I feel my eye opening even wider.
"Can we. Please. Change topics?"
"Em texted me you have something to ask me about that, too?"
I blink, not understanding what she means for long seconds until the penny drops. No way did my sister text Kayla in advance about -- That? Yeah, I told her I'd ask, but... in my own time. I'm not sure I like how close my sister and my boyfriend are becoming. Even though I know I'd should count myself lucky. I can only benefit from two strong women working together to shape me into my new being. Alright, Em clearly meant to support me and give me a little push to get over my insecurities.
"We... were...um... I was wondering..."
"You or you two?"
I blush again. No reason to, really, why admitting how close I have become to my sister should feel embarrassing, but it kinda does.
"I have been talking about it to Emily, yes. I... I know you said at the prom you don't like me to touch my... clit... Or watch porn."
Kayla nods firmly.
"I did."
"I know. And I wouldn't... It's... I mean... It's just that girls do... a girl can masturbate as well, right, so..."
"Yes. We do."
Kayla grins broadly.
"Maybe... I was wondering... it would really be nice... when I'm alone... or with... Em... I could... masturbate. Not touching my clit, obvi!"
"Oh?"
With a mischievous grin Kayla leans forward and stares into my eyes, never breaking eye contact. I feel my heartbeat in my ears, heat rise into my face. Kayla seems totally unperturbed by the topic.
"How would you like to masturbate then, baby-girl?"
"I... maybe.... Anally?"
I whisper.
"Sorry?"
With a smirk Kayla holds a hand to her ear.
"Anally."
I speak up. Just a little, really hoping she'll stop teasing, I know she heard me.
"Oh. Do you enjoy being penetrated that much by how that you want to do it yourself?"
I hesitate, gulp. Nod.
"I... really like it, yes."
"And you wanna do it with your fingers?"
I nod again. Then look up, again feeling myself blush.
"Em might... let me... use her toys..."
Now Kayla laughs out loud, arousing the attention of other guests, who hopefully didn't get what amusing her this much.
"My poor silly little girlfriend. Of course you can masturbate. I'm just teasing you. When I told you not to touch yourself or watch porn, I just wanted to help you overcome the nasty habits you catch as a boy. Of course as a woman you can masturbate. You really should! We can even watch porn. Together though. I'm gonna show you some stuff that'll do you good as a girl."
She winks.
"Sorry I didn't make myself clear, baby. I very much want my girlfriend to enjoy herself. Even though I'm a little... Surprised how open you and your sister seem to be about it."
"Me, too, honesty. I never could talk to her like that as a boy."
"That's so nice. I personally have a really good relationship with my brother and sister, but I know many boys have a hard time with that stuff. So good to hear your -- transition is bringing you closer with your sister. You don't have to borrow her toy, though, if you want some, just tell me. We can go toy shopping together. As matter of fact, yes, we will do that very soon. Until then... You have my permission, baby-girl. Knock yourself out. But..."
I look at her questioningly...
"Send me a text whenever you come without me, I want my girlfriend to think of me when she comes. Deal?"
I nod, smiling happily. The nervousness fluttering away. I have such an amazing boyfriend. Kayla is so understanding, I guess it helps that my boyfriend is a girl, too. Like me.
"Horny little slut!"
She winks at me, and If feel myself flush again, despite knowing she's teasing. No lie detected, I am really, really horny, most of the time. Thinking about her, playing with Em... now. Talking about it. I feel my clit throb in my tight panties and suddenly something touching it under the table.
I gasp shortly as I realize what is happening, her foot pushed up my dress, rubbing against my tight sheer panties. My di... my clitoris - even -- especially - when I get excited I must learn to look at myself as a full on woman, remembering the lessons I was taught. It is small enough to be considered a clitoris, now that I am a woman. My clit grows hard and I moan, needing to hold on to the table.
"Please... this is... "
I grunt as she rubs a little harder -- making her chuckle. Her foot under the table and her toes in particular are amazingly nimble. She pulls down my panties with her big toe and rubs it against the head of my... clit.
"Please what, baby?"
I breathe heavily.
"Like it, huh?"
I cannot help but nod, there's no way I could lie to my boyfriend about this.
"Yes, but.. This is... we can't..."
She grins at me mischievously as my eyes widen. The waiter arrives with the main course. I clench my teeth - thank goodness, Kayla has been doing the whole conservation and ordering with him herself, anyway, so it's not unexpected that she does the talking now. Her foot rests gently on my crotch; she's the image of confidence.
"Merci, Jean Paul."
Then she looks at me as I stare at her.
"I just want to pamper my little girl. You don't want to deny me the pleasure to make you feel good, huh?"
She smirks at me mischievously.
"But..."
Her foot rolls over my balls and I sigh.
"No, Sir. Of course not..."
She grins. She likes it when I call her Sir and in situations like this, when she so safely in control and enjoying it, it comes naturally.
"Take it as a test, princess. Now that wee agreed it's not a cock, we should train it to be used like a clit. Which should feel - very good when teased like this, but be in control. Us women are not as easily overwhelmed by it. A boy, I could make come in his pants in no time. For a girl, this kind of arousal is a slowly building process. You should be able to -- enjoy it. Control it. And yourself. So if you make a mess... it would be your own fault."
I close my eyes, trying to ignore the her teasing feet.


I hear her snicker.
"OK, I grant you a little leeway. You are a girl, but you're not used it. Let's see if you can keep that clit of yours in check. You may earn yourself a reward."
I grunt as she leans forward - quite awkwardly with her leg stretched out, resting against me and picks up her knife and fork.
I grab mine, to, holding onto them for dear life as my clit throbs and under her her foot. I open my eyes, take a deep breath and focus on my meal to calm myself.
This knife looks weird. I hold it up to look at it. Kayla has a piece of meat on her fork -- I look at her plate then back to mine. There's a huge steak in front of her, with potatoes and beans by the side. Before she picks a bite up, she lifts an eyebrow at me.
"Don't tell em you never used a fish knife? You Have eaten fish before, right?"
"Of course. Just never..."
"It's just like a normal knife, really. Just looks a bit different and isn't as sharp. Enjoy your meal."
I look to my plate -- the fish is pink and juicy. Not bad, really. Smells good. A bowl of salad next to it. I do wonder why Kayla picked these dishes for us...
No, actually I don't. Thinking about it, a steak is pretty much the standard thing my dad orders, even if this one looks juicer and bigger than anything he ever had that I know of. And Mom - she often enough goes for the fish when we're eating out. It's a classical combination, isn't it? Gendered food. Kinda.
I smile slightly as I pick up a piece of the fish. I don't think Kayla really cares This much about gender roles that she actually consciously considers such things as eating according to stereotype. But I'm also pretty sure shes trying to make an impression on our first date.
I smile at her, tasting the salmon. That's actually kinda cute. Emily said she believes Kayla may feel a little insecure herself about taking the role as my boyfriend. It's a new type of relationship thing for her, too. If so, she doesn't show any insecurities, her smirk is confident, and she... I gasp, almost choke on my salmon bite. Her foot in my crotch clearly speaks of her will to be the dominant part. I swallow, giggle nervously, let my new red hair curl around my finger. I love the way she took control. I love the way she showed me my place - kind yet firm. I love...
I gasp, and have to clench my teeth to not lose it as she rubs my clit harder again. I gasp, making her smile.
"You're so pretty when you're in distress, baby-girl."
She leans over to plant a soft kiss in my lips. I sigh as her foot leaves my crotch for a moment, then again, as I taste the salty meat juice on her lips and brace myself for her foot to again challenge my stamina.
I make it all the way to dessert. Which I barely taste so focused am I at this point on the foot in my crotch that has teased me all the way through dinner. I cannot stop my hand from trembling as my spoon misses the bowl of creamy mousse, makes a harsh clanging noise. Then I lose it, clasp my hands around the edge of the table and grunt, pressing my lips together tightly to mute the sound I cannot suppress as much as possible. Which isn't quite quiet enough. l can not avoid getting some questioning looks from our direct neighbors at the next table. Thank Goodness everybody here seems too -- classy? - or uptight - to actually ask and as I catch my breath to recover, the looks turn back to their own food.
Kayla grins at me with a twinkle in her eyes and a mischievous smirk.
"Naughty little girl. I didn't know my girlfriend is such a horny slut that you can't control yourself in public. Still too much of a boy in you, huh? We'll find way to fix that... did you enjoy your... cummies?"
I blush, gulp. Actually. Not really, no. I feel exhausted, and the soft wave of pleasure is gone for good already. Now that I have experienced anal orgasms, being made to cum by penetration... this one seems.... like a really inferior way to come. Maybe it's just me and I've always been more made for being taken, penetrated, fucked. When I now come via my clit, it feels not en par with the delightful orgasms women can have. Not even close. Kayla smiles as she notices my hesitation.
"Gotten a taste of something better than getting your clit rubbed and squirting one out, huh? Good. We'll find a way to incorporate that clitoris of yours into our sex life, but I'm glad you agree of how little use it is."
I nod. We do. Looking at my boyfriend, leaning back in her chair enjoying her dessert, I feel what just happened wasn't really that much for my pleasure. Not even hers. Emily predicted Kayla would be -- inclined to take a dominant role on our first date. Impress me. Leading me. I bet even my big sister hasn't guessed my boyfriend taking charge would be this... Explicit. She definitely showed me who's boss.
I love it when she's so strong and demanding.
She licks her lips as she enjoys her dessert.
"OK. Come on, baby, I'm sure you made a nasty mess in your pretty new panties, didn't ya?"
I nod. I can feel them getting sticky. I stand up - glad that my clit being hard isn't a problem any more, at least and follow her -- to the ladies room. On her way he nods to our waiter...
"We're not leaving, don't worry -- just have to take care of some - woman problems."
I blush Hard -- the implication that that would applied to me... it actually feels - nice. Definitely better than the waiter knowing what really needs to be taken care of. He just nods, neutrally, professionally as we enter the ladies room.
I only freeze for a fraction of a second -- I really need to get used to taking the door with the skirted figure, I am the one wearing the dress after all. Proudly. And it's not my first time in a women's restroom. Been there in school as the new me with Kayla's.
Unfortunately we're not alone in the restroom - one woman about the age of my Mom stands in front of the huge mirror refreshing her makeup while another, maybe ten years older than us steps out of one of the stalls when we enter. I can practically feel their eyes on me as Kayla pulls me in.
"Sorry, ladies, I hope we're not bothering you, we need to take care of a little accident my girlfriend had."
The older woman takes a looks at us, smacking her lips to disperse her lipstick.
"Oh? That time of the month?"
Kayla giggles.
"Nope - that*s not a problem she has."
Sh pats my ass.
"One of the few advantages you have for not being born with a woman's body, huh, Chloe?"
I lower my eyes and blush -- immediately informing everyone around is probably the best tactics about dealing with my - shortcomings as a woman, but it's still... embarrassing as fuck. The older woman raises an eyebrow, slightly skeptically looking while the younger one stares at me fascinated.
"OH... she's... he's... a.."
"She. Definitely she. She's a woman, let's not bother with any other labels. Just one with a useless set of male genitals. In fact, they're so tiny you can hardly call them that, but still too outside they may seem to be male... So... Uhm... If it bother you, You may wanna leave..."
"Do you want us to? I'd really love to... I've never met a... woman like... her... Chloe?"
I nod, shyly.
The older woman hums...
"Well. I actually have. Despite what some people may think this isn't exactly a new phenomenon. Though I've never met one so young. Or so pretty. I wouldn't have noticed you're not... well. I must say you make for a very good woman, young lady."
She smiles at me warmly, almost like my Mom and I feel heat rise inside me.
"And I don't mind you taking care of her. I've seen genitals of all sorts and sizes, believe me."
She cackles to herself.
"Thank you."
Kayla pats my ass.
"Say thank you, baby."
"Th... thank you..."
The two women look at one another. No doubt who wears the pants in our relationship. "Huh. Very demure...."
The older one smirks.
"But you're not... identifying as a man, are you?"
Kayla shakes her head grinning.
"I identify a Chloe's boyfriend, but only in a lesbian top kinda way. If you get my meaning."
The older woman smiles knowingly, the younger seems a little confused, but accepting it.
With a grin, Kayla turns me to the mirror, lifts my dress and pulls down my soft, sheer panties. She smiles at me in the mirror, talking control, ignoring the hesitation she must sense in me staring at myself. Whatever my body has to say about it, I am a woman, I should not feel shame or inhibitions around other women. Certainly not when they have accepted me as one of theirs. I breathe in deeply and help Kale, lifting my leg, letting her take off my panties.
"Huh. There. OK -- thank Goodness we got them out of the way, huh?"
Winking at me she puts them into her pocket, then lifts my dress, making the older woman chuckle and the younger one gasp -- with amusement, if I interpret her expression correctly.
"Wow. You were right that is small enough to barely count as cock."
"Thank you, Ma'am."
I say, without thinking, making the older woman laugh out loud.
"OK, that settles it, you're definitely not a man. Never met one who would have taken that as a compliment."
She looks at my clit with a smile, now less patronizing and really comforting.
"Must be nice, actually for someone like you to not be burdened with a large cock, huh? Easily tuckable. Not in the way. Still gets hard though, doesn't it?"
I nod, slightly ashamed as Kayla responds.
"Unfortunately yes, but she's a good girl, really -- enjoys being fucked in the ass a Lot more by now than having her little clit rubbed."
The younger woman gasps again, now taking her phone out of her purse. I hear my heart beat in my ears -- Kayla's openness, her absolute candidness about our relationship -- and sex-life - make me blush. Hard. But it also feels - right. I wouldn't intervene -- I love how she takes control and I love sharing my new me with others. Not that I would dare to speak this frankly myself, but... it really, really feels good to be seen for what I am.
"May I take a picture? She's so cute!"
The younger woman begs, looking at Kayla, at me. No doubt about power structures. Kayla smiles at me, tousles the long, red hair of my wig that falls into my into my face partially hiding it.
"You may. For yourself, only, OK? We'll come out to the whole world eventually, but for now, that'll do, won't it, baby?"
I nod, very glad she allows me this privacy, my stomach feeling like a warm mush as the phone snaps and my picture, showing me with my dress hiked up, is saved on the woman's phone.
"Now let's get to it, you made such a mess, baby girl! Do you know how hard it is to get cum out of this material?"
I shake my head, blushing and Kayla laughs.
"Well. Me neither, really. Don't have anything this fancy or susceptible to staining. And wouldn't let anyone get anywhere near it with a loaded dick if I had. Let's find out together, shall we?"
It doesn't come out fully, leaving white stains even after she tried really hard to clean the off with cold water and tissues, even some alcoholic disinfectant the older woman hands her.
"Never leave home without it, you never know what you have to touch."
Playfully she strokes my clit, then washes her hands again with a chuckle, making the other two women grin in sisterly understanding. I can't suppress a smile either. That thing is really ridiculous - I can't believe I used to be quite obsessed with it when I thought I was a boy.
Finally Kayla sighs.
"Not perfect, but it'll do. Thank goodness your cum really isn't too impressive, Chloe. If you had some really thick sperm or produced more that would be a real mess, yours is... well it's almost like a woman squirting. You were meant to be girl, I guess."
She snickers and pinches my cheek. Then leans over kissing me.
"My parents have a really good dry cleaner, you can bring the dress there and tell them I sent you. They'll charge us for it. Just make sure to tell them it's cum. They need to know."
She winks at me again, her grin mischievous. I nod. She really likes to embarrass me in public.
And I can't say I'm not turned on a little by that mean streak of my boyfriends....
She leans against the basin.
"And now I'd like you to pay me back the favor I did you I there... I think it's quite unfair that you got to come on our first date and I didn't. Even if it wasn't a real womanly orgasm, but only your little clit squirting."
I blush - no doubt about how she'd like to be rewarded. Look from her to the two women. Kayla chuckles
"I think our two new friends enjoy a show. If not, feel free to leave us..."
The two smile and shake their heads in sync.
"Well... I don't mind an audience either and I am trying to get you to feel - comfortable in the presence of another woman so... Get to it, baby-girl. Daddy needs to relax a little!"
I gulp, nod.
"Yes Sir."
Then go down on my knees in front of my boyfriend, lifting my hands to the button of her pants to open them, sliding them down on her shapely legs. Her panties - practical, made of much more fabric than mine -- go down with them. Her bush frames her beautiful pussy, her clit already visibly engorged as I lean down. Really -- how do men have trouble finding it? My boyfriend's clit, so much prettier than mine, has become the center of my sexual being.
I kiss it and it throbs, welcoming my attention, making Kayla moan softly. My lips wander down, finding her lips, kissing them. I part them with my tongue, and slide it into her deep enough for the musky, salty taste, the fragrance of bliss, making my limp clit throb again, too. Not get hard, thank Goddess, I want to enjoy my arousal without that petty distraction. After drinking my boyfriend's juices for a short wile, I move back up and begin to lick and suck on the swollen lust button, making her moan and grunt louder, holding on to the basin. I hear the younger of our watchers sigh.
"Oh man. That looks so nice. I wish my boyfriend would do that to me!"
The older one snickers.
"You gotta make him, girl. Trust me, you're the one with the vagina, you're the one in charge if you use it right. You won't believe how men can get over their absurdly stupid reluctance to eat a woman out once you make it clear that he'll never get his dick wet if he doesn't!"
I sigh, licking the clit. Men! Men are so stupid. How could you Not want to do this all day? Of all the things I have experienced sexually since I am a woman, this is the best. OK, I may be a little biased, being busy with it right this moment. But it's true. Even if I don't come from it -- the orgasms I get from being fucked in the ass by Kayla are amazing and special. But being allowed to focus so fully on her pussy and her clit, making her writhe under my tongue, making her moan, bring her to a quivering climax, the juices flow down her thighs as she approaches her orgasm is -- indescribable. Here on my knees, my face buried between her legs, I have actually found bliss. A bliss I would have rebelled against when I looked at myself as a men -- altruistic, fully giving myself up to make Kayla happy. This is so much better than the short pathetic burst of a climax I just had back in the restaurant!
Kayla comes fast and hard, screaming so loud I am sure everyone outside in the restaurant must hear her. With a satisfied grunt she throws back her head as a shudder runs though her again. I know her orgasms are so much better than anything my regrettably still mostly male body could provide. I am a little envious, but mostly happy for her beyond limits. There is nothing better than making Kayla happy this way.
She looks down, her face glistening with sweat and tousles my new long hair.
"Good girl. Such a Good girl. I can't believe how good you have become in such a sort time since you accepted that you're a woman, baby."
She pulls me up, makes me kiss her lips. I suspect she really, really likes her own taste as regularly as she does that after I eat her out. We kiss for a long time, passionately, hungrily. I'm only vaguely aware of the two women leaving the restroom.
"What a show. I'm so horny now, my husband is gonna get to eat me out All night!"
The older woman chuckles making the younger one sigh again.
"Oh, come on. Young lady you have to adhere to what I told you. A man who doesn't eat your pussy isn't worth keeping around. If he really doesn't -- dump him and find someone who worships it!"
They leave the room, giggling, and finally Kayla separates from me.
"OK. We gotta get back. The staff here is -- very discreet but if we don't return to our table soon, they may think we're bilking."
When we do, I can feel the eyes of everyone on us. At least those who sit close enough to the restroom to have heard Kayla's orgasmic noises. She's unphased, walks to the table with a grin, proud and confident. I follow, less so. A lot less so, honestly.
If the waiter knows, he doesn't let it show -- professional to a T. Kayla's golden credit card pays for the evening with a more than generous tip, all in all spending more on the meal my parents probably spend on food in a week.
As as leave, we pass the older woman sitting across from her husband, winking at us while talking with the man her age. Hungrily looking at him, then at us as we leave, while her hand wanders under the table and her husband jerks up. I assume the man will have -- quite the night today. I assume so will Kayla and I. I hope the two women both have fun. They deserve it. We women deserve all the pleasure we can get.
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"Miss Hart is on her way to up to your office, Sir!"
I nod in response to the call.
"Thank you, Miriam. Did you tell her to wait outside?"
"As you requested, Sir."
"Good."
I wait for the young girl to appear on my screen as I open the CCTV footage on my computer and watch her sit down on one of the chairs in my anteroom. The desk of my sectary is empty, of course. She wears clothes like I recommended for her in my reply mail to her application. From the elated tone of her reply, confirming the date for the job interview I can tell she hasn't expected a response -- justifiably so. She was the least qualified candidate available. For a normal position as Personal Assistant. For my special requirements for a secretary she may be just perfect. I can tell she doesn't have any experiences with the corporate world -- after graduating high school only some weeks ago, her CV is empty. Lack of experience explains her willingness to follow my instructions -- I framed them as propositions, but I think it was pretty clear she better follow them -- on ow to dress for the job interview.
Reason one she is the only one I invited - any secretary with a little experience would have - and did - consider it fishy that I "proposed" an outfit for the job interview. Let alone the type of recommendations I did give. She followed them. As much as her school girl wardrobe and budget allowed, I suppose.
I watch her wait for about a quarter of an hour, enjoying her nervous fidgeting in the chair, her tugging on her short skirt.
Finally I decide to get up and open the door. As I see her, I put on my best surprise face. I've ben practising that at for while.
"Ah. Well, there you are. Miss Jennifer, I assume?"
She jumps up, her red hair in a ponytail bopping up and down. She looks at me for a second. Before she can react, I continue.
"You don't mind me addressing you like that, young lady? I know girls your generation aren't used to being called Miss any more. And as your potential boss, I should maybe not use your first name just yet, but I am an old fashioned man. You may get used to that early."
She smiles -- honestly, enticingly and stands up.
"No problem..."
"Mr. Hunter. As I said. Old fashioned."
"Mr. Hunter!"
She nods and I take her hand and shake it -- it a little sweaty and cold. I use this spiel a lot -- the reaction of a woman of being addressed in this slightly outdated, patronising way says a lot about her. I never hire anyone who seriously objects -- I have given one a chance who was spontaneous enough to counter my little game with her own and called me by my first name back. My last secretary, the possible predecessor of the young woman standing in front of me. Who is way less sassy.
"Very well. How long have you been sitting here, why didn't you knock?"
"I... your... the lady at..."
"Our receptionist? Miriam?"
Yes... She... she told me to wait here."
"For what, exactly?"
"I don't... she didn't..."
"OK, not your fault apparently... I'll add a demerit to her file."
Of course I won't, Miriam did exactly as she was told, but I think nothing impresses an applicant more than seeing a strict boss and a thoroughly installed system of discipline. "But... I don't want her to get into any trouble because of me..."
"Not because of you, little lady, every girl in this company is personally responsible for her own actions. But for those, fully. Diligence and reliability are among the things I require most in an employee. Obedience, too. And punctuality."
I wink at her with a look at the clock on the wall and see her blush.
"She really should have told you to knock, she knows I currently don't have a secretary. I promoted Sandy, your predecessor to Office Manager. A bit prematurely, without a successor, but she's much to smart and ambitious for a simple admin girl. She helps out until I find someone else, but it's Friday and she's gone home already anyway. So -- not your fault but waiting was pointless. I'm glad I don't have to add a demerit to your HR file before you even got one. Shall we?"
I point into my office -- darkened by lowered blinds, blocking the afternoon sun, compared to the bright exterior of the unused anteroom. She nods, enters the room in front of me and I follow.
Sit down behind my desk, pick up the phone for an internal call, my eyes on her. She remains standing which makes me smile. Not too much initiative. Waiting for her orders, I like that in an employee.
"Miriam, you can call it a day for now. Have a nice weekend. And Monday, I will to see you in my office about your reprimands for today!"
"Yes Sir. Have a nice weekend, Sir."
I see Jennifer blush again and must suppress a smile. As a matter of fact I intend to praise Miriam for her good work, which I'm sure she knows.
I lean back in my leather chair looking at her.
"Did you find us easily?"
I open with the usual small talk. And she nods.
"Totally easy, Sir, thank your for making the effort to describe the way in your mail."
"Did you take the bus I recommended?"
"I... uh... No, Sir. I walked."
I raise an eyebrow.
"From the projects? That must be an hour walk."
"Nor quite, Sir, I'm a pretty fast walker."
"I bet. Track and field team in high school... Long distance runner, wasn't it?"
"Yes, Sir."
She seems proud -- and overjoyed that I remember her CV. Less difficult than she may think, being the only applicant and having a very short history.
"Ever ran a marathon?"
"Not yet Sir, but it's my dream."
I nod.
"Ambitious. Being fit and having an exceptional stamina surely won't harm your chances for the job... You still live with your parents?"
She nods shyly.
"If it was a financial problem, we would have paid for a bus ticked to the job interview. It's pretty hot outside."
"That no problem Sir, I'm used to walking. Really."
"Fascinating. We will find a better way to get you home, though. I promise!"
She nods again.
"So... I see you did followed my recommendation about the dress code, though."
She smiles as I look her up and down. She tried, within her limits. Not the exact sectary uniform I have envisioned, but as close as a high school girl from a poor neighbourhood can get.
"That was only a recommendation, but appreciate you followed it."
"Of course, Sir."
She touches her short skirt - pink, only reaching halfway down her thighs. I requested it to not reach the knees - this one shows more than I excepted. It also shows the stockings, halter-less, in high heel sandals. The white spaghetti top is quite tight, hugging her small breasts -- probably B-cups. She doesn't look too comfortable in the outfit -- I don't assume it's what she wore to school. Probably party-wear, mostly.
"Sir... is this really what a secretary wears? It's not... it doesn't seem.."
I chuckle.
"Not exactly standard uniform in most companies, I admit. At least these days, any more. Old fashioned boss, me, as I said. You don't Have to wear this of course, demanding you to wear it would be likely some against government regulation or another. There's no law that tells me I have to stop you if you want to wear it though."
I wink at her and a smile lights up on her face. As if she's in some sort of conspiracy with me. As if this had been her idea and I allowed her to be naughty. Easily malleable little thing.
"I can say it does make you look good. And looking good sure gives you an edge when it come to securing a job with me, Jennifer."
"Yes, Sir. I - I couldn't find a garter belt. I didn't have one and none of the shops I usually go to had one, either..."
I nod.
"Makes sense. Not the most common piece of clothing any more these days. If I hire you and you're willing to try wearing one I can recommend you some more high class venues. And make sure you get store credit, I have some connections."
Grinning, I wink. She would not be the only girl working for me whose wardrobe I enhance.
"Thank you, Sir."
"The halter-less stockings are pretty too. Acceptable. Did you have those?"
"Uh.. No, Sir. Had to buy them."
"Thought so. Don't really match the rest. A little less - girly and more adult. Suits you!"
She blushes, smiling at me.
"Thank you Sir."
I notice her warming up - compliments do the trick. Always with young women. As does not talking about anything business yet. I'm sure she dreads the moment in which I get to qualifications and such.
"Sit!"
She jumps shortly. My tone was sharp, the short command a little harsher than I had meant it too be, but hey... Don't want to spoil her too much. Immediately, without complaining about the commanding way I asked her to do it, she pulls up the chair and sits in front of my desk.
"Tell me a little about yourself, Jennifer!"
"I... there's not much... I'm 18. Graduated from high-school... I like sports. And K-Pop..."
I smile. It's refreshing to have a job interview with someone with so little intent to impress me, even if that's because she has literally nothing to impress me with - other than appearance and character. The ways she can impress me are going to follow soon.
"You got a boyfriend?"
She blushes. Hard this time
"N... No, Sir."
"Not right now or not ever?"
"I... never had..."
I smile at her encouragingly. Another reason I love these types of interviews: no inhibitions to overshare in young adults.
"Hard to believe. You're such a pretty girl. A little flat, sure, but... I'm sorry, that was inappropriate. Sometimes I just..."
I grin as she stares at me, and instinctually covers her B-cups under the tight top.
"Doesn't really matter anyway. I'm actually not a boob man, to be honest. Yours are pretty for... they're pretty. And I love redheads!"
She gulps again, smiling back at me.
She Is pretty, really pretty, but I also can see why the boys her age ignored her. Not glamorous. Shy. Timid. Sexy in this daring outfit, but I bet she really never wore it and only got it on a dare. And the many older men who appreciate a young woman like her exactly for her natural looks won't dare to confess it. Not to her face. Not without appearing as pervy old guys. I can live with that.
"You're a real beauty. That alone gives you quiet boost for this position."
"Thank you, Sir."
She looks at me gratefully.
"As for the job... Do I really not need any experiences?"
"That's what the job offer said, isn't it?"
"Yes, but... that's so rare for this type of job."
I nod.
"Yeah, my competition tends to look for 25 year olds with 10 years of experience, and an MBA who takes dictation and types letters."
She nods, smiling.
"I like to give new girls a chance. In this day and age you surely more or less know how to use a computer and type documents, right?"
She nods, eagerly.
"All the rest you can learn, I'm sure. What I value more than experience is your personality. Kindness. Diligence. Compliance. I want you to follow my orders and do your best to please me. All the rest will come by itself. If you think you can do that, little lady?"
She nods.
"Absolutely, Sir."
"Very well. Why do you want to be a secretary right away? Not interested in college?"
"I - we don't have much money. I really need to get a job, maybe college later, but..."
I nod.
"Sure. No need to justify yourself. And why secretary? It's not the most glamorous job, and - as you said -- mostly hard to get in if unqualified. A waitress may earn just as much. A least in my days. Or whatever you girls to these days do to make money - influencer stuff?"
"I am on tock-tick!"
"You are?"
I act surprised. As If I haven't googled her. I love her bikini try-ons. Gave a really good impression of her assets. Too few, though, I guess she can't afford new attire often. We might be able to change that. No harm in having her do daring videos for the company accounts in the future...
"I do dance videos. I'm not that good at though, I'm afraid. And try-ons. Those are pretty popular, but it's hard to get fancy sexy fits with my little money. So that's...*
"Not as easy to get in as you may think. Tried some dancing in real life?"
She looks at me bewildered.
"Like in a club. Go-Go. Or exotic?"
She stares at me wide eyed.
"Like - a stripper?"
I chuckle. Surely every other job interview would be over right now. She -- seems to actually enjoy it, despite her shocked look.
"I couldn't... not in a million years!"
"I wouldn't mind seeing you on a stage, pretty girl. Anyway... sure, I get it. Let's not dwell on other job opportunities, that does seem counter-intuitive to my needs, anyway."
She nods, quickly, very glad apparently about the change of topic.
"You know how to turn tun on a computer, how to format a text document and fill in a spreadsheet?"
She nods.
"Perfect. You know how to answer a phone and be nice to visitors?"
Another nod.
"You can follow orders and do what you're told? As I said -- compliance and obedience, apart from reliability and diligence. Top priorities."
"Yes. Sir. Easily can!"
In a mock salute she puts her hand to her forehead. I chuckle
"I like that attitude, soldier. Can you make coffee?"
"Uh... I don't really drink coffee..."
"Not what I asked, but I get your point. Never had anyone to make any for, either then? OK, no problem, I've anticipated having to show you the ropes, let's start with that then. It's been a long week, I definitely feel like a coffee. Let me show you the machine, you'll need to be able to handle that better than your computer because I'll immediately know when you fail."
As I get up and put a hand on her shoulder urging her to follow me to the coffee-maker next to the secretary's workplace.
This is a pretty time consuming act, but being Friday afternoon, I have all the time in the world for the job interview. And teaching her a -- no matter how small - part of her potential future job can give me a good insight in her attention span, her willingness to learn. Her dedication to please me. Appropriately for that goal, the machine is a huge complicated monster. I only bought it because I never intended to use it myself, so there is a lot to teach.
I show her how to make a cappuccino -- a real one with foamed milk and all - by doing it myself, then have her repeat after me step by step. I nod encouragingly when she's done.
"That was good."
I approvingly pat her back, then let the hand slide a little lower, almost to her butt. Not quite though. She smiles at me, seemingly not noticing.
"You're sure you never done that before?"
Shaking her head, smiling at the apparent satisfaction in my eyes.
"You're a quick learner. Or natural barista. Both -- very useful in your new job."
Her eyes widen.
"Potential new job. That that was good first step."
I nod and have her carry both cups of cappuccino back to my desk, where she looks at me questioningly.
"Well now you made two, it would be a waste to not drink them. Come on - have one. It tastes good. Not bitter like normal coffee, you may like it!"
She nods and gives me one of the cups she made.
"I'll go first. Let me to see how I like your creation."
She trembles a little as I take a sip and nod.
"Very good. A real natural little barista. If you decide not to work for me - which would be a shame - I can recommend you to my favourite coffee shop. But I don't think they pay well."
I take a bottle from my drawer and spike my coffee, offering her a shot. Her eyes widen.
"I'm not 21 yet, I mustn't..."
I chuckle.
"Incredibly stupid rule, don't you think? You're old enough to vote, to drive, to fuck... Pardon my French, I'm sorry if I shocked you."
Wink at her as she blushes.
"Even if you personally haven't yet done either yet,... In my book you're old enough to drink!"
"I..."
I add a little bit of the whiskey to her coffee and she surrenders, taking a sip from the foam, then the coffee.
"This is really nice!"
"Right? Even without the extra spice. Don't get used to it, we only add that Friday evenings or very special occasions. But the rest is a benefit of the job, as much coffee as you can drink. Speaking of..."
I sit up.
"Back to business, yes. The perks of the job. You get a minium wage for the first six moth, the probation period. You know what that means?"
"You can fire me at any time without a reason."
"Sounds harsh but yes. Or also you can quit any time without notice. That works too. Once the probation period is cleared and you're approved as a good girl and get the real position, you get 50 % above the average salary of a secretary in this state."
Here eyes widen.
"Really?"
"I expect loyalty and obedience from my girls. And diligence. I want this job to the be the center of your life. And me with it. I don't think that should be a one way street. A good salary, health insurance, dental, three weeks paid vacation, unlimited sick-days. As long as you don't get the impression you can exploit that privilege."
"Wow... that sounds better than the jobs my friends are aiming for when the finish college..."
I chuckle.
"Yes, it sure is better than an entry level job for an MBA or driving a taxi..."
"A what?"
I frown
"An -- Uber?"
She nod understandingly, making me sigh and feel old.
"Now... what I expect in return - other than your usual duties of a secretary... Please finish your coffee, Jennifer."
She does, with a big gulp of coffee, cream and booze.
"There are some special duties I expect. Beginning with our dress-code. You did as well as you could, I appreciate that. The company will pay for an a little more - classy version of the look you attempted. With garters and made of fabrics other than polyester. But as for the actual dress-code..."
I smirk and look at her.
"Underwear is also regulated by it. Unless explicitly ordered, you're on the safe side if you go without."
She stares at me. The moment of truth, I can see how comfortable she has gotten in my company, how much she enjoys my attention, my compliments. The perspective of a very good salary and perks makes her malleable and probably her mouth water. The bait is set let's see how hungry she is for it.
"You don't mean....."
"Please hand me your panties, Jennifer. I assume you wear some."
"Of course... I mean... I do... but... I can't..."
"OK, let me remind you you're free to leave at any moment. No hard feelings, if you decide you are not up for the job, I'm sure you can find something less -- demanding and more suitable for a girl your age. I did get the impression you are more mature than that, but If I was wrong, I'll take the blame. My recommendation to get you in job as a barista stands...."
"But I... I don't... this is... Is this normal?"
I chuckle.
"Well. Depends on who you ask. If you ask any girl in My company, it sure is. You know I own this place, right? I'm not just HR or middle management, I founded and lead this company. Were not exactly the biggest player, but we do have so e quite profitable international connections, so we have a -- very agreeable financial situation. But this is not just a well paid job, it's the most secure job one with the best perspectives you can hope for. I mean -- that You can hope for, with your... credentials and skills. I'd love to give you a chance and have you on board but if it's too much for you..."
"No... I... Just the panties?"
"For now. We'll talk about the rest of your duties after that."
She nods. Hesitantly at first, then more determined she reaches under her skirt. Her attempts to cover herself fail, I have the great pleasure of me seeing quiet an impressive glimpse of red bush.
"I thought you young ladies today all shave."
I chuckle, and enjoy seeing her blush, but she catches herself.
"Your idea of young ladies seem stuck in the oughts. No offence, Sir. My Mum shaves, my generation is a fan of natural beauty. At least all my friends are..."


She winks a me perkily and I nod and smile.
"And so it all comes full circle. "
I hold out my hand and she leans over to hand me her panties: white, cotton, innocent looking and practical.
"Well... these - don't really match the outfit anyway, do they."
I open my drawer, put them in and stand up to move in behind her. My hand wanders over her thighs, I feel her tremble slightly as I touch her.
"You can say stop at any time. The interview would be over, no harm no foul."
And no job of course. I can practically hear her mind. She tenses as my hand wanders under her skirt and I pat her bush.
"Yep, that's... quite a jungle. Nostalgia or nor, that'll have to go. I am your mother's age, I assume. And I don't care what your generation favours, my standard is neatly trimmed playing field. Landing strip is acceptable. If you sign with us, that will be checked regularly."
She nods, and I smile at her easy acceptance.
My hand wanders higher under her top, and I grab her boobs, massage her nipple.
"Don't worry, I really don't mind your little bee stings. Match your girly charm. Perfect for the job."
At the mention of the job, she moans, and as I play with her nipple and they get hard, her stiff muscles relax. She is getting excited. I'm not fooling myself into thinking the possibility of the job isn't doing its part, but I think it's a little my doing too.
I push her forward, make her bend over my desk, pushing up her skirt. My hand finds her lips, parts them. She tenses up again, but doesn't refuse, doesn't speak at all. Her lips tremble and I feel them getting wet, smile as I rub her clit that engorges between my fingers. I probe into her, making her gasp.
"Please... Mr. Hunter, I'm still... I haven't..."
"I can feel that, little virgin... You have understood by now what the special obligation of this job entails right? You're a smart girl?"
"I think... so... Mr. Hunter."
"I'm not a mean man, I'll try to make your work as pleasant as possible. At times, the will be punishments -- corporal punishments, too."
I take a wooden ruler from my desk, here it always lies ready and gently slap her pale, firm ass, making her squeal.
"Not too big an ordeal if you aim to be a good little secretary. Unless you'll find you enjoy it. May as well happen. Your predecessor Sandy very much does. She only took the promotion to office mange under the condition that I still regularly -- review her performance..."
*Smack*
The wooden ruler leaves a pink mark on her pale flesh. I don't want to terrify her, but she has to know the hard part of business before accepting the job.
"Yes, Sir.. I... I'll be good secretary!"
I raise an eyebrow.
"Oh, you will. Even though of course I will decide if you are, not you."
"Sorry Sir... I didn't mean to be... "
"No, it's OK. A little presumptuous, but I'm glad you still want the job. Jenny. You don't mind me calling you that?"
"No. Sir!"
"OK... I very much appreciate your dedication to get the job. Let's see if you prove to me you can handle your most Important duty and if you do that..."
I make her turn around then push her down onto her knees. Open my pants in front of her face, my hard cock jumps at her. Her gasp and surprised face make me chuckle. It is not that big. She really doesn't have much experience with boys. The better for me, I love to be the first to show a girl the ropes.
"Kiss it!"
She leans forward and gently places her lips on the glans. I take her head in my hands and push past her lips, making her moan, then gasp, then gag. I'm not that far in -- she'll have to learn a few tricks, but I go gently on her first time. I do want to tech her slowly, after all.
With surprisingly little hesitation she quickly gets into the grove, sliding her lips up and down my shaft, gently playing over my shaft with her tongue. She barley neds any guidance - my hand rests on her head, ready to grab her ponytail and use it as a handle to lead her, but she soon finds a natural rhythm... And I notice her hand wandering down between her legs, touching the little button that I have made a little bit bigger with my own caresses. I smile. She is really enjoying this. More than I have hoped. I would have enjoyed having an innocent little teeny sectary who's desperate for the money and willing to swallow her pride for this precious position. I have not really dared to hope for one who is a natural slut, actually having fun working under me. The work is So much better with a secretary who truly likes this special kind of job.
I smile and pat her red hair
"Good girl. You're an even better cocksucker than you are a barista. I'm glad you didn't chose that job. Would have been a waste of talent!"
She smiles, my cock in her mouth and mumbles what must be a "Thank you Sir". I love it when a girls talks with her mouth full.
She gets me close to the edge fast, faster than many pros I have met. I hold her head, and soon I come into her eager hungry little mouth.
Without hesitation, without a questioning look, she swallows my gift, licks her lips and looks up at me, grinning.
"So boss... Do I have the job?"
"I am impressed by your work ethics, Jenny."
She giggles.
"Well, now that we're here... you don't really think I didn't expect that, Sir? Handing over this job to a schoolgirl without qualifications, but a sexy little slut outfit? I may be a virgin, Sir, but I'm not naive."
I raise an eyebrow.
"I might have failed my gradation if I hadn't done for Mr. Jenkins and Mr. Peters what I did for you. I know old guys like me because I'm -- pure, that's how they put it. No offence, not that you're old, Sir."
She smiles at me.
"My daughter is older than you, so I can't deny it. So you took your oral exams. And got some advice from your teachers, I guess?"
"Yeah. They thought I'm a natural, too and that my only way to get a job other than a dog walker is -- building on that!"
"And here I was feeling guilty I might exploit you."
"Did you, Sir? Because from what I can tell, my predecessor had some -- similar skills and qualifications before you promoted her to office manager..."
Now I'm impressed.
"Have you spoken to Sandy?"
Jenny giggles.
"No, Sir, but I went through the social media of all employees I thought to be -- relevant.... If you want to keep this little arrangement you have with your staff a secret you may want to remind her to be a little less -- talkative about her hot generous boss on Watchme."
"I'm not on social media."
This is making her giggle.
"OK, Boomer."
"I'm Gen X, actually!"
I correct her with a grin, but she already took he phone out of her purse and holds it up
"Whatevs. Maybe you wanna change that, boss!"
I look at the site she opened and let out a sigh. Sandy's Watchme profile is -- daring, as daring as a non-adult social media profile can go for all I know. My former secretary turned office manager on the beach, her dark skin glistening in a tiny bikini; lounging in a bed in flimsy nighties; in a club in an outfit I wouldn't let me daughter leave the house in. Nothing I haven't seen, but...
"I can see your point Jenny, I may consider getting myself an account... I mean... If.."
"Would you like me to open an account for you, Sir? I know senior citizens often have problems with modern tech."
I stare at her. OK. She's gotten pretty feisty now that she thinks she's got the job. I may enjoy teaching her some manners. Grinning, I nod.
"We'll put it on the agenda for Monday. If you're still OK with those special needs of an old man."
"I'm glad I qualify, Sir. I was afraid I'm not your taste. I can't really compete with... a figure like hers. Are those D cups?"
I nod, fondly remembering both paying for and taking off some of the bras she's wearing on her pictures.
"And of course I'm pale and she's... I shouldn't really say that, it's not politically correct..."
I smile.
"That is seriously nothing you need to concern yourself with, working for a GenXer, young lady."
She grins.
"Black girls are so pretty. And usually so strong and confident..."
She sighs and I grin.
"You almost sound like you had a crush one one or two."
Ah, good to see she's not perky enough to blush.
"You're into girls, Jenny?"
She shakes her head - or she begins to then hesitates as I look at her firmly.
"A good employer-employee relation is based on honesty. Especially one like ours."
She lowers her eyes, blushes deeper.
"M... maybe. A little... I never... It's just..."
"Fantasised about girls, have you?"
She nods, shyly.
"Black girls, in particular?"
Another nod, even fainter.
"I'll let you into a little secret - unless Sandy has published that all over the internet already, too. She's bi, too. And like me, she's fond of young ladies she can take under her wings. I'm sure there'll be opportunities for you two to... work together, if you accept."
She nods, even more enthusiastic than before. Apparently that extra potential bonus persuaded her even more.
"Yes, Sir. I'd love to work under you!"
"Very well. You got the job. But we need to do something about that commuting issue of yours..."
"Sir?"
"I can't have you walk here very day, you're wasting your energy, athlete or not. I could pay for a bus ticket, but... hm... not the best neighbourhood you live in, is it?"
"I guess not, Sir. "
"There'll be a lot of -- overtime. Us two together late here at the office. I don't want you to take the bus into that part at night or walk home from the station. Tell you what, I'll give you a ride."
"What like -- every day?"
I nod.
"But you're the boss, I can't expect you to drive..."
"I'm, not driving, I have a chauffeur. Which means we get about half an hour of alone time twice a day even more undisturbed than we have here in the office."
She smirks at me then giggles.
"I see. Well in that case, how could I say no? You're such a generous boss, boss."
"You have no idea. And as for today... Would your parents be very worried if you told them you don't come home today?"
She hesitates.
"I... I mean I sleep over at friends often. Why?"
"My wife is on vacation..."
"Alone? That's not nice."
"Ah, you know how it is. Or maybe not, at your age. I can't pry myself away form work, and I don't want to tie her to the house all the time. It's fine. So - as I was saying..."
"You have the house for yourself on the day you happen to interview me?"
She grins, her eyes shining.
"That's what I was saying."
"No kids? You mentioned your daughter."
"Marie and Ben are both not living at home any more. In fact they're both staying abroad."
She sighs,
"Cool. OK. You're inviting me over then, is that it?"
"I think that would be a marvellous opportunity to get to know each other better before the grinding of the office Monday starts.
"Sounds sick!"
"OK. Thanks to my children I think I know that means it's good?"
"Yes, Sir. I would be very enamoured to share your accommodations with you for the weekend, Sir."
I grin.
"I'm not from the 18th century, but we'll teach you some of my vocabulary, either way. Along with a lot of other things,"
I lean towards her, kiss her deeply, my tongue exploring her mouth hungrily, tasting her cherry lipstick while my hand grabs her small, firm ass.
"I don't haven any clothes to change?"
"Where you're going you won't need -- clothes. But we'll get you a new wardrobe anyway. I assume a good girl getting her clothes from her parents money doesn't have much I like."
"Uh. Thanks.... but... How am I to explain my parents I need a new closet?"
I chuckle.
"You can tell them you have a sugar-daddy. Which isn't wrong."
Now she stares at me wide-eyed.
"Just joking, little one. I'm expecting they wouldn't be too pleased if you spend the weekend with a man you met half an hour ago who's buying you slutty outfits?"
"A man who's older than my Step-Dad. No. I don't thinks so. They'll love that I got a job, though."
"Then we'll keep them on a need to know basis. Your job title is my private secretary, not my private whore, after all. Not for the time being. We'll store your work outfits in a supply room here only you and I get the keys for and have them dry cleaned."
"Thank you, Sir.
She smiles at me then kisses me again gratefully.
"It's late. I'll call my chauffeur and you call them to tell them the good news and that you're spending the weekend with a friend to celebrate. Don't forget to call that friend too, so she can cover for you!"
She looks at me.
"You sound like you've done such things before."
"Sandy was married when she started here. Eventually he found out about our arrangement and divorced her -- now that I know how bad she is at keeping secrets online, I guess I know how, but for a while, we played quite a titillating game of cat and mouse with her cuckold hubby."
She giggles
"Don't worry, I can keep a secret better."
I nod approvingly and sit behind my desk to pick up my phone for my chauffeur.
"Oh, and... on last thing. I'd appreciate negotiating the terms of your virginity this weekend, before we start working. I want all your holes ready and available at all times, so we better get that out of the way. Literally."
I see her freeze -- the reality of the situation may just have sunk in a little deeper into her mind. I'm not one of her teachers ready to give her an A for a short blowjob behind the bleachers. I want her fully and wholly. All of her.
She nods, after only a slight hesitation.
"Of course Sir. I'm all yours."
"That's a good girl. I'm seeing a bright future in my company for you with that attitude!"
She smiles at me -- a bright, warm, honest smile that makes my cock twitch and harden again.
Yes. She sure will make an excellent secretary.
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Spring Equinox -- Seed Day
"Happy Seed Day!"
Sandy puts a floral wreath onto her son's head as she steps into the kitchen and gently kisses his lips, her tongue probing his mouth deeply, her hand wandering down to his firm ass. He feels his dick twitch at his mothers attention, not enough to become hard again, but it is a good start.
"Have you two celebrated already?"
"Didn't you hear him?"
Tina, walking behind her ward, still In her sleeping shirt, grins, as does Sandrine.
"We sure did! I'd recognise my son moaning in bliss when he's allowed to come in a warm pussy every day!"
She kisses Tina's mouth in a gesture of matriarchal appreciation.
"How long did he last?"
"Almost two minutes. He tried his best."
Chuckles from around the kitchen table where all women have assembled for the holiday breakfast.
"Not really his holiday, poor fella. I mean -- I'm sure you enjoy the idea of getting your little pecker wet in pussy for a change, but it does cast quite a light onto your - shortcomings!"
Sasha winks at the boy and he nods.
"Yes, Ms Sasha. I'm grateful though."
"You better."
"How about his semen? You fertile, girl?"
Tina shakes her head with a grin.
"Nah. Course I let him come inside, it's tradition, but as he's off his contraceptives and fertile for today, I'm not going to take any risks and took a daily dose of fem-contracpetives. Don't care for a child yet."
The women nod. On this day, the equinox of spring, Seed Day is celebrated, the Day to honour the life bringing force of the female womb and the little bit the male semen is allowed to participate in the process. All males that are de-fertilised by their custodians and guardians are made fertile for one day to be used as life-givers by any woman ready and willing to bear fruit, and those how don't care for taking the consequences connected to unprotected vaginal sex - and only that is performed on this day -- take the unusual step for women in this world and contracept themselves.
Katie blushes slightly and smiles at the male regular member of her social group. She has decided to seise this day and become pregnant for the first time. There are a number of men present and she will try them all -- Fritz, her 50-something mature plaything, Footlong, Ixchel's handsome, muscular boy-toy and a man whose name she hasn't caught Sasha brought in today. Picked him up only yesterday -- small, slender, Asian. Quite cute. But above all, she has her eyes set on Alex, the boy she saw mature into a man in this household. She likes him quite a lot -- wouldn't have ever thought about making him her ward as Tina did - she's far away from taking the responsibility of caring for a needy adult male in her life - but he's her first pick as baby daddy. She smiles and winks at him, pleased to notice his dick twitching at the tiny gesture. She asked Sandrine last night to be allowed to use her son today and got a grinning permission from a proud mother. They both know about the boy's performance issues and therefore had agreed it would be best to have the 20 year old woman use him as early as possible, before his little dick becomes overwhelmed by the responsibilities.
Alex feels his face heat up as Katie winks at him. He is quite fond of her - before Tina moved in she was the woman closest in age to him in this family -- he had even dreamed of becoming her ward one day -- though he's very glad to have been found by Ms. Tina first. Which doesn't mean he didn't sill have a bit of a crush on the 20 year old blonde.
Before he can go to his usual chair between his mother and his custodian, Sandy guides him to the seat between her and Katie.
A little confused he looks to Tina who smiles and nods kindly and sits at the other end of the table, her eyes keenly on him.
"Happy Seed Day, Alexander."
He looks at Katie for a second. His full name is rarely used in this household. It means he is either in trouble or it is a very special occasion. He doesn't sense any trouble, but still is tense.
"Ha... Happy Seed Day, Ms. Katie!"
She leans forward and kisses his mouth - she smells like vanilla and cherries. Alex loves that fragrance.
"How are you feeling, little one? And how is the little one feeling?"
She puts a hand on his limp dick which does twitch approvingly.
"It's... a little tired, Ms Katie..."
"I bet. It's not used to being allowed to fuck a pussy so early in the day, is it?"
"Or at all..." Tina chuckles from the other end of the table, piling some scrambled eggs on her plate, which must have been prepared by one of the irregular male family members present. It's usually Alex's job to make breakfast, but being the only regular male of the household has its privileges on Seed Day.
"Yes, Ms. Katie."
The blonde picks up a strawberry from the fruit-platter and puts it into Alex's mouth. He tastes the juicy fruit and the woman's fingertips and blushes harder.
"Eat up, you'll need your strength. Even someone as -- ill equipped to celebrate a day like this has to be prepared to give more than one performance, hm?"
He nods, chews and swallows, then turns to his plate to eat, as does Katie -- never taking her hand of his limp dick all the while.
Which does have the desired effect - when breakfast nears its end, Alex cock stand up, hard an erect again in all of its not quite twelve centimetre glory.
Leaning into him again, Katie licks of a piece of bed-crumb from his lips, making Alex's dick is throbbing so hard he almost fears he would come, but he can stop himself just in time. The young blonde stands up and drops her tight jeans, steps out of them and straddles Alex's lap.
"Not wasting any time, are we?" Melissa chuckles.
"No time like now, is there?"
Katie grins at her, then smiles at Alex, kisses him gently, her tongue exploring his mouth like it's the first time.
"Been a while, hasn't it, Alex? You're always so busy lately with your new custodian and your Mom. And Tina's friends. I hardly get to use you any more."
She kisses him some more.
"I miss your talented tongue on my snatch."
Katie moves her pelvis and Alex's hard, small dick slides into her wet, welcoming pussy. She lets out a soft sigh -- she's used to more, Alex hears Footlong giggle at the sound. The big man sure is used to more expressive noises when he puts his dick into a woman.
Alex blushes and looks at the woman riding him nervously. She smiles warmly, easily reading his expression. Women are just SO good at looking through men.
"Relax, boy, were not judging your performance today, I just want your juice up my fertile womb to make me a Mommy! This isn't your day to make women come, only being allowed to use your dick in our pussies and all, but you're still useful to me!"
Her hips gyrate and her muscles squeeze his small dick inside her firmly.
"I'll have sex with a lot of men today, obviously, but I want your semen to get a head-start."
She leans forward and whispers into his ear.
"I would approve of you to be the genitor of my first baby."
He would not have expected it, but somehow this is the sexiest thing any woman has said to Alex in a long time, doing what dirty talk does to him. He feels his balls contract, closes his eyes, tries to hold it a little longer - unsuccessfully - and squirts a hot liquid load deep into the womb of the woman on his dick.
The men at the table laugh at his excepted fast ending
"Not even a minute... and that was his second time today!"
Fritz grins, but Katie clicks her tongue at him.
"That's actually a good thing today, old man! The faster he comes the more time I have to get more semen into me. Instead of being selfish and prolonging it for his own pleasure, the little man did the right thing and finished as fas as possible!"
She leans forward.
"Thank you for being such a good breeder, Alex!"
He blushes -- hard -- he's not used to getting compliments for finishing fast, maybe he Does like Seed Day, after all -- and enjoys the grateful kiss Katie plants onto his mouth.
"I'll lay down for a while. Give Alex's little swimmers a chance to move ahead. Fritz -- come and join me we can make out and kiss. But nothing else, no oral on Seed Day and no vaginal for at least -- oh... an hour!"
Fritz nods as he gets up with a slightly frustrated look -- his cock bobs large and hard, seeing the woman who took him into this home for the time being getting fucked by a younger rival made him horny. But he knows to restrain himself, he is mature and experienced enough.
Alex's Mom moves towards him and puts a glass of as green, slimy beverage in front of him.
"Drink this, Lexi. You'll need to perform at least one more round in a pussy today, you cannot let Seed Day pass without inseminating your dear old Mom, after all!"
He looks at her aghast.
"Inseminate? Do you want another..."
She smiles at him. And he gulps.
"Maybe. I'm not as determined as Katie about it, but - yes, I didn't take any precautions, I wouldn't mind having another go. You don't think I'm too old, do you?"
She winks at him and he blushes -- his mother is so sexy when she does that. He shakes his head.
"No, of course, not."
"Well, then."
Her smile warms his heart -- and makes his dick twitch.
"Possibly one from my own little man this time!"
She leans forward to kiss her son -- Alex feels butterflies in his stomach, he had not excepted this today. Of course he knows his mother is still fertile, at 44, she has twenty years or more of maximum fertilely and effortless birthing ahead of her in this world, but she has never mentioned it once. Let alone seriously considered Him being the genitor. Or rather potential one, of course, just like Katie his mother will have plenty of vaginal sex with plenty of men -- no woman planing to get pregnant would ever put all her eggs in one basket.
He takes a big gulp of the green slimy drink in front of him -- he knows the taste. His mother's special recipe, carbs, proteins and secret herbs to -- make a man strong again. He knows it works like a clockwork - the stirring he feels in his dick and balls right now may be caused more by the idea of impregnating his mother but in a few minutes his dick will be up and erect. It always is. At a price -- being the third time today, he knows it will be a painful erection and after that his wiener will be useless for the days - but he doesn't mind. He'll have served a man's most noble purpose.
His mother pulls him onto her lap, kissing him demandingly, passionately, putting his hand on her big breast, letting him play with her nipples through her blouse. He loves doing that.
His custodian chuckles next to them, then lets out a soft moan. Tina apparently has no intention to leave them alone to go play with someone else, but means to enjoy the show of her ward breeding his mother. That thought does the rest needed and his dicklet grows to all its tiny glory.
His mother notices it with a smile and pats her son's penis gently.
"Ready to breed your mother, little Lexi?"
He nods enthusiastically,
"You want to lie on top?"
His eyes wide.
"May I, Mom?"
She nods, with a warm smile.
"It's a special day."
She makes him get up from her lap and lies down on the kitchen table, waves toward Tina for her to join them. Alex's young custodian gets up and bends down over his mother, kissing her softly as Alex climbs onto the table, spreads his mother's legs, licks his lips at the sight of her glistening, open pussy that makes his dick twitch and his insides get mushy. He knows he has to hurry or else...
He moves between his mother's thighs and puts his dick against her lips, slides inside, making her sigh softly. Her hand grabs his butt cheeks and pulls him in deep -- as deep as his little dick goes. No frustration or disappointment on her face, Alex loves her for that. Of course she didn't expect anything else, if she wanted to be filled she would use another man - today she wants her son inside of her. He begins to penetrate his mother's pussy, slow at first - he knows he won't last long either way and tries to prolong it, but he can't resist for more than a few strokes before he has to speed up, hump his mother like a horny little rabbit. She pulls his face down to hers, looks deep into her son's eyes.
"I love you, son!"
His mother's firm grip around his dick and her soft, loving words combined push him over the edge -- not a minute has passed since he entered her when his balls contract and he shoots his hot, thin load into his mother's fertile receptive womb. He groans, slightly frustrated, despite being used to nothing else but that. His mother pulls him further down towards her face, lovingly kissing his open mouth. She can read his body language and comforts him the best possible way. Few things can compete for Alex with feeling bis dick go soft inside his mother's pussy while gently kissing her.
They lie still on the table for a while, enjoy each other's body heat, Tina stroking their bodies until Sandrine with a smirk pats her son's ass and makes him get up.
"Alright little man. That was probably the last time your dick will be ready for use today. Three times. Such a strong virile young man you are!"
She grins, making Alex blush. It would mean more to him if any of these three times had been even close to making the woman in question come but it will have to do as a compliment. At least today the little he Can do - come inside a woman quickly - is more appreciated than any other day.
"But it's Seed Day for the rest of the day, you know what that means for a man, right?"
He looks at her, a little insecurely. It Is his first Seed Day as a servicing male adult after all.
"You have to be ready at all times to plough a woman's pussy if told to - if not to Seed her for real then at least to celebrate the act. So go, get your sheath from my closet!"
He nods eagerly and hurries to his mother's room putting on his prosthetic -- her favourite one, transparent, with a pink hue, looks at himself in her mirror for a moment. Again wishing he'd actually have a proper cock like this. But this will do.
When he returns, his mother has moved to the living area, where she lies down now with Katie, both heavily making out with Fritz. Alex blushes and smiles, remembering why Katie lied down, hoping his Mom does it for the same reason - to give his semen a head-start before giving an other man's a chance.
Tina has taken a seat on Ixchel's face who lies on her back, enjoying Footlong's foot-long cock in her pussy. Alex feels a pang of envy as he watches them - the big man is able to plough the dark haired woman real good. Such stamina. No doubt Tina will use him afterwards, he knows the looks she throws at his rod ramming in and out of the pussy. Despite his petty male envy, he's glad. She hasn't gotten any cock inside her pussy other than his yet today, and she sure deserves better than That tiny one on Seed Day.
On the thick carpet in front of the couch, Sasha crouches on top of her new pick up - the lean Asian man - his legs over her head, drilling down on his cock in Amazonian position. Alex bets she'd rather plough his ass with one of her strap-ons -- her absolute favourite way to use a man, but she adheres to the holiday tradition, despite having made clear she has no intention Ever to be Seeded and tries to enjoy taking it in her pussy as much as she can by being as much in control over the man providing the cock as possible.
"Well, young man -- so alone?"
Alex feels a soft hand on his back, sliding down to his ass. There's only one woman left it could be.
"Is there anything I can do for you, Ms. Melissa?"
His mother's best friend and second oldest woman of the family lets her hand slide down the front of his body and takes his rubber sheath into her hand.
"Now that you mention it..."
She kisses his neck -- being a petite Asian, she is pretty much his size - making his hairs stand up and his balls twitch -- she is a mature experienced woman, any day on which he hasn't already come three times his dick would stand at attention immediately. Thank Goddess the replacement is in place.
She pulls him to a comfy recliner armchair and pushes him into it, dorps her pants -- apparently she has only restricted herself to watching the holiday events around her unfolding until now and climbs onto his lab, leans forward to kiss her friend's son passionately on the mouth.
"Honesty, I'm glad the others have exhausted your dicklet. Seed Day or not, it's not really worthwhile unless you want that semen from it, is it, little one?"
She grins down and he nods.
"Yes, Ms Melissa."
"This..."
She grabs his penis sheath and massages it before guiding it between her wet folds, moaning.
"That's the real deal."
Grabbing his shoulder, she pushes her pussy down on it, penetrating herself with it to the brim, moaning, groaning as she gyrates her hips and drills deeper. Alex of course doesn't feel a thing, but the exited face of the woman riding him makes him feel warm and fuzzy inside. He knows she is a woman with stamina, no doubt unperturbed by the pathetic limitations of his real dick, this ride will last a long, long time until she is satisfied with him. He hears the moaning and groaning of the other men and women of the household, relaxes in his armchair and enjoys this Seed Day morning orgy unfolding.
It lasts until noon. Not so much because the women are satisfied then, but because it is time for a refreshment. And the more public part of the Holiday.
Alex is glad to notice the other men now wear penis sheaths as well -- a rare sight for both Footlong and Fritz, who have enviable stamina, but even they don't live through a Seed Day orgy without depleting their resources. He didn't pay attention to how long the petite Asian man lasted trying to satisfy Sasha with his own dick -- but he's feeling a joy that he is already ashamed of at the same moment to see his is only slightly bigger than Alex's own in its transparent sheath. He did last longer than Alex for sure, though, so his is beyond doubt still the fastest dick in the family. A role he's gotten used to.
Over lunch, the women, in a festive mood, talk about their plans for the day. Katie and Ixchel will go to a Seed Day party at Katie's university dorm, with the expressed intend to find some more potential breeders for the young blonde. Other than Alex, she has been seeded by Fritz and Footlong and Sasha's Boy-toy over the course of the morning, but with the help of Ixchel, she plans to maximise her chances and pick up as many strangers as she can.
Melissa is done for the day, never much of a Seed Day fan herself, she plans a quite day in front of the TV. Sasha, really not fond of the focus on vaginal sex this day requires, will spend it working out at her gym. Meanwhile Sandrine and Tina will take their little Alex to the special Seed Day Celebration in the City Park.
"It's his first Seed Day as an adult, of course his caretakers take him."
He didn't know about it for sure, but had expected it for that very reason -- and is not particularly surprised as his mother puts the white lacy collar around his neck marking him as a Seed Day Novice for all to see at the public celebration.
Tina chuckles.
"Suits you, little stud!"
Making her ward blush bright red, contrasting the white cloth around his neck even more.


At two pm sharp, the three find themselves in a crowd of women and men in front of a large stage with a huge screen behind it. The men in the crowd, like Alex, are usually dressed in the traditional Seed Day outfit -- a tight crop top covering his chest - and nothing else, putting the focus firmly onto his dick, the source of the Seed the holiday is named for, after all.
He gets a lot of attention for his white choker, random strange women pat his ass, stroke his penis sheath, wishing him a happy first Seed Day, comment on how his women have apparently already exhausted him if he has to wear a sheath. Sandrine and Tina never tire of telling them he has come three times already and how little time he took for it, causing cheerful laughter and more comments on his virility. He is glad the attention turns to the stage when the official celebration finally begins.
Six women enter the stage, two of them in uniform - a doctor, a firefighter. Alex recognises a famous athlete and an actress, the City Council Leader, of course at the beginning of the line. The last woman wears an indistinct dark blue suit -- probably some politician of businesses woman Alex doesn't know -- he is aware only the most esteemed dignitaries of the city are granted the honour of a place in the Seed Day Ceremony. Like his Mom once! Alex feels pride swell inside him -- and he is not the only one who remembers.
"Didn't they invite you this time?"
Tina looks at Sandy with a grin.
"Nah. Been up there twice -- when I was still an actual face on the TV screen, and once right after getting promoted into the company management. Twice is more than anyone really deserves, it'll do."
"Did you get pregnant?"
Alex's mother raises an eyebrow and tousles her son's hair at Tina's question.
"Of course. Those women are on fertility enhancing medication, 99% of Seed Day Ceremonies lead to impregnation. Alex is living proof. And one of his younger sisters."
Now it's Alex custodian's time to raise an eyebrow.
"You never told me you were conceived on the Seed Day Stage, you naughty boy. I mean I could have done the maths, but are you keeping secrets?"
Alex stares and her and stutters.
"Wha... I... No... I'd never... it just..."
Tina grins.
"Relax, I'm just teasing you. I didn't ask you because I thought you didn't know about your conception, had I known it was a momentous occasion...."
The Council Leader takes the microphone.
"Ladies and Breeders!"
Polite applause.
"A fruitful Seed Day to you all!"
Alex drifts off -- to his shame. He feels a little tired from this morning's orgy and despite being determined to always appreciate a woman speaking and listening to her, the politician's speech is a little too predictable, following all the familiar beats of a Seed Day greeting so his mind only focuses back on her when the moment arrives everyone is waiting for.
"As every year, six of you lucky breeders in the audience will be picked to impregnate six of the city's highest dignitaries who volunteered to bear new children for the city. As you see there are only five and me on stage today, so you may have guessed -- yes, I am too, throwing my womb into the game. One last time."
Murmuring in the audience.
"Yes, yes, it's true, I'm reaching the end of my naturally fertile age -- I could of course prolong it thanks to modern science but I have decided I will have one last child. And when but today to conceive her?"
Applause and cheers from the audience.
Alex looks at the woman -- he wouldn't have estimated her older than pushing 60, but if she's reaching the end of her fertility she must be closer to 70. Her hair is turning gray, and she has pretty laughing lines, but the mature Asian still tickles his fancy. If he wasn't so exhausted, the thought of her getting bred would make him hard, he is certain. His thing for mature women bubbles up and makes him feel a bit woozy.
The Leader proclaims five male names from a handheld and five men walk up to the stage, getting thunderous applause -- most of them accompanied by a woman guardian, just one of them solo. Eventually the last name is called out.
"Alexander Jordan."
Alex looks around to see where the lucky male is, until... wait... what?
He looks at his mother and Tina who stare at him with wide eyes griming. Tina gets herself together first.
"What are the odds? Picked on his first Seed day ceremony. You're such a lucky little bugger."
Sandrine hugs him.
"I'm SO proud, little man."
Only slowly do the implications sink in.
"Me? But... I couldn't... I still..."
He eyes wander down to his sheath and Tina giggles. His mother smiles warmly.
"Don't worry, little one, all men are quite spend at this time of Seed Day. They have - their ways to make sure you can fulfil your duties to society. Now go, everyone's waiting!"
He feels her hand move quickly towards his penis sheath and pull it off with a swift move. No need for this any more.
"Alexander? We know you're out there, no use hiding!"
The audience laughs at the politicians mock strictness. Pushed by his two guardians, Alex moves to the stage, his knees wobbly.
"Ah, there he is. With two escorts. Give a hand to the young men, he looks a little nervous."
More applause as he walks up the stairs and finds a microphone in front of his face.
"So, you're Alexander?"
"Y... yes, Ma'am."
She smiles.
"Call me Ms. Xiù, young man. How old are you, boy?"
"Ei... eighteen, Ma... Ms. Xiù."
"18. So this is your first Seed Day Ceremony as a man, hm?"
He nods shyly.
"Aw, he's blushing. Such a cute little boy! Sandrine, nice to see you. Your son?"
Alex's mother nods, taking being recognised as a given. She only met the politician twice, but the Leader is known for keeping a tab on the most powerful women in her city.
"And you are?"
She looks at Tina.
"Tina Harding, pleased to meet you, Xiù. I'm Alex's custodian."
"Look at that. So young and already taking responsibility for a male. I'm impressed. You
are still going to school?"
She nods.
"Already know what you want to do afterwards?"
"I'm going to study Political Science."
A smile widens on the Leader's face.
"A future politician. You may visit my office some time, young lady, we may have a lot in common. Like our taste in men!"
She pinches Alex's cheek.
"I like this one. He's really cute. I like me a young man, they're so eager... I'll take my prerogative as head of ceremony and pick him as my breeder."
Applause for the audience. Alex's face flashes red hot but he sees the happy smile on his mother's face. It is of course a big honour he is receiving. But he's... how could he... Ms. Xiù seems to read his mind. How do women DO that?
"How often have you come today already, little Alex?"
She takes his limp dick into her hand making the audience laugh.
"Thr... tree times, Ms Xiù."
"Seems like that's your limit, hm? Not much happening down there any more. Not much to show in the first place. Is he a grower?"
Sandrine shakes her head with a smile.
"No, sorry. That's about all there is."
"Hm... Maybe I should have asked that before picking the - very little man..."
The Leader chuckles ad the audience laughs again.
"Well, it's not about size today, but about the content of the little balls. And don't worry, young man, you're probably thinking you can't perform any more after -- three times, but you will. I promise."
On queue, a stagehand moves forward, handling each of the women in the breeding party a tube.
"Alright then, let's get the show started. Sandrine, Tina, and all you other caretakers -- there's a nice backstage area for the male's guardians if you don't mind..."
Alex longingly looks after his two guardians as they leave him on stage, in the hands of the 60 something Asian woman, who, of course, notices his nervousness increasing.
"It's all right, little man, I won't bite. Not today."
Audience laughter.
"This is going to be one of the greatest days in your life, I promise. You're So lucky to experience it so early."
Alex nods diligently, but his nervousness doesn't diminish. Ms Xiù puts down the microphone, opens the tube and squits a clear, transparent gel onto her hand. The other women follow her example.
"This will feel a bit weird, but from all reports not unpleasant."
She winks at Alex as she takes his dick into her hands and massages the salve into his sensitive skin. Not much skin to begin with, so it's done with a swift movement.
Immediately, Alex feels the cold paste on his cock turn warm, then hot. He gets hard. That Does feel weird. It permeates into his skin almost instantly, and the effect is as quick. He feels his pulse in his dick as his blood vessels widen, the spongy parts of his dick suck in blood and his little boner raise up. It pulsates with every heartbeat -- and it's bigger than usual, he's sure - probably over 12 centimetres!
"The miracles of science ladies and breeders."
Ms. Xiù points at him and the other men on stage, all rock hard and erect now.
"Unfortunately only reserved for Seed Day. Our scientists do not recommend it for more than one use. But this use is worthy, don't you agree?"
Cheers and applause, as the men are lead to what looks a little like medical beds that are now attached to the front of the stage.
Alex feels like in a daze -- he doesn't know if it's still stage-fright or if the blood that his newly swollen penis uses up leaves too little for his brain. Luckily, his orders are clear, he lies down on the bed and waits.
The women begin to take off their pants and move to their respective males, lying ready. Alex catches a short gimps of the mature Asian's bushy pubes, but as she climbs onto his bed, she turns her back to him, facing the crowd. The cameras move over the women, projecting the image to the huge screen behind them and the TVs all over the city as all women are now mounting their males' cocks, sitting still, inserting them deeply into their extra fertile wombs.
Alex waits for a signal but there's none -- at least none he notices. Somehow the women seem to telepathically be agreeing on a point to start. They begin to grind down onto their males in perfect sync, rotating their hips and - Alex has no doubt - all gripping the cocks inside of them as hard as the Council Leader does with his.
The audience cheers and applauds the show as the males begin to groan and grunt, the women softly sigh, gracefully starting to enjoy the ride. More or less. Alex has no illusion that even his artificially engorged dick is not much of a stimulation to an experienced mature woman like the Asian riding him, but she doesn't show discontent, gracefully rides him, even massaging his balls.
With a frustrated groan Alex notices the stimulating salve that makes his dick still feel hot inside the woman's body did little to nothing to increase his stamina. After a very, very short time he feels his balls contract and with a grunt he squirts into the woman's fertile womb. Lowers his eyes, ready to have her slide off of him and grin at his shrinking dick. Which... doesn't happen. He opens his eyes.
"My oh, my, my little man is exited!"
The Council Leader was handed a microphone again and is now proclaiming Alex's fast finish to the world.
"I have already been impregnated and it's been hardly a minute!"
Laughter and boos form the audience.
"No, no, Ladies, that's actually a good thing today. The faster he shoots the more often he can do it. Alex her deserves the reward for being fastest man in the city!"
Amused, mocking laugher. Alex blushes - and only slowly realises what "the more often he can do it" means.
His dick -- is still hard as a rock. The mature woman still grinding her hips into him. What is... That must be the creme she applied. Apparently it makes his dick not just hard until he comes but keeps it so, indiscriminately of any orgasm. This... is ... so weird.
He feels dry, drained. But instead of getting time to recover, the pussy on his dick keeps pumping, keeps gripping. Already his balls contract again, and again he shoots a hot load into the woman.
He grabs to the bed he is lying on. His cock remains hard, her pussy keeps gripping him. How long is this going to last? An hour ago, he would have said the thought of being able to penetrate a woman for Such a long time - almost five minutes now! - is heaven, but like this...
His balls are twitching -- they're starting to hurt, try to resit the demanding massage of his dick, but they are perfectly conditioned - there's no way they cannot do their duty and produce semen when his cock is so stimulated. For a third time they contract, shooting semen into the womb. Alex is beginning to not think of this as an orgasm any more. It has stopped to feel pleasant, his body no longer enjoys being used, his dick feels sore, his balls ache, his muscles spasming every time he comes begin to cramp.
He looks to the bed next to him. The dark skinned man there seems to fare a little better -- but not much. This regimen takes a toll of all of them -- they are no longer men giving a woman pleasure and at best receiving a bit of a pleasant reward in return, they are semen donors, reduced to their basic biological function, milked by nature's superior sexual organ - their poor cocks have no chance to resist, made to be pumped dry by firm gripping pussies, their only means of defence -- going limp after a duty fulfilled deactivated. The males can do nothing but lie her, donating their semen.
Alex loses track of time - the period between his burst of semen grow longer - his balls feel like shrivelled raisins now, surely they can't contain Any more... again they contract, again he shoots a load into the hungry, tireless pussy. His balls are throbbing painfully, his dick feels on fire, all his body is sore and exhausted. He may have lost consciousness for a short while, but his boner never loses hardness, his balls keep pumping out their precious seed. For hours. Days. Weeks. Or so it feels to him, time is meaningless, all he is is a dick and balls, in burning pain, pumping out semen.
It takes Alex a while to notice when this has ended. He fights through the mist in his brain, and sees the politician standing next to his bed, still pantsless, licking a finger that she has put into her pussy. He doesn't hear what she says. Drifts in and out of consciousness, only vaguely feels the trembling of the bed as he ushered off stage to the backstage area
He does sense the soft hands on him, though. Recognises the women by smell before he manges to open his eyes. His mother and his custodian are taking over his bed, rolling it into a separate room, where they gently kiss and massage him.
He only hears fragments of their conversation.
"So proud of my little boy..."
"Two records. Fastest comer and most shots fired!"
"...advantage of coming faster. When you're enhanced you can come a LOT..."
He feels the body heat of two warm, soft bodies pressed against him on his bed, two soft mouths gently kissing him all over -- the two women of course treat him carefully after his ordeal, kiss and stroke him until he falls asleep for good, dozing off into dreamless sleep.
He doesn't wake up for two more days. His first Seed Day was the biggest strain his young body ever had to bear.
The sun is up in the sky, it's midday. He looks around to see Ixchel sitting at his mother's desk, in his mother's room. She turns around as he moves.
"Now look at that. Sleeping Beauty finally woke up. I was fearing we might have to find you a heroic princess to kiss you awake."
She grins at him.
"How do you feel?"
He takes a few seconds to introspect.
"Sore..."
She giggles.
"I bet. Saw you on TV. Quite an... impressive act you pulled off the with the Council Leader. She was Dripping your cum all over the place afterwards."
He blushes and tries to sit up.
"Uh-uh. At least one more day of bed-rest until after you wake up. Doctor's order"
"Doctor?"
She smiles warmly.
"Don't worry, you're perfectly fine, the stamina-gel has no side effect. Not when used only once. Other than the soreness. And the drained balls, of course. Your Mom made sure."
"Where is she? And Ms. Tina."
The black haired woman sighs theatrically.
"Am I not good enough company for you?"
"I..."
"Just kidding, I know how much you adore your ladies. But they can't be here ALL the time, you've been asleep for two days! Your Mom's at work, Tina's at school. We take shifts watching over you!"
"W... watching over..."
"Seed Day must have been a little - challenging, you guardians didn't want you to wake up all alone and confused!"
Alex blushes. He knows they care about him, but whenever he gets a confession of it on this level, he feels he didn't deserve it. At all.
"So you're good, then? I can leave you alone here, hm?"
She smiles at him and stands up from his mother's chair.
"C... can you.. stay a little, Ms. Ixchel?"
She raises an eyebrow.
"Oh?"
"I..... I REALLY need to pee. And I'm still a little...."
Ixchel giggles, walks to the bed and helps the naked boy stand up. Supports him on the way to the toilet, his knees still shaky, holds his little dick while he pees - he didn't ask for THAT, but she insists. Then guides him back to bed, looks down on his naked body.
"I know your dick will be useless - even more than usual -- for a while, but do you feel up to a round of eating my pussy?"
Alex licks his lips. He feels thirsty after two days of sleep and know no better source of liquid. He nods enthusiastically.
"That's a good boy!"
Ixchel climbs onto Sandrine's bed, takes off her pants and lowers her juicy pussy onto his face. Alex whimpers a little as his balls send a small jolt of pain through him when they contract excitedly. His dick doesn't grow hard, not much of a surprise there, he is sure it will take weeks, but that doesn't diminish his arousal or enthusiasm as he kisses the woman's clit to make her sweet juices flow.
"Oh, by the way -- Katie and your Mom have already made a rapid pregnancy test. They're both positive. And the Council Leader has just published hers this morning - so is she. There's quite as good chance you're responsible for at least one impregnation of those, if not all three, you breeding stud! Not that anyone cares who the genitor is, but still... Well done, stallion."
Ixchel giggles as Alex moans into her pussy -- looks like his cock CAN go hard again with the right mental stimulus...
This is an ongoing series, dealing with femdom and male submission.
If you find the description enticing, it is recommended to start reading it at part one.
If not -- then not.
All characters are 18 or older and consenting adults.


        