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Dear Reader,
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ONE

_______________________

THE BOSS WANTED TO SEE ME IN HIS OFFICE. He never did, and being new on the job; only six months at a prestigious banking firm in the city, I became really nervous. This was my first job out of college, and I didn’t want to have an early firing on my resume. So when his assistant Marge called me upstairs to see Mr. Langdon, I broke out into a cold sweat. My friend Dan in the cubicle next to mine looked at me with a “what the fuck did you do?” kind of stare. So I gulped down the rest of my coffee and went upstairs to his office on the sixth floor. After being announced by the secretary at the front desk I knocked on the large oak door in the executive suite.

“Come in,” boomed Mr. Langdon’s voice, rough from too many cigars. Mr. Langdon was a heavyset man with a roundish face, receding hairline, somewhat disheveled brown suit and half-glasses riding down his hawkish nose; the perfect poster boy for middle-aged physical neglect.

“Hi Mr. Langdon, you wanted to see me?” I said, trying to hide the fear in my voice.

“Yes Michael I did. Here, make yourself comfortable, have a seat. Would you like something to drink?” he said smiling and pointing to a fully stocked mini bar on a counter next to his desk. “Because I’m having one!”

It was only eleven o’clock in the morning, but like the old saying goes – somewhere it’s gotta be five o’clock. “Uh, I’ll just have a club soda if you have one,” I said.

He busied himself with a scotch and soda and I just had the soda. “With ice or without?” he asked. The few times I’ve interacted with him I never remembered him being so nice to me.

“With ice please,” I replied.

“Here we go – one club soda with ice for the gentleman coming right up.”

I sat in front of his large desk, and his seat on the other side was higher than mine; a psychological trick meant to intimidate. He swirled the drink around in his hand and looked at me as though he was appraising me for something.

“So Michael, the first thing I want to tell you is that your work has really been exemplary in the six months you’ve been with the firm.”

“Thank you sir.”

“Please Michael, just between us, call me Arnold, okay?”

It was a little uncomfortable being on a chummy basis with my boss, especially such a wealthy and powerful man in charge of a billion dollar firm like this one. But I played along to see where this was going.

“Sure, okay Arnold,” I answered, trying to sound as if he was one of my friends from college I still played video games with.

“Now the reason I called you in here today is that I have a little bit of a ‘situation’ I need your help with, and if you can do a satisfactory job with that, I’ll put you in for a promotion with a very significant raise in your pay. Now how does that sound?” It sounded wonderful, but I wondered what it was he wanted me to do that would be so handsomely rewarded.

“Sir., er, I mean Arnold, that sounds terrific. What is it you need help with?” He turned to the side in his chair and pointed to a picture frame on his shelf behind where he sat.

Then he waved his hand to the picture and said, “My wife Helen,” he said, like a mystery. An uncomfortable silence followed, and I cleared my throat.

“Um, she’s beautiful Arnold. What’s the problem?” She was indeed. She had a very young face, and if I was to guess, I’d say she was at least twenty years younger than he was. She had long, shiny dark brown hair that fell into a generous cleavage, a smallish nose, and strangely, she posed with an open robe showing it off under a white-laced bra. Her face exuded a sweet innocence. If I wasn’t told I would  easily have guessed that she was his daughter. Now I was intrigued – about my role.

Then Mr. Langdon folded his hands on the desk, and looked me right in the eyes as he spoke. “Helen as you can see, is much younger than me – twenty five years younger to be exact. She is twenty six. The problem is Michael, that Helen has a voracious sexual appetite. She went out with some friends one evening and when she came back, I found her with the Uber driver in front of my house, in the back seat of the car, and they were . . .” he shifted uncomfortably, “they were having sex. I mean without a care in the world, right outside my front door. The door was closed, the windows were fogged, but I could hear her moaning and watched the small Hyundai bouncing up and down on the tires!”

Wow! I couldn’t imagine where this was going, but he had my solid attention now – that was for sure.

“But that’s not all Michael. She’s admitted to bringing strange men she’s met in bars with her girlfriends back to the house and performing all sorts of lewd sexual acts in our bedroom!”

“Well Arnold,” I said like a friend giving advice. “Why haven’t you divorced her? I mean you don’t have any children, right? Plus you caught her red handed and she freely admits to being unfaithful, so why don’t you just get rid of her?”

His face turned red, and he slammed his fat hand on the desk, making the bottles on the mini bar shake and almost giving me a heart attack. Then he leaned into my face, and I could smell cheap cologne and cigars. “Why don’t I DIVORCE HER??? DIVORCE??? No, no, no Michael. I’m a Christian man and divorce where I come from is ‘till death do you part.’” Now I thought he wanted me to kill her? Was that even possible??

“You see, I know my wife is an incorrigible SLUT! So I sat her down for a talk. If I could find a suitable young man for her to act out her sexual fantasies with, she promised me that she wouldn’t stray.” As if pre-empting my next question, he read my thoughts. “You see Michael, I have a cock that simply won’t work. I could overdose on those little blue pills, and it would only make my cock shrink. NOW do you understand?”

“So Arnold, you want me to be kind of a ‘sexual surrogate,’ and have a platonic sexual affair with your wife to keep her happy?”

“Exactly,” he said, sitting back in his chair and studying me. I did some checking Arnold, and I know that you don’t have any steady girlfriends, and you aren’t gay.” That unnerved me more than a little bit to know that he had me spied upon. I could only imagine what a man of his means was capable of.

“Now I must tell you Arnold before you give me an answer – my wife has some very, shall we say ‘exotic tastes’ when it comes to her sexual activities. She didn’t specify anything with me, so what do you say? Are you willing to take a chance? The first time you see her there will be an automatic increase in your salary, and it will go up each subsequent time you see her. Understand?”

“Yeah, but I have one question sir.”

“Ah ah” he said sternly, wagging a fat finger in my face. “Call me Arnold, remember?”

“Oh sorry, sure. Arnold.”

“That’s better. Now Michael, what’s your question?”

“Why me??”

“I showed Helen your picture Michaell, a candid shot shall we say from around the water cooler, and she said, and I quote: ‘Wow, that guy is HOT! I’d love to fuck him from now until Doomsday, and I promise if I have him I’ll never stray!’

Well that sealed it for me. I guess the strong, well-built athletic types are what she likes, so here we are. Now if you agree, I’ll give you her cell phone number and you can make whatever arrangements you like with her. I just prefer not to be home when you’re there. Understand Michael?”

“Yes Arnold. Okay I’ll do it.” I had no idea what I was getting myself into. My “little head” was doing the talking for me.

❤️❤️❤️


TWO

_______________________

AFTER I GOT HOME FROM WORK I CALLED HELEN. Her voice was as sensual as fuck, and she told me to come over Saturday afternoon at two o’clock – Arnold was playing golf. She was very excited to hear from me and she promised “we’ll have a good time.” Then she said, “Prepare to stay for a long time!” If it was any indication of what was to come, my dick was as hard as a rock.

So when Saturday rolled around I stopped off to get a haircut and wore nice casual slacks and a crisp new button down shirt. I wanted to look my best. This was the boss’s wife I’d be screwing after all. My cock was throbbing as I remembered the picture in his office.

The house was in a very exclusive suburban neighborhood which sat on three acres of land. I would call it a mansion. It was certainly better than the shitty little one bedroom apartment that I presently lived in. Who knows? After tonight I might even be able to afford to move out to something much better.

I rang the bell and in my hands were a wrapped battle of a fine table wine, plus a drugstore bouquet of flowers. I had to stretch my meager budget to afford this, but I hoped it would be worth it. I was starting to get nervous, very nervous, and my cock was doing summersaults in my pants.

The door opened and I almost dropped the bottle of wine and the bouquet. She was even more beautiful than the photo in the office. Her hair was wild, long, and cascaded down her front. She wore a red silk bathrobe or teddy, I wasn’t sure what the exact name was, but fuck it looked hot. I could see her tits pointing up through the white-laced bra she wore.

“Oh hi! You’re even more handsome than you sounded on the

phone,” she said, giving me a lingering kiss on the cheek, a big smile across her face. “Oh wow – wine and flowers!” She bent down to smell them. “These are beautiful Michael – and so thoughtful. Well, we’ll have to put this to good use, now won’t we?” It was a rhetorical question. “Come on, follow me into the kitchen.” I sat in the kitchen as she busied herself with my gifts.

She was barefoot, and her little feet glided over the marble floor. She looked around for a vase, trimmed the flowers and placed them on the large dining room table. “Too bad you’re not wearing a tie. Oh well, we’ll have to make do,” she said, surprising me. Games? I was all in.

She brought the bottle to the table, handed me a full glass of wine and sat down and said “Now I propose a toast. How about ‘To new people and lots of fun?’” she said raising her glass. I met hers and we clinked, and I repeated the toast.

“So Michael, I assume my husband told you that I have a rather large sexual appetite. Do you know that he showed me at least ten pictures of men from your office and I insisted on yours just as I was getting bored? Last week I fucked a sales manager in a dressing room of Bloomingdales!” she said laughing, throwing her head back as she sat on my lap facing me. She took my cheeks in her hands and said, “Just think. Today I have my very own hot boy toy to play with. Isn’t that lovely?”

“I love your hair,” she said as she ran her hands through my curly brown hair. “And you smell so manly – I bet you taste just as good!” With that she kissed me on the lips, getting her deep red gloss all over mine, and sent her tongue exploring my mouth, curling around mine like a snake. I tasted the wine and a hint of tobacco. The mix was sending me over the edge, and she knew it too.

Her right hand yanked on my crotch, causing me to practically jump off the chair, her lips stifling my scream. Her nails dug into my flesh through the material, and they rubbed my hidden snake up and down. I was crazy and I could feel myself leaking a bit into my boxers. The fact that she was a married woman turned me on even more. “Oooh that’s nice. Ready to go I see.”

She resumed kissing me; the hand that was rubbing my cock now pulled on my zipper, playing and just pulling it down a little teasing me. She was making me crazy. I just wanted her whole mouth over my cock. I was not to be disappointed. She looked at me and bit her bottom lip, her brown eyes on fire.

She continued kissing me and slowly pulled my zipper down all the way. Then she snaked her fingers slowly inside my pants, unbuttoning my slacks. She had no trouble finding a stiff, hard cock that was already dripping pre cum. The cotton polyester of my boxers was rubbing against it.

She suddenly stopped what she was doing and pulled me up off my chair and looked at me, smiling with a mischievous grin. I was in shock, my frustration apparent on my face.

She led me (or rather pulled me) into the spacious living room and sat me down on a plush couch. She pulled my pants and my boxers down and placed the bottom of my cock into her soft palm. Some drops of pre cum leaked onto her hand and she made a show of putting her hand to her mouth and licking it off, making an “ummm” sound as she did so.

“Let’s see how a little boy loves a fucking fantastic blow job,” she said happily. She knelt on the carpeting in front of the couch and placed her glossed lips on the tip of my cock, bumping them on and off, coating my tip red. I leaned back on the couch, my legs spread apart wide, my pants and boxers around my ankles.

Her lips parted ever so slightly, and she placed them over the head of my cock, making a tight seal. Her wet tongue slipped through her lips, and she swept it around my head like a paint brush, sending chills up my back. The feel of her lush, silky brown hair tickled my thighs, adding to the myriad of sensations that flowed through me. I thought I died and went to carnal heaven.

All the time her eyes were looking up at me as she continued her erotic dance. Next she closed her lips tightly and slid them down to the base of my cock, her tongue massaging the underside of my cock, going back and forth. I felt her teeth close ever so slightly, gently biting me, and I hissed through clenched teeth, careful not to move. She was letting me know who was in charge.

She slid up and down on me faster and faster, and I bucked my hips up to meet her. We got into a rhythm quickly, and I leaked more pr cum, which added a slippery quality to the thing. “Oh Goddddd,” I moaned softly.

Faster and faster she went until I could take it no longer. Then I erupted inside her mouth, shooting at least three full loads of cum. She sucked and swallowed all of it, not letting any escape. I stopped bucking my hips and stiffened as I came.

My cock stayed put in her mouth and she wiped me clean until the slippery coating of my own jizz was wiped completely off of me. She was all smiles when she came off me and leaned in to kiss me. She wanted me to taste my own cum. It was something I never did before, but I was so fucking horny I did just that. The sweet/salty taste of myself was incredible.

She placed her index finger on my nose and said, “I know you had a good time! I love sucking you off Michael. Did you like the taste of your own cum?”

“Yeah, I mean, it was my first time, but I kinda’ liked it.”

“Good. Then I’m sure you’ll love the taste of my hot little pussy!” She stuck her hand under the pouch of her G-String and her fingers came out glistening. Before it hit my mouth, I could smell the strong, heady scent of her woman. Her fingers went right through my lips, and I sucked and licked all around them.

“See? I knew you would love it. I’m not done with you Michael. Not by a long shot. Now we’re going to go upstairs to my bedroom suite and do some other fun things with you, you horny little fuck!” I loved it when she spoke so dirty and domineering to me. Maybe this was one of the “exotic things” her husband told me about.

“Take your pants, shoes, and boxers off now Michael,” she said. “You won’t be needing them, so you can leave them here on the couch.”

Then she held me by the forearm and pulled me off the couch and led me upstairs. I was amazed by the size of her bedroom. It of course had its own bathroom and there was a sliding door that led out to a balcony which overlooked the tennis court, pool and horse stables. Yeah, they were loaded all right. There was also a heavy smell of cigar smoke which to me confirmed they slept together, which kind of surprised me, given what my boss had told me. I was thinking of my pay raise, but that wasn’t my main concern just now.

❤️❤️❤️


THREE

_______________________

“WE’RE GOING TO DO A LITTLE ROLEPLAY GAME NOW Michael. Don’t worry, it’ll be fun.” Her smile and excitement were infectious, and I was excited to see what Helen had in store for me.

She slipped off her teddy, and stood there with that gorgeous, perfectly sculpted figure looking at me with a grin of curiosity, like she was sizing me up.

“Now here’s the scenario. I’m your stepmom and I’ve been really good to you . . . are you ready?”

I tensed up a bit, and said, “Yeah, ok, I’m your stepson, and?”

“And . . . I’ve always wanted a daughter.” A sense of fear washed over me and I waited with baited breath for what came next. Keep your eye on the prize, I told myself.

“You’re in high school and you’re somewhat of a macho jock teenager and you don’t like what stepmom has in mind, but you really have no choice. If you refuse I will send you back to your mother, and your father could care less. So you just let me have my way with you. You’re a smart boy Michael – got it?”

“Uh, yeah, okay Helen.”

“NO!” She shouted. “You will call me ‘mom,’ okay?”

“Sure. Okay mom.”

“That’s better. Now sit there while I gather some things up.”

She went across the room to her walk-in closet and went to a side section and she put a bunch of clothes in her hands and came over to where I was seated on her bed. Among the things she brought over was a one-piece red sleeveless party dress, a G-String like she wore, red colored, and a laced stretch bra with molded cups. She smiled at me and her eyes lit up with glee. There was one more trip she made to her closet. She picked up a large box from the top shelf of the closet, and a smaller box, and brought them over, placing them on the bed.

“You’re going to love this Michael. Haven’t you ever been curious about women’s clothing and what they would feel like on you? I think most boys have.”

“Honestly? Maybe a little.”

“Good. Well this is what step mom wants for her boy!” she said excitedly. She went to her bag which was on a  night table and pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and took one out with a silver butane lighter. “Now I know you’ve always been curious about watching mommy smoke, now haven’t you Michael.”

Playing along, I gave her the answer she was expecting. “Yes of course mommy. I’ve always loved watching you smoke.”

“And? . . .”

“Uh, and it always makes me hard?”

“Yes! Good boy,” she said as she seductively lit up with a thin, silver butane lighter.

“Now mommy is going to make you into a hardcore sissy slut!”

“I can’t wait mommy,” I said.

“Now put the clothes on. Come on, quickly. Then you can eat out stepmom’s pussy because she’s standing here dripping wet.” She wasn’t lying. I saw a dark stain on the red pouch she wore.

I took off my shirt and threw it on the floor. I placed the G-String on the carpet and stepped into it, and slowly pulled it up my legs. I honestly liked the way the smooth satin fabric felt against my almost hairless legs. When they went around my junk and the back string settled between my butt cheeks all bets were off. Any reservations I may have had were all gone. The feel of the satin on my just blown cock was sensational. Helen smiled as she saw the grin explode on my face.

“Good girl! Mommy is very very happy with you Michael.” She hesitated a moment. “No, Michael won’t do. We need a girl’s name now for you. I know. I’ve always wanted a ‘Jessica.’ So from now on you’ll be known as ‘Jessica.’ Like it?”

“Yes mommy.”

“And haven’t you always wanted to be a slutty girl like the ones in your class you always jerk off to?”

“I do mommy.”

“Good, then finish dressing and I’ll apply the makeup.”

I slipped into the dress, and she told me, “Now open the box Jessica.” When I opened  the large box I saw a brunette bob-style wig covering a Styrofoam head. Underneath was a wig cap. Helen took them from me smiling, and placed them on me. In the smaller box were other surprises. The first was a pair of hoop, clip-on earrings which she placed on me. Next she took me into the bathroom and sat me at the vanity table and began applying the makeup to me. She shaved me first and then placed on a few layers of foundation and some other junk. She worked quickly, gluing heavy false eyelashes to me, and applied thick eyeliner and deep blue eyeshadow. I was shifting around actually enjoying the silky feel of the short dress on me and the way my cock felt inside the G-String pouch. Last to go on was the cherry red lip gloss and the lip liner.

“Perfect Jessica! What a lovely slut you make. I’ll bet you’re really hungry for some cock aren’t you??”

I responded in the way she wanted me to in this game, so naturally I said, “Sure mommy.”

“Good girl. But we’ll have to wait a bit for that. Oh, one last thing Jessica dear. You must also smoke like the teenage slut you are. I want you to become nice and hooked and associate your terrific orgasms with sensually dragging on a long 120mm cigarette, okay?”

I had smoked my share of weed, so I didn’t think this would be too much of a big deal. She reached into her black leather bag and took out her pack of Virginia Slims 120’s and gave me one while taking one for herself. She lit us both up. I inhaled and did a perfect French inhale which pleased Helen. I also held it effeminately high up between my index and middle fingers. “Excellent Jessica. Now mommy wants you to rub your cock inside your silky pouch while you take a nice drag, okay? And look at the lip gloss on the end of your cigarette.”

“Sure mommy,” I said happily.

“Now strut in front of the mirror and look at your slutty fourteen year old self. Squint your eyes like a real cunt too!”

I gotta be honest here. There was something deliciously evil and taboo about what I was doing. I mean the whole pretense was downright slutty – but she had me. I was hooked. So I did just what Helen asked of me. Then she walked over to the smaller box on the bed and opened it up again. She pulled out a flesh colored dildo with a double head that vibrated and attached to a harness. She smiled at me as she placed lubricant gel over both cock heads and stuck the inside head into her pussy, which begged the question about the other head. She saw my face go wide and laughed as she strapped it on, moaning as it went inside her.

She pressed a button on the harness which made her moan even more as both ends began silently vibrating. “Now this is what I want mommy’s little slut to do. I want you to hop on the bed and I’m going to fuck you, just like a real cock! Now how does that sound? It will be the first of many cocks you’ll take as we go along with your SLUT training. Soon you’ll start cutting classes and hanging out with boys who will love to fuck you!”

I swallowed hard and said, “That sounds just fine mommy!”

“Good, now be a good little slut and hop on the bed darling.”

“Of course mommy,” and that’s just what I did.

So I was on the bed facing the front and Helen got on behind me and spread the cool lube gel all over my asshole (after moving the strap of my G-String to the side) and up and down my taint.

“Now Jessica dear, you’re going to feel a little full and some pain, but stick with it – I promise you it’s worth it.” From the box she pulled out a cock ring and went to my front and placed it at the base of my cock which was already hard from all the excitement I got from dressing. Before she returned to her position behind me, she kissed me deep on the mouth, her tongue going deep into my mouth, making my cock throb more.

She placed herself behind me now and smacked my ass two or three times. I enjoyed the sting of the slapping.

“You like that huh, you little slut? Well, there’s plenty more where that came from, I can assure you!”

“Yes mommy,” I grunted as she spread my butt cheeks apart and placed the front end of the silicone dildo on my cherry asshole. The vibration gave me goosebumps and a pleasant tingle. Then I felt the end penetrate me, slowly in and out at first, and I clenched my teeth and my fists as they gripped the bed sheets. She was moaning, as her cock end went deeper inside her as she pushed against me. She blew a stream of smoke over my back as she began thrusting, going deeper in each time.

The pain was excruciating at first, but them something happened – it became mixed with a pleasure I never knew was possible. She went in deeper and faster and faster. I stiffened and the deeper it went the better it felt. I moved my hips back on it which pleased Helen.

“You’re taking this well Jessica,” she said in between grunts. The vibration was sending both if us into orbit.

Soon, she started moaning and hissing and I knew she was cumming and I felt her pussy juice lead onto the back of my butt. It triggered something in me and a ball of fire-like pleasure welled up inside me as I shot a huge load of white, thick cum onto the bed, and I wasn’t even touching myself! I was rocketed into orbit. I must have jerked myself off a million times and never felt anything this incredible.

We were both breathing heavy; the vibration causing me to keep leaking cum onto the bed. Then, she slowly came out of me, and crept around to my side. She pulled my head in and kissed me. “Mommy loves to play with her slut,” she said as her tongue wrapped around mine, the ring and the play keeping my cock at rigid attention.

❤️❤️❤️


FOUR

_______________________

WE BOTH SAT ON THE SIDE OF THE BED and Helen lit cigarettes for each of us. Then we heard something fall inside of her walk-in closet. I looked at Helen with a frown, and she looked at me and smiled. She got up and walked over to the closet and opened the door fully – to the other side.

“Well, well, look at what we have here!” she said loudly. I looked over and couldn’t believe my eyes. It was my boss, Mr. Langdon. Only he was completely naked, and his cock was in his right hand, and he was stroking it. The glistening on it told me that he had just cum.

“You sick little FUCK!” Helen exclaimed. “I thought your fat little ass was out playing golf! Where the fuck is your car??”

Very meekly, and obviously ashamed he said, “I uh, I parked it in the back garage.”

Before Helen said another word she was snapping photos with her iphone camera. “OH MY GOD – This shit is priceless Jessica!”

I didn’t know what to think. Was this pre-planned? Is this what Mr. Langdon and Helen had in mind all along. It didn’t really matter to me because I was starting to enjoy the idea of being a sex toy to a very wealthy woman and her voyeuristic husband; even if he was my boss. Another BIG incentive was money for which I’d outed my ass. My answer soon came.

Mr. Langdon, or “Arnold” as he asked that I call him said, “Jessica, your mother and I have decided that you are indeed the daughter we’ve always wanted. Now could you please stand and strut around the room for me?”

“Sure Arnold, anything you want,” I said.

“Oh wait – here Jessica dear, put these on,” Helen said as she made her way to her closet, coming back with a pair of three-inch heels. I placed them on and tried to stand, holding onto the bed. I walked cautiously ad they both watched me, careful not to fall. I also smoked my cigarette like a real slut which made Arnold start to stroke himself some more.

“Very good dear, very good indeed. You learn fast. I think you like the new you.” It was rhetorical. “Now Jessica . . . what are we going to do about this this fat pervert watching our fun, humm?”

“I don’t know mommy.”

“Well I certainly do!” Helen exclaimed with delight as her eyes lit up. She opened up the smaller box on the floor next to the bed and came up with a dog leash with a studded collar. “Now Arnold, since you like to watch so much, I’ve decided you should be part of little game . . . NOW GET ON THE FLOOR ON ALL FOURS!” she shrieked which made me jump and almost fall over in my heels!

❤️❤️❤️


FIVE

_______________________

NEXT, HELEN PLACED THE COLLAR AROUND HER MULTI-MILLIONAIRE HUSBAND’S NECK AND PULLED THE LEASH TIGHTLY.

“Good doggie, good doggie,” Helen said. She pulled the hapless Arnold around the bedroom with him staying close to her, lest Helen pull up on the leash and choke him (which she did several times).

She had a riding crop in her other hand and handed it to me. “Here Jessica. Teach daddy what the penalty is for watching us play!”

Hesitant at first, I saw they she meant business. So I took the crop and smacked Arnold on his right butt cheek. Helen rolled her eyes. “I’ll forgive you Jessica because you’re only fourteen and new at this. Now watch mommy.” She took the crop from me and with an evil smirk on her face she smacked Arnold on the ass so hard I thought his skin came off on the crop.

Arnold let out a whelp and a bark, just like a hit dog would do. I genuinely felt sorry for animals being treated like that since I had a German Shepherd at home – but this was different. It was kind of funny in a way and I covered my mouth to keep from laughing as she smacked his ass over and over again. He started to howl like a dog too, as the crop came down again and again, raising welts on his butt.

Then she stopped and yelled, “Okay good doggie! Now maybe you’ve learned some discipline! I want you on the bed now on all fours,” she said as she unhooked the collar and held the handcuffs.

“Now it’s my turn to watch Jessica. Let’s see you discipline daddy. He’s been a very bad, bad boy!”

Arnold got on the bed on all fours and Helen handcuffed him to the brass bed posts. “Okay now Jessica, let’s have a cigarette while I decide how to discipline your sick daddy!” She lit both of us up and I strutted around the room in my short red dress and heels, squinting my eyes, becoming the perfect SLUT!

She strapped the double-edged dildo back on and lubed it up once more and set the vibration mode to high and climbed on the bed leaving a space between the nude Arnold and her.

“Okay honey,” she said gently to me. “Now get behind daddy.” I did as she asked and she immediately began to apply the gel to the back of my “bussy” and my cock which still wore the cock ring, so I was nice and hard. She threw the short bottom of my skirt over the small of my back and moved the soft strap over the side of my butt cheek.

But she wasn’t so generous with Arnold. Instead of the gel, she spit on her hand and wiped it all over his asshole. I saw the welts really coming out big now. I didn’t feel sorry for him because he enjoyed it.

I lined up and my butt was tingling in eager anticipation of being plowed again. I knew I was being broken in for something big in the future. “Are you ready daddy? You’ve been really bad!” Helen said.

It was right after she said that, that I felt the silicone cock tip against my bussy. The vibration was deliciously good. I was nice and stiff, and I spread apart my boss’s butt cheeks, and placed the tip of my spit-covered cock right on top of his not so cherry asshole.

“Be sure to ram him good honey” Helen said. “He really needs to learn a good lesson!”

I slid inside of Arnold easily and I heard him moan. He backed up on me and I went in all the way. “She’s BIG!” I heard him cry out. Helen laughed. Meantime she had me spread out good. It was still a bit uncomfortable, but less than before and I CRAVED the thing going inside of me. Through gritted teeth, I let out my own moan of pure pleasure. The fucking vibrating silicone cock was incredible.

Helen was thrusting on me hard and also moaning because of the other cock end going deep inside her. I was bucking on her and the three of us were in a steady rhythm like a choo choo train of carnal delight.

It felt incredible too for me to do the actual fucking and Arnold was wrapped so tightly against my cock. I was moaning too, and I almost laughed because of what a recording of the whole thing must have sounded like.

Helen was the first to go; multiple “Oh, oh, ooohs” coming out of her. Arnold let out a sigh and stiffened, his cock shooting out a big load of cum onto the bed sheets. My exquisitely vibrating bussy helped me along and I let loose a few cannon shots of my own, filling up his ass with my own warm, sticky jizz. It surrounded my cock and just made me thrust faster, helped along with Helen’s vibrating dildo. The cock ring kept me hard, and I kept going. After several more minutes of this play, Arnold shouted out again as his cock shot out its reserve.

Helen and I came at the same time, and jizz was leaking out of Arnold onto the insides of my thighs. We were all sweating and became one erotic ball of intense fucking.

When we were finished, Helen and I lit up and I strutted around the room, doing the walk of shame, with jizz dripping down the insides of my thighs.

“Look at our daughter Arnold! She has become an excellent little cum slut. I think the boys in her high school will love her!”

“Yeah Jessica, they will. I know I certainly did!”

❤️❤️❤️


EPILOGUE

_______________________

OF COURSE, I KEPT MY MOUTH SHUT AT THE OFFICE, and the very same week I noticed that my salary had doubled, and I was promoted quickly to an accounts manager. I was able to move out of my shitty apartment and took a nicer, bigger place in a better area of the city.

I developed feelings for Helen, and it was mutual. She also let me fuck her quite often too, sometimes taking her ass, which she loved. She often brought women around to the house (from the office of course), and each time I was there, I dressed and was Jessica. Sometimes Arnold was there to watch, and as Helen entertained her girlfriends, I was fucking Arnold. It was hysterical one time, because Arnold was dressed as a “Little Lord Fauntleroy,” as I plowed his sissy ass.

I even frequented bars on my own as Jessica and got real cock up my ass from strangers – I was hooked, what can I say? I loved my dual identity.

There were times too when Helen came over alone to my apartment and we fucked like jack rabbits, while I was always dressed as Jessica, “Her slutty teenage stepdaughter.”

All in all we were one big, happy family.
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