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Chapter 1

 

"Sweetheart, I have something kind of serious to tell you."

"What's that, Honey?" My wife Mindy was cuddled up next to me in our big bed. It was Saturday night, May 18, 2002. I didn't realize it at the time, but my life was about to completely change.

We'd just had a fantastic love-making session, which wasn't that surprising. We still made love all the time, even if we'd had some problems with our sex life in recent years.

"Well, it's a problem. A serious problem," I said. Then I frowned, because that was more than an understatement. Here I was, Dan Cooper, a successful author, with a lovely wife, two beautiful children, happy home, fame and recognition in my field, lots of money, good friends, you name it. Life was good. Except for one thing: my daughter Michelle, the younger of our two daughters and the only one still living at home, had the hots for me. Worse, I loved it. Actually, I loved it and hated it with equal intensity. It threatened to ruin everything we had as a happy family.

I paused and tried to figure out how to explain things to my wife. We have a great relationship, one of deep love and complete trust. So I had to tell her SOMETHING. I'd already put it off for too many days, weeks even, and not telling her was eating me alive.

As I lay there in search for the right words, her curiosity was piqued. She sat up, which caused her big breasts to wobble, and she looked at me intently with her dark blue eyes. "Honey, what is it? You can tell me."

"It's just, well... Promise me something. No matter what I say, you'll still love me, right? We can work through any problem, no matter what. Isn't that what we always tell each other?"

She leaned in closer. She wasn't wearing a stitch of clothing, so her nicely tanned and full twin orbs practically swung into my chest. She knew how much I loved the way that looked and felt. but it was odd for her to be tempting me at a time like this. She looked at me with concern. "For God's sake, Dan, tell me already! Yes, yes, I promise. Now what is it?"

"Well... You'd agree I've been a good father to our daughters, right? I've tried my best."

"Of course! You're Superdad. They think you walk on water."

"So keep in mind that that's not going to change. Nothing is going to happen. I just have some strange feelings that I have to get off my chest. We have all kinds of weird dreams and fantasies in life, right? We can't control what they are, they just-"

"Dammit, Dan! What on Earth is wrong? You're killing me with suspense!" She pulled in even closer until her nose was practically touching mine. She rested her perfectly shaped D-cups right on my arm, which made me intensely aware of the warmth of her body. I could feel her sweet breath blowing on my ear.

Her closeness and attentiveness made it hard for me to think. It would be so easy just to ravish my sexy wife yet again, but now was not the time; it was hard enough getting this far with my planned speech. So I pressed on before getting too distracted. "Sorry, Sweetheart. Well... There's no real easy way to put this, but remember that I don't want ANYTHING to happen. Nothing has happened and nothing will happen. I just want to get these feelings off my chest and figure out how to get past them. And what to do! The thing is, I, well ... sometimes I have ... um... impure thoughts about Michelle. ... There. I said it!"

Mindy laughed heartily. She appeared greatly relieved.

What shocked the hell of out me though was the fact that amusement would be her only reaction.

"Is that all?" she asked, still chuckling. "You're getting me all worked up over that? Oh, Honey. My sweet Honey, you're so cute when you get all moral. It looks like I have my work cut out for me, trying to corrupt an honest man like you. Now, how can I get an upright, upstanding man like you to defile an innocent little girl like me?"

She leaned in to kiss me and make out. Her mouth didn't have to go far, and her lips were on mine before I even knew what was happening. Soon, we were going at it again like teenagers in the back of a car. She grabbed at my penis through the sheets and blankets.

I was flaccid, but knowing what her talented hands were liable to do, plus there was the way her tremendous breasts were rubbing against my chest. I got erect again in seconds.

She giggled and said, "Oooh! Looks like I know one part of you that's definitely upright and upstanding!"

I pulled back just a bit - I didn't want to seem like I was rejecting her. "Mindy! I'm serious! This is really serious! It's been bugging me for weeks. Hell, months, but it's gotten really bad in the last few weeks. I was hoping this situation with Michelle would go away, but it just seems to be getting more intense. What's wrong with me? I'm sick! I'm a bad father!"

Mindy laughed again. She still leaned over me from our near kiss. I could feel her hard and crinkly nipples scraping against my chest as our noses practically touched. "What's wrong with you? There's only one thing wrong with you. You have an unbelievably gorgeous daughter that any male of the species would be VERY attracted to. She's a goddess in her prime. She's eighteen and growing out in all the right places. Did you know she can't even borrow my bras anymore?"

As my wife talked, she continued to rest her hand over my hard-on. But she wasn't content to leave it at that. She grasped hold of it firmly, surrounding me with her fingers and raising my hard pole straight up. It was still enshrouded by the bed sheets, but that only made my situation more difficult because we use silk sheets.

She began to stroke my shaft more vigorously as she continued, "Our precious little girl has graduated into an F-cup now; you're behind the times. She keeps growing, with no end in sight! F stands for fantastic! Can you just imagine, someone that young, with F-cups already?! I mean, imagine if she keeps growing at this rate. Imagine what she'd be like after she's had a baby. She'll need a shopping cart just to carry her huge knockers around!" She giggled. "I can totally sympathize with your plight. If I was a male, I'd have a hard time thinking of anything but sliding my thing in and out between those monstrous gazongas."

"Please!" I pleaded, suddenly overwhelmed by erotic overload. I feebly swatted her hand away. It was hard to be forceful when I knew how talented she was at making my dick happy.

She giggled again. "Please what? Please stroke your long, fat, throbbing cock? That can be arranged." She grasped my stiff erection through the sheets again and resumed her stroking of it, only with more vigor.

"No. Please!"

"Please? Please what? You want my permission to titfuck our daughter? Hmmm..." She looked thoughtful, as if seriously considering the idea. "Well, maybe if you do the dishes more often... Does that sound reasonable? Then you can titfuck her all you like. But if you want her to suck your cock, you'll have to be better about mowing the lawn."

I gasped at her easy agreement. She was a non-stop joker, so this had to just be more kidding, right? She WAS kidding, wasn't she? I said, "Please! What I mean is, please, stop! Stop the sexy talk and for God's sake stop jacking me off! I'm being serious here, but you're treating this like play time."

She looked at me seriously, but continued to stroke my erection. "It's okay. I understand. That hourglass figure of hers, the long blonde hair, her luscious lips, her bubble butt, her silky smooth skin and all-over tan, her notorious 'jutting torpedoes,' but most of all, her intense, sultry eyes... It's like her entire body is built for sex!"

She seemed surprised at herself. "Heck, she gets ME going sometimes! Ha! Can you imagine that, Michelle and I, in a sixty-nine? Can you just picture it, your daughter and your wife, running our hands all over each-"

I groaned with lust. This conversation wasn't exactly going the way I'd figured it would. I interrupted, "Yes! I can picture it, okay? Don't spell it out!"

"Honey, if you weren't attracted to her, I'd have to say there was something very wrong with your libido. You can't help that you have a daughter like that. It must be tough to have a centerfold-worthy daughter who seems to ooze sex out of every pore, but you just have to grin and bear it. Stiff upper lip, and uh, other stiff things."

She looked down at the large bulge in the bed sheets that contained my rigid hard-on, and frowned. She pulled the blankets away but kept the silk sheet wrapped around my erection, so she could stroke it against the fabric that much more sensuously.

I practically begged, "Please! Stop!"

She knew all of the most sensitive spots on my dick, and rubbed the silk against them. "It's okay, Honey. I know you're just fantasizing. There's nothing wrong with a little fantasy fun time, and it's only natural to fantasize about Michelle's huge breasts, her bee-stung lips perfect for cocksucking, and all the rest of her. Remember last night when you pretended I was Teri Hatcher?"

I pushed her hand away from my groin. "But Sweetheart! It's more than that. Our fantasy characters are always out of reach, but she lives in this very house! This is serious. I'm not just looking at her, admiring her the way a proud father should. I'm not even just idly fantasizing. I want to DO things with her! Really do things! You know what kind of things!"

Mindy laughed, seemingly completely unbothered by this "shocking" problem. I knew that she found it endearing that I was such a highly sexed individual, having made love to her countless thousands of times, and yet I still could get all hung up about saying or doing certain sexual things. I can't help it. I had a very square upbringing, and sometimes the things you're taught as a kid just never wear off. But being a "horny prude" is a bad combination, believe me.

She mocked me. "Oh no! What kind of things? Help her with her homework? Drive her to school? Oh no, you wicked man! I'll bet you want to give her a MASSAGE! Horrors!" She laughed some more. We give each other a lot of massages in our family; we are very touchy-feely.

Mindy didn't seem to see any problem at all. In fact, my wife was so at ease with the whole situation that she began to run one of her hands through my hair. She pulled her body over mine a bit more until she was completely on top of me and her legs rested on the outsides of mine. She seemed unusually frisky. In fact, she seemed ready to bonk me brainless (again). She whispered into my face with her sexiest voice, "I have to admit, imagining you with a hot, busty, teenage fuckpot who can barely handle all of your big fat cock does get me all wet, actually."

"Mindy, you don't understand! Have you not been listening to me? I'm not talking about just any teenage so-called 'fuckpot'-"

Mindy silenced me with a finger to my lips and a disapproving click of her tongue. "'Hot, busty, teenage fuckpot,'" she corrected me with a giggle.

I scowled. "Whatever. I'm talking about OUR MICHELLE! Here's the killer: I think she finds me attractive too. In the last few weeks, she's been, well, FLIRTING with me! I'm serious! It's really bizarre."

Mindy laughed mirthfully again. I could feel her pillowy chest shake as it pressed down onto mine. "Another shocker. I can see the headlines now: 'Young Female Finds Handsome Male Attractive.' I'm stunned. Dan, you've always been a handsome man. You've got that squeaky-clean but rugged, square-jawed thing going on. You're hip. You're fun. You're successful. I'm one lucky woman to have you."

I rolled my eyes in exasperation. "Come on. I'm not all that. Anyway, there's the age difference. It's not right for someone that young to have feelings for-"

She cut me off with a finger to my lips again. "You're young. You're only twenty years older than her. ALL her friends like you. Heck, I'll bet they all have crushes on you, and in fact I know some of them do. That's totally natural too. I'm not blind."

She continued, "I've seen Michelle dressing like a tart at home lately. I've seen her bending over and preening, and only when you're around. I can practically feel the sexual heat rising from her when she looks at you lately. I've seen her wearing those tube tops, and tank tops, and miniskirts, and micro-mini-skirts, and nano-pico-mini-skirts."

She joked, "Why, just the other day, I saw her wear a skirt so short that it started just above her belly button and ended up just below her belly button." My wife loved to joke, even at inappropriate times like this.

I imagined my luscious daughter wearing a skirt that was only one inch high and hung uselessly around the middle of her waist - and nothing else. That image did nothing to help my erection go down, and there was no doubt my wife had noticed. Her hand sliding up and down my boner wasn't exactly helping with that, either.

"I know!" I complained. "It's hardly even a joke, with the stuff she wears. And you should see what she wears when you're NOT around! I hate to say this, but my daughter is dressing like a high-classed call girl."

My wife paused for a moment, as if seriously contemplating the possibility.

"Well, look on the bright side. With all the money she'll be pulling in, we'll finally be able to pay off the rest of the mortgage. And it could be a good career fit. We always did say she was a people person."

"Miiiiiindy! Please. Can we have a sexual and joking time-out, here?"

"Sorry. You're so teasible." She seemed to get the sexual "time out" message, at least, insofar as she stopped stroking my erection. But then she ran a finger around my collar bones and up my neck and stared into my eyes with one of those sultry 'take me, now!' stares. Damn, I love my wife. It was so hard to tell her no when she was on the prowl like this.

Running a hand through my hair, she said, "Seriously, I'm sure she's just going through a phase as she discovers the power of her sexuality. Every girl 'practices' her little wiles on her daddy, if she's got one. That's perfectly normal. It's like she's learning to flex her sexual muscles. You know what I mean? Can't you see that this is just her flexing her sexual muscles? Can't you just be patient and let her flex her sexual muscles around you?"

There was a long pause as my wife waited for a reply. But I was too busy imagining the sight of Michelle's thigh muscles flexing as she spread her legs wide. Then my boner was thrusting inside my own daughter and it was her pussy muscles that were flexing, clamping around me with great expertise, driving me insane with illicit pleasure! Did Mindy realize the double meaning in her comment?

Of course she did. This is Mindy we're talking about. So I said, "I'm calling you on that. You know, your double meaning."

She giggled. "You got me. But you know how much I love to tease and joke."

"Not about this! For God's sake."

"Hey, anything's fair game for teasing in my book, and you're too uptight. But getting back to the point, she is just getting, well, if you don't like the muscle-flexing metaphor, let's say she's kicking off the training wheels. Soon she'll find a nice young man and we'll just look back on those innocent teases and laugh. I say let's watch her get you too horny to think, then you'll come running to me and we'll have fun like rabid, epileptic monkeys on crack."

I laughed. "Epileptic?"

"You know, having a seizure." She shook her ample chest suggestively.

"You're too much." I laughed some more, but I was frustrated too. Not to mention far too aroused for a serious conversation like this.

Her finger went to my lips. She started to trace their shape in a very sensual way.

I found myself staring into her eyes and I was so overcome by my wife's beauty that I nearly lost my concentration. She had that effect on me several times a day, at the least.

Somehow, I shook myself from her enchantment and complained, "Mindy! How can you say that? I can't believe you're treating this so lightly. She's eighteen years old, just finished her senior year in high school, and how many boyfriends has she had? None. Zero. Zip! A few one-night dates and that's it. It's unhealthy! Given how attractive she is, she should have all the guys falling all over her and dating nonstop."

Mindy pointed out, "If she's dating 'all the guys' nonstop, that would make her a slut. You don't want your daughter to be a slut, do you? Eagerly spreading her legs for a hot beef injection from any man who asks, or even wanders by?" She rubbed her chin. "Hmmm. Since she's home most of the time, I guess she'd mostly be spreading her legs for you."

I was getting exasperated. Mindy loved to joke all the time, but this sort of sexual emphasis was very strange. She seemed to be encouraging incest! I complained, "No! That wasn't what I meant. Why can't she just go steady with one guy? And anyway, what's with your language tonight? You're talking like a cheap streetwalker."

"Honey! I'm insulted. Michelle gets to be a high-classed call girl and I'm just a cheap streetwalker? How much more does it cost for an hour for you to fuck HER pussy? It's not fair!"

"Sweetheart, if you don't get serious, I'm just going to drop it. Here I am, baring my soul, and you're doing your usual comedy routine."

"I'm sorry, Honey. In all seriousness, I'm just trying to ease the tension with laughter. I'll try to control myself. Please go on."

"Well, I think she has very unhealthy feelings for me, and frankly, you know how I am. I have an active libido and I'm always thinking from below the belt. Who knows what can happen? How would you like this for a headline: 'Father and Daughter Sentenced to Hard Labor at Folsom Prison for Incestuous Liaison.'"

Mindy laughed yet again, brushing back her straight blonde hair. "'Folsom,' eh? It's true you have an active libido, but you have an even more active imagination. That's one reason I love you so much, and a big reason why you've been a successful writer. You're like a real flesh-and-blood Walter Mitty. I'm sure this is just your fevered imagination in overdrive."

She settled down on me and found a more comfortable position. She dropped a hand down to her thighs and pressed one of her legs between mine.

Luckily, my hard-on had weakened since she'd stopped rubbing it around the silk sheets. I was trying to have a serious conversation and I didn't want her to think that talking about my daughter in this way would make me aroused, even though it was. But "weakened" in this case meant it was only hard enough to pound through iron, not through hardened steel.

I sighed. "You don't know how it is. I keep telling you, and you don't understand! Sure, you've seen a little flirting, and some sexy outfits, but she's quite restrained when you're around. When you're not there she goes berserk! She's like some kind of voluptuous vixen. An evil temptress. I'm only human! You have to tell her to stop!"

At this outburst, at long last my wife frowned. It appeared as if she had finally started to take me seriously. At least her body had stopped its subtle writhing over me. "Hrm. What exactly IS she doing, Honey?" Her smile didn't come back.

I sighed in relief. Maybe, finally, I could get through to her. "Well, take today, for instance. You know how she's bored already even though her school year ended on Friday, a mere 24 hours ago? Now that summer's started, she's going to do what she does every summer, which is just hang around our house with Ruby all day long, except for the days she has to work."

That reminded me of the other major thing I wanted to reveal. I paused dramatically. "And that's another thing! Ruby's an even bigger tease, if such a thing is humanly possible."

Ruby is Michelle's best friend, and is every bit as gorgeous and busty. In fact, the two of them are closer than most sisters. In fact, they might as well have been sisters, because Ruby spent much more time at our home than her house down the street. They semi-jokingly refer to themselves as "breastest friends" since they are both so naturally endowed.

"Oh, Ruby?" Mindy said dismissively. "She's harmless. And I'm hardly surprised. If Michelle does something, Ruby always does it too. You know how much I love her. I treat her like she's another daughter. It's not like she'd steal you away from me; she loves us."

I complained, "But that makes it worse! Of course I treat her like a daughter too. That means I essentially have two daughters out to get me! And when they team up, they're practically unstoppable!"

She chuckled some more. "You make them sound like monsters. Give me a break. What do they do that's so bad? Start with what you were going to say about what Michelle did to you today."

"Okay. An example will help. I was in my den, working on the computer as usual, and of course you'd already left for work. She came in around noon and said she wanted to go swimming in the pool and would I like to join her. Of course I said yes; you know I'm always looking for excuses to take a break from my writing."

Mindy nodded. She was no longer touching my boner with her hands in any way or even smiling (although her body was still draped over mine). I took that as a good sign that she was paying more attention.

"So we went to the pool and the flirting started. It was like a clichéd scene out of some porn movie. She asked me to put suntan lotion on her back. Her incredible, beautiful, wonderfully sculpted and richly tanned back. How could anyone have such light blonde hair and yet such a healthy brown yet slightly reddish tan? ... You see? I'm getting all aroused, just thinking about it! It's wrong. WRONG!"

"So what happened?" Mindy sat up on me some more, her worried look growing. But as she moved up, her thigh seemed to "accidentally" rub up and down my still erect dick. It took her a bit of such accidental rubbing before she settled into a new position. That frustrated me because I'd been hoping I would go flaccid soon. It wasn't right to have an erection while talking about the sexy things my daughter did.

I continued, "So I rubbed the suntan lotion into her back. And her legs. God, what legs! They go on for miles. So taut. So muscular. Perfection."

I realized with a start. "You see? She's got me all obsessed. It's not healthy." When my wife didn't reply, I continued, "Then she asked to do me. These were her exact words: 'Can I do you now? Or would you like to do me?' Talk about innuendo. She's almost as bad as you."

Between the pressure of Mindy's thigh on my trapped hard-on and recalling the way Michelle acted and looked tanning herself in the sun, my erection was throbbing almost painfully now. But I tried to purge those unwholesome thoughts, and griped, "She's an evil minx! Of course I said no. I always say no. I'm not going to let things go too far. No way, no how. I've never cheated on you and I never will! The very idea of adultery makes me ill, much less this kind of adultery! You know that, you know my passion for remaining loyal. There's nothing more important in my life than you. All the book popularity, all the money, the friends, the house, forget it! It's like paper in fire. Meaningless. Without you I would die."

She kissed me on the forehead tenderly and batted her eyelashes at me. "I know. That's why I love you so much. But what happened next?" Her blue eyes stared intently into my brown eyes from mere inches away, and the tips of our noses nearly touched.

"So then she went swimming. Fine. Great. No problem. I figured I could cool down from thinking about the possibility of her hands running all over me. ... NOT! She casually took her bikini top off, went to the edge of the diving board, and dove in topless! Without even asking me, mind you. Not that she was really wearing much of a bathing suit in the first place. She was wearing that little postage stamp thong bikini. You know the one I'm talking about, I'm sure. I mean, for crying out loud! I'm a male! Of course I'm going to react to that. Isn't that wrong, for her to go topless in front of me?"

Mindy brushed that off. "Oh, come on, she's been doing that for ages now. You should be used to it by now."

"I'm not! And that doesn't make it right. Anyway, so now I had the most exasperating raging hard-on. I was sweating. I was nervous. It was torture. I felt terrible!"

"And then?" Mindy started to get antsy and began to twitch her legs, which meant her thigh was inadvertently rubbing up against my erection, over and over. She was so absorbed in what I had to say that I didn't think she'd noticed what she was doing. Or maybe she did. There's never any way to tell with her.

"She swam for a while. Then I swam for a while. We read in the shade. I mean, it wasn't that bad; it wasn't like we were touching or anything. But she was topless the whole frickin' time! Our Michelle! This is no ordinary teen we're talking about here. We're talking about..." I didn't want to describe my daughter's breasts in words, so I paused and gripped the air with my hands as though I had just grown a rather massive pair of breasts on my own chest. "You know... THESE!"

Mindy's face was still so close to mine that she couldn't see what my hands were doing, but from the movement of my arms she could guess. "Yes. I see your point. Or should I say, points?" She giggled. My wife, close to the age of forty, is a well-respected businesswoman, but her sense of humor is truly irrepressible. Sometimes she acts more like a big kid than the high-powered career woman she is, even when I'm trying to be serious.

I frowned and tried to keep the mood somber. "To be honest, she's swam or walked around topless around me almost every afternoon lately, usually with Ruby in tow. Topless as well, of course! They say they're working on their tans. Sometimes they even take their bikini bottoms off too! True, they usually lie face down when doing that, but can you picture their two fantastic asses side by side, not to mention the rest of their nude bodies?!"

My wife frowned. "Hmmm. They've never done that around me. But then again, how else can they maintain their all-over tans? You have to admit they have impressive tans."

I griped, "That's not the point! They have to do that when I'm not around! There have been times I've caught them lying face UP! Totally naked! Of course I averted my eyes, but still. They go too far!"

"Honey, they're very keen on their tans. Just don't go outside when they're around."

"But it's summer and they're around and partially or totally naked ALL THE TIME! You don't know what it's like, since you're in the office from nine to five, or more. But I work from home. There's no escape for me. They don't stop when they're inside either. Michelle in particular, she's been constantly gallivanting around in all manner of thongs and underwear. Always with those giant torpedoes of hers freely swaying and bouncing. I never get used to it. It seems like whenever you're not around she finds some new excuse to walk around topless."

Mindy tilted her head to one side, now very curious about our daughter's antics. "Like what?"

"Like, she comes into my den almost every morning wearing nothing but high-cut lacy panties, asking me if I've seen her bikini. As if I'm the keeper of her bikini! No top! She just stands there with her big bare boobs bouncing around. One can hardly call her panties 'panties,' either. They're more like see-through thongs. And I'm always sitting at my desk and she always has to walk by as if it's deeper in the room somewhere, so..."

Mindy asked, "'So...' what? ... Oh, I get it. There's not much room to squeeze by, is there? I'll bet there's a lot of, 'Be careful, you can poke someone's eyes out with one of those things.' Right?"

"Yes. She practically shoves her wobbling torpedoes into my face like, well, like she wants me to suck! You know, on one of those ... things."

My wife suggested, "Nipples. Her erect nipples."

I nodded shamefully. "They're inches away. Inches! I mean, lately she's practically stopped any pretense. She just walks right up and pretty much just shoves them, well, you know..."

Mindy giggled. She seemed quite amused at how prudish I got when discussing my daughter's body. "So the torpedoes were launched from the submarine."

"Yes. Full-scale assault mode." I frowned. Michelle's breasts are hard to describe. Firm and high don't even begin to convey the way they practically assault you, they naturally jut out so far. I jokingly call them the "twin torpedoes," and Mindy naturally likes to play off of that conceit.

And if they're F-cups, then Ruby's must be E-cups. At least Ruby's don't jut out so much, but they're still firm and high and flawless, like you'd expect on a teenage centerfold.

Min joked further, "Watch out. If you get your usual big erection around her, you just might poke an eye out with that thing too."

I was exasperated at my wife's attitude. While she had a tendency to crack jokes at just about any time, our moods were rarely as out of sync as they were now. And then there was the problem that she was still constantly fidgeting about like she had a twitch in her leg she was trying to shake off, rubbing her thigh up and down against my stiff dick half the time. The insistent throbbing in my erection had almost stopped, but now it was back with a vengeance, especially after all this discussion of my daughter's incredible breasts.

But I still tried to take the high road. I said, in the most somber tone I could conjure up, "I've been wanting to tell you so badly, but I thought I could sort it out by having a serious talk with her and simply telling her not to do it. I've talked to both of them, actually, multiple times. But it doesn't do any good! You know how willful they are. They never listen!"

I sighed. "Every morning, when Shelle comes into my den wearing just her panties, I try to have a serious talk with her. Then I'd see her like that and she's SO drop dead gorgeous and I just can't put the words in my mouth to say no and then she smiles at me, that real sexy smile of hers and my heart melts like butter and-"

I was talking pretty fast all of a sudden and getting overheated as my frustrations poured out of me. I stopped and tried to collect myself.

Mindy calmed me down with another simple, "So what else happened with her today?"

"Oh. Right. So we ate lunch. Ruby had come over by then. Lately, they start in with the nude sunbathing right away. That gives them the excuse to come into the house in nothing but teeny tiny thongs. I swear, they might as well be completely nude. Especially in the back, their ass cheeks are completely uncovered. It's obscene! I have to repeatedly tell them to put their bikini tops back on when inside the house, but they never listen. The two Hellions are perfectly content to eat lunch with me completely topless."

As an aside, I should mention my wife and I frequently and semi-jokingly called Michelle and Ruby the "Hellions," the "Gruesome Twosome," and occasionally even "Satan's Hell Spawn," because they're always together and always getting into mischief.

I asked, "How can a man eat lunch when those twin sets of E-cup perfection are staring me in the face? Of course I had to tell them to dress decently."

"An F-cup and an E-cup, Honey. Michelle is an F-cup now. Ruby's the E-cup."

I noticed Mindy seemed unusually proud about our daughter's breast size, and even Ruby's. Aren't women supposed to get jealous about those kinds of things?

"Right. Well, that's even worse! I'd made the lunch. I had to tell them no bikini tops, no food. So thank God they finally put their tops back on and we ate lunch without too much trouble. I went to the den and resumed writing. I was going to write a big naval battle scene, but no. I was so worked up that I wrote this HUGE torrid romantic subplot instead, involving the first mate and the ship's female prisoner. So I kind of let all my feelings out like that for most of the afternoon and I was feeling a lot better by the time five o'clock rolled around. I got up to have a snack and Michelle was there in the kitchen, looking all sexy and curvy and sultry as usual, and still wearing that same damned blue bikini."

I practically cursed, "Damn that thing! She said she was going to the hot tub, so I joined her there. Ruby was there too, in her favorite red bikini. As soon as they had me in the tub, they took their bikini tops off. We sat and talked and had fun for about twenty minutes. Then we went inside and watched TV."

"That sounds harmless enough."

I sighed heavily. "That's because I left out one shameless detail. When we were in the hot tub, Michelle cuddled up on one side of me and Ruby cuddled up on the other. They pressed their bare breasts into my chest and said all kinds of arousing things! They made jokes about the large size of my penis! They were super affectionate and kept kissing me. Not on the lips, of course, but still. And worst of all, I didn't stop them! Hell, I knew what was going to happen even before I went into the hot tub, because this has become part of our daily ritual. But I actually look forward to it, that's how fucked up it's gotten!"

I looked at my wife plaintively. "I should have said something before, but I kept telling myself that I could stop them, that it was just a phase. But since summer began and they have so much free time, it's gotten exponentially worse!"

Mindy looked at me with a grave expression. She wasn't in a jokey mood anymore, it seemed. "I see. And then?"

"That's it. Ruby left, and then you came home a few minutes later."

I thought my wife was serious, but she smiled and giggled again. Her worries seemed to have dissolved. "Ah. I remember. You practically attacked me with your welcome-home kiss. If I wouldn't have gone straight upstairs under my own power, I think you would have carried me, or just taken me on the spot. You were unstoppable. The sex was fantastic! Mind blowing! And then again, just now, it was practically even better! Did Michelle get your motor running?"

I frowned, because I had to admit it was true. "Yeah. ... You can say that again. Her and Ruby."

"Is that why you've been fucking me to death every day I've come home for the last week plus? Mind you, I'm not complaining. I love it! If the Hellions teasing you gets you that horny for me, then I say let them keep teasing!"

I sighed heavily. "You don't understand. It's not just them walking around topless. It's practically adultery!"

She frowned. "What do you mean? Did anything else happen today that concerns you?"

"Well... Yes. The two willful Hellions, they got to talking about their bodies when we were in the hot tub. Specifically, their breasts. They know how much I love big breasts. With their upper bodies out of the water, they cupped their breasts and asked me which one of them had a better rack. Of course I couldn't say; I didn't want to hurt anyone's feelings."

Mindy said, "But Michelle's ARE a little better aren't they? They're significantly larger than even Ruby's giant gazongas. I'm happy with my D-cups, but Michelle's seem twice as big as mine, at least! And the way they jut out, completely defying gravity..."

I looked at my wife like she was crazy. "Are you listening to me?! You seem more interested in their boobs than my troubles."

"Sorry. That was completely inappropriate. Please continue."

"Speaking of completely inappropriate, they just kept on holding their breasts up and even caressing them, pinching their nipples and so on. They even offered me a feel. It was so wrong! I really should have brought this up with you before, before it got out of hand-"

"Has Michelle taken her bikini bottoms off inside the house too? Has she walked up to you totally naked?"

I noticed that Mindy was asking me the strangest questions - they seemed almost voyeuristic, more like pillow-talk than the concerned parental talk she should have been making. What's going on?! What's happened to my wife?! This is not how she should be reacting, at all! 




Chapter 2



I replied to Mindy's question if Michelle had been nude around me inside the house, "No, not per se, although I've seen her totally nude enough times lately." 

"How so?" It appeared that Mindy was starting to get concerned again.

I explained, "It seems every time I knock on her door, she says 'come in' but then she acts all surprised and she's either in the middle of undressing or just plain standing there naked. I tell you, it's a set up, every time. Not that it matters much anyway, because that cursed blue bikini is just about the same as being naked anyway. I can see everything, if you know what I mean. Then when it gets wet, I really CAN see everything! And then there are her white panties, which get so transparent when wet that it's not even funny. I can't help it, Sweetheart. Sometimes, I can't help but look down! We have to do something about the clothes she wears, and fast!"

Mindy swung her lower body off of me, which was a great relief because the way her leg was twitching against my erection still almost drove me to distraction. But then she started to draw the traces of various female panties on my hips, as if I was wearing them. "Dan, I agree. How about this kind of cut? Do you think she should wear this kind? Or what about this kind?" Her hands ran all around my groin. My erection was flopped up against my upper abdomen and kept getting in the way of her panty outlines, so she finally held it down with her other hand. That turned into a solid grip.

I knew she was just trying to playfully tease me some more, and the only strategy I'd been able to come up with over the years that had any hopes of derailing her was to try to play dumb and not encourage her. So I said, "Sweetheart, whatever shape of panties you think is best is fine with me. The important thing is the fabric. It can't be all thin and lacy. I can... I can see ... things!"

All of the sudden she looked right into my face with spooky eyes, and said in a frightened voice, "Can you see... dead people?"

I couldn't help but laugh at her reference to "The Sixth Sense" movie. It was great how she always made me laugh, but I wasn't in the mood.

So again I tried to keep the conversation on track. I decided to ignore the fact that her hard nipples were still pressed into my chest and her hand was tightly wrapped around my engorged dick, without even the silk sheet in the way this time. I soldiered on. "All day long, I'm trying to get things done in the den and she's either going to the pool, in the pool, by the pool, or coming from the pool. Usually Ruby is with her, or sometimes Ruby comes to tempt me on her own. Worse, they frequently have all their cute young friends over and they all cavort around the pool!"

I spat out the words, "Stupid, frigging pool," as if it was all the pool's fault.

Mindy said, "They're not really 'cute,' though, are they? More like 'sexy.' Since Michelle and Ruby are gorgeous, busty, and generally voluptuous, it's not surprising they have friends with the same types of bodies. Especially Anjali, Nina, and Lisa. The beautiful elite all hang together."

"I know!" I griped. "In OUR backyard. I get way too horny!"

"Just ignore them." Mindy was not only still holding onto my boner for no good reason, she was subtly stroking it!

I needed to address that, but first I had to respond to her comment. "I try to, believe me. But you know how my den has a perfect second-story view of the whole pool area? They're as close as the other side of this room. I can see and hear everything. They ALL get topless! And the way they talk! And preen and pose! It's as if they know I'm looking down at them through the Venetian blinds and they're cavorting just for my benefit! How on Earth am I supposed to get anything done?!"

Mindy smiled. She put on what we called her baby voice, the kind of voice you might use when talking to a two-year-old. "Poor baby. All those nubile eighteen-year-old girls with completely flawless, toned, tanned, curvy, slicked-up, squeezable, and sweaty bodies..." Suddenly her voice returned to normal and she deadpanned, "What was my point here?"

I couldn't help but grin. She was teasing me more and I loved it, even as I hated it. "I don't know. You're so damned lovable it's amazing I can talk at all."

"Nonsense. Keep going. You've got things well in hand... Or wait." She looked down to my crotch. "Maybe I do. What's this here?" She gave my erection a tight squeeze and giggled a bit more.

"Sweetheart, I, uh..." I had lost my train of thought. Especially since, after that tight squeeze, she began blatantly jacking me off! Looking at her sliding fingers, I complained, "You're playing with me, and in more ways than one. Is there some reason why your hand is sliding up and down my shaft right now?"

She looked down at my penis all innocently. "Sorry. It's just that it's so slippery from all the pre-cum that I can't keep a good grip."

I laughed at her single-mindedness. "And just why do you need to keep a good grip? Seriously, the way you're arousing me would be great at any other time, but I'm really dead serious."

"Oops, you're dead? Then is my stroking some kind of necrophilia? Oooh! Icky!" She paused, and after I laughed at that, she said, "Sorry. Please forgive me. Maybe we should discuss this another time. It's just that I was so randy to begin with and then I got all worked up when we started to talk and now I'm seriously horny. You know what happens when I'm seriously horny, don't you?"

I did. She was unstoppable. She turned into a sex maniac until she got her satisfaction. I thought about this and decided that we should pick up the topic another time, but then I realized that it might greatly soften the blow to talk about these things when she was in heat. That was much better than having her get all pissed off.

So I said, "I do. But this is so hard for me to bring up, I've been trying to get this off my chest for weeks. Let me just finish what I have to say and then we'll see about scratching your itch."

"Okay. Again, I'm sorry. It's just that... Michelle's behavior is a bit of a concern, sure. She's family. And Ruby's is too, because she's pretty much family too. But then you started talking about their friends and how they tease you, and that excites me! What's the harm in that? They have fun running around topless, and then I come home and you fuck the shit out of me! It sounds like a win-win all around!"

I growled impatiently, "It's not JUST the friends. Michelle and Ruby are always there too! The whole thing has reached a danger point. That's why I have to come clean!"

She looked serious again, although she still kept jacking me off. "Okay. Please go on. You were talking about the difficulty of getting things done. But you told me how you've been writing a lot this last week. And I'm sure it's good. Your stuff is always good."

"Yeah, I suppose, but it's all sex scenes! I swear, I'm supposed to be writing a rollicking eighteenth-century sea adventure, a jolly good yarn, and instead I'm writing a triple-X-rated porn novel that just happens to have an ocean setting. It's ridiculous!"

Mindy laughed. I loved the sound of her laughter - it radiated joy. She said sarcastically, "I'm sure you'll have a real hard time selling that book. People just HATE reading about sexy adventures." She pointed out, "You know the sexiness has always been one thing that's made your books sell so well."

"Hmmm. That may be so, Their teasing may even be giving me a creative spark, but it's driving me crazy! Crazy! I'm so filled with ... urges!"

"Oh. Good. I was afraid you were going to say 'gas.'"

I couldn't help laughing again. "Miiiindy! Stop it! Have you heard one word I've said?"

"No, not really," she kidded, while pumping on my boner. Or at least I thought she was kidding. "Wait, you mentioned something about how Michelle and Ruby are getting you hotter than an oven on the surface of the sun, then I come home from work and you attack me like a crazed epileptic monkey the minute I step in the door and we rut half the night away, every night. Damn, now that I think about it, I should send them thank you cards!"

"Sweetheart, please. I'll admit it's had its side benefits, but they're going too far! Especially Michelle. We're talking about our daughter practically coming on to me!"

"Practically?" she snickered.

"Okay, full-on coming on to me. It's so very wrong!" Squeeze, squeeze, squeeze. Her hand sliding over my shaft made it far too difficult to think.

"But you'd never do anything physical with her, would you?" For some reason, her face still seemed more mischievous than concerned. It seemed she still failed to understand my crisis.

"No! Of course not! I would never ever touch her in that way in a million years! It would be a complete betrayal of our eighteen years of parenting her, to say nothing of our marriage. There's no way in hell I'd touch a hair on her head with that kind of intent."

"I know, Honey. You had me worried at first, but this is just harmless kid's stuff. Remember that time last summer when we went as a family to a nude beach?" Her hand had gone from an up-and-down stroking to an even more arousing corkscrew move. My erection was practically soaked with pre-cum now, so she was sliding her fingers even faster on it in a most maddeningly lovely way.

"Yeah. And I hated it," I said, trying to sound sullen despite what her hands were doing.

"I know you did."

My thoughts went back to that day. Mindy wanted me to go in an attempt to get me to start to overcome my sexual hang-ups. But not only did seeing other guys look at my wife fill me with rage, but there was also the behavior of our daughters. Nicky, our oldest by one year, is very shy about her body. She refused to even go topless, and spent most of the time in the ocean for good measure, to avoid being looked at. I couldn't handle going nude either, especially with my two daughters there, and I compromised by wearing a revealing Speedo.

But Michelle loves showing off. She went completely nude, like my wife did. To make matters worse, she was extremely excitable and stuck to my side like glue the whole time. Ruby came with us, and she also went completely nude and stuck near me. Oftentimes, they were pinned to me on either side.

Incredibly, I managed to avoid getting a good glimpse at their shaved pussies. But it was a constant, awkward battle with the two of them seemingly always underfoot. I sure saw plenty of the rest of them, though! And it seemed they always had me putting suntan lotion on them. I had to endure the leering looks of men staring at them too. The whole experience was practically traumatic for me.

I said, "That experience was just too freaky. I especially couldn't handle seeing other guys look at you."

Mindy replied, "I know, which is why I've never asked to go back. But I kind of enjoyed it," she admitted with a slight shrug.

I said, "Now that I think about it, that was really the beginning. Once we came back, Michelle and Ruby were much more brazen. I think that trip gave them the wrong idea. We never should have gone there."

She said, "Live and learn. As far as getting stared at in the nude, you know I would never, ever, cheat on you. But sometimes, when a man looks at a woman and shows with his eyes that he likes what he sees, it makes her feel good. Even getting admiring glances from other women can give me a nice little confidence boost. Harmless stuff! But my point is, lots of families go to nude beaches. In comparison, toplessness is no big deal. So what?"

Her hand started to slide even faster up and down my slicked-up erection. I knew that she had more than 'kind of' enjoyed the nude beach trip, and merely talking about it right now had gotten her even more aroused than she already was. Funnily enough, now that I thought about it, she hadn't seemed to pay any attention to the looks from other men when they tried to check out her pussy and the racing stripe of blonde hair she kept neatly trimmed above it. She'd always looked at me and our daughters and carried on about how helpless she was, and how I'd forced us all to strip, when I had been the one who'd opposed the idea of the trip loudest of all.

In retrospect, the entire trip had been very strange.

I was very sensitive to the issue of cheating, and the idea of other men looking at her set me off. "Never cheat on me? Do I have to remind you of the Christmas Party Incident?"

That, finally, spilled the ice bucket. She frowned and gave me a very annoyed look. The handjob came to a sudden halt and the whole mood between us changed. I'd brought up the dreadful Christmas Party Incident. Again. It was such a big deal that it deserved to be capitalized.

The Christmas Party Incident happened a year and a half before. It had been such a traumatic shock to our relationship that I hadn't been able to completely let go of it since.

Mindy and I had been at a fairly typical Christmas party and were drinking a lot and having a good time. We got particularly close to this one couple we'd never met before, the Jensens. I normally never look at other women, but even I couldn't help but notice what a looker the wife was. It turns out they were into partner swapping.

Mindy got to talking with Delilah Jensen while I talked to her husband Matt. He and I were discussing some fairly innocuous things (he'd brought up swinging in a roundabout way, but I resolutely avoided the topic), when Mindy and Delilah walked up to me. Out of the blue, my fairly drunk wife said, "Delilah and I have been talking about this wife-swapping idea, and it sounds great. She wants the two of us to come to their place for a very intimate party next Saturday, and I said yes!"

That completely floored me. To put it mildly, I immediately told the Jensens no, and that was the end of that. They at least had the tact to politely withdraw and not pursue the issue. Then Mindy and I went home and had a huge row about it. Even though nothing ever happened with the Jensens, my trust in my wife suffered a serious blow. I love sex and I thought I'd kept her very sexually satisfied, but it seems I'd thought wrong.

Apparently, our sex life over the years had gotten "a little boring," as she put it a few days later. That comment caused an even bigger fight. I was appalled that she wanted to swap partners, even if she was drunk when she made the suggestion. Actually, this was hardly the first such suggestion. Strangely enough, she'd been trying to hook me up with another woman for years. I always said no to that as well, because I knew that would open up a very dangerous can of worms. Now I was extremely glad I had, because it seemed she had used the idea of me sleeping with another woman as a lure so she could sleep with other men.

I'd thought that we'd had a dream marriage until that incident, but afterwards, things got a lot rockier. Given that she got so very keen on getting fucked whenever she became aroused, I seriously worried about her cheating on me. It took us about six months to get our relationship back on track. Then, a few months after things had gotten better, one night I came to bed and told her I didn't want to have sex as I had a headache, and I heard her mutter, "Well, that's a relief!" That led to even more trouble.

As I thought about all of this, Mindy said to me, "Let's forget the damn Christmas Party Incident and look at cause and effect." The increasingly sexy mood had been shattered and her hand withdrew from my now flaccid penis. She sat up next to me.

I had to sit up too, to maintain good eye contact.

"Yes, Honey, I know what you're thinking. I'm not going to take back the 'a little boring' comment. It's not that you're a bad lover, Dan, not at all. Far from it! You're fantastic! You're practically locally famous for both the size of your dick and what you do with it. And yes, I do boast about you to my friends. But we've been married twenty years. We dated and were screwing each other every chance we got for two years before that, even. You took my cherry at sixteen and I've never known another man. I've never even kissed another man on the lips. I'm stating, for the record, that I have absolutely NO desire to! So read my pussy lips: YOU are the one and only man for ME!"

She went on, "But, with that being said... I've calculated it and we've had sex on at least ten thousand different times, at a bare minimum, over these past twenty-two years together. Ten thousand! We've done it in every position, every location, every role-play fantasy ever invented. Or at least the things you'll allow us to do, which doesn't include anal sex, but that's another story. The fact is, even the most incredible meal starts to lose a little of its luster after you've eaten it ten thousand times."

This started to get me angry, which at least had the beneficial side-effect of making me temporarily forget my tortured and frustrated sexual feelings for my daughter and her best friend.

Mindy went on, "I want you to understand that that's not a knock on you and your prowess; it's just understanding the landscape we both happen to be standing in after coming all this way. Denying it gets us nowhere, since these happen to be the facts. You're great in bed, Dan, but you've also become 'a little boring,' if only because we've done everything so many times already."

She didn't miss the scowl that flashed across my face, but before I could get my two cents in, she continued, "Look, the truth is that I just don't have the same sex drive as you do, and that's a fact. Even when we were teenagers, you were insatiable and I was the one who always had to cry uncle."

"Well, you seemed pretty insatiable tonight. I could hardly carry on a serious conversation."

She was a bit peeved and fixed me with a stern glare. "Will you let me finish? In the last month or so especially, you've been on fire! We've been doing it every night, just like the old days, and it's been some of the best sex ever. I'd been suspecting that something must have been inspiring you, and to be frank, I'm SO relieved that it's only Michelle and Ruby and not some outside woman trying to steal you from me. I'd suspected their teasing was the cause all along or I would have been really worried and confronted you about it. Is it safe to say that your recent boundless enthusiasm for getting me in the sack is all due to them and no one else?"

"Yes," I admitted sheepishly. "Well, the Gruesome Twosome plus their friends always hanging around the pool. But mostly the two of them."

Mindy nodded. "That's understandable. Their friends are beautiful, sure, but the two of them are ridiculously sexy and curvy. But... is there anybody else turning you on, maybe a little more mature? What about Cindy, for instance?"

Cindy was Ruby's mother. She was a total stunner, which was no big surprise given her genetic relation to Ruby. Sometimes I couldn't help but look at Cindy and fantasize. But I honestly said, "I haven't seen much of her in the past few weeks."

My wife nodded. "Anyone else?"

I hastened to add, "There's you, of course! Nobody can top you. You know all those things you were saying about how gorgeous our youngest daughter is? It's all true, because it's in the genes. She's practically your clone. Same penetrating, narrow eyes. Same hourglass figure. Same busty chest. Same fantastic ass. Same long blonde hair. She reminds me so much of how you looked when you were that age that it's disturbing. It's like she got all of your genes and none of mine, and some of my genes went into our brunette daughter Nicky instead. And of course I love to look at you. Every time I look at you I fall in love with you, all over again."

She laughed. "I know you do, because every night you want to make love to me like it's our first time. But that can get tiring! You work here at home, sleep in every morning, and get to kick back all day. But I have to get up early and spend the day cooped up in an office. I always have a big sleep deficit. I'm running around all day, working late. I get tired. But these last weeks - Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! You've really outdone yourself. The sex has been fantastic. If this is what happens when Michelle and Ruby flirt with you, then let them flirt, dammit! They do all the work, and I get all the benefit! That's why I'm taking this so lightly. This is one of the best things to happen to us in a long time. It's been like our second honeymoon."

"But Sweetheart. You still don't get it. It may be good for YOU that I get so sexually charged up, but what about me? I get really stressed out. I worry about freely touching them, and kissing them, and... worse. To be honest, I can't even masturbate to deal with it because they're liable to barge in wherever I am at any time. Shelle especially doesn't know the meaning of the word 'privacy.' I'm basically horny all day long with no relief in sight, at least until you come home."

"Hey. Don't talk to me about stress. You don't even know the meaning of the word, Mr. Should I Sleep in Until Ten or Eleven Today?"

She had a good point about that. Her job kept her exceptionally busy and it just got worse every year as her importance grew. Still, I complained, "True. But you could cut your hours if you wanted to. It's not like we're hurting for money. You're always saying you're tired. So tired. 'Not tonight, Honey, I have a headache.' I've heard that cliché so many times that the next time I want to make love to you I should come to the bedroom wearing a giant aspirin pill costume."

She smiled. "I haven't been saying that lately, have I? Since this Michelle and Ruby inspired 'second honeymoon' of the past weeks, I think I've been pretty darn eager."

"That's true. But that's probably because I'm so crazy horny that I think you take pity on me."

She said, "Not true. My work is important to me, Honey. It gives me purpose. I promise, with the way you've been making love lately, you don't have to worry about me saying I have a headache for a long time to come. They may have to wheel me to the hospital as I collapse from sheer exhaustion, but I can't say no. You're on fire!"

I replied, "I appreciate your work, but I miss you. You keep talking about cutting your pay so your company can afford to give you an assistant, which would enable you come home earlier in the evenings, but you never do. Would you do it? For me? Please? I need you now."

"Honey! You've never directly asked me before; you've only suggested. I had no idea you felt that strongly. Of course! I'll put the paperwork in first thing tomorrow. If you want me to quit altogether, I'll do that too. It's true we have enough money now, thanks mostly to you and your best sellers."

"No, don't quit altogether. That would be too selfish of me. Your work gives you so much satisfaction."

She smiled in a kittenish manner as she walked her nails across my chest. "But you give me more satisfaction than any day job, man o' mine. Far from this Michelle and Ruby thing being a problem for us, this could be a solution to all the sex problems we've had since the Christmas Party Incident. I say, let it happen, and keep happening. You three lovebirds have all the fun you want. Just stay within reasonable bounds. Let them get you excited during the day and then give me your hot, pent-up passion every night."

I thought, "Reasonable bounds?" What does THAT mean exactly? None of their behavior lately has been reasonable! 

She teased, "You're gonna regret having me around for a couple more hours every night because I'm going to up and fuck you to death!"

I was completely shocked with the whole way this conversation had gone. I'd expected a big problem, a big row, maybe even another major drama on the level of our Christmas Party Incident troubles. Instead, she'd laughed and taken it lightly, and then told me this. And she'd agreed to make a major change in her work hours like it was nothing at all.

On one hand, I was relieved that she seemed to take things so well. Maybe I WAS overreacting with my overheated imagination, after all. But, on the other hand, I was disappointed. I had rather hoped that she would tell me to call an immediate halt to the flirting. I looked forward to her giving the Gruesome Twosome a serious talking to that would put a diplomatic end to the whole thing. Instead, she gave her stamp of approval to the idea that even our youngest daughter would be putting the moves on me. I was not only shocked, I was frightened by the implications.

I said, "Sweetheart, I don't know if that's such a good idea. We're playing with fire here. I think maybe you should talk to them."

"Honey, I LIKE the idea of playing with fire! What did you think the whole Christmas Party Incident was about? I didn't want to cheat on you. I wanted us to do something TOGETHER, within sight of each other at all times, that would spice up our love life. Involving other people is dangerous, yes, but danger is sexy. To be honest, I'm a bit disturbed by Michelle flirting with you - Ruby I don't mind so much because there's no real incest potential there. But I've known it's been going on for some time, and I'm so glad you finally spilled the beans to me. That means our relationship is still solid. I would expect nothing less, because I love you as much as anyone can love another."

She paused as if steeling herself to say something difficult. "I'll be completely honest too. Frankly, the whole idea turns me on a bit. I can admit it. The idea of other woman teasing you like that gets me horny. When it came to the Jensens it wasn't about me making love with Matt. Hell, I specifically picked them as a couple to test the idea out on you because I wasn't really attracted to him. You have to admit he looked like Danny de Vito and Delilah looked like Lauren Bacall. I would have been beyond excited just to sit there and watch you make love to Delilah."

She continued, "How many times have I thrown around the idea of bringing in another woman so we could take turns making love to you? We've been doing sexual fantasy role-plays about that for years! But it's always just a fantasy. Even though most guys would KILL for a threesome with another woman, what do you always say? You said it wasn't fair, it wasn't even, so I thought this would be even."

I hugged her. "Sweetheart, it's not the question of being even or not. You know my real issues."

I didn't have to say them out loud. She knew full well that I was positively petrified by the idea of marital infidelity.

One day when I was twelve, my mother, sister, and I came home only to find my father energetically fucking a strange woman right in the middle of our living room. And I do mean fucking - I don't use that vulgar word lightly. They were so into it that they didn't hear us come in. They wouldn't have heard a freight train coming, the way they were carrying on. That sight was traumatic. But even worse, my father up and left with the other woman. He walked out the door with her, right then and there!

Yet, even though he'd cheated on her and broke her heart, my mother never stopped loving him. She kept making the most pathetic attempts to get back together with him. We were broke and miserable for years. My mother never did remarry and has remained so sad ever since that it broke my heart too. She's in a retirement home today, and whenever I see her melancholy face it tears me up all over again. I blamed it all on my cheating father.

Sure, I'll eye an attractive stranger from time to time; sometimes I can't help it. But to me, the prospect of committing adultery really seems about as serious and sinful to me as committing murder. I just couldn't do it, not even if my wife practically threw a gorgeous woman like Delilah Jensen at me.

With that always in the back of my mind, I gave her some of my typical reasons. "Sure, I fantasize about a threesome from time to time. Probably every male does. But in reality it's far too dangerous. You never know what's going to happen. Maybe I'd become obsessed with the other woman. Maybe she'd turn out to be psycho. Maybe there's a man who doesn't know and finds out and wants to murder somebody. Maybe she spreads a sexual disease. Or she becomes pregnant. No birth control method is 100% foolproof. There are all kinds of possibilities and I don't want to take a chance of losing you, even if it's just an extremely slim chance. I. Love. MY. Wife!"

She replied, "Right. And I love that you love me that much and are so protective of me that you'd even forgo acting out your fantasies in real life. But with Michelle and Ruby, we can have our cake and eat it too! We get the excitement of something new, but it's completely safe. Nothing is going to happen like what happened to your mother. In fact, nothing is going to happen at all except for some harmless teasing, if that's what you want. It's still just a fantasy, except acted out in real life a little more. That turns me on."

"But Sweetheart! This is incest we're talking about. Incest! Craziness! This is MICHELLE! Our sweet little baby girl. And Ruby! That's almost incest because she's basically family. You know how I think of her as our third daughter!"

"Dan, it's not like you're going to screw them. Come on! The very fact that it's Michelle and Ruby ensures that things won't get serious. We're just talking about teasing. They get you hot, running around topless or whatever, and I get the reward in bed at night. I don't even mind if you touch them and they touch you. Just stay within reasonable bounds."

I gave her an incredulous look, because I couldn't believe what I was hearing.

She went on, "You're such a good and upright and moral man that I know you'll never go too far beyond your own limits. You can do your Walter Mitty fantasizing all you like, but when it comes down to brass tacks I'm confident you're never going to cheat on me, especially with your own daughter or her best friend. I tell you, it's win-win all around. I'm already starting to regret when they'll go to college next year, because I know this year is going to be the hottest, sexiest year we've ever had, with the two of them fueling your lust all the time."

"But Sweetheart. How do you KNOW what'll happen? There's no telling what can happen in the heat of the moment. I just might lose all control. Especially with Michelle. What if she pushes me over the edge and I actually end up having sex with my very own daughter?!"

She snorted. "Yeah. Right. Dan, you've got such a big adultery hang-up that you're more likely to blow up a police station."

"It's dangerous! I don't have a 'hang-up,' okay? I'm a loving, loyal husband. How is that a hang-up? Besides, if you remember, I blew up a fire station that one time, so you never know."

She laughed at my joke. "Dan, you're a great lover. Most wives I talk to, their husbands lie on top of them - wham bam, thank you ma'am - five minutes later and they're done. But you go on for hours, practically. You can cum again and again. You make me cum so many times I lose count. And although you're perhaps the best endurance trainer a woman could ever have, let me tell you it is frigging exhausting!"

She went on, "But variety is the spice of life. I'll admit this Michelle and Ruby stuff is a little bit weird, maybe even a lot weird. But after 10,000-plus times of sex, we need something new! If this is how we're going to get some new excitement in our love life, then I'm all for it. Already, these last few weeks have been amazing. I don't mind going to work completely exhausted every morning if you send me to the stars every night. In fact, that's what I'm going to do with the extra time from my reduced hours: sleep and recover from your most excellent love making."

I was stumped. I truly was feeling tortured lately, thanks to all the teasing. Our daughter was so gorgeous, so inhumanly sexy and curvy, that it seemed downright cruel for her to have a heterosexual father. Ruby was every bit as tempting, with a remarkably similar body. Eighteen-year-olds aren't supposed to be that voluptuous already! My defenses were slowly breaking down, which caused my stress to go up and up.

Normally I was more than capable of taking care of any problem on my own. I should have been more forceful with Michelle especially, since she's the ringleader. But she knows how to press my buttons even better than my wife does (which was in some ways truly frightening).

"All right," I said. "I'll think about it. But you HAVE to talk to Michelle and Ruby. Tell them... Well, I don't know what, but tell them something so they don't go too far! And just what does it mean, anyway, this 'reasonable bounds' thing of yours?" Since my wife worked with legal documents and business contracts in her job, she was very big on precisely defining terms.

She winked at me and gave me a curious look. "It means just that. Reasonable."

"But how far is too far?"

"Wouldn't you like to know?" She laughed, but it was a kind laugh. She saw my frustration, and added, "Honey, I'm just yanking your chain. I trust you completely. I trust you with my life. You're a much more moral and upright person than I am. You're this strange combination of passionately sexual while still being intensely moral. And I love it, even though your limitations are frustrating at times. Whatever you think is reasonable is fine with me. For instance, if YOU think it's fine for you to caress their huge racks and even rub your face in them, then that's okay by me."

I felt a sudden surge of lust as I imagined doing just that. I could feel my penis quickly engorging. "My God! You're giving me a complete green light to do ... things ... to my own daughter and her best friend!"

"No, not ANY thing. It's just that I know you're a far better restrainer of your own behavior than I'll ever be. But the ambiguity, the thought you COULD go too far, is part of what turns me on about this. In my fantasies, you always DO go too far with her. Both of them, but especially Michelle!"

That took my breath away. "But I really could! You don't know how tempting Michelle can get! And Ruby's pretty much just as bad!"

For some reason, the fact that Mindy and Michelle looked so similar really struck home at that moment. I felt as if I was sitting naked in my bed talking to Michelle after having made love to her. That caused my dick to suddenly get as stiff as an iron bar. The only major differences were that Michelle wore her blonde hair all the way down to the top of her rear, she had a darker tan, and Mindy wore glasses when she read, which was much of the time due to her legal work.

Mindy just laughed again. Then she looked down and saw a little tent rise in the sheets over my crotch, and laughed some more.

I plaintively asked, "What if I lose control and Michelle ends up giving me a blowjob? It could happen. I'm dead serious!"

"There you go with the necrophilia again. Always with the dead bodies."

"Hey! Really! What if something like that happens with her?"

She shrugged.

"You don't mind if my own daughter gives me a blowjob?!"

She shrugged again, as if she really didn't care one way or the other.

I was beyond incredulous. I thought a kiss on the lips was going way too far! I wailed in disbelief, "Or with Ruby? What about Ruby?! Surely that would bother you just as much as Michelle?!"

"Neither of them really bother me. Anyone else, yes, but not them. A blowjob isn't really sex, if it's between family. Now, if you start fucking them, I might begin to worry."

"WHAT?!" I felt like I'd fallen into the Twilight Zone. There were so many things wrong with her comments that I didn't know where to begin. But I was also distraught that my traitorous boner was only getting more excited.

She spoke calmly, like we were discussing what to make for dinner, "Like I'm telling you, whatever you think is reasonable, that's fine by me. That doesn't mean I think the same rules should apply to me, no siree. You have a special situation here, and I'm sure you need some relief. I imagine you and your hand are getting to know each other pretty well in the middle of the day. Am I right?"

"Not really... I told you how hard it is to find privacy for that. But... Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! What are you saying here?! Are you saying I can have an orgasm with..."

But she was on a different wavelength, getting more and more excited. "Tell me again all the things you could do! Tell me all the things Michelle makes you want to do! And what do you want to do to Ruby? Tell me in great detail!" She suddenly flopped onto me and nibbled my neck. I could read her signs well and I knew she was very aroused again. She added in a sultry voice, "I don't want to just yank your chain, let me yank something else of yours!"

For some reason, after the initial shock of what she'd said, I felt strangely okay about all this. I guess lust for the two Hellions was driving my emotions. I wasn't about to go have oral sex with them or anything like that, but at least she knew the full truth and she wasn't mad. The teasing games with my Hellions could continue. I wasn't really upset about that. In fact, it downright thrilled me, if she didn't mind!

I kissed her. "You're strange, you know that? One minute I'm Mr. Boring in bed and the next minute I'm Mr. Excitement."

"I keep telling you: variety is the spice of life. This Michelle and Ruby teasing stuff is new and exciting." She looked at me intensely, with a curious fiery excitement in her eyes. "I have a good feeling that this is all going to work out somehow. In fact, I'll bet your life is going to get a lot better. A LOT better!"

I didn't know what to say to that. What was she talking about? It was as if she WANTED me to have some very intimate sexual fun with the two of them! This couldn't be, could it?!

She said, "I like to imagine you sorely tempted and completely losing control. I get a kick out of picturing Michelle naked and on her knees, bobbing on your great big shaft, while Ruby sits by, waiting her turn!"

"NO!"

"It's true! Look, forbidden fruit is always the most tempting. Consider what kinds of pornography are the most popular. It's always where some taboo is broken, where something naughty and even wicked happens. The more outrageous, the better! Hell, to be completely honest, the idea of you slipping inside of her in a moment of passion actually makes me shiver. Whenever I think about it at work I get the biggest panty stain!"

"You've been thinking about this already?! Me? Having sex with our daughter?!"

"Not just her. With Ruby too, for instance."

My head spun in disbelief. "How often do you think about this?!"

"Dan? Hello? Reality check here. These are fantasies. Fantasies! When have you ever lost control with another woman in your LIFE? If you ever so much as kissed another woman on the lips, I think I'd have a heart attack." She seized up and clutched at her left breast, feigning a heart seizure. "Dan! This is the big one! Call the ambulance!"

She flopped around like a fish in such a funny manner that I burst out with laughter. It almost made me forget just how close I felt like losing all control with Michelle and/or Ruby sometimes.

She recovered and sat back up. "Let's enjoy a little teasing and a little fantasizing while it lasts, then when it's over we'll find something else exciting to replace it. I still have the Jensens' phone number, you know."

She deliberately teased me with that last comment, as she knew I still loathed the whole swinging idea. As much as the idea of my sleeping with another woman disturbed me, the thought of Mindy sleeping with another man disturbed me much, much more. It could literally make me break out into a cold sweat. Mindy was my life, my foundation, and my soul mate, and the thought of losing her was too painful to contemplate. I joked, "Just for that comment, I'm not even going to call the waaaaambulance."

While I tried to blow it off with a joke, she could see how distressed the phone number reference made me. She said in her baby voice, "Awww, I'm sorry, Honey. I take it back. Your naughty wife has made you sad. She's going to have to make it up to you in a big, big, big, BIG way."

With the first "big" her hands found my erect dick. As she said each additional "big," she slowly slid her hands down my eight inches, and then back up again. Then she gave it a tight yet playful squeeze with the last "big."

She suddenly dropped down under the covers, but I could still hear her talking. "Mindy's cunt is still sore from your drilling all evening. But what else can little Mindy do to take your mind off of that nasty phone number? Let me see. What's this thing? Dan, did you leave the baseball bat in the bed again? No, it's warm. Hmmm. Damn, it's huge, though. Will it fit in my mouth? Mmmm. Looks like it just might..."

I closed my eyes and succumbed to the sensations of her blowjob. She really knew what to do with her tongue. But even as she blew me, my mind was confused. I thought of her, but thought of Michelle too. Their faces were so similar that Mindy's face morphed into Michelle's, and then back again, over and over. One and then the other expertly sucked my dick.

But finally, at the end, as I started to feel a climax coming on, the face became crystal clear and all I saw was Michelle.

I groaned as the rush of the impending cum welled up inside me. I thought, This is not good. Not good at all! 




Chapter 3



When I woke up the next morning, I reached for Mindy before I even opened my eyes, but she wasn't there. That didn't surprise me, because I figured she had already left for work. She woke up before me the vast majority of the time. Her company had forced her to keep long hours, usually from eight in the morning until six or seven at night. She had good reason to be tired when she got home. I, on the other hand, am somewhat of a lazy bones in the morning. Since I do all my work from home, writing novels in my den, I can set my own hours. I'm rarely awake before ten.

However, I realized with a start that it was Sunday, not Monday. Where's Mindy?! She should sleep in with me. I love it when we make love slow and easy on Sunday mornings before going to church. But then I realized with another start that she'd told me yesterday she had plans to visit her sister Erica, who lives in Santa Barbara. It's a good hour-and-a-half drive from our place south of Newport Beach, and that's if you don't get stuck in traffic. So she'd left early and probably wouldn't be back until late, to make the most of the day.

That meant I'd be here all day with just Michelle and Ruby. I had very mixed emotions about that. Now that summer vacation had just begun, I knew Michelle would get on pretty much the same schedule as me. One perk I enjoy during her summer vacation is that she often cooks breakfast for me and then we eat breakfast together. Ruby usually comes over later in the morning, after she has breakfast with her mother Cindy.

I tried to go back to sleep, but without much success. I drifted in and out of consciousness and tossed and turned. Probably I was feeling anxious about what the day would bring with my two sexy and troublesome Hellions.

Michelle came bounding into my room at ten-thirty and jumped on my bed with a joyous, "Morning, Daddy!" She generally did that if she was home and I wasn't up by ten-thirty. But only recently had she started doing it wearing her pajamas.

And what pajamas they were! They looked like some kind of harem costume from The Arabian Nights. The top covered all of her arms but left her midriff exposed, while the bottoms widened out at the bottom like Turkish pants. But the most distinctive feature was their semi-transparency. From certain angles they looked quite solid, but from other angles, depending on the light, they were practically invisible. And she wore no underwear underneath!

I hadn't actually opened my eyes yet, but I knew what she had to be wearing. She'd just bought those pajamas a week before, along with some other similarly scandalous clothing, and she'd been wearing them every morning since. Just in the mornings, mind you. Naturally, she slept nude, on silk sheets no less. No doubt to drive me even crazier.

A simple "Good morning, time for breakfast!" would have awoken me soon enough, especially since she cooks the most wonderful breakfasts. But no. As had become the tradition since school let out last week, she woke me with a tickle attack.

I felt completely helpless because I was so exhausted from fucking my wife the night before. I raised my hands to cover my head and protect myself from her assault.

That gave her a great opening to tickle-attack my armpits.

I moaned "No!" and rolled over, hoping she'd go away and let me rest for a few more minutes. I was still in denial that I might have to wake up, and I kept my eyes closed.

Michelle tends to get what she wants. When I think of her, the words "barely controllable" come to mind. Her older sister Nicky has always been a model child, but Michelle has been headstrong and willful pretty much since she was in the crib. It got so bad that we eventually resorted, in desperation, to regularly spanking her for her many misdeeds, but even that didn't work. And now that she was a ravishing beauty, and she knew it, the situation was twice as bad as before.

Ruby is her "right hand man," and also takes full advantage of her own beauty and charm. When the two of them team up, which is most of the time, they're basically unstoppable!

My failure to aggressively respond to Michelle's tickling was a foolish mistake. If you give an inch with her, she takes a mile. She kept at it mercilessly, tickling me everywhere. She knew my ribs were sensitive to her tickles, so she pulled down my covers enough to expose them. I tried to cover myself up like a turtle, keeping my arms at my sides to protect my ribs and my armpits.

"Time to get up, Dad," she said while in the middle of her tickle-fest. "Rise and shine."

"Mmmgghphhf." My face was mashed into my pillow, which at least gave me a thankful respite from having to look in her direction and see her pajamas. Not only is my daughter mouth-wateringly beautiful in every way, driving a good, moral father like myself to near insanity with her body, but she has one unusual feature that her harem pajamas strongly emphasize: those damned twin torpedoes.

True, the fact that a slender eighteen-year-old girl like her would have such fulsome F-cup breasts is in itself remarkable. But that's not what really gets me. After all, her boobs are only two sizes larger than her mother Mindy's, and I can play with those any time. No, what kills me is the way those torpedoes completely defy gravity. They stick straight out, and I do mean straight out.

Until about a year ago, I'd never seen her topless, and I assumed that much or most of that effect was caused by some kind of especially wondrous Wonder-bra. But I was wrong. The first time I saw her take off her bikini top, during the nude beach trip last summer, I assumed her boobs would fall as the top pulled away. But no. No sag whatsoever. It's odd, but VERY arousing.

I've seen every Playboy centerfold going back to the 1950's issues, and I've never seen anything quite like it. She constantly looks like she's about to fall over because those large orbs sit so high up on her chest and jut so far out, but of course she never does. And somehow she manages to be graceful and athletic even with those twin peaks rocketing off her chest. (Although there are limits to how well she can do with sports given she effectively has two basketballs attached to her chest!)

Getting back to my point, it was almost more than I could take to see those twin torpedoes in her harem pajama top. On any normal girl, the pajamas would have covered all of her rack. But they weren't designed for someone with such a bountiful pair of F-cups, much less such a jutting duo. As a result, there wasn't much fabric below the nipples. I could see the entire underside of her boobs if she was above me, like she usually was with these tickle attacks. And then she'd move, and the light would hit her pajamas at the right angle and they'd become transparent, as if by magic. The truth was, I could clearly see her pinkish nipples most of the time no matter what the lighting was.

It was really too much. I hadn't even opened my eyes yet, but already I had an erection that could pound a hole through the Earth all the way to China. Meanwhile, she was laughing and giggling and taunting me, tickling me everywhere. I could feel her extremely long blonde hair on my skin here and there, brushing me like a thousand small and maddeningly arousing paintbrushes. I heard her say, "So, you're gonna play that game, eh? Well, if you're gonna cover up all your tickly spots I'm just going to have to find some new ones!"

Then, with a great whoosh, I heard and felt the covers get yanked off of me. This was bad. This was really bad. She knew I slept in the nude, and as a result she'd never done this before. At least I was turned over in a defensive turtle-like stance, so all she could see was my bare butt instead of my erection. But still, I was pissed.

I finally opened my eyes and turned my head. I saw her brilliant blue eyes staring right into mine from close up. She was smiling and having a ball. I glanced down and confirmed that she was wearing her sexy harem pajamas. Damn!

"SHELLE!" That's my nickname for her, a name that I'm the only one she'll allow to use. Not even Ruby gets to call her that. "Shelle, get my covers back on, this instant!"

But she said, "No way! Your feet look too tempting!" Then she burst into giggles. Suddenly I could feel her hands running all over the bottoms of my feet.

This was really bad too. I was extremely ticklish there. Being buck naked, I felt completely helpless to fight back or even do anything at all. All I could do was cover my privates with both hands. I had to close my eyes again because she was leaning towards me and her massive F-cups were dangling down and swaying around like she wasn't wearing a top at all. Hell, in that position her top didn't even cover her nipples!

But she wouldn't stop. My anger at her disobedience dissolved into hilarity, as I couldn't keep from laughing. I laughed so hard that it hurt. I thought I was going to hyperventilate. I found myself rolling all over the bed, trying to shake her away. Luckily I have such an ingrained sense of modesty that I cupped my privates without thinking, or who knows what she might have seen.

Finally she listened to my cries to stop and fell down onto the bed next to me, gasping with laughter too. I'd wound up facing up, so I finally was able to look her in the face. Or at least try to. Those damned twin torpedoes in her semi-transparent pajamas captured most of my attention. Thank God I had my hands thoroughly covering my crotch, but I still felt horribly vulnerable. I said as sternly as I could, considering I was still laughing, "Daughter, you're in trouble! Cover me up this instant!"

She laughed some more and said, "What's the problem? You seem to have your modesty well in hand!" Her eyes openly gawked at my hands over my groin. Unfortunately I had "morning wood," and since I have a thick and long dick when it's erect, I was having to be very careful to completely cover all of it and my balls. She had to know I had a big hard-on, just from the way I had my hands.

I was shocked by her boldness. As much as she'd been teasing me these last few weeks, it had always been about exposing her nakedness to me, almost always by taking her top off around the pool. Even in her morning tickle attacks she'd never purposely felt or seen anything below my ribs (although some accidental gropes may not have been so accidental, as I thought about it after the fact).

My mouth gaped, opening and closing like a fish, because I was stunned by her cheekiness. But she was just getting warmed up. Before I could say something coherent, she turned around so her ass was pointing my way, and said, "I'm sorry, Dad. I really am. I agree I've gone too far. I think I need to be punished. Can you think of any way to do that?"

She ostentatiously wiggled her ass back and forth. About half the time the light was just right, and I could see straight through her pajama bottoms like they weren't even there. Damn, she has a fine ass! The truth be told, every single inch of her is movie starlet perfect. Double damn! 

I'm her father! I shouldn't be thinking the things I'm thinking. God, what is she doing to me?! It's all I can do not to reach out and caress that ass with both hands! I mulled over the frustrations of having a daughter with the body of a high-priced call girl and a face that should be in the movies.

I was really going to let her have it and yell at her for her out-of-line behavior, when she raised her eyebrows in surprise. She has distinctive, sexy eyebrows, much like Michelle Pfeiffer's. (Every single part of her body was sexy, dammit!) She said in a very serious and different voice, "Uh-oh. Dad, what did I just put my hand in?"

I looked down towards her hands. She was on all fours on the bed, facing away from me with her ass close to my face, so her hands were down around the middle of the big bed. One hand was right in the middle of a fairly large puddle of cum!

I suddenly remembered how I'd made love to my wife Mindy yet again before she went to work. Both of us were worked up from our discussion the night before, and we couldn't get enough of each other. But I fell asleep as soon as it was over, so the sheets hadn't been changed. I had taken to turning the air conditioner down low at night, in an effort to get Michelle to sleep under her covers, instead of nude and on top of them. So even though the sex had taken place a couple of hours ago, the cum had been trapped under lots of blankets and appeared to be as wet as ever. Thus, this extremely unfortunate accident.

Thinking about that made me briefly remember the discussion Mindy and I had, where it seemed my wife had all but openly stated that I could have some sexy fun with Michelle and Ruby! That blew my mind all over again, but I didn't have time to dwell on it, due to this "puddle of cum" problem.

I was too stunned to speak as I saw Michelle raise her cummy hand and bring it to her nose. I watched her hand move up as if in slow motion, and I was helpless to stop it. She seemed genuinely puzzled, as if it wasn't completely obvious what the puddle was made of. She smelled her fingers. She turned and looked at me with a bewildered expression. Was she that good an actress, or did she really not know? She seemed even more puzzled than before.

So far, I could handle what was happening. But then she started licking her cummy fingers. My heart practically shot out of my chest!

When I cum, I cum a lot. I watched gobs of my cum slowly drip from her fingers back to the bed sheet, as she licked her fingers just like a cat. "MMMM! Tasty! Daddy, what IS this stuff?" she asked cluelessly as she continued to lick her fingers clean. She thrust her index finger in her mouth and sucked it thoroughly. Then she pulled it out and did the same to the next finger, and then the next.

I couldn't take it! It was too damn arousing!

"I, uh, it's... Err..." I had been too shy to tell her it was my cum even before she started licking it, but now there was no way I could say that. My heart was pounding like a drum, a great big bass drum. As I stared at her licking, I wondered if my eyes looked the way Roger Rabbit's did when they would bulge out many inches from his face.

She continued to lick her hand, only with even more gusto. She pushed a cluster of her fingers deep into her mouth and thrust them in and out, apparently to make sure she sucked off every last drop. But it looked disturbingly like a blowjob to me. "Mmmm! It tastes soooo good! I'm not kidding. This is seriously tasty! MMMM! I could live on it! What's it called?"

She STILL kept licking, even though it seemed her fingers had to be completely clean by now!

It was too much for me. I could feel sweat pouring down my face, I was so stressed out. "Don't do that!" Unfortunately, my hands were still cupping my extremely aroused cock and my balls. I was caught in a Catch-22. I couldn't get out of my position unless I had my blankets back over me, but I couldn't get to the blankets on the floor unless I got out of my position. Worse, the sight of my daughter enthusiastically licking my cum off of her fingers was so arousing that I discovered I wasn't just holding my erection, I was starting to actively rhythmically squeeze it!

I put a quick halt to that as soon as I consciously realized what I was doing. I spied a bit of bed sheet still on the bed, and reached down with my foot to try to catch it and pull it back up.

She didn't notice because she was having such fun licking her fingers completely clean. She said, "Aaaah, you're just saying that because you want it all to yourself. What did you do? Let me guess. You were eating in bed again and spilled some kind of new juicy candy on the sheets. Didn't Mom tell you to stop eating in bed? Mmmm-MMMM! How do I get more? I want it fresh from the source!"

She brought not one but both of her hands down to the bed sheet and wiped them in the puddle. Then she brought both hands back to her face and eagerly licked first one and then the other, back and forth, as if she couldn't get enough. Her fingers were soaked in my cum, and undoubtedly some of Mindy's too! Some drops fell off, causing her to lick faster so she wouldn't lose too much of it.

Things were getting damned embarrassing. I should have said something right away about what that goo really was, but I didn't. Her "I want it fresh from the source" comment was addling my overheated brain. If I told her now that it was mostly my cum (with some of her mother's mixed in), that would be, well, strange to say the least! Unbelievably embarrassing for us both, especially given the way she was consuming it with a sexy passion.

As if I didn't have enough trouble, I vividly recalled how Mindy strongly hinted that she'd have no trouble if I wanted to play with my daughter's magnificent breasts. Worse, she even seemed to suggest that she'd allow Michelle to give me a blowjob! It's a miracle I didn't have a heart attack.

I asked, in all sincerity, "Shelle, are you serious? You don't know what it is?"

In retrospect, it's obvious I was a complete idiot about this. But I still hadn't fully accepted the fact that my little girl was now a grown woman - and a conniving one at that, not the innocent child I used to read bedtime stories to.

Besides, I could believe that she thought my cum was delicious, because Mindy repeatedly told me that it was. I was a de facto vegetarian, since everyone else in the house was one, plus I was lactose intolerant. I understand that no meat or milk plus lots of fruits make one's cum taste quite sweet.

She was busy licking her palms clean. "No. Would I lie to you? Have I, your sweet dear daughter, ever lied to you?" She was hamming it up as she said that. "Are you holding some big secret back on me? What is it already? I seriously could LIVE on this stuff! I really mean that. MMMM! Too bad Ruby isn't here. I wish I could share it with her!"

But despite her theatrics, it was true, she'd never lied to me that I knew of. Well, unless she was playing a trick on me, which admittedly was fairly often. But she always came clean about her trickery later. I couldn't believe she would go this far for a trick. So I believed her. I mean, how on Earth could she know what cum tasted like when she'd never even had a boyfriend? Plus, I do eat in bed a lot. This would hardly be the first food stain on the sheets.

I said, "Uh, I'm afraid I can't tell you what it is. Your mother wouldn't like it if I did." I was very scrupulous about never lying to her either, but that was the truth. I couldn't imagine my Mindy would want me to tell my daughter that she was accidentally slurping up our cum.

She replied, still licking, "A-ha! I knew it! The two of you have found some new kind of midnight snack and you're eating it in bed, hiding it from me. Does Mom like to eat it? Does she get it straight from the source, or just your messy spills?" She started sucking each finger into her mouth again.

I decided it was best not to answer that, but still somehow the questions got me even more aroused. Plus, the way she was sucking her fingers reminded me of her mother's excellent blowjobs!

I totally forgot to talk and simply watched her suck each finger clean, one by one! It was like my mind turned off. She finished cleaning the fingers of one hand after about half a minute.

Then, as her tongue roamed over the palm of that hand some more, she said, "Damn this diet. Screw it! It's so sweet."

I tried to talk her out of it without revealing what it was. "Shelle, you can't just eat a mystery goo off someone else's bed. That's disgusting! You have no idea what it could be!"

She replied while looking at me, "If it was something really disgusting, you wouldn't let me eat it. You're a good dad and I'd trust you with my life. I know it's one of your late night snack treats. What is it called, already?"

I winced. "Can't tell you that."

"Grrr! I want more! Where's the bottle?" She sat up in the bed and started looking all around, as if she was going to find a half-opened jar of some honey-like substance somewhere in the room. She leaned this way and that, sending her huge globes in motion. A couple of times she moved quickly and then stopped just as fast, causing her melons to crash into each other and slowly bounce apart.

I was still desperately holding my cock and balls. I must admit that I was doing a little bit of squeezing of the shaft, because I was that horny!

There were additional reasons to believe she thought she was eating a remnant of a late night snack. She was on a whole variety of sports teams at school and worked hard to keep her weight down. She'd been on a strict diet the past two weeks, and as we sometimes do when she diets, my wife and I had been sneaking bowls of ice cream and other desserts into our bed at night, so our daughter wouldn't have to see us eating such things.

Our master bedroom was a bit of a mess, and there were two bowls and spoons on the bed stand, plus a couple of cookie and candy wrappers there or in the trash can next to it. Michelle got on all fours on my bed and crawled around until she found all of this evidence. Somehow, she managed to wiggle her ass in my face as she was searching - one of her tanned ass cheeks actually brushed up against my nose! But she didn't find what she was looking for.

So she turned around and went back to the puddle. That meant she was sitting right next to where I was cupping my privates, but she made no comment about that or my total nudity. She did smirk and smile constantly, though.

There was still some of the "goo" left. She looked at me and said in an imitation of Homer Simpson's voice, "Mmmm. Free goo." Then she licked up yet more. "Where does the goo come from, Daddy? Can you show me where it comes from? I want more yummy goo!"

I was about ready to die. There I was, lying completely naked in my own bed with only my hands to protect me, my erection throbbing while barely covered by my fingers, and my nearly naked daughter was licking my cum into her mouth! Then she wants to see where it comes from.

I have half a mind to take my hands away from my groin and shove my stiffness into her face. "Here! You want to know? Here! Here's a fresh batch! Lick it!" I'd shove my hard-on into her mouth, grab her hair, and fuck her face without restraint! 

Of course I can't do that. I'm a loyal husband and a respectable father - mostly. But damn if she isn't tempting me to do just that! Everyone has their limits. God damn her and those huge torpedo tits of hers! I should punish her insolence by fucking her face! 

It took me some long moments to calm my breathing. Finally, I said, "I can't tell you where it comes from. Sorry. Your mother wouldn't approve."

She looked at me strangely, and said, "I wouldn't be so sure."

But before I could respond to that, she scooted closer and leaned way over my chest. That set her big tits dangling down, exposing her nipples again (not like they were really covered in her harem pajamas though).

"Daddy, you don't have to tell me where it's from, but my diet's actually coming to an end tomorrow. How about... you give me another batch of goo, and I'll promise not to ask you or Mom where it comes from, and I'll forget all about it. Just pour me a couple of teaspoons into a glass and I'll be happy! It's probably a good thing you don't tell me what it is, because I'd want to lick it up all hours of day and night forever and ever, and then I'd blow my diet for sure!"

This was really extremely not good! For one thing, she'd put the image in my mind of her sucking on my erection all day long, with me shooting load after load of hot "yummy goo" into the back of her throat. I could clearly picture the sight of one of her cheeks bulging out, as her mouth made room for my heavy cock on her tongue. I could practically feel her lips and tongue on it, licking and sucking, for hours and hours and hours. And all the while she'd be almost dressed in her harem pajamas that are barely covering up her big knockers and are barely even opaque - at the right angle.

For another thing, if she lowered herself over my chest a bit more, her nipples would actually brush against my bare chest! The chest my heart was about to pound right out of! What was going on?! Even if she didn't realize she was eating my cum, she was going far beyond any previous tickle attack.

The problem is, my wife is right: I really do have an overactive imagination. Sometimes when I imagine, it's almost as good as reality. Almost, but not quite. I wanted the real thing, and that scared me!

I was completely honest and open with my wife, but how could I explain this situation to her? Of course I didn't plan on volunteering the information, but if she asked a direct question I'd have to answer it honestly. It was better if the whole incident was just forgotten, and it was especially important that Michelle didn't ask Mindy about the puddle of "yummy goo" she found in our bed, or I'd have to answer some painful questions for sure. I'd die of shame! Mindy would be cracking jokes about this at my expense until the end of time! But on the other hand, it wasn't like I would ever hand her a glass of my fresh cum and tell her to drink up.

So I did the only sensible thing I could do: I stalled for time, hoping that she'd forget. "Um, I'll think about it."

"Think about it? Grrr!" She growled playfully like a tiger. She raised herself up so she was kneeling on the bed and stuck her hands out like they were tiger's claws. But when she'd been leaning way over my chest her pajama top had ridden to the top of her breasts, and it had gotten stuck like that! It wasn't actually much different since her top made her effectively topless, but psychologically, seeing her breasts bared was a shocker! Of course, she was topless around me most of the time lately, but not while I was buck naked and she had the taste of my cum in her mouth!

She said, "I'll tell you what. I'll let you get off easy if you tell me now. Or else I'm going to have to tickle it out of you!"

She scooted closer with her hands still outstretched like paws about to strike. She still didn't seem to realize her pajama top had ridden up so high, or maybe she didn't care.

I couldn't allow another tickle attack, not with the way I was completely naked and barely covering a very insistently throbbing boner. I said, "Oh no you don't. In case you didn't notice, I'm naked and have to get dressed. So run along. That's an order." I didn't often give orders, so to soften it, I added, "Your dad does have to get up at some point. Will I be lucky enough to eat another one of your outstanding breakfasts?"

She'd shown no signs of backing down, but with that last comment of mine her eyes grew big all of a sudden. "Oh shit!" she exclaimed. Then she bounded off the bed and ran out of the room. Obviously she'd left something on in the kitchen; she'd probably burned something.

What a relief! I thought to myself. I was finally able to pull the sheets up all the way, now that it didn't matter. I closed my bedroom door, went to the master bathroom that was just a few feet away from my bed, and turned on the shower. But before I got cleaned up, I masturbated like a sex-mad lunatic.

When that was over and I'd found some blissful release, I tried to put two and two together and think. Aside from the question of whether or not she knew what the "goo" was, the fact that she'd been so bold as to pull my covers off demanded an explanation. She'd clearly taken her teasing to a whole new level.

I thought back to the strange conversation I'd had with my wife the night before. I'd finally explained how much my daughter was teasing me and the fact that I was getting aroused over it. I had expected her to go ballistic. But no. Instead, she seemed to actually welcome the teasing as a way to get me more excited and spice up our love life.

Is it a coincidence that we just had that discussion, and now my daughter has taken her teasing to a whole new level? Perhaps Shelle had been listening in on us? I've had my suspicions that she's spied on Min and me when we made love sometimes, but I couldn't prove anything. But even if she had been, the door was completely closed and our voices weren't that loud. She wouldn't have been able to hear more than a few snippets of conversation when our voices were raised, I'm sure of it. 

Was it possible that Min had told her about our discussion this morning before she left for work? That certainly would explain a lot of things. But if that's true, it means I would be in for a hell of a time, if this kind of teasing is going to be the new normal! 

Holy hell! 

I shook it off as a mystery demanding more investigation. I would need to talk to Mindy when she got home, because I wasn't likely to get a straight answer from Michelle.




Chapter 4



My daughter and I had a fairly normal breakfast, though she still wore those maddeningly distracting harem pajamas of hers. That basically guaranteed that my dick would stay hard, but that had become par for the course for me lately.

Michelle was a generally cheery person, as we pretty much all were in this house. But she seemed to be in an unusually good mood. She was downright ecstatic.

I asked her, "So what's gotten into you today?"

She replied excitedly, "It's not what's gotten into me yet, it's what WILL be getting into me! Over and over again!" She groaned with delight.

"Can you be a little less cryptic?" I asked.

"Sorry. It's just that I'm still psyched over that yummy goo. I want a lot more of that!" She suddenly leaned across the table, setting her huge tits surging forward in her see-through pajama top. "I know I'm on a diet, so you don't have to tell me yet. But I can't wait to find out what it is. Then I can buy a big container of it and guzzle it right down my throat!"

I held out my hands defensively. "Okay, already. Enough about that stuff!" I was desperate to change the topic to literally anything else. I had this mental picture of shooting my ropes of cum straight into her open mouth from an inch or two away!

Thankfully, she leaned back in her chair. Her tits stopped wobbling, oh, about five minutes later. Okay, that's a wild exaggeration, but it sure seemed like that! Although her F-cups jutted out so much, they jiggled at the slightest movement, even when she wore a bra.

I kept thinking back to earlier. Even after masturbating and taking a very long shower, I still couldn't shake the mental image of her licking my sticky cum from the palms of her hands. In particular, the sight of her sticking her fingers into her mouth one by one and slowly licking them clean of cum, was like a movie clip that kept playing over and over in my mind. It didn't take a lot to imagine those weren't fingers she was sucking off. I was a wreck!

Worse, she was constantly laughing and telling jokes. The problem with that was that each time she laughed or giggled, her breasts shook and heaved like you wouldn't believe. Because her twin torpedoes jutted out so dramatically, it didn't take much to get them jiggling and bouncing. They seemed unusually stiff for breasts, and even a little bit of giggling could cause them to swing around in small circles and repeatedly crash into each other.

She was in such a buoyant mood that she giggled at things that weren't supposed to be amusing. For instance, I asked her, "By any chance, did you and Mindy talk this morning?"

"We might have." She giggled.

"Did she talk to you about what she and I discussed last night?"

"And what would that be?" She giggled a lot more.

"I don't know. I'm asking you." I was far too embarrassed to bring up Mindy's "reasonable bounds" idea. And what if I'd misinterpreted some joking around?

"Then if you don't know, how could I know?" She giggled even more.

I dropped the topic, since she was in far too silly a mood for me to get answers.

With her semi-transparent harem pajamas, I had a perfect front row seat to the proceedings. She seemed to deliberately keep the show interesting by constantly reaching for things or simply stretching like a cat for no good reason. When she made a big move like that, her pajama top had a bad habit of riding to the top of her breasts and then getting stuck there. It seemed she was topless more often than not.

Had that happened out of the blue, I would have gotten very upset and made her cover up. I didn't realize it at the time, but she and Ruby had basically conditioned me for months. Day by day, little by little, they exposed more and more of their voluptuous bodies so there was never any dramatic change of behavior where I could draw a clear line. And I would complain frequently, but it was always one step backward and then two steps forward. They were relentless, and by this point I'd basically given up trying to police their clothes, or lack of them.

The fact that they looked so damn gorgeous and sexy made it hard to remember to be upset.

While we ate breakfast, I faced the usual constant battle trying to keep my eyes on her face. But now that she'd planted this image in my head of her licking my cum, looking at her face only made me even more aroused. I imagined my cum dripping from the corners of her mouth and down her chin, and more splatters of cum across her cheeks and nose!

She seemed quite innocent and calm as she ate, but the way she ate her banana made me wonder. No normal person sucks on bananas, especially the way she was doing it! But I was so shy about these things that I couldn't just come out and say, "Could you stop sucking on your banana like it's a penis? I'm your father, dammit." Besides, I'd long known that she had an oral fixation. She'll suck on just about any object at hand.

So I tried to ignore it (an effort that was a near-total failure).

Attempting to make small talk, I asked her, "So, what are your plans for today?"

Her eyes lit up. She raised her arms up high in a "V" pose. "Today is a BIG day! It's a great day! It's the first day of the rest of my life! You might even say my life truly begins today!"

I was surprised at that enthusiastic outburst. "Geez. Okay. I take it you're happy. Care to share your secret of happiness with me?"

"Nope!" She kept the "V" pose, with her bouncy bare breasts right in front of my eyes. I noticed she had erect nipples, but then again she seemed to always have erect nipples lately.

Finally, she dropped her arms back down and her pajama top fell down to just below her nipples. That still left the round undersides of her rack wonderfully exposed. She said, "Sorry, I guess I'm just feeling giddy. I'm eighteen, it's the start of summer vacation, I'm beautiful, it's a sunny day, Ruby's coming over, my Daddy is the best dad ever and he's a good cook - what's not to love?"

I chuckled. "Okay, fine. Boy, I wish I had that kind of youthful enthusiasm again. Can you clean the dishes? I'm going to get to work."

"Sure thing, Daddy."

I stood up to walk away, but then I stopped. "By the way, what's with you calling me 'Daddy' all of a sudden? I noticed you started doing that this morning, for the first time since you were, I dunno... Five? Four?"

She grinned impishly. "I don't know. I just felt like it. It's fun. It's like, you don't call me 'Michelle,' you change it to 'Shelle' for our special private nickname. I want to have a name like that for you."

I walked away. But I said, "Fine. But maybe think of something other than 'Daddy' though, okay? That sounds juvenile."

She pouted while still sounding giddy. "Oh, you're no fun!"

I went to the den and tried to get some writing done, but it was useless. I couldn't even channel my erotic energy into writing sexy scenes. I was lost in thought, thinking about the discussion I'd had with my wife the night before and what exactly it all meant. Plus, I kept thinking about all the sexy things my daughter had done lately, especially that morning.

I was very tempted to masturbate again, but I prided myself on my self-control, and one firm rule I had was to never masturbate in my den, my place of work. Furthermore, I knew that she could burst into the room at any time, and that could lead to a very compromising situation. And what if she came in right after I'd climaxed and she figured out that the "yummy goo" smelled exactly like my cum? I couldn't let that happen!

My overactive imagination can be a blessing at times, like when I need inspiration for my novels, but now it was a curse. I couldn't get the thought of Michelle, licking up my cum, out of my head. I'd find myself daydreaming. For instance, I envisioned my dick shooting gallons of cum at her stunningly beautiful face, like my dick was a fire hose. Then, suddenly, I'd remember my parents and how my father left my mother and ruined all of our lives with his cheating, and my ardor would come to a complete halt. But a few minutes later, I'd find myself drifting into daydreams and the process would repeat itself, over and over. I was going mad with barely suppressed lust.

Furthermore, I couldn't stop thinking about what Mindy had said the night before. Is she really okay with me doing whatever I want with Michelle and Ruby, as long as it's within "reasonable bounds?" What the hell does that mean, anyway?! What if I decide to have sex with my daughter, in every way possible, and declare that it's "reasonable?!" 

The mind boggles. I don't know if she really means it or if she's just trying to get me aroused, but in a way it doesn't really matter. I know that touching any other woman in any kind of sexual way could only lead to disaster. ... Or would it, necessarily? God, why does Mindy have to have such strange notions - and why does Michelle have to be so HOT?! And Ruby too. Put them together and no man can resist! 

I decided to call up Mindy on her cell phone and try to get some clarity. Maybe she was having regrets about what she said. I needed to know that since it seemed Michelle's teasing had dramatically escalated this morning. And I wanted to ask her if she'd told Michelle about our conversation. But unfortunately, she didn't answer the phone. That was surprising, since she was very good about answering her phone. Maybe she was busy with her sister Erica, or the battery on her phone had run down? I resolved to call again later.

Unfortunately I still couldn't work, or masturbate, or do anything.

About an hour of such restless and torturous navel-gazing had slowly gone by when Michelle burst into my room. (Naturally, she didn't knock. At least, I could pride myself on the fact I'd resisted the temptation to masturbate.) "Hey, Daddy! How goes it? I just wanted to let you know that Ruby's coming by in a little while. We're just going to hang out around the house."

"Okay." I was a bit tongue-tied, since she was wearing a bikini. And not just any bikini: this was the dreaded light blue bikini that covered her nipples, pussy lips, and not much more! She might as well have been nude from the back side, because it was a thong that disappeared deep in her ass crack. Needless to say, I'd been tongue-tied quite a lot lately, but I was even more spaced out than usual.

She seemed to notice this and asked me, "A penny for your thoughts?"

Damn! I can't very well tell her any of my real thoughts, like "I was just wondering how good it would feel to slide my dick through those twin torpedoes of yours." A blue bikini day? I can see the exquisite erotic torture is going to continue all day long! 

Instead, I asked her, "How come you don't have any hobbies?"

"What do you mean? I have lots of hobbies. I play lots of sports, I go running every morning, I use the weight equipment every-"

I cut her off. "Those are all forms of physical exercise, and that's great. God knows you're in shape. But you need something to do with your time when you're relaxing, especially now that it's summer. You just hang around the pool with your friends and gossip all day." I was thinking that if she had more things to do, she wouldn't be strutting around in a mouth-watering bikini all the time.

She frowned. "Hey, it beats watching TV or playing video games or something like that. What can I say? I like to stay outside and perfect my tan."

I griped as I eyed her nearly naked body from head to toe, "It's perfect already. And summer's just started. If you keep it up, you're gonna turn black as charcoal."

She smiled widely. "You like it? 'Cos it's not easy to get an all-over tan like this." She turned around and bent over, to give me a close-up view of her effectively naked ass. "See? Look, no tan lines! Take a good look. Do my ass cheeks look any lighter than my thighs?"

I wanted to reach out and fondle those ass cheeks with both hands so very badly! My dick had started stiffening as soon as she came into the room, and it was already straining against my shorts. And it wasn't just that she was bending over in a lewd manner. She was bent over with her long blonde hair brushing the carpet and her hands gripping her ankles, as if she was bracing herself for a spanking. Her miniscule top had ridden up, causing her huge tits to dangle free yet again. I could clearly see the contours of her pussy lips between her ass cheeks, despite them being thinly covered by her bikini.

I thought, Don't let her get to you. She's trying to tempt you. I don't know why she tortures me like this day after day. It's like a battle. But I won't give in! I know she's got a crush on me, and encouraging her will just make it worse! 

From between her legs, her upside down face asked me, "Cat got your tongue?"

I tried to get the conversation back on track. "Ruby practices yoga and meditation regularly. You should join her."

Michelle sighed with exasperation while keeping her lewd bent-over pose. "Boooo-riiiiing! I tried it and I was bored to tears. All you do is sit there with your legs in a pretzel. I don't get it."

I spoke to Michelle's ass, "Well, Ruby says she gets a lot out of it. And you two do nearly everything together."

"Yeah, but not everything. And you're avoiding the question."

"What question?" I couldn't help but look at the pussy mound between her thighs. I could see the outlines of her pussy lips! Somebody, shoot me now for being a terrible father!

She reached back and ran a hand up and down her upper thighs. "Do you think my ass cheeks are lighter than my thighs? Don't say yes, because I'll be totally bummed out."

I had an urge to whip my cock out and masturbate then and there. But I forced myself to calmly reply, "They look the exact same shade of deep, rich tan to me."

"You mean it?!" She stood back up, spun around, and tried to give me a hug. The only problem was, I was sitting and she was standing.

I made matters worse by saying, "I do."

"Oh, thank you, Daddy!" Standing right in front of me, she tried to wrap her arms around my neck. But the net result was that her big tits bounced right off my cheeks! My face was actually enveloped in tit-flesh for a few seconds before she repositioned herself, kneeling to the side of me. But that wasn't much better because now her hefty globes were mashed up against my chest!

This was an unusual escalation, even for her. But I was getting the sense that this would be that kind of day. I tried to keep a stiff upper lip and pretend like it wasn't happening. Unfortunately, my lip wasn't stiff and my penis was! It seemed like she was all over me, but at least she wasn't in contact with my crotch.

She pulled back while maintaining a loose hug so she could make eye contact. Now, just her hard nipples and a little more poked into me, up near my collar bones. "Getting back to your question, I have other hobbies."

"Such as?"

"Such as cooking, and reading, and stressing you out with all my antics." She grinned mischievously at that last one.

"Yeah, you do that," I said with resignation, glancing briefly down at her round melons and the way they poked into my shirt. The bikini top was hanging loosely on her upper slopes, forgotten and covering nothing.

She added, "And tickling you, of course. I love tickling you."

I grumbled, "I noticed. Now, how 'bout a penny for your thoughts?"

She stuck her tongue out and kept it that way. "I was just thinking about my tongue. I wish it was longer. What good is a short tongue? Wouldn't it be cool if I could lick my eyebrows?" She pretended to try, and managed to sensuously lick her upper lip in the process.

I sat there watching this bombshell beauty in her bikini, straining to lick her eyebrows, and I wanted to cry. Why me, Lord? Why me? Seriously! If only I could be single, and younger, and most definitely NOT related to my daughter... The mind boggles! 

After some more small talk, in which I poked fun at her strange tongue antics, she finally deigned to get up and leave me be.

I sat there feeling a bit morose. It's tough enough on a guy, who has sworn up and down never to cheat on his wife, to have a daughter like Michelle, a perfect "ten" eighteen-year-old with long blonde hair, freakishly large and jutting breasts, and a smile that could break your heart. Not to mention her "come-hither-and-fuck-me" eyes. And I haven't even mentioned her ass. Holy Christ, what a mouth-wateringly luscious ass!

I don't have an ass fetish, plus I'm a bit "square" about some sex positions. Consequently, I've never engaged in anal sex with Mindy despite her interest in "exploring the possibilities" offered. And yet, watching Michelle strutting her stuff as she walked away from me, her twin tanned buns working against each other in time with her stride and only a thin line of "bikini" coming out the top of the ass crack, I couldn't help but think of how lucky a man could be to get her butt cheeks in his hands while sliding his erection through the deep cleft in between them.

Amazingly, she's never had any boyfriends! But in a way it's not so remarkable, because what teenage boy would have the courage to ask someone like her out on a date? Her physical attractiveness is just so far "out there" on the high end of the scale that guys practically fall over themselves when she walks by. Plus, her personality is just as intimidating as her body. Any boy confident enough to ask her out wouldn't stand being under her heel. She has a way of dominating any group she's in, and stealing the spotlight.

Hell, sometimes I felt intimidated just being near such beauty, and yet I was fairly immune to her charms since I was so used to being near her, Ruby, Nicky, and Mindy. Maybe, just maybe, I could deal with her increasingly outrageous teasing, if she was all I had to contend with.

But there was more. There were her friends. And, as the saying goes, "birds of a feather flock together." As so often happens, the only other girls who could stand to be near the overwhelming beauty of my daughter were other similarly gorgeous girls. I'd been successful as a writer, and so we'd moved to a very wealthy neighborhood, smack dab on the California coastline. In fact, our house was up on a cliff mere blocks from the ocean, in one of the top ten most exclusive neighborhoods in the United States.

Most of the houses around me were owned by rich men with trophy wives. It so happened that my wife was a stunning "trophy wife"-type knockout. But I hadn't known that she'd grow up to be drop dead gorgeous when I'd started dating her when she was only fifteen, so you could say I got very lucky. Plus, there's the fact that she's anything but a "trophy wife." I don't know what most of our neighbor's wives do all day - maybe they sit around and file their nails or something. But Mindy works, and has a very successful career of her own. She's damn smart.

Of course, I would never divorce Mindy in a million years. But there seemed to be some kind of rule in the neighborhood that every wife had to look like she could enter a national beauty pageant. And at the first sign she was losing her looks, more often than not she was divorced and replaced by a younger sex object.

The long and short of this was that the daughters of such families more often than not were beauty pageant winner types as well. I half-seriously waited for the day some kind of exploitative "Girls Gone Wild" TV show found our neighborhood. I figured that once they saw all the young vixens here, they would never need to go anywhere else.

Each girl at my daughter's high school seemed more tempting than the last one. Thank God neither my daughter nor any of her friends were cheerleaders, because I was already getting far too much visual stimulation lately. Cheerleading wasn't 'cool' because my wife and I had taught Michelle the importance of more serious pursuits. She did well in her classes and in sports, just like her friends did. We didn't raise her to be a dumb blonde airhead, and she actively avoided playing up that stereotype.

And the absolute cream of the crop were her four closest friends, Ruby, Anjali, Nina, and Lisa, with her best friend Ruby being the most beautiful of all. That was a lucky break of sorts, because Michelle and Ruby had been best friends since kindergarten. Heck, they were closer than most sisters.

Ruby is just as much of a voluptuous knockout as my daughter is, and that's saying a lot. It was fitting that they referred to each other as "breastest friends" since they were both so stacked and they were practically joined at the hip. Michelle was the more outgoing of the two and the natural leader. Ruby obviously thought the world of her, and could often be seen right behind her, saying something similar to "Me too!"

So I was rather surprised and relieved that Ruby had not been over in the past couple of days. She usually hung out with Michelle here after school. Since yesterday was the first full day of summer vacation, I thought they'd want to be together for sure.

I figured she probably was working at the local video store. Both of them had just started their summer jobs, and Michelle had a half shift yesterday. Not surprisingly, they were working at the same store, Grand Avenue Video, a local video rental store that seemed to be slowly growing bankrupt. They'd had the same job last summer, and they hated how boring it was. Oftentimes, they were able to take the same shift, so they could at least keep each other company, but that didn't always work out.

Ruby and Michelle didn't appreciate the nicknames "Gruesome Twosome," "Satan's Hell Spawn" and "Hellions" I used for the two of them together. That wasn't surprising, since those names weren't exactly flattering. Instead, they referred to each other as "bosom buddies" and "breast friends" from time to time. This was a not-so-subtle reference to their stacked figures. Their oversized breasts seemed to define them and their friendship in many ways. Even though boob jobs were all the rage at my daughter's high school, Michelle and Ruby both had massive, all-natural bosoms. They never had to worry about lacking in popularity, even if they never said a word!

Ruby was a particularly appropriate name too, because she had the reddest hair you could imagine. It was such an exotic and beautiful color that it was hard to believe it wasn't dyed. It was a reddish brown, but much more red than brown. "Flaming red" was a pretty apt description of her natural color.

While Michelle kept her blonde hair long, straight, and full, Ruby kept hers very short. It was cropped almost like a boy's, except more stylish, spiky, and pixie-like. It was a little long in the front, and sometimes her hair fell into her eyes. Also, Michelle's eyes were blue while Ruby's were green.

But other than that, Ruby and Michelle were very physically similar. They were both tall. They both had impressive, all-over tans (although less so in Ruby's case, due to her Irish ancestry). They had the dictionary definition of "hourglass figures." There's no question they could have been models, and very highly paid models. In fact, I knew Michelle, at least, had already been approached by some modeling agencies, but I'd ordered her to turn them down. Who knows where something like that could lead? I had the usual parental worry, imagining her ending up in some porn video or as the centerfold in Playboy or some such magazine.

It's very tough on a father living in this kind of neighborhood. Not only did I swear I would never cheat on my wife, I don't even want to mentally cheat on her. But it seems that no matter where I look, there's some gorgeous trophy wife or some mouth-wateringly curvy and nubile daughter flaunting herself in a skimpy outfit.

There's something extra special about Ruby that gets my motor running, though. She seemed older and more confident than most of her classmates. Probably she got it from being around Michelle so much. Unlike many girls her age, she didn't seem to be suffering from any self-confidence issues (except when it came to comparing herself to Michelle - she seemed resigned to living in Michelle's shadow).

She knew how sexy she was and knew how to wield her sexiness like a weapon. Whenever she looked at me, it was as if she was saying, "I dare you to screw me. You know you want to. Go ahead and do it. I dare you!" Lately, whenever she came over I tried to make myself scarce, because I didn't even want to THINK about her. Plus, my willpower was weakening and I didn't want to face the two of them together, with their combined sex and tease appeal.

Recently, it seemed that Ruby was even more blatant in her teasing than Michelle was. True, I'd discussed it with Mindy last night, but I'd downplayed it some because I didn't want Ruby to get in trouble. I think that because Ruby didn't have Michelle's incest concern, she felt she could be even bolder with me!

Ruby had been coming over nearly every day since school let out. The pattern was fairly predictable. She'd come in the house wearing very little, maybe a cut-off T-shirt and shorts, and then immediately strip down to even less. Namely, her bathing suit. While Michelle loved the regularly-designed but teeny tiny bikinis, Ruby went for some more unusual bathing suit styles. She preferred one black bathing suit that covered her lower privates much like a G-string. That was bad enough, but even worse was the top part. One thin strip of fabric rose from one of her hips, covered a nipple and little more on one side of her, wrapped around her neck, came down over her other nipple, and then attached to thin fabric on her other hip.

As a result, her ample breasts were covered by nothing more than two thin vertical strips. Just the slightest movement was liable to unveil one (or both!) of her proud, constantly erect nipples. Pretty much the entire time she would be over at our house, her nipples would play "peek a boo" in that damn suit. Sometimes she wouldn't even try to fight it and would let both straps fall to her sides. Then she would playfully feign ignorance, or else proudly square her shoulders and practically dare me to admire her amazing exposed hooters.

But that wasn't all. There was another suit, a bright red one, that was even more scandalous. It was very similar in design. A thin strap rose from her pussy mound, barely covered a nipple, went around her neck, back down over the other nipple, and then down to her pussy again. A thin spaghetti string ran from the back of her neck down through the tempting valley of her ass crack to hold it together on the back side.

The end result was that on her front side, about the only fabric to touch her skin was right on her pussy and on her nipples, plus a little bit around her neck. If she strained or stretched in any direction, that would cause the thin strap to ride up into her crotch, cupping her pussy lips and tightening the string that lay permanently buried deep in her ass crack - all while rubbing and pressing hard against her stiff nipples. From the way she smiled and even groaned at times, I had no trouble imagining that that was in fact what was happening, and no doubt she enjoyed it.

At least that suit was so taut that it stayed on her nipples more often than the black one did. But it was a bit of a moot point, because most of the time she and Michelle were at the pool they'd go topless anyway! Or sometimes topless and bottomless!

As always, their excuse was they were working on all-over sun tans. I'd actually complained to Mindy about this for months (without going into just how outrageous their teasing was), and that excuse always worked for her.




Chapter 5



As I sat in my den, I began to fantasize about such a typical day. Ruby and Michelle were sitting at a table by the pool, partly shielded by an umbrella. I was in the kitchen getting a drink when Ruby called out, "Hey Mork! Can you come here for a minute?"

One of the cable channels had started showing reruns of the old TV sitcom "Mork & Mindy," where a young Robin Williams starred as the friendly space alien Mork. Since my wife's name is Mindy, Ruby thought it amusing to call me Mork, Mork from Ork, and so on. At least, that was a running joke this week.

In my daydream, I walked out to where they sat. As I walked, I assumed they were sunbathing topless again. They both sat on the far side of the table from where I was walking, so I couldn't see their lower halves very well. But as I got closer I realized that neither of them were wearing anything at all!

Yet, foolishly, I sat down at the table. I asked, "Just what do you think you're doing? That's not decent. Put something on this minute."

"But Daddy," Michelle said in her best pleading voice, "we're working on our all-over suntans. And we can't really get an all-over tan if we wear bikini bottoms."

"That's ridiculous," I said. "Those tiny things you two wear don't cover anything at all."

Ruby got up and came over so she was standing right next to me. "Dan," - she always called me by my first name, at least when she wasn't joking around - "that's not true. For instance, look at me."

She turned around and showed me her back and ass. "I've been getting an unsightly line right down the middle of my ass. It's especially noticeable around my ass crack. You see?" She grabbed her ass cheeks with both hands and slowly pulled them apart while bending over at an impossible angle, so I could see into the hidden and forbidden depths between her luscious butt cheeks.

I didn't see any tan line, but I sure did see a lot more than I'd expected to of her lovely pussy and her asshole as well! Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick!

But before I could say anything coherent, she turned around and put her hand over where her bush should have been, except she was shaved bare. "And look. This is the worst. I don't want to have a big white spot right over my pussy! But that's what's happening. Look! Can't you see?" She rubbed her hand up and down her privates. It seemed that she was mostly stroking her fingers over her pussy lips.

Michelle remained on the other side of the table, but she stood up too and got my attention. "Daddy, look. It's even worse with me. Look how pale my pussy is. You don't want that, do you?" She also fingered her pussy lips sensuously.

In the daydream, I remained speechless. But while Michelle was talking, Ruby sat down next to me and grabbed a bottle of suntan lotion off the table. She took my hand and squeezed some of the lotion onto my fingers, and said, "Dan, the worst part is that those pale parts can get burned so easily. You know I don't tan easily like Michelle does. Here, help me cover up a bit."

She took my hand and brought it to her pussy.

My daydream self seemed to have little or no willpower, and I simply let her do it. Then I began rubbing the lotion in, though really I was caressing her pussy with only the thinnest of pretense otherwise.

Ruby began to moan very lewdly and happily. I started to concentrate on the area around her clit, and naturally that got a good response.

Meanwhile, Michelle scooted her chair around the table a bit, so all of her body came into view. "Look, Daddy! I need help putting on some lotion too. I need you to take care of my pale white pussy. It needs a lot of attention." Of course her pussy wasn't "pale" at all, but that didn't matter.

As she did before, Ruby acted fast while my attention was on Michelle. She pulled my shorts down, and in the fantastical way that things can happen in dreams, suddenly my shorts were gone and my shirt was too. I was as buck naked as they were.

Ruby put some suntan lotion on her fingers and began to jack off my very erect dick. "Dan, if you're going to get naked, you have to be careful about a sunburn too. Let me rub this in for you." She quickly covered my boner with the lotion, but only because it served as a good lubricant.

Before long, Ruby was happily jacking me off with both hands. She sat so close that, as she leaned into me, she pressed her big naked orbs into my chest.

I continued to play with her pussy with one hand while my other hand explored her incredible rack. Before long, I had a finger deep in her vagina. I was rewarded with even louder moans and some suggestive hip writhing.

Despite all this blatant sexual activity, I began to lecture my daughter. Daydreams can be very nonsensical. "Michelle, you and Ruby have gone too far this time. I'm warning you, you have to get a grip."

"Good idea!" Michelle scooted forward and reached out a hand towards my stiff erection. She kept one hand on her own privates while the other worked with Ruby's two hands to jack me off incredibly well.

People say that at eight inches my dick is unusually long and especially thick. But with three hands on it, there were too many hands and not enough cock to play with. So one of Ruby's hands drifted down to tug on and play with my balls.

"That's not what I meant," I complained half-heartedly.

Michelle blew off my complaint. "Pshaw! It's REALLY important to make sure penises don't get sunburned. Right, Ruby?"

"Right! Especially the really big and thick penises, like this one! We should keep our hands on this one ALL THE TIME, just to be safe!" She giggled.

"Good thinking," Michelle replied while giggling too. "And if we stroke our hands up and down on it, keeping in sync with the same rhythm, that'll help too. ... Somehow."

Ruby smirked. "Yeah. Somehow. Who cares how?" She giggled some more.

Michelle commented as she stroked, "It feels really hot too! That means it's getting sunburned already."

Ruby enthused, "We're gonna have to keep stroking it to keep it cool! I hear that if it's soaked in cum, that helps."

Although this was just a daydream, I could totally picture a conversation going exactly like this. They were totally cheeky and sexy teases!

"Please, you two!" I practically begged. "Please!"

Just then, I heard my wife Mindy's voice from behind me. "What do you mean, Honey?"

In reality, I would have been completely freaked out. But since it was a daydream, I was only mildly alarmed. "Mindy! What are you doing home so soon?"

"Oh, Erica and I got in a big argument. I decided to come home early." She turned and eyed the girls, and especially what their hands were doing to my boner. "But really, Dan. What are you going on about? Do you mean 'please' as in 'Please stroke more so I can shoot a hot load all over your face,' or do you mean 'please' as in 'Please stop for a moment so I can catch my breath before your four hot hands continue stroking my fat pole?!'"

"Um..." In the dream, as I would have been in real life, I was too blown away by the whole situation to say anything coherent.

Mindy put her hands on her hips as if she was miffed, and looked at the two girls. "Really! Girls, I appreciate your efforts to keep his penis from burning, but really! What you're doing just ain't gonna cut it. All those hands will help, for a while, but if you seriously want to help, one of you should rest your mouth on his bulbous cockhead to provide complete cover. Don't you think?"

"Definitely!" Ruby immediately ducked down onto my erection and began licking all around the tip.

Michelle, seeing that Mindy was in on their fun, suggested, "Good idea, Mom, but she's gonna lose her balance just resting her head on top of that pole. Even with my hands still stroking the base, it just isn't stable."

"Good point." Mindy appeared to be examining the situation like a concerned engineer. "Oh, I know. Ruby, try fitting as much of that fat cock into your mouth as you can. That'll provide more stability and even more protection from the sun."

"Mom, you're a genius!" Michelle said, before bursting into a new round of giggles.

"Mmmm!" Ruby took me into her mouth. Or at least, she tried to. She seemed to be having a little trouble opening up wide enough to take me, but she eventually managed.

"My God," Mindy said with awe as she watched. "Michelle, just look how hard she works to cram all that hot cock down her throat. Can you do that for Daddy?"

(I wasn't just being egotistical in my dreams - my penis really was unusually thick. Mindy loved oral sex with me, but she complained all the time about how difficult it was to get in her mouth.)

"Sure thing, Mom!" Michelle said proudly, as she tugged at my balls with one hand. "I'm not afraid! I know it's a mouthful and then some, but if you can do it all the time, why can't I?"

"That's a good girl," Mindy said as she stood next to us and started to strip out of her pin-striped business attire. "You'll get used to its thickness, eventually. The key is practice, practice, practice." She took a closer look at Michelle, who had lost access to my dick ever since Ruby started bobbing on it, having recovered from her initial difficulties.

As she worked on unclasping her bra, Mindy said, "Now Ruby, don't be greedy. Michelle has been dreaming of sucking on her daddy's fat cock for months now, and you know that. I want you two to share. Then, once he blows his load, he gets to fuck Michelle senseless first."

"Yippee!" Michelle said, both in reaction to hearing that and in reaction to seeing Ruby's mouth leave my erection.

Perhaps my subconscious was trying to tell me something through my daydream. But then even my conscious mind couldn't deny that Michelle had a very serious and sexual crush on me for months now. Ruby certainly did too.

As Ruby gripped my erection with both hands, my daughter said to me, "Daddy, Mom's right. I've been waiting for this for soooo long." Then she brought her lips over the bulbous head and started sucking. She too seemed to have some difficulty fitting me into her mouth, but once she found the right angle, she started sinking me deeper and deeper between her ravenous lips.

I groaned so loudly that it was nearly a shout. It wasn't so much what Michelle was doing since she was just getting started, it was the fact that it was my own daughter sucking me off with such loving devotion!

But at the same time, Ruby was complaining, "No fair! Why does she get to fuck him first?"

Mindy was buck naked by now. She squatted down next to the two girls to get a good look. "Because she's his real daughter. But don't worry, he'll bone you next, and then he'll do me. Ruby, are you in this for the long term or not?"

"Long term, definitely!"

"Good. Then you realize there's got to be rules. I'm the wife, and I always get first dibs. Michelle is lover number one and she gets second dibs. You're lover number two, and you can have him whenever Michelle and I aren't busy getting fucked."

"Damn. So I'm at the bottom of the heap."

"Don't worry, you'll get plenty of cock. In fact, Michelle, now that you've had your first taste, why don't you pull back and give Ruby room to lick up one side? Heck, now that I think about it, he's got enough hot throbbing fuck-meat hanging down there to share, wouldn't you say? Maybe we can even fit all three of us in there. Let's find out!"

I was having the time of my life. My daughter was staring up into my face with loving eyes, as her lips slid back and forth over my shaft. She was going at it like a real pro.

But unfortunately, right then the phone rang. It was some annoying telemarketing automated spiel. I just let the answering machine take it. But the call jarred me out of my daydream and threw me back into my empty and lonely room.

I felt ashamed, deeply ashamed. My erection slowly deflated.

Shit! How could I think of my daughters in that way? What kind of sick, perverted freak am I? I'm letting them get to me! 

It was hardly the first time I'd had that kind of dream lately. In the past month especially, my head had been filled with the most disturbing thoughts. It really troubled me, because I'd always been completely open with Mindy. She's not just my wife, she's my soul mate and my best friend. Before, if I was having some freaky dream, I'd tell her. But not this! Strange dreams at night are bad enough. But with a daydream, I can't even say my conscious mind wasn't in control. Even in my confession to her last night, I didn't mention my daydreams and dreams.

The thing is, the daydream was not even that far removed from reality. Okay, admittedly, from the start of the blowjob onwards, the dream veered wildly from the real world, but their cavalier attitudes seemed pretty realistic, and the teasing was very real. Especially in the last few days since they'd graduated from high school, things were getting totally out of control! It made me ashamed just to think about what had happened recently and the fact that I hadn't been keeping my wife fully informed.

For instance, I thought back to a couple of days ago, when Ruby came over and spent most of the day with Michelle in our back yard. There was nothing surprising there. But they spent hours working on their tans - their all-over tans.

I'll tell you, it makes it really hard to write, when you know that all you have to do is look out the window and you'll be able to see two "perfect ten" bombshells tanning themselves while completely starkers, and with their legs blatantly spread open to boot. They worked on their all-over tans so much that both of them no longer had any signs of any tan lines whatsoever.

I'm really not exaggerating by saying that if either of them wanted to pose for a centerfold, the airbrush artist would have nothing to touch up. No scars, no unsightly moles or birthmarks - nothing! And such firm, hard bodies! It's like their bodies were built for sex, but neither of them had ever had boyfriends. Such a waste!

My only recourse was to draw the blinds and work in semi-darkness, even though it was a typically beautiful and sunny day outside. Not like I could get a lot of work done, mind you. I was spending most of my time imagining the two of them frolicking about, splashing each other in the pool, their bathing suits long forgotten.

For what seemed the millionth time, I wished I had a normal-looking daughter who had normal-looking friends. But Mindy's a knockout, and people say I'm handsome, so I guess I shouldn't be too surprised that our daughter turned into such a head turner.

I'd been left alone for a while, but I knew that Ruby had arrived for real by now.

After a morning of what had become the usual torture from afar, I reluctantly went downstairs for lunch and to subject myself to much worse torture from up close. I sensed the two of them were outside, but I was resolutely determined not to look through the screen door to see what they were doing. Instead, I just shouted out, "I'm making lunch! Get decent!"

I wandered into the kitchen and started preparing some sandwiches.

After a couple of minutes, I looked up through the window to see if they'd put any clothes on. Big mistake. The two of them were completely nude, which was bad enough, but they were standing up with their backs to me and towels in their hands, which was much worse. They shifted their weight from one foot to another, causing their tanned ass cheeks to alternately flex and relax, over and over.

Since they were facing the other way, I was free to ogle for as long as I liked. I'd learned from experience that they set up situations like this, and they would be careful not to look my way at all so I didn't have to feel shy about staring. They continued to ostensibly towel themselves off, but anyone could see it was just an excuse to flex and pose. I don't think they were even wet to begin with!

As I watched them bend over and "dry their feet" together for the third time, I found myself thinking, Those two girls are built for one thing and one thing only: fucking! Their bodies are perfectly designed and sculpted for getting fucked. And they don't even have boyfriends? Why, for the love of God, why? If only they could direct their sexual energy towards boyfriends, that would take the pressure off me! 

I looked down at my bulging crotch and mentally added, Literally! Dammit, I'm gonna split these shorts in two. I wanna masturbate so bad, but I'm not gonna let them get to me. If I keep ignoring them, they'll stop eventually, right?! 

A couple of minutes later, the two of them walked into the house wearing nothing but the white towels they'd been holding. The towels were the same on each: wrapped around their hips, they managed to cover their asses and crotches well enough, but that was all. They were completely bare-breasted, and proud of it, even defiant.

I was standing in the middle of the dining room, waiting for them with the lunch.

Michelle licked her lips hungrily. "Mmmm! Sandwiches! Barbecued tofu! My fave!" She immediately launched herself at me, even though I was carrying a plate full of sandwiches to the dining room table. As Michelle smothered me in a hug, I felt hands taking the plate away. Undoubtedly, that was Ruby, enabling a more intimate hug for us.

"You're the BEST, Daddy!" Michelle squealed with delight, as if I'd just bought her a new car. I could feel her hard nipples pressing into my T-shirt, as she attempted to kiss me on the lips. This was hardly the first time such a thing had happened lately. If I so much as gave either of them a mild compliment or did anything nice, I found myself smothered in hugs and kisses. So I was prepared, and I kept my lips shut tight. But while Michelle was foiled there, she seemed to concentrate her energy on rubbing her tremendous bare rack up and down my chest.

All that rubbing caused her towel to slide off, which was no surprise since it was held up precariously with a tuck of fabric. This was hardly the first towel 'incident,' but they never seemed to listen to me when I complained.

So now I had a completely naked daughter in my hands, with Ruby standing by and watching with approval! Michelle's bare and oily body molded into mine and she seemed happy to practically hump me standing up while kissing my closed lips. There was no way she could not feel my erection through my shorts, and in fact the way she was sliding up and down on it with her whole body was rubbing on it and giving me an uncontrollable urge to cum.

But eventually there was an insistent tapping on her shoulder as Ruby said to her, "Hey, I want my turn too."

So Michelle reluctantly let go with a pout and a sigh.

I noticed that Ruby had put the plate of sandwiches on the table, so her hands were free. Right as she reached out with both arms, Michelle, who was still standing right next to me, gave a gentle tug on Ruby's towel, causing it to fall even before she embraced me.

I'd spied that little tug, which was something they'd never done before. I started to complain, "Hey! That's-"

But I didn't get any farther than that, because Ruby planted her lips on mine as her arms enveloped me. Caught by surprise with my mouth open, her tongue snaked inside and soon she and I were necking with abandon. This was a first! I hadn't French kissed anyone but Mindy since we'd been married!

I felt guilty as hell about it, but come on! I'm only human! They'd worn me down too much for weeks, if not months, and my willpower was all gone.

Ruby wasn't done there, though. Even as she continued necking, her hands were active on my back, working to pull up my T-shirt until it was raised up to my armpits. That allowed her stiff nipples to press into my bared chest. She was just as oiled up with suntan lotion as Michelle was, and all that oil allowed her breasts to slide around delightfully all over my skin.

There wasn't even a pretense of a thank you hug anymore! It was just an all-over body groping. I could hear Michelle standing nearby and moaning erotically with approval. They were going way farther than ever before!

I found myself thinking, I really need to call Mindy again right away and find out what she meant about that "reasonable bounds" stuff! Is this okay?! She MUST have given the Hellions the green light, because they're going crazy on me today! But maybe they misunderstood, because Min couldn't possibly approve of this, could she?! 

But the girls weren't done there. Somehow my legs had gotten separated from each other, allowing Ruby to slip a bare and toned leg between mine. That enabled her to basically hump her pussy against my bare thigh. I could feel her pussy juice dripping onto my skin, which provided the lubrication, so she could slide back and forth with ease. That was unprecedented too.

And now that she finished getting my shirt up, her hands were freed up for more mischief. She brought one hand down to my ass, but not just onto my ass: she boldly slipped her fingers under the waistband of my shorts and my underwear until she was gripping bare ass cheek!

I'm ashamed to admit that I found myself doing the same. I'd been in countless erotic hugs like this with my wife, and as her hands would go to cup my ass cheeks, my hands would usually cup hers as well. Only this wasn't my wife! I found myself with two hands full of perfect sun-warmed and slightly sweaty ass cheeks that were practically begging to be spread open, stroked, squeezed, clutched, kneaded, and all around manhandled! And dammit, it simply felt too good to let go!

Michelle didn't seem to like that Ruby was getting a "better hug" than she had. Her voice sounded jubilant, yet she complained, "Hey, Ruby, how come you're getting tongue? I didn't get any tongue! I NEVER get any tongue with Daddy!"

This was true. Because Ruby technically wasn't my real daughter, I only had my guilt over adultery to deal with in her case. I didn't put up as much resistance to her advances.

But Michelle wasn't done. Walking around where Ruby and I were fused together, she complained, "And look at this! Full-on ass grope! Daddy, how come you never grope MY ass?!" She pulled my shorts and underwear down as far as she could, which exposed all of my ass cheeks and Ruby's grasping hand.

My completely nude daughter ran her hand over my ass cheek that Ruby was leaving alone, fondling it lovingly. "Look at this. How come Ruby gets to do this and I don't?"

Of course, Michelle was fondling my ass now, technically rendering her complaint incorrect, but that logic apparently didn't occur to her. I wanted to say something, but God, Ruby was French kissing me like her life depended on it! It seemed like years of pent up passion was pouring out of her!

However, I had bigger problems than that. By pulling my shorts and underwear down on the backside, Michelle had caused them to come down on the front side. Now my erection was fully exposed, and Ruby immediately took advantage! She stopped focusing her attention on humping my leg and began sliding her thigh up and down my boner as much as she could!

I thought, This is way, way too much! This is miles beyond anything they've done to me before. There was no way Min could ever approve of THIS! Or if she does, I still don't! I HAVE to do something, and fast! 

I tried to stop Ruby's sexy sliding by clamping my legs together, but that was only partially successful. Her thigh wedged between my legs was trapped against my stiffness and couldn't move much back or forth. But on the other hand, at least my clamping kept her still. I was afraid to relax my muscles for fear of what she might try next!

Michelle walked to our side and looked at where my front met Ruby's. "Heeeeey," she said suspiciously. "What's going on here? Daddy, is your great big cock exposed?"

I glanced over at Michelle. Big mistake! It was bad enough having Ruby's E-cups sliding against my bare chest, but Michelle was sensuously caressing one of her F-cup-sized boobs with the hand she didn't have on my ass!

All the while, Ruby and I kept on necking like, well, horny teenagers. But she finally had to gasp for breath, allowing me to answer, "No! It's uh, nothing!"

"It's not nothing," Michelle said, one of her hands still stroking my bare ass cheek. "That's for sure. I've seen it. It's big and fat and thick and really hard most of the time." Her voice grew even more suspicious, even though she was smiling from ear to ear. "Daddy, are you fucking Ruby yet?"

"NO! Of course not!" The "yet" freaked me out. What did that mean?!

I was stuck. I was still clenching my thighs together with all my might. I was afraid of what these two relentless vixens would do next if I let go. Besides, if Ruby pulled away, then Michelle would see my erection from close up, dripping wet with pre-cum. However, staying pressed to Ruby brought its own dangers, especially since she was continually pressing and rubbing against it with her body. I couldn't keep my legs clamped forever.

Michelle asked, "Ruby, is that true? Is Daddy fucking you yet or not? Is he fucking you right now?"

Ruby was busy kissing and licking her way down my neck. I had no choice but to let her do it. But after some long moments, she said, "Um, what? ... No. Well, maybe. His big cock is doing something fun! It feels soooo good! Let me check exactly what he's doing to me."

The hand of hers that wasn't surgically attached to my ass cheek had been on my back, helping to ensure that we remained in a tight embrace and I couldn't get away. But she brought that hand around to my front side and tried to pry it between our bodies.

My chest had become nearly as oiled up as hers was, due to her relentless rubbing against me. I suspected the two of them had slathered themselves in extra suntan lotion just to create such mischief. But the result was that her hand was relentlessly sliding down towards my erection, despite the tightness of our hug. I'm sure she could feel the beat of my heart through the pulsing in my hard-on, and soon she'd be feeling a lot more, if her hand got much closer!

I was extremely close to a climax already. If Ruby started jacking me off, I knew I'd lose it for sure. Images of my seed shooting up towards the undersides of her hefty slicked-up rack filled my brain and brought me closer to the edge.

Things are completely out of control! I have to think of my marriage. I have to put a stop to this, NOW! I released my death-grip on one of her butt cheeks and brought my hand around to intercept hers. With a strong grasp on her wrist, I managed to stop her forward progress and then pull her hand away altogether.

Still holding onto her wrist with one hand, I brought my other hand around my backside and swatted it back and forth, trying to shoo away the hands belonging to Ruby and Michelle, like I was swatting flies. "Okay, you two. That's enough! Enough horsing around! That went way, way beyond a normal hug! What the hell?!"

Michelle said, "Hey, come on, we're just teasing. I know you're not REALLY fucking Ruby yet. Right?"

At least my ass was free of wandering hands and I'd managed to take my hands off Ruby's hard and oily ass. Plus, Ruby had given up trying to reach my boner. But my body was still molded to Ruby's, and she'd brought her hands around my back again to make sure the hug would keep going. I'd stopped clamping her thigh, but I pushed it firmly down with my hand, keeping it from bending up between my legs and thus effectively stroking my cum-soaked hard-on. Relenting slightly, she'd brought both of her feet back to the floor, and I was able to clamp my legs back together. My overwhelming urge to cum passed, thank God.

However, I wasn't out of hot water just yet. My shorts were still down below my privates, and in fact, during the repositioning they'd slid all the way down to my knees. My turgid erection was pressing against Ruby's lower abdomen now, bringing it even closer to entering her pussy lips than before. If she were a few inches taller and I were a few inches shorter, I'd be poking right at her door! Michelle's repeated use of the phrase "are you fucking her yet" might just be accurate if I didn't act fast!

I didn't know what to do. I was more exposed than ever. But since Michelle had let go of me and Ruby had mostly stopped moving, I figured I should just stay still for a little while and try to recover my wits.

I say "mostly stopped moving," because Ruby was still kissing and licking my neck and face like we were long-time lovers. At the moment, she was licking my ear, which was surprisingly pleasurable. My wife liked to do that to me, and it seemed Ruby was doing it in the exact same way. But at least she was letting my erection be, aside from continuing to press against it.

Finally getting a breather, I looked around for Michelle, figuring she was up to more mischief. But she was nowhere to be seen. "Shelle? Where are you? Come stand in front of me this instant!"

"Awww, Daddy, do I have to?"

Her voice surprised me, because it was coming from directly behind me. I'm sure she could have reached out and fondled my ass some more, if she wanted to. Now that I knew where she was, I realized just how heavy her breathing was. Could she be fingering her pussy? I pushed that thought out of my mind, because it was too disturbing to contemplate!

"Yes, you have to," I finally said. "Come here."

"Okay, Daddy, I'll come for you. I'll come for you whenever you want me to!"

I could see her walking into my field of vision.

She purred with a deadly "come hither" look, "Where do you want me to come?"

I wasn't thinking about her likely double meaning, because I was focusing on the fact that she was still buck naked. God, she looks like a porn star! A goddess! So fuckable! But she's my daughter! 

Both she and Ruby seemed overjoyed, like they were literally having the time of their lives. It was hard to oppose that much euphoria.

I asked testily, "Shelle, where's your towel? I thought I told you to be decent."

"Oh, but I AM decent, Daddy." She slowly ran a hand down her tummy towards her shaved pussy, as if she wanted my eyes to go there. "Did you know that I looked that word up in the dictionary the other day and memorized the meaning, since you've been telling me to 'act decent' so much? It has lots of meanings, actually. For instance, it means 'kind, obliging, or generous,' as in, 'It was very decent of the two teenage sexpots to give the horny man a double blowjob.'"

Now her hand was sliding back up her tummy, and then caressing the undersides of her rack. "But that's not all. It also means 'of fairly attractive appearance,' as in, 'She has a decent ass, but you should check out her huge F-cup tits!'"

I'd almost forgotten that Ruby's impressive E-cup-sized breasts had been pressed against my chest for who knows how many minutes, because while they felt divine, at least she wasn't sliding them all over me. But those words seemed to remind Ruby of our positioning as well, and she resumed sliding her breasts up against my front.

That meant that the slight bulge of her lower abdomen began sliding up and down my erection as well! It was like she was jacking me off with her body!

I knew I had to get out of this compromising position, and fast, before there was an 'accident.' But I was sucked up into Michelle's diversion about the meaning of 'decent.' As a writer, I care about the meaning of words. I said, "True enough, but decent also means, 'conforming to a standard of good taste or modesty.'"

"That may be," my daughter conceded, still standing naked a few feet in front of me, striking a sexy pose with an arm under her rack, thrusting her jutting breasts even farther forward than usual. "But it also means 'fair or passable,' as in, 'She gives a decent handjob, but you have to try fucking her tits! Her body's built for sex all over, but especially her massive melons!'"

As if her words weren't blatant enough, she cupped her gigantic globes from underneath. The invitation couldn't be more clear!

I thought, Okay, this is war! They'd been tempting me forever, but now any pretense is over. This is some kind of sexy war. They're going all out to seduce me, right here, right now! I can't let that happen! 

"Put your damn towel back on already," I growled, unable to handle any more of her nakedness.

It so happened that one of the towels was right at her feet. She silently bent over to pick it up. She could have picked it up in a variety of modest ways, but instead she chose to turn her back to me first and then spread her legs as she bent over.

I quickly closed my eyes, as her tanned ass cheeks parted and the pinkness of her pussy lips came into full view between her stiff legs. I could see the glistening of beads of cum on her pussy!

Ruby's entire body was humming with excitement and jubilation. She purred into my ear, "What about my body, Dan? It's built for sex all over too. But I've never let another man touch it. Only you! No man has ever touched my E-cup boobs, only you!" She attempted to hold one of my hands and bring it to her chest, but I wouldn't let her do it.

She asked in a wanton voice, "Did you know that's the first real kiss I've ever had? I wanted you to be my first!"

"But, but... that's impossible," I stuttered, still keeping my eyes closed. "You kiss so well!"

"Thanks." She pecked kisses across my cheek, moving her mouth closer to my lips. "I should clarify: that's my first real kiss with a man. Women, technically, yes."

My mouth opened in surprise at that. How was it a girl this beautiful hadn't been kissed by a boy yet? I wasn't too surprised that she'd kissed a girl or two though, since I'd seen Ruby and Michelle kiss on the lips lots of times. Still, I figured those were just 'fake' kisses they did in my presence to get a reaction from me. But in any case, she took advantage of my open mouth to kiss me on the lips again.

My resistance was nearly gone. I found myself kissing back as our tongues dueled. And somehow, my hands drifted down to grab her ass cheeks again as her hands drifted down to clutch at mine.

Once again, things were as dangerous as ever. Worse, actually, given the way she was sliding her body against my exposed erection, over and over again. It was one of the most intense and erotic experiences of my life!

I don't know how long we kissed and fondled like that, as I lost all track of time. Somehow, my hands wound up cupping and caressing her big tits after all! I'd felt them many times, even bare, because she'd been brushing against me or hugging me so often. But this was the first time I actually held them. I was so aroused and giddy that I thought I'd pass out!

At one point, I found myself thinking, Min suggested last night that doing this is okay. Fondling their great tits is okay! She approves! She wants me to do this. She says it's "reasonable." It'll kick start our sex drives later. So why not give in and enjoy myself? 

But eventually I reached a point where I knew I would either have to pull away completely or cum all over her. Her lower abdomen was wet with pre-cum dribbling out of me, and she kept on with her relentless body rubbing! I could cum at any moment! Right as I reached that realization, I felt her fingers slipping into my ass crack, an area that had somehow remained untouched until now.

Somehow, that shocked me enough to gather the tiny shreds of resistance I had left and push her away. I found myself thinking of my wife and the way she liked to play with my ass, and a wave of guilt hit me so strongly that I very nearly felt ill. I can't let myself splatter my cum all over Ruby's taut belly! I can't! I just can't! That would make this disaster twice as bad! 

Surprisingly, Ruby let herself get pushed away without any resistance.

That left me standing there with my erection bobbing straight out. Pre-cum was freely dripping from it, it was so soaked. There wasn't much I could do about my condition except reach down and pull up my shorts as quickly as possible, so that's what I did. Meanwhile, my T-shirt had slid back down most of the way, once Ruby's oily body was pried off of mine. Once I had my shorts back up, I used both hands to straighten my shirt out. I looked more or less presentable now, except for the lewd bulge in my shorts.

Michelle and Ruby were standing in front of me, reveling in their total nudity. Somehow, both were smiling from ear to ear and smirking at the same time. "Awww..." they both said at the same time with pouty inflection. They made a variety of "awww" noises for nearly a minute, showing their disappointment at my clothed state.

Even I had to chuckle a little bit. True, they'd both gotten the best of me and I felt tremendously guilty. But at the same time, it was so much damn fun that I couldn't help but enjoy it. However, I said, "Okay, you two, show's over. Whatever happened to the sandwiches?"

Ruby nodded at the table, pointing out the plate.

"Okay, fine," I said. "Remember, that we're supposed to eat them? But first, both of you, put some damn clothes on already!" I noticed that even after Michelle's big production of bending over to pick up the towel, she was still just standing there with it in her hand. I could see several rivulets of cum dripping down her thighs. But Ruby was even wetter. The whole front side of her gorgeous body seemed smeared with sweat, oil, and cum!

The two of them started to refasten their towels around their waists, but I said, "No way. I said clothes, not towels. I want full coverage of all private parts."

That started another session of pouty "Awww" noises.

Shaking my head in disbelief, I turned from the dining room to the kitchen. I figured I'd get some orange juice and drinks while I sorted my head out. Phew! What a crazy day! How am I going to explain this to my wife?! She's going to be pissed. Or worse, what if she approves?! 




Chapter 6



I realized that I needed to call Mindy, and fast! Luckily, there was a receiver on the kitchen counter. I called Mindy's cell phone number.

There was no answer, so I decided to leave a message to give me a call ASAP. But before I could do that, I had to wait through her recorded greeting: "Hi, this is Mindy Cooper. Sorry, I'm not available right now. Dan, Honey, if you're calling, you have my permission for anything. And I do mean ANYTHING! I leave it up to YOU! You make the decision."

That floored me so much that I hung up without leaving a message.

The kitchen and dining room were essentially the same room, separated only by the kitchen counter. Michelle and Ruby stood in the middle of the dining room a short distance in front of me, but I resolutely pretended they weren't there. I needed to calm down, and let my dick calm down! Far from going flaccid, my wet erection was soaking my underwear and even creating a large wet spot on the front of my shorts. Pre-cum continued to leak out of it, exacerbating the problem.

I closed my eyes and thought about the message that Mindy must have recorded for me in the last hour or so. When I'd tried calling her earlier, I'd heard a little bit of her usual message before I hung up. I thought, "Dan, Honey, if you're calling, you have my permission for anything. And I do mean ANYTHING! I leave it up to YOU! You make the decision." Those were HER words! She's serious about this. No second doubts! Yesterday, I gave her the hypothetical of Shelle wanting to give me a blowjob and she brushed it off, saying how far I went was entirely up to me. 

That means she's okay with what just happened! As crazy as it sounds, that's what she said. Her phone message gives me a "get out of jail free card." Thank God! 

But the problem is still there. Just because my wife abdicates her responsibility in this for unknown and very inexplicable reasons, Michelle is still my daughter and Ruby is my almost daughter. I still can't let anything happen. They took me by surprise, and now everything is fucked up. At the very least, I can't let that happen again! 

I was grateful the two of them were giving me some space and weren't trying to talk to me, although I could hear them excitedly whispering to each other. Just from the tone of their voices, it sounded like they were about to fly to the moon. I needed to bring them back to Earth somehow.

I waited another minute until my head somewhat cleared and my breathing eased. My dick was still hard, but I knew I'd have to wait ten minutes or more for it to go flaccid, if it went flaccid at all. It was almost physically impossible for me to not have an erection around the Gruesome Twosome, especially after what they'd just done to me! I would just have to grin and bear it.

When I walked around the counter into the dining room, Michelle and Ruby were standing side by side and anxiously waiting for me. They had their towels precariously wrapped around their substantial chests. They'd both managed to cover their nipples up, but it was a very close thing. Even through the terry cloth of those towels, I could see the suggestive bulges of hard nipples on big round tits, and lots and lots of tightly pressed cleavage.

The towels were long enough to wrap all the way around their bodies, but they weren't nearly wide enough to cover their pussies and asses too. Down below, each of them held a napkin over their pussy mounds. That covered their pussies, but not much else!

I frowned at that. "Okay you two, I said CLOTHES. Do you not understand English? A napkin does not count!"

"But Daddy," Michelle replied, "We don't HAVE any clothes! Even our bikinis are way, way, WAY outside. We don't want to go all the way out THERE." She pointed out the window towards the lounge chairs they'd been lying in earlier, but her facial expression made it seem like she was pointing to a spot several mountain ranges away.

"Tough. Get 'em."

"Okay, Daddy, but you've got to change too. Your shirt is all oiled up and icky. Your shorts too."

I looked down at myself and saw they had a good point. Plus, I had a big and embarrassing wet spot problem. I needed to take care of that.

Ruby had just sat down closest to me, while Michelle sat on the other side of the table. Ruby stood up, saying, "Here, let me help."

Naturally, her napkin got left behind and her towel fell off for good measure.

I backed away. "No, I've got it well in hand, thanks." God, she's so beautiful! So stacked! So naked! It makes me want to cry with frustration! 

Ruby stared at my crotch hungrily. "Let me have it 'well in hand.' Please!"

Michelle stood up, causing her towel to fall away too. "You already had it 'well in hand.' Come on, Ruby, let me have a turn!"

"I wish! I never really got to touch it."

I stood back, grateful that Michelle and Ruby were at least facing each other and not me.

"What are you talking about? You were rubbing up against it for, like, ten minutes!"

"Was not!"

"You were too!" Michelle had her hands on her hips and was striking a defiant pose.

"Okay, maybe I was, just a little, but it's not the same thing as holding it."

Michelle wasn't mollified by that. "I know, but you got to kiss him too. You totally made out. It's SOOO unfair!"

My dick was throbbing with need all over again, and my lust only grew as I heard them argue about me. Still, I felt terribly guilty. I couldn't let this kind of talk continue. I said, "Okay you two, back to the table. We need to talk."

The two of them sauntered back, proudly sashaying their bare asses as they went.

I watched as they sat down in their usual seats. True, they were still buck naked, but before I rejoined the battle in trying to get some clothes on them, I had to get some things off my chest. Plus, with them sitting on the opposite side of the table from me, it was like they were merely topless instead of completely nude, thanks to the solid wood table in the way.

I sat down too. "Okay. Listen. All this kissing and hugging and running around naked, I have to admit that I kind of like it to some degree."

They looked at each other triumphantly. Their smirks were suddenly back.

I went on, "But it has to stop. Completely! I've been way too slack. Things have gotten way out of hand. I'm a married man! Shelle, you're my daughter, for crying out loud! And Ruby, you may not be my daughter technically, but you're basically part of our family. What do you think Mindy would think if she saw this so-called hugging?"

I wasn't about to let them know about Mindy's phone message, because that would only encourage them.

Michelle said defiantly, "I don't know, why don't you ask her?"

I thought her tone sounded strange. It was like she knew something that I didn't. But I let that slide, and said, "You know what? I will. Tonight. I haven't been fully honest with her about all the teasing and flirting you two have been doing, thinking that it was just a passing phase. I finally told her some things last night, but not enough. You two are obviously in lust with me, and that's wrong. Mindy has to know EVERYTHING, consequences be damned. She'll probably kill me, but that's my cross to bear."

Neither of them seemed perturbed in the slightest by the idea of Mindy finding out, but they did look a bit contrite.

I had a hell of a time concentrating on their facial expressions and not their bare chests!

Michelle said, "Sorry, Daddy. You may find this hard to believe, but we don't REALLY want to have sex with you; we're just teasing! I mean, look at our bodies. We're ready for sex! But none of the boys at school interest us. We're just trying to pass the time until we get to college and meet the real prospects, and in the meantime you're the only guy we can practice being sexy with."

I was relieved to hear that. Mindy had said something similar last night. I replied, "Well, that may be. Personally, I think there have to be plenty of interesting guys your age. But, I mean, come on! There's teasing, and then there's teasing! What you two did today is SOOO far out of bounds, it goes above and beyond. Nothing like that can ever happen again, is that clear?"

"Yes, Daddy," they both said forlornly.

"Ruby, did you just call me 'Daddy?'"

"Oops, sorry. I was just mimicking Michelle. Sometimes we try to watch the other's lips and say the same thing at the same time."

"I noticed. In any case, we should probably talk about this later at greater length, when you both have some clothes on and I'm not all smeared with suntan lotion and whatnot."

They snickered at that, since they'd noticed there was a lot of "whatnot" on the front of my shorts.

I ignored that, and added, "I'm going to go upstairs right now and get changed. When I come back, I expect to see you two wearing clothes! Not towels, not napkins, but real honest-to-God clothes! Is that clear?"

Michelle replied, "Yes, Daddy."

Ruby bowed her head slightly and replied, "Yes, sir." She'd never called me "sir" before, not that I could recall.

I said sternly, "And tomorrow? What do I expect you to wear?"

"Clothes."

"And the next day?"

"Clothes." Both their heads were bowed in defeat.

"Good. Now, eat up." I nodded towards their BBQ tofu sandwiches. I had one ready to eat too. Both of them were vegetarians with all kinds of strict restrictions on what they ate, as they were fanatical about keeping their bodies fit. Mindy was the same, basically forcing me to eat vegetarian too so we didn't have to cook separate meals every day.

Satisfied that things were finally under control, I stood up. I was about to walk towards the stairs when Michelle raised her head and said in a meek little voice, "Daddy?"

"Yes, love?"

"I just want you to know that we're sorry. Sorry for teasing you so much. Sorry for having such terribly large breasts and mouth-wateringly sexy bodies. Sorry for fantasizing about sucking your great big cock all day long."

I said in shock, "You just said what?!"

But she ignored me. "We've been so terribly naughty. But sorry isn't enough. We're so incorrigible, we're probably gonna be naughty again tomorrow. We're never really going to get better until you punish us."

"Punish you? Ha! What do you mean? I've tried everything. Why, Michelle, just in the past few days I've grounded you, said no TV, no Internet, and a few other things besides. But nothing works. You still run around naked or nearly naked, no matter what I do. You're a hopeless case, and Ruby's the same. In fact, all those punishments just make things worse, since you have more time to sit around the house and do nothing but tease me."

"But..."

"But what?"

Michelle looked up at Ruby, nodding for her to explain, as she apparently was too embarrassed to do so.

Ruby said, "Dan, sir? The thing is, Michelle and I, we are pretty headstrong and spoiled. Those kinds of punishments aren't going to help. What you need to do is spank us."

Unfortunately, that put such a vivid erotic image in my mind that it took me some moments to pull myself together enough to respond. "Spank... you?"

"Yes," Ruby replied quietly, her head still bowed submissively. Then she shivered ever so slightly.

Suddenly, I was painfully aware that both of them were still as naked as the day they were born. True, their bare pussies were hidden by the table even when I was standing up, but that just caused me to stare at their fantastic racks all the more.

Michelle, also with her head bowed, added, "Daddy, you need to bend us over your lap and show us who's boss by warming up our naughty bottoms, right and proper! Take control of your willful daughters."

"You mean daughter and friend."

"Right, but Ruby wants to get spanked too, don't you, Ruby?"

Ruby nodded her head emphatically. Finally looking up into my eyes, she said, "Yeah. Michelle and I have been talking about it. You need to take control of both of us. It's the only way! We've been far too willful and uppity. Bend us to your will and make us obey your every command!"

I noticed that Michelle was looking up now as well, but she was staring at the lewd, wet bulge in my crotch instead of towards my face. She murmured reverently, "Yes, your every command." She hungrily licked her lips, and I don't think that had anything to do with their BBQ sandwiches.

I thought, Spank 'em? Why not? They deserve it. I've got a nearly uncontrollable urge to spank their asses until they positively glow a bright cherry red. But no, I wouldn't stop there! After that, I'd fuck them mercilessly, using them as my personal sex toys! 

I was feeling so aroused, I was thinking crazy thoughts!

I looked back and forth between them. Their tanned chests were positively heaving with excitement, causing their hefty globes to continuously jiggle. Their eyes were bright and afire with lust.

I knew I had to get out of there, and fast. And I knew spankings would only make matters worse. I couldn't let myself touch them in any way, not for a good long while, until things calmed down.

"NO SPANKINGS!" I bellowed before hurrying out of the room.

I rushed upstairs and locked myself in the bathroom. I made it into the shower stall, where I knew the sound of rushing water would give me privacy. Then my hand and my dick proceeded to get very well acquainted with each other!

I'd thought the talk would bring the Gruesome Twosome under control, but Mindy's apparent green light with her "reasonable bounds" comments didn't help, and maybe made things worse.

The incident in the morning with Michelle's harem pajamas and her licking up of the "yummy goo" was a disturbing sign. Technically, she'd obeyed my instructions to remain clothed, but she'd really pushed the boundaries of what "clothed" meant with her see-through outfit. And given everything that had happened since, I was almost 100% convinced she knew she was licking up my cum.

Oh shit! The implications of that are too scary for me to contemplate! And she said they fantasized about sucking my cock! They want me, sexually! Everything is coming out in the open now. I can't resist! Gaawwwd, I want them so bad! They're just too hot! 

I kept thinking naughty, forbidden thoughts about them until I had a powerful climax. I was grateful to let the water quickly wash away all traces of my secret deed.

After I recovered from my masturbation frenzy, I attempted to call Mindy's cell phone again. But I only heard the same recorded message.

I thought I'd masturbated so much I wouldn't be able to get hard again for hours. That was a big reason why I got a little carried away with that. But simply hearing that message made me erect again in a couple of minutes!

It occurred to me, I never have this much trouble reaching Min. She keeps her cell phone charged and within reach all the time. She has to be trying to avoid me. She's given the Hellions some kind of green light, and she's avoiding talking to me so I'm forced to figure out what to do about it on my own. 

What the hell is she thinking?! She's crazy! I just don't understand her motivation! 

I came up with an idea. I can't ban Michelle from her own house, but I can tell Ruby to go home. (Ruby lived with her beautiful mother Cindy McGrath just a short distance down the street, so she could walk home in about one minute.) That'll help a lot. Furthermore, I should have one or more of Shelle's other friends come over. They've been teasing me some, but NOTHING compared to what Michelle and Ruby do when they're together or alone with me. So another person's presence will kind of protect me until Min comes home and we can talk and sort this out once and for all. 

I went to the bottom of the stairs and shouted at Michelle and Ruby, who it turns out were still in the dining room. I didn't want to get too close to them or even see them, because I simply couldn't resist them anymore! I shouted, "Girls, I have news! You're grounded! Ruby, that means you have to go home. Now! And Michelle, that means you have to stay at home."

The two of them came rushing through the living room towards me.

I stopped them once they got within sight. "STOP! I said, STOP!"

That stopped them.

I couldn't help but notice they were wearing bikinis, incredibly revealing bikinis. At least it beat total nudity.

They protested, saying things like, "NO!" "Don't say that!" and "Don't be mean!"

I said, "Sorry, that's how it goes. We need to cool things down after what you did to me."

Ruby asked with a desperate sadness, "How long am I banned?!"

"I don't know. I'll talk it over with Mindy tonight. But Shelle, you can invite other friends over. In fact, I insist. I don't want to deal with you alone. You're just going to try to hug and kiss me some more, and who knows what else. So call up your friends and have fun with them the rest of the afternoon, okay?"

Her eyes flashed with fire. It looked like she was going to mount a vigorous protest, but then changed her mind. She said meekly, "Okay, Daddy."

I nodded. "Until you have at least one friend here, keep your distance from me. I know that sounds crazy, but we need to let passions cool."

They nodded back, even though they were extremely sad.

Ruby looked particularly devastated. So I said, "Ruby, you know I love you like family. This is just a temporary thing, I'm sure. The faster you two can behave yourselves, the faster things will be back to normal."

I went back upstairs. I was proud of controlling my libido and taking the first steps to recover from the earlier sexual disaster.

Michelle shouted up the stairs to me a short time later that her friend Lisa was coming over.

Lisa was a close friend of both Michelle and Ruby. She also was a stunner, but in a different way than Michelle and Ruby were. While those two were tall, curvy, and sultry, Lisa was shorter, not as buxom or hourglass shaped, and didn't have that "high-class call girl" wanton gaze that unfortunately my daughter had. Instead, Lisa was the epitome of cute. She had short bobbed brown hair, full rosy cheeks, brown eyes, and a big toothy smile that was unstoppable.

When I say "unstoppable," I mean her smile was like an invincible weapon. If she wanted to do something, all she had to do was flash that smile and traffic would come to a stop, and every man from miles around would come running to her feet. Well, it just about seemed that way most of the time. Her smile was like a drug. It made you feel so good to see it, and made you feel that all was well in the world. You'd do most anything to keep seeing it.

Since she pretty much smiled all the time, that meant that she had guys eating out of her hand wherever she went, including me. Ruby and Michelle were so imposingly beautiful that most people shied away from them. Imagine if Elizabeth Hurley, complete with her mature, adult body, went to high school. Who would dare approach her? The Gruesome Twosome were treated like unreachable objects of art, high up on pedestals. But Lisa was always the center of attention, very approachable, constantly surrounded by people, and being asked out by guys left and right.

Not only did her cute face and winning smile melt their hearts, but she had a firm, toned body that roused their libidos. I consider myself an athletic guy and still go running every day. I still have my six-pack stomach muscles, but if it came to a fight Lisa could probably kick my ass. She excelled in many sports, and she also practiced martial arts.

I was lost in lustful thoughts of Lisa, Ruby, and Michelle when I heard the doorbell ring. She'd arrived. I could just imagine Lisa and Michelle cavorting around the swimming pool, and from my view in the den on the second floor I'd be able to see and even hear them quite clearly.

I didn't want that. It wasn't like me to be passive, so I decided to take action to at least keep myself out of harm's way. I unplugged the laptop I usually kept on my desk in the den and moved to my bedroom. That was on the second floor and near the front of the house, far from the backyard pool area.

For the next hour or two, I worked there. Or at least I tried to. I couldn't get the morning's tickle attack or the "yummy goo" out of my mind, not to mention the way Michelle and Ruby took turns "hugging" me, if one could even call it that. Thoughts of my discussion with my wife the night before were equally distracting.

Around two o'clock I went downstairs to eat lunch. I couldn't hide in my room forever, especially since I'd never eaten the barbecued tofu sandwich I'd made for myself, since I'd fled to get away from the nude girls before I had a chance.

I figured I'd run into Michelle and Lisa and maybe we could eat together. Even if they weren't hungry, they'd want to hang out and talk with me, I was sure.

Had it been Ruby instead of Lisa, I would have gone out to eat instead, because I wasn't ready for another tease attack and I didn't trust them to behave. But Lisa was different. She was shy and demure, despite being so popular. She teased me a little too, but it was on a completely different level, and Michelle kept herself to the same restraints when she was around. For instance, Lisa had never been topless at our house (much less bottomless) and Michelle kept her clothes on around Lisa as well.

Lisa and I got along quite well, in fact. She was a pure pleasure to be around, with her positive attitude and never-ending smile.

But when I came downstairs, they were nowhere to be seen. The pool area was empty and there were no signs of them anywhere. I shrugged and started making myself another sandwich, since there was no sign of my tofu sandwich. I suspected one of the Hellions had eaten it. Even though they were slim (not counting their breasts!), they put away food like it was going out of style. That probably had to do with their intense exercise regimen.

I felt like having a peanut butter sandwich, so I was bending down below the kitchen counter and peering into a low cabinet looking for the peanut butter when I heard some voices. The peanut butter wasn't in its usual place, so I was moving jars around, digging deeper into the cabinet to find it.

I heard Michelle's voice say quite clearly, "Lisa, tell me about your feelings for my dad. Do you think of him in, you know, THAT way?"

"You know the answer," Lisa replied.

"Let me hear you say it," Michelle said in her most commanding voice.

"Yeah." Lisa giggled. She had the cutest, most magical giggle. She'd mastered the art of cuteness in every way (or maybe it just came naturally).

Their voices came closer. Clearly they had walked into the dining room and hadn't seen me, because the kitchen counter separated that room from the kitchen and I was just below the counter.

Michelle asked, "So what do you like about him?"

"What DON'T I like about him? We've talked about this so many times before, but I don't mind telling you again. He's a dream boat. So rugged and masculine, and yet so kind and lovable. But you know what's really naughty? I love how whenever he's at home, he dresses so casually. Either he wears jogging shorts or sweat pants. And either way, you can see his stiffy practically all the time!" She giggled some more.

"I can't believe you just said that!" Michelle exclaimed with a happy giggle.

I had to second that comment, but I certainly wasn't giggling. Did Lisa really just say that?! She was like me and didn't say any vulgar words in public. She even went to the same Catholic church as my family. Of all of Michelle's friends, I considered Lisa to have the most moral and positive influence on my spoiled and naughty daughter.

Lisa had a good point, now that I thought about it. I was walking around with a "stiffy" most of the time she was at our house, thanks to the way she and the Hellions were always arousing me by just being themselves. I thought I'd hidden my arousal well, but it seems I hadn't. The reason I wore loose clothing is because it's bad enough to have a boner all the time, but twice as bad to have it tightly constrained. But a "boxers vs. briefs" debate was a minor concern at the moment.

My major concern was what would I do? I should have said something right away to let them know I was in the kitchen, but when I heard Lisa confess she had a crush on me out of the blue, I could hardly pop my head up and say hello. And now that Lisa had mentioned how she loved to check out my "hard stiffy" it would be doubly embarrassing for me to make my presence known.

But on the other hand, I couldn't just stay where I was. I was in an incredibly exposed position. The kitchen in our house is like that of most suburban houses. It's a big, rectangular room with appliances and cabinets on all sides, except one side opens out to the dining room with only a long, high counter between the two rooms. They were on one side of the counter and I was on the other. The odds were good they were looking to get a snack and/or drink, so they were likely to walk around the counter at any moment and see me crouching there! How could I get away without being seen? If they were sitting on the high stools by the counter, they'd be able to see most of the kitchen. If I tried to crawl away through a back door that led into a hallway, there was a great chance they could see me.

However, I heard Lisa start to say, "Remember that day? Out there by the pool..." and I realized I had a chance. The odds were certain that both of them were looking out the windows and/or screen door towards the pool, and I only had a short distance to cover.

I made my move, scuttling low until I was safely in the hallway. I was too excited making my escape to pay attention to what they'd been saying, but Lisa was continuing to talk in a perfectly normal voice and Michelle was responding and giggling. If they'd seen me, certainly there would have been screams, or silence, or something.

Breathing a big (but quiet!) sigh of relief, I continued down the hall.

The bottom floor of our house is essentially laid out like an oval. You can walk from the foyer at the front door through the living room, briefly into the dining room, through the kitchen, and then down a hallway leading back to the foyer, without having to open any doors. Additionally, there are some rooms leading off from that general open oval shape, including a computer room and bathroom coming off the hallway.

I just kept on walking down the hallway and around through the foyer and living room until I showed up walking into the dining room/ kitchen area, where Michelle and Lisa were sitting.

Both of them were wearing bikinis. I noticed Michelle's wasn't the ridiculously skimpy one she'd worn earlier. With Lisa there, she wore a normal, respectable one, just like Lisa's.

Michelle looked incredulous. "Dad! What are you doing THERE?!"

I was honestly puzzled. "What? I live here."

She huffed and crossed her arms, "I know that, but... We're talking private, personal stuff. I wasn't expecting you to sneak up on us like that."

I found this very odd. For one thing, I was hardly sneaking up on them, they could and did see me coming from a ways away, enough so that they could've stopped talking before I came close and overheard, if they'd wanted to. Furthermore, I knew from the past that when Michelle was caught doing something she wasn't supposed to do, she usually took the "best defense is a good offense" strategy. She was being strangely huffy about me simply coming near.

Then it hit me: She didn't say "Dad! What are you doing HERE?!" or "Dad! What are YOU doing here?!" Her shock was that I was standing where I was and not in some other spot. She had known I was in the kitchen underneath the counter, and she was expecting that I was still there! 

Maybe she'd seen my reflection through a window or perfectly timed her arrival or something else, I don't know. But it seemed likely to me that she was taking advantage of the situation to have me 'accidentally overhear' something that she wanted me to know.

I deduced that the main reason she looked really pissed off was that I had managed to evade her trap and she couldn't get the message she wanted to convey to me in time.

I looked at Lisa. She simply looked confused. I knew her well enough to know that she was easily embarrassed. If she knew that I'd been hiding in the kitchen, then she would have easily figured out that I'd overheard her confessing her crush on me, and there's no way she could have possibly hid the resulting blush of shame. So whatever Michelle was up to, Lisa wasn't in on it. That made sense, because usually Ruby was the only one in on Michelle's far-too-frequent crazy schemes.

I chatted a little bit with Lisa, while Michelle continued to huff and simmer.

Then I went back upstairs to do some writing. I didn't like being around Michelle when she was being like that. I'd tried to be friendly, even after the craziness earlier in the day. But if she was going to try to play games with me, it was better I stayed away from her.

However, all in all, I was pleased with how my efforts were working out. Getting Ruby out of the house and replacing her with another friend had gotten Michelle back to normal, it seemed. It was strange hearing Lisa confess to having a crush on me, but then again I'd basically known that already. I don't understand the appeal, but many of my daughter's friends seem to have a crush on me.

I waited until Lisa had gone home later that afternoon, and then found Michelle in her room. She hadn't been expecting me and was dressed in relatively normal clothes.

As I came in, she said, "Hi, Daddy!" and started pulling her dark blue shirt over her head.

"Whoa! Stop that! What do you think you're doing? No, don't answer that. I'm talking here. You're gonna sit still and answer my questions and that's it. No teasing, no back talking. Do you understand?"

"Oooh, Daddy! I like it when you get all forceful and make me do things against my will!"

I groaned inwardly. She was already giving me a tremendous boner - thank goodness I'd caught her with at least some clothes on. She'd even listened to me, for once, and kept her shirt on. It was interesting though watching her nipples quickly harden simply because I'd entered the room.

Ignoring her provocative comment, I sat down in a chair a good deal away from where she was sitting. "Okay, listen. I know you were up to something today, earlier with Lisa. When I walked in and found you and Lisa sitting at the counter, you were surprised because you expected me to be somewhere else, didn't you?"

"I don't know what you mean."

I didn't believe that for even an instant. "Sure you do. You thought I was bent under the counter. You were hoping to trap me there by saying confessional things right off the bat, making me too embarrassed by the situation to get up."

She huffed, folded her arms under her expansive chest, and looked away. "I REALLY don't know what you're talking about."

I was realizing she wasn't wearing a bra underneath, and her dark blue shirt was quite tight. It looked almost like someone had simply painted her upper torso that color. But I wasn't going to let that get to me. "You do too, and you know it. And you know that I know. You can't even look me in the eyes. Look me in the eyes!"

"I don't wanna!" She continued to stare at the ceiling, and then closed her eyes tightly for good measure.

"The thing I can't figure out is what kind of game you were playing. You wanted me to overhear something, but what?"

She remained silent and defiant.

I probed, "I don't think it's that Lisa has a crush on me, because you knew I basically knew that already."

She stayed quiet.

I went on, "Shelle, I'm your father. I don't want you to be plotting against me. I thought we were a team in this family. We stick together and support each other, and love each other. Don't we?"

"Yeah," she confessed in a small voice.

"Do you love this family?"

She opened her eyes and exclaimed with great passion, "You know I do! I LOVE this family! It's my whole life! If you include Ruby, that is, and even Cindy. It's the best family in the world! All my friends are jealous. Don't you EVER doubt my love for my family!"

I knew she was being sincere, and it warmed my heart to hear it. I also was tremendously proud of our close-knit family, and how much we loved and supported each other.

I asked, "Don't you love me?"

"You know I do!" she said louder, more exasperated. She gestured with her hands to express her frustration. I don't know that it helped her feelings, but it sure set her F-cups in motion!

I watched all the titty bouncing until her chest was still. Then I caught myself and forced my gaze back to her face. "Then why do you keep trying to stab me in the back?"

She looked at me with piercing intensity. Her eyes were starting to tear up, and I could see waterworks coming on. "It wasn't like that! I'm trying to do stuff for YOU! Because you're so STUBBORN and MORAL, sometimes I have to use... alternative means. But I wasn't stabbing you in the back! You're so much MORE to me than just a great dad! I just wanna, wanna... love you! ALL of you!"

"And I love you too." I held my arms out to her, and she came to me. I held her as she cried.

However, I knew Michelle's tricks. Even though she was probably feeling genuinely distraught, she also was an expert at using emotional tools like crying to get her way.

At least she didn't try to get fresh with me during the hug. True, her big breasts pressed into my chest, and I could feel her stiff nipples digging into my skin. But I'd grown used to that. And at least she was wearing a top, even though it was skin-tight.

When she was cried out, I returned to a more distant chair, and said, "I'm sorry to upset you, but I can't have you sneaking around and plotting who knows what. That's not how things work in this house. You have to tell me what you were trying to do, and stop this childish behavior."

"Or?"

"Until you do, there will be no teasing, no touching, no scanty dressing. No tickle attacks. Your friends will not be allowed over, including Ruby, and you have to wear at least shorts down to your knees and short sleeve shirts with no cleavage, no belly showing. And bra and panties, of course."

"Dad, you're so mean! You might as well make me wear a frickin' burqa!"

"Well, hey, you don't have to wear that stuff at all if you cooperate. Just tell me, honestly, what you were trying to do."

"You wouldn't understand!"

"Have it your way. And remember, you DO have to work at the video shop tonight."

"Oh, great. Pile it on. You might as well just STAB me while you're at it!" She hated that job, but I made her do it. We weren't exactly poor, but I wanted her to learn the value of hard work.

And yes, my daughter is good at playing a drama queen.

I went back to my den to work after having to hear some more griping from her. But she wouldn't budge and tell me her secret.

A few minutes later, she knocked on my door and came in when called. She was dressed in the heaviest clothes she owned. Most notably, she was wearing a heavy winter parka, with a heavily-insulated hood pulled over her head. She was wearing heavy boots, ski pants, and even had ski gloves on her hands. And yet, even with all those layers piled on, the swell of her massive breasts was still clearly visible.

She was without her usual cheer, "Hi, Daddy! How's this? Is this what you want me to wear?"

I rolled my eyes. "I don't think you've made your point yet. Why don't you wear those clothes for a couple of hours in this heat, and then come back when your face is soaked in sweat."

She frowned. "Maybe I will!"

"Okay, I'll see you then." I turned back to my computer.

She stomped her feet. "Daddy! You're so mean! ... Can't you see I love you? Can't you see I have special surprises in the works for you?"

"Yeah, well, I don't appreciate being manipulated like that. It's not a matter of disliking a surprise, it's a matter of objecting to your devious manipulations. I'm your father. The way you and Ruby 'hugged' me today has me very worried. I feel like you're out of control and plotting against me, and I have yet to hear any convincing evidence to the contrary from you."

"It's not like that!" She stomped her feet some more in aggravation.

"So what were you doing then? Just tell me."

"I can't do that! Arrrggh! You're so aggravating!" She stomped back out of my room to her room in a huff.




Chapter 7



A short time later, Mindy came home from visiting her sister Erica in Santa Barbara. Michelle had just left for her video shop job. She was still pissed off, and I felt pity for whoever would be her coworkers that evening, but at least she'd changed out of her Eskimo outfit into her work uniform.

As Mindy and I ate dinner together, I filled her in on the situation, the entire situation! I wasn't going to hold back anymore. I started from when Ruby came over, because that's when the trouble really began, clear through to Michelle leaving for her job. I might have neglected some of the more lewd details, especially from when a totally nude Ruby 'hugged' me, but I didn't leave out much.

Mindy sat poker-faced, just listening through the whole thing without any questions. I had no idea what she was thinking, but at least she wasn't up and yelling at me.

After I was done, I sighed in frustration. "Where did we go wrong, Sweetheart? I blame Shelle, since Ruby goes along with whatever she does. She's SO spoiled and willful. She doesn't listen to me."

Mindy spoke for the first time in a long time. "No, you're wrong. You're the only one she DOES listen to. You should see when I try to get her to do something, much less her teachers or her boss. She's a 'Daddy's girl,' and we all know it. You're the only one with any control over her whatsoever."

"That's not really much comfort," I complained. "Seriously, where did we go wrong? Look at Nicky and how well she's doing in college up in Berkeley. She's in the middle of finals week right now, and you just know she's going to ace all her classes. What did we do differently with her?"

Mindy thought carefully for a while before replying, "I don't think we did anything wrong. I blame society. And I know how that sounds, but it's really true. This society values beauty so highly, and let's face it, Michelle is a complete off-the-charts stunner, and she knows it. She gets anything she wants just by snapping her fingers. We try our best, but her friends, her teachers, everybody treats her like a princess, just because of the way she looks. We're lucky she's not even MORE spoiled, let alone vain, vapid, or foolish."

"You have a point," I conceded. "But still. Nicky's beautiful, and you're beautiful. Why is only Michelle so out of control?"

"Thanks, but there's a difference. For one thing, our busts." She looked down at her chest. "I've got these D-cups. Nicky's are similar. They get attention. I see men look at me every day, and I know they're thinking, 'Hey! She's got a rack! Nice broad!' But I cover up and dress professionally. I want my coworkers to judge me by my smarts, not my body, and I discourage guys fawning over me, getting me coffee, that kind of thing."

She continued, "Nicky's basically the same, and covers up even more than I do. Like me, she demurs and doesn't want lots of attention. She's in college mainly to study, not to party. But Michelle? Her chest is in a whole different league."

"But she's only two bra cup sizes larger than you," I pointed out.

"True, but that's a big difference. It's the difference between, 'Hey! She's got a nice rack!' and 'HOLY FUCKING MOTHER OF GOD! LOOK AT THOSE FUCKIN' HUGE GAZONGAS! Joe, Frank, Bill - come here and check out that BABE!' Pardon my French, but that's how it is. And then you have her sultry face with her 'come hither' eyes, and her gorgeous bubble butt, and all the rest, and the way she dresses provocatively on top of everything else. Our not-so-little girl soaks up all that attention like a sponge and then looks for more. Honestly, have you EVER met a woman in the flesh with more arresting looks than our Michelle?"

"Um, no, not really." Not only did I have to admit that, but just picturing her in my mind's eye was giving me a hard-on all of a sudden.

My wife said, "That includes me and I don't even mind you saying that, because it's a plain fact. And as if that's not enough, she's blonde!"

This didn't strike me as being a major problem. "So? You're blonde."

"I am, and believe me, I know just what that means." Min rolled her eyes, and this time she wasn't doing it for effect or to get a laugh. "Trust me, it makes a BIG difference, Honey. I still have trouble being taken seriously at work sometimes, mostly because of all these preconceived notions about blondes being bimbos and easy lays. And she's not only blonde, she's aggressively blonde. Her hair flows nearly down to her ass, and you know how her bangs hang down her shoulders in front. It's hard to miss."

Michelle did have a remarkable mane of hair. I couldn't deny that.

Mindy continued, "So you see, every time we try to impose some limits, we're completely undermined by the rest of society. For instance, we've forced her to take summer jobs since she turned 16 in order to teach her the value of work and money. But she doesn't do anything! Have you seen her in action at this video shop? She's got all her coworkers under her spell, male and female alike. She and Ruby basically just sit there and talk to each other while the others run around and do twice the work."

I groaned. "Oh, man! We've known this forever, but you're really driving it home. What are we going to do? Nothing we've tried seems to work."

Mindy suggested, carefully, "We know she has this sexual desire to please you. In case you hadn't noticed yet, she really wants to please you. You're her whole world. We should exploit that somehow."

We sat there for a full minute. Finally, I said, "You know, we're beating around the bush. You haven't said a word yet about the sexual incidents today that I just told you about. Especially the so-called 'hugs' the Gruesome Twosome gave me when they were fully nude. That was nothing less than an all-out attempt to seduce me! Both of them at once! If I hadn't at least somewhat resisted, we would have wound up... Well, I don't know what, but it would have been bad! Adultery!"

She still didn't react, so I prodded, "And yet you just sit there with a poker-face."

"What do you want me to say? I told you last night that whatever happens between you and them on that front is none of my concern. They're family, so it's impossible for you to commit adultery with them."

"What?! You didn't say that before! How can you say that?! And Ruby isn't family!"

"Don't let her hear you say that. She'd be heart-broken! You know as well as I do we would have adopted her long ago if it weren't for the fact that she still lives with her mother. And Cindy does a great job raising her."

I grumbled, "So great that she spends most of her time here. But let's not get sidetracked. Your reaction to what those girls are doing to me isn't rational. And by the way, I'm dying to ask you something: did you tell them this morning what we talked about last night?"

Mindy smiled mysteriously. "I may have given Michelle a clue or two." She winked. "Then I'm sure she told Ruby."

I groaned. "I wish you would have told me that, or at least answered your phone!"

"What would the fun of that be? I thought you'd enjoy their increased teasing if you didn't know what was going on."

I groaned louder. "UGH! You're treating this like it's a big joke or something! They want to have some kind of sexual relationship with me! Both of them!"

Mindy said with sudden plaintive emotion, "I love them both! I can't deny them that! It would break their hearts, and I'm not willing to do that."

"Wait a minute. Did you REALLY go to Santa Barbara on Sunday? I know you love your sister Erica, but you detest her husband."

"Of course I went! I wouldn't lie to you about that. And yeah, I certainly don't get along with Bob. But it's also true that the timing of my visit wasn't entirely coincidental. I was hoping you could get more chummy with the Hellions while I was away."

"'Chummy?!' That's the understatement of the year! Why are you so big on pushing us together in a sexual way?!"

"I know how strongly they desire you and I think it may be healthy for them to play around with you some."

"'Healthy?!' I'd love to hear THAT explanation!"

"Think about it. Neither of them have had ANY boyfriends. There's all kinds of rumors about them having sex with girlfriends though, mostly each other."

I blanched. I had some vague notion things like that could be happening, but it shocked me to hear Min speak this out loud. We'd never openly discussed this before.

She continued, "I don't think they're lesbians though. It's just a matter of 'any port in a storm.' They're young, horny, and no boy will date them. Think how they must come across. So gorgeous it's scary, and then their personalities are even more daunting. They don't even have any friends who are boys. So of course they turn their sexual interest to you. Honey, you don't seem to realize it, but you're a VERY handsome man! And you're exceptionally virile. You've got the equipment and you know what to do with it. And your stamina is off the charts!"

I probably blushed a little. "I don't think that's true at all. You're biased."

"Trust me, I know what I'm talking about. Women compare notes. Why do you think we always go to the bathroom together?"

I asked in surprise, "Do you really...?"

She chuckled. "That's neither here nor there. Anyway, they've gotten fixated on you, and they're so fixated that they probably wouldn't go on a date with a boy if one got the courage to ask either of them out. We can't have them go off to college in a few months with NO sexual experience whatsoever! They'll be eaten alive. You've heard of cases where a person who doesn't know how to kiss asks a loved one for kissing lessons, haven't you?"

I said, "Not really. It sounds like the start of some erotic story, not real life."

"It happens, believe me. And it's not that big a deal. Let them gain a little bit of sexual experience and confidence with you. Then they'll go off to college and the handsome men will sweep them off their feet."

I must have sat there with my jaw to the floor, because after a few moments Mindy joked, "Close your trap; you're letting the flies in."

I finally gathered my wits to say, "Mindy, what you're suggesting is crazy! Totally nuts! I can't do that!"

"Yes, you can. Remember, whatever happens is up to you. If all you can handle is some kissing, stop there. You'll know where to draw the line. I trust you completely."

I sighed. "I don't trust me. That's the problem. We're not talking normal-looking girls. We're talking... UGH! They're just too much!"

Mindy shrugged. "You're a big boy. Make clear that you're the boss. If they get too hot to handle, just bend them over your lap and give them both a good spanking!"

I shook my head in disbelief. "It's wild that you say that, because that's just what they said to me today."

She raised a curious eyebrow. "What do you mean?"

"Oh, did I leave that part out? I must have thought it was too silly to mention. After I came down hard on them for taking too many liberties with me, they all but insisted I give them solid spankings."

Mindy put a hand on her chin. "Hmmm..."

"What are you thinking? Oh no! Don't tell me..."

She grinned impishly. "That's right! You know what I'm thinking: give 'em good spankings! Why not? Nothing else has worked to get them under control. Even you can't rein them in that much with normal means, and they listen to you more than anybody."

I complained, "But we're not talking regular spankings. After what they did to me today, it's pretty clear they're talking about sexual spankings."

Before Mindy could reply to that, I had an idea. "Hey! What if I give them the impression I'm going to give them sexual spankings, and then surprise them by giving them REAL spankings? I know they're 18 and normally that would be completely out of the question. But they've crossed a sexual line with me already. A true spanking might actually restrain their behavior!"

I pondered my words after I said them, wondering if I was actually serious. I asked, "I dunno. Am I crazy with that suggestion?"

Mindy seemed intrigued. "No, you're not. Actually, I think it's so crazy that it just might work. I'm thinking about Michelle in particular, since she's so willful, and yet she adores you. It's not so much the physical pain as the fact that she's forced you to resort to that; I think that would really get through to her. But still, let's wait and see for a day or two first. Maybe she'll cave in to your ultimatum."

"Yeah, maybe. But I'm not hopeful. She's a stubborn one. I wonder where she gets it from?"

Mindy grinned. "Okay, I am too, I'll admit it. But so are you, bucko. Us Coopers, we go all out to get what we want."

She looked at me with bedroom eyes. "Let's talk about this more later. This is the first time in over a week when I came home and you didn't all but carry me upstairs! Enough talking: make love to me!"

We'd finished dinner by this time. I felt so inspired that I actually did carry her upstairs!

And by God, we made love! I was so worked up from what Michelle and Ruby did to me that day that I nearly set some kind of personal record for non-stop fucking. I had some great orgasms, but I made sure Mindy did too, as I always did. As we lay together afterwards, once we were tired out, my mind wandered back to the problem at hand.

I decided I needed to take action sooner rather than later. I got dressed and called to Michelle down the hall to come to me.

When Michelle entered our bedroom, I was dressed in shorts and a T-shirt. Mindy was still lying down naked, but had the sheets pulled up to her shoulders.

I noticed Michelle curiously and repeatedly sniffing the air, which concerned me. Did she really not know what that "yummy goo" was, and would the spermy smell in the air give it away? I decided to push all such thoughts out of my mind or I really would go crazy.

I gave Michelle an ultimatum. She had to tell me about what she was scheming when she'd been talking to Lisa near the kitchen. Until she did, she had to endure the punishments I'd given her. That included not being able to leave the house for most purposes and not being allowed to have Ruby come over.

It wasn't so much the actual issue as the principle of the thing. I needed to draw the line to bring her to heel. If it wasn't this, it would have been something else, because she continually defied our authority.

We waited to see what would happen. We didn't mention that spanking idea, since that might only encourage her, as she'd likely imagine a sexy spanking. We were keeping the harsh spanking idea in reserve as a back-up plan.

Michelle tried everything - crying, pleading, flattery, crying, puppy dog looks, and more crying. Mostly, she just moped.

But I held firm.

Unfortunately, much to my dismay, so did she. I'll give my youngest daughter this much: she certainly knows how to dig in her heels when the chips are down. I think she understood, as did I, that the scheming somehow related to Lisa was just the cover story. The real story was my trying to lay down rules about what she wore and so on, to stop her sexual antics with me. If she gave in, she might have to stop her attempt to seduce me.

And Ruby would have to do the same, because Ruby nearly always followed Michelle's lead.

One side effect of the standoff was that all the sexual teasing came to a halt. It was hard for Michelle to flirt with the "normal" clothes she was required to wear. Plus her confidante Ruby wasn't there. But I think most important was the fact that she was depressed and thus in no mood for that kind of thing.

I knew how Michelle could be. She was not someone to play "chicken" with, because she simply didn't back down. The standoff was likely to last a very long time.

The next day, the standoff continued. Knowing how stubborn Michelle was, Mindy and I agreed that we should try the spanking experiment sooner rather than later. The plan was to try it out with Michelle first. If Ruby were there too, that would double the sexual temptation. But if it worked, I could try spanking Ruby next.

I still had reservations. But I figured, Why the hell not? After all, Michelle had recently told me: "Daddy, you need to bend us over your lap and show us who's boss! Take control of your willful daughters." Maybe she was right. Maybe my youngest really needed some serious discipline from me.

My biggest worry was that the spanking would get too sexual and thus would fail to serve its purpose as a deterrent. So Mindy agreed to watch and make sure things stayed on track.

After a morose dinner with a moping Michelle on Tuesday night, Mindy and I had a short private talk. We decided the time had come to try out the spanking plan. So Mindy and I went up to Michelle's room and found her doing something on her computer. Thankfully, she was dressed in relatively restrained clothes, wearing tight blue jeans and a skin tight, bra-less top that just managed not to violate the no-teasing rules I'd set for her.

We explained to her the spanking idea and the rationale for it.

She was eager; very eager. I kept explaining that it was not a sexual spanking, but a truly punishing one, and that she wouldn't like it.

But she replied, "No, I'll like it. Daddy, this is what I need! I know I've done wrong, but I can't control myself sometimes. I need someone to control my willful ways. I need discipline; that's just who I am. I'm not talking about being grounded and that kind of thing, I need to be HARSHLY punished! I'm talking about serious physical discipline from a MAN! This is the missing piece!"

I was wary - my little girl seemed to be TOO eager. Her only reservation was that she insisted that Ruby had to be there as well to make sure that things were "kosher." She said that since Mindy was my referee, she should get her own referee.

Even though I didn't want Ruby there, I was willing to concede on that point. What could go wrong if Mindy was there too? Besides, Ruby would watch and be deterred by seeing how harsh the spanking was.

So we waited while she called Ruby, who agreed to come over to our house straight away.

We sat there chatting awkwardly, but luckily it wasn't very long since Ruby literally ran over and her house was only a minute's walk away - down the street and around a corner.

Ruby had come over with the clothes she happened to have on, which were a T-shirt and shorts, plus undies underneath. My wife wore roughly the same, and so did I. Even though it was evening, it was early summer in Southern California, and there was no need to put on pants or a sweater unless you wanted to.

Michelle was there to greet Ruby downstairs as soon as Ruby let herself in. (Ruby was so much like family that she had her own keys to all the locks.) I came down the stairs as well to make sure they weren't secretly whispering plans to each other, only to find them engaged in a VERY serious lip-lock with each other!

I thought back to Mindy's mention of rumors the two of them were having sex with each other. Oh man! Those sure looked to be more than rumors! Phew! It wasn't just that they were kissing; the way they fondled each other's breasts suggested it was something they'd done to each other many, many times before.

Then, while still standing at the top of the stairs, I heard them talk between kisses. "I missed you so much!" "I missed you!" "I love you!" "I love you MORE!" "Never leave me again!" "NEVER!"

They went on like this for a couple of minutes with more French kissing too. They sounded like lovers as well as looked it.

In theory, I didn't have a problem with it, I'm not homophobic. But at the same time, I was sincerely hoping Mindy was right that they were mainly heterosexual, so they could get married and have children and such.

The two of them finally looked up and noticed me. They'd been kissing so long that I realized Mindy was standing next to me. They were utterly shameless about what they'd just done. Michelle merely yelled, "Okay, Daddy! I'm ready!" Then the two of them charged like elephants up the stairs, right past Mindy and me, and into her room.

I quickly followed, with Mindy right behind me.

Michelle immediately pulled her pants off.

My eyes went wide. I shouldn't have been surprised, but I was, when I realized that Michelle wasn't wearing any panties!

But before I could do anything about that, Michelle came over to where I was standing, somehow sat me down on a chair, and lay across my lap! She was eager, to say the least!

"Um, you're not wearing any panties," I pointed out. I looked to my wife for help. She was looking at me poker-faced.

"That's true!" Michelle giggled happily. "Daddy's gonna spank my bare butt!"

"No, what I mean is-"

She wiggled her ass with need. "Daddy, spank me! Show me who's boss! Make me obey!"

Mindy said to me in a patient voice from her nearby chair, "Spankings are generally done bare-assed, Honey. You can't have a protective layer there. Besides, after all the nude teasing she's done, you've seen it all anyway."

She had a good point there, although I felt it was different to have a prolonged view of my daughter's pussy from so close up. But I decided to just get this over with, plus, at least she was wearing a shirt. I warned Michelle, "Okay, but remember, this isn't meant to be a sexual spanking. This is a punishment spanking."

She shouted enthusiastically, while wiggling her ass in exaggerated fashion, "Punish me, then! Discipline me! Hurt me! Smack me! Hard!"

This wasn't really what I was planning, and the way that not just her ass but her whole body was writhing all over my lap already was particularly distracting. And her breasts were so prominent on her body that it was difficult to keep her on my lap. They ended up hanging just to the outside of one of my legs, but it felt like they enveloped a good portion of the side of that leg.

I thought, She thinks this is all fun and games, but I'll straighten her out as soon as I really start to spank her hard. I'm not gonna hold back at all. I'm gonna make this HURT! 

I looked over to Ruby and Mindy, looking calm and sitting next to each other. Their hands were clenched together as they braced for the spanking to begin.

I thought, Here goes nothing! I raised my hand high in the air and then let it come flying down onto my daughter's left ass cheek.

The way her body recoiled was truly a sight to see. The echo of the smack I'd laid into her butt reverberated shockingly loudly around the room.

"OWWW!" She yelled. "Yeouch!"

That's a start, I thought. She's gonna be singing a different tune, pretty soon. Maybe we'll finally be able to control this hot little fireball a little bit. Then we'll have some peace and quiet and ORDER around here! 

I looked to Mindy and then to Ruby for confirmation. Both of them were staring intently at where my hand had smacked Michelle's defenseless rear end. One could already see a clear reddish pattern of where my hand had been.

I noticed that Michelle could have and should have had her knees on the floor to support most of her weight, but she was keeping her legs perfectly straight. Her feet were on the floor, but with her legs straight and her knees in the air, her feet couldn't support much weight. I was obliged to spread my knees wider to support more of her.

I asked her, "Are you gonna tell me now what kind of scheming you were up to?"

"NO!" she shouted defiantly. "You need to spank me more! Bring me to heel with your great big... hand!"

I had a feeling she meant to say something other than "hand," but I let it slide.

Again, she wiggled her delectable bare ass at me, taunting me with it. She sort of lifted her whole body up briefly as she readjusted herself. Then she did a lot more readjusting, rubbing all over me in the process. I was painfully aware of the fact that she was lying directly over my erection. But at least it was safely in my shorts and her skin wasn't touching it in any way.

I looked over at my wife. She was staring at Michelle's half-naked body with obvious excitement, but when she saw me looking at her, she put her poker face back on.

Then I looked at Ruby. She was horny! She wasn't even trying to hide her lust at all. She had a hand on one of her large breasts and was slowly pushing it around under her shirt. I thought, Just wait until it's your turn. You're next, Ruby. You'll be singing a different tune soon enough! 

Michelle cried out, "Okay, Daddy. I'm ready. More!"

I raised my hand and spanked the same left ass cheek with all my might.

"OWWW!"

I noticed this time that her legs kicked up and flailed about. Her feet slowly returned to the floor, but her knees did not and could not, now that one of my legs was under her thighs.

She said in a husky voice, "God, Daddy, you're STRONG! I can tell this is healing already!"

"I said I was bringing you to heel - H E E L, not H E A L."

She giggled. "Oh. In any case, please keep it up! But can you alternate with the other one each time?"

I'd been focusing on looking just at her ass cheek that was closest to my knee. It was already starting to glow pink. But with her question, I looked at the other one. That turned out to be a big mistake, because I could see her pussy and the tight throbbing asshole in between her quivering butt cheeks. Up close. Very close. Moist and dripping. And the smell. The smell! There's no doubt that was a very aroused pussy, and the smell alone was turning my dick as hard as diamond.

It would be very easy for me to bring my fingers up and stick them into her hot and gooey snatch. I should have made sure she closed her legs together, but I wasn't thinking straight. Her legs were actually splayed out quite widely now, allowing me to even see inside her pink pussy lips a little bit to her forbidden insides. If her legs were any wider, she would have tumbled off my lap.

Feeling guilty, I suddenly turned to my wife.

She looked like a deer caught in headlights, as she saw me looking at her hand resting over her crotch area. She made like she was readjusting her shorts, but I doubted that was the case.

That was strange. Does she get off on spankings? 

I told her, "I don't know if this is working. Shelle is just too aroused."

Mindy replied with surprising fervor, "Well then, you just need to keep smacking her. She hasn't really felt the pain yet. Pound it into her! Show her who's boss around here!"

Ruby echoed that. "Yeah! Pound it into her! Show her who's boss!"

I was feeling woozy. Does everything everyone says have a double meaning? Shit! Stop thinking about pounding your cock into your daughter already, and get on with it! 

So, reluctantly, I closed my eyes and brought my open palm down onto Michelle's other ass cheek.

Michelle let out another little yelp, and then readjusted herself. Again, she kicked her legs all over the place.

I realized that this was much easier all around with my eyes closed - I wouldn't have to stare right at her molten hot, bare pussy, or at her flawless, tanned, and bare ass cheeks she was offering up to my hand. Even seeing her legs flailing about made her seem completely helpless, and somehow that really turned me on, far too much. So, I spanked her a few more times on each ass cheek as I kept my eyes closed. I wasn't really keeping track of the number, though, since my goal was to keep going until she was crying and genuinely begging me to stop.

Her moans and groans were starting to get louder. Otherwise, there wasn't any other noise from her or any other sound in the room, except for maybe the increasingly heavy breathing from Ruby and Mindy.

After maybe ten smacks in all, she asked, "Daddy, can you hold on a sec?"

"Sure."

I opened my eyes to see what she was doing. The first thing I realized was that during all her writhing and wiggling, her skin-tight top had ridden up, and now the fabric was mostly bunched around her underarms, leaving her F-cup breasts completely exposed. It was a measure of how far gone I was, obsessed with her ass and pussy, that I hadn't noticed the underside of her huge breasts were pressed against my bare thigh.

I realized that I should have worn pants, but it was too late for that now. At least my erection wasn't in contact with her. But pre-cum was pouring out of my piss hole, creating a stain on the bulge in my shorts.

I looked to see how the two "referees" were taking this. My eyes first fell to Ruby. Her hand had slipped inside her shorts and it looked like she had a couple of fingers in her slit! She was masturbating right in front of everyone! She didn't even notice I was looking at her since she was staring at Michelle's spread and spanked ass with great fascination.

I wondered what she was looking at so intently, since I wasn't even spanking my daughter at the moment. I looked down. That was another mistake. Michelle had brought both of her hands down to her ass and she was trying to massage the pain away. Her cheeks were quite red, and she was moaning with obvious arousal as her hands ran over her heated red skin.

Michelle was purring, "Daddy, you're so mean. But so STRONG! So FIRM! You're really taking control of your naughty daughter! Spank me some more!" One of her hands drifted from kneading an ass cheek to her pussy. Her moans of arousal grew even louder as her fingers slid over her wet and puffy pink pussy lips.

I looked over at my wife. She was my last hope for some sanity. But she was nearly as bad as Ruby! At least her hands were outside her shorts, but she had a hand frantically rubbing her pussy mound area right through her shorts, while gazing dreamily as Michelle's red ass. There was no doubt about it.

I complained, "Miiiiiindy! What are you doing?! Some big help you are! This is crazy! This has got to stop."

Mindy removed her hand, looking very guilty about it.

"And you too, Ruby!"

Ruby sheepishly pulled her hand from her shorts.

I decided it was time to end the spanking. This just wasn't working. I was too horny, everyone was too horny. My heart was pounding as hard as if I'd been the one getting spanked. The whole thing was backfiring. I started to get up, but found that was hard to do with Michelle on my lap.

One of Michelle's hands reached around and managed to grab hold of one of my hands. Luckily, it was her hand that hadn't just been dipping in her honey pot. "No, Daddy, wait! I'll confess! I'll confess everything!"

As we stayed frozen in that position, I said very reluctantly, "Okay, you'd better start talking."

"What do you want to know? I'll tell you EVERYthing, because my big strong Daddy and his big strong cock has totally tamed me! You've-"

"Just confess, already! Tell me what you were doing that day in the kitchen. Mindy, can't you lend a hand here?"

She stared at Michelle's naked ass in shock. She whispered, "No, I couldn't... touch it!" Her eyes revealed that she would love nothing better.

"No, I don't mean that, I mean, help me here! Act parental!"

My wife blushed. "Oh. Right. Michelle, your dad is trying to have a serious talk with you. You should probably take your fingers out of your pussy." Her hand shot up towards one of her breasts, but she managed not to touch it. Well, for now, at least.

Michelle gushed in response to Mindy's request, "Oh, sure. I'll do that. It's just that I'm so HOT, what with Daddy kneading my ass AND my tits!"

I looked down. Somehow, her hand that she'd been using to hold mine had brought my hand over to her chest without my realizing it, and now that hand was pretty busy groping her there! God, so much tit-flesh! And my other hand, my spanking hand, had come to rest on her ass and, well, had kind of gotten out of control without me consciously being aware of it!

I took both hands off her tempting skin. Again, I started to get up. "Okay, that's it. The spanking's over. This was a big mistake."

"No, wait!" Michelle shouted. "I'll tell you everything! Everything!"

I froze, and let her continue.

She was panting hard as she explained, "So you want to know about that day? Okay. I've known Lisa has had a crush on you for some time. I knew you were under the kitchen counter, and I wanted you to know how she felt about you. I asked her, 'How do you feel about my dad' or something like that, so she could go off on her feelings for you where you could listen."

I was intrigued just enough not to get up, even though my erection was about to split my shorts into two and I noticed Ruby busy jilling herself again. I said, "That part was obvious. But WHY would you do that? I don't get it."

"I want you to KNOW, Daddy! I want you to know how ALL my friends have the hots for you. ALL of them! They want to have sex with you! They want to play with your great big cock, and slide it in their cleavage, and even suck on it! Especially that! They talk to me about it all the time! But most of all, they want to get FUCKED! By YOU! And with Mom giving you permission, you should! I figure the more you know that, the more receptive you'll be. Maybe you'll even bang a teenage babe or two. Maybe you'll bang Lisa, for instance!"

"Or me!" Ruby shouted.

I looked over at Ruby. She was jilling herself with one hand in her shorts. But that wasn't enough for her. She had her shirt bunched up around her shoulders, leaving her topless and her big tits bouncing around wildly. Her other hand was pulling on an erect nipple.

Then I looked over at my wife. I saw a growing wet spot on the front of her shorts as she'd resumed rubbed her fingers through her shorts over the spot where her clit was.

I sighed with frustration, but since I had a big wet spot on my shorts too, I couldn't be too judgmental.

Michelle kept going on about Lisa, "Would you like that? She wants you so bad! If only you would have stayed, you could have heard the things that supposedly sweet and innocent girl says about you. Did you know she really likes to suck cock? She's really good at it too, and she dreams about sucking your fat Daddy pole! I'll bet you didn't know that!"

Mindy tried to sound like a responsible mother, even as she wantonly played with her pussy through her shorts. "Now, now, I never said that. I said he could play with you two all he wants. I'm not so sure about the others."

"Hold on!" I complained. My heart was pounding with excitement, and my breaths were coming in gasps. "Could we have more information and less sexy talk? Shelle, I still don't get it. How would getting me interested in your friends help you in your insane campaign to get me to have sex with you?"

Michelle explained with growing excitement as one of her hands slid down her back, heading back towards her pussy, "Because! You need to get over your reluctance to fucking horny teen cunt with that beautiful fat cock of yours, Daddy! Once you start fucking teen cunt regularly, I figure you'll be more likely to stretch MY cunt to fit you too! You'll start banging teen cunt right and left, and then you'll fit ME into your daily rotation! I'll be an essential part of your teenage hot cunt harem!"

She writhed all over my lap, and purred and moaned. "OH! Fit in! Fit it in me! Fit it in me!" She squealed as she started to rub her clit practically under my nose.

Ruby, still assaulting her own pussy and breasts, cried out, "Do it! Do it Daddy! Look how helpless she is in your lap, in your total control! USE her!"

Michelle agreed emphatically. "Use me, Daddy! Use me!" He voice sounded raw as she practically screamed with desperate need.

Even Mindy said excitedly, "You do have my permission to play with her. It's up to you and you alone what you want to do! Why don't you touch her needy pussy?"

My erection was ready to erupt. I was swooning from the lust and the aroma of soaked pussies that filled the whole room. I said, "Okay, I'm out of here! This is too much. You all are nuts!"

But I couldn't just get up and unceremoniously dump my daughter on the floor. I was trying to grab her and let her down easy, but I was having a hard time holding her anywhere that wasn't too tempting to keep holding and fondle. Her whole body was one big erogenous zone, it seemed!

Michelle sensed my dilemma. "Okay, Daddy, I'll get down, or should I say I'll get off! I'll definitely get off!" She giggled. "But tell me, is my punishment over?"

"Yes! Happy?! I suppose that in between your overheated sex talk, you actually answered my question. But spankings do NOT work. This has totally backfired!"

I looked over at my wife. Her blonde hair was tussled about and I could barely see her eyes for the bangs in the way. Her head was tilted back like she'd either just had an orgasm (probably true) or was just about to have one (probably true too!). I said sarcastically, "Mindy, some big help YOU'VE been!"

She gasped as she continued to finger herself over her shorts, "Sorry! ... Just... too hot!"

At least Michelle had finally gotten off my lap. She sat on the floor, her bare boobs heaving mightily, Her shirt was still uselessly bunched up under her armpits, and that was all she had on. She stared up at me adoringly. "Just think, Ruby. He's gonna do that to you soon too! Daddy's gonna spank us and FUCK us all!"

Ruby apparently was too lost in her own orgasmic ecstasy to respond, unless one counted her extra loud grunts.

I looked down at my shorts. It looked like I'd practically peed on myself, the pre-cum stain had grown so big. I'd even squirted out some real cum once or twice, I think. Sometimes I do that just a little bit without fully cumming.

I felt like I had to get out of that room fast. I was so horny that my head seemed to be spinning. Everything that was said or done was just upping the heat, and the room had turned into an inferno of lust. So I decided to just get out of there. I stood up and started staggering back to my bedroom.

Mindy saw me leaving, and shouted, "Wait for me!" She got up too and rushed to my side.

Leaving Michelle and Ruby behind (God knows what they did next, but I'm sure it involved more orgasms), I muttered to my wife, "Those two are out of control! They're insatiable nympho sluts!"

She giggled, and then said in a husky voice, "They are, but they're also virgins! They've been saving themselves for YOU!"

That jolted me like an electric shock. What the hell is happening here?! What does she mean by THAT?! If it's true, this is way worse than I thought! 

"You're no better than them!" I complained. "You were supposed to help me!"

By this time, we'd walked the short distance down the hall from Michelle's room to the master bedroom. Mindy rushed ahead of me and threw herself onto our bed. She said, "I'm sorry. I know you're probably upset that didn't work out the way you'd hoped, but we'll deal with that later. I'm hotter than molten lava! Fuck me NOW!"

I just barely had the sense to close the bedroom door behind me, or there's no telling what the Gruesome Twosome would have done. I decided that, finally, my wife had a very good suggestion: fuck first, and then deal with the willful and shameless girls later. I pulled my shorts down and leaped onto the bed and onto my wife.

Neither of us got much sleep that night. I had a LOT of pent up lust to let out.




Chapter 8



At heart, I'm a simple man. I live in a fancy home, but that's just luck because I never really sought to get rich and I don't desire a lot of material things. I just want to write books, live a moral life that I can be proud of, raise my real and de facto daughters Michelle, Nicky, and Ruby as best as I can, and love and make love to my wife.

I had no idea what to do about Michelle and Ruby. Their teasing had gotten me aroused, confused, and distraught, all in one crazy mix. I wanted to have sex with them so badly that it physically hurt, but at the same time I remembered what happened to my own parents and I was horrified by the idea. I was afraid to be in my own house in case I ran into them.

I decided the problem was important enough to be dealt with right away. I convinced Mindy to go into work a little late on Wednesday morning so she could take part in a family meeting, and she agreed.

Mindy, Michelle, and I had a family breakfast. While we ate, I explained to Michelle that Mindy was still here so we could have a (fully dressed) family meeting. I had Michelle call Ruby so she could join in. Not only was Ruby a big part of this, but she was de facto family anyway and need to be a part of our important decisions.

The four of us gathered in the living room. I explained to the Gruesome Twosome that their teasing had to stop for the time being, at least.

When asked why, I explained that I just wasn't comfortable with the way things were going. Things had gotten overheated and we needed a cooling off period for at least a day or two.

I was surprised to find they all quickly agreed to that.

Mindy said, "I think we're all a bit stunned as to what happened with the spanking, how things got out of control. We don't want that to happen again, do we?" She looked hard at Ruby and Michelle.

Michelle nodded, slowly, but she asked, "It's just a cooling off period though, right? We'll go back to teasing soon, won't we?"

"Yes," I replied. "But within reasonable limits. Mindy said I have to set the boundaries and that's what I'm going to do. Give me the cooling off period to think about what those limits are."

Our family meeting didn't last long, since there was no significant argument. That allowed Mindy to get to work without missing much time. (Luckily, her hours are fairly flexible in any case, since she does most of her work alone.)

For the rest of the day, things were fairly calm around the house. Michelle and Ruby were well behaved. They still ran around in their bikinis during the day and worked on their tans. When they stripped naked to work on their all over tans, they made sure to do so at the deck area, which can't be seen from the house due to some tall trees in the way. Even the bikinis they wore around the house were their more "normal" ones.

After the sun went down, Mindy and I fucked like minks. Or newlyweds. Or maybe really, really horny newlywed minks. We were pretty much insatiable. Any time Mindy wanted me to get hard again, all she had to do was mention Michelle and/or Ruby and my erection would shoot up like the Eiffel Tower. I came three times, and Mindy came... well, I'm not sure how many times, but it was a lot more than three.

While we were resting between our fucking sessions, my mind wandered back to the problem with Michelle and Ruby. I had to admit that things had gone well during the cooling off period so far. But the thing was - and this was a hard admission for me to make - I really missed the teasing already. The two Hellions had been teasing and arousing me pretty much every day for the last three months, if not longer. They'd slowly ramped up just how blatant they were, and then they'd gotten really wild once summer vacation began. I'd pretty much gotten addicted to it. I didn't want to go without. Even missing one day of teasing seemed sad, for all of us.

I resolved to allow the fun to begin again. The excuse I gave myself was that I was concerned that they would "turn lesbian" because they'd never enjoyed a man. So it was up to me to have enough fun with them so they'd want to have boyfriends when they went to college in the fall. I know that wasn't PC of me, but Mindy believed they were mostly straight, just misguided and unfortunate. I wasn't trying to "turn" them, just get their sexuality back on track.

Of course, I couldn't let things go very far. Something like a blowjob or titfuck was simply not possible. Actual intercourse? Never! Only some kissing and fondling would be allowed. I needed to have boundaries firmly in place so there would be no going over the line.

I talked to Mindy about this extensively after we'd fucked ourselves all out later that evening. She assured me that I had her full support. She told me my limits were wise. The goal wasn't to get the girls hooked on me, but just to have a taste of sexual experience with men. Meanwhile, she and I would benefit with a sex life set on turbo mode.

After showering, and recovering from the epic fucking Mindy and I had just had, I dressed and went to Michelle’s room to see if our daughter was still up. Luckily, it was late but not that late, and Michelle was doing something on her computer. Using the phone in Michelle's room, I called Ruby and found out she was still awake too. I told both Ruby and Michelle to meet Mindy and I downstairs in the living room for another important family meeting.

Michelle soon joined me in the living room. I was relieved that she was still dressing like a normal teen daughter and not like a relentless temptress on the prowl for my seed. Mindy was held up because of some family phone call that she'd forgotten to do. Furthermore, although Ruby lived just down the street, it would take her some time to get ready and come here. That meant Michelle and I had a little while to just hang out and chat. She didn't try any flirting or teasing at all.

It was nice to interact like this. After the out-of-control "spanking," I was half-expecting my daughter to relentlessly sexually pursue me every single chance she got, but during the cooling off period, she'd been unusually obedient in following my new rules. When asked why, she would explain that the spanking had "put her in her place," but I didn't buy that for a minute. Instead, I figured she sensed I needed a breather to recover, and she hoped that the better she obeyed, the quicker I'd be willing to go back to allowing some teasing.

She had me pegged pretty well and I knew it. Yet knowing her intentions didn't really change my feelings.

What did I want?

Was I tempted by my daughter's perfect body, her sultry and smoldering blue eyes, her long flowing blonde hair, her F-cup twin torpedoes that wobbled so enticingly whenever she moved or breathed, and her perfectly round bubble butt that practically begged to be spanked? You bet! And Ruby tempted me nearly as much. Their bodies were remarkably similar from the neck down, and Ruby's face was as much of a head turner as Michelle's. How could I resist them? Being a straight male, it was simply impossible!

But being able to look at myself in the mirror every morning with pride and confess my sins to my priest without deep shame was more important to me than some more sexual satisfaction. The most important thing of all was keeping my wife happy and as in love with me as I was with her. I loved Mindy, and wanted her and only her. I did not want to do ANYthing that could risk our relationship. I could hardly wait for her to get home each work day, just so we could reconnect.

The question was, could we have both things? Could I have some mild sexual fun with the girls and still feel good about myself? I decided that I could. It was just a matter of maintaining limits. All this wild talk from Michelle about having full-on intercourse with me had to stop, for starters.

I particularly liked the idea of Michelle and Ruby serving as 'fluffers' of sorts for Mindy and me. A 'fluffer' basically is an off-stage employee assigned the task of keeping a male porn star in a state of erection. I could help them, and they could help us. Ruby and Michelle enjoyed the teasing and got hooked on men, and then Mindy and I enjoyed the results of having the best sex we'd ever had. It was win-win for everybody, right?

After about fifteen minutes, Ruby came over and Mindy was able to end her phone call and join us too. We sat down at the dining table as a family (minus Nicky in Berkeley, of course), even though we'd already eaten. Like Michelle, Ruby was dressed in typical "hanging around the house" clothes that didn't show much skin.

The girls were on edge, to say the least. But I just made some inconsequential small talk for a few minutes. I felt much better looking at my wife, daughter, and Ruby. I felt at ease knowing I'd made my decision.

I sensed the girls slowly relaxing and even getting excited as they sensed that I was in a good mood. They knew I wasn't going to deliver bad news to them while being cheery about it. Still, the anticipation rose and rose.

Finally, I decided to share my thoughts. "Okay, girls, I'll give it to you straight. I must admit that I've enjoyed the teasing and I've decided I don't want it to end."

"YEAY!"

I couldn't get much further than that, because bedlam erupted. Funnily enough, Mindy got up and high-fived and hugged the girls as if she'd won some great prize with them. I had to stand up for a lot of hugs and kisses too.

I knew the girls were passionate, but it surprised me to see they were crying tears of joy! As they both hugged me at once, I asked, "This really means a lot to you, doesn't it?"

Michelle nodded emphatically. "So much! You have no idea!" It seemed like she wanted to say more, but she sobbed into my shoulder instead.

Ruby, if anything, cried even more while sobbing into my other shoulder.

Mindy stood back smirking and smiling at the three-way hug. That wasn't surprising: my wife smirks a great deal, but it's always in a happy way, not mean. But tears were sliding down her face too! She said, "Can you see now why I couldn't bear to say no to these two? This is somehow very essential for their growing up. I can't quite explain why, but they really need this."

I nodded.

After we settled down, more or less, and returned to our seats, I continued to discuss and explain my decision. I shared many of the concerns, justifications, and arguments that Mindy and I had in recent days over this. I admitted that the horse was already out of the barn and we couldn't go back to the way we'd been months before. I explained my concerns about keeping such teasing within certain limits, and then carefully detailed what those limits were.

I named a number of different things, such as limits on certain sexy talk. I especially wanted to make sure Michelle wouldn't ever talk about her desire for vaginal or anal intercourse with me. And if Ruby had similar ideas, she needed to keep them to herself.

In the last few days, Michelle had been asking me about anal sex, vaginal sex, and other sexual topics in what appeared to be a purely curious "birds and the bees talk" kind of way. But I worried that once I allowed teasing to come back into play, a "show me" request concerning something or other could lead to full-on groping. So I was thus determined to head that one off at the pass.

Anal sex was a particularly taboo topic in our house. My wife and I had "beaten around the bush" on anal sex more than once in all our years together. Invariably, she'd be the one wanting to try it, and I was the one who said "No" to the idea. What can I say? There are just some things I wasn't willing to do with a woman, and this was one of them.

I continued to lay down the rules. "One key thing that I need to stress here is that we have to avoid all touching of private parts in each others' company. Michelle, I can't touch your crotch area or breasts, and you can't touch my crotch area. No masturbating in front of each other, either."

Michelle seemed very disappointed about that. However, she nodded, and then asked, "Can I touch my own breasts? It's pretty hard for me not to at least touch them sometimes, you know." She looked down at her jutting torpedoes.

They were pretty damn hard to avoid, I had to admit. "Yes, I suppose. But within limits. Don't be getting all orgasmic on me fondling yourself, okay?"

She nodded. "What if I hug you?" she asked. "My breasts pretty much have to touch you then."

"Hugging is fine, of course. We just have to keep our hands away from those private places."

She nodded again.

Ruby asked, "What about me? Shouldn't the rules be a little looser with me, since I'm not your flesh-and-blood daughter?"

I said, "We should be consistent. The same rules apply to you."

She muttered not so quietly, "Damn!"

We all came to a sober agreement on these boundaries.

I said, "Now, we need to address Nicky. I hate to say this, but I don't see how we can tell her about any of this... teasing. She's very straight-laced. I don't think she'd understand. But it pains me to keep a secret from her. What do you all think?"

Mindy replied, "I don't see it as a problem at all. Some things are off limits. Do we ever tell our daughters about the details of what we do in bed? No. That's none of their business. This is just an extension of that, with the Gruesome Twosome acting as 'fluffers.' So that's none of Nicky's business as well. Plus, I'm sure she wouldn't want to know. If you started to tell her, she'd wince and complain, "T.M.I.!"

I nodded. I knew that "T.M.I. stood for "too much information," and that's what it was.

Michelle said, "I agree. We're not doing anything wrong, and Nicky is kind of a prude anyway. She'd probably misunderstand. Maybe later I have high hopes that we can, well... let's not idly speculate. But right now, she doesn't need to know."

Ruby chimed in, "I love Nicky dearly, and I have no problem not telling her. Everyone has SOME secrets. That's part of life."

Then I asked Ruby, "What about Cindy? What should we tell her? If I were in her shoes, I'd want to know something."

Mindy quipped, "If you were in her shoes, you'd have a hard time walking across the room. High heels don't suit you."

I rolled my eyes.

Ruby replied, "Cindy doesn't need to know anything. This is a private matter. If I were to go out on a date with a guy, would I give her a blow-by-blow account about how we'd kissed and fondled? No way! I'm turning into an adult, and she has to trust me."

I sighed. "If you say so. I suppose that's your call to make."

Ruby crossed her arms under her ample E-cups, and stated firmly, "That's the call I'm making."

With the four of us having settled those issues, at least for now, Michelle asked eagerly, "So, when can we resume the teasing again? I'm soooo psyched!"

I looked at Ruby. "I'm sorry, I told your mom that I'd be borrowing you for dinner only. You should go back home now."

She pouted like a little girl, "Awwww! Whyyyy? I love it here! I can't wait to get started teasing you again!"

"I know, I know, and I'm excited too. But good things come to those who wait. You can hang out here again tomorrow while your mom is at work, like usual. But remember that she loves you and she's lonely. It's just you and Cindy at the McGrath house now. You need to support each other."

Ruby nodded sullenly. She loved her mother a great deal and felt bad about being over at our house so much instead of her own. But then her eyes shone as she got an idea. "I'll go now if you give me a REAL good-bye kiss!"

I instinctively looked to Mindy.

My wife smiled and nodded. "Go for it, big man! You already kissed her like that once a few days ago. Do it again! Kiss her like you kiss me!"

I walked Ruby to the front door, with Mindy and Michelle in tow. Before opening the door, I held Ruby and gave her a kiss on the lips.

Yes, there was tongue. However, it wasn't a lava-hot scorcher because I felt guilty and self-conscious, especially since I was doing that in front of Mindy. Even though my wife stood there holding Michelle's hand and looking happy and calm, she was still my wife! The situation was too strange.

After the relatively short kiss, I whispered to Ruby, "I love you, Red."

She opened her mouth in surprise at those words. She knew I loved her, but I rarely openly stated it since I didn't want it to seem we were trying to steal her away from Cindy. Then she suddenly kissed me again. Even though I was holding back, she sure wasn't! She floored me with a much more intense lip-lock the second time.

However, I still felt this had to be wrong somehow, despite Mindy's active approval, so I kept that kiss short.

Then Michelle said, "Okay, my turn!"

However, Mindy saw the conflicted look on my face, and said, "Why don't you save that for tomorrow? You've waited this long."

Michelle grumbled, but she acquiesced. It seemed she realized she'd probably get a much better first kiss if she caught me in the right mood. She probably hoped her first kiss would be something epic.

So Ruby went back home to go to sleep. The rest of us went back to sit at the dinner table.

Once we were seated, with Mindy next to me and Michelle on the other side, Michelle asked, "So... When can the flirting and teasing officially resume?"

I shrugged. "Well, I suppose starting now. Why not? I figured it did already with kissing Ruby good-bye."

I half-expected Michelle to throw herself over the table at me with a big hug. Or at least she'd take her clothes off. But she just sat there. However, she and Mindy were like two peas in a pod, smiling and bouncing slightly in their chairs. They were positively brimming with excitement, but trying to hold it in.

Michelle said, "Let's talk about something sexy! Dang, that spanking was something else, wasn't it?"

Seeing the way Michelle squirmed in her chair, Mindy said, "Pick something else. That's probably too sexy. Daddy's still mad at me for not supporting him there."

Michelle grinned. "But not so mad that he hasn't had sex with you like 19,000 times in the last two days!"

Mindy just flashed a shit-eating grin as her eyes glazed over thinking about it. She couldn't deny that, especially since our screams had been heard throughout the house on a number of occasions. Then her eyes lit up as an idea came to her. "I like that we're just relaxing and talking, but Michelle, don't you think you're a little... overdressed?"

She waved a hand at her daughter's unrevealing clothes. "How can you be Daddy's big-titted teenage tease like that?"

Michelle's face lit up like the Sun. "Good idea! No, GREAT idea!" Then she tried to pout, thought it was tough do to while smiling so much. "But you mean 'one of Daddy's big-titted teenage teases.' Don't forget Ruby just 'cos she's gone home!"

Mindy couldn't have been more delighted. "My mistake. I stand corrected."

Michelle stood up. "I'll be back!" She raced out of the room.

I looked at my wife disapprovingly. "Is this really the right thing to do? You seem way, way, WAY too excited about everything."

Mindy shrugged. "Hey, what can I say? I love making the girls this happy. Besides, I find it very arousing. Don't you? I mean, I'm not into women, but just seeing her acting sexy around you would excite anyone. Then you and I will have great sex. So what's the downside?"

I was uneasy. "It just seems... This doesn't fit into my ideas of what's right and wrong. At all!"

"It's time you change those ideas. We live in a modern world where- Hey, look, here she comes!"

Sure enough, Michelle walked briskly back into the room. My heart pounded wildly as I saw what she wore. She came to a stop and proudly showed herself off.

Her black top was sleeveless and showed a bit of cleavage, but frankly it wasn't that different from the shirt she'd just been wearing. That surprised me. Her blue miniskirt on the other hand... It was so short that miniskirt didn't begin to describe it. It hung low on her waist to begin with, and then it didn't even hang down enough to cover all of her pussy! Luckily, she wore some white panties underneath, or I could have seen the pink of her lips when she was standing still!

Then she turned around. A look at her ass showed just how ridiculous her "miniskirt" was. It was so short in back that one could see a little bit of ass crack above it, and more ass crack and a whole lot of ass cheek below it! She must have been wearing a carefully positioned thong, because there was no sign of her panties from behind. I didn't understand how I couldn't see some thin strips above her miniskirt, at least.

I looked at my wife. Surely she couldn't approve of this! But Mindy was tickled pink. She said to her daughter, "You look HOT! But was that the best top you could come up with?"

Michelle looked like she was fit to burst. "I'm not done! Check it out! It has this zipper right down the middle of the front. See?" She bent forward slightly and started unzipping.

As I watched that zipper go down, my heart just about leapt out of my chest! I'd seen her naked so much lately that you'd think I'd be used to her body by now, but seeing her tremendous globes slowly burst free was a sight worth dying for!

The zipper kept on going down until her nipples were partially exposed. Her belly button even came into view! But she stopped with only about an inch left to unzip near the waist.

My erection was very, very stiff and needy! Heck, not just my cock but my entire body tingled! Michelle had showed her body off to me like this many times in recent months, but it was an entirely different thing with Mindy next to me and approving. It was totally electric!

Then Michelle sat back in her seat like this was any other night at our dining table. That put her ridiculously short blue miniskirt out of view, along with her panties. She asked with impish delight, "So, what should we talk about?"

Mindy suggested, "Something sexy between you and your father! I want to hear about what I miss out on when I'm at work."

An idea came to Michelle. "I know! Mom, you wanna hear about the last tickle attack I gave Daddy?"

Mindy smiled at that, and then turned to me. "Sure. Honey, what was so special about that tickle attack?"

I immediately blushed. When I'd confessed to the wild events of that fateful day, I'd started when Michelle and Ruby teamed up on me, so I hadn't mentioned anything about the tickle attack.

I can't hide much from my wife, and she immediately picked up on my reaction. "Aaaah, I see something here!" she said in a playful yet chiding I-caught-you-with-your-pants-down voice. "Spill the beans, mister."

I kept my eyes down, but I realized I didn't have to feel so bad about this. After all, I'd confessed to taking part in worse lately, and if anything, Mindy seemed to enjoy hearing about this kind of thing. I could even have a little fun with it. So I replied, "We had a little tickle match, is all."

Mindy grinned widely, obviously eager to hear more.

My confidence rose, and I went on the offensive. "As a matter of fact, you could call it more like a tickle assault. My daughter woke me up with a vicious ten-fingered assault. I have half a mind to press charges!"

That was all in good fun, and everyone laughed.

Michelle replied, "Please do. I like it when you press things against me. But if you charge me, charge me with sexual assault. Mom, I admit I do get a little crazy sometimes. I threw off all of his sheets and saw him in the buff. And I do mean buff!" She whistled appreciatively, but simultaneously looked a little guilty and bashful. It was a strange combination.

Mindy joked, "Buff? You know, if you want him to stay buffed up, there's one part of him that needs a lot of buffing. My hands get tired."

Mindy and Michelle laughed gaily. Then my daughter raised her hand. "Oooh! I volunteer to help out!" She turned to me and saluted. "Sir! Ensign Michelle reporting for Daddy buffing duties, sir!" She stared hungrily at where my groin was, even though a direct view of it was blocked by the table.

The two of them just laughed even more as they saw my face get redder and redder. Michelle often liked to joke around with the idea that I ran the house like a military camp, so she was big with sarcastically calling me 'sir' and saluting and the like, especially when I made her do something she didn't want to do.

Mindy looked to me and also saluted. "Sir! Captain Mindy also reporting for buffing duty, sir! Can we both buff you at once?"

As they laughed even more, Mindy dropped one of her hands onto my leg and made like her fingers were the legs of a spider, crawling across it. Not surprisingly, her hand headed for my crotch. But I was too disturbed by Michelle sitting right across from us to play around, so I pushed her hand away and probably blushed even more.

My wife looked at my face and said to Michelle, "Look. You have our altar boy here all blushing and embarrassed. Please do go on, daughter!" They laughed even more at that.

"Sure!" Michelle replied gaily. She zipped her front zipper up, covering up half her cleavage. That was a shame, but then she unzipped down again, and it was like I was seeing that chasm of cleavage for the first time all over again. I could even see some of her nipples.

She asked, "What should I talk about: the buffing or what happened that morning?"

"Either! Both!" Mindy seemed to be having a ball.

I, on the other hand, was terribly aroused, but confused. Is this kind of teasing okay, or are we going too far already? There are so many things we should be talking about, but seem too taboo and awkward to discuss. The thing is, I'm just so turned on that it kind of makes any thinking or worrying moot! 

Michelle enthused, "Mom, I don't understand how you can get up and go to work in the morning when you have to leave your bed containing this total Adonis! God, if I were in your shoes, I would never leave him there."

Mindy's eyes sparkled and she smiled with great glee. "Oh really? What would you do in my shoes, then?"

"Duh! I'd lay in bed all day with Mr. 'Hunka Hunka Burnin' Love' here. I think we could find ways to pass the time, if you know what I mean. I think probably a lot more buffing. And not just with my hands!" She licked her lips ostentatiously while staring at me with undisguised desire.

They both found that hilarious, and laughed for a bit.

Michelle added, "The only problem, Mom, is that he's so selfish! He covered up with his hands and wouldn't let me see his best bits!" With showing one's "best bits" obviously on her mind, she unzipped the front zipper all the way and let her top open wide. Her bare, round tits burst out dramatically!

I gasped, loudly.

Mindy turned to me again and looked at me chidingly. "Daniel. Really! Were you covering up your best bits? Haven't we talked about the importance of not keeping any secrets from our children?"

Michelle laughed. She leaned across the table and high-fived her mother. "Good one, Mom!"

I kind of smiled along, but it was beyond strange that we were talking and joking about such things. I didn't care much though, since Michelle's act of leaning kept her immense boobs swaying forward.

Going with the "Burning Love" Elvis reference, Mindy looked down at the erection in my pants and kidded, "Michelle, the man and his best bits have entered the building! I repeat, they have entered the building!"

I vaguely recalled some kind of popular reference about Elvis leaving the building, though I never quite knew what it meant. Acknowledging her joke, I said in a chagrined voice, "I married a comedienne."

Mindy put on an Elvis sneer and said in her best Elvis voice, "Thank you very much," slurring the words together the way he did.

That made Michelle laugh even more. It was quite a sight to see, since her black top remained wide open in front. She looked at me and said, "Awww. Look at Daddy, Mom. You've got him 'All Shook Up.'" She cupped her immense tits from below and ostentatiously shook them.

While laughing, Mindy replied, "So in other words, you're saying, 'Don't Be Cruel.'"

Michelle was laughing so much she said, "Stop! You're killing me! Really, stop!" But the humor had a force of its own and she couldn't help but add, "You have to stop! 'It's Now or Never!'"

Even I, in my current frazzled mood, couldn't help but find some humor in all their Elvis jokes. So the three of us shared a good laugh. All the while, I couldn't take my eyes off Michelle's constantly moving F-cups!

For some moments I nearly forgot how outrageous Michelle's comments had been. But as the laughter died down it all came back to me. We're talking about my penis, and her desire to "help take care of it!" It's so wrong! What would my relatives or neighbors say? What would Nicky say?! Or my mother?! But I was so horny that my conscience was dulled.

I looked at Michelle and pondered her brazenness - as well as her impressive body. She never had a problem with self-confidence, so I shouldn't have been so shocked at her bold behavior lately.

But then I looked at Mindy. She was even more of a surprise, with the way she was taking all of this sexual teasing in stride. A little teasing is one thing, but how many families joke about "Daddy buffing?" Were they taking things too far already? I wasn't sure. It was just verbal, after all, and I had agreed to allow this kind of thing.

I looked back and forth from one of them to the other, uncertain if I should spur them on. I didn't know what to say and ended up merely asking my wife, "Sweetheart, are you going to let her talk like that?"

"Like what?" She still had a wide smile on her face, but grew more serious. "Oh, I know what you mean. Shame on you, Michelle, for trying to avoid my question. Didn't we teach you any manners? When I asked you what you would do in bed with your father all day, saying 'I think we could find ways to pass the time, if you know what I mean,' is no answer. I DON'T know what you mean. Please tell us. In lurid detail!" She was smirking now. Apparently her seriousness was just a momentary pose.

Michelle smiled back knowingly. "My bad, Mom. Well, first I'd want to find out what he's trying to hide between his legs. He wouldn't even give me a single peek! Don't you think if I've been a good girl, I should get a peek of it every now and then?"

Mindy replied, "Certainly. More than a peek, I should hope. Don't tell me he won't let you touch it or taste it either? Daniel! What have I told you about sharing things in this house?" She turned to me and winked.

My wife appeared to be having the time of her life. I could see a blush spreading down her neck, and her breathing was heavy and fast. She'd gotten out of the pin-striped business suit she wore to work when she came home, and now she wore just a loose T-shirt and skirt. If she still wore a bra (and I didn't see any signs of one, now that I checked), it wasn't doing a thing to hide her hard nipples poking through the fabric. I knew all of her signs of arousal, and she looked like she was about to have a climax right on the spot!

I, on the other hand, was writhing in discomfort. Was I aroused? Hell, yeah! My penis knows no morals. That's the problem with penises. But my brain was displeased.

Grinning from ear to ear, Michelle said, "Mom, I can answer that. You always say, 'Share and share alike.' Don't you?"

"I sure do."

"And if, say, Ruby were here, isn't it only fair to share with her too?" Michelle's face was flushed with excitement.

"Definitely! Of course, we can't share with just anybody, but Ruby's like family." Mindy's face was filled with lust too.

"Just what are we talking about sharing?" I asked warily.

"Oh, you know," Michelle replied with a mysterious smirk.

"Yeah, you know," Mindy agreed, then emphasized the point by exaggeratedly wiggling her eyebrows, Groucho Marx style.

That cracked both of them up, and even I couldn't help but laugh. They still didn't answer what they were talking about sharing, although I could guess easily enough. My new rules said my penis was off limits, but I supposed teasing about touching it was okay.

Michelle suddenly stood up, right in front of me. "I don't know about you guys, but I'm feeling overdressed."

My mouth must have hung to my chest as I watched her dramatically take her black top all the way off. Then she stretched up high for good measure!

Her stretching was so distracting that I almost missed the fact that her panties were gone! I could see the pink of her pussy lips! I got an even better view of that area when she stretched up high, which she did a couple more times for good measure.

Mindy didn't seem bothered by any of this. She actually clapped! "Good show, Daughter! You're going to be an EXCELLENT big-titted tease for your Daddy, aren't you?"

"Definitely!" Michelle cupped her twin torpedoes, and then started sensuously caressing them all over. "Ruby and I have been talking about this a lot. Why have such cumbersome and heavy basketballs stuck to our chest unless we can do some good with them? And what better purpose than to help Daddy feel good all the time? I just hope his great big cock is thick and stiff!"

Mindy gleefully looked to my crotch and said, "Let me check!" Her hand began crawling across my leg like a spider once again. But now my defenses were down and my arousal was up so high that I didn't fight her off. I saw her smile even wider as her hand wrapped around the obvious long lump in my pants.

She said to Michelle, "I have good news for you: it definitely is!"

Since she was still standing, Michelle moved forward until her legs were up against the table. It looked like she was trying to get a good look at my crotch. Luckily, my chair was pulled up close to the table, so I didn't see how she could see anything.

However, Mindy had her hand wrapped around my bulge, and she didn't seem too careful about hiding that from Michelle. She'd never done something this sexual and brazen to me with one of our daughters in the same room. If she didn't let go soon, Michelle would figure out what was happening before long. I couldn't believe I wasn't trying to stop it!

Michelle said mischievously, "Oh, by the way, on a totally unrelated note, Mom, I have a very serious question for you. While Daddy and I were playing around on your bed, I accidentally put my hand in a puddle of some kind of clear, sticky goo."

"You didn't!" Mindy cried out. It seemed that revelation shattered what restraint she had left. Her hand started stroking up and down my bulge.

"I did. I smelled it and tasted it, but I didn't know what it was. I was wondering if you could-"

"Wait a minute," Mindy interrupted. "You TASTED it?!" Her other hand came over to my lap in a much more obvious way than the first hand had been prowling around. I tried not to look down, but I could feel her fumbling around, trying to undo my zipper. But she was so excited that she was having trouble pulling it down. I just sat there stupidly.

How could our daughter not notice that my wife was about to jack me off?! Michelle was still standing at the edge of the table. I could see and smell cum running down her inner thighs!

Luckily, Michelle seemed oblivious about Mindy's fumbling, probably because she was so enthralled in telling her story. "Yes. Is that okay? I licked up whole big handfuls of it while Daddy watched. He wouldn't tell me what it was, though, and I was wondering-"

"Wait. If you'll excuse me!" Mindy looked back and forth between me and Michelle. I thought her eyes were going to pop right out of her head. I heard a zipping sound - she'd finally managed to get my zipper down. I prayed that Michelle hadn't heard it, even as I wondered what Mindy would do next. Would she really start jacking me off right in front of our daughter? Or would she even blow me, right there and then?

But she didn't do either thing. Instead, she suddenly stood up, knocking her chair over in the process, and said, "I really have to go to the bathroom!" Then she rushed out of the room.

I was very relieved. It was clear to me that Mindy was worked up and about to do something outrageous, but thankfully she had the sense of mind to do it in another room. I had no doubt she had gone to the bathroom to masturbate. Hell, she was so flushed and excited that I wondered if she even made it all the way to the bathroom to do it.

My overactive imagination took over again, and I envisioned Mindy a few feet past the door to the living room, lying on her back naked with her legs and arms up in the air, like an overturned bug, panting for air. I don't know why I didn't imagine her actually masturbating - sometimes my imagination goes in strange directions.

With Mindy gone, I took the opportunity to tuck my erection back into my pants and zip up. There was no chance I would go flaccid anytime soon, though. Not unless I had an accidental orgasm! Actually, the odds of that happening were fairly good, given how thrilling this all was.

I looked back at Michelle's nearly nude body - she still had her ridiculously tiny "miniskirt" on. She appeared to be the epitome of calm and innocence. It had occurred to me by this point that Mindy had guessed from the very start that the "clear, sticky goo" our daughter spoke of was my cum. It seemed plain as day, now that I'd heard the story out loud. But, if nothing else, Michelle was a very good actress. She still seemed dead serious, and quite confused with the whole "goo" business.

She walked to the kitchen. "Daddy, would you like something to eat? I feel like having a late night snack."

"No thanks, Shelle." It seemed odd for her to want more to eat. It was getting late in the evening, true, but this wasn't a normal snack time. It wasn't that long ago since we'd eaten dinner, Was that just a thin excuse for her to walk around? She certainly took her time leaving the room, and she put a lot of oomph into it. I was transfixed watching her ass cheeks rise and fall while half-covered at best by her "miniskirt."

Right as she was to leave my view, she stopped and flipped her miniskirt all the way up, briefly exposing her entire ass! Then she turned her head, saw my stunned expression, and giggled. Her miniskirt fell back down and she headed on out of the room.

While she puttered about in the kitchen, I tried to make sense of all this. For one thing, I'd noticed that Shelle had been calling me "Daddy" more and more in recent days. She'd only started using that word a few days ago, the morning after Mindy's "reasonable bounds" declaration. Now it was Daddy this, and Daddy that. It was blatantly obvious she found it sexually arousing to call me that. It was even odder that I was "Daddy" and Mindy was still just "Mom." 

Yet Mindy had never batted an eye about it. How long had my wife been noticing sexual signs while I was too oblivious to put two and two together? What did it all mean? Would this be the new normal? 

The three of us have never shared a conversation anywhere nearly this suggestive before, that's for sure! During all those months of teasing, Min had never been there when the teasing went on. Now, with this and the spanking, she was right in the thick of things. Is that a positive development? I like her being there; it gives me reassurance that what we're doing is okay. But maybe I'm getting too much reassurance and we'll end up going too far. Where were Mindy's uncrossable lines regarding my behavior? Does she even have any anymore? If not, why not?! 

Minutes passed while I ruminated over these kinds of thoughts. I lost track of time. The next thing I knew, Michelle and Mindy came back to the dinner table at the same time. Michelle brought her snack and drink back for herself, while Mindy looked very disheveled. Even though my wife had clearly made an effort to pretty herself up before she returned to the table, it practically looked like she'd been gangbanged in the bathroom. On the surface, she seemed her usual calm and refined self, but just under the surface I could see a Mindy that was completely drunk on lust. I could hardly wait to get to bed with her, because I could see another wild night of passion coming up.

To my surprise, as soon as we'd all settled back in our seats, Michelle continued the discussion right where she'd left off. She was sitting across from me, which meant I couldn't see her "miniskirt." It looked just like she was buck naked.

She said with an impish smile, "So, like I was saying, I was licking up all this goo. This yummy goo. And Daddy wouldn't tell me what it was! I figured it's some kind of dessert and he didn't want me to know because of my diet, 'cos I would go straight to the source and totally O.D. on it. Do you know what it is, Mom? Were you and Dad snacking in bed the night before I gobbled up that goo?"

I figured there's no way Michelle could think it was anything but my cum. We all knew what it was now. But pretending it was something else allowed her to freely talk about it.

Mindy's thin veneer of calm was ripped off almost immediately. She looked at me intensely and replied while staring into my eyes, "Oh yes, we were snacking. I remember I was eating a big, long sausage. It was very, very tasty. I sucked on its thickness for the longest time. In fact, I kind of choked and gagged on it a little bit. Do you remember that, Honey?"

Before I could answer, since I was quite shocked from innuendo THAT blatant, Michelle replied, "But Mom, I'm sure it wasn't a sausage. This was nothing like that. It was salty, yet sweet. And thin, almost like pure liquid. And kind of whitish or clear."

Mindy looked at Michelle with a twinkle in her eyes. "Hmmm. Curious indeed."

I could feel the "spider" crawling across my hip again. Then I heard a tell-tale unzipping sound. It sounded louder to me than the smashing of a wine bottle, especially because the room was otherwise dead quiet. It even seemed the conversation had stopped, just for this!

I swear, Michelle's smile immediately doubled in size! She knew what was happening!

Mindy's "spider" went fishing into my open fly and came out holding my painfully hard erection. I was too horny to fight it!

Michelle asked knowingly, "Mom, are you still thinking about sausages?"

Mindy smiled back just as knowingly. "Oh, yes! Very much! I have this image of a big sausage in my head. It's so clear that it's like I'm holding it in my hand."

I glared at Mindy. Was she trying to give me a heart attack?! Now, our daughter knew she was holding my boner for sure! To make matters worse, she started stroking it. She knew she had me in a helpless state, far too horny to stop her.

My sneaky wife hastened to add, "But you were saying about the spill? Maybe we spilled some sweet and sour sauce from a Chinese takeout?"

Michelle continued, "Nah. This didn't taste like that at all. It was more like ... well, kind of like salt candy. Like a sweet and sour piece of salt candy in liquid form. Much more sweet than sour though. You know what I mean?"

At first, Mindy seemed more intent on jacking me off than she was on answering the question. At least she was trying to be subtle about it - for now. Her arm wasn't moving in an obvious manner.

Still, there was no way to completely hide the sexual sounds in a very quiet room. I tapped my wedding ring on my glass like some sort of percussion instrument, hoping that would create a sonic distraction for the squishy noises coming from my groin. I wished we had some music playing, but we didn't.

Finally, my wife replied, "Hrm. I'm not sure. There's something I enjoy guzzling down my throat that sounds VERY similar to what you're describing. Dan loves giving it to me almost every night. But it can't be that..." Then she seemed to have a revelation. "Oh, wait! I know what it was! It's this new energy drink he found the other day. It's VERY valuable and nutritious. Just a few teaspoons does wonders for a woman." She turned to me and winked.

Meanwhile, her hand started stroking my shaft with long, strong strokes. I think she was doing it that way deliberately so her arm motions would be obvious from across the table! She was so excited I could feel her hand trembling.

Michelle seemed ecstatic. "Sweet! I'm getting thirsty just thinking about it." She licked her lips repeatedly. "What's it called? I'm going to buy a whole six pack of it!" It was like she was trying to stare a hole through the table to see what was happening at my crotch.

Mindy answered, "It's not for sale in most stores. But Dan has some more hidden away, don't you, Honey? Why don't you go upstairs and get some more of that energy drink for our daughter to drink? Since it's so potent, we should start her off with just a few teaspoons."

Mindy was looking at me very strangely now. I've never seen her face burn with such passion in our twenty long years of marriage! I thought for sure she was going to up and rip my clothes off right on the spot!

I suddenly had visions of making wild, animalistic love to my wife on the dining room table, while my daughter looked on. In my mind I could imagine Michelle standing there topless, cheering us on, roughly fondling her enormous breasts, pulling a nipple up to her mouth to suck on it.

The fact that Mindy was jacking me off faster and faster just about pushed me over the edge. There was no subtlety anymore. Even putting on music wouldn't cover the slurpy, sticky noises of her fingers sliding through pre-cum anymore, and her arm motions couldn't have been more obvious!

I was totally ashamed that I was letting my wife do this to me right in front of my topless daughter! I must have been blushing like crazy. But the pleasure was so great that I was utterly incapable of stopping her. I just breathed heavily and watched my daughter's immense tits rise and fall as she panted lustily as well.

My wife added, "Dan? Did you hear me? Do you have some of that energy drink? Now that I think about it, Michelle, he might be able to give you some right in this very room. Do you have any of that special goo for your daughter to drink?"

Her hand was pounding on my erection now. She let it stick straight up so it was just under the table edge. I think she was hoping for a fountain of goo to shoot up into the air at any second. If that happened, she'd probably try to aim it towards our daughter!

I could see what my wife meant about new stimulation spicing up our love life. I've never felt so "spiced up" in my life! This was beyond crazy! Lust had nearly completely overtaken me. All logic flew out of the window. I imagined shoving my thick dick down my daughter's throat while my wife cheered us on.

I looked down at Mindy's arm, wantonly pumping away over my lap. Then I looked over at Michelle and saw her eyes glazed over, staring at that same arm. She couldn't directly see what was happening under the table, but the rhythmic jerking motions of Mindy's arm were arousing her probably just as much as if she'd been able to see everything.

I was so crazed with lust that I thought, I've got half a mind to go upstairs and actually shoot some of my "goo" into a container and give it to my daughter! But I knew that was madness and I could never do it. Then, with Mindy's hand still frantically pumping, it occurred to me, Better yet, she could simply point my boner forward and I could shoot my ropes of cum underneath the table straight onto my daughter's legs. Better, Shelle would suddenly pull her sliver of a miniskirt up, revealing nothing underneath, and I'd cover her pussy and her whole groin with my seed! 

Hell, why stop there? Why not just close the distance and slip my erection right into her virgin pussy? Better yet, Mindy can feed it in! If she doesn't like that, tough luck! She pushed me into it! 

I was right on the verge of cumming; it was touch and go. But strangely, the thought of making love to Michelle suddenly cooled my ardor. Sex with her meant adultery. Incestuous adultery. Images of what my father did to my mother came flooding in my brain and nearly deflated my penis.

But I said "nearly." The situation was so arousing and Mindy's handjob was so vigorous that not even these painful thoughts could cool me off completely. I struggled to find a way out of this situation, something that could bring an end to this discussion without causing anyone embarrassment.

Finally, it came to me. Michelle was my fluffer, and now that I'd been "fluffed" it was time to have fun with my wife. That was the point of all this after all! I said, "Good idea, Sweetheart. You're right. There is some of that energy drink upstairs. But why don't you come upstairs and help me with it?"

She nearly jumped into the air with excitement. "Oh! GREAT idea! Let's go!"

I was proud of myself: my wife and I could have sex in the privacy of our bedroom like normal couples do. We could leave Michelle and the whole incestuous issue downstairs and get some desperately needed sexual relief!

I had just enough sense of mind left to tuck my erection into my pants and zip up before I stood.

Then Mindy grabbed my hand and we bolted upstairs like a giddy pair of honeymooners. As we ran, my wife turned back to our daughter and said, "This may take a while to get the energy drink for you, so don't wait up! We've got some things to do first, to coax it out!"




Chapter 9



Michelle's teasing seemed wrong and far too outrageous, but it sure did spice up our love life, and then some! Mindy and I couldn't even wait to get to our bedroom to take off our clothes. We shed garments all the way up the stairs.

When Mindy reached the top of the stairs, she flung her bra into the air and yelled out, "Big boy, I want you to fuck me like a superman!"

Only later did I realize that Michelle had probably heard that. She probably found the bra on the floor too.

Somehow, either Mindy or I had the presence of mind to close our bedroom door behind us, but that was the last sign of any reason. We almost made it to the bed, but ended up about five feet short. I pinned my wife to the floor and attacked her like a hungry, rabid, and feral beast.

We fucked so hard and so passionately that we actually spilled some blood, which was a first for us. First, there was the blood from the way her fingernails dug into my back. She kept her fingernails fairly short to avoid exactly that kind of thing, but she didn't keep them short enough for this level of passion. Then there was the blood from where I bit her on her jaw line during one of our particularly intense mutual orgasms. Both of our necks were covered with hickies as well, by the time we were done.

But details beyond that are vague for me. It was a two-hour blur of non-stop vicious and animalistic fucking. I was on such an emotional high that I don't even know how many times I came. I think it was three, if not four. I consider myself a sexually virile guy for my age, but it had been at least a decade since I'd cum so much in such a short amount of time.

Whenever I thought I'd run out of energy or out of cum, Mindy would say something like, "Come on, lover. You got any more for me, or are you saving it for our daughter? You want me to call her in right now to drink your 'goo' straight from the source, or are you just gonna slip into her bed tonight, you naughty boy? Slip it to her good!"

I didn't feel as guilty as usual about such things, given that Mindy was the one goading me on. I couldn't understand WHY she was turned on so much by such thoughts, but she most certainly was.

She brought up Ruby very nearly as often. At one point, while I was busy driving deep into her slit, she gasped out, "Daniel! Call me 'Ruby!'"

"What?!" I'd heard what she said, I just couldn't believe it.

"I said, call me 'Ruby'! Imagine you're fucking your big-titted, red-haired, sexpot, centerfold daughter!"

"You mean 'Michelle?'" Sweat was pouring off my face as I pounded her with all I had.

"I said red-haired, you goof! Fuck BOTH your daughters!"

"You mean 'Nicky?'" I couldn't believe I'd just said that.

She groaned loudly, and probably climaxed. "OH! GAAWD! Fuck her too!"

Mindy had teased me about getting turned on by Michelle or Ruby before, but never so blatantly. And, to my shame, I was the one who mentioned our angelic daughter Nicky for the first time in a sexual context! So very wrong! It seemed that all rules were out the window. Pure lust had taken over.

At a rare moment of rest between frantic fucks, Mindy looked to the door leading to the hallway and whispered, "You know, I'll bet dollars to donuts that Michelle is standing on the other side of that door, right now, listening to every word!"

That alarmed me greatly. The problem is that the odds are good that she's right. We're pretty verbal in goading each other on during sex in general, but tonight just about all our verbal play has come from Mindy, daring me to imagine that I'm fucking Michelle or Ruby. How could Shelle not have heard that?! Hell, if she was jogging two blocks away she probably would have heard half of it, with the way Mindy has been screaming tonight! 

The implications were sobering. If Michelle really was listening nearby, then we weren't just arousing each other, we were encouraging Michelle's delusional notions of incest and sin. While the comment further aroused Mindy, it actually turned me off.

I said to her, "Playing around between you and me is one thing, but I really don't want her listening. That would freak me out. Can you get up to check and make sure the coast is clear? I don't want to do it, because what if she's there?"

"Sure. But don't worry, I know she's not there. Moms have a sixth sense about these kinds of things."

Wrapping a sheet around herself, she got up and opened the door a crack and peeked out. Then, emboldened, she opened it all the way. She looked around. She closed the door, and then walked back to the bed. Then she paused, went back to the door and opened it, and shouted, "MICHELLE?!"

I heard a very distant, "YES, MOM?" shouted back. I was extremely relieved at how distant it sounded.

"DON'T COME UPSTAIRS, OKAY?"

"OKAY, MOM!"

All smiles, Mindy closed the door and walked back to the bed. "There. You see? Satisfied? She's being a good kid and giving us space."

"Well, that's a relief. Wait. Stand still just like that."

"What?"

"You look so sexy with that sheet wrapped around you. Kind of like a porno Venus de Milo or something."

She laughed. Then, pulling the sheet over one shoulder to make it look like a toga (while leaving her bountiful breasts uncovered), she raised an arm into the air and struck a dignified pose.

I couldn't figure out what she was trying to be since she didn't have much in the way of props, until she melodramatically intoned, "Give us your tired, your poor, your huddled masses, yearning to cum."

Then it was obvious: she was the Statue of Liberty.

Playing the straight man, I asked, "Isn't that 'yearning to be free?'"

She dead-panned, "Well, yeah, but they're 'yearning to be free to cum.' They just ran out of room on the plaque. Originally, it was going to read 'yearning to be free to cum on my chest.' But there was some kind of cock up at the printer. You ever notice how the Statue is thrusting her chest out like she's ready for a pearl necklace? And that book she's holding? That's not a book, that's a stack of porno mags." She thrust her bare chest out like an X-rated statue.

I laughed. She always makes me laugh. I said, "Speaking of cock ups, get your sexy ass over here. We've got a 'cock up' type situation right around here."

She dropped the "robe" and winked. "Oh, really? Well, maybe I need to do something about that. Or should I yell for Michelle to help?"

She cupped her hands around her mouth as if she was about to yell, but she actually spoke softly as she said, "Hey, Michelle, Daddy's worn Mommy's pussy out. It's all red and puffy. We need some hot n' fresh tight teen pussy here, pronto! He's gonna go all night and Mommy can't take it all! Heck, after he's filled your virgin pussy to the brim a couple of times over, you'd better call up all your sexy friends and ask 'em to come over and help, 'cos it's gonna be a long one tonight, and I do mean that in more ways than one! Start with Ruby! He needs to baste her in his 'energy drink!'"

And so we were off to the races again. No sexual comment was off limits, and that kept us going far beyond our usual endurance limits. The only thing that stopped us was sheer physical exhaustion. When we were finally done, I could hardly lift my arm up, no exaggeration.

If anything, Mindy was even more wrecked by the whole experience. She looked absolutely destroyed. I've never seen such a sexy sight in my life. My chest swelled with pride, knowing that I'd fucked my wife to our absolute physical limits. True, we'd had much longer sex sessions in the past, but in terms of sheer expenditure of energy and passion nearly non-stop, nothing beat this. It was like driving with the pedal to the metal until the car just plain gave up.

When it was over, we both dozed off. I woke up and looked at the clock and saw it was after midnight. I looked over at my wife lying beside me and saw that she was awake. Awake, yet it seemed like she was barely alive. She looked like she'd been hit by a truck. She gazed off into space with a vacuous blissful smile, like some kind of human vegetable.

I felt the same way. That had been just about the best sex of my life!

When I was a bit more awake, I turned to her, and asked, "Sweetheart? Are you okay?"

She turned to me and I saw the light of sentience flicker and return. "Okay? I've never been more 'okay' in my life! Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! When I married you, you should have come with a big warning label on the side of your head: 'WARNING! Do not fuck this man! He WILL fuck you into an early grave!'"

She lay there panting a while, and then turned to me again and asked, "How are you feeling?"

I thought for a moment and then replied in a level voice, "'Well, my hands are shaking and my knees are weak. I can't seem to stand on my own two feet.'" A grin slowly spread across my face. "'Who do you think would have such luck?'"

Mindy finally realized I was reciting Elvis Presley lyrics and finished the lines with me: "'I'm in love. ... I'm all shook up! Mmmm mmmm mmmm. Mmmm. Yeah. I'm all shook up!'"

We laughed.

"You know, speaking of Elvis," she purred, "I think your performance tonight merits a new name for Dan, Jr. From now on, I'm calling him, 'The King!'"

I laughed some more at that. "Uh-oh. I'm in trouble."

With a gleam in her eye, she asked me, "Trouble? You mean like, you're caught in a trap? And you can't get out?" Her talking voice turned into a singing one, and I recognized the song.

We sang together, "'Because I love you too much baby! Why can't you see? What you're doing to me?'" We sang the rest of the first verse and then the chorus to "Suspicious Minds." and then laughed some more.

It felt good. Very good. This was the woman I loved more than life itself, and could never risk losing.

Suddenly, both of us looked and felt much less spaced out and much more human.

She said with fiery eyes, "I AM in love. So in love. Hon, let's get married!"

I laughed. "We already are, Sweetheart."

"Let's do it again! I want to marry you ten times over! I love you so much. My God. I'm going to remember the way you loved me tonight for the rest of my life!"

"Good. Then maybe you can tell me what happened. I think I was out of my mind the whole time."

She chuckled. "Honey." She found my hand and held it. "Do you see what I mean, now? Do you see how this teasing can strengthen our marriage and do wonders for our sex life?"

"Yeah, I can see that. Holy mackerel, tonight was intense! But Sweetheart. I'm not comfortable with this. I can't go through with it. If I were a cat with nine lives, I think I lost about half of them today. I died over and over, overcome with emotional intensity. Most other guys could handle this better, but I'm not made for this kind of thing. I crave stability and normality."

Mindy looked at me in the eyes. "That's true, you do. But that's part of what makes it so intense. I know how tortured you must feel by her teasing, and somehow that turns me on even more. It makes me feel extra naughty, like I'm hooking an innocent Boy Scout on crack." She laughed. "And that's such a turn-on! Does that make me a bad person?"

"Well... yeah! I mean, I'm not here just for you and Michelle's amusement. It seems like you two were having a lot of fun at my expense."

"I'm sorry, my sweet Honey." She rubbed my arm affectionately. "You know I love you. I really do. But that was just too much fun. I promise I'll make it up to you somehow."

"But Sweetheart. Verbal and visual teasing, those may not seem much, but if you knew the kind of things I was thinking... In my mind, well, let's just say I lost all control with my urges towards Michelle. I still can't believe that doesn't bother you! I mean, look what was happening at dinner. You were jacking me off right there at the table and she totally knew!"

"Well, she didn't necessarily know." She looked away, because she knew that was an absurd claim.

"Oh, come on. Your arm was flying up and down like a jackhammer right over my lap. You might as well have shouted to the whole world, 'I'm jacking off my husband!'"

She grinned. "Hmmm. Good idea. I'll have to try that next time."

"There's not going to BE a next time. Things are getting way out of control and it has to stop. Or at least get toned way, way back. You know this so-called 'hang up' I have with adultery is pretty powerful. And I was taught incest is a mortal sin. Put the two together and I feel terrible. My dick is saying 'YES!' and my brain is screaming 'NO!' I can't go on like that."

I paused to look at my wife. I was glad to see that she was looking at me with concern instead of just trying to make another joke. I went on, "When teasing gets that out of hand, there's no telling what might happen, even with me. Look at what happened to you. Remember during dinner? There were a couple of times you were ready to do anything, weren't you? What if I just swept away everything on the table, threw you on it, and started fucking you then and there? With Michelle watching?"

"Honestly, what would I have done?"

"Yes."

"I was putty in your hands. I would have done that and more! I would have screamed like a banshee as you fucked the SHIT out of me! The whole table would have shook with each of your thrusts, and fuck it if Michelle sees! I needed to get FUCKED! I can't tell you how overjoyed I was when you announced we were going upstairs, because, as the saying goes, I was ready to 'fuck a duck!'"

I was excited like she was, but I was trying to hide it. Somebody had to be reasonable. "Hmmm. Yes, well I'm sure our local waterfowl population is appreciative you didn't go on a duck rape rampage. But seriously, I was ready to 'fuck a duck' too. You two got me so worked up there that it was lucky I had you to take upstairs right then, or who knows what would have happened. If I had been sitting next to a water buffalo, I swear I would have made love to the water buffalo!"

She teased, "Are you saying my hips are fat? I've been called a lot of things, but 'water buffalo' takes the cake!"

I couldn't help but laugh at that. It helped break the tension, at least. "Seriously, now. What if I lose control and do something physical to our Michelle? I'd never be able to forgive myself. I'd be wracked with guilt forever. You know I'm a good Catholic. How could I ever even go to confession again, about what happened tonight? What'll I say to the priest?"

She suggested, "Just confess in general terms. Like, you're having inappropriate sexual thoughts. You don't have to perv the priest out with every last detail."

"Hrmph. And if you think the Christmas Party Incident was a big deal, just wait until I cross the line past verbal teasing. It'll be a psychic scar that'll tear at me for the rest of my life! Heck, some things have already gone past just verbal and visual teasing, sometimes. I thought we'd start slow and work our way up. But it's like we're driving a car without brakes. We're all too horny. If Michelle wanted to jack me off tonight, I would have let her! That's how aroused I was. And tomorrow I'm probably going to get that horny again, because she's so good at arousing me."

My wife couldn't hide her lust. "Maybe you should! Let her stroke it! What's the harm in that? Isn't that what real fluffers do?"

I was incredulous. "'What's the harm in that?!' Are you INSANE?! What about her emotional development, for starters? The effects on her would be too horrible to contemplate. I already worry about the implications of her incestuous fantasies."

Mindy thought about that. Then she said, seriously, "I can see your point. I obviously don't want you to suffer like that. And I know all about you and your crushing Catholic guilt. I wish I could rid you of that, if I only knew how."

She pleaded desperately, "But Honey. Please. Please don't make it stop! I've never had so much fun in my life. I've never felt so alive! There's nothing wrong here. This has NOTHING to do with adultery. Nothing! You don't have to tell the priest anything because you haven't done anything wrong. You can't rape the willing. It's impossible to call it rape. If a man makes love to another woman with his wife's full approval, that's not adultery."

"Wait a minute. Are you saying you'd be okay with me making love to Michelle?! You can't possibly mean that!"

Mindy gave me a very funny look. I had no idea how to read it, which was strange because I thought I knew all her looks. She said, "Of course I don't mean that. But if you two kind of touched each other, and kissed a little, we already agreed that was okay. And maybe if you even relieved each other... After all, I generally won't be there when you two are having fun during the day.."

"Mindy! What are you talking about? You're suggesting we slide down a very slippery slope. That can only lead to one thing. Us men, we have this deep biological drive to implant our seed in a woman's vagina. I can't go there. I shouldn't get anywhere NEAR there. Plus, there's the whole incest issue. You can't say that's not a sin."

She looked at me strangely again, and said, "I don't know about that, but let's not worry about that right now. Maybe if that's such a big issue with you, you should fool around a bit with Ruby first and see how that goes. I'm sure you'll love it."

"Mindy! I can't believe what I'm hearing! Are you the same woman I married? You know why I have such a strong stance on adultery. Yet you're telling me to 'fool around' with her friends? What is it with you and wanting me to sleep with another woman?! You've been hinting at this for years. Don't you see that I see that as a threat to our happy marriage more than anything? I just don't get it. Saying we need more variety in our love life just doesn't explain it for me."

She shot back, "Didn't you say a minute ago that things have already gone beyond the point of mere verbal teasing?"

I sighed. "Yes. I told you already how things have slowly escalated with the hugs and kisses and whatnot."

"Tell me more! Especially about the 'whatnot!'" She sat up in bed and looked at me, obviously quite interested.

I realized at that point that I was making the same exact mistake I'd made with her in the recent past: it was impossible to have a serious talk about such things when we were both in bed and completely naked. Now that she was sitting up, her impressive chest was exposed, and that always got my motor running. Even after our sexual marathon, I could still feel a stirring down below.

Worse, Mindy seemed positively eager to hear what I had to say. Eager in a 'tell me all the juicy details and then let's fuck!' kind of way.

I said, "Sweetheart, don't tell me this is turning you on! I mean, I already told you about the worst incident by far. You know, when Ruby ended up kissing me after I made her and Shelle lunch. I basically ended up naked with my shorts around my knees, and she was buck naked, and kissing me on the lips. With tongue! And my dick, well, it was hard, and well, basically, just kind of rubbing up against her skin."

I'd been looking away as I recalled that embarrassing incident again. I heard her ask, "And Michelle? What was she doing?"

"You know that. I told you!"

"I forget. Tell me again!"

I knew she hadn't forgotten, but I told it again anyway. I spoke while looking elsewhere. "She was naked too. They had towels, but the damned things fell off and were all but forgotten! And she was standing right there and even fondling my ass cheeks as Ruby and I made out like horny teenagers!"

I heard a gasp, even though she already knew that.

I confessed, "I'm just a horrible, horrible husband! That's why I had to tell you what was happening. I had to come clean before it got even worse. And then you gave them the green light and it got way worse!"

There was a long silence. I finally looked back over at her.

The first thing I noticed was that she was biting her lip. Hard. The second thing I noticed was the way her ample chest was heaving up and down. It looked like it was taking all her willpower not to throw herself at me so we could have sex yet again.

I griped, "Mindy! Don't tell me that even THAT is getting you turned on! Come ON! We crossed a line there into adultery! That's when you're supposed to hit me and yell in my face!"

That comment cooled her down a little bit at least, it seemed to me. She changed gears and grew more sober and serious. "Daniel, I have a serious confession to make. You don't really know me."

"What?! Of course I know you."

"Well, 99 percent of me, yes, but there's a little bit I've been hiding. I've always had a naughty side I've hidden from you. A really naughty side. You're soooo straight-laced that I've always been afraid to show you how I really feel on certain things. I kept some things hidden because I knew you couldn't understand. When I would drop hints, you would always frown and say no. We couldn't even act out certain fantasies because the very ideas were too extreme, too taboo. But it's time to come clean. Maybe now you can understand and accept that last one percent of me."

"What are these hidden things?!" Outwardly at least I remained calm, but I was in a complete mental panic. My mind was immediately filled with all kinds of horrible things she'd done or wanted to do. I could imagine some pretty dreadful things.

"Well, I'm talking about all the things that you've never let us do in bed. Things like me getting raped in a role-play, or being called a slut, or being tied up and spanked. Whipped, even! You refuse to even call me 'slut' or 'bitch' or 'whore.'"

I responded, "Because you're not!"

She sighed. "There's this dark side of me. A sexually wild side. Maybe the fact that you let me do everything BUT those things has increased their appeal over the years."

"Wait! Don't tell me you've done those things without me?! Oh my God!" I suddenly saw her dressed in spikes and black leather with welts all over her skin, being whipped by a giant gorilla-like man with a ten-foot long whip.

She hastened to assure me, "No, Dan. NO! Of course not! Calm down. I would never cheat on you in a million years! I'm just talking about fantasies. You know, the forbidden fruit temptation. I have some fantasies about some naughty things. Not only that, but as time goes on and our life gets more happy and settled and wonderful, somehow that draws me to the naughty and the risky even more than before. It's like we live in a church. We need a little more... something."

I stared into space with a great sadness.

That made her panicky. "What? What?! Don't look like that, Dan! I just confessed some deep inner secrets. Please be supportive. Talk to me!"

"I hate to say this, but I feel like I've just lost my wife."

"Daniel!" She started to cry. "Don't say that! That breaks my heart! Take that back! Why are you saying that?! If there's anything you don't want me to do, then just forget I ever said it! I'll bury those thoughts all away, deep away! Forever!"

My heart felt so heavy; I felt like I'd died. "I never knew. I never knew! It hurts me so much that you've been keeping these secrets. But what I worry about is that I'm such a straight-laced fuddy-duddy that I'll never be able to satisfy those fantasies of yours. I never fantasize about raping or whipping or any of that! Eventually you're going to find out that I'm too square for you and you'll leave me for another guy, some kind of wild guy."

She stopped crying and looked at me seriously. "Dan, Honey, what is with you and this idea of me leaving you for someone else? You really have a complex about that. I will never, ever, ever leave you for another guy. Period! I will never have sex with another guy. Period, end of story!"

She crawled up on top of me and stared into my eyes from inches away, even as tears poured down her cheeks. "Honey, I swear to God that I would rather kill myself than ever cheat on you. Do you think I would ever break your heart the way your father broke your mother's heart? That's not me! We're in this together until death do us part."

She gripped my hand tightly. "Do you think I could be that cruel just for some fleeting sexual excitement, when in fact you keep me more sexually satisfied than any woman I know? Take back the very thought! It's not like I HAVE to do certain sexual things and if you can't help me out I'll do them with someone else. True, it would be nice if you were more adventurous, but if you're not it's not a big deal. I'd NEVER cheat on you! I love you too much. I love our daughters too much."

I moped, "Well then, what about the Christmas Party Incident?"

She rolled her eyes. "Daniel Cooper! That was all about me trying to get YOU with Delilah! I tried before in so many ways to pair you with another woman, and this was just another attempt. A very stupid and desperate attempt. Look at you! You have a body like a construction worker, a face like some kind of Marlboro Man model, and a heart of gold. And you think I'd want to make love to a tubby little ball like Matt Jensen?! How many times do I have to explain?"

My heart was pounding hard with worry. "You'll have to explain it again, because the problem is no matter how many times you explain, I've never understood. Maybe you can be more honest now, now that you're revealing these things. What is the appeal of seeing me with another woman? I don't get it. I'd rather gnaw off my own leg than see you with another man."

She gazed off into the distance for a while. It seemed like she was contemplating something heavy. I was glad that at least she'd stopped crying.

Then she looked into my eyes again from mere inches away. "I don't know. Why are people the way they are? Why did you burn a frog with a magnifying glass when you were eight? I just have a naughty side. I can live without it. It's not the end of the world if I can't scratch certain itches. Heck, I didn't even know I had those itches for years and years. It's not some kind of obsession. It's like, I'd love to go to the Bahamas for a month's vacation this year. That would be nice. But if we can't go, we can't go. I'm not going to throw myself over a cliff about it. It's no big deal. Do you understand? If you want to get a little wilder with our sex life, that would be good. Like what we did tonight. But if you don't, I still love what you do to me."

I was relieved. But nonetheless I was feeling pouty and defensive. "You said our sex life is boring."

"Daniel Cooper! What's with you?! I've said a couple of dumb things in all our years of marriage and you keep throwing them back in my face. Do you want me to be honest or not?"

"Honest."

"Then when I'm honest, don't make me regret it. If you were to have an accident and lose the ability to have sex completely, I'd be content to never have sex again, just so long as I could still be with you. The most important thing, the only thing, is that we stay together. But I thought with this whole Michelle teasing thing, maybe it turns out after all that you have a wild side and a naughty side too. Maybe it's just buried deep down. So I'm opening up after all these years hoping that maybe we can get a little wild together. But if you don't want to, I understand. Forget it. If it makes you say 'I feel like I just lost my wife,' then forget it. That was like a knife in my heart. Please take it back!"

"I'm sorry. That was out of line. But I was just so shocked. I thought we have total honesty. And then, after twenty years of marriage, I find out there's this secret part to my wife. It's shocking!"

She confessed, "It's always been there. I've tried to bring it up in so many different ways. Think about our sexual role plays. Who wants to be called a 'slut?' Me. Who wants to pretend to be raped? Me. Who wants to be blindfolded and tied up and spanked? Me. Who wants to do all the crazy stuff? Me! But you always say no. You still won't even consider anal sex with me. How do you know you won't like it if you've never even tried it?"

I sighed again. "You have a good point. I've been a stick in the mud, and I get so defensive about it that we can't have a truly honest conversation about it. Maybe it's time we try some new things."

She squeezed my hand encouragingly.

I continued, "My love, this is painful for me. In the past few days, I feel like I've been made a fool of. I've become afraid to walk around my own home. I'm afraid of Shelle and Ruby, and I'm even starting to become afraid of you. This can't continue. Furthermore, I just don't know if any kind of sexual connection between a parent and child can ever be acceptable. It's eating away at me, this worry that Shelle will be permanently warped."

She complained, "But we've discussed this all before, and you agreed."

I said, "Wait. Hear me out. On the other hand, you obviously have this secret wild side, and it's not good to keep it bottled up. It'll be a strain on our marriage. And I don't want that either! I want to be the best husband I can possibly be."

She nodded and waited for me to go on.

"So I have a compromise. First off, absolutely everything sexual between Michelle and her friends and me has to stop. Completely. Not even verbal teasing. I want you to go through her clothes and pick out only decent clothes that she can wear around the house. Her friends can't come here anymore, at least for now. Even Ruby. No, especially Ruby! If Michelle wants to swim in a pool, Ruby's house has a pool too. Why do they have to hang out at our house exclusively, anyway?"

Mindy didn't answer that, so I continued, "And in return, I'll try harder to be sexually wilder, but just with sex between you and me. No extra women. And it goes against everything I've been taught, but if you want me to try anal sex, I'll try it. If you want me to try spanking you, I'll try that too. I have to admit that it was kind of arousing with Michelle."

Mindy snorted at that understatement.

I went on, "Heck, I'll even try calling you nasty names, although it honestly pains me to do so, since that isn't really part of my true nature. Maybe I'll warm up to these things with time and be open for more as time goes on. Maybe I do have a wild side. But keep anything sexual just between you and me, my wife. Let's see how that goes; let's see if that works."

"Oh, Honey! Thank you so much! That sounds wonderful! I completely agree. I promise to never mention another woman again. I'll drive all those thoughts about threesomes with another woman out of my head forever! The only thing is, I think Michelle is going to be crushed. Ruby too. I don't think you realize just how powerfully strong their feelings are for you, and how much they love teasing you."

"Yeah, well. I'm starting to realize. But doesn't that disturb you? That their feelings are so strong?"

"No, not really. We all put on our business suits or what have you and go out into the world trying to act formal and stuffy. But the fact is, most people are raging cauldrons of lust on the inside. It's just that some people are better at hiding it or repressing it than others."

"I realize that, but why do they have to fixate on ME? There are so many other guys out there."

"I know, but think about it. They're here practically all the time. You're here practically all the time. You're handsome, charming, and notoriously sexually talented, endowed, and virile. Just imagine if you were shipwrecked on a deserted island with just them. Wouldn't your lust get the best of you after a while?"

"Well, that just proves my point that this all has to stop. But is that really the whole explanation? Are you really saying that my daughter and her friends all have crushes on me just because our house has the biggest pool?"

"We don't have the biggest pool. It's not even close. It's a very ordinary pool for this swanky neighborhood."

"Then it must be the view. We have a pretty awesome view of the ocean down by the lower deck, you know, being on top of the hill and all."

"Honey, Honey, Honey, you're soooo naïve. They hardly ever go to the lower deck, and some other houses have the same view anyway. The reason her friends are perpetually parked at OUR pool is because of YOU, you big lovable hunk!"

"Me? Come on, I'm not that great. I've barely even met some of them. I've seen some of the other fathers. Some of them are more handsome than I am."

"That's very debatable. But in any case, women are not as focused on looks as men are. There's reputation, for instance."

"Me? Reputation? What reputation?"

That brought my wife up short. She blinked at me as if she was trying to stifle an incredulous look. Finally, she asked, "You really don't know, do you?"

Seeing the look of complete non-recognition on my face, she let out an exasperated sigh. "Daniel Cooper, I cannot believe that you are this obtuse sometimes. You're like a LEGEND to those girls!"

Since I was still showing a blank and befuddled stare, she explained, "Over the years, you've done all kinds of parent outreach, haven't you? You've driven Nicky and Michelle to countless practices and events, you coached their soccer teams several years in a row, you served as chaperone at school functions, yada, yada, yada. Since I work inflexible business hours and you set your own hours, more often than not, you were the one helping with those things. Heck, you even helped out with the Girl Scout troop."

"Yeah? So? Are you implying that I did something untoward or led them on?"

"No! Absolutely not. You were just being you. Nice guy Dan. Cool guy Dan. Friendly Dan. Stud muffin Dan. Well-hung Dan."

"Wait a minute. 'Well-hung Dan?' How would they know that?"

"Duh! Honey, you're a smart guy about most things, but oh-so-blind about others. How do you know that Michelle has huge breasts? It's pretty impossible NOT to notice, right? In the same way, you're popping boners all the time, and the girls DO notice, believe me. There's just no way NOT to see the big billy club you're packing in there. In fact, do you remember what happened when you were a chaperone on that disastrous overnight beach trip?"

I groaned and sank down in the bed a little. "Oh no, not that. Please don't mention that."

"Look. I know that you weren't trying to cheat on me in any way. I'm not blaming you for anything, and nothing serious happened anyway. But the fact of the matter is that Ms. Simmons was coming onto you big time, she got totally plastered at the campfire to build up her courage, and then she threw herself at you in the most awkward manner imaginable."

"I didn't do ANYthing to encourage her! I have lots of witnesses to support that!"

"I know, and I'm not disputing that in the slightest... but that's just the thing, you see. You had lots of impressionable young girls as witnesses when Ms. Simmons clumsily lunged at you and pulled your bathing suit down your legs. And for who knows how many seconds, you were caught standing there in the light of the campfire wearing nothing but your bathing suit around your ankles, while your big, angry, and demanding boner was sticking straight out."

I blushed as I recalled the painful memory. "Hey, I tried to cover up as quickly as I could, but I was taken by surprise! I had to focus on getting my shorts back 'cos that crazy woman was trying to pull them completely off my feet!"

"I know. I'm not blaming you! I'm just saying, look at it from the point of view of these impressionable early teen girls who were probably all staring at the first live erection they'd ever seen. Certainly the biggest one they'd ever seen, or probably STILL have ever seen. It was wobbling wildly for a good minute while she tugged at your shorts, like some kind of one-eyed monster. Trust me love, it makes a powerful impression on a young girl. I'm sure all of them that saw you that day have used your cock as the 'gold standard' ever since, and all their boyfriends have come up way short in comparison."

"Hey, come on. I'm not THAT endowed. I'm not porn star big."

She grasped my dick. It wasn't hard, due to the seriousness of the discussion, but she still patted it lovingly anyway. "Maybe not. But you're at least 'porn supporting actor' big. Besides, I'm pretty sure that 'porn star big' is too big. Your cock is perfect. You're like the 'Goldilocks and the Three Sexy Bear Babes' of cocks."

She teased in a silly high-pitched voice, "'Oh, Mommy, Mommy! Somebody's been sticking his cock in my cunt! But this cock is way too big! It hurts!' 'Oh, Mommy, Mommy! Somebody's been sticking his cock in my cunt! But this cock is way too small! I can't feel a thing!' 'OH! MOMMY! Daddy's been sticking his cock in my cunt, again! He's always such a naughty Daddy, sticking his cock in us all the time. But Daddy's cock is juuuuust right! You're such a lucky mommy!'"

I rolled my eyes. "Come on."

She continued, "Then the mommy bear would say to her three sexy bear babe daughters, 'I sure am! If he was even another inch bigger, he couldn't fit it in our tight pussies, and you know how much he loves to do that. But don't worry, we're all gonna share the Daddy cock and live happily ever after. Now, girls, I wanna see you three climb up on his lap and take turns sucking it. Show me once again how good you are at sharing until he paints your adorable faces in his 'yummy goo.' The end!'"

I deadpanned, "Um, the version I know doesn't exactly go like that."

She pretended cluelessness. "It doesn't? I only know the film version. Although now that I think about it, I wonder why it was in that special room in the video store, behind the curtain. And right next to 'Blow White and the Seven Dongs,' too."

I laughed. "How does Goldilocks even fit into that story, anyway? She didn't even get mentioned."

"She's the sexy redhead down the street who needs some Daddy cock too."

I laughed some more at that obvious Ruby reference. I was getting in a better mood, thanks in part to her joking. "What's a 'sexy bear babe,' anyway?"

"Picture one of your daughters, but with the tip of her nose painted black, and a hair band with bear ears on it."

I got a kick out of the story, and I liked the "bear babe" image, but my dick still hadn't revived.

Her hand finally relented and just rested on it. She resumed, "My point is, I'll bet you any of those girls, including our daughters, could recall the vision of your bronzed and muscular body bathed in firelight on the night of the Ms. Simmons incident with picture perfect clarity, even today. And I really mean it when I say that every single one of those girls, when they think of the ideal, perfect penis, they think of yours jutting out when you were standing there. And that wasn't the only incident that built up your reputation, just the most legendary one."

I stammered, "But-but-but it wasn't my fault! I don't know what to do when women like that throw themselves at me. It's such a fiasco. Whatever else I am, I'm not 'Mr. Smooth.' The same kind of thing happens to you even more than it does to me, but you always manage to fob off grabby guys with subtlety and grace. Me, I just stand there thinking, 'This can't be happening to me!'"

Mindy smiled knowingly. "I know. It's kind of cute what a clueless boob you can be sometimes, but I love you for it. It's part of what makes you you. But think about some of these incidents that made you a studly legend in your own time for those girls. Do you remember a couple of years after that, at Nicky's sixteenth birthday party, when that group of girls managed to pull your bathing suit off as you were diving into our pool? Was that just a harmless prank to embarrass you, or were they trying to get a good look at your package?"

I was blushing by then, I'm sure. "Oh, man! Let's not even talk about that day, okay? Talk about a prolonged fiasco. Even you were right there and you didn't do a thing to help me get my bathing suit back."

I saw my wife smirking and smiling. Like I said, she does that a lot.

"What?" I asked her with annoyance.

"Oh, just thinking back. Damn, that was a fun party!"

I sighed. "Can we get back on topic, please? My point is, we need to take a break and have some separation. I thought we could play around some and stop there. But I simply can't control myself with Michelle or Ruby. I can see that clearly now."

But she was still thinking about that stupid incident. "Do you remember when you finally got out of the pool and were running around with your hands on your crotch, trying to get your suit back, showing off your cute naked butt to everybody?"

I groaned unhappily. "Oh God! Don't remind me! I was betrayed by everybody! You, Nicky, Michelle, Ruby - everybody thought it was a great hoot! 'Let's all laugh at Dad.' Ha ha. Thank God I finally found that towel or God knows what would have happened."

I sighed heavily. "What's worse is that nearly the exactly same thing happened exactly one year later, although the accident wasn't quite so bad. What do they say? 'Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice, shame on me.' I ruined two of Nicky's birthday parties with my cluelessness."

My wife just cryptically muttered, "Hmmm. 'Ruined' is an interesting word to use. You certainly made those birthday parties much more entertaining. I prefer to think of it that way."

There was a long pause as Mindy stared off into space while wearing a giant shit-eating grin. I finally said in exasperation, "Wipe that smile off your face already! Can we focus here? Let me say it again: we need to take a break. Things have gotten out of hand."

She forced herself to focus. "Okay." Then she warned as her smile faded, "But I'll tell ya, Michelle is going to be crushed, badly. And Ruby too. But you know how emotional Michelle gets. I worry the most about her."

"That may be so. She'll be crushed at first, but over time she'll get over it. It happens to people all the time. Hearts get broken for so many reasons, but people have to pick up and move on. This is what's best for her. She needs to find a good boy her own age."

"You're right." Yet Mindy didn't look too certain. In fact, she looked very sad.

Still, I pressed on. "So here's the plan. Right now I'm bursting at the seams with pent up frustration. You have no idea just how much sexual temptation I've had to deal with lately. If there ever was a time I felt like blowing off steam by spanking someone, that time is now."

I'd told her that I was willing to try new things, and one thing she'd wanted for a long time now was to be spanked. I could never make myself hit her, but I was willing to try harder now. I couldn't risk losing her. Besides, I DID have a lot of sexual frustration to burn off.

Mindy's face lit up with glee. "Oh Honey! You don't mean it!"

I was surprised at how much I was warming up to the idea. I growled, "I do, you sexy little trollop! Roll over and present your ass. You've been a very bad and slutty girl."

"Dan! My GOD! I never thought I'd hear those words from you! Oh, hurry!" She flipped over so quickly it was like a blur. She raised her ass up high. She wiggled it with great anticipation.

I knew that if I took any time to think I wouldn't be able to go through with it. But the idea came upon me so quickly that luckily I didn't have time to be reminded how wrong it is to strike or insult a lady, much less my dear wife. I just did it. I watched in disbelief as my hand came down on her ass.

The loud smack reverberated around the room.

Mindy immediately let loose with a loud wail. Just one smack was enough to push her over the edge. She started to cum with near-violent force.

I immediately brought a hand up to her pussy and devoted my attentions there. My fingers went at her labia and clit at once, driving her to even greater ecstasy. I yelled, "Take that, you hussy! How do you like it?"

To my surprise, she yelled back, "It was horrible! You mean man! You terrible, evil person! Don't hurt me anymore, please!"

That threw me for a loop for a second or two, but then I noticed the pure joy in her voice. Clearly she wanted to play the part of reluctant victim. Now her rape fantasies seemed to be kicking in too.

I thought, If that's what she wants, then that's what I have to give her. This is for our marriage. 

Feeling conflicted, I spanked her again, while still keeping a finger in her pussy lips.

She cried even louder this time, amazingly enough, and came again.

"Devil!" I cried. "Devil woman! You've been bad, and now you have to pay!" I spanked her once more.

She was so overwhelmed by that and by my finger continuing to piston in and out of her pussy that I decided to give her a bit of time to recover.

When she finally stopped screaming, she gasped, "Yes! I've been bad! So bad! Hurt me more!"

It was totally surreal. I never thought my wife would yell, "Hurt me," but there she was doing it! I'd started out spanking her most reluctantly, but I found myself starting to get downright aroused about it. I cried out, "I think I will!" and spanked her again.

The thing was, I DID want to hurt her by now. I couldn't believe it! My dick was getting erect from this! She kept crying how much she needed to be punished and how bad and naughty she was. Swept up in the moment of it all, I was agreeing. I could practically feel the tension and frustration and even humiliation that had been building up the past couple of days flow out of me with each smack. That felt good.

But what felt even better was seeing how much she enjoyed it. I could tell this was something she must have been fantasizing about for a long time, and to have it actually and unexpectedly fulfilled made her so giddy with joy that it was infectious. Somehow, I felt giddy yet vengeful at the same time. And her screams and cries and shaking ass were so erotic that I began to think that I might cum merely from applying the smacks.

Once I started spanking, it was like I couldn't stop. Years of repressed sexual energy seemed to be flowing out of me like a collapsing dam flooding the countryside, the raging wall of water destroying everything in its path and drowning everything in its wake. My slaps were as hard as my arms could muster. Her ass grew redder and redder with every slap. Her cries carried quite a lot of genuine pain and even torture in them, yet there was just as much (or more) ecstasy in her voice.

The erotic excitement climbed higher and higher with every smack. I alternated ass cheeks with almost every blow, all the while fingering her pussy with my other hand. She was cumming continuously now. I also knew that I would cum soon, even without any hand touching my penis, because the whole experience was just that mentally exciting for me.

I began to wonder if I'd reach the point where she would cry for mercy and beg me to stop. Yet I rained dozens of blows upon her butt cheeks, and she never did. I wondered what it would take to go too far, because the stronger I hit her, the more she seemed to love it.

The only thing that eventually stopped me was the desire for my own satisfaction. I didn't just want to cum into the open air without being touched, even though I knew I could at any time if I just gave in to the feeling. Without warning, I thrust myself up to her and rammed my cock into her pussy. I yelled, "Take that, you dirty tart!" With one stroke, I drove in as hard as I could, like a hammer slamming down onto a nail.

I pounded into her pussy mercilessly, giving no quarter. At the same time, I continued to spank her ass. My spanks weren't as strong now, since I didn't have the same leverage in my new position. Also, I was more than a little distracted with my thrusting, but I spanked her all the same. I felt like a cowboy on a horse, slapping the side of the animal to make it go faster.

My wife seemed to be completely out of her mind with pleasure, far beyond the ability to do anything but scream, breathe, and fuck back with her hips. She continued to shake as her multiple orgasms continued with no end in sight. Her vaginal walls clenched in all kinds of unexpected ways as she tried to ride out her continuous climax, and the squeezing doubled my pleasure.

Finally, I came. The truth was, I couldn't last long under all that stimulation, and even with my PC muscle control I was only able to hold out about a dozen strokes before the inevitable happened. As I started to fill her pussy, it was like her voice climbed up another octave as it seemed her excitement hit an even higher peak.

And then, suddenly, it was over.

We lay there, panting and recovering, for the longest time. We cuddled and kissed and looked each other in the eyes, reaffirming the deep emotional connection between us.

Finally, I spoke. "So how was that, Sweetheart? Good?"

She laughed. "That's like sticking your finger into the sun and saying, 'Hmmm. That's kind of warm.' Honey! My sweet honey bear! That was the greatest! I knew you had it in you. I knew you had a wild side! That was simply the best sex, ever!" She laughed even more, because she couldn't contain her joy.

I felt pretty damn good too. We kissed and petted each other for a while.

Then she said, "There's only one minor critique. I loved the name calling. Absolutely adored it! But the names you called me: 'devil woman,' 'trollop,' 'hussy,' and the like. You don't have to sound like a character from a Dickens novel." She parodied in a mock British accent, "Oh dear! Lord Thennimore, that roughish knave Jack Roberts has just called me a fallen woman! Dear me, get the smelling salts! I feel faint!" She laughed some more at that. "But I loved it just the same."

I replied, "I'm sorry, Sweetheart. That's the price you pay for being married to a historical novelist. I'm not ready for cruder modern terms like 'skank' and 'bitch' and 'ho' and whatever. I guess I was kind of skirting on the edges of name calling. It just hurts me to use those really vulgar words with you. I'm still not really excited about that part."

"That's so thoughtful. I'm so happy that you're trying this hard to fulfill my sexual fantasies, that, well..." She started to tear up again. "It just makes me so glad I married you..." Her tears were beginning to seriously flow. "So glad, that I just want to cry!"

She burst into tears, but they were tears of joy. "Dan, I'm serious about us getting married all over again, ten times over! Never leave me! Never!"

"I won't. I promise you that! I love you more than I can ever put into words!"

We hugged and kissed some more. I felt so happy at that point. Amazingly enough, it seemed that the spanking had somehow strengthened our marriage even more.

Then I told her, "My love, I'd happily go to the ends of the earth for you, so a little name calling is nothing, if it makes you happy. But the funny thing is, I thought I'd absolutely hate spanking you. I thought it would be torture that I'd have to force myself to do for you. But I actually quite liked it! I'd have no problem doing that again. None at all. Let's do it tomorrow night too! You want to? I know it wouldn't be as intense as the first time, but I'm still up for it."

Mindy laughed. "I can see that! However, you notice how I'm lying on my side? I don't think I'll be able to sit for days. But let me tell you something, buster." She poked me in my chest as if she was angry. "From now on, my ass is your ass. How do they say in Spanish? Mi asa, su asa."

I laughed at that play on "mi casa, su casa." ("My house is your house.")

"Any time you want to spank me, do it! If I protest, don't believe me! The rougher you get, the better!"

"Hmmm. Well, I don't know about that. This is going to take some getting used to. I think I still have to work up to the rough stuff, like slapping an already red ass. Let's let the redness go down before we do that again. I got a little bit crazy there, a little bit out of my mind. Somehow I need to get back in that mood to make it really work, I think. But not TOO much in that mood, if you know what I mean. Let's work on that."

"Okay."

It was late, so I got up and went through my going-to-bed rituals, like brushing my teeth.

Mindy did hers too, but once we both got back to bed, she said, "You know, you really don't believe me about how legendary you are."

"Yeah, in my own mind," I joked.

"No, in your neighborhood. Seriously. I'll prove it to you. You just sit there and listen while I call up Cindy."

"What, now? At one-thirty in the morning? Are you crazy?!"

"Yeah, but she's a good friend." Cindy is not only Ruby's mother, she's one of Mindy's closest friends, if not her closest friend. They've known each other since they were in elementary school. And the fruit doesn't fall far from the tree, because Cindy's just as gorgeous as Ruby. I like her a lot too. We all get along very well.

Before I could complain about violating Cindy's privacy, Mindy hit Cindy's speed dial number and then the speaker phone button. As the phone rang, Mindy whispered to me, "Ssssh!"

Then she spoke into the speaker phone near her head as Cindy picked up. "Hey, Cin," she said cheerily.

Cindy replied groggily, "Mindy, it's one-thirty in the morning. This better be good. Is everything alright?"

"Oh, it's good. Very, very good!" Mindy replied with a knowing smugness in her voice.

Cindy groaned with frustration. "Oh no! Not again! Don't tell me this is about Dan, the perpetual sex machine. What did the horny bastard do to you this time?"

Mindy simply replied with a long happy sigh.

"Oh no! That good?" Cindy groaned in obvious jealousy again. "What'd he do, fuck you into unconsciousness again? I hate it when he does that to you, because you smirk for days."

Mindy joked, "You know I smirk for days anyway."

Cindy chuckled, "True. But tell me what he did to blow your mind this time. This is torture, but I have to know!"

Mindy teased, "Oh, come on, you know you love it."

Cindy whined sexily, "You're taking advantage of me! You know I can't resist when you talk about Dan's endowment."

Mindy played dumb. "'Endowment?' You mean his charity to his old alma mater?"

"No."

"You mean his capacity for writing great historical novels?"

"No!"

"Then what do you mean. I'm a bit slow. Spell it out!"

"His cock! Okay?! His cock! The famous Dan cock, the one that fucks you so long and so hard and so much that your pussy is always deliciously sore! The one that leaves you begging for mercy, for relief from all the constant pounding!"

Mindy shot me a quick "See what I mean?" look. Then she asked Cindy accusingly, "Are you masturbating already?"

"No. Really!" However, her voice was not very believable.

"Well, you will be soon in any case. I haven't even told you what he did to me yet!"

"Oh Gaawwwd! I can't take it!"

"He DRILLED me, Cindy, he fucking DRILLED me! For TWO SOLID HOURS!"

"Agghh!"

"He came FOUR times, and I just came once, because it was one endless orgasm for me!"

"You bitch!" Cindy cursed, but not in a mean way, just a frustrated way. "I hate you!"

"But that's not all! You know how he warmed me up, how he literally warmed my ass? With a spanking! Finally, after all these years, he whaled on my ass!"

Cindy was panting frantically into the phone. "No! Mindy, stop! No! Are you serious?! That's one of my favorite Dan fantasies!"

"I'm dead serious! We talked about spicing up our sex life, and he spanked me for the first time ever! I came so hard that I climaxed into the sixth dimension!"

Cindy groaned orgasmically. "I can't take-"

"Oh, you'll take it, just like I took it! HARD! When he spanks you and plows you and plows you some more!"

"AAAAIIIIEEEEE!"

I could see Mindy was getting increasingly carried away. She was ready to start screaming increasingly lewd things into the phone. But she looked over at me and apparently restrained herself. "I just thought you'd like to know that!" she said, hanging up the phone right in the middle of what was obviously Cindy's orgasm.

Mindy turned to me, still panting. She said triumphantly, "So. ... See what I mean? ... You have quite a reputation."

"Miiiiiindy! That was nuts! I take it that wasn't your first call like that to her."

"No. Hardly. But I got a little extra carried away, knowing you were listening! And speaking of getting carried away..." She pulled the bed sheets off me, exposing my erection. "A-ha! Now that you've done Cindy, it's MY turn! Fuck me, you insatiable beast!"

"Again? Aren't you tired out?"

"Of course! I'm gonna be hating life tomorrow, but I need it now!"

I said, "Before we get too carried away, what the heck is the 'sixth dimension?'"

She smirked as she replied, "That was a pop-soul singing group from the 1960s. Remember 'This is the dawning of the age of Aquarius?'" She ably sang that line from the famous song.

"I know that, dummy. They're the 'FIFTH Dimension.' What's the sixth dimension?"

"That's something I just made up, but I like it. You have to get fucked by The King to really understand. It's like seeing stars times a million. You see entire galaxies." She tugged on my arm. "In fact, I want you to take me back to the sixth dimension right now!"

I couldn't resist. Within very short order I was in her and pounding hard. Her words to Cindy filled my head, and images of Cindy's sexy and busty body filled my imagination. She was exactly what you'd expect a mother of Ruby to look like: a true curvaceous MILF!

And if that wasn't arousing enough, thoughts of the spanking inspired and energized me.




Chapter 10



"Dan? Honey? Wake up. We've got a problem." 

I slowly opened my eyes. My wife was already up and dressed, and shaking me on the shoulder.

Mindy sighed sadly before saying, "It's Michelle. She knows already about what you said last night. She overheard us talking."

I sat up with alarm. "The whole thing?!"

"No. But enough. She's been crying the night away. I tried to talk to her, but she screamed at me. I think you should see her. She's a complete wreck. She's cried until she's out of tears. Now she won't even come out of her room."

I'd been expecting some sort of tears, but when Mindy said that Michelle screamed at her, that woke me all the way up. Michelle doesn't scream when she's angry. She'll seethe and fret, but she doesn't lash out like that. Clearly, Mindy was disturbed by how distraught our daughter was. Just looking at the concern in my wife's face gave me the creeping shivers.

I said, "Uh-oh. Not good. Not good at all. What happened to her respecting our privacy? I thought she was downstairs."

"She was, but that was hours earlier, remember? As for respecting privacy, we're talking Michelle here. She was on her way to bed when she heard the sound of crying coming from our room and curiosity got the best of her. Don't get mad at her about that, okay? She's heartbroken enough as it is."

"Okay. I'll go talk to her. Just gimme a minute to get presentable."

So I dressed up and went to talk to Michelle. We had a long talk, but it didn't go over very well because I had to explain that we needed to stop all the sexual flirting.

Actually, I talked a lot, but I rarely got more than a 'yes' or 'no' out of her. She readily agreed to stop the teasing, but it obviously was a crushing blow. It was like asking her to strangle a puppy to death. About the only substantial thing she'd say was, "If that's what you want, Daddy, I'll do it."

She stayed in her room the whole day, moping.

Meanwhile Mindy had to go to work, leaving me alone to deal with Michelle. Mindy's butt was still quite sore, and in fact had to tell her coworkers she'd hurt herself and thus couldn't sit down.

But, unfortunately, I wasn't a good one to console Michelle. Every time she saw me, it seemed like another needle pierced her heart. She would break into a fresh set of tears, if she wasn't in the middle of crying already. So I mostly left her in her room. It seemed to me there was a lot on Michelle's mind, but she didn't want to tell anyone what she was thinking.

I didn't see Ruby at all. Mindy told me she called her and gave her the bad news. She called Cindy about it later, and it turned out Ruby was crying and moping all day, just like Michelle.

Mindy was a little on edge with all the goings on at home, and wanted to help out. She took the rest of the day off and was home by ten. She had been working so much overtime lately that nobody at her work could really complain.

She and I discussed the situation. We both agreed that we would just have to ride this out, and wait until Michelle got over her feelings for me. I felt like this was a painful thing in the short term, but a healthy thing in the long term. She had to rid herself of her unnatural feelings towards me, there was no other way.

But Mindy looked a bit nostalgic, and said, "You know, I understand your decision, but it's still such a shame to have the teasing stop. Watching her tease you was such a turn-on that I'm going to miss it dearly. I promise I'll never mention it again, but I have just one favor. Do you mind if I keep what happened these last few days in my mind and use the memories to fuel my fantasies from time to time? 'Cos I'm sure those memories will keep my sexual fires burning hot for a long, long time, if I let them."

"That's okay by me. To be honest, I think I'll do the same. I think those thoughts will arouse me for years to come. But it had to end. You know it did."

"You're right. In fact, I have another sexual secret to share with you."

"Another? Uh-oh."

"Come on. Let's go to my office."

Mindy had her own workspace on the first floor. The shelves were filled with legal books, but mostly it was a place for her to work on the computer when she had work to do at home.

Or so I thought. It turns out it served another purpose as well. She opened up her e-mail program on her computer and told me her secret.

"Honey, the truth is, I've been reading erotic stories on the Internet. I've been doing it for a while, actually. I hope you're not too upset. It's no reflection on you at all. It all started out as an accident. You see, you know how closely I guard my e-mail account so I don't get spam, and then I use spam filters to guard whatever gets through. So I never got all that pornographic stuff, and if I do, I just delete it."

She went on, "But one day, about two years ago, I got this one e-mail that seemed to be a personal e-mail. And it was. It was from a woman named 'DL.' I still don't know who this person is, or what her full name is. But anyway, she was quite into erotic stories, and she liked to send really good ones that she'd discovered to a few of her female friends. Somehow, I got on her list. It was just a small group of about five housewives."

She continued, "Curiosity got the best of me, and I started reading the stories as they came in every now and then. It was pretty harmless stuff, you know, like the romance novels women bring to read at the beach. Knights in armor, damsels in distress, hunky guys in half-torn shirts... all that jazz. Like some of your books, actually, except the sex was more explicit and constant. It never came up when I talked to you, for some reason. I guess I thought you'd disapprove, but it seemed like such a harmless thing to me, like enjoying sex scenes in an R-rated movie."

I nodded. Truthfully, I considered myself to be a very straight-laced guy, but even I had read some erotic stories and looked at erotic pictures on the Internet from time to time, especially during those rare times when Mindy was away for days at a time on work trips or vacation. And I hadn't ever mentioned that to her, either, now that I thought about it.

She went on, "But then, over time, DL and her friends started to get bored of the same old stuff. They'd send messages back and forth about how much they liked the stories, and I was always CCed on everything. After a while, I started sending my thoughts too."

I said, "But you didn't know any of these women, right?"

There was a long pause until she finally said, "Right." She seemed lost in her thoughts and memories.

Then she continued more freely, "But that was the beauty of it. Because I didn't know them, I didn't have to hold back. Even with a good friend like Cindy, I'm not going to share with her my more taboo fantasies. Anyway, when I'd come in here after dinner and check on my e-mail and what not, I'd read a story if there was a new one, and maybe exchange some banter with the other housewives in this group, if there was an interesting story to talk about. This would happen about twice a week. Sometimes, the stories would get me really excited and I'd rush upstairs and make passionate love to you. So I still thought this was just a harmless thing, a way to charge my sexual batteries to keep up with your non-stop passion."

So far, this didn't disturb me too much. Who was I to throw the first stone, when I'd read erotic stories during our marriage myself? But I felt the other shoe had yet to drop. I asked, "So what was it about the group getting bored?"

"Oh. Right. Over time, the stories generally got racier. More sexually explicit. Different kinds of stories. Incest stories. Lesbian sex scenes. Discipline stories. Spanking scenes. Anal domination. You know these things I've been telling you that excite me? All these things I want to try out? I'm afraid this is how many of those thoughts came into my head. I never knew I had a wild side until I started reading these stories."

"What's an 'anal domination' story?"

"Just stories with lots of anal sex. That's why I'd keep asking you to try anal sex with me, because I'd read a total scorcher of a story where anal was the main focus of all the hottest scenes, and then I'd be raring to try it out for myself with you to see if I'd love it just as much as the women did in these stories."

I asked, "What about the 'domination?'"

She paused, and then added sheepishly, "I guess I kind of added the 'domination' part in my mind."

Before I could respond to that, she continued, "For some reason, I really got into the incest stories most of all, especially stories where the husband has sex with his daughters. Or stories where the wife lets the husband sleep with other women, and everyone ends up loving it and having a great time. Let me tell you, some of those stories could scorch the paint off a frozen tank! Before long I was pestering DL to send our group more of both those types of stories, and she did. So I guess you could say the Internet corrupted me. My suggestion of inviting another woman into our bed and even the whole Christmas Party Incident, I think that all came about because of these stories. They got me excited by the idea of seeing you with another woman. The idea still turns me on greatly, to tell you the truth."

"I see." I frowned. I was starting to hate this mysterious DL already. "Were there stories in there about women turning into sluts, that kind of thing?"

Her face turned sour. "Oh, God no! You know, funnily enough, those kinds of stories never really came up. Maybe one or two, but pretty much our whole group voted those down. There were some wife swapping stories for a while, but after the Christmas Party Incident I complained about it so much they stopped sending those types to me. I only cared about the stories with one guy and one or more women. Usually more. So there was a fair amount of bisexual or lesbian activity going on in most of them."

I struggled to understand all these revelations. "So wait. You're telling me now you're some kind of bisexual?!"

"Well, no. Not exactly. I've never touched another woman in a sexual way, and I wouldn't want to. But I find the idea of two women making love to be... arousing. Just as a fantasy thing only. Don't you?"

"Well, yeah. I can't help it."

She laughed. "You don't have to try to help it. I wonder if there's a heterosexual guy out there who doesn't find that arousing. Maybe it's hard-wired in most people or something. I know watching two guys having sex with each other would do nothing for you, and it doesn't do anything for me either. Weird, huh?"

"Yeah, but... I'm still trying to wrap my head around this. You're... you're basically bisexual!"

"No! I wouldn't say that at all. It's not like I walk down the street lusting after the women that go by, unless, you know, they're REALLY hot. There are some women who are so sexy that if anyone of any gender claims they're not aroused, they're a liar. Like Michelle or Ruby."

"Wait, so you're aroused by your own daughter?!"

"NO! Because she is my daughter. Ditto with Ruby being so close. But if they were strangers on the street, sure, I'd get a little thrill."

I nodded in understanding. They were that beautiful, after all.

She continued, "Now, if YOU were there, it would be different. I like the idea of making out with another woman if you're watching and it gets you hot. It's like the two women get so horny for their man that they can't help love each other some too. Can't you see the difference? It would be another way of pleasing my man. Without you there, forget it. No interest. I'm NOT really bisexual. Understand?"

I nodded, relieved.

"Now, can I continue?"

My heart was pounding hard and I was afraid to learn more. But I just said, "Yeah. Please."

"These stories put all kinds of crazy ideas in my head. But that's all over now. Right here as we speak, I want to show you that I'm deleting all this stuff. All the stories I've saved, all the correspondence, everything. It's all going in the trash. You've met me half way by trying to get a little wild last night. I hope that will continue. I need to meet you half-way by tempering down my wild side. Especially all this incest stuff. The things I've thought about you and Michelle doing because of these stories - it would shock you!"

She continued, "To be honest, whenever I'd get a good new incest story, half the time I'd do a find-and-replace command to change the names of the story characters to Dan and Michelle before I read them. And Ruby if there were two daughters. Those were my favorites, stories with a dad and two daughters. I'm being totally honest here, so please don't get mad, okay?"

I nodded. I was secretly shocked and disturbed.

"But that's all over now. Anything incest-related especially I'm really going to try to wipe from my brain. I'm just going to keep my memories of a few wild days of Michelle's teasing, and that's it."

While she was talking, she let me glance over the names of the files in her saved stories folder. Just checking out the titles was kind of mind-blowing. I never would have imagined my wife read stories with titles like "Daddy Loves His Daughters in a New Way" or "Mommy Needs Help Taking Care of Daddy's Cock."

I would have been more disturbed, except that seemed like small potatoes compared to some of the other recent revelations. Besides, I'd read some pretty racy erotic stories myself over the years, although I'd tried to avoid incest-themed ones.

She said, "I've saved a copy of the correspondence and everything on CD, which I'm going to give to you just in case you're curious. I don't want to keep even the slightest hint of a secret from you anymore. If I get a pimple on the underside of my toe, you're going to hear about it, like it or not!"

She finished emptying the trash on her computer, and stood up.

I gave her a kiss. "Thanks, my sweet. I appreciate it. I know it must have been hard for you to confess all that. To be honest, sometimes I've read erotic stories on the Internet too."

She asked with mock horror, "You?! Daniel Cooper?" She joked, "I demand you turn in your Eagle Scout badge, immediately and forthwith!"

"Yeah, but in my defense, I never was into the wild stuff, the incest stuff. Let's go to bed and I'll tell you all about it. I guess that's something people usually do in secret, and it doesn't seem that harmful to me. It's just something to give me a little inspiration when you're out of town or staying late at work. Maybe you don't need to go cold turkey, if you know some good websites with the right kind of stories, but it sounds like you should get away from that little group for sure."

"I will. I'm swearing off all the wildness you can't relate to. Like, a spanking story, I'd still go for that now, but if you're not into something, then I'm not into it either."

One thing struck me. "Do you have any idea who this 'DL' is? Or any of the other people?"

"No clue. Everybody wanted to be anonymous about their personal lives. You know how it is with things like this - who would want to give out their real name and address? A couple of times someone called 'DL' just 'D,' so maybe that's her first name. Dee, maybe. But from what I gathered, it was just a bunch of housewives who liked reading erotica. I don't even know how the group got started or where anyone lives or how they were connected, because all we did was talk about the stories. Odds are they live far, far away from us. You know how the Internet is."

I wondered about this. I believed my wife was being honest, and I was glad that she was opening up her secrets to me. But I found it hard to believe that she found herself on this list by pure accident. I vaguely recalled a similar thing happening to me a couple of years back where some person started sending me erotic stories too, again making it seem like I'd been accidentally put on a list of a small group of friends. But I kept treating the e-mails as spam and deleting them.

The only reason I remembered was because the person was so insistent before finally going away and the e-mails were oddly personal, and not like the usual spam at all. I thought it was some kind of strange scam, like all those weird Nigerian "please let me give you this $10 million I'm trying to get rid of" scams, but I couldn't figure out the money angle.

That couldn't have been coincidence. But why? Maybe someone has been trying to manipulate our sex lives? She said that these stories put ideas in her head that led to the Christmas Party Incident. There were wife swapping stories until she firmly complained, and most of them still had lesbian or bisexual elements after that. 

Maybe some woman wants to sleep with Mindy? Some other housewife who tried the wife swapping technique to get the sexual door opened, and when that didn't work, went straight for the lesbian approach! Throw in other types of stories to disguise the intent. That would make sense. But who? My wife is so beautiful and appealing in every way that a lot of people strongly desire her, even some people she barely knows. Heck, it could have even been Delilah Jensen! Delilah easily shortens to Dee! 

I decided, I need to mull this over for a while before I mention anything. Mindy complains that I've been too paranoid about the whole infidelity issue, and she's right. I do get carried away with suspicions from time to time. It's just that fidelity is such an important issue to me. If Mindy ever cheated on me, I would... I don't know what I'd do. I can't even mentally go there, it's too painful! 

Mindy and I hustled upstairs and had another great romp in the bed afterwards. The only snag was that she had to lie on her side the whole time because her butt was still so red and sore.

However, when the fucking was over, I tried to relax, but I couldn't. For one thing, I worried about Michelle and Ruby. It broke my heart that they were crying and so sad. Then there was this erotic story mystery. Also, I could hardly believe it, but I began to have second thoughts about my new total ban on teasing. Partially, I was struck by the depth of Michelle's mourning. Would it be so bad to bend a little bit and allow some light teasing? That wouldn't be the end of the world, would it? It's just that things had gotten completely out of hand and the wildness needed to be reined in. 

But mainly I thought about the spanking session and the other sexual events of recent days. These experiences were all so intense that it was like my life had been black and white and suddenly burst into brilliant Technicolor. I felt so alive! I'd had sex so many countless times, but now it was like I was a virgin rediscovering sex all over again. It felt so good. It looks like I did have a wild sexual side, and I liked it. I spanked my wife and no bolt of lightning came down from heaven. I wanted more.

If I was wrong about the spanking and the name calling, maybe I was wrong about some other things too. Maybe Mindy has been right all along. Maybe the teasing with Shelle, Ruby, and possibly even their friends could be like a constant shock of electricity, keeping all of us sexually excited and on a higher sexual plane for years to come. 

And to be truly honest with myself, I miss the teasing already. I miss the sight of Michelle and Ruby running around in the buff. God help me, but I love it. When it was being "forced" upon me, I could convince myself that I didn't approve. But now the house seems a lot sadder and a lot emptier. 

In the privacy of my own thoughts, I began to contemplate the true meaning of cowardice. I thought I'd been a coward before, fearing my daughter, fearing her friends, fearing her teasing. That was so unlike me. Normally, I'm a take charge kind of guy. But maybe the real cowardice lies in running from all that. Bravery would be to grab the tiger by the tail and hold on. I should ride the excitement of the teasing, and live life to the fullest! 

It's kind of like drugs. I'm generally against drugs. Too much drug use, and it'll destroy you. But a little drug use - a cigarette, a glass of wine, even a toke of pot - that can add spice to your life, if you happen to have the taste for it, and you know when to stop. I'm not so square that I think all drugs are completely bad, it's the way people use them recklessly and without any moderation that's the biggest problem. Maybe it could be the same with flirtation with Michelle and Ruby, and it could be a great thing in moderation? Am I making a big mistake by shutting it down completely? 

I looked in on Michelle later that morning and it was much the same. She hardly came out of her room. She wasn't crying as much, but she was listless and sad. Clearly, it was going to take a long time to get over this.

Michelle had often used crying as an emotional weapon. I knew that and I was somewhat resistant to her usual tricks. But this was of a completely different nature compared to anything that had happened before. These were no crocodile tears here; no actress could be that good. Our daughter was absolutely devastated.

As for Ruby, she didn't come by, and Michelle didn't visit her. I was puzzled by that, as I thought for sure that they would comfort each other, especially now that I had good reason to believe they were lovers as well as friends. I did hear Michelle talking on the phone some, though, and I'm sure she had to be speaking to Ruby. Those calls always ended with a lot more crying.

On the plus side, Mindy seemed okay with how things had turned out in most respects. She was loving our sex life. We had another crazy round of sex and spanking and name calling, just as great as the last time.

I told her I was determined to try more new things, even if they were relatively small things to get started. She said she knew just the thing, and gave me a blowjob while fingering my anus. The sensations were out of this world! I'd never allowed her to put her finger in there before, and now I wondered why. I fingered her anus some for the first time as well during the spanking, and she loved it. It opened my mind to consider that I might actually like putting my penis in that hole sometime soon.

The more I thought about it, the more I began to think I was wrong-headed with my limited sexual notions. No wonder Mindy had been getting a bit restless and dissatisfied in the bedroom. It was as if we went to the ice cream store every day, and I demanded that she and I only eat vanilla.

And Michelle was so sad. It truly seemed like she'd lost in everything. It was hard to engage her in conversations during meals, and then she'd flee back to her room and stay there until the next meal forced her to come out. To be honest, I'd never seen anything like it.

I went to Michelle's door later just to check on her, and she was STILL crying! I knew Michelle could be a good actress at times, and she knew how to manipulate Mindy and me, which is why she was too spoiled for her own good. But I was more and more convinced that there was no way a person could be that emotionally distressed for that long without there being real emotion behind it. Clearly, she wanted the teasing, more than I'd seen her want anything else ever before.

It occurred to me, The problem is with me. I agreed to give the teasing a try, but I was too horny and I let things go way too far. I can fix everything. I can satisfy my wife's urge for taboo thrills and make Shelle and Ruby happy. All I have to do is set firm boundaries and stick to them. Then we can go back to having a happy and fun house. 

I decided that I wanted to ride the tiger's tail.

So I had another talk with my wife. I told her I'd changed my mind and that maybe some limited teasing and flirtation would be okay. She seemed quite surprised, and very, very pleased. But she couldn't say much because she had to hurry to work.

Then I went and told Michelle. I knocked on her door.

"Who is it?" Her voice was drained of life, but at least she wasn't crying.

"It's me. Your dad."

I heard a heavy sigh. "Come in."

I opened the door and found her lying in bed under the covers. She hadn't been crying at least, but it looked like she'd just been lying there wide awake.

I said, "I have good news. I've changed my mind."

"WHAT?!" She suddenly sat up in bed and turned towards me. That revealed she'd been sleeping nude, because her perfect tanned tits came into view.

She quickly pulled her sheets up to her shoulders. "Sorry!" She'd been very good the past two days not breaking any rules, and she seemed worried I'd be mad about her accidental flashing. She obviously wanted to show me that she could behave and follow rules.

I said, "Don't worry about it. I've decided we should give this teasing thing another try. We went into it without really having a plan, without thinking things through. I think the key is we need to have rules and stick to them. If there are any violations, we need to call a time out for as long as it takes."

She asked breathlessly, "And what are the rules?"

"The same as last time. Kissing, touching, and some nudity is okay. But... my penis is off limits. No touching that, ever! Period! And the same goes for your private parts, and Ruby's. I suppose some boob contact and grab-ass can't be helped, but your you-know-what is totally off limits!"

She was suddenly bursting with energy and joy. It looked like she was ready to fly out of her bed and zoom around the room! She said with a big smile, "You mean my pussy."

I nodded. "And Ruby's, obviously. And no sex acts! No orgasms. Nothing like that. If any of us get too excited, we should go somewhere private and masturbate to make sure the excitement doesn't build up too much. I think that was the problem last time. We all got more and more aroused and we never got relief. So things kept on spinning out of control."

Michelle nodded eagerly. "Okay! I'm so all over that! OH MY GOD!" She clutched her face with both hands. She almost slapped herself, as if she was trying to confirm that this wasn't just a dream.

That caused her sheets to fall down and expose her divine F-cups again! Then she realized what she was showing. She looked down at her awesome rack and asked me shyly, "Is that... okay?"

I nodded. But then I said to her, "However, there's a catch. You and Ruby, and even Lisa, I think you're too fixated on me. It's unhealthy. One reason I'm willing to do this is so you'll transition to dating boys. I want all three of you to make a sincere effort to go out with boys your own age. Teasing your old man is okay for a little while, but once you've honed your teasing skills, go out and use them on a boy or two. Is that too much to ask?"

"No, Daddy." She beamed brightly. She also sat up stiffly, proudly showing off her massive rack.

I could feel my penis engorging, but I tried my best to ignore that. "Okay. Good. Then you'll promise to do your best with that and talk to Ruby and Lisa about it too?"

"Yes, Daddy. But why Lisa? She doesn't matter. She's not totally with me on this like Ruby is."

"I dunno. I just get the feeling that her feelings for me aren't 100% healthy. I could be wrong, but please, if she has any kind of crush on me, please try to discourage that, okay?"

"Okay." She reached up and cupped her round melons from below. "MMMM! I feel so good! Daddy, I'm so happy! Oh Boy!" She bounced a little on her bed in sheer jubilation, causing her twin torpedoes to shake in her hands. "I can't wait to tell RUBY! YES!" Her eyes practically bugged out as she thought about telling her best friend.

I could feel my penis had fully engorged. For once, I wasn't that concerned about that in front of her. I held my hands out in a downward motion. "Relax! Don't get too excited! Remember that this isn't a permanent decision. This is another test. We'll see if we can make it work. So don't let things spiral out of control by getting too excited."

She nodded, and showed a new resolve. She forced her body to stop bouncing, and she just clutched her huge tits tightly. "I soooo want to kiss you right now! The fact I didn't seize the chance to do that the other night at the front door when Ruby did is one thing that's been making me cry. But I'd better not, because..."

I nodded. "Stay calm. Given how excited you are right now, it's best we don't do that. In fact, don't even try to hug me. We'll do that later. Okay?"

She nodded eagerly.

"Go call Ruby. But let's keep it on the down low, today, okay? Let's be super careful to take it easy. We dove into the deep end of the pool before, with the spanking and Mindy getting too intimate with me at the dining table and all that. Let's not make that same mistake."

She looked at me with even more determination. "Right. Take it easy. Don't get too excited."

I smiled and started to leave the room.

Michelle was up like a flash, headed straight for her phone across the room. But then she stopped in the middle of the room and said, "Wait!"

I stopped and slowly turned around, only to discover that she was nude from head to toe.

By the time I'd turned, she had hands covering her pussy. Still, she looked like a perfect teen sex goddess, especially since she made no effort to cover her cracking bust. She said, "Daddy, you're NOT going to regret this, I promise! Ruby and I, we're gonna be SOOOO good for you! We'll be the best big-titted cockteases any daddy has ever had!"

I chuckled. "Don't be TOO good. Remember: obey the rules. Let's make this work!"

"Yes, Daddy! I love you SO MUCH!"

I closed the door and walked down the hallway feeling like a million bucks. It was heartening to make her feel that good about anything. But knowing that a lot of sexual pleasure was coming my way too if we could handle this better made me that much happier.

I didn't even make it back to my bedroom before I heard loud, joyous screams. I gathered she had Ruby on the phone and they were sharing the good news.

I found Mindy downstairs and let her know how things had gone over. I felt that poor communication had been a big reason for our previous troubles, and I wasn't going to let that happen again.

About half an hour later, I was sitting in my den, actually making progress on my writing for the first time in too many days, and I heard Michelle come bounding down the stairs. She burst into my den wearing nothing but her tiny blue bikini. That's the one that barely covers her pussy and nipples in front and is just a thin thong in back.

My penis was already in a half-erect state, since I'd been tingling with arousal and excitement ever since giving Michelle the news. Half-erect went to fully erect in the blink of an eye!

"Daddy! Daddy, Daddy, Daddy!" She gave me a big hug, mashing her barely covered boobs into my shirt. "How do I look?" Then she stood back and twirled around. She wound up in side profile, allowing me to see her tits and ass at the same time. From that position, it was easy not to notice any of her bikini at all.

"You look good. Too good." I laughed. "I'm really asking for trouble, aren't I?"

"No, Daddy! We're going to have so much fun together! This is going to be even better than before! I love you sooooo much!" She came to me again and gave me another big hug, and then a kiss on the cheek. She mashed her boobs into me again, and rubbed them around a little bit for good measure. "Thank you soooo much for giving Ruby and me another chance! I feel like a new person!"

She stepped back. Her bikini top had gone askew, but she quickly put the tiny triangles of fabric back over her erect nipples. Clearly, she was being extra careful not to go too far with me.

I said, "You look like a new person too. It makes me so happy."

"I feel like a new person! You have NO IDEA how TOTALLY BUMMED I've been! But it's all better now!" It looked like she wanted to throw herself into my arms, but she restrained herself.

I asked, "How'd Ruby take the news? Is she coming over later?"

"Oh, she's PSYCHED! And she's here already! She's just down the hall. I wanted to have a chance to talk and thank you personally."

"Why don't you invite her in?"

She spun around in place and shouted, "Okay! Hey Ruby! Daddy wants you!" She stood with her back to me, probably glad to show off her essentially naked back side some more.

Ruby came in so quickly that she must have been standing only a few feet from my door. She had a look of total jubilation on her face. She wore a bikini almost exactly like Michelle's, except that the color was bright red. Ruby loved wearing the color red since it matched her short flaming red hair and skin tone so well.

She gave me a big toothy smile, but then she suddenly got shy and nervous. "So... It is really true that you've changed your mind?!"

I explained, "It's not so much that I've changed my mind. I agreed to do this before, but then I doubted we could make it work. Passions have been running too high. I'm sure Shelle has filled you in. Let's see if we can do this. You have to obey my rules without question, and when the time comes, make a serious effort to find boyfriends."

She smiled at that. She came over to me and kissed me, but just on the top of my head. "Thanks, Dan! You're such a cool dad. We'll behave, don't worry! See? That was just one little kiss. I'm not going to screw this up for the world!"

She walked back to stand next to Michelle in the middle of my room. She raised an arm over her head, striking a very sexy pose. "I know Michelle told you this already, but I want to say it too: you won't regret this, I promise! We're going to be perfect big-titted cockteases for you!"

Ruby looked like a walking dream. Jesus! I remember when Ruby was so shy and... young! Just a tiny little girl in pigtails. And now she IS a stone fox. And she's right. I could resist just her, or just Shelle, but together they're unstoppable! It's almost scary. 

I looked back and forth between them. Michelle had noticed the pose Ruby had struck, so she had an arm provocatively draped over her head too. Yes, together, they're unstoppable! I don't know if what I'm doing is right, but not even I with my special hang-up about adultery can resist them. We're going to have to make this work, because I think I'm already addicted to their sexy teasing! 

However, I said, "What's with this 'big-titted cockteases' name that I heard? Shelle, you called yourself that earlier too. It sounds demeaning."

Michelle replied, "Maybe so, but we like it! Mom used it the other night when you were sitting with us, and I think it's pretty cool!"

Ruby could see I was frowning, so she added, "Think about it. The way I look at it, our job is to get you horny and keep you buzzing with arousal. But we can't do anything about it. You've gotta take care of your arousal yourself, or be with Mindy. So that makes us cockteases. Plus, we have pretty big tits, and we're damn proud of 'em!" She pinned both arms behind her back and then arched her back slightly.

Michelle did exactly the same. The combined effect of the two of them thrusting their massive tits out like that was devastating! I'm surprised my stiff hard-on didn't grow big enough to slap my face! But the poses also made a point. Clearly, their breasts were a very important part of their self-images and especially their sexual selves.

Michelle said, "A cocktease is usually meant to be a bad thing, a devilish girl who leaves guys with blue balls. We wanna change all that! We're gonna make you LOVE getting teased!"

I couldn't help but grin. "I don't doubt it."

She added, "Besides, it's like Ruby said. We do have big tits, and we are proud of them! I love that you love them, and I want to show them off for you at every opportunity! I love to think of myself as not just your daughter, but your BIG-TITTED daughter!" She leaned forward and let her huge jugs lightly sway.

The erotic tension was thick in the air. I didn't need to see their erect nipples to know how horny they were, and there was no way they could miss the sight of my lewd bulge. So I tried to ease the mood by ignoring their boob comments and making small talk. "So, what are you girls up to?"

Michelle said, "We'd LOVE to spend the rest of the day with you and practice kissing and hugging and generally keeping your cock nice and stiff! But you said we should take it easy, so we'll leave you alone unless you call for us."

"That sounds wise," I said.

Ruby explained, "So, instead, we want to celebrate! We're going to go call up all our friends and have a big party!" She belatedly asked, "That is, if it's okay with you?"

I chuckled. "Sure." They hadn't exactly made it a habit of asking me in the past. I knew without even asking they meant it to be a pool party in the backyard. I was fine with that. But a sudden thought alarmed me and I asked them, "You're not going to tell them anything about our new arrangement, are you? You can't do that!"

Michelle giggled. "No way! That would be stupid. We're not stupid. We're not going to do ANYthing to screw this up!"

Ruby added, "I know we're willful and spoiled and hard to deal with. It's a common problem for busty and beautiful girls like us, and we're no exception. We all know Michelle's reputation as a spoiled princess. But I'm going to do all I can to keep her in line."

To my great surprise, Michelle not only didn't dispute that, she said, "And I'm going to let her! We both know how close we came to total disaster. That won't happen again!"

I nodded, happy to hear that. Then an idea came to me. I stood up. "Shelle, I've already kissed Ruby on the lips twice. Do you want a kiss like that too? And can you behave?"

"Yes, and yes!" She rushed into my arms and covered my lips with hers.

Within seconds, our tongues were dueling! The resulting electricity tingled my entire body, down to my fingers and toes. It really was just like an electric shock! I couldn't believe I was making out with one of my flesh and blood daughters! So wrong! But so HOT!

In fact, French kissing my daughter was such a great sexual thrill that I was alarmed, because what did that mean for the future if every kiss with her was this good? Still, the kiss seemed unstoppable.

My hands started around her back but soon slid down to her ass. Her thong was effectively nonexistent, buried in her ass crack, so I found my hands full of nothing but delectable ass-flesh! I couldn't help but caress and even knead her firm yet soft ass cheeks. To be honest, I'd been longing to do that for a long time.

Michelle similarly clutched at my ass cheeks through my shorts. Her big tits pressed into my chest, and my boner pressed into her lower tummy. Thankfully, it stayed trapped inside my shorts. I was also relieved that she seemed to be doing her best to try to ignore it, rather than rubbing against it.

Still, necking with my own daughter was just too hot and naughty for me to handle! I was going to cum soon if something didn't change!

So I reluctantly disengaged. It had probably only been a minute or two, but it seemed like years of total nirvana.

Michelle seemed dazed, and I probably did too.

Ruby spoke for us all. "WOW! That was just... WOW!" Then she put her hands behind her back in a shy pose that also served to draw even more attention to her great breasts. "Can I have one of those too?"

I thought about it, and said, "We'd better not. Remember, we need to take it step by step. This is enough for today. Go have fun with your friends, and I'll try to get some work done. Besides, Ruby, you had two kisses like that with me already, so Michelle still has one to catch up with you."

Michelle crowed, "Yeah!"

Ruby silently pouted. After a long pause, she said, "Okay. You're right. The key thing is to maintain control."

"Exactly."

She said in a more lively tone, while poking a finger at me, "Still, watch yourself, mister! I could tell that kiss was better than either of mine. Next time, I'm going give you the kiss of your life!"

I grinned. "That's some big talk, girl. We'll see if you're all hat and no cattle."

"Oh, I'm cattle! All cattle! I'm a honkin' huge herd of cattle!"

After some more playful small talk, the two of them left my room to go arrange their afternoon pool party.

I thought, We've definitely crossed the Rubicon now. I'm making out with my daughter! That can't ever be undone. I don't know where this is taking us exactly, but we can't go back. Our relationship will never be the same. And ditto with Ruby. Let's face it: I think of her as my daughter too. 

So... why don't I feel terrible? I feel a twinge of guilt and unease, but not really that much. The truth is, I feel that worked out very nicely. That's how things should go. It was fun and arousing, but restrained. 

I'm not keen on the 'big-titted cocktease' name, but I have to admit that it's pretty damn accurate. We'll see how much teasing I can handle. I might be turning into a masturbation fiend in the very near future! 




Chapter 11

 

I generally stayed in my den and worked. I actually made a lot of good progress with my writing. I'd been so troubled in recent days that I was a mess. But now I was back on track. It felt great!

That feeling reassured me that I'd made the right decision. True, this was a strange lifestyle we were choosing to live, but French kissing and hugging one's daughter didn't really seem to be incest in my book. Not really. IF it worked for us and no one else found out, that's what mattered.

I knew it would only last for the summer anyway, because the Gruesome Twosome were going to start school at the University of California, Irvine, in the fall. That was less than an hour away, but we'd already discussed that they needed to live on their own so they could spread their wings and fully immerse themselves in college life.

Outside by the pool, a small group of bikini-clad teenage bombshells held a party practically the whole afternoon.

Normally, I went outside for at least a few minutes to be hospitable and say hello when the Hellions brought some of their friends over. But I decided it was better not to even go down there today. My libido had been burning hot for weeks now. I resolved to spend the entire day just writing and cooling down.

The problem was that all the "usual suspects" were there. Unlike my bedroom, Michelle's bedroom overlooks the backyard pool area. So I went to her room a couple of times and peeked through the blinds, just to see which friends were there. It was pretty much the exact crowd I'd suspected.

Birds of a feather flock together, and since Michelle and Ruby were the most beautiful of the "beautiful people" in their old high school, there seemed to be some kind of unwritten rule that all of their girl friends had to be beautiful too. None of their friends were as busty as Michelle (which eighteen-year-old was?!), but a few were in the same ballpark as Ruby, or close to it. Friends like Anjali and Nina. I wanted to be careful to avoid them in particular because I'm such a tit man. But to be honest, the biggest problem for me with going to the backyard by far was that Michelle and Ruby would naturally be there too.

Happily, Ruby came to check on me when I didn't come downstairs for lunch at the usual time. I was able to get her to bring lunch up to me, as well as tell the guests my apologies that I was too busy to visit today.

The party ended without incident. I found that a pleasant surprise, since I thought the girls might try to get friendly with me. Perhaps the their friends kept their scheming minds occupied.

Mindy had left earlier to run some errands, or “wobble some errands” as she put it, given all the fucking we’d been doing. When Mindy came home, she seemed just as excited as Michelle about my change of heart. I told her how smoothly things had gone, and that made her even more thrilled.

We ran upstairs and had a 'quickie'.

Then, as we lay in bed basking in the afterglow, she said to me, "My love, I'm so glad you've changed your mind. I was and still am one hundred percent behind you, supporting whatever it is you want to do. I know you may want to change your mind on this again if it doesn't work out. If you do, I'll be right there with you. I didn't want to influence you in any way, because it was your decision and yours alone. But my instinct tells me this is what's best. It just feels right."

I nodded, because I had that feeling too.

She added, "Michelle needs this. It's very important to her. You know she's all about family, and you're kind of her idol. By going cold turkey on the teasing, I think she felt like you weren't just rejecting her teasing, you were rejecting her completely."

"Yeah, I kind of figured that."

"She loves you so very much. It's no wonder she couldn't stop crying. And I still say that teasing is going to be the spice that'll keep us romping like bunnies overdosing on Viagra for years to come."

I replied, "We'll see. Like I was telling myself earlier, I've crossed some kind of Rubicon. Before, I was feeling all conflicted, but now I'm determined to give this a try. I'm feeling good! I am discovering my wild side, and I actually like it."

"Good! Any second thoughts?"

"Of course. Even though I'm optimistic, I'm still scared shitless that I've made the wrong decision. With Michelle, it's like we're damned if we do, and we're damned if we don't. I'm just hoping we can find the right balance and have a teasing and sexy and fun house, without me going too far and actually doing something physical with her."

"So you're against any kind of touching now?"

"No. You know the rules. The key one is that they can touch me, but not my penis."

My wife looked very disappointed.

"What, you think I should let them touch me there?!"

"No, of course not. I think you have a good rule. But I have my wild fantasies. I'm afraid those Internet stories must have gotten to me. I have such naughty taboo thoughts. I get so excited thinking about her touching you there! Rubbing herself against it. Kissing it with her soft, pouty lips. Licking you, even. There." She pointed significantly towards my crotch. "Touching the King."

I snorted with derision at that. "It's been a couple of days already and you're still calling it the King? That joke's getting old."

She grinned, but said, "That's no joke. That's its name now. The King." She mock-bowed in its direction. "Your Majesty, how may I serve you? ... What's that you say, Your Majesty? You want to spank my naughty ass and then fuck me? Well okay, but if you fuck me, since you're the King, you're going to have to fuck me royally."

I laughed. "Hey, I was fucking you royally even before my dick 'took the throne.' Whatever that means. Which reminds me, when did the coronation ceremony happen? I think I missed that."

Her eyes lit up. "Oooh! What a great idea! Let me get back to you on that."

"Uh-oh. I smell danger and mischief."

She quipped, "Oh, is that what that is? And here I was, thinking that smell was because you'd forgotten to flush the toilet."

"Ha-ha. Getting back to the topic at hand, God knows why, but you've got all these weird-ass ideas about incest. You know I have to draw the line where I do. Can you keep your fantasies in check?"

She replied, "I'll control myself. I really will. It won't be easy, but I will. But can we still use that as role-play fodder? You have to admit that what we did that one night a couple of nights ago was the most intense sex ever."

"True. But if we have sex like that every night, they'll be wheeling us to the hospital before long."

"Good point." She said in a sultry, high-pitched voice, "I'll try to be a good little girl. Most of the time. ... Daddy." She just about knocked me over with her 'come hither' look.

I tried not to show how much that got to me. I teased back, "Well, at least if you get naughty, I have a new arrow in my quiver. Naughty girls get a very hard spanking in this household!" I playfully slapped her on the ass.

"Oooh! You beast!" She wiggled her behind at me playfully. "More, please!"

We kissed, which turned into a prolonged make-out session. Somehow, that turned into a sixty-nine. I'm a very lucky guy in that my wife not only doesn't mind going down on me, she positively loves doing it! Life was good.

Eventually, we dressed up and went downstairs to have dinner. Not only had the friends all gone home, but even Ruby had returned home to eat dinner with her mother Cindy, like usual. We generally saw a lot of Ruby during the day, but not so much in the evenings.

Michelle was happy; everyone was happy. We had a grand ol' time, with Mindy cracking jokes left and right.

Michelle dressed in a way she never would have dressed before I "officially approved" of the teasing. She wore a short miniskirt, but one that was long enough to cover her pussy and ass cheeks, with a few inches to spare. That wasn't the attention grabber. Not surprisingly, she specialized in showing off her enormous rack. Her top would have been a fairly ordinary green spaghetti strap blouse that showed off the upper slopes of her tits nicely. But the kicker was that it was cut extremely short on the bottom edge, so the very bottom slopes of her round melons were visible. And of course she wore no bra, so it was a non-stop jiggle-fest.

She didn't overly tease much. For instance, she didn't go out of the way to preen and pose. But there was a great buzz of excitement in the air, helped greatly by her revealing blouse.

Mindy made some joking references to what happened before the cooling off period. For instance, she pretended to knock the salt shaker off the table, and then pretended to search for it, mostly in my lap. She didn't really touch my dick (and yes, it was erect!), but she made greatly exaggerated jacking off motions with her arm.

Everybody thought that was hilarious, even me. But at the same time, there was a part of me that was completely floored we could be joking about such a thing as a family. What would Nicky think if she was home for vacation and eating dinner with us and we kept talking in this manner? She'd think we're all certifiably insane, for starters.

I realized with a start, That could be a very real problem soon! Today is May 22nd, and Nicky's last final is on May 24th. That's just two days from now! True, she won't be coming back home right away, but she will be coming home soon, and she'll be spending the whole summer here. I need to figure out what to do about that! 

Mindy also let slip the new "King" nickname, and Michelle thought that was the greatest thing ever. The way her eyes lit up as she drew in her breath told me that she was instantly sold on this particular family tradition. After all, it created all kinds of new teasing possibilities.

For instance, she pretended to talk about Elvis. "You know, speaking of the King, I'm a huge fan. In fact, I think I luuuuve the King."

"Oh, do you?" Mindy asked, prodding her for more.

"I do! You know, I've heard it said that women scream and swoon whenever they see the King shake. I could totally believe it."

"Oh, it's definitely true, dear," Mindy said with a slap-happy grin. "Would you like me to shake it a little? And then we can see if you swoon."

"Please!"

I finally butted in and said, "Okay, you two, cut it out."

But Michelle couldn't resist adding, "The problem with the King though, is that I hear he got really fat."

"That's true," Mindy said proudly, delighting in having a well-endowed husband. "He's VERY fat and thick! Such a shame. You can barely get your arms around him, if you know what I mean."

"I do!" Perhaps trying to make the teasing less obvious, Michelle said, "I can totally picture him in that white jumpsuit of his."

Mindy spoke as if she was seriously correcting her daughter, "We call that a 'condom,' dear."

I had to laugh at that, it was so silly. But I said, "Okay, very funny, but that's enough. Shelle, I don't need to tell you twice to behave."

Michelle's eyebrows were raised in alarm. She suddenly sat up straight, as if called to attention, and said, "Oops! Mum's the word!" She pretended to zip her lips shut.

That was about as racy as things got all dinner, which was fine with me. I enjoyed that level of joking around, not to mention the visual display Michelle was putting on. But I could tell my Johnson was going to be stuck with the "King" label for some time to come. The two of them were having too much fun with it.

At one point, Mindy asked Michelle, "So, have you and Ruby talked about how you plan to behave to make Dan happy?"

"Sure thing! We've talked about it a LOT in recent days. The main thing is that we have to obey him in all things, and especially obey his rules." She spoke directly to me: "Daddy, you're the boss!"

Then she continued with Mindy, "We like the name 'big-titted cocktease,' and we're going to wear it with pride. Our goal is to be as sexy and arousing as possible without, you know, actually touching him much. Sex is more than half mental anyway, right? So we may not directly jack him off, but we can try to get him that horny with our words and our clothes and our poses and such. It's going to be SUCH FUN! I can't wait to get started!"

Mindy nodded at Michelle's daring blouse, and said with wry amusement, "Looks to me like you've already gotten started."

Michelle turned away, slightly embarrassed. "Yeah. A little." She couldn't stop smiling. Then, feeling bold, she cupped her enormous boobs from below and let go, causing them to wildly bounce.

My wife clapped her hands like she'd just seen a great magic trick. "That's the spirit!"

My sultry blonde daughter beamed, even as she blushed slightly.

I thought, Boy, what am I getting myself into? This is going be a wild, sexy summer. It will be just like riding the tiger by the tail! 

Once our family dinner was over, Mindy and I could hardly get upstairs fast enough to get our hands on each other again. I made love to her fast and hard. Life was just getting better and better. The 'spicing up' theory seemed to be coming true in spades.

"There's just one thing, Honey," my wife said as she was giving me a handjob in bed a short time later. She was getting me stiff for round two. "You made a promise to Michelle just before you put a temporary stop to the teasing. You promised that she could have more of your 'energy drink.'"

"Noooo! You don't mean...!"

I'm sure she could feel my erection twitch with excitement in her sliding fingers.

She leaned in close and whispered breathlessly, "I do!"

Normally, my wife was the perpetual jokester, and this seemed like the setup for another joke. But she seemed dead serious. We had an arrangement - when I asked her "No joking?" she had to answer honestly. It wasn't a card I pulled very often, but I used it now.

"No joking?"

"None. I'm dead serious. You made a promise! You've taught her how important it is to keep promises."

"We can let this one slide." I was getting uncontrollably horny imagining Michelle drinking a glass of my cum!

Mindy started stroking me faster as my dick rapidly engorged. "The thing is, she REALLY doesn't know that it's your cum. She just thinks we're being mean in not sharing our new snack food."

"Come on! You've got to be kidding. There's no frickin' way in hell she couldn't know."

Like a lion moving in for the kill, she scooted down and started licking my cockhead as well as stroking the rest. "Sure, she thinks it's your cum now, but we'll get her to think that it wasn't!"

"Come again?"

"Cum is almost always bitter, I'm told. But your cum is truly sweet, thanks to your fruity, non-meat diet. I'm not kidding when I say I could squirt it on a dessert and no one would be the wiser. I can mix it in with some other stuff so she really will never know. It'll be close enough in taste to your stuff that she'll think it was the same stuff she had before, but it'll be different enough that she'd be bummed and think it wasn't actually your cum! This way, you're in the clear!'

That idea intrigued me. But then I said, "No. It's still wrong."

"Think about it! You and I can have fun with this. You don't want her thinking she's consumed your cum. So we'll fix that. But we'll still get off on knowing what she's REALLY drinking - fresh, hot Daddy cum!"

I moaned erotically, "But that's mean, to trick her like that."

She swirled her tongue around the crown of the cockhead. "I know, but she's tricked you big time lately. These things you've been telling me in the past couple of days about all the different ways she and Ruby have found excuses to kiss you or rub up against you... They've been nothing but sneaky, sneaky, sneaky! Are you just gonna lie there and take it, or are you going to get your revenge? You need to do this for your own peace of mind. The way those two have been playing you like a fiddle has been eating away at you, I can see."

My wife knew how to get me. I was frustrated at them, and in my current highly-aroused state, her revenge plan sounded great.

"And not only that, but I'll reward you big time!" She suddenly engulfed my cockhead and bobbed on it a couple of times, as a hint of future rewards. Then she pulled her lips off so she could continue to talk. "Just thinking about it gets me so hot, I can't even begin to tell you. I'll give the King the biggest royal coronation ceremony you could possibly imagine!"

As soon as she said that, she swallowed my cockhead again. Except this time she didn't just bob a couple of times. She launched an intense tongue attack on my sweet spot while using tremendous suction with her lips. She knew the moves I loved the best, and she had the talent to deliver!

I thought, Speaking of sneaky, I'm sure it's no coincidence that she happens to bring this up while she's jacking me off, and now sucking me off! What a sneaky little devil. I can't think straight! 

I told her, "I don't know. It still feels wrong. The bonds in our family are based on complete trust and honesty."

She went back to both licking and stroking my hard-on at once so she could resume talking while keeping me too horny to think straight. She was using both hands to pleasure my dick now, sliding up and down, faster and faster. Her own arousal was growing steadily the more I seemed to be amenable to the idea. "I know. And that's well and good in general, but not all the time. Haven't you already lied to her by not telling her that your 'yummy goo' is actually your cum?"

"That's true, I did. But what else could I do?!"

"Fair enough, but don't tell me then that lying is wrong! This is a case where two wrongs WILL make a right, and we'll leave her convinced she never drank your cum in the first place. Besides, she's already licked up a whole bunch, so what's the harm of a little more? And need I remind you, she's demanding more of the mystery goo. You have to deliver on your promise! That's a done deal already!"

I groaned lustily, "I don't know... So wrong..."

"She's ALREADY guzzled your cum! That's what's wrong! She's licked your cum from her hands, sucking each finger into her mouth, one by one. She needs to be punished! Revenge! Don't be a pussy about this! Take a walk on the wild side!"

My thoughts went back to visions of Michelle eagerly licking my cum out of the palm of her hand, and the way she'd sucked her fingers clean. I recalled the way she wore those harem pajamas, the way her breasts jiggled oh-so-enticingly, her blonde hair cascaded around her shoulders, and how her eyes bored a hole right through me as she tilted her head back and pressed her palm to her lips. I could hardly believe it, but somehow I found myself saying, "Mindy, you're so unbelievably naughty! But you know what? I feel a little crazy too!"

"Good! Let's do it! Let's show her!" Her hands were nearly a blur on my shaft now.

I was still trying to justify this clearly immoral act as I spoke my thoughts out loud. "Well, she has drunk my stuff before. Her hands WERE full of my cum. I can't get that image out of my head. I did make that promise. It would be good to cover my tracks. And God help me, I do feel jerked around and would like a little payback. I can't tell you how much I've been wanting to spank her spoiled ass properly, but this is better. ... What the hell! I'll do it!"

"Oh GAAWWWD! YES! I love the old Dan so much, but I love the new wild and crazy Dan even more!" Within seconds, her lips were attached to my pulsing rod like some kind of hungry leech.

God, my wife is an incredible cocksucker! It didn't take very long for her to coax out a load, not the way she was sucking and stroking with total abandon.

Mindy loved sex, and in recent years she had no problem with swallowing my load. (My diet changed over time, and she claimed my cum had steadily gotten sweeter to the point where she very much enjoyed the taste.) So I thought I'd shoot into her mouth, as usual.

But as my balls tightened up, she suddenly pulled away and brought a jar out from God knows where she'd been keeping it. She stroked my dick as I shot into the jar. Knowing what that jar meant propelled me into another dimension of arousal. I nearly blacked out while imagining my sweet daughter guzzling my cum down like a glass of milk.

When I was done, I looked at the jar. I'd never seen my ejaculate measured before, and it seemed like a surprisingly small amount. "Hmmm. There's not really much there, is there? I mean, I like to think I cum as much as the next guy, or more-"

"You do, believe me. The King is like Old Faithful, you know, that geyser at Yellowstone that blows about once an hour. I can't keep up."

"Be that as it may, that's a small amount."

"Good point. And I have just the solution! Does the King like to go spelunking? 'Cos I have this special cave I'd like for him to explore."

So we made love again. It was the third time I'd cum in a couple of hours. I have to admit, as twisted as it was, the whole "energy drink" jar idea got me extremely excited, and I drilled my wife like some kind of human jackhammer for a while.

When I came again, I shot straight into the jar and deposited another nice load. That excited Mindy to no end. I have to admit I was over the moon too.

Still, it didn't seem like much, compared to the whole jar.

But Mindy said, "No worry. I'm one step ahead of you on this. Earlier this evening, while I was making dinner, I did some tinkering. I worked up a special mixture that looks and tastes remarkably like cum. Not like most cum, mind you, but YOUR cum. Yours is so sweet, that's what makes this work."

She smirked. "Just imagine the look on her face when she gets an ENTIRE GLASS full of the 'energy drink!' Then she'll taste it and find out it tastes EXACTLY like your cum! She'll totally freak out! She'll know there's no human way you could have filled up an entire glass full of real cum, not unless you had weeks to do it. So that must mean she was wrong before. When in fact that was real cum, and some of this is real cum too! Boy, is egg going to be on her face!"

She added with a snicker, "Although, maybe she'll spill some of it, and then cum will be on her face! YOUR cum!"

That sounded good to me, but admittedly I was thinking with the wrong head at the time. Deep down, there was a part of me that wanted my youngest daughter to start drinking my cum, and like it!

Michelle's bedroom was on the second floor, like ours, on the other end of the hall. It still wasn't that late, about ten o'clock, but Michelle had already gone to sleep since she'd hardly slept for two days straight.

But Mindy was so excited about the whole "energy drink" idea that she wanted to give the jar to Michelle right away. She also pointed out the advantage of giving it to her while the cum was still fresh.

I started to get cold feet. Had I really agreed to do this? It seemed crazy. Mindy wanted me to come with her, but I couldn't bear to watch. So she put on a nightgown and headed off to the kitchen. Then I heard her coming back up the stairs a few minutes later. Except when she reached the top of the stairs she headed towards Michelle's room.

At first I attempted to cover my ears with a pillow, but curiosity got the best of me. I lay there and listened closely. I felt extremely nervous and guilty.

About a minute later, I heard a great shriek of joy coming from my daughter's room. I grimaced as I imagined my very own daughter chugging down a jar of my cum as if she was tilting her head back and downing an entire bottle of Coca Cola in one long gulp. The whole idea made me squeamish, but I also thought of Michelle's ecstatic expression while she drank my cum and, incredibly, that made my penis start to rise yet again. I was almost ready to have another go at my wife if I hadn't felt so sleepy.

Mindy came back to our master bedroom about a minute later, more staggering than walking. She took her robe off and got back in bed. She said matter-of-factly, "It's done."

I replied, "This is sick. You know what's in that jar. I know what it is. We're tricking her. It's evil!"

"I know. Would it make you feel any better or worse if I told you that I think she still thinks it is actually your cum?"

"WHAT?! NO! That just makes things worse! How is that possible?! You gave her an entire glass full of it, right?"

"I did. Just as much as a typical full glass of milk or juice. When I gave it to her, she asked me what it was called. I told her, Vanilla Cream Energy Drink."

"What?! That's so bizarre."

"I know, but your cum really has a bit of a vanilla flavor. And it's creamy too. So I thought that would be a good cover, and it matched with the other ingredients I added in, including a lot of vanilla. Anyway, she took a sip and squealed with delight. You probably heard that. Then she said, 'Yummy! This tastes JUST like Daddy's cum!' And then she lovingly drank more of it. She kept going on about what a virile and potent man her daddy was."

She sighed. "I didn't know what to say. What could I say at that point? I think she has a wildly misguided idea of how much cum a typical guy squirts out. She is a total virgin, after all. She knew we were in here having sex, so she must figure that's how much you shoot out when a few of your loads are combined."

I said, "But that's crazy! It would take me dozens upon dozens of ejaculations to fill up a full cup! Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! What have we done?!"

Mindy sighed. "It's done now. She drank the rest of it down while I sat there. She was careful not to miss a drop. She even licked the inside of the jar that she could reach and then used her fingers. I think she had a climax too. I know I did, just from watching. She definitely kept a hand under her covers and in just the right location."

She added, "Well, actually, she drank most of it, not all of it. She saved some in the fridge for Ruby tomorrow, plus she wanted to enjoy more of it tomorrow too."

"Good God! Ruby too?!"

"I know. I'm sorry. But the good news is that I told her that this could only be a one-time thing. I was vague. I said it wasn't easy to get, but it's all I could get right now. I'd be in trouble if I tried to take more from you. I worded it so it would fit if it was your cum for real or actually some mysterious energy drink."

I laughed at the absurdity of it all. "NO way. No frickin' way. Mindy, this is the most bizarre and out-of-control thing to ever happen in my life. Why did I agree to that? I must be completely nuts!"

"And I love you for it." She kissed me on the lips. "I know you did it at least partly for me, to show that you could get really wild. I know it wasn't easy for you either, and that makes me love you even more."

"But... but... This is nuts! NUTS! 'This tastes just like Daddy's cum?' What does that mean? Does that mean she knows some of it IS my cum? Or does she think it's really similar, and that's why she likes it? How could she know for sure what my cum tastes like, because what if the 'yummy goo' was really the energy drink? The whole thing is so confusing."

Mindy shook her head in chagrin. "I know. And it's not like we can come out and ask her or we could tip our hand. But regardless, the whole thing makes me so hot and horny that I'm liable to catch fire! I only wish I still had some 'energy drink' of my own to guzzle down!" She wiggled her eyebrows suggestively.

"You're insatiable!"

She sighed wearily. "Not really. It was actually just the thought of it. There's no way I'm up for it again tonight. You slayed me earlier. Let's save that thought for tomorrow morning. Unfortunately, I'm too tired and sore to even touch myself. Good night, Honey. I love you so much."

She turned off the light and gave me a good night kiss.

I kissed her back. "You're really twisted, but I love you just the same. 'Vanilla Cream Energy Drink.' Lordy, Lordy."

She giggled.

I thought, I'm letting my daughter tease me and seduce me and drink my cum out of a jar! And all as a favor to my wife! How strange is that?! 

I pondered the whole strange situation some more while trying without success to go to sleep.

I knew what we'd just done to Michelle was wrong, very wrong. There really was no excuse to justify it. Our lusts simply made us do something stupid and immoral.

And yet, strangely, I didn't mind it so much, because the incident was teaching me some very important things about myself.

Mindy had recently told me that everyone has wild sexual urges that revel in the taboo and the extreme. I'd started to come in touch with these urges inside myself. I knew I had to come to grips with them. To hide behind strict morality and bury them under the rug was the cowardly way out. Plus, if I could get in touch with my wild side, I could allow myself to take part in more sex acts and thus satisfy Mindy's wild sexual cravings too.

There was a part of me that wanted to powerfully spank my wife, explore new positions with her, and yes, even watch her give a jar of my cum (at least some of it was my real cum) to my daughter. I had to learn about this side of myself, and integrate it into the rest of my personality. Not only would that result in a more satisfying marriage, but Mindy and I could enjoy some truly amazing sex along the way. I didn't ever want to sexually trick Michelle with something like the cum jar again, but there were many other sexual things Mindy and I could do to each other that would thrill us both.

Eventually, exhaustion overtook me.




Chapter 12



The next morning, I awoke with a bang - literally. I opened my eyes to discover that my dick was already hard and deep inside my wife's pussy.

She was very excited and aroused, and she'd been slowly fucking me back into consciousness. Once she saw I'd opened my eyes, she immediately started bouncing up and down on me cowgirl style, like I was some kind of human trampoline. Even before I could fully figure out what was happening, she started babbling to me non-stop about the "Vanilla Cream Energy Drink" she'd given to our daughter last night.

A wave of guilt washed over me as I recalled what that meant - the glass containing some of my cum (plus Mindy's concoction) that she'd presented to my daughter as a supposed energy drink. But I found myself powerfully aroused too as I recalled that and many other thrilling recent events.

Despite all the rigorous fucking, Mindy was managing to talk a mile a minute. She went on and on describing how she saw Michelle drink some of it, along with various fantasies about how Michelle could finish off still more glasses filled with nothing but my cum!

Most of Mindy's fantasies revolved around Michelle pouring my cum all over herself instead of drinking it. How it went from teaspoon-size to pint-size quantities of all real cum I'm not quite sure, but it was her fantasy. Mindy had Michelle pouring it on her breasts, her stomach, her legs, her ass, her face, her hair... just about everywhere. And she described Michelle's body parts in exquisite detail, obviously trying to excite me. It worked!

"Daniel Cooper, your daughter is a total fox!" she exclaimed. "I know it, you know it, everybody knows it! She could be a famous Playboy centerfold, and you know that too! The only problem is that Playboy doesn't like girls with tits that enormous! Just imagine her here in this room, stretching her hot teen body, arms over her head, with Ruby taking pictures of her naked body! They're here to help arouse you! Both of them are naked!"

As she said this, her body was relatively still so she could talk freely, but her pussy was clenching and unclenching around my erection in an almost unimaginably pleasurable way.

She continued, "But that's not all! The cum! She's got a great big chalice, filled to the brim with your 100% all real Dan cum! She knows what it is, and she knows WHOSE it is, and she loves it! She gives Ruby a sultry look as she slowly pours the chalice over her chest! Those god damned ridiculously protruding torpedoes of hers are getting doused with your fresh, pearly white, creamy seed while Ruby takes pictures! Do you like that?"

"Mmmm!" I was trying to be non-committal because it was embarrassing to admit just how much I liked that idea.

"Don't give me that, Daniel Cooper, father of a buxom, cock-hungry fuckpot! I know you love it. Admit that you love it, or I'll stop my squeezing!"

"Okay, okay, I love it. What happens next?"

"Michelle is talking to Ruby as she pours, while Ruby frantically snaps a picture every second. Click, click, click! 'Ruby,' our foxy daughter says, 'This is my daddy's cum! Look! My tits, my tummy, my face - it's all glazed like a donut, but that's Daddy's sperm! His baby batter! It looks shiny and yummy on my skin, but it belongs in my CUNT! In my MOUTH! I want my tummy FULL on the inside, from all the gallons of cum Daddy shoots in my mouth! Not with this glass, but fresh from the King! Daddy, I need MORE!'"

I have no idea how I'd managed not to climax already, between my wife's words and her erratic pussy squeezes.

She continued, "Ruby loves it! In fact, she loves it so much that fuck the picture-taking, she needs to consume some herself! She licks your seed up straight off the rounded curves of Michelle's great tits! But Michelle isn't paying attention to that; she's staring right at YOU!"

My wife went on, nearly breathlessly, "She says, 'Look, Daddy! Look, I'm bringing the chalice down to my pussy. Now, I'm scooping my finger in it and plunging my cum-soaked finger deep into my cunt! Do you know what that means, Daddy? That means I'm gonna be a Mommy! Your super potent sperm are already racing for my egg. In the millions, racing! And this is my time of the month to get knocked up!'"

I couldn't believe my wife went there, with a pregnancy aspect to her fantasy! So wrong! So wrong! But why wasn't I complaining? Why was I so damn aroused?!

Mindy wasn't squeezing my shaft so much anymore, because her hips were starting to churn. It was even more inhumanly arousing with the image of Michelle pouring my cum all over herself instead of drinking it. The only reason I was hanging on was because I'd cum into her not long before. Plus, I wanted to hear the rest of her thrilling taboo story.

She panted, "'Look Daddy, look Ruby, look what I'm gonna do. I'm climbing off the bed and putting my hand on the floor. I'm practically standing on my head now, with my fire-hot cunt up above the bed, and do you know why? That'll help make sure that Daddy BREEDS me! Once I'm bred, then I'll be his slut forever! I'll have to spend the rest of my life worshipping his great big cock!'"

I think I forgot to breathe! How could something so wrong be so damn arousing?! One thing I noticed though was that she was being careful not to speak too loudly. If she did get loud, we'd have an awful complication of Michelle possibly hearing us and get the wrong idea!

She continued in a startlingly good imitation of Michelle's voice, "'Come here, Ruby. Help me out. Take the chalice I put by the bed stand, open my pussy lips with your fingers, and pour all his potent seed in where it belongs, right into my HOT SLIT! Once my tummy's fat with child, I just know Daddy's gonna wanna bone me every day! He'll take that obscene fat cock of his and just churn and stir up my insides until I can't help but cry out that I'm his wanton slut forever! But don't use it all, save some for yourself! He needs to knock us BOTH up, on the same day! Then, in six months when everyone sees us with our rounding bellies, we can tell 'em that DADDY bred us!'"

At that point, I snapped. Her fantasy was way too outrageous. Somehow, I still managed to hold off from cumming, but I grabbed Mindy, who was sitting up on me cowgirl style, relentlessly churning her hips, and I threw her to the bed. I shouted, "I'll show you!" (It was a sort of shout: I was being careful not to be too loud as well.)

My erection was disengaged from her slit, but not for long. I scrambled on top of her, and rammed myself right back in her boiling hot sheath. But in my mind she was no longer Mindy, she was Michelle. I yelled, "So, you wanna get knocked up, you little prick tease? Well, Daddy's gonna knock you up! Take THIS, Shelle! And THIS!" With each "this," I thrust into her as hard and as deep as I could possibly manage.

Mindy loved it. She shouted back, still in her Michelle voice, "'Breed me, breed me, you big Daddy stud! I've been - UUUGH!'"

She had to grunt because I plowed into her with all my might again. But she gamely continued, "'I've been bad! A cocktease! But now, Daddy, you're gonna make me a mommy! I'm - UH! GOD!'"

I plowed in her again.

"'Daddy, you need to know! I'm not on the pill and you're nailing me bareback! That's how cocktease daughters deserve to get nailed!'"

This time, I paused just long enough for her to finish her thought, then I skewered her deep.

She squealed. "'UUUGH! OH! Jesus! Daddy, you're too big! But I'd better get used to- HNNNG! Get used to it, 'cos if you breed me, you own me! UGH! UGH! My cunt's full of your cum, but fill it up some more, with a fresh batch!'"

"I will! I will!" I shouted back, the sweat flying from my face as my head flew forward and back with each thrust. I was barely able to stop myself from hyperventilating, much less talk, but somehow I managed to gasp out, "This next load... Gonna make a... Make a baby!"

At that point, we both gave up our efforts to form meaningful words. We'd had all the mental simulation we could ever possibly need by now anyway. One result was that I didn't have to hold back while I waited to find out what she was going to say next. I began thrusting faster and faster. Freed to find a rhythm, I began pistoning at a predictable pace, but now it was my turn to churn my hips and sometimes surprise her with my movements.

We were both hotter than ovens by this time. If there was any doubt, every now and then Mindy still managed to gasp out, "Daddy!" Each time, it felt like I'd gotten prodded with a red-hot poker! Although we were both out of our minds with lusty desire, we still managed to keep our voices down for fear Michelle would hear.

I started to climax first. I have a rule to always wait until Mindy is climaxing, to make sure she gets her satisfaction. Then, feeling her start to go usually sets me off and we manage to cum together nearly every time. But I was so insanely aroused that I just couldn't wait.

However, I needn't have worried, because once I started to go, Mindy went off. And this wasn't just a "loud grunt and then done" minor climax - she was practically having an epileptic seizure underneath me! She was so frenzied with energy that I feared she'd throw me off altogether. But I was nearly as wild.

I probably would have been thrown off the bed before long, except I was determined to stay on top of her and inside her, so I could shoot every last drop of my seed into her hot box. I was still living the fantasy, imagining that I was knocking up my daughter. Only when I was completely drained and my dick started to go flaccid inside her did I finally come to and stop my thrusting.

Mindy was as wiped out and ecstatic as I was, but she managed to joke, "That was nice. Okay, now we get to pretend I'm Ruby. You've gotta knock her up too."

"Ha! 'Nice,'" I snorted. "Very funny. Like I could go through all that again without having a heart attack. That was downright dangerous. Were you trying to fuck me to death?"

She conceded, "I knew it would be exciting, but I didn't know it would be THAT exciting. Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick, that's what I call an exciting fuck!"

But unfortunately for me, there's always that very different feel one can get after cumming - the post-orgasmic blues. That happened to me in a big way. One minute I was grooving to the thoughts of my cum filling my daughter's pussy, knocking her up with my love child, and the next minute I was almost nauseous with disgust at that very same fantasy. Looking back to the night before, I couldn't believe I'd actually willingly allowed my wife to serve my daughter some of my cum. And now this.

I thought, That was beyond fucked up. I have to either be certifiably insane, or insanely horny. Probably a bit of both. 

I looked at my wife and felt very resentful towards her. She was the one who pushed me into the "energy drink" fiasco, giving me a handjob and even a cock licking the whole time so I didn't know up from down. Then she came up with literally the most taboo and inappropriate fantasy imaginable. She didn't seem to be feeling any guilt at all.

She recovered quicker than I did and stood up. She began picking out which business suit she'd wear for work and babbling about how wonderfully sore her pussy felt. I had a hard time squaring the image of her in her fancy office, all prim and proper, wearing her expensive pin-striped suits, with the image of the woman I saw last night, sweaty, bedraggled, scratched, red-assed, and naked, who carried a jar full of my cum to my daughter to guzzle down to the last drop. I idly wondered what would happen if her coworkers ever found out about this newly revealed naughty side she had.

I said, "Min, stop. We have to discuss what just happened. I can't deny the sex was great, but the fantasy was way over the line. That was wrong. You went too far that time."

"What?" she asked innocently. She was strutting around the room in a sexy manner as she tracked down all her clothes, driving me to distraction. "It was just a fantasy. Did you notice how quiet I was, so Michelle wouldn't hear?"

"Thank God for that."

"As long as it was just between you and me, what's the harm?"

"There's a lot of harm. Michelle won't know, but I'LL know! And you'll know. Some things are too 'out there' to even fantasize about. Remember? You said I should do whatever felt comfortable to me; whatever was within my reasonable bounds. Well, I'm DEFINITELY not comfortable with that!"

She sat down on the bed and spoke seriously. "I understand your concerns. I'm sorry I went too far. All that pregnancy stuff especially was a little too crazy, wasn't it?"

I said with sarcastic understatement, "A little."

She said, "Understood. But what if I dial it down, without the pregnancy part? You fucked me like a superman. What if it could be that intense every single time? All I have to do is mention Michelle or Ruby, and wham! And I do mean wham!" She giggled.

I replied, "Look, I'll admit I'm having fun including them in our fantasy role plays. I should probably go to hell just for that, but I can't help myself. But not the pregnancy stuff, okay? That makes me feel REALLY uncomfortable, now that it's over. I mean, I don't actually WANT to make her pregnant, no way! But if we keep doing that, it'll put some weird fantasies in my head that weren't there before."

"Yes, I can see how that would be a hardship for you." She smirked.

I added, "And no direct mention of me having sex with either of them, okay? Mention their names and anything else short of that. I've told them they have to put away their own fantasies of having sex with me. So it's only fair if I do the same. Fantasies like that have an impact. If we go on and on about that in our fantasies all the time, I'll want it more in real life."

She suggested, "Or maybe if you satisfy your cravings in fantasy, then you'll want them LESS in real life."

I frowned. "Maybe, maybe not. I'm not a psychologist. I'm not going to risk it."

She stood up and started putting her underwear on. "Whatever you want, Honey. But there's no rush. Think about it and let me know tonight. I'll try to cut down on mentioning them at all in our sex sessions, okay? It's not like our fucking hasn't been great already, especially lately. But we could always use their names as an "ace in the hole" natural Viagra type thing for the very rare occasion when our inspiration is running low. We certainly wouldn't want to do that on a regular basis."

"Certainly not!" I agreed emphatically. "If nothing else, the sheer physical intensity would kill me before long." I watched her put her bra on, but then I commented, "Hey, aren't you going to take a shower first?"

"Oops!" She laughed and began taking her underwear off again. "I hate it when this happens. You go and fuck my brains out, and then I'm incapable of even thinking! I'm gonna have a hard time at work today - 'What did you say, boss? I'm sorry but my husband fucked my brains out this morning. What did you say my name was, again?" She chuckled.

As an afterthought, she noted, "Driving to work will be tough. There ought to be a law against driving while well-fucked." She chuckled some more.

She said more seriously, "Once again, I'm really sorry for going overboard. It's just that your letting the girls be your big-titted cockteases has me so aroused that it's like I'm kind of half-insane with lust all the time. I really needed to purge all that out with a good fucking. Now I feel much better. Please don't let my going too far affect your arrangement with them! I've really been the one to blame for a lot of things. For instance, the 'energy drink' fiasco was all my fault too. Forgive me?"

I stood up and gave her a hug. "I forgive you. But you need to get a grip. If you keep going on like this, it will ruin the arrangement I have with them. It's not something just between me and them; you're a big part of it too."

She nodded soberly. "I understand. I'll do better. I know how much it means to them, and I'm not going to ruin it with wildly inappropriate pregnancy fantasies and the like."

"Thank you. What a relief!"

She went off to finish getting ready and shower.

That discussion made me feel better, but I still felt uneasy. It was good that at least we'd resolved to limit our fantasy material in the future. But we hadn't addressed the root issue of why she found my having sex with Michelle and Ruby, and even impregnating them, so very arousing. It was understandable that I was a man who would have those fantasies, but her?! What had happened to her lately? Wives aren't supposed to get aroused by thoughts of their husbands having sex with other women, especially if one of those women is their daughter!

But our lovemaking the night before and this morning had left me exhausted, and I didn't feel like having a prolonged discussion about it, and she had to hurry to get to work. I resolved to talk to her about it later.

I dropped back into an exhausted slumber to sleep while she was in the shower.

The next thing I knew it was ten-thirty, which meant it was time for my daughter to come into my room and wake me. I cursed myself because I'd meant to put on some boxer shorts before I fell back to sleep, but I'd forgotten to do so. At least my wife managed to change the sheets at some point, I noticed. I kept my eyes closed, trying hard not to actually wake up, but my body was slowly waking anyway.

"Tickle attack!"

Michelle burst into the room and launched herself at the bed. I was happy and ready for this, for once. I was looking forward to some fun, some light teasing. I'd been holding back from using my strength in these tickle battles, but today I planned to surprise her by pinning her down and tickling her until she was the one who cried for mercy.

But it didn't work out that way. I'd woken up with morning wood, and apparently there was quite a tent in the bed sheets. I was still adjusting my eyes to the light and coming to full consciousness when Michelle landed on the bed right next to me, sending me bouncing a couple of inches into the air. But she hardly even made a pretense of a tickle attack. One hand went to tickle my ribs, but the other slid underneath the blankets and went straight for my erection!

That was most definitely not allowed! No way!

She had my shaft in her hand before I even knew what was happening. She kept up the pretense of tickling me with one hand, but her focus was obviously on stroking my boner with her other hand. Her only restraint was that she'd left the bed sheet on top of me, so there was the thin silk fabric between her fingers and my Johnson. But in a way that was even worse than skin-on-skin, because the silk sliding all over my hard-on felt so incredibly good!

Suddenly, I pushed her hand away from my groin and pulled the blankets over me. "Shelle! Just what the hell do you think you're doing?!"

I'd been so distracted by her attack that I hadn't been able to really see what she was wearing until now. She was wearing her semi-transparent harem pajamas again! Just seeing that gave me goose bumps all over, despite my irritation at her rule violation.

She was still playful, not seeing my distress. "I'm just thirsty, Daddy! I could use some more of that energy drink. I want to have it straight from the tap this time!" She licked her lips eagerly.

Why'd she had to say that? It super-charged my lust in a flash. My cock lurched in excitement at the prospect of her sucking me off, but I knew it was wrong. It was in complete violation of our teasing-only policy. I said, "Sorry. That isn't going to happen. What did I tell you about not touching my penis?! That's pretty much rule number one!"

She pouted, "I know, but I wasn't touching it. The sheet was in the way, remember?"

I sighed heavily. "Same difference! The sheet hardly mattered. Don't try to get away with some loophole. You know the spirit of my rule: you can't stimulate my penis with your hands. Period! If you can't keep to that, we can't go on with this teasing thing."

She was suddenly aghast, and she couldn't be any more regretful. "Oh my God! I'm SO sorry! I really thought that was okay! I'm really sorry! Please, please, please, forgive me! I won't do it again!"

"Okay, okay. It's partly my fault because I didn't clarify the rule. But now you know. And tell Ruby."

She nodded earnestly, nervously biting her lip.

For a few moments I couldn't help but simply appreciate her body in her harem pajamas. Her smooth curves were outrageous, but her all-over rich tan was a killer. It made it seem like she really could be a harem girl for some sultan who spent all day tanning and making her body perfect.

Another thing that killed me was her tummy. She didn't have a "six-pack," but she had the sort of vertical indentations on either side of the middle of her tummy that showed she was very fit. Ruby had them too. They exercised daily, and it showed! Seeing that "hard body" musculature turned me on nearly as much as her tits or her ass.

But I couldn't stare all day. I said sternly, "You've woke me up now, so it's time for you to go. Please give me some privacy to change and I'll meet you for breakfast."

"But Daddy, we just started with the tickle attack. I promise I won't-"

"Young lady, did you hear me? I said go. Now."

She dropped her head and dejectedly walked out of the room.

I thought, What a friggin' cocktease. Then Mindy's comment while role playing as Michelle during sex popped into my head: "I'm not on the pill and you're nailing me bareback! That's how cocktease daughters deserve to get nailed!" 

As my erection twitched and surged, I thought, Damn straight! Friggin' cocktease! I'll show you! You keep pushing me and pushing me, and the next thing you know, you'll be popping out twins! What did Mindy say? "Get used to it, 'cos if you breed me, you own me!" 

But then I caught myself. Awww, Jesus. What the hell is wrong with me? I can't let my fantasies run wild like Mindy did. She's my daughter! My DAUGHTER! That's it - no more pregnancy role plays. Way too many evil thoughts are rolling around my head, planted there by Evil Mindy! I swear, I'm the only sane person in the whole house. 

I sighed. I've gotta calm myself down. 

I got up to dress and shower. I knew my erection would go down soon enough if I ignored it, especially if I kept the shower water cold.

I wandered into the kitchen a short time later and found Michelle there. She was still defiantly wearing her harem pajamas.

She'd just finished preparing some scrambled eggs and was carrying them to the table. We both sat down, and I immediately launched into her. "Shelle, what do you think you're doing? I thought everything was going so well, and now this major rule violation. What's come over you?"

She dropped her head. "I'm sorry. I blew it. I really thought that was within the rules, but I'm seeing now I let my wishful thinking get the best of me."

"You did."

She looked sad and contrite.

I chided her, "And no more 'energy drink' references. That's in the past. Don't even mention it again, and certainly don't think of asking for more. That's your punishment for breaking the rules."

She gave me a disappointed and pouty look, but said, "Deal."

"Good." I hoped we'd never have to discuss the "energy drink" ever again so we could keep the mystery of what it actually was unresolved. "And no more tickle attacks until further notice."

That took her aback. She immediately whined, "But Daddy! Those are my favorite!"

I admitted, "It is a fun thing. But let's see if you can properly obey the rules first. Remember, the plan was some mild teasing from time to time. Like last night at dinner, joking about the 'King' and dressing sexily. Some kissing and hugging. I can handle that. But that's it, okay?"

She bowed her head down and didn't say a word.

I went on, "I don't know. Your enthusiasm frightens me. A little bit of teasing is one thing, but the way you carry on, we're bound to eventually do something we'll regret. Just what is with you and me, anyhow? Why are you so eager to touch my private places? Is this just some kind of strange game for you? Do you actually want to have sex with me? I'm your father! That can never happen. Don't you realize how WRONG that is?"

She didn't answer that, so I prodded, "Well?"

She finally admitted, "I realize."

"Why don't you date boys your own age? Maybe we need to forget the teasing idea altogether. I know it'll be painful for you, but if you can't handle limits..."

She looked up and seemed to be on the verge of crying. "Daddy, I'm trying to help. I know how Mom can't keep up with your sexual appetites. I know how you have to use your hand to get satisfaction nearly every single day because she's not even home most of the time. You need to get your sexual release during the day, and I can help inspire you!"

There was some truth to that, but it was kind of circular reasoning. I'd only recently started masturbating in the middle of the day, precisely because of the constant teasing from Michelle and her friends.

She went on, "I know how she wants a spark and some danger in her love life. She talked to Ruby and me a little bit about that recently, when she explained why she was allowing this cockteasing thing to happen. I just want to help you both! Just think how much that'll spice up your love life. It's win-win for everybody!" She looked pleading.

I thought back to what had happened this morning. So far, my penis had been staying flaccid, which was a major accomplishment whenever Michelle was around. But the fantasy image of Michelle with her head on the floor and Ruby pouring my cum directly into her pussy appeared vividly in my mind, even though it had never happened in real life. Phrases like "Once my tummy's fat with child, I just know Daddy's gonna wanna bone me every day!" popped into my head.

Within seconds, I had a raging boner in my shorts! However, I tried my best not to let on. I was grateful there was a table between my crotch and Michelle's eyes.

I said sternly, "Shelle, listen. This may just seem like fun and games to you, but this is very serious stuff. My marriage could hang in the balance! That's my whole life! I know you've been having fantasies of having sex with me, and you have to realize we can never, ever, go that far. Ditto with Ruby. We could have a fun thing with this teasing. But if you two try to push for going all the way, I WILL pull the plug, long before we get anywhere that close. Do you understand me?"

She nodded sullenly with her head hanging down.

"And what about your future? Did I not raise you to be a good Christian? Did I not teach you the Ten Commandments? Do you forget 'Thou Shalt Not Commit Adultery?'"

I'd expected her to give up, but instead she looked back up at me and put up a determined defense. "Dad, don't try to out-religious me. I'm a Christian too. I go to church and read the Bible just as much as you do. But my Christianity is a little different from yours. I think that what you do with your sex life shouldn't make one bit of difference, as long as you don't hurt anybody and Mom approves. Do you REALLY think that someone isn't going to go to Heaven because they're gay, or have rape fantasies, or sleep with more than one partner with the spouse approving? Come on!"

"I suppose not. But the Bible is very clear about adultery. And it's very clear about incest."

"DaaaaAAAaaaddyyy! I've read the Old Testament as well as the New. It's full of all kinds of rules that we choose to ignore. Do you eat pork or shellfish? Give me a break! The Ten Commandments and such are meant to be broad guides, not completely inflexible rules. Times change! Situations change! Sleeping with another woman isn't a sin if your wife is practically begging you to do it! What matters is what's in your heart."

She continued, "You know what I think? I think you're just using religion as a cover. You're a normal, progressive guy, not some kind of Bible-thumping Jesus freak. But you're afraid. You're still hung up on what happened with your parents, and you use religion to cover that hurt. What happened then has nothing to do with this. It's not like I'm going to run off with you and break up your marriage with Mom. We're just teasing! If I touch your great big penis, is that really going to kill you?"

She went on, "Okay, maybe it's good if we don't actually go all the way, but what if Ruby or I just help you with your orgasms, if Mom isn't here? Isn't that better than masturbating? Religion has nothing to do with this! There's nothing wrong in sexual activity between consenting adults! If you think the sexually liberated can't go to Heaven, then fuck Heaven!"

She stood up, crossed her arms under her heaving chest, and stared at me defiantly.

I have to admit I was impressed. If nothing else she was learning to stand up for herself, and she'd clearly put some thought into this.

I was also impressed by her harem pajama top! The fabric covered a lot of her skin in non-intimate areas, such as the puffy sleeves covering her arms. But they covered just enough in her intimate areas to tantalize even more than total nudity. When standing still, it was like she wore two semi-transparent curtains over her big breasts, with a gap in between. Those "curtains" fell down from her nipples, but only a couple of inches! Most of the undersides of her great globes were completely exposed. At the right angle, it was like her top turned invisible!

When she crossed her arms under her heaving chest, those curtains slid up and to the sides, so her nipples and even most of her tits above them were fully exposed.

Thus, even though we were having an argument, my dick was still fully erect! Heck, Michelle looked so adorable and sexy when angry, with her narrow, intense stare, that I found myself even more aroused than usual around her.

Still, I had to stay focused on the conversation. After I considered her rant, I said, "You have a point, misguided though it is. You do. But watch your language with me, young lady."

She looked at me with exasperation. "Daddy, you're too much! You're generally such a cool guy, so handsome and fun and lovable and well-hung. All my friends envy me just because I get to live with you. But you have all these sexual hang ups, thanks to what happened to your parents and then all the stupid thoughts your mom put in your head after that. She convinced you that all but the most vanilla sex is a sin because of what sex did to her life. You think you're going to somehow lose your wife or burn in Hell if I touch you in a fun way until you cum? Get over it, already! You need a serious attitude adjustment, mister, and I'm going to give it to you!" She got up and stormed off.

I sat there alone for a while, thinking thoughts like: What is right, and what is wrong? Should I allow her to tease me? Touch my private places? Suck me off, even? Should I brutally stamp out her feelings for me, knowing the cost of doing that, or ride the tiger's tail and hope I can hold on? I didn't know.

I thought, So much for us eating breakfast together. Sheesh. What typical Michelle behavior. Yesterday she was so earnest about sticking to my rules. But it hasn't even been 24 hours and she's already pushing the rules, big time. There's going to be trouble, I can tell. 

I really should call off our entire teasing arrangement. But the problem is, I'm hooked! I've tried stopping, but I can't. It's too addictive. They're too sexy and gorgeous. I'm going to have to do what I can to get her to stick to her rules. She doesn't know I'm hooked, so the threat of quitting should still deter her. 

Then I remembered Michelle had yelled to me from her room a while earlier that Ruby was coming over.

That was a rather unnerving prospect, especially considering that Michelle had threatened to give me a "serious attitude adjustment." Were she and Ruby up to more mischief? They usually were. Sure, it was a joke name, but I didn't call them "Satan's Hell Spawn" for nothing.




Chapter 13



I proceeded to eat breakfast all by myself. I didn't know if Michelle had eaten already or if she was just ignoring me. But she was fully capable of fixing food for herself if she was hungry, so I didn't let that bother me. 

With all the weird things that had happened in my life lately, I wanted to simply stay in my den and lay low. I needed to process things and recover. So I went to the den and surfed the Internet. Because I write historical fiction, I need to do a lot of historical research for the settings of my novels. My most popular series of books were set in the ancient Roman Empire, and I was planning another book in that series. I wasn't working on that in recent days, but I tend to work on more than one book at a time so if I lose my inspiration on one I can switch to another for a while. That was the case here, so I decided I'd read up on daily life in Roman times. That would help take Michelle off my mind.

However, only a couple of minutes later, Michelle knocked on my door and poked her head in. "Daddy, sorry about earlier. One question, though. I know I'm pushing my luck here, but I figured it's best to get this settled now, up front, so we're clear on the rules. You've got these hang-ups about me helping you 'cos I'm your daughter and all, but what if Ruby were to do it? Wouldn't that be better?"

I thought about that some before I answered. Given that I was hooked on this teasing arrangement, I did have a problem with getting hot and bothered and only being able to masturbate to relieve myself. I could tell that meant I'd be doing a hell of a lot of masturbating in the near future, and that sucked. I thought, Ruby isn't my daughter, technically speaking. Let's be realistic: this "tease until I masturbate" plan isn't good. I'm probably going to bend on that after a while. What if I can get relief with Ruby? Nothing extreme. Not even handjobs. But just enough to get off. That would be much, much better! 

And why not? Mindy fully approves. What's the difference between having her rub my dick with her body than having me go to the next room and do it myself a minute later? It's time I get wild and put my old worries related to my parents behind me! 

I finally said a bit shyly, "Look. I really love Ruby. You know that. And the teasing she did to me before the ban... where she rubbed her body against my stiffness... I could deal with that level, from her. Maybe even until the point of completion. But that's it. The absolute limit. And only from her, since she's not genetically related to me."

Michelle's face lit up. She looked tremendously relieved. "Goody! I'm glad you said that, 'cos she's gonna be here in, like, three seconds. Later!" Her head disappeared as she closed my door.

I was still thinking that over a couple of minutes later when the doorbell rang. It kept ringing and no one answered it. A few yells of "Michelle" returned no answer, so I reluctantly went downstairs to open the door. Much to my chagrin, I found my hard-on returning with a vengeance.

I took a peek through the peephole and saw it was Ruby. That was strange, since she had the keys to the house and always let herself in on her own.

I considered stalling for time before I answered the door, but I realized that it was the prospect of seeing Ruby that was getting me so aroused and I'd be waiting there a very long time before going flaccid with her on my brain. So I adjusted my package to hide my erection in my shorts as best I could, and then I opened the door.

Ruby gave me a big smile, and closed the door behind herself. "Hi, Dan! Looking good, as usual!"

I don't know why Ruby thought I was looking good, as I was merely wearing an old T-shirt and some faded and worn-out shorts (plus boxers inside - I'd learned my lesson on not wearing underwear).

Ruby, on the other hand, looked fantastic. She was wearing short maroon jogging shorts and a loose red top, with an emphasis on loose. It didn't cover much to begin with - I could see her belly button and what looked to be miles and miles of cleavage. But it was also obvious that there was no bra underneath. Just standing still, her breasts were somehow jiggling in an enticingly delightful manner.

Her clothes were sexy but casual. So it was incongruous that she was wearing red high heels too. That certainly wasn't something she typically wore.

I yelled to Michelle, but really more to please Ruby, "Shelle! Help! There's a fire in the doorway!"

Ruby winked at me and gave me a big hug. She liked it when I made fire jokes about her red hair, and she'd probably chosen to wear red just to squeeze some kind of comment like that out of me.

I rubbed her spiky short hair. That was a kind of playful thing I did to her sometimes. It always put a smile on her face if there wasn't one there already (which was rare).

Alarm bells went off as I remembered the last time Ruby hugged me, and how out of hand that situation got. At least my erection was safely tucked away for the moment. But then again, hadn't I just told Michelle that I approved of that very sort of contact? I need to buck up and "take" that much great stimulation!

Ruby said, "You're so sweet." She kissed me for the comment I'd just made. She planted her lips on mine, but I resisted by keeping my lips closed. However, I couldn't stop myself from putting my hands on her ass cheeks and giving them a good squeeze through her jogging shorts. I have a habit of doing that during prolonged kisses with Mindy.

We were still hugging and kissing when Michelle came bounding down the stairs about a minute later. Ruby's tongue seemed to be trying to find a way into my mouth while her hard nipples poked deep into my chest.

Michelle took a look at the two of us and said jokingly, "You two. You should get a room! You can use mine, and I'll watch!"

Then, more hesitantly, she asked, "Daddy, I know you're mad at what I tried earlier, but it's still okay if Ruby gives you a true sexy kiss like before, isn't it?"

I opened my mouth to answer that, which was a big mistake. It was the same trick they'd tried last time, and I fell for it again.

Ruby had broken lip contact and moved her head back a couple of inches as if she was going to give me space to talk, but as soon as my lips opened up, she pressed her face forward.

Suddenly, my mouth was filled with tongue. And with the way Ruby was rubbing herself all over me, I didn't have the willpower to pull away. Not to mention I couldn't if I tried, since her arms were wrapped around me like a boa constrictor.

My eyes were closed as I savored the lip-lock, but I heard Michelle say in an especially mischievous voice, "Ruby, you'll be glad to know that Daddy just told me that he's giving you extra cocktease privileges. Since you're not his natural daughter, you can rub against his boner until he cums!"

Ruby loved the sound of that, judging by her sexy moan. I could actually feel a wave of tingly excitement through her body, since she was so tightly pressed against me. And she started tilting her head this way and that, kissing me with even more passion than before!

Michelle added in a joyous voice, "Just like what you were doing to him last time you two were like this! And if I recall correctly, girl, you weren't so overdressed then. Hint, hint!"

I heard the sound of a zipper unzipping.

Ruby pulled her body away from mine ever so briefly, just long enough for her top to fall away. I could sense a hand snatching it away, leaving just my T-shirt between me and Ruby's bare chest and hard nipples. I could feel the heavy, excited breathing of her warm body against mine.

Next, I heard Michelle say, "And Daddy, your shirt was up to your armpits like this, wasn't it?"

I seemed to have no willpower to fight these two relentless vixens. The next thing I knew, my shirt was pulled up and my chest was rubbing against Ruby's much curvier chest, skin to skin. I immediately noticed her chest seemed to be oiled up somehow.

The additional skin-to-skin contact seemed to really turn her on, and she launched into the next kiss with even MORE passion! My boner was trapped in my shorts, but I could still feel it pressing tightly against Ruby's hard body, near the top of her pussy mound. (It was lower on her than last time since she was up on high heels.) So far she'd been standing still, but she began more actively grinding against it.

I felt Michelle's hand stroking up and down my back a little, but then she let go. Seconds later, I could feel Ruby's jogging shorts sliding down her legs. Obviously, this was entirely Michelle's doing since both of Ruby's hands were gripping my ass, seemingly trying to press my erection harder into her lower belly.

My hands on Ruby's ass went exploring to see if I could find any panties or bikini bottoms. There were none! I even explored into her ass crack, and didn't find anything.

Ruby sure seemed to love my explorations though, judging from her sexy wiggling against me and the way she moaned into my mouth.

I couldn't see Michelle since my eyes were closed so I could concentrate on the kissing. But I heard her say to Ruby from right behind her, "Now, THAT'S better. That's more like how it was last time. Ruby, you're going to be a good big-titted cocktease for Daddy, aren't you?"

"MMMPFH!" Ruby moaned particularly loudly into my mouth as she kept on trying to "win" our ongoing "tongue battle." Clearly, her answer was "YES!"

I could guess what was coming next. Michelle said, "But still, it's not exactly the same as last time, is it? Daddy, if I remember, your shorts had some trouble staying up too. Kind of like this."

Ruby pulled her lower body back just a tad, allowing Michelle to pull my shorts and boxers down past my knees.

Suddenly, there I was, buck naked for all practical purposes, kissing and fondling Ruby, who actually was buck naked! Just like before, my bare erection was pressing up against Ruby's body. Except I noticed with concern that my exposed hard-on was rubbing right where Ruby's bush would be, if she'd had one. I could even feel it pressing against her clit and her pussy lips!

That freaked me out - we were practically having sex standing up! I was a few inches taller than Ruby, but her heels were four or five inches high, putting our genitals all too close to each other. Hell, we basically were dry humping! I immediately pulled back a bit so we weren't touching there. "Okay, what's going on?"

I felt Michelle hug me from behind. The way her big globes pressed into my bare back made it obvious that she wasn't wearing any kind of top, especially since I could feel her erect nipples poking me without any barrier. She said, "Don't worry, Daddy. We totally believe in your rules. But this is all legal. You said so yourself!"

I grumbled, "I shouldn't be touching Ruby's pussy in any way." Michelle's hug had actually pushed my cock against Ruby's cunt again. I could feel how very hot it was, and she was actually wetting my balls and lower shaft with her juices!

Michelle said brightly, "Then don't! Ruby, why don't you move so he's not touching you there?"

"Good idea!" Ruby began sliding her entire body up and down mine. I'd already noticed her front side was slicked up with some kind of oily substance, perhaps suntan lotion. But I hadn't really paid that any mind until now. Whatever it was made her body glide all over mine in the most distracting and arousing manner!

So, yeah, my dick wasn't constantly brushing against Ruby's pussy like before, but Ruby's all-over body slide against me was twice as arousing! It was pure bliss feeling her round tits sliding against my bare chest. Good God! At least while she was doing that she couldn't wow me with more burning hot kisses, since her mouth was moving up and down about six inches each time, along with the rest of her body.

I said between heavy breaths, "Shelle, let's be careful. Are you still wearing something? I don't want you to go too far!"

Michelle replied, while helping me take my T-shirt the rest of the way off, "Yes, Daddy. I'm not happy about it, but I'm wearing panties. I want to show I'm being a good girl for you."

I thought, "Trust, but verify." I reached behind me and felt around for one of Michelle's hips. Sure enough, I felt a strap of cloth running just over her hip, suggesting high-cut panties.

She said, "You see? Told you!" She giggled gaily. Clearly, she was having the time of her life! "I'm going to be SO good for you!"

Then I felt her hands on my hips. She started rubbing me from behind, in the exact same way Ruby was rubbing me in front! I hadn't gotten a good look of my daughter since she'd joined us, but I could tell that she was wearing high heels too, judging from how high her F-cups were rubbing against my back. And they were thoroughly oiled up too!

The whole thing was way too arousing! If their goal was to get me to cum without any hands actually touching my erection, they were going to succeed very soon!

At least neither of them were kissing me at the moment, due to all the sliding.

Michelle said, "Daddy, I'll bet you were thinking that Ruby grew a lot overnight!"

I grumbled, "Yeah, well, she's all grown up all over, that's for sure!" I took my hands from Ruby's ass and brought them to her E-cups. It might have been wrong, but I couldn't help myself. For a brief moment I worried about how Mindy would take seeing all this, then I realized she would probably be delighted.

Ruby greatly reduced her sliding, without stopping it altogether, so I could fondle her squeezable melons without having the trouble of them always moving unpredictably.

Ruby said breathlessly, "Michelle, he's TOTALLY fondling my tits! My big tits! I'm so happy I could just DIE!"

Michelle enthused, "YESSSS! It's about time! Daddy, I can't wait until you play with mine!"

Thoughts of doing that, plus the way Ruby's knockers felt in my hand, plus everything else, suddenly had me on the cusp of a climax. I shouted, "Hold on! Let's just... stop for a minute! Too horny!"

They both immediately halted all their movement while remaining pressed against me.

Ruby asked, "You're not mad?"

"No... just horny!" I was so breathless I had trouble saying that much.

Ruby and Michelle both exploded into a supernova of joy upon hearing that. Their bodies wiggled so much that I very nearly came, despite my intense struggles to hold back. It wasn't just that I wanted to prolong the joy; a part of me still felt to actually cum while embracing these two would be wrong.

The two Hellions were facing each other with me sandwiched in between. They had their heads on the same side of my head, so their noses were practically touching. I heard Ruby say, "It's happening! We're doing it!"

Michelle added, "I know! We're gonna make him CUM soon! It's a dream come true!"

I couldn't see them directly because their heads were to the side of mine, but I could see enough to tell they French kissed!

Shit! As if things weren't arousing enough already! I also took my hands off Ruby's tits and just wrapped my arms around her back. I shut my eyes tightly and fought for dear life not to cum. My only saving grace was that they really had stopped all movement except for their kissing. Still, feeling myself trapped between their two voluptuous, warm bodies nearly pushed me over the edge anyway.

A couple of minutes passed. The girls only kissed briefly. After that, they were content to just silently hold me.

After a while, the two of them sensed my orgasmic close call had passed, and then resumed subtly moving their voluptuous bodies against me. Ruby resumed kissing me, but somehow she figured out a way to keep her lips in place against mine while also churning her hips in circles with an emphasis on pressure against my erection. My cock was essentially getting jacked off by her. It sure as hell felt as good as any handjob I'd ever had!

Meanwhile, Michelle had resumed rubbing her oiled-up body against my backside, though not quite as aggressively. She seemed mostly focused on playing with my ass cheeks. At times, she explored my ass crack and even down along my perineum (the "taint") through to my balls. She fingered my balls from behind for a few seconds before deciding that went too far.

Michelle asked me, "Isn't this nice? Us getting all comfy like this?"

I thought, I wonder if Ruby will also be calling it "comfy" once I blow a hot load all over her body! And that's what I'm gonna do before long if she keep rubbing her tummy all over my raging boner like that! This is so arousing that it's fucking nuts! But I did say this is okay, didn't I? When I said that, I didn't know they could make "hugging" nearly as arousing as actual fucking! 

I was in no hurry to answer. But the next time a kiss with Ruby ended, I said, "I don't remember both of you hugging me at the same time, last time. That's new."

But Michelle said, "No, that happened too, you just don't remember 'cos it was really brief. Plus, I'm wearing panties, so it's all good. Anyway, you do remember me playing with your cute butt, don't you?"

"Yeah, but... For crying out loud! Look at us! We're practically dry humping at the front door! You two really are Satan's Hell Spawn. Give me a minute. I need to call your mother."

They broke away, looking slightly concerned.

I quickly pulled my boxers and shorts back up, but I decided to just leave the T-shirt off. I figured they'd keep pestering me about that until it came off anyway. Plus, my upper body was nearly as oily as theirs now, after all their rubbing. I'd probably ruin my shirt if I put it back on. At least, that was my excuse.

There was a phone receiver in the living room, so I walked over there and dialed my wife. She picked it up, and I said, "Hey, love. You have a private minute?"

"Yep. Sure. How's the King hanging?"

"Well, the King is pretty damn stiff, to be honest. Right now, I'm standing here in just my shorts, and I'm lucky to be wearing them. I'm staring at Ruby and Michelle across the room. Ruby's wearing high heels and nothing else, and Michelle's wearing high heels plus some panties."

I looked back at Michelle for my first head-to-toe view of her since I'd met Ruby at the door. "Make that see-through panties. With an obvious wet spot in front! The two of them have been practically molesting me since Ruby walked through the door. Somehow, I wound up basically dry humping her, although I haven't cum yet. I thought you needed to know."

"You... BASTARD!"

I was surprised, but almost relieved, that Mindy was finally acting jealous, as a loving wife should.

But she went on in a voice that was obviously eager, not angry, "Curse you for making me so HOT, when I'm alone in the office! Gaawwwd, that sounds GREAT! Tell me more! How did you end up dry humping her with your shorts on?!"

I was chagrined. So much for her being jealous! She's only jealous that she isn't here to watch! 

I started to explain, "Well, Michelle basically slid them down to my knees, so my, er, King, was, uh, sliding against Ruby's bare skin-"

"STOP! DAMN YOU!" Her voice suddenly dropped, although her panting was increasing. "I can't shout. People might hear. But damn you! Damn you for making me hotter than a nuclear fireball! What am I gonna do? I don't even have a dildo hidden away somewhere. I have half a mind to rush home and fuck you to within an inch of your life right the fuck NOW!"

That wasn't exactly the response I'd been expecting. I deadpanned, "So you don't mind?"

"Mind? Mind?! Honey, you really are mental! My pussy, it's hotter than molten lava! There's a sudden flood down there. This is not good! How am I going to function? I have an important meeting in half an hour, and all I'll be able to think about is your BARE COCK rubbing against Ruby's BARE TUMMY! Skin on skin, cum oozing everywhere!"

"But... I thought that you... Oh God."

"What?"

"I just looked back towards the Gruesome Twosome. Somehow, they snuck up on me while I was talking and now they're in arm's reach. But that's not what's bad. They're ... necking. Seriously making out, right in front of me!"

That was true, although it seemed they were more focused on rubbing their oiled-up tits against each other than the kissing. So much tit-flesh! And judging by the way they kept peeking at me, they were doing it to get a reaction out of me.

How could I react when my boner was already as stiff and hot as it could get? I'd been feeling goose bumps for so long that it was starting to feel like a permanent condition!

Mindy exploded. "DAMN YOU, DANIEL COOPER! ... That's it, I'm coming home right this very second. I have to see that! I wanna see everything!"

"No Sweetheart, you can't! Didn't you say you have a big meeting? Besides, I'm done with these two for now. I need to go to my room and cool down or things are gonna get out of hand. Hell, they're way out of hand already. You were supposed to be the voice of reason and help me stop."

Mindy appeared to calm down a little bit after that, and said more apologetically, "Sorry, Honey. I should be... But... It's just too exciting! Can I talk to Michelle or Ruby?"

"No. You'll just end up goading each other and getting even more hot and bothered. Look, go to the bathroom and chill out."

"You mean jill out," Mindy quipped.

"Yeah, that too. I'm gonna be doing something pretty similar upstairs, I admit. Then tonight we'll talk."

Mindy was still panting frantically. "Okay, but only if by 'talking' you mean throwing me over your shoulder, carrying me to the bedroom and splitting me in two with the King! Then I'm all for 'talking!' 'Talk' to me all night long! ... Are they still kissing?"

"I don't know. To be honest, I only had a brief look. I'm shielding my eyes with my hand. It's like staring into the Sun; I can't endure it for long. I don't want to have an incident in my shorts, if you know what I mean."

"Oh Dan! My Honey!"

"What, Sweetheart?"

"I love you so much! I can't wait until tonight. I'm gonna be a space case all day. Maybe I'll find a way to come home early. Have fun with those two teenage sex bombs, but save some of your 'energy drink' for me, okay?"

"Okay. And I thought we weren't going to talk about that anymore."

She asked uncertainly, "Are you okay with everything that's happening?"

I sighed. "Kind of. That's why I called you, to make sure you're okay with it. We're skating right along the edge of what the rules allow. I told Ruby that it's okay if she stimulates me to completion, but just her, only if she doesn't use her mouth or hands."

Mindy said, "I think that's a GREAT idea! It sure beats you having to masturbate after they get you all worked up!"

"That's what I figured. But I'm not ready for that just yet. Not today. I'm going to go to my room and take things in hand after this call is over, if you know what I mean."

"I do! And believe me, I'll do the same! But remember, whatever you decide, that's okay by me. You don't need to call me for permission. I trust you, and I trust the girls. You're just having fun; they're not trying to steal you away from me."

I said, "If you say so. I'm still trying- Oh God!"

Mindy asked anxiously, "What is it?"

"I just dared to glance at them again, and they're still French kissing. But that doesn't get me so much as the way they're rubbing their massive racks together!"

Mindy groaned, "GAAWWWD! Don't say that or I'm gonna cum BEFORE this call ends! Just think: Michelle has F-cups and Ruby has E-cups. Add them together, and you get a K-cup's worth of TIT!"

I laughed. "I don't know what that means exactly, but it does sound good. I gotta go."

"Okay! Love you."

"Love you."

After I put the phone down, I muttered, "Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick!" It was an expression I'd picked up from Mindy and used far too much.

Reluctantly, I looked back at Michelle and Ruby. I was relieved to see they weren't kissing anymore, at least, but they were still in a loose embrace. I noticed that Ruby had a hand on one of Michelle's enormous bare orbs and was happily stroking it as if it were the most natural thing in the world to be doing that.

I felt envious that Ruby could do something like that and I hadn't yet. But I would fix that soon. There was just no way I could bring an end to this teasing, ever! I was having one of the best times of my life! Nothing this fun could be a sin and morally wrong, could it? It wasn't just the sexual pleasure; I actually felt like I was bonding even closer, emotionally, to both girls.

As Michelle reached over to mischievously tweak one of Ruby's stiff nipples, she said with a touch of smugness, "That call didn't go exactly as you'd planned, did it, Daddy?"

"No, not exactly. To say the least. I don't understand your mother's attitude. I really don't. If she were to cheat on me, I'd probably divorce her in a New York minute and rip the guy in two. Literally. Am I a hypocrite or what?"

She eyed the growing wet spot where my cockhead tented against my shorts. "Not really, Daddy. It's different for guys and girls. Studly guys like you often have entire harems! It's a very common historical fact. It probably goes back to caveman days, with the alpha male having exclusive breeding rights with all the females in the tribe. That's still how monkeys do things, you know. It's the rule of the wild for lots of mammals."

"So what are you saying? I'm supposed to breed you now?!" That was an unfortunate choice of words, because it caused me to vividly recall all of Mindy's wild "breeding" talk from earlier in the morning. But I pressed on, acting stern. "Ruby, do you agree with this claptrap?"

"I don't know, Dad- er, Dan. I just know that I like having, um, fun with you."

"Well, that's honest, at least." I shook my head, as if I could shake away all the strangeness in my life too.

But Michelle said, "Honest? Ha! Ruby totally agrees with me. The alpha male has special rights and privileges! It's only right that you would be jealous of Mom doing anything sexual with other men, because she belongs to you and you alone. While you get to do anything you want, with any woman you want! That's the natural law!" She knew I might be wary of her getting physically closer to me, so she pushed Ruby towards me instead.

Ruby seemed as surprised as me by that, but quickly took advantage of the situation and resumed rubbing her naked body all over mine. But at the time, Ruby chided, "Michelle, Don't get carried away with your theories. We don't want to scare Daddy off."

Ruby respected the fact that I was wearing shorts, so she didn't go all out with her crotch grinding. Instead, she French kissed me some more and brought my hands back up to her tits so I could resume playing with them.

She groaned with delight when I pinched her nipples for the first time. I knew it definitely wouldn't be the last! I was hooked!

Meanwhile, Michelle said, "Good point." But she didn't sound deterred by Ruby's warning. "Daddy, you have to admit that it's just a fact that the alpha male has proven his genetic superiority and thus has earned the right to breed any female he so chooses. For a lot of animals, the alpha male is the ONLY one to breed at all. That way, more of his superior genetic material passes down to the next generation. All the other males have to just sit and watch while he has his way with every single sexy female in sight!"

She added, "Now, I'm NOT saying that you should breed us, or even fuck us! Clearly, that's WAY against the rules. I respect that. But I'm just explaining why we're so drawn to you. We can't help it! You probably put out some kind of superior alpha male pheromones. And I'll bet you have a surplus of testosterone. That helps explain your manly voice and your huge cock. Plus, we totally love you!"

Ruby had just ended another hot kiss with me. So, with my face only an inch or so from hers, I asked, "You don't believe that, do you?"

The redheaded fox answered, "We saw it on a nature documentary. I think it was on the Discovery Channel. It's true that the alpha male fucks any female he wants. It's his right and even his duty. She's right that the other males can only watch as he impregnates all the females with his superior genes!"

Worried that she might have gone too far, she added lamely, "I know we're not, uh, a tribe of monkeys though."

I complained, "No, I'm not asking about that part. Arrgh! I can't have a normal conversation like this. I'm gonna go upstairs now. I can't take any more sexual stimulation."

Michelle had drawn closer too and draped herself all over Ruby while still refraining from touching me. She ran a hand over Ruby's perfectly tanned and bare bubble butt while pulling on a nipple with her other hand. "Uh-oh, Daddy. We both know what you're gonna do up there. You're gonna make some tissues very happy and Ruby and me very, very sad."

"So what if I do?"

"I know, it's your decision. But wouldn't it be more fun with Ruby's help? Would you like to take her upstairs and let her lend a hand, so to speak? I'm sure she wants to. She doesn't even have to use her hands. And I promise not to watch... much!"

Then she laughed, and said, "Kidding!" After a perfectly timed pause, she added, "About the 'not watching' part!"

We all broke into laughter, but for me it was nervous laughter. I was almost 100% positive that Ruby would leap at the chance to do just that, but I was worried I would give in and let her break the rules with a handjob... or worse.

The usual wave of guilt hit me, but I was nonetheless still really horny. I just wanted to get out of there and back to my den before I lost what little control I had left.

I patted Ruby on her shapely bare butt, and said, "Let's not be too rash, and make me have to tighten the rules again. I'll be fine on my own, this time. You two Hellions, don't get into too much trouble. I'm going to be in the den as usual. Call me if you need me. ... Oh, and put at least your bikinis on. Now. I mean it. I can't handle you two running around naked all day."

"Yes, Daddy," they both said at once.

I thought, Holy hell! This is such a thrill! But what am I getting myself into?! 




Chapter 14



I started to walk to the stairs, but Ruby stopped me by saying, "Wait! Don't you want to check to make sure we put our bikinis on?"

Michelle added with impish glee, "I've got to admit, unless you check, we probably won't bother. And then you'll have no choice but to spank our butts for being so naughty."

Ruby chimed in, "You should spank our butts anyway. For starters." She turned to the side and thrust her bare hip in my direction.

From that angle, I could smell as well as see her wet pussy! Although, judging from the size of the wet spot on the front of Michelle's panties, a lot of that smell had to be coming from my daughter.

I said, "Okay, okay, okay. But be quick about it." I was trying hard not to look at their gloriously tanned and naked bodies, as my resistance was at a very low point. Ruby wasn't quite as tanned as Michelle due to her naturally lighter skin, but she had a nice all-over tan just the same.

"Yeay!" The two of them ran around excitedly and high-fived each other like they'd just won the lottery. Then they did a chest bump of sorts, which was much like full water balloons crashing into each other.

I rolled my eyes even as I grinned at their infectious enthusiasm.

When I heard Michelle yelling, "Daddy's finally gonna spank me!" that confused me, since she was acting like I hadn't spanked her recently. I asked her about it. "Hey, I spanked you already, didn't I?"

She explained, "That? HA! You only tapped me nine times. That was nothing! That doesn't even count. As far as I'm concerned, I'm a spanked-by-Daddy virgin."

I was surprised, because I sure hadn't held back at all with those nine spanks. Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! What does she expect from me?! 

They finally ran out of the room and then rushed right back in with bikinis in their hands. I was particularly amazed at how quickly Ruby was able to move, considering that she made it back first, since the only thing she was wearing were four- or five-inch high heels, and like Michelle, she had to clutch at her breasts as she ran to keep them from flying around too wildly.

Michelle's panties had been left behind. She seemed to glory in her total nudity (not counting her high heels, which turned out to be blue in color). Her smile was a mile wide.

Ruby stood in front of me while Michelle remained in the background. Then Ruby put on her red bikini quite quickly. I was surprised, since I thought they were going to make a big production out of it. To be honest, I was a bit disappointed.

She did look divine with her red heels, red bikini, and flaming, spiky red hair.

It didn't really make much difference if her bikini was off or on though, since it was the most revealing bikini I'd ever seen. There was even LESS fabric on it than on Michelle's notorious light blue bikini. I swear I'm not exaggerating when I say the patches of fabric up top that covered her nipples covered absolutely nothing more than her nipples. That was it! One could almost see the enticing puffiness of her areole on all sides. And down below was just the same. There was one tiny patch that valiantly covered her pussy lips and clit - barely - and even then it was a stretch to do so. It was a very good thing that she was shaved down there, or her entire bush would have been on display.

As if that wasn't arousing enough, her straps had long ties on each side keeping them together. It looked like two light tugs would leave her naked! (Again!)

She held her hands together behind her back and spread her unbent legs apart. Then she thrust her chest forward. It was like she was standing at attention as a soldier in some bizarre porno army, and silently begging to be inspected.

Needless to say, my erection was seriously testing the strength of my shorts, threatening to rip them apart.

Then Michelle came up from behind me and pushed me forward. She breathed with a sultry purr right into my ear, "Daddy, you have to check. Check to make sure."

I wasn't sure exactly what I was supposed to be checking, but as Michelle scraped her hard nipples across my back, she grabbed one of my hands and brought it up to the softness of Ruby's left breast. "There," she said. "You check that one, and I'll check the other one."

I was so overwhelmed with carnal desire that I didn't put up any kind of fight. I didn't look down at myself, but the size of the wet spot on my shorts must have been huge.

God knows I'd seen and even felt Ruby's breasts often enough lately. But after months and months of topless teasing, I couldn't get enough of them! I would have been even more thrilled to play with Michelle's for the first time, but I didn't know if I was up for that just yet. I was still close to cumming, and I didn't want to accidentally cum in my shorts.

If there was any doubt as to what I was supposed to do with this "checking," Michelle was helping me out by "checking" Ruby's right breast, even as she remained at my side, partly pressing into me.

Soon, I found myself kneading and exploring every inch of Ruby's left breast while Michelle did the same to her right. The insubstantial bikini top disappeared. It dawned on me that Michelle must have pulled on one of those ties, sending the top to the floor. So much for my supposed task of "checking" it, whatever that meant!

By the way, Michelle was very busy "checking" my right ass cheek at the same time. She slipped a hand inside the back of my shorts while her other hand stayed on Ruby's rack. I was okay with that, so long as she didn't try to bring her hand around to my front and touch my erection. No matter how much my shaft pulsed with need, the rules were the rules.

I was having a great time. It was a lot of fun to watch Ruby moan lustily with each new move I made. I was mentally making notes about her sensitivity and what I could do to prompt a sensual response in her. Even better yet, she seemed completely helpless in her pose. It was as if her hands were handcuffed behind her back, and her legs were spread out as straight as steel beams. That submissive helplessness aroused me even more.

Before long, Michelle brought my free hand up to Ruby's chest and I found myself fully exploring her rack with both hands. I loved how Ruby's tits were lightly oiled, because that made everything extra slippery. It was great fun to press them together and lightly slide them up and down, imagining my cock was trapped in her deep cleavage.

Ruby could tell what I was doing. She remained standing stiff, but she moaned in a sensuous whisper, "It's like you're titfucking me already! MMMM! AAAAAH!"

I wondered about that "already," but tried to put it out of my mind.

Michelle meanwhile withdrew her hand from Ruby and freely roamed her hands all over my body instead. Plus, she generally rubbed her oiled-up body against mine for good measure.

I didn't pay much attention to that, since she was especially careful not to come anywhere near my erection. It was difficult to ignore the way she rubbed her enormous F-cups against my back though! Soon, she focused mainly on checking out my ass cheeks. Before long, my shorts slid down a bit on my back side so she could explore there all the better, but it remained covering my boner on my front side. She did slide a finger or two into my ass crack from time to time, but it seemed she was trying not to do that too much for fear that I would object.

Ruby had been silent up until now, not counting her one whispered comment and her increasingly loud pants and moans, but all of a sudden she said, "I know I'm not supposed to talk, but I can't help it. I love it! Daddy, I mean Dan, play with my tits! More and more and MORE! I'm one of your big-titted cockteases, so you NEED to play with my tits! Play with me! Play... UGH! Explore every last inch!"

Her body trembled with arousal. I could feel it in my caressing hands as well as see it. Her face was flushed red, and she continually clenched her teeth. I had to wonder if she'd just had or was having a climax, but her trembling went on and on and she didn't cry out, so I couldn't be sure.

I wondered why she wasn't supposed to talk. It occurred to me that Michelle must have ordered her to be silent, probably so she wouldn't accidentally say something that would make me "come to my senses." However, I didn't think about that very much, because I had such lovely breasts to explore. I'd had years of experience playing with Mindy's large breasts, and I had a good idea when to be rough and when to be gentle. Right now, Ruby wanted rough. I was twisting her nipples almost painfully hard.

Ruby's body started to shake hard. I still couldn't tell if she was having an orgasm or just fighting really hard to not have one. But then she shrieked, "GOD YES! SO GOOD! HNNNGRRH!" and that pretty much removed all doubt. I loved the look of pure ecstasy on her face, and I was delighted that my nipple play had given her such joy.

Seeing that Ruby was a bit dazed, post-orgasm, Michelle suddenly took one of my hands and brought it from where I was pinching a nipple down her friend's taut stomach. "Daddy," she said, "you have to check the rest!"

My fingers slid all the way down to where Ruby's bush must have been. I couldn't feel even the slightest trace of stubble; I guessed she must have had a Brazilian wax job or something. I was careful not to touch her pussy lips or clit, but getting extremely close to them triggered a defensive reaction in me, especially when I noticed just how wet her thighs were. I also noticed that the bikini bottoms she'd been wearing were nowhere to be seen. Probably one of the side ties had come undone.

It occurred to me, We're just about having sex standing up! What am I doing? This is going too far! 

I started to bring my hand back up to her sexy tummy, even though Michelle's hand was still on mine, trying to guide it further down.

Sensing my resistance there, Michelle suddenly relented and guided my hand over and around Ruby's left hip. "Feel her ass!" Michelle purred. "You'll love it!"

"YES!" Ruby suddenly gasped out. "Feel my ass, Daddy!" She remained in a stiff, splayed out pose, and she was acting like she wasn't allowed to move from it. She had raised her hands up her back some though so they wouldn't get in the way of my rear end exploration.

She let out a loud squeal of pure pleasure as my hand reached her ass cheek, then she yelled, "Hold it! Hurt it! Spank it! Spank me, Daddy, I've been a bad girl!"

I found it interesting that the more Ruby lost herself to her lust, the more she called me "Daddy." I must admit that I really liked that. It got me wondering why I didn't be more overt about treating her as one of my daughters. She could still be a part of our family and Cindy's family, no?

Michelle was still draped all over me, with one of her hands clutching my bare ass cheek in the exact same way that I was clutching Ruby's. At the same time, she was using that hand to press my body closer into her best friend's. It was a surprise that my shorts were still up, and in fact the way my erection jutted forward was probably the only thing stopping them from sliding below my knees.

However, I could see it was just a matter of time before my shorts would come down. The odds were I'd be grinding my soaked boner against Ruby's tanned skin again.

My body was loving that idea, but my erection was on a hair trigger and I didn't want to erupt all over Ruby's taut tummy.

Ruby suddenly said in a combination whisper and pant, "Dream come true! Dream come true! This really is my dream come true! Daddy's hands are all over me! He's dominating me! It's like I'm his busty, sexy, personal plaything! It's better than we ever dreamed, Michelle! It's actually BETTER!"

The red-headed vixen was still holding her hands behind her back as if her wrists were bound together with rope. But she looked intensely into my eyes and opened her mouth like she needed to be kissed. She leaned forward as best she could, bringing her pouty red lips close to mine.

That set off alarm bells in my head that things were going too far again. I took a step back, more or less carrying Michelle with me. It took me some moments to get my ragged breath under control enough to say, "Check is, uh, over. Ruby... you, er... pass."

Ruby was very disappointed to hear that as she brought a hand from her backside to her sopping crotch. It was like a water slide park down there, and she slid her hand through the wetness, marveling at just how aroused she was.

But I didn't focus on her reaction for long, because Michelle practically bounced up to the ceiling as she said exuberantly, "Okay, my turn now!"

Oh God! was all I could think. Lord, spare me! However, I wasn't going to turn down a chance to finally fondle my daughter's jutting torpedoes, even if it meant I splooged a cum load in my shorts.

Michelle's bikini was still on, remarkably enough. Her bikini was exactly the same size as Ruby's, but was dark blue instead of red. The color really didn't matter much though, since there was so little of it to begin with and I figured it wouldn't stay on for long. Sure enough, before I could even get my hands on her, she bent over and slowly wiggled out of her bikini bottoms. She could have easily untied one of the ties, but it looked like she wanted to make a cock-tingling production out of it.

She stood back up, only to somehow make an even bigger production out of taking off her bikini top. She purred in a sultry whisper, "I can't wait for you to play with my tits! Daddy, I'm your big-titted daughter! Your cock-stiffening teenage tease!"

Her voice grew louder as her excitement grew. The bikini top had fallen to the floor, and she cupped her ridiculously protruding knockers from underneath (though they didn't need the help to stay high and firm.) It sounded like she was going to cum before I even touched her. "UNGH! HNNNG! I know how much you love them. Now, claim them as your own!"

When she finished talking, she suddenly assumed the same stiff "inspection" pose that Ruby had been in. She spread her legs stiff and wide, pinned her arms behind her back, arched her back slightly, and even slightly tilted her head back with pride.

That somehow seemed to finally free Ruby from her "inspection" pose. I could feel her oiled-up globes on my back and an arm around me as she joined me in admiring Michelle's sexpot body and especially her tanned and heaving rack.

By now, I was ready to cum if there was so much as a slight breeze onto my crotch. As my daughter closed her eyes and clenched her teeth in anticipation of my touch, I told her, "Okay, dear. You pass."

She immediately broke her pose and put her hands on her hips in annoyance. Her eyes narrowed in near anger. "I pass?! What is this pass bullshit?! You haven't checked me out at all! I want you to play with my big tits for at LEAST five minutes, just like you did with Ruby!"

"Sorry, Shelle. I have to go, NOW, or there's gonna be a messy incident!"

Ruby confessed in a near whisper, "I just had a messy incident, Daddy." I looked down at the copious fluids flowing from her shaved pussy down her thighs.

Michelle stomped her foot in frustration, causing her mighty F-cups to shake wildly. "No fair! I've only had one! Ruby, you get all the fun! And Daddy played with your tits for FOREVER, and he hasn't even touched mine yet!"

Watching her still heaving and jiggling with need was blowing what was left of my mind. I muttered, "I've really gotta go." I turned to rush up the stairs to safety.

"Wait, Daddy!" Michelle cried out. "Have we been bad? 'Cos if we have, then you need to take us over your lap and spank us!"

"Later!" I cried out as I fled up the stairs towards the safety of my bedroom.

As soon as I left their sight, my self-control started to return. Our stairs made a ninety-degree turn halfway up to the second floor. After I turned that corner, I stopped and forced myself to catch my breath before I continued on up.

But while I stood there just out of sight, doubled over with my hands on my hips, I heard Ruby say in a low voice, "Ohmigod! OhmiGOD! That was soooo much fun!"

"I know!" Michelle replied. "The BEST! Even if he didn't play with my tits yet, the rest was AWESOME!"

Ruby said, "I'm floating on air!"

"Me too! It has truly begun!"

Ruby asked cautiously, "Is he gone?"

"Sure. He's probably cumming right now!" She giggled. "His great big cock is spouting like a fountain!"

"Mission accomplished! High-five!"

Some slapping sounds followed as they undoubtedly high-fived each other.

Then Michelle cried out, "Victory kiss!"

I wondered what the hell she meant by "It has truly begun!" It sounded ominous. I wanted to listen for more, to see if I could learn their intentions.

I listened closely to the sounds of smooching while my breath finally came down to normal levels. They were panting so hard I figured they couldn't have noticed my own heaving panting.

Less than half a minute later, Ruby said, "That WAS a dream come true, my greatest dream! I'm so high I think I'm just gonna float away!"

"Me too!"

Ruby said, while still breathing hard, "Daddy's really coming around with this teasing thing. It's, it's... I can't even say how HIGH I am right now!"

"He is! You see what I mean, Ruby? Stick with me and you shall go far!" She giggled.

"You're so right! And Mindy is so cool about everything. That's so key!"

"Totally!" Michelle agreed enthusiastically. "I love her so much! But you don't know the half of it. I had a heart-to-heart with her this morning, and I have to tell you every last word. It'll blow your mind!"

"Well, spill it, already!"

Michelle's voice started to fade as she was obviously walking away. "Okay, but not here. Let's get comfy and kissy in the hot tub."

Ruby's voice also grew fainter as she said, "Good idea. We have so much to celebrate!"

Now, I'm all for privacy. I've never purposely spied on either of my two daughters, even though I know both of them have spied on me and/or my wife many times. But I'd reached the end of my rope. Things had been getting downright strange and I decided that it was more important I find out what was going on than respect the privacy of my daughter and her best friend, just this one time.

Michelle and Ruby were FAR more enthusiastic about kissing and fondling me than I ever would have believed, even just a week ago. In fact, it seemed like they were almost obsessed about it. I needed to understand what they were up to. I suspected they were about to hatch some kind of naughty plot with me as their target. I hoped I could preempt their plans by listening in. I promised myself I would spy on them just this one time.

So I went off to spy on them, even though I still had a tremendous need to give some relief to my overstimulated boner. It was pulsing and throbbing almost painfully as I walked along. The fact that I wore shorts was a great bother, because my cockhead hurt as it continually rubbed against the fabric. And the amount of heat radiating from my groin was truly remarkable.

It so happens that while our pool is a ways away from the house, the hot tub is practically up against one of the exterior walls. There's one room in particular, the laundry room, that has a window not ten feet from the hot tub. Furthermore, it has a small window consisting of several tinted slats that practically seems designed for spying on the hot tub area.

I knew from previous experience and worries about privacy when I was in the hot tub that one could stand on the washing machine and look out to the hot tub without anyone knowing you were doing so, thanks to the tinted glass. I'd tested it, and I'd made sure that it was closed when I used the hot tub, since I'd started to get concerned about Michelle spying on me as her attraction for me grew increasingly obvious in recent years. So I went to that window.

When I got there, I was surprised to find the slats already open. That made things easy for me if I wanted to peek in on them. However, I decided that it was bad enough I was listening in; I didn't want to look in too. Plus, it was dangerous for me to get any more aroused. I'd probably grunt and groan as I climaxed, blowing my cover.

I stood on top of the washing machine and put my ear to the slats.

I wasn't sure they were actually there until I heard Michelle say, "Victory kiss!" The sound was startlingly close and clear.

Ruby replied with a joyous giggle. "Another one? That's what? Four already?"

"You know you love it," Michelle taunted playfully.

"Do not."

"Do too!"

"I do not! For the last time, I am NOT bisexual!" This time, Ruby sounded at least semi-serious.

Michelle snickered. "Okay, whatever. How 'bout you strip out of your bikini and then you give me an even better victory kiss?"

"Okay!"

Michelle said commandingly, "But not just any old striptease, I want you to do a DADDY striptease! Imagine that I'm Daddy, watching you closely. And if you do a really good job and get the King all fat, long, and hard, I'll let you give me a long, slurpy, jaw-busting blowjob!"

"Sweet!"

What can I say - I guess I'm weak-willed when it comes to sex. My plan to only listen and not look went right out the window (so to speak). I peered through the slats as Ruby started her striptease.

I was also idly pondering the way that Ruby was calling me 'Daddy' all the time behind my back. I'd even noticed when she'd slipped today and repeatedly said it to my face. It was strange, not least because she had a father of her own. Although, it was true that he'd divorced Ruby's mother and moved away a number of years ago. Was I some kind of substitute father figure, now that he was never around? It was hard to deny that's how she felt. Actually, I'd suspected that for a long time already, from even before he'd left.

That train of thought died out as my attention was fully consumed by Ruby's striptease.

To be truthful, it wasn't much of a "striptease," technically speaking, because a striptease involves taking one's clothes off. Ruby had lost her high heels at some point before reaching the hot tub, and her bikini long before that. I'd thought that maybe she'd found her bikini and put it back on first.

Ruby neatly sidestepped that by simply dancing naked. She was shy and hesitant for the first few seconds, until Michelle told her, "Dance for Daddy!" That seemed to loosen her inhibitions.

I couldn't tell how practiced she was at an actual striptease, but there was no doubt that she was a damn good erotic dancer! She was generally dancing facing Michelle. That meant she had her back to me nearly all the time. But even so, the view was fantastic.

It was so inspirational that I found my shorts pushed down and a hand on my erection before I fully knew what I was doing. But unfortunately I had to stop there because I was a hair's breadth away from cumming due to all the stimulation already. Even if I could keep quiet, where was I supposed to shoot my cum when I was standing on a washing machine? So I just held my shaft and lightly squeezed it as I watched, feeling like the stereotypical dirty old man Peeping Tom.

I was walking on the razor's edge with each squeeze. Any more stimulation and I'd cum for sure!

Michelle kept saying things to encourage Ruby, like, "Imagine that Daddy's watching. You're getting Daddy hot! Think of his great big fat cock throbbing with pleasure as he lusts after you. The KING! Imagine him sitting here in the tub right next to me, stroking himself. He wants you! The King wants to squirt all over you!"

If only they knew how close to the truth that is right now! 

Ruby repeated, wistful and yearning, "He wants me!" She was gyrating her hips and caressing her hefty knockers.

The view of Ruby's tanned back side was divine. Still, I wished I had a front side view of that!

Ruby hardly needed more encouragement, but Michelle said just the same, "Think about his hands on your tits, on your ass! He groped you for real today! Didn't you love that?"

Ruby paused in her gyrations briefly to tell Michelle, "You know it! I'm so happy and horny I could cry!" She put her hands on her hips as if she was incredulous her best friend would even ask.

"Then show him! Show him how much you love him by dancing your sexiest dance ever!"

Ruby was a very energetic girl, no doubt helped by her daily exercise regimen and yoga. She already seemed happy to dance naked all day long. But with that comment from Michelle, she kicked into some kind of erotic overdrive. Her tummy undulated in ways that would have impressed even a professional belly dancer, a fact I could easily determine even from behind. And the way she moved her hips suggested she would be an incredibly hot fuck!

But few belly dancers with their taut and muscular bodies had breasts the size of Ruby's, and she was taking full advantage of that fact. Sometimes she would let them fly and crash into each other while her hands were elsewhere, and other times she would hold them and accentuate them.

Unfortunately, the imaginary Dan was directly in front of her, while the real Dan was directly behind her. But she was at a side profile more often than not, allowing me to enjoy her moves nearly as much as Michelle was. Sometimes she even faced me as she shook her ass at her imaginary audience. But even just watching her backside was an incredible show, especially her undulating yet firm ass cheeks. Plus, from this vantage point I could see Michelle behind her, hefting up her breasts and playing with her nipples.

I was clenching my teeth and clenching my PC muscle. Many years ago, Mindy had "trained me" to use my PC muscle in order to increase my stamina. I could fuck her for half an hour or longer, if that's what she wanted. It was an incredibly useful thing to know, and I felt pity on any man who had never learned it.

Still, there were limits. Right now I was tempting disaster, because I couldn't stop squeezing my boner, and even stroked it a little bit.

Ruby kept on with her erotic dancing. But after maybe five minutes of silence, she shouted, "I'm getting too hot! Too hot! My pussy! I need to cum. I need you to kiss it!"

Michelle shouted, "Stop! Stop! You're making me too hot too! That was awesome! You deserve a big reward. Come over here and kiss me, you sexy babe!"

Michelle was a very domineering person, very hard to control. Ruby was her most loyal follower. So I wasn't surprised that Ruby had a sexually submissive relationship with her. What did surprise me was that both Michelle and Ruby seemed sexually submissive to me! Maybe they took those Discovery Channel-type "alpha male" documentaries too seriously or something?! It was a mystery.

Michelle was sitting on the far edge of the hot tub, with her legs dangling in the water. She could have looked straight up into the slats I was peering out from, but I didn't have much fear about that. It was bright outside and dark inside. I'd peered up into the slats before while sitting in the hot tub at this time of day, and I knew all one could see was pitch black.

A bigger danger was if they heard me. Luckily, they were both constantly breathing hard. I tried my best to control my breathing, but that was tough. If they grew truly silent, I would be fucked.

Ruby stepped into the hot tub and waded across it instead of just walking around it.

Michelle stood up and waded across as well, so they met each other right in the middle of the small tub.

I couldn't see much more than the back of Ruby's head wiggling from side to side as their arms snaked around each other, but there was no doubt that they were sharing a sizzling hot kiss.

I'd never really given much thought about my daughter being bisexual before, or Ruby for that matter. There had been plenty of hints, but I had been in denial until very recently. It disturbed me to imagine my wife that way, because what if she decided that she liked women more than she liked me? Of course that was an irrational fear, since we'd fucked countless thousands of times. And with Michelle and Ruby there had never been any doubt in my mind they had very strong heterosexual urges. The way they'd been coming on to me lately certainly proved that. So I didn't really mind them kissing. It fact, it just aroused me more and more.

Before long, they moved a little in the tub, giving me more of a side profile. I was able to see that Michelle had a hand that was very intently rubbing and even probing Ruby's pussy. I couldn't see exactly what was happening due to the angle, but the rhythmic motions of Michelle's arm suggested she was delivering a very intense fingerbang.

The moans from Ruby's mouth seemed to confirm that she was having one or more climaxes, although it was hard to tell just who was moaning or cumming, since they continued to kiss nearly non-stop. Finally, Ruby's whole body slumped as if all the life had been drained from her, and I could tell for sure she'd had a powerful orgasmic experience.

Michelle was more or less holding Ruby up. My feisty daughter said, "Okay, enough of that."

Although the kissing was over, the two of them remained standing in the middle of the tub, with Michelle tightly hugging Ruby to keep her on her feet. I could see Michelle's big breasts pressing into Ruby's while her hand ran all over her ass, as she said, "Wasn't that great? I don't know why you always deny it. Come on, you KNOW you love it!"

"Well, maybe, but my body belongs to Daddy. I was dancing for him! What you did to me just now felt great, but that was like masturbation with a different set of hands. Sorry, but I was imagining Daddy was fingerfucking me as a reward for my dancing."

Michelle seemed a bit chagrined by that. She huffed in frustration. Still, she said, "Fair enough. I can't fault the attitude. You're going to be an excellent big-titted cocktease for him, aren't you?"

"You know it!"

Michelle guided Ruby to the edge of the pool and they both sat down. They spent the next minute or so talking about how tired, hot, and sweaty they were. They also both briefly dipped into the hot tub up to their necks to wash away their cum and sweat.

That allowed me to calm down somewhat. However, I still remained on the verge of cumming, because as the verbal and visual stimulation from the girls lessened, I made up for it by stroking my boner more steadily.

I began to think that this was a good time for me to go, so I could head back to my bedroom and bring myself off to completion finally. I couldn't ever remember needing to cum this badly!




Chapter 15



However, as I continued to masturbate to the sight of their voluptuous bodies, I found myself thinking, What the heck? What's with all this "Daddy, Daddy, Daddy," stuff? "My body belongs to Daddy." They say they're doing everything for me. Where the hell did that come from?! What did I do to bring that on?! 

Am I missing something? Whenever they're with me, they're disobedient and willful. And they're hardly typical girls. I mean, I was checking out the Playboy website the other day purely to make a comparison and I was hard pressed to find any woman there that matched the bodies and faces of these two stunners. My girls! 

Am I just looking at them through rose colored glasses or something? I don't think so. So why are two total bombshells so interested in a fuddy-duddy married geezer like me? I'll bet there are buff well-hung lifeguard types with the confidence to ask them out, and they probably HAVE asked them out. I don't care how stuck up and domineering they act, some horny boys are going to give it a shot. Young studs like that would be able to run circles around me. 

I just don't get it! They must be deluded in some weird way. Maybe they both had some formative imprinting experience on me? I've heard that can happen. Like if a guy's first sexual experience involves pantyhose, he'll probably have a pantyhose fetish for the rest of his life. Maybe the two of them had an early sexual experience that involved me somehow, so now it's like they're imprinted on me. That might make SOME sense. But still, it would be wrong for me to take advantage of that. They need to have a normal life, and a normal sex life, and not stay fixated on my tired old bag of bones. 

But while I was thinking these thoughts, the conversation between the Gruesome Twosome was shifting. My attention returned to them when I heard Ruby say, "You were going to tell me something that's supposed to blow my mind."

Michelle replied, "Oh. Right. ... Yeah! Sit back and get comfy 'cos I've got a tale to tell that will really blow your socks off."

"I am comfy," Ruby replied with a sexy purr as she fondled Michelle's ass in return.

"Awww. You're so sweet. But seriously, sit back and no touching, 'cos I don't want any distractions." Michelle scooted back and then climbed out of the hot tub altogether.

She stood there for some long moments as streams of water poured off her gloriously tanned, nude body. She had gotten completely soaked while playing around with Ruby, except for her head, which hadn't really gotten wet. She shook and squeezed the water out of her long blonde mane (which had gotten wet about up to her neck).

She acted like she was about to give a big speech. She might as well have been speaking directly to me, because she was standing fifteen feet in front of me and staring right in my direction. However, she was staring down towards where Ruby was now sitting on the edge of the hot tub.

It was a great opportunity for me to fully appreciate her body, especially since I was holding my erection in my hand. I had been merely holding it for the past couple of minutes so I could resume stroking it a little without having to fear about an immediate eruption. Now I could jerk off again while I tried to memorize every last inch of my daughter's perfect body.

It's true that I'd seen her in various states of undress quite frequently lately, and even totally in the buff a fair deal. She'd posed with her back turned to me so I'd have a chance to ogle her for minutes on end. But now I could enjoy the breath-taking sight of her front. To actually see my beautiful youngest daughter's entire front side in its full glory, without even the slightest chance of her "catching" me, was truly a dream come true. My eyes gobbled up every inch of her as she stood there like a statue. I wanted to visually explore her curves forever and ever.

I hate to admit this, because I love my wife and I know she has an incredible body, but objectively I have to concede that Michelle's is even better.

It's not a matter of the passage of time. Mindy and I married right out of high school and had Nicky and Michelle not much later, even as we both struggled our way through college. (In fact, it was pretty much a shotgun wedding, but that's a whole other story.) We both are still two years from the big 4-0, and Mindy is so fanatical about exercising and eating right that people usually assume she's in her mid-to-late-twenties. I do the same, helped by her healthy vegetarian and organic cooking.

No, it's just that Michelle has all of Mindy's good genes, plus a little extra curve everywhere. Her breasts are two sizes larger, not to mention the fact that they jut out so obscenely. She also has a jutting, firm ass, leading down to long, tanned, and toned legs. Her legs and ass are firmed up and high as if she's wearing high heels even when she isn't.

And her face - let's not even go there. What a heartbreaker! Just one look at her face and you're guaranteed to fall in love. Or at least in lust! She wears a cheery, toothy smile nearly all the time, and there's something about her unusual Michelle Pfeiffer-esque eyebrows and narrow gaze that says, "I need you to fuck me right now!" 

And Ruby was very nearly as perfect. I knew Ruby had all the same curves, even though she was sitting on the edge of the hot tub now and all I could see was her bare back and some of her ass. If some "Girls Gone Wild" film crew were able to merely film these two lounging around the hot tub in the buff they could probably make millions of dollars.

Ruby's face is more "adorable" than "porn star," but she has a naturally sexy "come hither" gaze too. Her red cheeks and dimpled smile seem to be permanent facial features. I love her penetrating green eyes. And what a cute nose! Like Michelle, I wouldn't change a single thing about her.

As Michelle stood there with her hands on her hips, towering over the sitting Ruby, she began to speak. "Hold onto your hat. You know what I've been telling you about Mom's 'reasonable bounds' idea?"

Ruby answered, "I've memorized just about every word. That's just about the greatest thing I've ever heard!"

"I know! I completely agree. But there's more. Before Mom went to work today, Daddy totally boned her."

Ruby sighed. I could see her shoulders slumping. "Lucky twat," she said wistfully.

"Literally!" Michelle laughed.

Ruby asked with increased interest, "Did you listen in?"

"Well, not intentionally at first, but they were screaming so loud that I could hear that much all the way from my room. It's like the doors weren't even there. I can't tell you how hot it makes me, hearing Daddy ruthlessly nail Mom to the bed like that! Can you just imagine being on the receiving end of that kind of royal fucking?"

"Can I? Gaawwwd! You know how much we've dreamed about it!"

"I know! Isn't it amazing how most of our friends get all grossed out by the very idea of their parents having sex? It's like they don't even want to think that it happens. Don't they know it's just about the most incredibly arousing thing on the entire planet?"

Ruby replied boastfully, "Short of having Daddy actually play with your tits and give you a great big 'O' from pulling on your nipples while you stand still being a perfectly obedient big-titted cocktease for him!"

Michelle groaned with jealousy. "UNNNGH! You lucky slut! I was soooo close to having him do that to me too! He'd better play with my needy tits soon, or you're gonna be reminding me that he did that to you, like, every five minutes for the rest of my life!"

"Yep!" Ruby pulled on her nipples with both hands to emphasize her point. "I still can't believe it finally happened! I hope that, now that THAT boundary has been crossed, he feels entitled to walk up to me and grope me to his heart's content any time he wants to. Wouldn't that rock? Imagine if I come over tomorrow and he just pulls whatever top I'm wearing right off and fondles my nipples while he gives me a kiss with lots of tongue! But anyway, you were saying?"

Michelle was staring off into space, highly distracted. "Um... What if he didn't stop there? What if he was so inspired that he ripped the rest of your clothes off and barked, 'Drop to your knees and suck it!'"

"Oh YEAH! The KING! What I wouldn't give to suck on the King! Sweet! By the way, don't you just love that name?"

Michelle replied, "Totally! I wish I'd thought of that. Sometimes, Mom has flashes of pure genius!"

Ruby was all smiles. "True!"

Strangely, I was highly disturbed to discover the extent of their lust for me, and yet highly aroused by it. I was still masturbating, and it seemed I simply couldn't stop. They had an unhealthy obsession about me, for sure. So wrong! So hot!

Ruby just sighed contentedly. But then she said with a start, "But hey, you're losing track of where you're going. I wanna hear what Mindy said. And you're getting me too horny again with all this talk about Daddy and his huge cock."

Michelle smiled at that. "Sorry. We're both kind of getting... distracted. What I'm getting to is, after he did the deed with Mom, he went right back to sleep. Seeing he was out and that she still had some time before work, she and I had a little heart-to-heart."

"Wait a minute," Ruby interrupted, thinking fast. "If he'd just boned her and then she went straight to you, do you think she was still filled with Daddy seed?"

"Yeah! You know, I was thinking that myself at the time. I'll bet all that Daddy goodness was still sloshing around inside her even as she was sitting there, talking to me!"

"Ohmigod! That gets me soooo hot! I swear, Mindy is the luckiest woman on Earth. Any time she wants it from the human jackhammer, all she has to do is bend over and wiggle her ass and-"

"I know, I know. Let's not get too carried away here or I'll never get to my point."

"Oh. Right. ... I'm so close to another big 'O', though. It's like I can still feel his fingers on me. I'm all tingly, everywhere!" She was still playing with her nipples, but at a languid pace.

"Grrr. You lucky bitch. But hold on until I finish."

Ruby huffed, "Fine. So...?"

"Soooo... Anyway, Mom gave me some good news and some bad news."

"Uh-oh. What's the bad news?"

"It's bad news for me, not you. I'll get to that in a minute. First, she warned me that things were going great and we had to be careful not to blow it. Always obey Daddy's rules so he has no reason to pull the plug."

"Well, duh! That's obvious."

Michelle said, "Obvious to say, hard to do. For instance, there was one point earlier when I reached between his legs and started to play with his balls a little bit. The urge to fully grab them and fondle them was almost overwhelming! They felt SOOO good in my hands! I mean, I was holding DADDY'S BALLS! For REAL!"

Ruby groaned lustily. "And I felt them rubbing all over my cunt and clit! I wanted to play with them too! But mostly I wanted to jerk him off soooo bad that it was practically killing me!"

"You see what I mean? It's so easy to lose control. Ever since I got to jack him off during that tickle attack, it's all I think about. Even if it was just for a few seconds, and through the sheets, I was living the dream!"

Ruby groaned again. "Now you're the lucky slut!"

"I know! Of course I'm tempted to jack him off again, and fuck anything getting in the way this time! But we HAVE to keep to the rules! We HAVE TO! If he wants to go further, that's up to him, not us! So Mom tried to pound that into my head. She told me to remind you too."

"Consider me reminded." Ruby let out a heavy sigh.

Michelle said, "So I guess that was more of a warning than news. But then Mom told me the good news. You know how she knows Daddy almost better than he knows himself?"

"Yeah?"

"She says he's past the point of no return! He's made the mental commitment. He tried to fight it for days, as we all know, but it was just no use! How could he say no to having two big-titted cockteases like us at his beck and call? No man could say no! Especially a man with an unusually powerful libido like him!"

Ruby gave Michelle a great big hug. "That's great news! In fact, that's just about the best news I've ever heard!" The two of them French kissed in celebration.

It was strange hearing them talk about what I thought regarding things I've never told anyone. But the truth was Mindy always had an uncanny ability to read my mind. It looked like this was another case where she was spot on. I'd already come to that conclusion myself. How could I turn back now?! I'm only human! I just had to be careful about maintaining boundaries and not going too far.

It was also strange to be masturbating to all this, but I couldn't stop myself!

After the kiss, Ruby asked, "But what if we totally screw up? What's going to happen then?!"

"Mom talked about that too. She said we'd have to screw up pretty bad. I mean, he wants more to happen deep down; he just doesn't fully realize it yet. But if we do screw up badly, Daddy probably would call for another 'time out' or 'cooling off period.' Then we'd all have to suffer! Maybe for days and days! It would be even more painful than last time, since we've had our taste of Heaven. So we don't want that."

"Definitely NOT!" Ruby agreed.

"So anyway, that was the VERY good news. Now, here's the bad news... for me. Mom warned me that Daddy is probably going to be willing to go further with you than me, at least at first. Remember this was just BEFORE he told that to us. It was before he even woke up. Clever Mom strikes again!"

Ruby said in appreciation, "She knows him so well. It's like they have a psychic connection."

"That's 'cos they're soul mates," Michelle said proudly. "I love what a great wife Mom is to him! She's a real inspiration. I hope we never, ever mess that up. But anyway, she told me that because he still likes to pretend you're not one of his real daughters, you'll probably get to jack him off first."

"Suwwwweeeeet!" Ruby whistled in appreciation.

Michelle growled, "Hey! Have a little sympathy for me."

"Sorry. Did she say anything else?"

"No. Just that we both need to be tolerant of him getting hung up on the incest issue and generally being a stubborn jackass. We need to give him time to adjust to the new reality. It's not an easy transition for him."

"That's true," Ruby said. "I think that's all pretty great news, all in all. Why are you looking so sad?"

Michelle said in a deflated tone, "Again, that's easy for YOU to say! He's already kissed you and played with your tits for AGES. I feel totally left out. And if Mom's right, I'm always going to be a couple of steps behind. You'll get to give him his first non-married handjob, his first titfuck, blowjob... everything!"

Ruby was still hugging Michelle, and she gave her a supportive squeeze. "That may be true. Then again, maybe not. We'll just have to wait and see. But the main thing is we've crossed the point of no return. The Plan is in action! We're starting to live the dream! Right now!"

Michelle perked up. "That IS true."

"Yeah! And as far as I'm concerned, Daddy will see the light before too long. Don't worry, your mouth will be crammed full of hard and hot Daddy cock before you know it! He could agree to it at any time. You might even find yourself guzzling down his sperm before the day is done!"

Michelle lifted her sad face, her lips quivering with hope. "You think?"

Ruby conceded, "Well, maybe not, like, TODAY. But remember, good things come to those who wait. We'll just have to do our best to excite and arouse him. We've waited for so very, very, VERY long. We can't blow it now. It's the same plan as always. You always knew that he'd have more resistance with you since you're his daughter in real life and not just in dreams."

Michelle caressed Ruby's cheek. She said softly, "Awww, Ruby, you're hurting too. Never forget that he loves you too. It's not just a dream. I know he does."

Ruby spoke shyly and uncertainly. "You really think so? He always says he loves you and he hardly ever says it to me. Not in so many words."

"He totally loves you! You're just like his third daughter, and you know it. He'll love you forever no matter if you get to properly love his cock or not. You've gotta remember he's really big on propriety and manners. He thinks it would be out of place to say how much he really loves you because of Cindy. It's the same old problem we always talk about: it would seem like he's trying to steal you away from her."

"I know. And that's one reason why I love him so. He's so kind and considerate. I just hope that if he can't tell me how much he loves me with his mouth, he'll do it with that long, fat cock of his! I wanna tell him how much I love him with MY mouth, and those daily blowjobs I keep fantasizing about! All hail to the King, baby!" She giggled a little, but there was still doubt in her voice.

Michelle said confidently, "Don't worry. You're a beautiful young virgin, and you're ready to offer him all your love and give him your smoking hot teenage body. How can he turn that down?"

"I dunno," Ruby said sadly. "But he has so far. I mean, I love what's happened these past few days, but now he's got his rules and he seems pretty stuck on them."

"Yeah, that sucks. But look at what happened today alone! We've made HUGE progress! Today was epic, and the day isn't even halfway over! He was groping your naked body like he owns it. Which he does." Michelle giggled as she finally broke her hug with her best friend.

Ruby nodded happily enough. "I know, but God help me, it just whets my appetite for more! How are we supposed to stick to the rules, like Mindy says? When he starts playing with my naked body with such confidence and authority, it's all I can do not to stroke his cock with both hands, at the very least! How can he put up such resistance to our charms? It's inhuman. It's illogical. It's stupid! We wanna serve him as his exclusive personal sluts, making his every sexual desire come true, and Mindy totally approves. Just look at our bodies!"

Ruby waved a hand over herself. "You can't say we're not attractive enough. I work out every day so damn hard, just so he'll love me and control me and use me like he should. What if we have to put up with this close-to-Heaven-but-not-quite-in-it 'no cock stroking' crap rule for days, or weeks, or even months?! You know how stubborn he gets. What's his problem already?!"

Now it was Michelle's turn to sigh. "I know what you mean. I love him for holding on to his morals so strongly, but it can be soooo frustrating at the same time. Never forget how he thinks how wrong adultery is. He still can't fully get over what happened between his parents."

Ruby griped, "But that was a totally different thing! This isn't adultery at all."

"I know! You're telling me?! That was a TOTALLY different situation. The bond between all of us, it's so strong. It's never gonna break. Remember my favorite saying: 'family comes first!' There's nothing more important than family. A family that cums together stays together."

Ruby said, "Yeah, but on another note, I worry about Lisa. Your little trick might have backfired. Now that he knows she has a huge crush on him, and Mindy's given him a green light to fuck around... Well, you can fill in the lines."

Michelle nodded. "I worry too. That did backfire. I was so big on using her as a way to 'secretly' confess to him how much I lust for him that I didn't think about the implication of him hearing that she lusts for him too. And then it turns out he only heard that part! ARGH!"

Michelle shook her fists. "I mean, Lisa is a great friend and all, but she's an unknown when it comes to something like this. You and me, we've been talking and dreaming about Daddy forever. We're totally committed to our Plan! But Lisa? What if Daddy's just the flavor of the month for her? What if she's not into sharing? She can't be trusted!"

Ruby nodded back. "Yeah. And she's so used to getting her way, the little minx. All she has to do is bat her eyes and flash her smile and everybody around her turns to jelly. I mean, I like the idea of Daddy boning her, in theory, and she's been giving us some GREAT tips on blowjobs and stuff lately. But I just think we should go very slowly and carefully with her, now more than ever."

"Agreed. Boy, Ruby, it sure would get my goat if you AND Lisa get to be total Daddy sluts and I'm forced to date some bozo bonehead BOY!" She spat out the word 'boy' derisively, as if it were the most disgusting word she could possibly say. "That would SUCK."

Ruby giggled. "And suck in a bad way. Not in a practicing-on-a-banana-and-wishing-it-was-Daddy good way."

Michelle giggled. "Yeah. Mmmm... Bananas!"

They both giggled a lot at that, which I guessed was a reference to some kind of in-joke.

Then, unexpectedly, Michelle's eyes lit up. "Hey! Let's play Daddy Fucks His Bitches."

"Okay!" But then Ruby asked with worry, "But what if he hears? You know how loud we get."

"True, but he's upstairs and way on the other side of the house, in his den or his bedroom. He's never heard us from there before. It'll be fine."

Ruby giggled, "You talked me into it." She pulled her feet up out of the hot tub (which wasn't actually that hot since they hadn't turned it on). She lay down on a wooden bench near the tub. There was a white towel on it that she could use as a pillow.

I got the feeling that whatever game they were going to play was one they'd played many times before. The more I heard, the more flabbergasted I was at the intensity of their obsession over me. When Ruby said something like, "We wanna serve him as his exclusive personal sluts, making his every sexual desire come true, and Mindy totally approves," that had to be a joke, right? I should have been deeply disturbed by their words, and I was. But at the same time, I couldn't stop stroking my erection!

Michelle sat up on her knees next to her. "Now, remember the feel of his hands on your ass. On your breasts. Do you remember that?"

Ruby closed her eyes and kept them that way. "God, yes! How could I ever forget?"

"I know. You're such a lucky bitch. But never mind that. Focus on your breasts. Imagine that Daddy's on top of you. He's big and strong, and he's taking over! He's sitting on your tummy, and his hands are kneading your big tits like raw dough." Michelle sat up on Ruby's stomach and began kneading her breasts to make her words seem real.

After a minute or so, Michelle asked, "How does that feel?"

Ruby cooed, "It's so good, Daddy! You're so strong, and I'm so helpless! I guess you're gonna fuck my face, aren't you?"

"That's right, I am," Michelle replied, her voice dropping an octave in a gesture to sound more like a man's voice (although to be honest she wasn't going to fool anybody with her imitation). "I'm Daddy, and I'm taking control. I'm gonna fuck your face and every other hole because you're my bitch now, aren't you?"

"I am, Daddy! I'm your bitch! I'm your slut! I want you to fuck my face because my lips are here to please you. Please! Let me suck on it!"

"Everything in good time," Michelle said in her lower register voice. "First, I'm going to fuck your tits!"

"Yes, Daddy! Do it, Daddy! Fuck me!" A still closed-eyed Ruby cupped her breasts together. Even Michelle in her excitement began cupping her breasts together. Both of them remained like that for some long moments, just panting, as if they were expecting invisible penises to somehow materialize and start sliding through their cleavage at any moment.

But then Michelle seemed to awake from her dream. She clumped up her fingers and then slid her pretend penis through Ruby's cleavage.

Ruby squeezed the fingers from both sides, trying to create a tight tunnel around them. "Daddy!" she yelled. "Your cock is so big! It's almost as big as Michelle's forearm!"

Michelle laughed at that unexpected joke. "Very cute. Hey, I'm trying to stay in character here."

Ruby giggled. "Sorry, but it's true. I mean, you haven't felt it rubbing all over your tummy and cunt like I have. It's HUGE!"

"Hey, don't rub it in!" She was still sawing her clumped fingers through her friend's cleavage.

"What if I want to rub it in? I wanna rub it a lot. And then when he squirts all over me, I wanna rub that in too!"

Michelle groaned. "This sucks! Even your jokes are getting me so hot, but I need real dick! I need Daddy dick!"

"Don't worry, I'll pretend to be Daddy next, but first, get me off."

"Okay!" Her voice had drifted back up to its usual register, but she suddenly dropped it back down. "Sorry, bitch, I could fuck your tits all day - and I will - but first I'm gonna blow my nut down your throat!"

"Oh! Daddy! That sounds so scary! You're too thick! Is it gonna fit?"

"I don't know, but we're gonna find out. Here it comes!" Michelle took her hand from Ruby's chest and brought it up to her mouth. Keeping all her fingers bunched together, she slowly lowered her hand over Ruby's mouth.

Ruby craned her mouth open wide and tried to swallow all the fingers.

Suddenly, her body started writhing about wildly, held in place only by the fact that Michelle was still straddling her.

Michelle had to withdraw her fingers a bit because Ruby started to shriek as a great climax started to wash over her, "Yes! Yes! YES! Oh GOD! I can practically feel my lips around his thick cock! FUCK! He's right here! Daddy! I can almost smell you! Yes! I can taste you! I'm cumming!" She let out a great wail. "AAAAAIIIIIEEEEE!"

Needless to say, I was extremely aroused by their little role-play! How could they be any more sexually committed to me? They were totally obsessed! And yet I was only starting to get intimate with them! Lost in the moment, I wasn't thinking about the morality of it, I was just riding high from the ego boost.

I'd been stroking myself all the time I was listening and watching, and I was reaching a fever point at the same time Ruby was. I closed my eyes as my concentration shifted to focus on the feelings of extreme pleasure surging in my erection.

But as much as I tried to concentrate, I still heard the two horny vixens through the slats. Now, I could distinctly hear not only the sound of Ruby still screaming in ecstasy, but Michelle was screaming as well. Their cries of joy were rising higher and higher, entwining together until it just sounded like a single scream. They may even have both hit the same high note. I'm pretty sure I would have heard that even from my bedroom.

I felt my balls churning and knew I had no chance to stop the load that was rumbling its way out of my body. I was beyond caring where it went. I bit down on my free hand so as not to scream. The first few ropes rocketed out of me to some unknown destination. I opened my eyes and watched my hand direct my ropes to the far wall of the small laundry room. That seemed like the only possible target at hand, so I kept on firing there. My cum streaks flew in great arcs, splattered against the white wall, and slid down.

Once the orgasm ended, I slowly and quietly climbed down the washing machine. Then I collapsed onto the top of it like a discarded rag.

Normally, this was the time for me to start feeling the post-orgasmic blues. But they hadn't kicked in yet. My lust was still raging at full blast, even as my dick was growing flaccid.

I sat there on the washing machine, panting for a while. I was beyond thinking, beyond anything but just breathing and existing. I hoped to calm down and think about this rationally, but I couldn't calm down in the slightest. All I could think about was, They're both mine if I want them! My own daughter, even! And Mindy approves! She actually wants it! She wants me to do Shelle! She wants me to do Ruby! 

Those two girls are just so incredibly, fucking hot! They're such endlessly horny sluts! I always suspected they had big sexual appetites, but now I know it! And they both want me so painfully badly. They want to do anything and everything with me, probably as a team! My God, their obsession over me is incredible! I've got to be the luckiest guy in the world! I'd be a FOOL not to take what's mine! 

My pride swelled.

I sat there on the washing machine for who knows how long. Five more minutes, at least. I probably would have stayed there for a lot longer, but the room got virtually no light as the tiny slatted window was the only one and the central air conditioning didn't work in this room either.

The last I'd heard, there was loud screaming coming from Michelle and Ruby, through that tiny window. But now there was no sound at all. I assumed they were recovering from another great climax or two, just like I was.

I pulled up my shorts and sat on the edge of the washing machine. That felt better than feeling my bare ass on the cold metal. I was still too drained to do much, too overwhelmed even to seriously think. I slowly recovered and tried to make sense of it all.

What's wrong with me? Why do I have such a problem with having sex with the likes of Ruby or Michelle? Well, in Shelle's case it's obvious: she's my genetic daughter. Yet still, would a little bit of teasing from her be so bad? Aggressive, really sexy teasing. That's what she wants. That's what she needs, even. If she badly wanted to, say, jack me off, would that really be such a bad thing? I mean, that's not a sin, is it? And if a handjob is okay, is a blowjob much worse? It's not like real sex. Min basically said as much. 

And as for fucking Ruby, even real sex wouldn't really be adultery since my wife approves, would it? Clearly, Ruby isn't a potential life partner. I'd never give up on Mindy and run off with her. Is it really that wrong to think of her purely as a sex object, someone to have lots of great orgasms with? I mean, of course I love her, but I can love her and have sex with her too. If everyone is fine with that, what's wrong with it? 

I am NOT going to do anything to lose Mindy. Period! In fact, this might actually help me KEEP her. She keeps talking about wanting me to get sexually wild. Having me fuck other women seems to be her favorite fetish. This could actually IMPROVE our marriage, if we can walk on the wild side together, as she put it. 

I hadn't been paying much attention to the world around me, but I noticed it was still quiet outside. I grew concerned that the two girls had moved back into the house. What if they got concerned that they'd made too much noise? What if they went looking for me and found me in this room, with my cum still splattered all over the wall?

I climbed back up the washing machine and peeked back out through the tinted window to make sure they were still there. The sight I saw took my breath away. They were still there, still next to the hot tub, and still both buck naked. In fact, they were almost in the exact same positions as before, except Michelle was where Ruby had been lying down, and now Ruby was sitting on top of her.

I couldn't really hear what they were saying, though. I had no idea why, but they were quietly whispering now.

But I had no doubt what they were talking about. I remembered them saying something about how it would be Ruby's turn to "play Daddy" next. That was my daughter, play acting that she was getting titfucked and then face-fucked by her father! By ME!

This was too disturbing for me to take! Worse, I found myself getting aroused by it.

Somehow, seeing all that happen to Ruby was okay, even great. But to see the exact same thing happen to Michelle? I wasn't ready for it. Besides, my penis wasn't ready for any more excitement, period. I wasn't a spring chicken anymore. The sweat still seemed to be pouring down my face in buckets, although I couldn't figure out why. After all, for a long time now, I'd done little more than lightly stroke my erection. But I felt like I'd been through the wringer, both emotionally and physically.

I grabbed a towel and hastily wiped off my cummy mess on the laundry room wall. Then, double checking to make sure the room was completely clean (especially the cum stain on the wall!), I finally left the room with the cummy towel in hand and headed back upstairs. It was time for me to take a nap, regardless of the time of day. I was totally worn out.




Chapter 16



When I woke up from my nap, I found myself in a more thoughtful mood. But, oddly enough, I didn't feel the overwhelming guilt that usually hit me at such times. 

Partly, I think that was because a general lusty mood was building up in me. Or call it a lusty fog, perhaps. The point is, at least ever since I'd ended the two-day no-teasing ban, something inside me had changed. I seemed to be at least somewhat horny all the time. Even when I'd climaxed and the sexual situation was long over, it seemed like the promise of yet more sex soon was still in the air. I couldn't really do anything to get my mind off of everything that had happened, and nearly all of it aroused me to an incredible degree.

Hell, to be honest, the 'lusty fog' had been rolling in for weeks now, if not months, with a very gradual but inexorable buildup.

Day by day, Michelle and Ruby had pushed just a little bit more, gotten a little more daring. In retrospect, it seemed that all they could think about was having sex with me, and that intense sexual feeling had rubbed off on me. Just being in the same room with either of them gave me an erection these days, no matter what they were wearing or how they were acting. Now, events were starting to move faster as my guilt and emotional barriers were at long last crumbling under their relentless attentions. They could sense my increasing willingness and were responding with even bolder actions.

The hot tub conversation I'd overheard powerfully affected me. It was a game changer, for sure. Perhaps it would have scared others off, but I was already too far gone for that. It was like my remaining moral qualms had been shattered by a sledgehammer. That, and "inspecting" Ruby's and Michelle's naked bodies, had me rethinking my self-imposed rules.

My first instinct was to call Mindy, since, as always, she was my best friend, lover, and soul mate. But then it occurred to me that I couldn't share what I'd heard or seen with her, since I wasn't supposed to be spying on the girls in the first place.

But I decided to call her anyway. It was always good to hear her voice and touch base.

I had no trouble reaching her, and we had a nice chat. I did tell her all that happened before I spied on the hot tub action, and the description I gave of the two girls rubbing their naked bodies all over me and the way I felt up Ruby's tits and ass put my wife into a nearly frenzied state of excitement. It was a good thing she had her own sound-proofed office, because she jilled herself to climax as I told my tale.

I was getting pretty mentally aroused too, but my penis was still down for the count. Once I'd finished explaining everything, I asked her, "Min, seriously, I don't understand your lust for sharing me with other women. It's not natural. These girls are totally obsessed with me, for some bizarre reason that I can't figure out. Don't you feel threatened by them?"

"No. I understand just where they're coming from. We've talked. It's all good. When you get off the phone, I want you to find Michelle and play with her big tits for a good long while, because she's gonna feel left out and left behind until you do. That's an order!"

She chuckled to make sure the "order" part was a joke. But it also kind of wasn't.

I complained, "But darling. Doesn't it bother you in the slightest if I were to do that? I don't get it."

"It bothers me that I won't be there to see it. That's the ONLY problem I have. But please, stop asking me why I love what I do. Why do you have a thing for blondes and some other guy doesn't?"

"Because blondes look better," I replied, laughing.

She laughed too. "You're just saying that because I'm blonde!"

"True. But it IS true, just the same. That's one of the things that attracts me to you. I mean, blonde hair is clearly more interesting to look at. There's so many different colors to enjoy. There's much more going on than an all-black mop of hair."

"Yeah, well, another guy would say that about redheads, or whatever. My point is, just accept people are how they are. Now, go play with our daughter's body like you own it, and that's an order too!" She giggled.

"Yes, ma'am!" I laughed, pretending to be "forced" to perform this odious task.

She added, "Besides, she has that long mane of blonde hair down her back nearly to her ass, so if you love blondes, show it by rubbing your hard cock against her naked body!"

After the conversation I'd spied on, that sounded like an excellent idea. But not yet. I told my wife, "I'm not up to the task right now, but I'll probably be feeling frisky again in a couple of hours. There's no telling how many hugs and kisses I might share with the Gruesome Twosome while you're slaving away at the office. You might want to come home early, if you want to catch the fun."

She grunted. "UGH! Oh God! I'm getting horny all over again just thinking about it. Damn you, Daniel Cooper! Now I'm going to be a complete wreck for the rest of the day. I might as well go home now, but I can't. But I'll do what I can to clear my schedule. I'll be there in two hours if all goes well, three hours at the max."

I was very glad to hear that. If I was going to take part in any more "extreme" teasing with Michelle and Ruby, I'd feel better about it if Mindy was there and fully approving. Maybe she got excited hearing about it third hand, but would she still be so keen on it after seeing it with her own eyes? We needed to find the answer to that question, and right away.

Now, I had a couple of hours to kill. I didn't want to go downstairs, that's for sure. I knew that if I did, those two hell-spawn vixens would drag me into yet another very sexual situation. Even if I didn't feel up for it, I'm sure they'd get me to change my mind before long. I was starting to look forward to those encounters more and more, but I wanted to wait for Mindy.

I knew I was in no condition to do any writing. Luckily, when it comes to writing books, it's not like one has to produce every single day. I have hot streaks and cold streaks. I could go days without writing, and no one would know but me. It's a pretty nice life for the few authors who sell enough books to make a living out of it. I didn't even feel like doing more research on daily life in the Roman Empire. But in any case, I knew I had to do something to keep my mind occupied, so I picked up one of the great Horatio Hornblower books, and before long I was completely carried away to foreign lands and stormy seas.

The time flew by. Eventually, Mindy called and said she was leaving work and would be home shortly. I took a shower, and seeing that Mindy still wasn't home, I went downstairs. I figured the two seductresses couldn't stir up that much mischief in the short time before my wife arrived.

I found the two of them outside by the pool. They were lying on their lounge chairs, but they were deep in the shade under a big tree. It was the hottest part of the day, and one can only sunbathe so many hours. It looked like both of them had been reading books as well and had more or less drifted off to sleep.

They looked pretty much like any two normal teenage girls, lying face up in the sun with dark sunglasses on and books on their laps... except for the fact that they were both buck naked and had rich all-over tans without the slightest hint of any tan lines!

Oh yeah, and I can't forget to mention the fact that their voluptuous bodies would make all the other girls in their school weep with envy. Even their most stacked and sexy friends like Anjali or Nina couldn't quite compare.

I walked up to Michelle's lounge chair and sat on it. Their chairs were close together, so I could reach over and touch at least some of Ruby from this spot. I was wearing nothing but my bathing suit, since I planned to get some swimming in.

Michelle opened her eyes, but she was obviously just waking up and seemed almost drugged on opium... or lust. But she was just a slow waker. "Hi Daddy," she mumbled as she stared at me with a spaced-out smile.

"Yeah, hi Dan."

I turned where I sat and looked over at Ruby. She was obviously waking up too. I found it interesting she called me "Dan" again, now that she wasn't out of her mind with lust like she'd been earlier.

I said to both of them, "I thought I'd come out for a swim."

"That's nice," Michelle replied with a dreamy and lost gaze.

I possessively ran my hands over their flawless teen bodies at the same time. I couldn't reach all of Ruby from where I sat, but leaned over and stretched my arm out, and that allowed me to reach enough. I started at their shoulders and dragged my fingers down to their taut tummies, not missing their big tits along the way.

They smiled and purred with pleasure. "Mmmm!" But they were so out of it that they still didn't stir much, or even keep their eyes open. I brought my hand back to their enormous racks, and that elicited more erotic sounding moans.

I was like a kid in a candy store. But I also wanted to pace myself, and not get carried away before my wife got here. Seeing that the two of them would be vegetables for a while more, I figured now was as good a time as any to go for a swim.

I dove into the water and swam a few laps, but I was so mentally distracted that I barely knew what I was doing. (Luckily, I didn't have to think consciously about swimming to do it.) I was anxious for Mindy to arrive. I didn't know what was going to happen after that, but I was eager to find out.

I felt a little bit guilty. What I'd heard from the two girls as I spied on them in the hot tub suggested they shared an almost disturbing sexual obsession about me. If I was a moral father figure, I should be trying to talk them down and divert their lust to boys their age. But instead, I was probably just going to feed their desires and take advantage of the situation!

I felt a bit cursed. It was a burden to have exceptionally beautiful daughters. Even Nicky was a total stunner, although it was hard to tell with the way she covered up all the time. The truth was, I probably would have behaved quite differently had those two Hellions not looked so incredibly gorgeous. I'd had to fight off my lusty desire for a long time now. I just couldn't resist the temptation anymore, not after I knew how badly they desired me.

I promised myself that at least I would limit what I could do with them. Maybe I won't feel so guilty if I show some restraint. We can and will help give each other lots of orgasms. But actual intercourse can never happen. Never! Not even with Ruby. 

Getting out of the pool, I returned to my spot on Michelle's lounge chair. I felt no need to dry myself off with a towel, since the warm weather would take care of that soon enough, even if I was in the shade.

I said to them, "Looks like the Gruesome Twosome are back amongst the living." I felt my penis growing again, excited by that prospect. I leaned over Michelle and reached out for Ruby too. I lazily roamed a hand over both their nude bodies, just as I'd done before going to swim. Once again, I focused most of my attention on their immense racks. I was reluctant to touch their pussy mounds.

"Yeah," Michelle said happily. She was still in a dreamy and lazy mood, but now her focus was all on me. She was staring at my chest above her with an obvious hunger. She probably found the rivulets of water flowing down my skin sexy, because she sure seemed absorbed in the sight.

Ruby moaned erotically, "Dan, I love how you're touching us all over without even asking." She looked at my hand caressing her lift tit from below. "And I ESPECIALLY love where you're touching us!"

Michelle moaned just as erotically while stretching out some, "Yeah! You can do that ANY time, and NEVER ask! That's an order!"

I chuckled. "Okay." I circled a finger around one of her nipples while doing the exact same thing to Ruby at the exact same time.

I could see they really got off on that. I was looking over at Ruby, and I loved seeing her fists clench and her toes curl. Plus, her nipples grew erect in seconds as I looked at them and touched them. She just muttered, as if she could barely contain herself, "Oh God! Oh God!"

Michelle said with delight, "Daddy, it seems you're starting to believe that we're serious about being your big-titted cockteases... and you're treating us accordingly!"

I asked with deliberate cluelessness, "Is that a bad thing?"

"No, no! Hell, no!"

I looked to Michelle and saw her hand reaching towards her pussy, only to pull back at the last moment. Then it happened again. It seemed she longed to masturbate, but she was afraid to do it with me watching.

I wanted to stall for more time, so things wouldn't get too hot and heavy before Mindy arrived. But I also had a question that was very much on my mind. So I continued to run my hands lazily over their nude bodies, but I continued to avoid their pussy mounds and even usually avoided their breasts too. Just touching their silky smooth skin anywhere was a delight.

I was particularly fascinated with their tummies at the moment. Even with them lying down, one could see (and feel!) the soft curves and indentations that showed how fit they were. For instance, both of them had a long, narrow groove running from just above their belly buttons to just below the start of their breasts. Only particularly athletic men or women have that groove, so it's a sexy sign of a really fit body.

I also loved how similar their bodies were. When I looked from below their breasts I practically couldn't tell who was who, except for Ruby's slightly lighter tan. Seeing the sheen of rubbed-in suntan lotion and the occasional bead of sweat made me content to just run my fingers over their tummies for a while.

Eventually, I asked, "Shelle? Ruby? I've got a question for you both. I'm usually not this direct, but I think it's pretty obvious that both of you have the 'hots' for this old geezer. I mean, the things that have happened in recent days... It's pretty nuts. Now, I'm not being judgmental. I'm trying to look on this as, you know, a phase both of you are going through. But my question is, what's the appeal? I just don't see it. You two are stone foxes. Look at the sheer size of these things, for starters!" As I said that, I caressed their tits again.

That resulted in more happy, almost orgasmic moans.

I pulled on their nipples a little bit as I continued, "Most guys love big breasts. I'm hardly the only one. But your bodies are phenomenal all over." I went back to caressing their taut tummies. "You could have any guy you wanted, just by crooking your little finger. So what's the deal with you two?"

Michelle said, "A-ha! There! You just answered your own question."

"What?"

"You said 'you could have any guy.' So why limit ourselves to the clueless boobs at our school? Everybody knows that girls emotionally mature faster than boys. Those guys are all so excited about their X-Boxes or Grand Theft Auto or whatever crap video games they play these days. Puh-lease! I want a REAL man!"

I don't know why, but the note of absolute determination in her voice sent a little thrill up my spine. At the very least, my daughter had "standards" when it came to the males of the species. Unfortunately, that also meant she'd narrowed the field of potential suitors in a way that still didn't exclude me from being her prime target.

"Okay," I replied, "Let's say you want an older guy. Why not meet some college boys? I'll bet you'd find some real hunks who are smart and refined too and would drool over the prospect of dating a girl like you."

Ruby replied, "Yeah, but why bother? Why spend all that time looking for the perfect guy, when we have you right here? Bird in the hand versus two in the shaved bush and all that, y'know?"

"Yeah!" Michelle nodded in agreement. She was already starting to get into her sultry vixen mode. She spread her legs a little and cupped a breast with her hand, pushing it in towards her other one. "Besides, I know those college guys would drool over us 'cos they want our bodies. The problem is, that's all they'd want from us. They'd be more than happy to 'fuck and run' to tell their friends, if you pardon my blunt language. But that's how the expression goes. Once you get a reputation as an easy lay and a hot fuck, you're stuck with it. Word gets around, and then the only guys who'll be interested in you are the ones you wouldn't want to keep."

She spread her legs wider. "Look at my pussy."

My brain was basically shutting down, because I found myself gawking at her pussy without thinking. I even leaned over it until my head was directly above it.

"I'm not gonna go for a bunch of false modesty," she said firmly. "I know I have a very nice pussy. Look at the even lips, the symmetry, the proud little nub above it." She ran her fingers right along her slit to help show it off. "You think I'm gonna let just any cock in there? No way! How many losers would we have to go through - who look good at first but turn out just to be users?"

Ruby added, "And those other guys, they're all talk. They couldn't handle one of us, much less both of us at the same time. But look at you! Thanks to your long history with us, not only do you love us way more than they ever will, but you know exactly how to treat us. Look at how you're driving us wild by casually running your hands all over us. I feel so helpless right now! Goose bumps all over!"

Michelle said, "Me too! Mmmm, see? Daddy, you just poked your finger in my belly button. That may seem like a small thing to you, but it's making me so horny that I can't stand it! You're taming us with your every touch!"

My stiff cock was crying out for attention. But I ignored it, and said, "I'm sure if you really look around you can find some guys your age who know how to treat you right."

Michelle said, "Maybe, maybe not. I highly doubt it. But again, why bother? We've got the perfect man right here."

"Yeah!" Ruby agreed.

"The perfect man?" I asked, still staring at her crotch. She was running her fingers all over her pussy mound now. She wasn't quite masturbating, but she was making sure to keep my attention.

I drew a line between the bottom of her nearest breast and the top of her rib cage. I was doing the exact same thing to Ruby. I said, "Now it's my turn to say 'puh-lease.' I'm just an ordinary guy. Besides, I'm married." I nodded towards the wedding ring on my finger.

Ruby sat up and responded with unexpected indignation, "'Ordinary guy?' Hardly!" Her sudden motion had knocked my hand off her body, so she took it and brought it back to her upper tummy. "My dad, now he was an ordinary guy. Just another loser slugging it out in the rat race. But you, look at you. Let's not even count how much we love you for a second. Let's not even think about your great big cock, although that's hard to do." She giggled. "You've got a cool job writing best-selling books, you've hung out with famous people, you're smart, you're sexy as hell, you're super nice and loving and understanding... Michelle, help me out, here!"

"Daaaaddy!" Michelle pleaded. She sat up too, but she also held my hand to her tummy so I could keep on exploring. "Don't be thick. Just look at you! Look at your chest! How can I not get all weak in the knees and googly-eyed? I don't care if you are my daddy, you're a HUNK!"

"Not only that," Ruby added, "but you have such a great touch." She began running her hands all over her big breasts, finally forcing my eyes from Michelle. "When I think about the way you play with my breasts, I get all tingly. I think: 'There's a man who knows just how to control a woman!' It's like you can read my mind and know exactly what I want, and yet you're constantly surprising me too! It makes me want to submit to you and repay the favor. And that's before you've really started to know my body. When I think about what you'll do later... Oh God! And then when you played with my ass. God!"

Frustrated that the way she was caressing her rack wasn't encouragement enough, she grabbed my hand that was near her and had it firmly cup the underside of her nearest round tit. Clearly, she was getting hot and bothered and wanted me to do more than just lazily run a finger over her skin here and there. They didn't know I was waiting for Mindy.

Michelle rolled her eyes at her best friend. "There you go again." She thrust her chest forward at me, and cupped the undersides for good measure. "Can't you play with my big tits too? Or I'm never gonna hear the end of it from Miss Tingly Tits over there. I love what you're doing already, but go all out!"

Ruby said, "See?! See how much you make us want you? It's almost cruel and mean how sexy you are, because you won't let us play with your cock!"

Trying to keep the conversation on track, I ignored that. In fact, I let go of them altogether, since things were growing too steamy. I said, "Okay, let's say for the sake of argument that I'm a good catch. There's still only one of me, and there's you two plus Mindy. That's not good math."

Michelle was sensuously exploring her own bare breasts, since I wasn't willing to do it right now. "Oh yes it is. A stud like you needs a couple of hotties on the side, at least!"

I chuckled. "So, what? You're my mistresses now?"

Michelle replied with a mysterious and lusty stare that nearly knocked me over. "Mmmm! Something like that..."

I looked over at Ruby. If anything, she had an even more intense "come hither" look. Obviously, she wholeheartedly approved of the mistress idea.

My cock very much wanted to get involved. But I held back. I worried that my ego was probably loving this too much. Both girls were fawning over me like I was the greatest thing since sliced bread. It was actually a bit disturbing to me, because I'm a modest guy. I found myself looking around nervously, suddenly eager to change the conversation.

Ruby suddenly stood up. Then she walked around the lounge chairs so she could stand up close to me. "Dan, I just realized something! What's the deal with coming out here and not giving me a hello kiss?" She struck a sexy and defiant pose, jutting a hip out and planting her hand on it.

Michelle stood up as well, positioning herself right next to her. "Yeah, Daddy! Me too! That's just RUDE!"

I grinned like a Cheshire Cat. I looked back towards the house for any sign of Mindy, but I didn't see her. I was too caught up in the moment to wait around. "Okay, you got me. Who goes first?"

Both of them rushed forward. I had to hold my hand up. "Whoa! You realize you two could, I dunno, flatter me to death or something. Here, Shelle, why don't you kiss me before my ego swells up and pops?" Since I'd kissed Ruby almost exclusively earlier, I thought it was only fair to give Michelle more attention.

About two seconds later, I found my arms full of a nude teen sexpot! Her lips went straight for mine, and I could tell that this time she wasn't going to settle for just lips on lips. But I wasn't going to give in so easily. I was plenty eager to French kiss her with lots of tongue, but I wanted to play hard to get.

Ruby obviously remembered how I'd given in by accidentally opening my mouth, and she tried her best to create a distraction. "Hey! Look! The neighbors are watching!" Her naked body jumped up and down excitedly as she pointed away.

That made me look around a little bit, but I didn't open my mouth. Besides, I knew no neighbors could see into our backyard. We were at the top of a hill (with a great view of the ocean) and the houses on both sides of ours were downhill a ways.

Ruby tried again, while pointing up at the sky this time. "Ohmigod! Is that a UFO?! Aaaaiiiieeee! Space midgets!"

For some reason, "space midgets" made me laugh out loud. And by laughing, my lips came open.

Michelle quickly took advantage, and she slipped her tongue in and refused to cede her position. At first, I was reluctant. How much of that was still stalling for time and how much was lingering resistance to necking with my own daughter, I wasn't sure. But slowly, ever so slowly, I gave in. Soon, I found myself kissing back with lots of passion - and lots of tongue!

Soon, we were learning and mastering each other's kissing styles. I felt a thrill run down my spine, several times over. At the same time the kiss was heating up, Michelle and I were able to pay some attention to our bodies as well. My hands slid down to her luscious bare ass, and I cupped her ass cheeks.

She did the exact same to me. That meant that her hands slid into the backside of my bathing suit.

Then Ruby cried out, "Hey, Mindy's here!"

I found myself thinking, Too late, Ruby, Shelle's tongue already won the battle. No distraction needed. But then I remembered that in fact Mindy was overdue to come home. I looked around, and sure enough, there was my wife, standing at the screen door about forty feet away, staring at us in wide-eyed wonder.

Michelle also turned her head and saw her mother. She immediately seized up and broke the kiss. It was obvious that she was feeling like she'd been caught with her hand in the cookie jar. Funnily enough, I was feeling that way too, and in spades. It didn't matter that we both knew on some rational level that Mindy was pushing for this very thing; instinct took over.

Still dressed in a pin-striped jacket with a cream blouse underneath, Mindy marched along the edge of the pool, heading towards us. She looked to be hopping mad behind her dark glasses, and reinforced that impression as she barked, "Just what the hell is going on here?!"

But by this time, I'd made the connection that she'd been nearly orgasmic talking about this kind of thing in the recent past. Plus, I know how much she loved to play tricks and tease. I figured she had to be bluffing. So I said matter-of-factly, "Just kissing and groping my lovely nude daughter. It's a hello kiss."

She didn't reply until she walked all the way up to us.

Michelle tried to wiggle out of my grasp, but I didn't let her. I didn't even take my hands off her ass cheeks.

"I see," Mindy replied coldly. Then she pushed her sunglasses up to her forehead and broke out into a big smile.

There was an audible sigh of relief from the girls as she did that. Even I was relieved that my guess had been correct.

She asked with a happy smirk, "So when do I get my turn?"

I eyed her up and down. "Get in line. You're after Ruby. Besides, rules are rules. You've gotta be naked first."

Grinning from ear to ear, she started to take her jacket off. "That's a fair cop. So did I miss much?"

I answered, "No. I only came out here a little while ago. In fact, this is only the second time I've ever kissed Michelle with tongue."

Bending over to kick off her heels, Mindy replied, "Cool! I'm glad I got to see that. To be honest, I've actually been watching from the house for a couple of minutes."

I responded, "You were? I didn't see you."

"I was looking from Michelle's room. It's a much better view up there. I love the way you were running your hands all over them at the same time!"

"Jesus, Mom!" Michelle said, still tensed up from being discovered. "You could have said something. You scared the hell out of me!"

But grinning even more, Mindy replied, "Hey, I could see you two were expertly seducing my husband, or maybe he was expertly seducing you. Either way, I didn't want to spoil the mood. Now, Honey, are you just going to just stand there playing grab ass, or are we gonna see some serious smooching? Otherwise, it's Ruby's turn."

Michelle immediately planted her lips back on mine and soon we were back at our passionate necking.

Somehow I felt much better all around that Mindy was here, watching and fully approving. Emboldened, I brought a hand up to my daughter's giant F-cup breasts. They'd been pressing into my bare chest all the while, but I hadn't been paying them full attention due to everything else going on. In fact, I had yet to ever truly fondle them in a sexual manner to the exclusion of everything else. I determined to make up for that with some serious tit-fondling now.

As soon as my hand reached my daughter's tanned orb and cupped the underside, Ruby cried out, "Look! He's going for her tits! Look! He's never really done that before!"

I could hear Mindy reply, "I know! Dammit, it's too hot! I can't get out of these clothes fast enough! Help me with these pantyhose, Ruby!"

Michelle was also extremely excited by the simple move I'd made. As I brought my other hand up to play with her staggering rack as well, she shrieked, "Daddy! Take me!"

"Take me?" I asked quizzically.

"You know what I mean! Take my tits! Hold 'em! Squeeze 'em! Knead 'em! Own 'em! Do whatever you want, 'cos they're YOURS!" Her hands were still grasping my ass cheeks, and she was using that hold to press against me as tightly as she could. At the same time, her whole body was bouncing up and down with excitement.

That felt extremely good, especially since she still had a fair amount of suntan lotion on. It also felt great because all that bouncing meant lots of bumping into the erect pole in my shorts. She felt that as much as I did, and quickly decided to grind her lower abdomen directly against it in a much more deliberate manner.

But then, to my surprise, I felt Mindy suddenly press against me from behind and slightly to the side. One of her arms wrapped around my back, while the other wrapped around Michelle's. I hadn't seen her finish undressing, but it was obvious from all the skin-to-skin contact that she'd gotten naked. She emphasized that point by cooing in my ear, "Daniel, I'm ready for my kiss now."

Michelle had been so taken by my two-handed breast play that she'd forgotten to keep kissing me. But after hearing Mindy say that, she replied hotly, "Hey! It's still my turn! Daddy gets to play with my tits as much as he wants!" Then she threw herself back at me, probing her tongue deeply into my mouth.

Mindy didn't seem the least bit bothered by that, and continued to hug me and coo into my ear. There were four big bare tits pushing into me, two on my front and two on my back, a fact my wife couldn't fail to miss.

She cooed, "Look what you're doing, Honey. You're making out with your daughter, AND you're playing with her tits and ass. What a naughty, naughty boy. Did you hear what she said? Those are YOUR tits now! Yours to play with! Our daughter is right: you get to play with them as much as you like. Not just today, but any day! As a matter of fact, I insist that you play with them a LOT!"

Ruby stuck up for her "breast friend." "Michelle's tits are naughty! They need a lot of rough play or they get very naughty indeed!"

I felt my wife reaching around to my front side and grasp my hand. She moved her hand a little bit until it was deep in my daughter's cleavage. Then she started sliding it up and down in that tunnel of flesh, just like it was a penis in the middle of a titfuck!

I was totally shocked!

She said, "Look at this, Honey! Feel it! Don't you think your hard throbbing cock belongs in there? I think it does! What do you think, dear?"

Michelle apparently found that question too hot to handle, or maybe it was the way I had a hand twisting her left nipple. Or perhaps it was the way she was up on her toes, apparently trying to rub her clit against the bulge in my shorts. Or it could have been the way Ruby chose that very moment to walk up behind her and put both hands on Shelle's ass, since my hands were otherwise occupied. Probably, it was a combination of all that and more, including the scorching kiss we were sharing.

My blonde daughter pulled her mouth away and bit her lip in an effort not to scream out to the entire neighborhood while she was slammed by a monster orgasm.

She quickly gave up the effort to stifle her scream, but right as she did, I covered her mouth with mine again and probed inside with my tongue. That seemed to propel her even higher into orgasmic ecstasy. I could feel her entire body shaking and writhing.

Then, suddenly, she went completely limp.

I tried to hold her up, but my hands were full of the biggest tits I'd ever gotten my hands on, and I couldn't get a good hold. When they're that big, they don't exactly work well as a place to grab onto to keep a girl from falling when she faints, especially if they're oiled up with suntan lotion and slippery as all get out.

Surprisingly, Ruby wasn't much help, since she didn't realize Michelle's plight in her eagerness to get closer to me and kiss me next.

Luckily, Mindy quickly came around me and her mothering instincts took over. She managed to bring Michelle down to the ground with a safe landing, and then cradled her in her arms. "Darling? Michelle? Are you okay?"

"Mmmm... Aaaah..."

That was the first sign that Michelle hadn't actually passed out. She finally opened her eyes, and had that same spaced-out and dreamy look as when I'd woken her earlier. Except her eyes soon focused and she looked right up at me. She sighed longingly. "I'm in love!"

Mindy looked up at me and said, "Looks like you've got trouble, Honey." But she still had a big shit-eating grin on her face, and she was acting like this was the kind of trouble she wanted to dive into head-first while shrieking with glee. "You might just be stuck with a hot busty daughter who gets hooked on having orgasms with you!" She snickered gleefully.

Seeing that Michelle was literally in good hands, I looked around for Ruby.

She was standing behind me, still naked, still gorgeous. Her arms were pressing her E-cups from below, making them look at least as big as Michelle's F-cups. It looked like she was still waiting patiently for her turn, and she'd grown nervous and excited from watching what I'd done to her best friend. Perhaps she felt a little bit excluded, since she wasn't actually family like the rest of us.

But I decided to take care of that.

With her still staring up at me shyly, I quickly walked over and swept her up in my arms. This time, there was no need for a battle to open my mouth - I eagerly probed my tongue into hers from the moment our lips met.

We were still going at it a minute or two later when I heard Mindy coughing right next to my ear to get my attention. Apparently, she'd finished comforting Michelle, because she was happily draped all over my backside once more. Once I was looking her way, she purred, "Sexy, Dan! Sexy! I love how you're knocking down these busty vixens like bowling pins. But there's something wrong with this scene. ... Hmmm..."

I wasn't paying full attention to her while she apparently ruminated over something she didn't like, because my hands were busy wandering all over Ruby. The only area that was no-go for me was her pussy, but my hand even strayed near there as I swept my fingers back and forth over her taut abs.

Mindy finally made up her mind, and cooed, "I've figured it out. This is not how a kiss with Ruby is supposed to go. There needs to be more dry humping." And with that, she suddenly jerked my bathing suit down with both hands.

Just as suddenly, my erection found itself pressing hotly against Ruby's silky smooth flesh, made even slicker from the suntan lotion.

That seemed to send Ruby into some kind of erotic overdrive. She suddenly began devoting all her energies into grinding the front of her body against mine, with a particular focus on stroking my erection with her firm form. She was determined to get me to cum, and if she wasn't allowed to touch my hard-on with her hands, she was going to use every other trick in the book.

Mindy, meanwhile, was all over my back, but she wasn't just hugging me. She had her feet firmly planted on the ground. The last time Ruby had rubbed my boner like this, when she pressed forward, I could always give way slightly to ease up the pressure. But not anymore. Mindy was behind me, standing firm, and it was like I was trapped between a hammer and an anvil.

Ruby loved that. She slithered up and down me like a cat in heat trying to scratch a pole.

But apparently Mindy could only stand a supporting role for so long. Finally, she said, "Okay, Ruby, enough kissing for you. My turn."

"Awww... What a bummer!" But Ruby let me go.

I didn't really leave her grip though. Instead, I turned around in place so I could face Mindy. That meant that Mindy was holding me from my front side while Ruby was holding me from the back.

Mindy wrapped around me like our lives depended on the kiss. But she was under no real or imagined restriction that she couldn't touch my erection. While I held her up, with my arms wrapped around her, both her hands shot straight to my groin. She cupped and fondled my balls with one hand while she started jacking me off madly with her other one.

I could feel one of Ruby's hands snake between my legs. She felt around at Mindy's hands fondling my balls. Then she reached up further and discovered Mindy stroking my cock. Technically, she didn't really violate my rules, but that was only because her hands generally stayed on top of Mindy's!

Then she pulled back and ran her fingers up and down my perineum and ass crack. I got concerned when she started a prolonged, deep, and strangely arousing exploration of that area. But I wasn't in any position to protest because Mindy and I were French kissing so intensely while Mindy relentlessly pounded her fist up and down my soaked shaft.

I'd lost track of the resting Michelle. But after a while l felt her hand on my back and her breath in my ear. She pouted in obvious reference to Mindy's ongoing handjob, "No fair! Mom, I wish I could be doing that."

Ruby had made room behind me for her "breast friend," so I now had four remarkably big tits pressing into my upper back!

I found myself embraced by three voluptuous vixens at once. I could feel tits and hips and wandering hands everywhere. Someone was licking the back of my neck and working her way to my ear, but I couldn't tell just who. Even though we were outside and there was a light breeze, the smell of wet pussy filled the air and helped make me drunk on lust. Heck, just the sound of female panting coming from every direction was a huge turn-on.

And of course Mindy was still pumping away on my dick non-stop. Her hands were flying up and down on my slick shaft so fast that it was like they were trying to imitate the fluttering blur of hummingbird wings.

No one had spoken for a while, but Michelle started panting, "Mom, stroke that cock! Stroke it good! Make him cum! Make him cum NOW!"

Mindy panted, equally breathless, "I'm trying, I'm trying! But it's not easy to get this big fat thing to shoot off. You'll find out when it's your turn to stroke and suck him for hours on end!"

Why was everyone exaggerating my sexual talents so much? No man could be stroked and sucked "for hours on end," at least not by these three vixens. My ego was being stroked as much as my boner!

Those words got Ruby especially excited. Also panting hard, she said, "And my turn? Can it be my turn too?" She was busy sliding her breasts up and down my back. They were well covered in suntan lotion, and they slid over my skin like silk on silk. Actually, I was getting thoroughly covered in lotion just from all the naked skin rubbing against me from every direction.

"Yes, don't worry," Mindy said reassuringly to Ruby. "You'll get your turn too." Then, her voice grew much more excited, almost incoherent from her gasping and panting. "Every day! And not just stroking! You'll soon be SUCKING my hubby's COCK! Every single day! Both of you! Together!"

This triggered even more excitement in all three women. Ruby and Michelle squealed and shrieked with delight, as if that was the greatest news they'd ever heard in their lives.

Mindy's claim was a clear violation of the rules I'd set. Apparently, I didn't have much say in the matter. But I was in no mood to complain. Besides, my resolve to stick to that particular rule was fading by the minute. Like I said, what I'd done and overheard earlier had sort of broken my resistance.

I felt like I was at the top of the world. Talk about being treated like a king! The sexual pleasure was intense and seemingly endless!

But then, without warning, I could feel my balls tighten up. I knew it wouldn't be long. I had no idea where my cum would end up, but I shouted out, "I'm gonna cum!"

It was like Mindy was hit by a bullet from a sniper. One second her lips were on mine, even as her hands were setting some kind of land speed record, and the next second I was kissing air as she dropped to the ground. But she knew exactly what she was doing. Somehow, she managed to get her lips over my cockhead by the time I shot out the first blast of cum.

The white jets fired into the back of her throat while she bobbed her head back and forth. Her extra effort gave me an extra, unbelievably intense burst of pleasure. I thought I'd pass out, it felt so good.

At the same time, one of the girls, and I couldn't even tell which one, stuck a finger straight up my asshole! That threw me for a loop, but damn, did it feel great! My legs briefly gave way from the sudden surge of pleasure - it was like I was having a second orgasm on top of my ongoing orgasm! But the girls held me up, preventing me from collapsing onto Mindy.

Meanwhile, my wife kept sucking and sucking! Eventually, my dick slowly deflated. But she still licked and kissed it all over, like she was hoping there were a few more drops left to get if she could just coax them out with some more effort.

The girls were cheering us on all the while - not that we needed the extra encouragement. I couldn't tell who was who due to the mind-blowing intensity of my orgasm. But as my climax faded away, I heard one of them yell, "Make him cum! Make him cum!" over and over (even though I was already shooting my last spurts into Mindy's mouth). The other one simply yelled, "Cum! Cum! Cum! Cum, Dan, cum!"

I belatedly figured out that second voice had to be Ruby's, because Michelle would have said, "Cum, Daddy, cum!"

When it was over, and it was clear that my erection had totally called it quits, the girls began cheering, "Yeay! Yeah!" "You did it, Mom!" "No, WE did it!" and the like.

It was like they thought this was some kind of remarkable achievement, like hiking a tall mountain or something. I could actually feel how extremely psyched they were from the way they bounced around while still holding onto me.

Finally, Michelle and Ruby staggered back to their lounge chairs and sat down on them.

Mindy stood up, even as I sat down on the nearest lounge chair. My legs just couldn't support me after all that. She looked around proudly, and said, "And that, my girls, is how a real hello kiss is done!" Then she stuck out her tongue at them.

At first, I thought it was just a childish taunt, and I'm sure that was a part of it. But even from my position sitting down, I could see some white on her tongue. Then it hit me: She's showing off my cum! 

Michelle lay back on her lounge chair, trying to recover. "Mom, you are the MAN!"

Ruby corrected her, "You mean, she's the WOMAN. Mindy, did you swallow the whole load?"

Mindy was all smiles. "Of course! That goes without saying. Let's get one thing clear: if you plan on sucking my husband's cock, then you ALWAYS swallow. Is that clear? Unless he chooses to cum on your face or tits, in which case it's your duty to bask in your cummy reward. But that's HIS decision to make. Your role is simply to please him in any way you can. Is that understood?"

Both girls nodded with great interest. They sat side by side on the same lounge chair, staring up at Mindy like she was a great sex guru.

Mindy went on, "Taking all that cum and swallowing is one thing you can't really practice, no matter how many bananas and dildos you use. Even practicing on a boy wouldn't really work, 'cos Dan shoots out almost double the normal amount when he's got a big load. And that's most of the time. A few ounces may not sound like much, but just wait until it's happening. It'll feel like a fire hose is being blasted into your mouth. Just try to hold on and don't give up! If you have to let some dribble down your chin, that's okay. That's a good visual reminder that you just guzzled down his spermy gift like a good little... uh, woman."

It sounded like she was about to say something else, such as "slut," but edited herself at the last second. It was strange she was editing herself like that, given everything else she was saying. The walls were coming down fast.

Ruby commented, "Boy, Mindy, we've got so much to learn. Can you teach us how to suck and stroke like that? Your hands - they were like a blender on puree mode! How'd you do that?"

Mindy sat down on Michelle's lounge chair with her, since it was the closest. "Three words, girls: practice, practice, practice. It also helps to pick the right partner to practice on in the first place. But don't worry, I think we've got a willing victim for you to practice on, for years to come." She winked at me.

Having just cum, I wasn't exactly having the post-orgasmic blues, especially since my high had been so high. I was enjoying myself so very much that I wasn't averse to changing the rules to allow handjobs and even blowjobs.

But they didn't know that yet. And I didn't like the way Mindy was ignoring the rules I'd made like they didn't matter at all. So I said, "Now, wait a minute. Things are getting out of hand again. You're talking about breaking my rules without even asking me about it. I think a good rule is that the Gruesome Twosome can't put their hands on my, well, King. That'll keep this teasing within 'reasonable bounds,' as you like to put it."

Michelle asked, "So that's the rule? No hands on King? Anything else goes?"

"Well, no lips on the guy either. Obviously. And no tongue!"

"Awww." Clearly, she'd been looking forward to taking advantage of my oversight with that.

Ruby and Michelle looked unhappy and ready to argue.

I felt like I'd just pooped in a punch bowl, because everyone was so disappointed to hear that. Hell, I was extremely disappointed myself.

But I decided, I think we can see what's going to happen here. My rule against handjobs and blowjobs will bend and then break. Hopefully titfucks too. And I'm okay with that. As Mindy astutely told the girls this morning, I've reached some point of no return. The pleasure is too great for any straight man to resist! 

That said, I still think we need to go slow. I need to put my foot on the brakes a little bit here because otherwise things will totally spin out of control. I can't let this turn into actual fucking. To do that would be actually criminal, in Michelle's case. Let them fight to get me to accept handjobs for the near future. Before long, we'll reach a nice groove where we give each other lots of orgasms every day, and they'll see we don't need to fuck to have great fun. 

Surprisingly, Mindy clapped her hands and cut off the girls' impending complaints. "Okay, what Dan says goes on this. Let's respect his decision and hope that someday he changes his mind. But that's HIS call to make."

Ruby and Michelle looked at each other. They didn't say anything, but I could tell from the look what they were non-verbally communicating, Let's go along with this for now, but keep working to undermine it until we get our way. 




Chapter 17



Mindy at least seemed to be in agreement with me over my newly declared rule that Michelle and Ruby were not allowed to put their hands or mouth on my dick. She added, "Now that we're all agreed on that rule, we've got a problem." 

"What?" I asked.

She squinted and looked up towards the sun. Then she looked back at us. "The Sun. The Sun is moving and these lounge chairs are losing their shade. Now, the way I figure, we can do one of two things. One, we can move the chairs so they're safely under the tree again." She faked a yawn. "Boooring. Or two, we could put on some more suntan lotion, or have our hunky 'n' handsome man here put it on us."

"Woo-hoo!" Ruby and Michelle yelled. They pumped their fists near their sides and started to chant, "Dan the man! Dan the man!" The pumping set their tits swaying back and forth. I couldn't get enough of that kind of sexy sight!

Mindy looked at me, almost with pity. "Sorry to say, Daniel, you're outvoted, no matter how you vote. It's at least three to one for option number two. Those two already have some suntan lotion on them; I could tell from their slicked-up bodies. And they rubbed all over you so much that you're fairly well covered too. But not me. And I don't spend half my day every day working on an all-over tan like certain busty girls here who shall remain nameless."

She shot a glare at Ruby and Michelle, but it was all in good fun. "Good Lord, I feel like an albino compared to the three of you. And I know it's unheard of around here, but I've even got actual tan lines and pale naughty bits to prove it." Then she gave me a private look that all but begged me to agree with her.

I could see where Mindy was going with this: I needed to soften the announcement of sticking to the "no touching the penis" rule. Covering the girls with lotion would keep their grumblings to a minimum, at least for now.

I noticed a bottle of suntan lotion on the ground near Michelle's head, so I stood up and walked over to get it. It felt a bit strange that I was now as completely naked as the three of them were, since my bathing suit had somehow come off in the group "hug." My flaccid penis was swinging in the breeze just a few feet from my daughter's head, and she was staring at it raptly, mesmerized by its every move. She even licked her lips unconsciously. But after everything else that had happened lately, I just couldn't work up a head of guilt over it.

I walked back to my wife, and said, "You know, I love all those pale naughty bits. Even the tan lines."

"I know you do, but let's make them not quite so pale, okay? Now that I'm going to be cutting down on my hours at work, maybe I'll have some time to work on my tan. I'm gonna need it if I'm gonna compete with the rest of your harem."

"Harem?" I asked. "Ha! That's a stretch. I prefer to think of it more like you have a couple of teasing assistants."

Now that things had calmed down, I took a heavy whiff of the air. Even though we were outside, the musky smell of aroused pussy was almost overwhelming. I could see a lot of glistening juices on thighs too, especially Michelle's. As always, she was the most brazen and had her legs wide open while Mindy and Ruby had their legs more or less together.

I almost didn't want to open up the suntan lotion, because I knew the coconut smell would drown out the pussy smell, but I opened it up anyway. I was sitting on the edge of Ruby's lounge chair now, within easy reach of Mindy who was sitting next to Michelle on Michelle's lounge chair. I reached out to start covering Mindy's arm with some of the lotion that I'd squirted into my hand.

But apparently Mindy didn't like our positioning. She looked around and said, "Hmmm. Only two lounge chairs within easy reach. Michelle, can I lie down on yours?"

"Sure thing, Mom." Michelle obviously liked that suggestion. The lounge chairs were narrow and really only designed for one, so she'd be right in the thick of the action. She scooted further away, so I could easily reach Mindy to apply the lotion.

Michelle had her long blonde hair tied up into a ponytail with a scrunchie. She did that often when tanning so the hair wouldn't get in the way of her skin as much as usual.

As Mindy started to lie face down, she said, "Ruby, pull your chair closer. That way, we can all get really cozy."

After the rearranging, I still found myself sitting on the edge of Ruby's lounge chair and facing Michelle's, but I'd had to turn sideways some, because now there was only a small gap between the lounge chairs where I could fit my legs. I sat up towards Ruby's head, and she took advantage of my closeness by plastering her body up against mine. And even though she remained lying down, she had some suntan lotion of her own and began applying it to my skin, while I did the same to my wife.

I asked Ruby, "Aren't you even going to ask first?"

Her voice was full of apology and eagerness. "Oh! Please, please, please, please, please?! Please can I put this lotion on you? We don't want you to burn up, besides-"

I replied, "Okay, okay. I just wanted you to ask."

Mindy said chidingly, "Ruby, listen to him. The way I figure, you're much more than just Michelle's best and 'breastest' friend; you're family. And in this family, what Dan says goes. I expect you to obey his every command, no matter what he orders you to do."

"Yes, Mindy." Ruby was behind me so I didn't see her face, but it sounded like she was positively thrilled by this order!

This idea that I was in total charge was dubious news to me, as I was surrounded by willful women. That's the downside to beautiful women - they are used to getting what they want, as most people fawn over them. But I realized that Mindy was more vocalizing her sexual fantasies than anything, and Ruby obviously shared the same fantasy. I didn't kid myself that this meant I was actually in charge of anything, except maybe for certain sexual matters.

Mindy and Michelle were crammed in together on one chair, pretty much touching from head to toe, but apparently they liked it cozy. They were both face down, with Mindy closer to me. Mindy's ass definitely held up against Michelle's, which was saying a lot about how she'd kept herself in shape.

Michelle said, "Mom, that applies to me too, right? Like, if Daddy wants me to suck his penis for hours and hours, then I have to, don't I?"

"Yes, you do," Mindy replied matter-of-factly. "Only we don't call it 'sucking his penis.' We refer to it as 'sucking his cock.' Or cocksucking. Some men have penises, but Dan has a cock."

Michelle giggled at Mindy, because Mindy was playing with the role of a chiding mother. "My bad."

I groused, "You all think you're very funny, but I'm serious. It doesn't matter what you call it, Shelle, it's not gonna happen." Although I was warming to the idea, I still had to play "hard to get" to slow them down so we didn't go too far.

She whined, "Why not?"

"Because I said so. End of story." Realizing that would hold her back for about five minutes, at best, I added, "It'll warp your mind and make me feel terribly guilty as a failed father. Besides, didn't you hear what Mindy just said about not questioning me? I've broken all kinds of boundaries today that I really shouldn't be breaking. Be happy with that or I'll have to go back to a total 'no touching' ban."

That shut her up, at least for the moment. But then, with her hand cupped in front of her mouth, she theatrically whispered towards Ruby, "I think he's gay!"

I just rolled my eyes at that.

Mindy guffawed. She started to ask me, "Honey, did you realize-"

I cut her off and growled, "Don't encourage her silliness."

After a couple of minutes, my wife asked me, "So Honey. How do you like it? Let's review: you're sitting in the shade, naked as the day you were born, with three equally nude hotties crowded all around you. You're rubbing lotion onto your wife's pale ass, while Ruby is covering every inch of you with her cream, although it seems to me that she's more intent on sliding her beautiful bare tits all over your back than anything else. It certainly seems an effective way to spread suntan lotion around, at least. Meanwhile, your daughter is on the sidelines for the moment, just soaking up the sun. But I'll bet she's already busy thinking about ways to get around your 'no hands or lips' rule."

"Yep!" Michelle said proudly. "What if I were to accidentally fall on you and my mouth just happened to land right on your cock, and then I couldn't get unstuck until I sucked a cum load out of you?"

I rolled my eyes at that.

"Anyway," Mindy concluded with a big smirk-smile, "I'm thinking that it must be a pretty good day for you."

"Yeah, you could say that," I agreed. "Giving in to my wild side some, it definitely does have its perks."

Michelle suddenly sat up on her forearms, giving me a great view of her enormous breasts as they swung free. There ought to be laws against having that much cleavage. She said, "Hey! I'm not a 'perk.' And I'm not a 'teasing assistant,' either."

"Then what are you? I don't know what to call this." Lately they'd been using “big-titted cockteases” some, but that sounded too demeaning to me, so I didn't mention it.

"I don't know," she conceded, her facial features scrunched up in mild dismay. "Why don't you call Ruby and me your 'mistresses?' We can start with that."

I started to laugh, but then I realized that she was serious. "Okay, Fine. Mistress Michelle, do you have another bottle of suntan lotion?"

"NO!" she complained. "Not like that! Don't call me that. That makes me sound like I'm your superior, or some kind of dominatrix or something. I don't mean THAT kind of mistress. I mean like you've got a wife, and you've got a piece of tail or two on the side that you use for your amusement."

I found that odd, and I was going to complain. I'd raised my daughter to have more self-respect than that.

But Mindy quickly said, "We don't have to call it anything. Not yet. Why don't you just call them your 'sexy babes' for the time being?"

Glad to avoid that issue for now, I nodded. "My sexy babes. I like that. I'm a pretty lucky guy to be sitting here with three sexy babes."

Ruby reached around me and gave Michelle a silent high-five.

I said to Mindy, "So, Sweetheart, you must be having a pretty good day too. I didn't even know you could make a smile that big."

If anything, her smile only grew larger at that. "Yeah, well, I've got to admit, this is seventh heaven for me. Wait a sec." She turned over so she was face up. Now she could see everything around her much better, as well as putting her breasts and pussy on full display. "Aaaaaahhh. Now THIS is seventh heaven. No, fourteenth heaven."

Michelle asked, "Let me guess: twice as nice as seventh heaven?"

"Exactly. Daniel, my Honey, just looking at you sitting there with centerfold-perfect Ruby reaching around to run both her hands over your stomach and chest - it does things for me! You have no idea how horny that makes me."

I nodded to her wet pussy and the racing stripe remnant of her bush above it. "Actually, I do."

She furrowed her brow. "Swampy, huh? ... Hmmm, what's that?" She wiggled her hips. "What's that I feel down there? I think there are some alligators living there, that's how swampy it is."

"Uh-oh," I joked back, "I'd better not put my hand down there, I don't want my fingers bit off by the pussy 'gators."

She said forcefully, "Daniel Cooper, don't you DARE say that!" Then, gently, "Don't worry, I'll keep my pussy 'gators on a tight leash for you. In fact, seeing how my skin is the palest right around there, you'd better cover that spot first."

I had been applying the lotion to her legs, and had only started on the front of them since she'd just flipped over. But I sighed theatrically. "Yes, dear. Ruby, you see how tough my life is? Bossed around by my wife night and day."

Mindy chortled. "Yep. You've got it tough, Honey. It's always 'Don't forget to take out the trash' this, 'Don't forget to cover every inch of your daughter's naked body in suntan lotion' that. You know, the tough life."

Michelle chimed in with a big smile, "Actually, it's more like the HARD life for Daddy."

"Good point," Mindy agreed, as she stared at Ruby's hands, which had just finished with my upper torso and had jumped to my thighs. "Um, speaking of which, Ruby, you missed a spot."

Michelle sat up again, so she could look over Mindy at my crotch. "Yeah, you missed a spot! A very important spot!" She snickered and giggled.

The only spot she'd missed was my penis, which had grown erect again. She'd dared to run her fingers all the way down to the top of my dark pubic hair, and now I'd opened my legs wider as I sat, so she could better access all of my thighs. But she was obeying the "no hands or lips touching the penis" rule.

In fact, she said, "Mindy, you know I wanna cover that spot most of all! I could apply lotion there for HOURS! But what about the rule?"

Mindy frowned. "Hmmm. The rule. What do we do about the rule?" She seemed to have a Eureka moment. "Oh, I know! This is going to require some furniture rearrangement."

I was still working on her legs, but had to stop as she stood up.

She looked around. In addition to the two lounge chairs we were using, there was a white plastic patio table, some white plastic chairs, and a couple more lounge chairs, all in the vicinity. She walked over to one of the plastic chairs and carried it to me. She had me sit in it in so I would still be right next to the lounge chair being shared by her and Michelle. I hardly moved my location at all.

She pushed Ruby's lounge chair out of the way to make room for the plastic chair, and then she started manipulating the lounge chair. It was one of those types that was essentially divided into thirds. You could raise and lower the top third and the bottom third. She raised the top third so Ruby would be sitting in it almost like a normal chair, and then she dropped the bottom third as low as it could go so it would be out of the way.

All the while she'd been silent, letting the mystery grow as to what she was planning. Finally, she pulled the newly bent lounge chair right up to where I was sitting and had Ruby get in it. Now, there wasn't much room for Ruby to put her legs anywhere, because my body was in the way.

Mindy finally proclaimed, "Let's review the rule: no lips, no hands. The rule doesn't say anything about feet!" And with that, she took the bottle of suntan lotion and squirted some on the soles of Ruby's feet.

Ruby's eyes lit up as she finally figured out what was happening. She literally clapped her hands with joy. "Ohmigod! Michelle have I told you how much I LOVE your mom? She's a genius!"

Mindy beamed. In her best Wile E. Coyote voice she said, "Mindy Cooper: suuuuupah genius. That's me."

"Hmmm," I said, as Ruby brought her feet up to both sides of my erection. "I suppose I can't really oppose this, after that theatrical production."

Ruby's insoles immediately trapped my erection between her feet and started sliding them up and down on it.

"Nope!" Mindy said triumphantly, intently watching the footjob begin. "Girls, the first rule of marriage is that the wife secretly calls the shots and the husband learns to say, 'yes, dear' whenever it's decision time. Isn't that right, Honey?"

I obligingly replied, "Yes, dear."

Everyone laughed.

Everyone but me, that is. I would have laughed, except I was too busy grimacing with pleasure. Ruby's feet were going to town all over my cock! I was amazed at how good it felt. True, there was a certain clumsiness to it, especially since she'd obviously never done anything like this with her feet before, but it felt every bit as good as a handjob to me. In fact, it felt even better than a typical handjob, because Mindy had squirted a great amount of lotion on Ruby's feet, and now all that lotion made my hard-on and the bottoms of her feet more slippery than a slithering mass of eels.

Plus, the fact that it was Ruby doing it, my de facto daughter, was driving me wild!

Michelle teased Mindy, "How do you keep Daddy in line so well?"

Mindy lay back down on the lounge chair, right in front of me. It looked like she was expecting me to continue putting the lotion on her even as I was going out of my mind from the footjob. I don't know what she was thinking!

She replied, "Well, judicious use of pussy 'gators, for one. Those guys come out at night and they're MEAN! That, plus when he's good I let him nail all the teenage pussy he likes. And he's good ALL the time, my chivalrous Sir Pumpsalot." She winked up at me.

Michelle sat up and brought an arm under her jutting breasts, cradling them. She pretended distress. "But Mommy! I've got a teenage pussy!" She looked down at her slit, wet and swollen with arousal.

Mindy rolled her eyes, as if this were the most obvious thing in the world. She replied, "Darling, you ARE teenage pussy. Fresh, ripe, and ready to be plucked. I'm afraid that Dan could up and shove his big fat King in your tight virgin gash at any time, and there's nothing you can do about it, except love it! Remember what I said about the need to obey whatever he orders you to do. Including that. Especially that! You'll just have to spread your legs and strain with all your might, and take all of him in your tight twat while you scream for joy."

"His Hunka-Hunka Burnin' Love, you mean," Michelle joked. She seemed delighted beyond measure at this "danger" I represented.

"That's right. There's really no telling just what kind of nasty deeds your dastardly daddy is capable of. Why, one of these days, you just might wake up in the middle of the night to find him sitting on your chest with his great big dick sliding down your throat!"

"That's okay, Daddy," Michelle said, batting her eyelashes at me seductively. "That's your right, to take me any way you please, now that I'm one of your sexy babes. I guess I'm going to have to learn how to be a really good cocksucker, since I do expect to find you sitting on my chest and cramming the King in my mouth!" She licked her lips enticingly. "The only thing is: you can do anything you want, but lay off of my blue suede shoes."

Mindy guffawed. "Good one! I didn't see that coming. And speaking of cumming, for crying out loud, stop it with the legs already, Honey. Let 'em burn! My pussy needs lovin'!" She sat up, grabbed my hand that had been at her knee, and pulled it up to her crotch. Satisfied, she lay back down.

This was too much arousal and stimulation at once, especially with Ruby's footjob continuing non-stop. And the sex talk was way over the top. But I loved it! I felt like I'd gone over to the "dark side" somehow, but I didn't care. Lust was in charge.

"But I'm afraid of the pussy 'gators," I joked, as I started to finger her pussy lips. I even applied some lotion all around her racing strip of hair with the other hand, since she was quite pale there.

Mindy rolled her eyes. But then she said, "Michelle, when you have a man, you have to know how to manipulate him to get what you want. Now, I want you to slather your big teenage tits with lotion, then get over there and rub them all over his body until he finally gives in and plays with my pussy!"

"Okay!" Michelle had been feeling left out of the direct contact. She was glad for an excuse to join in, although she found watching the continuing footjob to be mesmerizing.

I pointed out, "You know, Sweetheart, I AM playing with your pussy already."

"Are you? I thought that was a pussy 'gator looking for a cave to nap in. Well, Michelle, you'll just have to make out with him to make sure he doesn't stop. Oh, and do the tit rubbing thing too. I really want to see that."

I thought, Make out? How could that possibly work?! My position was awkward enough as it was, with my legs spread open wide, Ruby's feet busy sliding against my boner, and me trying to reach out for my wife at the same time.

But Michelle was not deterred. She knelt directly on top of one of my legs and then threw her arms around me. This not only allowed us to make out while she rubbed her lotion-covered tits all over my chest, but she could also rub her drooling pussy along the top of my thigh.

Mindy managed to have a great climax while I was busy kissing my daughter. That was a bit of a relief for me, because she pushed my hand away from her crotch, since her pussy suddenly felt sore and sensitive. That allowed me to concentrate more on making out with Michelle and enjoying Ruby's footjob.

One thing about footjobs is that their naturally clumsy nature means that they can last a long time. It was somewhat akin to trying to give a handjob while wearing boxing gloves - one can only do so much. So my erection was going on and on with a great erotic buzz.

Or at least that's what I thought. But then Ruby discovered a new technique. She pinned my erection to my thigh with one foot, giving access to the more sensitive underside. And then she trapped the spot just under my bulbous cockhead, between her big toe and the rest of her toes, and started rubbing back and forth on my most sensitive region. I don't think she'd realized before that she could spread her toes enough to make that happen, but she just barely managed.

Now her attentions were suddenly a lot more intense. I was gonna blow before long, if she kept that up. I couldn't say anything about it though, since I was swapping spit with my daughter.

Finally, Michelle gave me a break, kind of. Pulling back a bit, she brought my hand up to her nipples and said, "Daddy, isn't this great?! This is like a dream come true for me! All I wanna do is make you happy 'cos I love you so much!"

I couldn't really see Ruby, since Michelle was licking along my jaw-line while she talked, but I asked her, "What about you, Ruby? How do you feel?"

"Exactly what she said... Daddy."

Surprised, I made a greater effort to look her way, and I saw she was suddenly blushing profusely. She also had suddenly doubled the vigor with which she was jacking me off between her toes.

Just in case I was too thick to get the message, Michelle brought her mouth to my ear and as she started to lick it, she whispered right into it, "Ruby loves you, Daddy. A lot. As much as I do, even. And that's a whole lot!"

That made me feel really good. I still wasn't entirely comfortable with telling her that I loved her as a daughter out loud, even though I did. I'd watched her grow up since she was a baby, and she and Michelle had been best friends for nearly that long. I realized that I really felt like she was my child. I felt the need to at least say something to her while I still sorted out my feelings. So I said, "Ruby, I've noticed that you've been slipping up a lot in recent days and calling me 'Daddy.'"

There was a hush, and all motion between us stopped.

But I quickly added, "You can keep saying it, as far as I'm concerned. I kinda like it."

Ruby's eyes went wide. Then, suddenly my erection was freed from her tangle of toes, and she threw herself at my upper body. "Oh, Daddy!"

Michelle was already right there, with her arms around me, but that didn't slow Ruby down in the slightest. She sat on my other leg, and Michelle made room, so Ruby could hug me from one side while Michelle kept hugging me from the other side. Suddenly, I felt four large breasts all lined up on my chest and pressing against it. I certainly had never felt that before, and would have cum for sure if Ruby had still been continuing her footjob.

She kissed me passionately for a couple of minutes or more, running her hands all over me all the while.

It's a good thing I knew how to breathe through my nose while kissing, because as soon as she finally relented, Michelle immediately took over. Soon, they were taking turns.

At the same time, both of them were sliding their pussy lips back and forth across the tops of my thighs. As a result, my thighs were rapidly getting drenched in pussy juice. I could feel their bodies shuddering from time to time as they climaxed on me.

After a while, Michelle said to Mindy, who was just sitting nearby and watching, "Mom! Oh my God, check this out! It's like an assembly line - we've got four big tits all lathered up with lotion and in a row, sliding up and down on Daddy's muscular chest in perfect time! Isn't that cool? And we're both humping his legs with our cunts! If only he had a third leg, you could hump that too, and then we'd have SIX tits in a row! That would be soooo cool!"

Mindy replied matter-of-factly, "He does have a third leg."

That confused both girls. They looked to Mindy to see what she was saying.

Mindy sagely nodded at my erection, which was just bobbing there in mid-air, untouched.

The girls burst into laughter. "Ohmigod, he DOES!" Michelle said happily. "Mom, come over here and ride his third leg."

Mindy answered, "I'd love to, but I think the King needs a break. Right, Honey?"

I nodded. I was fine with the current set-up, since I was on such a constant erotic high that I didn't need to cum, and didn't even want to cum. I was content to keep the erotic buzz going forever. Besides, I was mighty impressed with their self-control and respect for the rule I'd set. I wanted to see if they could continue to follow it. If they could, maybe keeping things at the level I wanted could work, after all. If so, we could hopefully do more soon.

I was so smothered in teenage tit-flesh, lips, and love, that I lost all track of my wife for a while. There was nothing but lips on my face, tits on my chest, and pussies on my thighs, while my hands roamed wherever they wanted.

But she came back into my consciousness when I heard the sound of clicking.

Michelle and Ruby heard it too, and pulled back from trading kisses with me to look around.

We all found Mindy standing there naked just behind the girls, holding a camera.

Far from being angry, she still had a huge smile plastered on her face. She said, "Sorry to disturb you, but I found this scene so moving and beautiful that I just had to capture it for posterity."

Ruby apparently loved that. She gushed, "Pictures of some of my very first kisses with my man! My daddy! Mindy, that's brilliant! You're the greatest!"

Mindy joked, "Awww, shucks. You don't have to call me that; I'm kind of shy and modest. You can just call me 'super genius' like you did before. Oh, and this also records video."

"OHMIGOD!" Ruby squealed with pure glee. "You ARE a super genius! Here, take some footage of this!" She resumed kissing me, but with even more intensity and passion.

She was in for a surprise, though. Michelle stood up behind her and grabbed her hips with both hands. Then she started sliding all of Ruby's body back and forth over my leg, resulting in much longer strokes than before. That brought her pussy to still-dry portions of my leg as she slid all the way down to my knee, but her pussy was so flooded that she slid quite easily. She was no longer able to keep her lips on mine, and just kept her arms wrapped around me to hold on. But her big breasts were able to slide all the way down to my stomach and back up to my neck.

Ruby shrieked, "This is FUN! This is like an amusement park ride, but with SEX! I've never felt more like a sex toy before, and I love it! I'm gonna cum! AGAIN!"

As an orgasmic wave of pleasure washed over her, and her body began to tremble, Michelle pushed her pussy back up my leg so Ruby's lips could reach mine again. Ruby locked on and channeled a large part of the energy shooting through her into me via a truly electric kiss.

Then she just sort of flopped down on me, and her wild ride was transformed to a gentle cuddle. As her breathing came back under control, she purred, "Mmmm. Daddy. I love that: Daddy! Daddy, Daddy, Daddy! Now I don't have to be afraid to say it anymore. Daddy, that was the best!"

"I have to admit that I think it was pretty damn fun too," I said. "And I like all the Daddies."

That earned me another big kiss from Ruby. While we necked some more, I thought, I really need to ask Cindy permission to call Ruby "daughter," as well as double checking that she's okay with having her call me "Daddy." And I need to do it soon! 

When that French kissing session ended, I said to my wife, "Sweetheart, you want to try that sometime?"

Mindy was still standing there, recording away. "Oh, definitely. You may have to start charging admission for the 'Daddy Thigh Ride.' And I saw what Ruby was doing with her toes. I'm going to have to try that. I thought there was no way my toes could reach around your fat cock, but it's worth a shot."

Michelle settled back onto my other leg and cuddled me from the other side. As she nuzzled her blonde head of hair near my arm pit, I heard her murmuring, "Mmmm. Daddy."

That felt really great. I felt truly loved by these two girls. But I felt obliged to say, "Um, I hate to break up the mood, but Ruby, you said something about how I was your man and you felt great, like a sex toy. I don't want you to get the wrong idea..."

"Oh, Daddy, don't worry," she replied, as if it was a silly question. "I don't mean you're my man, like I'm stealing you away or something. I know it takes a bunch of 'sexy babes' to keep you fully satisfied. You're my man, you're Michelle's man, and most of all you're Mindy's man."

Actually, I was going to discourage her from calling herself a "sex toy."

But I didn't get a chance, because Ruby asked Michelle, "We luuuuve sharing you, don't we?"

"Yep!" Michelle replied. She took hold of my hand that had been lazily resting on her and brought it over to one of Ruby's breasts, I suppose to emphasize how much she liked sharing. Then she leaned her head up and kissed me on one of my collar bones.

Seeing that, Ruby reciprocated. She took my other hand, which had been on her, and brought it over to one of Michelle's jutting breasts. Then she too leaned up and kissed me on my other collar bone.

"Our bodies are yours, now, Daddy," Michelle added as her fingers brought my fingers over Ruby's nipple. Holding my thumb and forefinger as if it was a claw, she clamped them down on the nipple repeatedly. "Now and forever!"

I didn't put much stock in her words. She's a dramatic person prone to dramatic statements that are sometimes wildly exaggerated.

Mindy was still standing there recording everything. Finally, she put her camera down on one of the lounge chairs and said, "Hubby, let me show you just how I feel about sharing."

My erection was still sticking straight out, untouched. She took care of that. Dropping to her knees, she took it in her mouth and began sucking on it! She looked up at me with loving eyes, while her head bobbed back and forth.

"Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick!" I muttered.

"Go, Mom!" Michelle cheered.

"Yeah, go for it!" Ruby added just as enthusiastically.

The feelings of pleasure in my groin were intense. I'd been close to cumming for so long that I'd lost track. But Mindy was being gentle and slow in her sucking, not frantic, perhaps in expectation that I had more to say.

I did have more to say. I wasn't sure if this was the right time to have a serious discussion, with two naked bombshells cuddling on either side of me and a third on her knees actually sucking my cock, but I figured I'd probably fail to mention it later if I didn't say it while it was on my mind. "Um, girls? Ruby? You also said something about how you felt so great to be a sex toy. Or something kind of like that . ... I'm not really, er, thinking too well right now."

Ruby giggled. "I wonder why that is? But yeah, I said something like that. If I want to call myself your sex toy, don't I have the right to do that? It makes me feel good. I wanna make YOU feel good. I love you, Daddy. There. I've said it! I love that I can call you 'Daddy,' but I also want you to call me your slut. Your toy. Your pet. I wanna do to you what Mindy's doing right now. And more! I wanna dive in to total sexual devotion to the man I love!"

Michelle joked, "What she said." But then she added, more in awe than anything, "Seriously, what she said! Ruby, I hope you don't mind if I say that I feel the exact same way!"

Ruby reached out and held Michelle's hand. "Not at all, girl. We're in this together, right?"

Michelle responded, "Totally! I can't believe we're talking to him while Mom is sucking his cock! TOO COOL!"

"I know!"

Ruby and Michelle screamed and squealed.

Ruby added, "Just look at how her cheeks are caved in and her lips are stretched out over all that HOT man meat! HNNG! I bet her tongue is doing all kinds of great stuff!"

Michelle dramatically looked away. "I can't bear to look! Seeing her sliding lips makes me so jealous that I could just die! I really could die!"

Trying to change the discussion from blowjobs, I said, "Before you die, about this 'sex toy' language-"

Michelle interrupted to answer, "That's how I feel too, Daddy. I love you, and I want to serve you. I'm submissive, just like Ruby. That's why we like to be called sex toys and TREATED like sex toys. By YOU! We need a strong man who's not afraid to control us and use us. It can only be you!"

I thought, If Michelle is submissive, then I'm a monkey's uncle! But apparently she's on a kick where she's finding it arousing to play at being submissive. ... Or something. I can't figure her out. But then again, I never really could. I just wonder how long this kick will last. 

But I'm not going to worry about that now. Min is sucking my dick and it feels too good to believe! My two daughters can't wait to have their turns someday soon, and I think I'm going to let them! I've just died and gone to heaven! 

Then, momentarily forgetting me, the two girls met up on top of the middle of my chest and began kissing each other on the lips.

As if I wasn't aroused enough already!

I couldn't see Mindy any more with the Gruesome Twosome in the way, but I certainly could feel her and what she was doing with her mouth. I asked, "Sweetheart, how are you with all this?"

I could feel her laughing around my dick. She pulled off to say, "Honey, duh! When your wife is in the middle of sucking you off with gusto, I think it's safe to say that's a signal that she approves!"

"But Min! This is just some sexy teasing or a phase they're going through... Isn't it? It sounds like they're seriously in love with me."

She'd resumed sucking already, but she pulled off again with an annoyed sigh. "Duh! Of course they are. And I seriously love you, and them, and they love me, and you, and each other! Everybody loves everybody! It's all good. It's just the same as before, except with lots more orgasms. And now we can finally admit that you're Ruby's REAL dad, in all but genetics. YOU, and not that deadbeat loser who finally ran away from his family altogether." She immediately took my cockhead back in her mouth and resumed her talented bobbing.

"Yeah!" Ruby said as she finally broke her kiss with Michelle. "Daddy, if you'd call me your daughter, I'd be so happy. I'd let you do ANYTHING with my body. ANYTHING!"

Michelle nudged her with an elbow across me. "Hey, you're ALREADY totally willing and ready to give your entire body to him."

"Oh yeah."

They both giggled.

Michelle glanced at Mindy's head bobbing over my crotch. She quickly put a hand over her eyes. "Ohmigod! I literally can't bear to watch! It's too hot!"

By contrast, Ruby wasn't afraid of blatantly staring. "I'm getting thirsty! So thirsty for Daddy cum! I can't stop salivating!"

I was finding it increasingly difficult to talk, or even think. But I felt this "Daddy" issue was important to sort out, so I pressed on. "But... Ruby... Getting back to, uh... You have... a mother... a good mother..."

That was true. Ruby's father was born rich and married a gorgeous woman, Cindy, straight out of high school. But he was your stereotypical dissolute spoiled rich kid who never learned how to work or control himself. Drinking, cheating, gambling - he did it all and more, and yet Cindy put up with it and did her damnedest to raise Ruby and give her a normal life.

And it looked like she was making it, despite all the obstacles, until a few years ago, when her husband suddenly announced that he was divorcing her and took off with a new trophy wife, which as I'd mentioned before, seemed to be the modus operandi in this neighborhood. Cindy, though, still lived in the same house, soldiering on, still doing her best to raise Ruby right.

Growing thoughtful, Ruby looked away from the cocksucking action and said, "Yeah, I have a good mom. A great mom, in fact! I love my mom. But if I have you as my daddy and Mindy as my second mom, that won't take away from my relationship with Cindy at all. In fact, I'm sure she'll be relieved. The main reason she's been trying to date again is so she can find me a new father, so I can have a positive male role model in life."

I replied, "Look at us. ... I've got you... draped on... one arm..." I was trying to make a point, but it was too tough to talk. My face was straining as I struggled not to cum. I'm sure I looked like I was on the verge of taking a big shit. Mindy's blowjob was just too intense!

Luckily, Ruby knew where I was going with this, and said for me, "I know. You've got me on one arm, Michelle on the other, and your wife is on her knees, sucking your big fat yummy cock. That doesn't exactly look like a positive role model, right?"

I just nodded. I was really starting to regret picking this, of all times, to bring up this serious issue.

Mindy had slowed down some in her licking, which helped, but she knew just how to keep me riiiiight on the edge, which was maddening, but in the best possible way.

Ruby waved a hand dismissively. "Don't worry. Mom knows about my feelings for you already, to some extent. I'm sure she'll be pleased to find I'm finally getting sexually active, and that I'm not a lesbian or bisexual."

My hands had stopped moving a while ago, since all I was doing was hanging on for dear life and trying not to cum. But I noticed that Ruby was idly playing with one of Michelle's breasts as she said this. I would have reveled in the irony, except I was too horny to think.

Ruby went on, "Besides, she likes you. A lot! I'm sure she'll warm up to the idea that I'm your daughter and sexual plaything. ... Eventually."

I croaked, "Sexual... Play...?" Damn, it was getting harder and harder to say anything at all. I knew it wouldn't be long now before I shot my load, no matter how much I resisted. Mindy was taking it slowly, but she was talented and relentless.

Still, there was something nagging at me. Some kind of parental worry. I was warming up more and more to the idea of having sexual fun with Ruby and Michelle. It seemed that every single minute I felt their flawless and fit naked bodies pressed against mine, more and more of my guilt and worry fell away. But still, there was this nagging thing...

Ah, yes, I remembered somehow. They need to find boys their own age! All this talk about being sex toys, MY sex toys - unhealthy! Bad! Could twist their minds, stunt their emotional growth. Not good! 

It was a Herculean effort, but I managed to pant out, "Find... boys... your age!"

Michelle frowned. "Oh, you're still going on about that?" But then she added brightly, "Daddy, you know what Ruby and I like to do? We like to obey! Not just anybody, but you! If you wanna tie me to your bedposts and fuck me all night long, the only thing I'll say to that is, 'Let's go get the rope.' So of course, if you want us to date some... boys" - she said that word with great distaste - "then that's what we'll do, right, Ruby?"

"Right! Our bodies are yours to command!" With that, Ruby stretched up to kiss me on the lips.

Michelle had the same idea at pretty much the same time, but got there slightly ahead of her friend.

It was all too much to take. I could feel my balls boiling over as I gave up trying to stave off my climax. Jets of my hot cum shot into my wife's mouth as I arched my back and struggled not to scream.

But my struggle didn't last for long. Just as I was letting out an incoherent yell, Michelle's lips closed over mine. I screamed into her mouth, which thankfully at least muffled the sound somewhat from the neighbors.

My climax went on and on and on. Mindy continued her impression of an industrial-strength Hoover vacuum, guzzling every last drop I had to give straight down her throat.

As my body slowly started to come down from its great peak, I found a mouth still on mine, and I grew a bit more involved in the kiss. My eyes were closed, but I felt the lips withdraw and get replaced by another pair. And again. After a while, I lost track who I was making out with.

Perhaps five minutes later, I opened my eyes to the sound of Mindy snapping more pictures. I looked and saw that Michelle's tongue happened to be in my mouth at the moment, but Ruby was right there too, literally kissing the corner of my mouth at the same time.

I shook my head back and forth a little bit, as I was too weak to do much more.

They got the hint and pulled their heads back from mine a bit, although their naked bodies remained plastered up against me.

Ruby exclaimed, "So cool! I feel like I was a part of making Daddy cum!"

Michelle added, "Me too! I didn't get to actually suck on his great big cock, not yet, but I helped! BEST! DAY! EVER!"

The two relentlessly sexual girls high-fived each other.

I looked up at Mindy, still as nude as ever, rivulets of cum still covering her inner thighs. I asked her, "So. Wife of mine. You heard all they were saying. What's your take? ... Got anything to add?"

"Nope."

"Nope?"

She put the camera down and smiled at me. "Nope."

Michelle whispered in my ear, "She's saying that she's totally cool with everything."

I nodded wearily. "I get the picture."

Ruby's eyes went wide at that comment. "Oooh! Speaking of getting the picture, Mindy, that's a digital camera, right? Can we see what you took? I especially want to see the 'Daddy Thigh Ride!'"

"Sure thing. We just have to go to the computer. We can even print up some pics. But I've gotta insist that all copies stay in this house."

"Okay! Come on, Michelle!"

"Okay!" Michelle replied, just as excited. "I can't wait to check out the blowjob close-ups!"

"Oh God!" Ruby could hardly contain herself. "It's all coming true! Everything! All of it!"

"I know!"

Michelle, Mindy, and Ruby ran off like three excited schoolgirls.

They left me all alone. I was kind of amused at that. Hey, what can you do? Women. 

Then I thought more seriously, Jesus! What just happened?! I got so swept up in their sexy talk. But Michelle is my daughter and Ruby might as well could be too! What am I doing here? I feel so damn aroused, but I can't let them sweep me along until we actually have sex! 




Chapter 18



After all that excitement, my penis and I felt done for the day. I wasn't a teenager anymore, and even though I'm as much of an exercise-and-health fanatic as anyone else in the house (mostly because they drag me into it), my body was crying for mercy. Besides, my brain needed some time to adjust to this whole new state of affairs.

The women, on the other hand, seemed to have boundless energy.

As I headed back upstairs, I stopped at the door to the computer room and listened in on them briefly. It sounded like a mini-orgy was going on in there from the way they were ooohing and aaahing with ecstatic delight, although apparently all they were doing was ooohing and aaahing over the pictures and video.

As I dragged my tired ass upstairs to take a shower, I thought, For better or for worse, I seem to 'have' three women now. I'm going to have to be careful not to go too far with either of the Gruesome Twosome so they'll still go out with boys their own ages and go on to have normal adult lives. But at least until they leave for college in the fall, they'll be with me now, in some very important ways. Some very INTIMATE ways. 

Hey, that's an idea! I know what I'll do. I just need to stick to these boundaries and make it clear that the only way they can have real sex is with boys their own age. They're not going to hold out and remain virgins forever. When they realize that I'm serious, they'll probably still play around with me for as long as the summer lasts, but then save the really serious stuff that I won't allow for the boys they meet in college. As long as I don't actually fuck them, once they've discovered the joy of sex with me, their desire to get fucked will grow so strong they'll channel that energy on boyfriends. 

That's a win-win for everybody! Mindy will have her two sexy assistants to keep me constantly aroused, giving us incredible memories to keep us horny and fucking for years to come. And they'll still be on a trajectory to eventually get married and settle down like they should. It'll break my heart to see them eventually find lovers of their own and move away, but that's all part of life. The young birds eventually grow up and leave the nest. 

I sighed, as I shed my clothes and stepped into the shower. But on the bright side, between now and then, we can have a lot of fun. So much fun! And why not? If they're so big on having sexy fun with me, and Mindy is too, why the hell not? My God, they're both so hot and sexy! So, seriously, why the hell not?! 

My arousal level began to rise as I mentally pictured their curvy bodies dressed in skimpy bikinis - or less. Now that I think about it, maybe I'm being too strict with my boundaries. I mean, what's the difference between a footjob with a toe grip and a handjob? They're basically the same, both in terms of how good they make me feel and how quickly they make me cum. I should just go ahead and allow handjobs too, for both of them, or they're gonna be after me with their feet all the time, which would be just plain weird. And, for that matter, what's a blowjob but just a more pleasurable handjob? That's not like REAL sex. 

I found myself imagining them taking off their bikinis and striking sexy poses for me. Damn! Blowjobs from teen sexpots like that? I'd have to be brain damaged to turn that down! 

But then I remembered Michelle as a six-year-old, when I was driving her to kindergarten. I shook my head clear of such lewd thoughts. No, I have to be strong. If I don't have backbone here, then nobody will. Shelle is my daughter! I know incest is big in porn and on the Internet, but this is real life! 

I HAVE to put my foot down. I can't take advantage of two mixed-up girls, and the fact that they're super sexy is no excuse to lose my morals. Mindy certainly isn't going to put her foot down for me, not with her strange new attitude. She's the biggest cheerleader of the bunch! And unless I stick to those boundaries and give them an incentive to date boys their own age, they're going to fixate on me more and more. They're already dangerously fixated on me as it is, what with all that disturbing "sex toy" talk of theirs. I'm going to have to have a serious talk with them about that when I'm NOT getting blown by my wife and mere seconds away from cumming. Boy, what a mistake that was. 

Still, it was so damn fun and arousing! How can I stop having fun with their incredible bodies now? I'm just getting started! 

It was only after I got out of the shower and started to dry myself off with a towel that I realized something very important: Where is the tidal wave of guilt that should have washed over me by now? Where's the tremendous fear that this would somehow lead to the breakup of my wonderful marriage? 

I searched my feelings. There's a twinge of both, yes, but just a twinge. I would feel worse except that I've made peace, with myself at least, that a certain amount of fooling around is okay as long as I keep my resolve on the hard-core stuff. In fact, not only is it okay, it's damn awesome! I feel good! I feel liberated! I feel... aroused! 

Yeah, arousal is the dominant feeling. Even though my dick is completely flaccid, I'm still riding an erotic high. How could I not, when two of the most physically desirable girls imaginable are pretty much throwing themselves at me and declaring that their bodies were mine to command and play with as intimately and selfishly as I please? Shit. 

Just thinking about it was almost enough to get my dick twitching and engorged again. Almost, but I was still too physically drained for the moment. But I knew I'd be riding that erotic high for a long, long time to come.

Was that the reason I didn't feel guilt or fear? Were those feelings just temporarily masked because I was drunk with lust? Or would I still feel the same, even when I came down from this high?

I didn't know, and that concerned me.

Knowing that I'd be no good for any real work for the rest of the day, I went back to the safety of my Horatio Hornblower book.

I was lying on my bed, dressed in just a robe and totally absorbed in my reading, when my wife wandered in a couple of hours later.

If I remained drunk on lust, she was positively stoned out of her mind on it. She still wore the same silly grin as she did before. She was still naked and shambled into the room on unsteady legs smelling of cum and sex, as if she'd just escaped from an orgy. As I watched her, I decided that explanation for her current state probably wasn't far from the truth.

She staggered to our bed and fell back on it. "Phew! ... I'm soooo wiped out!"

I let her lie there for a minute or so, just admiring her body. No wonder Michelle is such a stone cold fox - she gets it all from her mother. They have the same long blonde hair, the same blue eyes, the same cute nose - everything is the same! It's like Michelle didn't get any genes from me at all. The major obvious difference is that Mindy's skin doesn't have a rich tan like her daughter's. But I like the rosy, lightly tanned look too. 

Now that I think about it, having sexual fun with Michelle is much like having my older self have fun with the teenaged Mindy I used to know! Whoa! No wonder I can't resist. 

Finally, Mindy asked me, "What'cha been doin'?"

"Just reading this old book." I held it up. "Oh, and I took a shower. You?"

She sighed happily. "I thought you'd never ask. Boy, did my pussy get a workout. First, the girls and I watched the video footage I'd shot, and did we get worked up! I can't wait to try the 'Daddy Thigh Ride' myself. A girl really needs the extra hands pushing her along though, or it won't work. And we got some GREAT close-ups of my lips around the King. Boy, were those a hit! In any case, we all got so horny that we all ended up with our fingers in our pussies. Our little party ended with a bang, if you know what I mean."

"I can imagine."

"I'll bet you can!" She chuckled as she lay there flopped out on the bed covers, obviously completely beat.

My arousal was already kicking into high gear. But it occurred to me that what she'd just told me wasn't exactly normal. I asked, "So, you actually masturbated with them? Doesn't that bother you?"

She said, "Hellooooo? Don't you remember all the things we did in the backyard? Masturbating together is pretty small potatoes in comparison. We didn't touch each other or anything."

I didn't know what to say to that.

She went on, "Satisfied that we'd made that room smell like a giant wet pussy, we went to the kitchen to get a snack. I ended up having a serious talk with the girls."

"Oh? What about?" For some reason, my penis was starting to engorge.

"Just all these changes, you know. I wanted to make sure they were okay with everything. I checked to make sure they understood where you and I were coming from, and that they were respectful of your wishes and restrictions and so forth."

That was a relief to hear that Mindy was giving them a reality check. "So how did that end up?"

She giggled. "Pretty much the same way as the picture viewing session: with a bang!" She giggled some more. "Somehow, we all got so excited that our fingers dropped to our pussies again and, well, you can guess the rest. Then I told them some stories about you and me when we were teenagers, that I'd never shared before because they were too sexual. I hope you don't mind."

I thought, So much for the reality check. But I was so aroused that I couldn't help but grin. "Let me guess how that ended up."

She wearily raised her hand up and shaped it into a gun, with her thumb sticking up and her index finger sticking out. Then she whispered "bang" as she pretended to fire it.

Then I asked, "What happened after that?"

"The girls wanted to take another look at our new blowjob pics, since one of the hot stories I told involved me blowing you in our old Dodge Dart. Remember that?" She giggled. "Anyway, that led to more cocksucking talk in general, with me giving them some practical tips on how to best slurp on the King. And boy! Did that get them excited! Wooo-eeee!"

I said with chagrin, "Let me guess how that ended up."

She did the "bang" gesture again with her hand. But she fired her pretend gun several times this time.

I said, "So basically, you've been cumming and cumming and cumming some more, pretty much ever since you got home from work."

"Correction: I've been cumming and cumming and cumming some more pretty much all fucking day! Remember how you woke up this morning, with me riding cowgirl? And then your damned sexy phone calls to me at work. I had to sneak off to the bathroom twice! ... Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick. I. AM. TIRED!"

I got a lot of satisfaction seeing my nude wife stretched out and obviously totally sexually satiated. "Why don't you take a nap and then take a shower? Then we can have dinner."

"You're reading my mind. Except, can we eat out tonight, just you and me? The girls can fend for themselves for once."

"Sure, but why?"

"Well, first of all, I wanna reconnect with you. Also, you're gonna laugh, but basically I'm afraid to get near those two again right now. If I do, I know I'm going to get all sexually excited about one thing or another, and then I'm going to want to play with myself, or with you if you're handy, and then my pussy's gonna be hating life even more than before."

I quipped, "Your pussy wouldn't hate life so much if you didn't keep a little alligator farm down there."

She laughed, but then stopped abruptly before groaning, "Don't joke. Even laughing hurts."

"What about the girls? Where are they?"

"Oh, they're dead to the world. Completely crashed out in each other's arms. Can you just picture them...?" She let her voice trail off suggestively, but with the reminder of sleeping she closed her own eyes.

"Naked, I presume?"

"Of course!" she mumbled happily. "I think you've seen the last of them wearing clothes around this house." She sighed again, contentedly, as if this were the best possible news.

I was going to respond to that. She obviously couldn't mean it, right? But I saw her head loll over and heard her breathing change. Just like that, my amazing wife had fallen asleep.

Not wanting to disturb her, I went back to reading my book. With Horatio Hornblower, I felt safe. There was enough exciting naval adventure to keep my mind occupied... most of the time, at least.

About an hour later, I wanted to take a break. I was honestly kind of reluctant to leave the room, for fear that something insanely arousing would get started. My mind and body still needed to chill out. So instead I gave Cindy a call. I figured she'd probably be home from work by now, and I wanted to talk to her about Ruby calling me "Daddy."

After a little friendly small talk, I got to the point. "The reason I'm calling has to do with... well, this is kind of awkward..."

Cindy said, "Does this have to do with her calling you 'Daddy?' And you giving her the okay to keep doing that?"

I was surprised, and relieved, not to have to figure out how to bring that up. "YES! How did you know that?!"

"Because she came home about fifteen minutes ago, right around when I did. She's literally been flying through the house! Flying! I don't think her feet have touched the ground yet! She practically hugged and kissed me to death as she told me all about it. It's 'Daddy, Daddy, Daddy!' Daddy this, Daddy that!" She chuckled. "I don't think I've ever seen her happier!"

I asked hesitantly, "So... you don't mind? That's why I'm calling, to belatedly get your permission. It just kind of happened..."

"Mind? Are you kidding me?! Good on you! It's about damn time! She's been wanting this for YEARS! You just made her whole year. Her whole decade!"

I spoke carefully, "That's great to hear. But... I worry about stepping on your toes. After all, she's YOUR daughter. I don't want you to feel like we're stealing her away from you. I feel bad about how she spends so much time here."

Cindy said, "We are going to have a big talk about this one of these days. But just to clear the air and get some things straight, because I'm not upset at all."

"You're not?"

"No! I don't see it as you and Mindy taking her away from me. It's like she has three parents instead of just one. You're a GREAT influence on her, especially since she really needs a father figure in her life. In short, I fully approve of this 'Daddy' business. It's a little weird that she calls you 'Daddy' instead of 'Dad,' but whatever. As long as you're okay with it, so am I."

"That's great to hear," I said. I was very pleased. But at the same time, I felt guilty. Cindy thought I was a "great influence" on her, when I'd started fondling and kissing her, and I was planning on allowing much more "unfatherly" intimacy. There was no way I could tell Cindy about that, nor could I go back on the seemingly unstoppable "sex train" racing down the tracks. I told myself that, all the sexual fun aside, I would try my hardest to be the best possible father figure for Ruby that I could be.

Cindy cut the phone call short, saying that Ruby was calling for her. She ended the call by telling me, "Dan, whatever you did to her today, keep doing it! She thinks you walk on water. If you'll willing to take more of a fatherly role with her, you have my full approval!"

That left me chagrined and even more guilty. After I put the phone down, I thought, "Whatever you did to her today, keep doing it." How ironic. If only you knew the truth! I feel like a cad. How much of her joy is over the "Daddy" thing and how much is about the kissing and touching? But it's what she wants. It's what I want. It's what Min wants. Dammit, I can't stop now! It's like some kind of sexual beast has been unleashed in me. I'm soaring on a tidal wave of lust. I have to see where this all goes! 

I tried to get back to my book, but it was tough. I was wired, like I'd taken uppers. I was brimming with confidence and sexual desire like never before in my entire life! I would think about Michelle or Ruby giving me a handjob, or blowjob, or titfuck, and I would have to stifle the urge to jump up and down and run around the room. It was just a matter of time before all of those things happened, just as soon as I deemed the time was right. There was definitely no going back at this point.

But still, ordinary life had to go on. Another hour later, Mindy and I were on our way to dinner at a restaurant. I was feeling fairly calm, although there was a certain excitement bubbling inside me that wasn't going away. We were making small talk while I drove our minivan, when Mindy said, "By the way, I spoke to Nicky on the phone a little while ago."

"Oh? I'm sorry I missed that. Why didn't you come and get me?"

"You were busy reading, and I thought you didn't need to be disturbed with more turmoil."

"Turmoil?" I asked. "Talking to Nicky is always one of the highlights of my week. Why should there be any turmoil? Especially now that she's finishing her first year at Berkeley with honors. And things with her boyfriend Steve are going so great. Wait, don't tell me something bad happened? Did she fail one of her finals?!"

Mindy chuckled. "Don't worry; of course not. Everything's fine with her. She had a final today, and she aced it. She's only got one more to go, tomorrow morning, and she's not worried about it. I'm talking about you. You haven't really spoken to her at length since things have gotten rather sexually wild around here. What are you going to tell her about that?"

That startled and disturbed me. "Well, nothing, of course. I'm mean, I hate lying, but how can we tell her the truth about what's been happening with Michelle and Ruby? She's so pure and innocent. She'd never forgive us!"

Mindy sighed. "It's a problem. That's a big reason I decided not to disturb you with the call. What if she asked a probing question and you seized up? I don't think you've thought things through."

"I definitely have not. I'm two steps behind. I'm still trying to handle the fact that what's happening is what's really happening. I have no idea what I'll say to Nicky!"

Mindy pointed out, "And yet we'll have to come up with something, since she's going to spend nearly the entire summer here. Tomorrow is her last final exam, as you know, and after that, nothing's keeping her from coming home. I've encouraged her to stay up there as long as she wants, and since we've told her she's going to have to get a job when she comes home, she's not exactly in a hurry to leave. But still, we can only stall for so long."

I felt a gaping pit opening in my stomach. "Shit! I'm fucked!"

"Not necessarily. Remember that she's going to be working quite a lot in whatever job she gets. So that'll give you plenty of fun time with the Gruesome Twosome."

I sighed again. "I suppose. Actually, maybe this is a good thing. Lately, things have gotten so crazy so fast. With Nicky here, we'd be forced to slow down and have a lot of 'normal time.' I need that to keep writing productively. But what if she catches us? That would be an epic disaster!"

Min pointed out, "Then you'll just have to make sure you're not caught. What if you have a spot for playing around outside of the house? Like, say, the McGrath house? Our house is the 'cool place to be' it seems, since Ruby practically lives here, but there's no reason why you can't have fun with the girls over at Ruby's place."

"There's the fact that Cindy lives there too," I pointed out.

"True, but she has to work a lot as well. Between Nicky's working hours and Cindy's, you'll have a chance to play around every single day. You'll just have to be careful."

I sighed. "I suppose so. It's just that the thought of Nicky finding out distresses me so much. That would totally break her heart. It would be like her finding out we're secret Satan worshippers who sacrifice animals in strange rituals."

Mindy joked, "You mean we're not? When I told you tonight that I was so hungry I could eat a horse, I thought it was understood you were to buy a horse so we could sacrifice it to Beelzebub, Lord of Darkness, in our dungeon at midnight tonight. You know, like we always do."

I joked back, "Sorry, Safeway is all out of fresh whole horse."

The conversation turned to other things, but this talk about Nicky left me unsettled. Mindy seemed to think that Nicky coming home wouldn't be a problem, but I saw it as a big problem, and one with no good solution. Although Nicky wasn't planning on coming home immediately after her finals finished tomorrow, she was coming home soon, and we had to have a plan to deal with that.

Soon, we found ourselves at a local restaurant called Mama Mia's. It was a kind of generic Denny's-type place, except that it had more of a "mom and pop" ownership feel, and a slight emphasis on Italian food. When we left, the girls were still sleeping, crashed out on the floor where they'd collapsed. Mindy had left them a note on what to cook and where to find it.

I was mindful about where to sit, because I figured Mindy and I were going to discuss some very personal, sexual matters. I picked a booth that had complete privacy. It was the most remote booth I could find in the whole restaurant, in a smallish room near the back meant to be used only for the overflow at peak times. It was separated from the rest of the restaurant by an open doorway, and from where we sat we couldn't see through it, so it was like the whole restaurant had been shrunk down to just this small room for us.

Unfortunately, we'd come at a peak time, and on a busy night (Thursday), so a couple of the other tables in the back room were occupied. It was kind of strange for me to look around and see everyone fully dressed, even my wife and myself, considering that I'd seen so much nudity at home earlier in the day.

Perhaps because Mindy has to look classy every day at work, she likes to look classy when we go out too. In fact, she often even outdoes her usual work outfits, even if we're just going to an ordinary restaurant like Mama Mia's. Naturally, I had to follow suit, so I was wearing a blazer, dress shirt, and slacks (but no tie - I hate ties).

After we'd ordered our drinks, Mindy asked me, "So now that I've got you free from the clutches of the Gruesome Twosome, how are you holding up? Are you as floored as I am?"

"More. And I think I'm even more endlessly horny than you are too. Those two are like..."

She finished my thought for me: "Statuesque and stunning Daddy-loving nymphomaniacs?"

I looked around nervously. "Well, yeah, but even though we've got this private table, can we avoid using the D-word?"

"Oh. Right." She giggled like a schoolgirl to cover her embarrassment before admitting, "This is all so new to me."

"Me too. I'm still having a hard time adjusting. I can't get over the fact that you're really okay with this. Loving it, even."

She beamed with happiness. "I am! There's something about seeing you with another woman that turns me on like you wouldn't believe! Heck, even I'm having a hard time believing it. It's like I'm actually the one making love to you, except I don't have to do all the work to keep up with you."

I laughed at that. "We need to get you a remote controller then. Perhaps a PlayStation controller with the shaker feedback so you can really get the feel of being in on the action."

She mock-swatted at me with one hand, laughing along with me. But then she said, "No, seriously. It really feels as good watching as if I'm there taking part. Better, even. When it's just us, I know what I'm going to do to you next, but when you've got your hands full with another woman I don't know what she's going to do, whoever she may be. So I'm constantly surprised and delighted."

She continued, "Like today when Ruby did that thing with her toes, trapping you with them and giving it to you good. All I could think was, 'You go, girl!' I actually wanted to shake my fist in the air and cheer 'You go, girl!' out loud. I mean, yell-it-to-the-whole-neighborhood loud. She was getting you so excited! I could see the look of intense concentration and pleasure on your face. Her triumph was my triumph was your triumph! We were all having a great time... together! Do you know what I mean?"

"Well, yeah, I can kind of see that, I suppose. But I sure don't feel that way with you and other men. If I saw you giving a footjob to another guy, I wouldn't be thinking, 'You go, girl!' I'd be thinking, 'I wonder how many years I'll be spending in prison after I kill this guy.'"

My wife smirked knowingly. "That's because men are possessive. They want to make conquests and be controlling. It's a primal thing, a caveman kind of thing. I love you for the fact that you're possessive and that you don't want to share me. But women aren't like that. Or at least, a lot of us aren't, and we're not like that in the same way. There may be some sluts and cheaters out there, but we don't have this great biological imperative to spread our seed like you do."

"Oh great. So now I'm just a jerk who only lives to spread my seed?"

"Pretty much," she said with a serious expression. But then after a few heartbeats, she broke into a smile. "Kidding! You're not THAT much of a jerk, for a guy. If you were, you wouldn't have all these high school sexpots glomming onto you every time I leave your bed, dragging you back into it. And, you've generally kept your seed-spreading urges in check, except for all those times you stood on the highway overpass near our house and hosed down the passing traffic underneath. That was kind of embarrassing."

I guffawed at that. That was just her slightly twisted sense of humor coming through.

I said, "Sweetheart, that may be true, but you're playing a really dangerous game here. When you introduce other people into our sex life, things could get very volatile. Let's take Ruby for example. Imagine that something intimately sexual - er, even more intimately sexual - happens between me and her."

"Okay!" she said far too easily.

I went on, "We know her as well as we know our own daughters, so we at least know she's not going to get all psycho on us. But what if, say, her father finds out and HE gets all psycho? Then everything we've built together, our whole lives, it all could come crumbling apart. And for what? Just a little sexual satisfaction. I'm telling you, it's not worth it. Not for something so fleeting."

There was an excited fire in Mindy's eyes. "But don't you see? That's the thing! The daring! I crave sexual excitement, but I would never cheat on you. Never! It doesn't even fall into the allowable mental fantasy category because I know the very idea bothers you so much, after what happened to your parents. So maybe I can get my excitement from watching you play around. I know that sounds strange, but that's how I feel."

She added, "And besides, Ruby's father is long gone from the picture, and he was a wimpy spoiled brat, in any case. Did you know he didn't even bother to send Ruby a Christmas card last year? It's so sad, actually. The day he goes psycho over you is the day I sprout wings. That's what's so great about all of this. We can have our excitement without any real danger. By keeping it close. Keeping it in the family."

I looked around uncomfortably. Then I said, "Speaking of which, I talked to Cindy on the phone about an hour ago."

"Oh?" Mindy was very intrigued.

"I just wanted to clue her in about Ruby calling me 'Daddy' and me giving her okay to do so. That's ALL we talked about. I wasn't about to even give a hint of the other stuff. And I feel kind of bad, because Cindy was totally fine with it."

"Bad?! Why? That's great news!"

I winced. "Because we're being dishonest with her. She actually told me, 'whatever you did to her today, keep doing it!'"

Mindy clapped her hands once and smiled from ear to ear. "Oh my goodness! That's so precious! I love it! There you go, Hon. You NEED to keep playing with Ruby's naked body and let her play with the King in return. Even Cindy says so!"

I just rolled my eyes. "I'm not amused. I worry about her. What if she finds out the full truth?!"

Min waved a hand dismissively. "Cindy's a pussy cat. She's not going to go psycho."

I thought about that phone call with Cindy that Mindy shared with me. Whenever that came to mind, I'd get aroused. "Forget the going psycho. I'm just using that as an example of something that could go wrong. My point is, what are the bigger implications? If Ruby and I were to become intimately involved, how would that affect Ruby's relationship with her mother?"

Mindy arched a suggestively disbelieving eyebrow. "If?"

"Okay, granted, it's more a question of 'by how much.' But the point still remains. We're still so caught up in the moment here, in giving in to our lusts. Are you sure we're not making the greatest mistake of our lives? I mean, sure, we're having a blast in the short term, but what about the long-term consequences?"

My wife made a dismissive hand gesture. "Let me deal with that in a moment. But first, regarding Cindy, she's really the only loose thread here. And I've known her since forever! Since before I met you, lady killer. I've been her emotional rock all along. Who was there for her all those years, when her husband was treating her like shit? Who was her shoulder to cry on, and the one constantly telling her to ditch him? ME! She owes me, big time. Hell, I practically raised Ruby as much as she did. I'll have a talk with her and straighten her out, to make sure she's okay with this, all of it. Heck, now that I think about it, she's coming over for dinner tomorrow, so she and I can have a private talk right after that."

I looked around to make sure the coast was clear, and then leaned forward and dropped my voice. "So, what are you going to tell her? 'Ruby wants to be Dan's "sex toy," and Dan and I are all for it, so tough? Oh, and by the way, we're going to be her parents now too, along with you?'"

She gave me a wide grin. "Yeah, basically." But then she rolled her eyes and looked at me as if I was being silly. "Obviously, I won't put it quite THAT way, and not all at once. This'll be a tough project, for sure. But don't worry, I'll take care of it. Us women, we work in mysterious ways." She put on an air of being mysterious and inscrutable.

I sat back, mollified for the moment by that response. "You do have mysterious ways that shall forever remain beyond the ken of mortal men. I still think that all the time women spend in bathrooms together is one of life's great mysteries. You should see what it's like in a men's room. Nobody talks, ever."

Mindy giggled, and then shared her thought. "Yeah, I can just imagine you standing there at a urinal, with the stranger at the urinal next to you holding his hand out for you to shake and saying, 'Hi, my name's Bob. While I'm holding my dick in my other hand, I just thought I'd introduce myself. My, that's quite a big cock you have there.'"

I laughed. "You see? It doesn't work. I could even get in trouble just for having too wide a stance! What do you women talk about in there?"

"Well, take Cindy and me. I'll be sitting in one stall with Cindy in the next, and I'll grunt in pain, 'Oh God! It hurts! It actually hurts to pee! Dan fucked my pussy raw AGAIN! I swear, one of these days, he's gonna fucking split me in two!' And then Cindy'll say, 'There you go again, always going on and on about Dan and his big cock.'"

I cut in, "She doesn't really call it that."

"She does! I swear! Believe me, she knows it's big. I like to brag, when it's with a close friend like her. Anyway, I'll reply as I start to pee, 'Maybe I am, but it's the God-honest truth. Dan is too much man for me to handle. Cindy, since I do so much for you, can you at least lend me your hand to deal with him... or better yet, your pussy? If you could just spread your legs for Dan and let him royally fuck you, say, two to three times a week, my red and puffy pussy would really appreciate it.' Then I'll start to hear sounds of moaning and arousal coming from Cindy's stall, and all the other stalls too, as other strange women listen in. Emboldened, I'll describe in intimate detail all the things you'd do to her."

She continued to explain, "Eventually, we all stagger out of our stalls after having our climaxes, but we'll still be far too horny. So Cindy and I will make out for a while and that usually turns into a full-on lesbian orgy. By the way, in all ladies' rooms, there's a special room with beds in the back for these types of activities. Finally, we have to find our clothes and put our make-up back on, and try to walk out looking at least semi-normal. That's why we take so very long in there. It's those lesbian orgies."

I laughed. "Yeah, right!"

She laughed too, but then said, "Don't tell me you haven't thought along those lines at some point while waiting for me. I know your active imagination. Besides, part of it is true."

"The lesbian orgy part?" I joked.

"No, the 'bragging about my husband leaving me too well-fucked to walk' part. I do that ALL the time. My friends are all sick of it."

"Come on. You do not."

"Do too! Especially with her. You heard that one phone call between her and me. That wasn't staged. That was typical. Women are not afraid to talk about sex with each other, believe me, and I LOVE bragging about how WELL you abuse my poor pussy. Think about it: if your wife is cheering you on and even sucking your big fat cock, while two nude teenage sex bombs in heat are crawling all over you, is it suddenly such a big stretch to imagine I like to brag about how incredibly good you are in bed?"

"Well ... if you put it that way, I guess not."

"Remember a year or so ago when I kept bringing up the threesome idea? Believe me, I was putting a lot of feelers out about you and getting many positive responses. But I was hyping you even before that. I'm PROUD of what a big stud muffin you are. I want everyone to know!"

I had gotten very aroused from this conversation and found myself feeling particularly wild and crazy. These were new feelings for me, or at least new in that I didn't just sublimate them into my novels. I looked my wife right in the eye and said, "Is that so? Then prove it. Put your panties on the table."

Spooked and surprised by my request, she timidly looked all around. It was a lucky thing that we were being served by a waitress instead of a waiter, but she was still freaked out. Finally, she said, "Honey, I can't do that. For one thing, I'm wearing pantyhose. Practically speaking, I can't just pull my panties off."

"Sure you can," I replied, as if this were no problem at all. I don't know what came over me, but I said boldly, "I want you to go to the ladies' room right now, take off your pantyhose, then come back here with your panties in your hand. I don't care what you do with your pantyhose, but get rid of 'em. In fact, from now on, I'm making a new rule: no pantyhose for you at outings like this. For one thing, you don't need 'em. Your legs are absolutely gorgeous, woman of mine. For another, I want, expect and demand better pussy access when we're out in public."

Mindy had already aroused herself a fair deal with her ladies' room story, but suddenly her face was flushed and her chest was heaving. "Oh, so now you're just gonna boss me around, are you?"

"Yep! If you don't like it, you can take it up with the King. File an official petition for his royal staff to review."

That seemed to double her arousal in a flash. She looked ready to throw herself across the table, sending everything crashing to the floor in the process. She joked, "Screw that. I wanna get up close and personal with the royal staff, if you know what I mean."

But she was still struggling, trying to play it cool. She complained more seriously, "I like the idea, but I can't do that. I need those pantyhose. My legs are too pale. They're like white sticks."

"You can wear them all you want at work, but that's it. Personally, I love every inch of your 'white sticks,' which aren't even close to white, and certainly aren't sticks. Besides, now you have more motivation to work on your tan at home."

"Flatterer. Okay, no pantyhose from now on, when I'm with you. Now that that's settled, shouldn't we order some appetizers?"

I smirked. "A-ha. Think you can change the subject that easily, huh? What happened to the wild wife who's been giving the thumbs up to every kind of sexual debauchery imaginable? You're not so wild anymore, are you?" I figured she couldn't resist a challenge like that.

My wife of twenty years looked around a bit and seemed reassured at how remote the small room we were in was. She slowly stood up on wobbly legs. "All right, buster. Have it your way. But I'm not happy about this." She hurried off, but could only go so fast in her high heels.

I felt great. It was like a Eureka moment. I'd had hints before that Mindy had a slightly submissive side, even though she manages to get her way much of the time anyway. In retrospect, they were pretty obvious hints, and I'd been too oblivious with my moral blinders to notice. But now that I was starting to let myself go sexually, I saw things in a new light. Besides, since I'd started sexually spanking Mindy recently, and what with the girls talking about how they were "at my command," my dominant side was now coming into full bloom.

This is brilliant! I almost feel like an idiot. Something like telling my wife to take her panties off in a restaurant is such a simple thing. Why didn't I do this kind of thing before, years ago?! 

I was surprised at how quickly Mindy came back to the table. The expression on her face was cute - she looked like she was just coming back from robbing a bank. The guilt and worry on her face reminded me of how I'd been acting and feeling myself far too frequently of late.

She had her panties tightly scrunched up in her fist in such a tiny ball that I couldn't see any fabric at all. It's amazing how small panties can get at times, I thought.

She silently sat down and handed her panties to me with both hands. She was trying to pass them directly into my hands in such a way so that no one would be able to see what I was holding either. She was trying to act calm and collected, but her face was flushed and her breathing was heavy.

I played along, and took them away after she'd double-checked that I had them safely balled up in my fist. I furtively brought them down into my lap, and she let out a big sigh of relief. But then I immediately brought them back up to the table and left them sitting right next to my dinner plate, as if they were a used napkin. As a matter of fact, they were so soaked that they looked like I'd used them to mop up a prodigious drink spill, except that the table cloth was (of course) completely spotless.

Mindy's eyes went wide and she gasped out loud. Her hands immediately flew forward to cover her panties lying out in the open, but my hands intercepted hers, grabbing her by her wrists.

"YOU BASTARD!" she hissed. It was loud enough for me to clearly get the message, but quiet enough so the other customers didn't notice.

I was really getting into this. Throwing her for a loop, I asked, "Is that an expensive dress you're wearing?"

"As a matter of fact it is, but don't try to change the-"

I cut her off. "And your pussy is probably leaking like a broken faucet right now."

"You know it is, you evil bastard!" She struggled to free her hands, since I was still gripping both her wrists. She was staring daggers at me, even though I knew a part of her was also loving every moment.

I continued, "So, unless you do something about it fast, you're going to ruin that lovely dress. You'd better pull your dress up so that you're sitting bare-assed on the seat. Now."

I let go of her hands, and she looked like she was pulling her hands back, but then she made a sudden effort to again lunge for her panties. However, I was able to grab them first, easily, since they were so much closer to me.

I chided her, "Un-uh. If you try that again, I'm going to hold your panties up for anyone to see. Maybe I'll even wave them around to get the waitress to come over."

Her blush turned a deeper shade of red. "You wouldn't!"

I leveled my gaze on her. "Try me."

"Shit! I've created a monster." But she brought her hands back and I could see her rearranging her dress.

I felt triumphant, like a new man. This wasn't just about the panties; I was getting in touch with a side of myself that I'd repressed for far too long, and it felt great. "How does that feel?" I asked when she was all done.

"Weird, you evil bastard freak of nature ass!"

"No, seriously, tell me how it feels. In detail."

She leaned forward, giving me a great cleavage shot. She whispered, "Weird, I tell you. Freaky! I can feel... everything! It's like... I'm naked all over! In the middle of a damn restaurant!"

"You say that as if it were a bad thing, Sweetheart."

She looked around the room for what was about the tenth time since she'd returned to her seat. "Dammit, I feel so exposed! My ass cheeks, my pussy, everything, so... out there! And worse, it's making my pussy that much wetter! I'm gonna be sitting in a LAKE here, before long!"

I joked, "Well, that'll be good for the alligators. They'll have a chance to swim around, get a little exercise..."

"Fuck you and your alligators," she hissed. "I'm so screwed! The waitress is gonna know for sure!"

I saw the waitress nearby, clearing off another table. I closely checked her out for the first time since we'd come in. She seemed to be quite a hottie, although maybe not on the level of Ruby or Michelle. Still, to even get close to that sky-high standard made her a ten on a one-to-ten scale. It seemed a shame that such a stunner would have such an ordinary job in such an ordinary place.

Intrigued, and brimming with sexual confidence from everything that had happened lately, I decided to give her a much closer inspection. She had shoulder-length dirty-blonde hair, blue eyes, a cute button nose, nice tan, and very toned and muscular legs. I couldn't tell much more though, because of her unrevealing pale blue uniform. It didn't even show much cleavage.

Feeling emboldened and inspired, I waved her over.

Mindy was burning a hole with her eyes into her panties sitting on the table, she was staring at them so intensely. But she tried to play it cool as the waitress got nearer, and forced herself to look away.

"May I help you, sir?" the smiling waitress asked.

"Yes," I replied. "I hate to impose, but I promise you'll get a huge tip if you play along with our craziness." I held up my wife's panties gingerly with two fingers.

The waitress hadn't noticed them before, but now a look of shock crossed her face.

I quickly added, "My wife's panties are completely soaked, so she doesn't need them. Can you please take them away?"

Our waitress stared at Mindy with total amazement. Obviously, she'd never faced a circumstance like this.

Not surprisingly, Mindy was the dictionary definition of "wanting to crawl into a hole and die" at that moment. I'd never seen her turn such a dark shade of red.

Hell, even I was astounded by my brazenness. I was riding such an emotional and especially erotic high that I felt like I could do no wrong. I was pushing just how far I could go with this domineering and aggressive approach.

But then, after recovering, the waitress said in a friendly voice, "Certainly, sir." She let me drop the panties onto the tray next to the dirty dishes. She said to me, "Enjoy your meal." Then, making eye contact with Mindy again, she said, "I'm sure YOU will," and she winked.

Mindy replied at her with a smile, but it was the fakest smile I'd ever seen. I'm sure she was thinking, Please go before I literally die of shame! 

The waitress walked off, obviously more amused than anything, now that she'd gotten over her initial shock.

I thought, Cool! It looked like we'd gotten lucky with a waitress who wasn't uptight and could roll with the punches. Our waitress is a total babe AND she's willing to play along. I'm going to see just how much fun I can have with this! 

Mindy stared at me like she'd never seen me before. "Daniel Cooper!" she hissed quietly. "Are you fucking mental?! What the FUCK?!"

"Watch your language, people might hear." I looked around.

That forced her to look around again as well. She shrank back deeper into her seat.

She paused to collect her breath. She closed her eyes and probably counted to ten in her mind, because that's what she does in those types of situations. Then she looked right at me and said in a quiet voice, "Okay, you've had your fun, you sick and twisted evil FUCK! Can we go now?"

"No. I haven't eaten yet."

"I'm not asking you. I NEED to go now! I need you to take me home and fuck me like the total stud you are, or I'm gonna die! Hell, forget going home, I'll be lucky to make it to the car! I want you to DRILL me with the King! Drill me! Pound me! Nail me! Honey, fuck me NOW!"

I definitely had a raging erection by this point, but I wasn't about to leave yet. "Nope. Don't worry, I'll fuck you soon enough, but I'm hungry. Did you know that I didn't even eat lunch today? I plain forgot in all the excitement."

She looked like she was going to reach across the table and strangle me, and her whole body was twitching with excitement. But somehow she managed to just sit there and not totally lose it.

I was silent for a minute or two, letting my wife adjust. Again, I was thinking, What's come over me? This is so not like me, but I love it! I think what happened with the Gruesome Twosome earlier has made me feel kind of invincible, not to mention off-the-charts horny. 

Finally, noticeably calmer (but still obviously aroused far beyond normal), she muttered, "I really have created a monster. What's gotten into you?"

"I've been asking myself that question. To put it simply, I had an epiphany a few minutes ago. I've done the 'right thing' for far too long. It's time to walk on the wild side. Tonight, I'm going to dominate you the way you've needed to be, and the way you deserve to be."

She looked at me strangely, and then said, "If you don't shut up and stop exciting me, I'm gonna have to fuck you here and now. Right on the table!"

From the lust-crazed look in her eyes, I could see that she wasn't just saying that. She really was reaching some kind of lustful boiling point. I had to do something fast or her fingers would be attacking my zipper whether I wanted her to or not. She was that far gone.

I was getting pretty close to a boiling point too, and my erection was so hard and needy that it was painful. But I masked my raging lust as best I could, and said, "So. Tell me some more about what Cindy's been up to. How's she getting on in her job?"

My wife stared at me incredulously. "You want to know about Cindy's part-time job?!"

"Sure, why not. I haven't talked to her in a couple of weeks, aside from that very brief call earlier. I didn't get to catch up on things. How are things with that creepy boss of hers?"

She was still staring at me like I'd pulled at my hair only to reveal that my face she knew so well was a mask and I was really a giant lizard. Her bountiful chest was heaving so much that it looked like she was about to hyperventilate at any moment.

So I said reassuringly, "Sweetheart, you're too excited. You've simply had too much excitement today. Don't think about sexual stuff. Calm down. Focus. Think about Cindy's job or something mundane like that. That's why I changed the subject. Relax. We're not going anywhere just yet, so calm down."

She took some deep breaths. For about a minute she kept her eyes closed and simply breathed. Then, with her eyes still closed, she said to me, "You know, that waitress, she knows EVERYthing now. She knows I'm sitting here with my bare ass on their nice seat. She knows I'm sitting in a puddle the size of Lake Michigan. Hell, she probably even knows about the pussy 'gators. I can't face her. I'm gonna die of shame!"

I quipped, "I didn't know they have pussy 'gators in Lake Michigan. Isn't that too cold for the little fellers?"

She shot me an "I married a moron" look.

I suggested, "Okay. Tell you what. I'll get up and order for both of us. I'll make sure that she's cool about everything. Then, when I come back, I expect to hear all about Cindy's job and what she's been doing about that boss. Okay?"

She sighed with resignation and frustration. "Okay."

"What do you want to order? King Crab? I know you like that."

She growled lustily, "King Cock, all you can fucking eat, slathered and dripping with melted butter, so my hands can slide all over it! And I'll need a bib 'cos I'm gonna get cum all over my chest!" She was so turned on that she actually mimed with her hands what she'd do with my erection, right over the middle of the table.

I had to suppress a hearty laugh so as to keep up my cool exterior. "Okay, I'll pick something out. You need to eat. You'll be hungry later."

"Thanks."

As I got up to go, her hand suddenly reached out and grabbed my wrist. It was a neat trick, because her eyes were still shut tight. She whispered, "Dan?"

"Yeah?"

"I love you."

"I love you too, Sweetheart."

"I know, but I mean I really, really love you. As in, I just wouldn't be able to function without you. I'd die. And this domination thing?"

"Yeah?"

"I love it too. Gaawwwd, I can't even think about it or I'm gonna lose it. I'm gonna totally lose it!"

"Just chill, woman. I'll be right back."




Chapter 19



Mindy was still trying to relax with her hand fiercely gripping mine when our waitress returned.

I'd been so absorbed with my wife that I hadn't been paying attention to anything else. Mindy's eyes were closed tight in a futile attempt to deny the existence of the outside world. As it turns out, our waitress had been standing right next to our table and watching us for a while without either of us being aware of that fact.

Our attractive waitress solicitously leaned over our table and spoke gently to Mindy in a slight Southern accent. "Miss? Excuse me, but... Please don't freak out. I think what you're doing is fantastic! I've been listening in for a little while and I can see how much y'all love each other. I think what you're doing, getting daring in public, it's great! I'm so envious. I wish I had a man like yours." She briefly looked my way. There was a flash of sadness in her eyes.

Mindy's smile nervously returned after hearing that confession. Her death grip on my hand didn't slacken, though. She asked the waitress, while still keeping her eyes closed, "So... You're not... mad or anything?"

"No. I mean, obviously you're not supposed to be doing that kind of thing here, but don't worry, I'm not gonna run and tell my manager. Y'all are way off in your own corner and you're not bothering anybody. Obviously you're both new to this and it's just so ... exciting! To be honest, I'm kind of ... uh ... you know." One could easily hear the shame and embarrassment in her voice.

Mindy grinned knowingly, pleased that even the waitress was aroused by what we'd done. "I know. I feel like that times a zillion!" She finally opened her eyes and looked up at the waitress. She was relieved to see the waitress smiling back at her. They appeared to be sharing a moment of comfort and understanding.

I said, "Miss..." Then I read her name tag. "Sue Ellen... thanks. Thanks a lot. I think you just won a monster tip and the 'waitress of the year' award. I was seriously thinking of leaving because my darling wife here was getting too freaked out, but you've helped save the day."

I had to admit, seeing her demure embarrassment at being so complimented was stunningly fetching.

"Thanks, sir..." she murmured appreciatively.

I'd checked her out a little bit earlier, but now I was really scoping her out. She was definitely a hottie. She had good breast potential, although all I could see was a vague pair of lumps in that region, thanks to her horrible formless uniform. She had a very cute and cheery face that went well with her adorable slight Southern accent. I said, "My name's Dan. And this is Mindy."

Sue Ellen's toothy smile widened. "Thanks, Dan and Mindy. I wish I could talk to y'all forever. You're the most interesting thing to happen to me here in weeks. But I've gotta go help the other customers. I'm not just saying that for a tip, either; I really like y'all. And Mindy, you go, girl!" She brought a fist up to her shoulder and gave it a quick pump of support before starting to walk away.

Then I remembered that we still hadn't ordered, so I called her back. By the time we were done with that, the three of us were chatting like old friends. Mindy was also much, much calmer, and much happier.

When Sue Ellen finally left us at least five minutes later, Mindy was almost serene and mellow. The approval of the waitress on our brazen behavior was huge. Had our waitress threatened to call the cops or something, that might have frightened her off of any sort of getting sexually daring in public for a long time to come.

My wife said while watching Sue Ellen walk away, "My goodness! Isn't she just the sweetest thing? What a doll. And what a looker!" Then she turned my way and smiled at me almost wickedly. "You sly dog, you."

"What?"

"It's not enough for you to bone two stone teenage foxes who are practically drooling over your pocket monster; now you've got to make it three!"

"Who are you talking about? Lisa?"

"No, not Lisa, although she's worth talking about. I'm talking about Sue Ellen. She's totally crushing on you!"

I honestly found that idea absurd, and told my wife just that in no uncertain terms. "She is not!"

Mindy just put on an air of serene superiority. "Hey, women know these things. And she's very fuckable, don't you think? She's one of the sexiest waitresses I've seen in a long time. What's she doing in a relative dump like this? I'd do her, if I were in your shoes."

"What, are you trying to set us up, now?"

She grinned mischievously. "Maybe. Seriously, what do you think of her?"

"I've been a bit preoccupied, to say the least. But now that I think about it, I'm pretty floored that she just stood there watching us for who knows how long. You'd think she'd either have freaked out or given us our privacy. But she was standing right there the whole time!"

Mindy grinned knowingly. "I think that just proves that she's curious. Extremely curious. About a man who knows exactly what he wants and how to get it. But you didn't answer my question. What do you think of her? Physically, I mean. Sexually!" She leaned forward and said this last word in an excited and breathy whisper.

"Um, I don't really have much to go on, do I? Not with that polyester outfit that's like a reject from a few decades back. Yeah, she's got a face that's both cute and sexy, But other than that all I can see is her arms and a hint of cleavage."

"Oh come on! She's totally fuckable and you know it! You said she deserves a big tip. How 'bout the tip of your cock sliding into her tight teenage twat?"

Her eyes opened wide, as if she was pleasantly shocked by her own proposal. "That's a huuuuge and bulbous tip, believe me. She won't soon forget getting THAT tip shoved her way!" She chuckled gleefully.

I was throbbing with arousal all over, and my erection in particular was demanding attention, but still I tried to bring her back to Earth. "Now you're the one talking crazy. Let's not even go there. Talk about opening up a dangerous can of worms."

"But you admit that she's fuck-worthy, don't you? She may not be quite as stacked as your two... girls, but she's got a lovely face and I'm pretty sure there's a smokin' hot body underneath that baggy uniform of hers. And she's what? Twenty-one, tops?" She leaned forward and whispered to me conspiratorially, "I think she's ready for the King!"

"Sweetheart, seriously, let's not even go there. Especially since she might walk by at any moment."

"Okay, but I just want you to admit that you'd be more than willing to take her into the ladies' room, lean her over a sink, pull up her skirt, and RAM the King home!" She made a dramatic gesture with her fist as she said that. "Nail her slutty ass over and over and leave her panting there, huge gobs of cum dripping out of her saucy hot snatch! Then you'd calmly zip up and come back out here to finish your dinner."

She sat back and smirked, almost like she was enjoying a post-orgasmic moment after directly experiencing all that.

I don't know where this stuff comes from with my wife. I was beginning to gather that she could be more into women than I am, although obviously from the angle of getting ME into these women rather than keeping them for herself.

To humor her though, I rolled my eyes and mock-surrendered. "Okay, okay! I admit it! She's a hottie. And not just a run-of-the-mill pretty waitress. She really is something special. Now can we change the subject?"

"Only after you admit that she deserves a serious plowing and you're just the man to do it! That you're ready and willing to royally fuck her like a superman!"

"Fine, already! She's seriously fuckable. There's no way to deny that. But what's gotten into you?"

"What's gotten into me?! What's gotten into me?! I've never been so God damned horny in my entire life, and all you want to do is sit there! I swear to God, if any of my food turns out to be even vaguely phallic-shaped, it's gonna end up sliding between my legs!"

The look on her face was wild and animalistic. I knew I had to calm her down before one of us ended up doing something to get us in trouble, especially because I was feeling nearly as horny as she was. Trying to keep things light, I joked, "What's the difference between a regular fucking and a royal fucking, anyway? Is there something like a 'Her Majesty's Royal Shagging Society' that gives an official stamp of approval to certain fucks?"

She looked at me like I had two heads. Finally, she replied, "A royal fucking is what you're gonna get just as soon as you take me back to the car. Or hell, to the bathroom. Or under the table!" She was panting hard.

It took some cajoling and skillful parrying on my part, but I finally managed to get Mindy onto a non-sexual topic. I needed to cool things down because now I was overheating almost as much as she was. I hadn't really noticed Sue Ellen when I first came in, mostly because I only had eyes for my wife. But now that she'd pointed her out to me so blatantly, and given me her approval to check her out, I had to admit she was pretty damn foxy. This was no ordinary cute waitress, that's for sure.

Upon closer inspection, I could see some serious curves despite the ugly uniform she was trapped in. What's more, she just radiated health and fitness somehow. It wasn't like she was bulging with muscles in an unattractive way, and in fact she gave off a very demure and feminine aura, but she looked like she could kick ass if need be. I really liked that. So, if my wife wasn't radiating enough heat already, just looking at or thinking about Sue Ellen kept my motor running in overdrive.

Thankfully, the food came eventually and we were able to eat. I noticed that each time Sue Ellen came by our table, she stayed as long as she could and talked with Mindy on very friendly and even intimate terms. Mindy seemed to be on a charm offensive with her. They'd even traded phone numbers before we'd finished our main course.

All through eating dinner, even though the sexual tension had come down from its frenzied peak, my erection didn't show any signs of going flaccid. Just knowing that my wife was sitting there on her bare ass kept my erotic buzz going, especially since we both knew that Sue Ellen knew that fact and was keeping an eye on us.

In fact, when Sue Ellen came by to take our dishes, she asked out of the blue, "Mindy, I feel really embarrassed to ask this, but how does it feel? You know, your... seating arrangement?"

It hadn't been that long ago when Mindy was too ashamed to even open her eyes with Sue Ellen near, but now she took the question in stride. "It feels GREAT! I feel so liberated. I can't even begin to describe it. Have you done anything like this before?"

Sue Ellen blushed immediately, which made her look especially cute. "Me?! No. No way! I'd die of fright and shame! That's why I'm asking. Does it feel... sexy?"

Mindy laughed loudly. "Sexy! HA! Let's put it this way: if I felt a smidgen more sexy, I'd pass out!"

Sue Ellen practically swooned. "That sounds really sexy. I wish I was you."

I don't know what got into me, but out of the blue I said, "Sue Ellen, it can be you. In fact, it will be. I want you to go into the bathroom right now, take your panties off, come back, and hand them to me."

She stared at me with absolute shock.

For a moment I thought I'd badly miscalculated. I could feel some kind of sexual harassment suit coming on.

But then she said, shyly, "I don't know. No. I couldn't." Her blush deepened.

Fortunately, I've been around my wife long enough to know that when a "no" is said in a particular tone of voice by a woman it really means, "I want to say yes. Convince me."

So I said to her, "Why not? Who's gonna know but the three of us, and we won't tell. What's the harm? Come on, you only live once."

To my great surprise, Mindy chimed in, "Do it! You'll feel so sexy and alive! You HAVE to do it! Please?" She reached out and took Sue Ellen's hand. "Honestly, I've never done anything like this before tonight. Let's do it together! We can be brave together!"

Sue Ellen's doubt faded and a smile crossed her face. "Okay! I'll do it! It's true, you only live once. My life has been so boring lately."

She looked around the restaurant furtively. "This sucky job. Who's gonna know? Y'all are so much fun, and..." Then her doubt came back. "No. No, I can't. My heart's beating too much... just thinking... Y'all have me just about ready to pass out! And the other customers..."

Still holding Sue Ellen's hand, Mindy stood up.

I was surprised by that. I thought she wouldn't get up for the world, since she'd very carefully arranged her dress to hide the fact that it wasn't under her ass. Luckily, her dress immediately fell down and covered her bare butt.

But Mindy said, "I'll tell you what. I'll go with you. I'll be there to support you. Besides, I've got to clean myself up a bit."

They laughed at that, both knowing exactly what part of her anatomy needed cleaning.

Then they walked off to the ladies' room together, still holding hands. Right as they reached the open doorway leading out of our nearly private back room, Mindy turned back to me and winked.

Sitting there alone, I could only shake my head in wonder.

They were gone a long time, and I do mean a really long time. Ten minutes at least, but maybe more like fifteen. All I could do was sit there, growing increasingly annoyed.

One big problem was that I was getting outlandish visions of Mindy and Sue Ellen cavorting together on the beds in the back of the ladies' room, partly because of Mindy's crazy story from earlier. They were such ridiculous fantasies though that I wasn't getting excited by them so much as distracting myself while time passed.

I must admit that my dick stayed fully erect though. I couldn't wait to find out what happened when they got back. I was having wild ideas about just how far I could take this. I felt like a new man, with enough sexual confidence for an entire army. Anything seemed possible, if I just asserted myself.

Finally, they came back together. Mindy led the way through the open doorway, and more or less pulled a still very red-faced Sue Ellen along.

We watched as Mindy very carefully sat back down, making sure to arrange her dress in just the right way so she could sit on her bare ass without flashing any skin to surprised customers in the process. Then she nodded at Sue Ellen.

Sue Ellen turned to me. Her hands were trembling, and in fact her whole body was trembling. She whispered, "Here you are, sir." She had her panties balled up in her fist, just as Mindy had earlier, but she simply dropped them onto the table in front of me and rushed off.

Mindy immediately told her, "Good! Very good! You did it!"

But Sue Ellen was overwhelmed by fear. Mindy and I watched as she hurried out of our little room and straight back towards the ladies' room.

Mindy started to get up. "I can bet where she's going. I'd better help her."

But I said as I reached out to hold her hand and stop her, "Hey, what's the deal? You two were in there forever, and now you're going back?"

"She needs me. It's important girl talk stuff." She stood up, but then turned to me and winked. "Plus, of course, the lesbian orgies. Just keep your mind in the gutter. Focus on the lesbian orgies, and I'll be back in a jiff."

"But-" I complained as she let go of my hand and started to walk away. How did she know I'd been having fantasies of lesbian orgies in the ladies' room? I paused, and then continued in a quieter voice, "Talk about blue balls, I'm suffering like you wouldn't believe. I haven't had a continuously hard yet untouched erection this long since, well, ever!"

It seemed my wife was going to walk away despite what I'd just said. But she only took a step or two before turning back to me and whispering conspiratorially again, "Patience. If we're gonna break her in so she can join your stable, we have to take this step by step. Patience!" Then, with another wink, she was off.

So I was left alone again, but at least I was left aroused and with a lot to think about. I obviously don't have a "stable," so we can hardly add to it. And what the hey? "Stable?" Since when has she talked like that? She's always saying outrageous stuff to get my motor running, and she usually succeeds. I'm sure that's all this is. Obviously, I'm not going to have sex with some strange waitress from Mama Mia's that I've just met. 

Although, now that I think about it, since Sue Ellen's so easy-going and understanding, maybe we can have some more fun with this, for real. Why not try?! My idea about taking her panties did work out pretty well, after all. 

I nearly laughed out loud as I looked at Sue Ellen's pair of panties sitting in the middle of the table. I picked them up and noticed they were very wet indeed. I resisted the temptation to bring them to my face and give them a good whiff.

Well, at least I did at first. Time passed and absolutely nothing was happening. Eventually, I picked them up and gave them a quick whiff. My God! Strange pussy! That's so intoxicating! 

I quickly put the panties back in place. But smelling them emboldened me further. Why not push this as far as I can? Why the hell not?! You only live once, like she said. I'm gonna go for it! 

Mindy came back to me about five minutes later.

Sue Ellen also left the bathroom, but she only peeked her head into our room and looked at me once, quickly and furtively, before she went to deal with other customers.

As Mindy sat back down, carefully arranging her dress again, I asked her, "So can you finally tell me what that was all about?"

She was pleased as punch. "Don't worry, Honey, she's halfway to becoming your slut. Or should I say one of your sluts? Gaawwwd, what a great day!"

I sighed in exasperation. "Could you start making sense?"

She leaned forward, knowing that would give me another great cleavage shot. "Okay, it's like this. Turns out that she's naturally submissive, although she's not really consciously aware of that fact. She's finding out for the first time that she loves to obey a naturally dominant man like you. It gives me - uh, I meant her - a thrill like you wouldn't believe! Hell, I'm sure it does things to both of us. It's so great to be able to share this experience with her, but she needs to come along with baby steps. She came out of the bathroom after a few minutes to get one of the other waitresses to cover for some other customers. Then I could talk to her without worrying so much about the clock. Naturally I did what I always do in ladies' rooms!"

"Which is?"

"Rave about you! And the King, of course." She winked. "She already thinks you're practically some kind of living sex god, after I finished talking to her. I can be very persuasive in describing your sexual skills."

"Well, that's er, interesting, but don't you think you should have asked me before you... Oh shit!" I was keeping my eye on the open doorway, and saw her come through it.

"What?"

"She's coming our way. Shush it."

Sue Ellen walked right up to our table, trying her best to act calm and collected and not entirely succeeding. She glanced at her pair of panties sitting on the table, and then looked away in great embarrassment. "Hi, y'all. Hi, Mindy. Hi, Dan. Sorry for running off there earlier, but I... well..." She clicked into a professional waitress demeanor. "How is everything?"

I replied, "That's what I'm asking you. How do you feel?"

She'd been red in the face already, but she started blushing even more profusely at that. She turned her head down and appeared too shy to respond.

But Mindy prodded authoritatively, "Sue Ellen, Dan is asking you a question."

"I'm sorry, sir. It feels... good, sir! Exciting!" She reached her hand out towards Mindy, who immediately gave it a reassuring squeeze and then kept holding it. Switching back to her professional mode, she asked us, "Can I get y'all something for dessert?"

I said, "I want your panties."

The blush started to spread down her cleavage. "You already have them, sir." She glanced again at the pair of panties on the table.

Of course I knew that already; I'd just wanted to remind her of that humiliating fact. Another inspired idea came to me. "Okay, then I'll take a slice of cheesecake and your bra."

"Excuse me?!"

"I said, 'I'll take a slice of cheesecake and your bra.' Go to the bathroom, take off your bra, then come back and give it to me. I'm starting a collection of your underwear."

Sue Ellen was trembling with excitement. One could see her chest heaving wildly despite her baggy uniform. She looked over at Mindy.

Mindy replied with another hand squeeze and a sympathetic expression that basically said, "Hey, what can you do? He asked you for your bra. You'd better go give it to him." 

Bowing her head down, Sue Ellen mumbled, "Yes, sir." Then she shuffled off in a daze.

As soon as she disappeared out of sight through the doorway, Mindy bent forward and hissed, "Gaawwwd! I'm too hot! I'm on fire! That girl is so fucking hot for you! She'll do ANYTHING you say! I'll bet her pussy's even more soaked than mine is, and that's really saying something. You could follow her into the ladies' room and take her right now!"

"Maybe," I admitted, "but you know I'd never, ever do something like that. Just the STD danger factor alone..."

I looked around. The last of the other customers in our surprisingly private back room had left not that long before. So, with my heart pounding fast, I said as calmly as I could, "Besides, I want you. I want you to stroke my cock. Right here. Right now."

I expected shocked surprise and a lot of gnashing of teeth from my wife at that, especially since she'd been so resistant to taking her panties off. But instead, she eagerly said, "I thought you'd never ask!"

We were sitting in a booth with one curved seat stretching from one side to the other. Mindy simply slid her way around until she was sitting right next to me. Then she eagerly unzipped my zipper. Her hands were so nervous with excitement that I had to help her with it.

No sooner did she take my stiff erection in her hand and start stroking it than I saw Sue Ellen heading back to our table. "Look who's coming," I said with some concern.

"You, and soon!" Mindy panted excitedly as her hands slid around my erection in a corkscrew fashion.

I liked that answer, but I said, "No, I'm talking about Sue Ellen. Here she is." I decided to let our waitress see what Mindy was doing with her hands, and damn the consequences.

Sue Ellen was surprised to see Mindy sitting in the new spot. She obviously suspected some kind of new hanky-panky before she even reached the table. But she was totally blown away when she stood right in front of me and looked down.

Mindy was making no attempt to hide what she was doing from our waitress. In fact, she held my erection out at a forty-five degree angle and positioned both of her hands on it in such a way that Sue Ellen could see most of it. One hand was buried near the base, and the other was lightly flitting back and forth near the head.

Sue Ellen gaped and gawked. "Well, shut my mouth!" Then she whispered with breathless awe, "It's so BIG!"

Mindy explained in a matter-of-fact voice, "We just decided to take our public flirtation to a new level."

"I'll say!" Sue Ellen practically shrieked. "Y'all are just... too much!"

"Are you cool with it?" I asked.

Sue Ellen gulped nervously, but nodded her head. Her eyes were the size of saucers, and I could only imagine how wildly her heart was thumping. She stared at Mindy's hand sliding up and down my shaft like her life depended on it.

"Good. Then I believe you have something for me."

Sue Ellen seemed to completely miss that. Instead, she muttered once again, "It's so BIG!"

Mindy brought a second hand over to my crotch and began stroking with that one too. "Yes, it sure is. I didn't lie or exaggerate at all, did I? Eight inches long, and almost too thick to fit in your mouth! And I didn't lie about any of the rest either. It's ALL TRUE!"

Our waitress seemed on the verge of swooning. "Good Lord!"

Mindy continued to show off my erection and her stroking skills, knowing that nobody else but our gorgeous waitress could see. She boasted, "Look! It's so big that even my two hands aren't enough! Anyway, you missed what I said. I'll repeat it: I believe you have something for me."

Sue Ellen was so stunned by what she was seeing that she'd forgotten she was holding her own bra. She looked down at it like she couldn't figure out how it had gotten there. She was lost in an erotic fog, to say the least.

Mindy asked her nonchalantly, "Aren't you going to hand your bra to my husband?" Obviously, she'd used the word "husband" to shock.

Sue Ellen knew we were married already, but the reminder jolted her. She dropped the bra onto the table like it was on fire. Then she looked around to see if anyone had seen what she'd done.

No one did. In fact, since Sue Ellen had started to get drawn into our sexual games, she'd been attempting to clear out the room we were in of other customers. The room was already cleared out, so she didn't really need to worry. That was also why Mindy could boldly give Sue Ellen a good view of her hands stroking my raging hard-on. But we didn't have complete privacy, because there was a slight chance people could always wander by for whatever reason. We would just have to be vigilant about people coming near.

Seeing Sue Ellen continuing to gawk at her hands sliding up and down my shaft, my wife commented with pride, "It really is a big one, isn't it? Much bigger than any one you've ever seen or touched, right?"

Sue Ellen just nodded, never taking her eyes off it. Then she gulped.

I was unbelievably excited. This public exposure and danger of getting caught was almost more than my overheated brain could take. Yet I remained curiously calm, at least on the outside. And despite the intense arousal, I wasn't afraid of cumming just yet. It was awesome!

Holding up Sue Ellen's bra, I asked her, "What's your bra size?"

She looked up at my face ever so briefly. "Um, C-cup, sir."

"Nice. How's the cheesecake coming along?"

That kicked her back into professional mode, mostly. "The cheesecock?" She blanched at that slip up. "I meant, uh, the cheesecake? I'll check."

But before she could go, I said, "After you do, I want you to go back into the bathroom and masturbate yourself to orgasm. Can you do that for me?"

She nodded, wide-eyed. Then her eyes drifted back down to the handjob taking place in my lap. She looked like she was on the verge of hyperventilating.

Mindy added helpfully, "You might want to take your break before you do. He said you have to cum at least once. That makes it an order. No restrictions on cumming more than once though, so knock yourself out."

Sue Ellen, as if in a trance, merely nodded her head more vigorously while keeping her eyes on Mindy's hands stroking my erection. She seemed content to just stand there and stare at it all day long.

Mindy asked as she continued to jack me off, "It's a nice one, huh? It's not just that it's so large; it's got a great shape. Just a slight bend. Smooth, not too veiny. So easy to stroke. And check out his bulbous cockhead." She ran her fingers all over that part of my erection. "Don't you just want to cram it into your mouth and suck?"

Then she confided slyly, riffing on the old Miller Lite commercials, "Tastes great. AND more filling!"

Sue Ellen simply nodded again. She looked frightened out of her mind, but also insanely horny.

"I'll bet you're really wet right now," Mindy added. "You can probably feel the cum rolling down your legs."

That got another nod.

But just then, Sue Ellen saw or heard something that spooked her. Perhaps one of the other waitresses was calling for her. She jerked her head up and rushed off through the open doorway without saying another word.

I said, "Uh-oh. You think we pushed her too far?"

"Not a chance," Mindy replied confidently. "Now that the room's emptied out, besides us, I can breathe a lot easier. I don't think anyone else is going to come back here, except for her. She's totally hooked. Just you wait and see. She'll be spending a long time in that bathroom once she gets you your cheesecake - if she can last that long."

"My God, I need to cum!" I blurted out. The totality of this highly arousing situation was finally getting to me. I realized I'd been holding back while Sue Ellen was there. Since she'd gone, my boner wanted to blast off with a climax to end all climaxes.

"Me too!" my wife said emphatically. She was continuing to jack me off with both hands, seemingly unfazed about our public location.

"Yeah, but you can anytime, and I'm sure you have." The bashful look on her face confirmed that she had. "But what about me? Your handjob feels great, but it's torture too."

I paused as I struggled to control my lust. I repeatedly clenched my PC muscles hard, which was a trick I knew to help stave off climax. Finally, I managed to say, "I'd cum so hard right this instant, like a fucking fire hose! Except what about the mess? I can't just explode under the table. You'd better stop. Now!" My voice was shaky with need.

Thankfully, she did stop. It seemed she was overwhelmed as well, because she let go of my shaft altogether and sat back, panting and gasping for air.

I slumped down into my chair and recovered for a minute or so. My erection was still lewdly throbbing and pointing straight up, but at least I wasn't going crazy with the imminent need to cum anymore. I decided that I'd sneak off to the men's room to relieve my balls just as soon as I'd pulled myself together enough to get up and go there.

But while I rested, I asked, "Where are you going with this, Sweetheart?"

She shrugged in what seemed to be genuine confusion. "You got me. I honestly don't know. I should ask where are YOU going with this? You're the one demanding her bra and panties."

"True. I'm definitely surprising myself. But I know you and that smirky-smiley look of yours. You seem to be formulating some kind of plan."

She shrugged again. "I don't really have an end goal, and it's not like I planned any of this out in advance, any more than you did. I love the idea of you fully seducing her, but we'll see what happens. I'm just having fun pushing her a little bit further each time, just like you're pushing me."

"I see. Speaking of pushing, I've been thinking while I was waiting for your 'lesbian orgy' in the bathroom to finish. You're REALLY into seeing me have sex with other women, aren't you? Way more than I'd realized."

"Yes. Yes, I am." She looked slightly embarrassed to admit that, although it was hard to tell since her face was so flushed already.

I said, "That's making me see things in a new light. Michelle's heavy flirting with me started about three months ago, but it was going on in a subtler way long before that. Ruby's too, but we both know that Shelle's the ringleader of those two. So what I want to know is, who really started it: her or you? Specifically, did you kind of push her and encourage her into getting the hots for me?"

Mindy blushed. "Shit. You got me." She bowed her head down. "Yes, I kind of did. I think. I was kind of subtle about it though. If she'd give you a particularly affectionate hug and a kiss, I'd come up to her later and say something like, 'It's so good to see how affectionate you are to your father.' Even when she started to kiss you on the lips and blatantly rub her huge bikini-clad breasts all over you, I'd just say how great it was that she was being affectionate."

She continued, "And a couple of times I caught her acting a little more forward when she thought I wasn't around. But instead of berating her, I encouraged her with comments like, 'I'm glad to see you're so at ease dressing casually around your father. I bet you'll make his day with that outfit.' That kind of thing. I never really fully came clean with my feelings to her until yesterday morning."

I slumped further down my chair as my energy seemed to leave me. I was sweating bullets and was too tired to even stuff my still very insistent erection back into my fly. "Dammit, Sweetheart. That really pisses me off. How many times have you told me that we need to have complete honesty between each other? But you went behind my back to set this up for at least the last three months!"

"I'm sorry, Honey. But it's not an easy thing to bring up. Look at how long it took you before you came to me. The girls were practically fucking you while standing up by then."

"Touché. But still, this is distressing."

Her fingers started to wander up my hip, "walking" their way over me towards my erection. "I know, but it wasn't really a conscious thing. Besides, who was leading who? It's like me trying to talk you into eating rocky road ice cream. It doesn't exactly take much pushing. Those two were pulling to get at you as much as I was pushing. More, I'm sure. You know how manipulative and willful Michelle can be."

"You were talking to Ruby too? It sounds like there's been a conspiracy against me."

"Yeah, I guess you could say that. We've been a little sneaky here and there." She grasped my hard-on again as she said this. "But I don't feel bad at all because it's all for your benefit. We're basically conspiring to get you so you'll be constantly horny and cumming a lot. Is that such a bad thing?"

"Uh, no," I admitted, even as she brought her second hand back to my boner.

"Just look at me now. Look at my hands!"

I looked down at her hands, which had just resumed jacking me off. She'd resumed doing it corkscrew style, because she knew I really enjoyed that. It felt so fantastic that I felt like I'd fly to the sky.

The only problem was that I hadn't gotten enough of a break since she'd stopped a couple of minutes before, so I was already pretty close to cumming again. And once more I had to wonder what would happen to the cum if I shot off. Would Sue Ellen have to clean it up from the underside of the table? That wouldn't be very nice for her, to say the least.

I had vague notions of going to the men's room or telling my wife to take it easy for a few more minutes. But just then, Sue Ellen started walking back our way through the doorway.

"Here comes Sue Ellen," I warned my wife, since most of her attention was focused on sliding her fingers up and down my erection. I sat up in my chair and wiped the sweat off my face, but I didn't attempt to dissuade Mindy from her stroking. In fact, I could hardly wait to watch Sue Ellen's reaction again.

I noticed that Sue Ellen's breasts were swinging freely underneath her uniform now. I'd already been able to see her hard nipples a little bit when she'd had the bra on, but now they were blatantly obvious. It was still hard to judge the exact size of her breasts, but one could tell they were big. They seemed even bigger than C-cups to me.

She was carrying my dessert, and shyly slipped it on the table. "Here's your cheesecake, sir." She didn't make eye contact with me or my wife, and she avoided the sight of her panties on the table too.

But she had no trouble taking a step over and then staring down into my lap! She smiled from ear to ear as she saw that Mindy was still jacking me off with two hands. Her eyes went up and down in time to the stroking of my wife's hands.

Thankfully, Mindy seemed to sense I couldn't take much more stimulation and was stroking nice and slowly. She also was doing it in a way to show off as much of his erection to Sue Ellen's eyes as she could.

Bringing up Sue Ellen's earlier verbal slip up, Mindy joked, "His cheesecock?"

That turned Sue Ellen's face a deeper shade of red. I loved how this girl could appear so virginal and innocent on the one hand, and yet look like an eager slut on the other.

Apropos of nothing, Mindy asked Sue Ellen, "So, did you know that Dan here is a world famous author?"

I immediately protested, "Hold on. That's not true and you know it. I make a respectable living writing books, and that's it. There are thousands of others who do the same."

Sue Ellen asked, while still watching every last move of Mindy's hands, "You're an author? That's great! What kind of books do you write?" She licked her lips hungrily.

"I guess you could say that historical fiction is my specialty. I have a series of books set in the Roman Empire that's probably my most popular, but I don't limit myself to that. For instance, I'm writing a rollicking ocean adventure right now that's, uh..."

My voice trailed off because I couldn't think straight in the face of Mindy's two-handed cock "attack," plus Sue Ellen staring at it and actually repeatedly licking her lips!

It dawned on me that Mindy had brought up my career just to give Sue Ellen an excuse to stand around and watch the handjob. It occurred to me that Sue Ellen did have somewhere to go. I asked her, "So, have you gone to the bathroom yet?"

"No," she said sadly. "But I'm gonna go in a minute. I just got my break. I can hardly wait! Sorry about the delay with the cake."

"You can make it up to me," I said, still brimming with lust-fueled confidence. "I liked how you look just now, walking towards me with your tits freely bouncing around in your top. I want you to walk back and forth in front of me right now and really show me what you've got."

She bit her lip and looked in the direction she'd just come from. "My manager-"

"Is not going to know," I said firmly. "You're going to be careful, aren't you?"

"Yes, sir." She looked around again, double-checking that the coast was clear.

She started walking, but it was more like nervous stumbling. It wasn't sexy. She stopped, frustrated. She was distracted and frazzled. It looked like she was much more interested in watching the on-going handjob in my lap than having to walk.

However, Mindy came to her rescue. She suggested while her fingers gently danced up and down my shaft, "Sue Ellen, walk the way models do on the cat walk. Put one foot directly in front of the other so your footprints will make a perfectly straight line. It makes your hips sway more. Oh, and hold your head high and move your shoulders back and forth. That helps make your tits shake the way he really likes."

So Sue Ellen tried again. She walked directly away from us about fifteen feet or so until she reached a wall. The room we were in wasn't that big. One could see her gaining confidence as she went, because the sway in her hips grew with each step. Then she stopped and spun around on one heel. She was positively getting into it now.

Mindy said, "Better! Much better! But you can do better still. Think about Dan, such a powerful, dominant man. Think about how much you'd like to please him. His huge cock is throbbing with pleasure! He'll enjoy my handjob that much more if you really wow him with your sexy walk. Show him what you've got! You're sexy and you know it! Show him!"

I worried that my wife had gone too far. After all, Sue Ellen didn't even know we'd existed half an hour ago. But it seemed she'd said the exact right thing. One could practically see renewed confidence and determination transforming our waitress's posture as those words sank in.

A smile was threatening to break out on Sue Ellen's face as she started walking back towards us. She was really moving her shoulders, almost too much, but it was doing wondrous things to her chest. It looked like two kittens were having a fight in there.

By the time she got back to our table, she was nearly breathless. Her eyes immediately zoomed back to my erection and the two hands languidly sliding up and down it. "How did I do, sir?"

I was tripping on total erotic euphoria. "Well. You did well."

She smiled so brightly that her face could have lit up the entire restaurant. She looked totally adorable, and yet extremely sexy and lusty. She stared at my cockhead like she was ready to engulf it and start bobbing on it!

Mindy asked her, "It feels good to obey a command from a dominant man who knows what he wants, doesn't it?"

Sue Ellen nodded as she kept on gawking and licking her lips. Somehow, she was exuding sexual confidence while still looking frightened, red-faced, and shy.

Mindy elaborated, "My husband really has all the power here, doesn't he? Look what he's making me do. Look what he's making you do. He's knows that we're so hot and horny that we can't say no to him. Can we?"

Sue Ellen didn't verbally reply to that, but she did shake her head slightly. Her eyes were still fixed on the handjob. She licked her lips for what seemed to be the thousandth time as she watched my pre-cum drool down onto my wife's sliding fingers.

"How wet are you?" my wife asked her.

"So wet!" Sue Ellen replied quickly and emphatically. "Even when I'm serving the other customers, with the way my breasts are bouncing around, I keep thinking that they're gonna know! And the... stuff... The, you know..."

"Your cum," Mindy elaborated for her.

Our waitress nodded shyly. "I can feel it flowing down my thighs! And as I walk, I can feel the breeze on my, my..."

"Your pussy," Mindy breathily finished for her.

The sexy waitress nodded. "I feel like I'm totally naked!"

My wife purred, "You say that as if it were a bad thing."

Between Sue Ellen and my wife's hands, I was getting too excited again. Way too excited! I didn't want to cum with Sue Ellen standing right there; I figured that would freak her out, plus I still had the problem about what to do with the mess. So I said to Sue Ellen, "That's good. You can go now. Go fuck yourself in the bathroom."

She nodded, and rushed off straight to the bathroom. She was as wide-eyed as ever.

Mindy said gleefully while still stroking me, "She is so yours! Do you see the hunger in her eyes? She'll do anything you say!"

Frankly, I wasn't sure Sue Ellen was out of hearing yet when Mindy said that. It almost didn't matter though, because she was turning out to be so totally obedient and eager.

I just grimaced, because I was too close to a climax. "My good wife... Please... Stop... Too close!"

She immediately stopped her stroking, and even let go of it altogether again. However, she left my dick poking out of my slacks at an obscene angle, no doubt in hopes of having more fun with it soon. "So, what are we going to do next?"

I took several breaths, and then looked around. I was somewhat amazed that we hadn't drawn a crowd. In fact, there was nobody to be seen, since we were in our own room towards the back. That was a relief.

I refocused on my wife. "I am going to eat my cake."

"Awww... Is that all?"

I pointed out, "Yes. I need to calm down some. I can't squirt out a load every five minutes like I'm some kid. Let's just relax and talk for a while. Then we'll see."

She liked the sound of "Then we'll see," and seemed satisfied with that for now. She settled back in her seat and gave me space to breathe and come down from my most recent orgasmic close call.




Chapter 20



After another minute or two, I was in a condition to talk again. Now that Sue Ellen had left us for a little while, I was starting to have second doubts.

I said to Mindy, "You know, this whole Sue Ellen thing, it's dangerous. And I don't just mean getting caught for public exposure or something like that. I mean, this is how marriages break up. All these crazy sex games. It's just not worth it to me to risk losing you. You're the only woman I'll ever need. This has been really fun, but we should probably just call it a night."

My adoring wife just rolled her eyes at me. "Honey! Listen! You're not going to lose me! Do you have any idea how much I love you, my sweet honey bear? We've been married twenty years. We have a perfect home, a perfect life. If anyone should be worried about someone leaving, it's me losing you, what with this crazy trophy wife trend going around. Think of our neighbors. Is there a single man on our whole street who hasn't divorced his wife and turned her in for a younger and prettier woman already? It's disgusting. They treat it practically like buying a new car."

She continued, "But I know you'll never do that. You're not like those selfish sleazeballs. You come from a whole different kind of world, a small town, old-fashioned values world instead of the corporate rat race world. You love me. I love you. We need each other. We can't live without each other. So, as far as I'm concerned, if you want to have sex with a few sexy teens like Sue Ellen, it's something we both can enjoy because I do feel so secure about you."

That made me feel better. However, I felt like she still didn't get the enormity of what we were doing. "But Sweetheart. My sweet, sweet Mindy. What if one of those 'sexy teens' is Michelle?"

Mindy didn't say anything, but there was such a fire in her eyes that she didn't need to. Obviously she found the idea of me being carnally intimate with Michelle the most arousing and intriguing possibility of all. The way she licked her lips, not to mention the quickening of her breath and sudden flare of her nostrils, gave me absolute confirmation, just in case it wasn't obvious enough already.

I groaned. "This is too much for me to take in one day. Among other things, this means that your response to my heartfelt confession the other night was all an act, wasn't it? You acted all concerned when I told you that I was lusting after our daughter. But you knew everything! You helped set the whole thing up! That whole 'reasonable bounds' restriction, the idea that you thought it would just be some harmless teasing, that was all an act! A lie! In your heart of hearts you'd jump for joy if she and I went all the way, wouldn't you?"

My wife paused at that, and considered her answer carefully. "Honey, listen. I only want you to be happy, and for us to be happy. All of us, including her. I was totally sincere with what I said about having some reasonable bounds. It's just that what I consider 'reasonable' is probably different from what you assumed at the time."

I snorted, "You think?"

She continued, "Besides, what's important is what YOU think the reasonable bounds are. How far you're willing to go."

I sighed heavily. "That's the problem. Today, it's like a dam broke. All of a sudden, I find myself very, very willing!"

She spoke tenderly. "And that's okay, if that's what you want. I'm sorry if it's seems like I'm doing things behind your back, but it's really not like that. It's like keeping things a secret so you can surprise someone with a surprise birthday party. This has all been done with the best of intentions for the happiest of results for all of us. As I've said, it's win-win for everyone! I'm doing this for her as much as anyone. You know how this rather twisted idea first got into my head?"

I crossed my arms and leaned back, ready to be skeptical. "How?" I wasn't sure if I really wanted to know. "No, wait. Don't tell me now. There are certain things we should talk about only at home."

I looked around, suddenly feeling paranoid. I remembered the increasing prevalence of security cameras and looked up all over the ceiling and walls, but luckily I didn't see any. Still, I felt a bit stupid for not thinking about that before. We'd been really lucky so far.

My dick was still fully exposed and fully erect. I preferred to keep it that way, so we could continue to impress Sue Ellen if she unexpectedly returned already.

So, with both of us having the worry about getting caught on our minds, we managed to cool down a little bit. Mercifully, Mindy let me eat my cake in peace for a while. I certainly wasn't in danger of going flaccid though, not with our sexy waitress on my mind. No matter what we talked about, my head was filled with thoughts about what she was doing to herself in the bathroom.

I finished the cheesecake and we were busy chatting about some fairly innocuous topics when we saw Sue Ellen stagger back into our room. And I do mean "stagger." She looked like she had just been fucked by an entire football team. The "just fucked" glow on her face was so obvious that she might as well have been wearing a big sign around her neck saying just that.

She looked our way as she wobbled along.

Mindy caught her eye and motioned her to come closer by wagging her finger. Then she whispered to me, "It's show-time!" She grabbed my still very stiff dick and resumed jacking me off, telling me, "If I do this some more, she'll think I was doing it all along and that you have some super human stamina."

I couldn't argue with that. Besides, my cock had had an adequately long break and was ready for some more fun.

Sue Ellen looked defeated as she stood in front of us with her head bowed. "I knew you were gonna make me come over. I just knew it."

My wife said, "Go ahead and take a look. You know you want to."

Our curvaceous waitress lifted her head enough to lock her gaze on Mindy's handjob. She gasped and stared in wide wonder. She whispered in awe, "WOW! He's still so stiff!"

"But of course." Mindy asked her, "How old are you exactly?"

"Nineteen."

I was surprised - I thought she might be a couple of years older, especially since she'd mentioned to us that she was attending college nearby. Now that I was getting a better look at her body, I could see it was an unusually mature and voluptuous body for a nineteen year old. Much like my daughters, in fact.

Mindy asked, "Who were you fantasizing about when you were masturbating in there?"

Sue Ellen just bit her lip and closed her eyes.

I said, commandingly, "My wife just asked you a question."

Our waitress whispered, "Mindy, is it okay if I fantasize about your husband?"

"Not only is it okay, I expect it," Mindy said confidently. "So who were you fantasizing about?"

She whispered, "Your husband. Dan!" Nobody was surprised in the least by that, but our waitress nonetheless found it difficult to confess. Saying those words brought even more red into her cheeks.

Mindy told her in a firm voice, "Open your eyes and look at his cock."

Sue Ellen did so again. Her eyes went wide once more, as expected, and her chest started to heave.

"Look closer. Come closer. Stand right next to us."

She came closer. She put one leg right up to the edge of our seat and even leaned over and down a little bit. She couldn't get any closer if she tried. She was close enough to easily reach out and hold my dick, which I'm sure was a fact that she had noticed too.

"It's a really big one, isn't it?" Mindy asked, despite that having been well established already.

Sue Ellen nodded.

"Big and demanding."

She nodded again. It looked like her eyes were going to literally get as big as saucers before long.

"Dan fucks lots of women. That's just how it is."

I was thinking, That's news to me! Playing around a little with Ruby and Michelle hardly equaled "fucks lots of women." But I guessed my wife was trying to hype me up.

Sue Ellen just simply nodded again.

Mindy asked, "How many guys have you had sex with in your life?"

"Three."

"Only three?" Mindy was slightly surprised that the number wasn't higher.

"Three, because I was going steady with the same guy for a long time. I had sex with him lots of times, but it was only three."

"When did you break up with him?"

"Just now."

"What do you mean, just now?"

Sue Ellen was blushing a beautiful fire red by this point. "I mean just now. Like, during this conversation. He doesn't know yet."

"Care to explain?"

"I'm realizing now that he wasn't... satisfying. We were heading for break-up anyway, for a long time now, but I just didn't have the heart to actually break things off. But I don't want to cheat on him. That would be mean. So it's time for me to tell him. After what happened here tonight, how could I go back to him? He just wouldn't interest me anymore."

Mindy asked matter-of-factly, trying to hide her excitement, "You're going to have sex with my husband, aren't you?"

Sue Ellen had no idea how to respond to that. She just kept staring at Mindy's hands as they slid slowly up and down my engorged shaft.

She'd slowed her pace quite a lot, but it was extremely hard for me not to cum, given what she was saying and how long I'd gone without an orgasm by now. Still, I was doing all I could to hold out, mostly by squeezing my PC muscle a lot more. I was determined to impress Sue Ellen with my stamina.

"Let's put it another way," Mindy said matter-of-factly. "My husband is going to fuck you, isn't he? And if he wants to fuck you, well, you'll have no choice but to spread your legs and feel him slide all the way inside you, stretching your tight little slit as he fills you like you've never been filled before. Isn't that right?"

Sue Ellen nodded, like it was just another question. But there was an array of different looks flashing across her face. Most of them were variations on lust, jealousy, anticipation, and guilt.

My wife prodded her, "You want him to fuck you. Don't you? You want to feel what it's like to have a real MAN between your legs, pumping you, filling you, pouring his cum into you, claiming you for his very own! You've been fucked by boys, but never by a real man. That's what you want. It's what you NEED! Isn't it? You need it more than anything! To be fucked by my husband's thick cock!"

The lusty waitress nodded, and whispered back, "Can I?!"

"Perhaps," Mindy said confidently and possessively. "But not yet. Tomorrow, I want you to get yourself tested for STDs. He won't be taking you until you test clean, you got that? That should take about two weeks."

Sue Ellen nodded again. The frustration upon hearing about that delay was written on her face.

Mindy saw that and said, "Don't worry, while you wait you can suck his cock. You're going to be doing a LOT of that from now on!"

I was shocked that Sue Ellen just nodded once more. She treated that like an already established fact. That reaction from her was very nearly enough to make me blow my load. I was hanging on by the skin of my teeth.

Mindy also seemed to take that answer in stride. She was really in her element, having the time of her life. She stated sternly, "I want you to show my man your pussy. Show him the pussy that he's gonna be fucking soon. Right here, right now!"

Sue Ellen looked around, even though she knew the room was empty already and there was no way to see in where we were through the open doorway. There was no doubt she was going to do it, she was just checking to make sure she wouldn't get caught. It seemed that if she was asked to dance naked on our table, she was ready to do that too.

I couldn't believe how quickly things had developed! The only thing that made sense was that she had to be naturally submissive, very submissive, and she'd never known that until tonight. She was like a ripe fruit, ready to be picked.

With her head bowed, she slowly pulled her uniform up. Up and up and up. She didn't just show off her pussy, she pulled her uniform up past her belly button until she couldn't pull it up anymore!

My opinion on Sue Ellen's beauty went way up as I admired her thighs, pussy, and tummy. She had a perfect body! She was extremely fit, and clearly someone who exercised a lot. Her frumpy, baggy uniform had disguised what a great figure she had. Even Michelle would have been impressed.

Mindy chuckled as she noted all the rivulets of cum on Sue Ellen's thighs. She said to me, "That's what I call a swampy pussy! Honey, with a swamp like that, you might have to watch out for more pussy 'gators."

"Huh?" Sue Ellen asked, making eye contact with Mindy as she looked her way in confusion.

"Inside joke. Don't worry about it," my wife said to her dismissively. "Turn around."

Sue Ellen was still holding her outfit up high, and she adjusted it so that her entire ass was on display as she turned around. It was a very nice ass indeed, firm and well rounded. I could scarcely believe she was willing to hold her uniform up so high as to expose her entire ass and pussy mound! What if someone came by?!

I noticed that she was nicely tanned all over, without any tan lines at all. Her tan was between Michelle's and Ruby's in tone, as Michelle's skin was a fair deal darker than Ruby's simply because Ruby's skin was naturally much lighter. And while Sue Ellen wasn't quite as curvy as my two girls, she looked equally fit and muscular, if not more so. I was very pleasantly surprised. Most people look a lot better with clothes on than off, but Sue Ellen was the exact opposite. She looked a thousand times sexier with her drab and conservative uniform out of the way. It was like there was a world-class porn star hiding underneath the waitress.

I found myself thinking, WHOA! Impressive! This was a body well worth fucking! What an ass! 

"Touch her, Honey!" my wife hissed at me excitedly. I glanced at her face. She seemed just as impressed at our waitress's hard body as I was.

Sue Ellen's bare ass was hanging there in front of me, very nearly in my face. I couldn't really help myself. I reached out and cupped her nearest ass cheek.

That was too much for Sue Ellen to take, apparently. She fell to the floor as a great orgasm hit her. She let out a few squeaks and moans, but it was clear that she was having the struggle of her life not to scream out at the top of her lungs.

I looked around and was relieved to find that the coast was still clear. Actually, it was getting fairly late and the dinner rush was long over. It seemed that Sue Ellen wasn't even being missed. However, we'd have a very big problem on our hands if she did scream uncontrollably.

I looked down at her. She was on all fours, with her medium-length, dirty-blonde hair dangling to the ground. Her uniform was still hiked up high on her waist, so her entire beautiful bubble butt was fully on display.

Mindy simply looked at that ass, and said, "Oh God! Honey, I can't take it anymore! I need to be FUCKED! NOW! Besides, my hands are about to fall off from all the stroking."

"Good idea. But how? Where?! The car?"

She looked around like a spy arranging a dead drop. "Meet me in the ladies' room! You go first!"

I nodded, and then stood up. As I started to stand, I realized my dick was still jutting out at an obscene angle, not to mention that it was soaked in cum. There was a big wet spot all around it on my slacks too, from all the cum that had dripped off here and there. I quickly stuffed it back in and tried to make myself presentable.

Mindy reached down and gave Sue Ellen a pat on her head. "Good job. We'll be back shortly. I need to go take care of my husband's massive cock!"

As I walked towards the open doorway, I looked back towards Sue Ellen. She was still on all fours, panting. God, she looked so sexy! That sight totally blew my mind.

Mindy was kneeling next to her and had pulled her outfit back down, so her ass was covered now, at least. If someone came in, they'd probably think she'd fallen and a customer was helping her back up. Mindy was whispering in her ear. I could only guess what was said, but I'm sure Mindy was both comforting and reassuring her, as well as filling her head with more sexy and submissive thoughts.

It was strange walking from our little back room into the rest of the restaurant. There were still plenty of customers there, although more towards the front. How many of them had been served by Sue Ellen? What would they give to know that she'd just been panting on all fours with her bare ass on display, ready and desperate for a good hard fucking, just one room away?

I kept walking up towards the front of the restaurant where the restrooms were. My heart was pounding about as hard as physically possible, short of a heart attack!

A wall of mental resistance hit me as I got to the door of the ladies' room. It's just one of those rules I'd always had that a guy doesn't go in there. Not only that, but it occurred to me that there very well could be one or more women already in there. It had been a near miracle that we hadn't gotten caught yet, mainly because I'd picked the most out-of-the-way table in the whole restaurant when I'd first walked in. It would really suck to cause a big scene now, if I opened the door and some old lady screamed.

I looked around, trying to act casual, like I just happened to be standing near that particular door. I thought I'd give it a minute or two to make sure the bathroom was empty, since most people don't take long before you can at least hear the sound of a toilet flushing or water running.

Since the bathroom had several stalls in it, there wasn't any lock on the main door, or at least none that I noticed. That was not good!

I was still standing there when my wife came up to me. Apparently she'd only been a minute or two with Sue Ellen. "Chicken!" she said as she playfully punched me in the arm. Talking close to my ear and quietly (even though there was no one else around), she said teasingly, "What happened to the mighty bold pussy tamer? Afraid to go into the little girl's room?"

"Hey, let's not act rash. Isn't it better for you to scope it out first?"

She rolled her eyes. "Sheesh. Fine. But hurry! The Queen is longing for her King!" She winked, pushed the door open, and walked inside.

I thought, "The Queen." I like that. This whole "King" thing is starting to grow on me, to be honest. 

She hadn't been in there thirty seconds when she opened the door again, grabbed me by the collar of my jacket, and literally yanked me inside. "Come on, stud!"

I walked in, just as eager to fuck as she was, which was just about as eager to fuck as a person can possibly be.

As I unzipped my fly, I watched my wife pick a spot a few feet away from one of the sinks, and then bend over. She grabbed the sides of the sink with both hands as her upper body bent at a perfect 90-degree angle from her hips and legs. Secure in that position, she then spread her legs really wide. It was a pretty neat physical feat to manage getting into such a lewd pose, especially given the high heels she was wearing.

I'd been expecting that we would fuck in one of the stalls, but then I remembered the fantasy she'd expressed earlier about how I'd fuck Sue Ellen in the ladies' room. She was obviously in the exact same position she'd been describing to me. I couldn't let her down with that.

But still, I joked, "Hey, where's the secret lesbian orgy room? You said there were beds in there."

She laughed, but said, "Sorry, that's for ladies only. Are you gonna fuck me or WHAT?!"

"Ssssh! Keep in down! It's bad enough we're doing it out in the open; we're gonna get caught for sure!"

"No we're not. One of your new sluts is watching the door. Now, DO ME!"

It was a relief to hear that Sue Ellen was at the door, although to be honest, at this point I would have been willing to fuck right next to the front register. My balls needed release that desperately! I flipped my wife's dress up, which was something else she'd specifically mentioned to me in her little fantasy.

Then, I stepped forward and slid into her pussy, doggy-style, with one fell swoop. It was such a joy to push all the way in and find my cock fully sheathed in her tight heat. What a rush!

"UGH!" She cried out.

Seeing as I had a tad more self-control than she did at this point, I said, "Ssssh already! I'm not gonna thrust any more unless you keep quiet."

She hissed, "Damn you! Damn you, evil bastard! You're just taking me any way you want and bending me to your will! I love it!"

"I said shush already!" Her words had been fairly quiet, but I didn't want any noise from her at all.

Some long moments passed. Had I not known Sue Ellen was outside, I would have shot a load into her as fast as humanly possible. But with her there, I could afford to take my time. Now, it was a battle of wills to see who would give in first.

Actually, it wasn't much of a battle, as Mindy barely lasted half a minute. And all I'd done was push myself all the way inside her! Her pussy clenched and trembled spasmodically around my shaft while I just stood there, freaking out about how great it all felt.

After she climaxed, she certainly showed no interest in stopping. In fact, it sounded like she was just getting warmed up. "Okay! I promise I'll be quiet as a mouse!" she whispered. "Now, fuck me like an animal, you crazy fuck!"

So I started thrusting back and forth. It was strange, because I was having a wild and fantastic time, but at the same time it really got to be noticeably quiet. It seemed I could hear every last squish and thrust, every single puff of breath or scraping of shoe on the floor. I could even hear the occasional drip of a slowly leaking faucet somewhere nearby. I was pleased that it looked to be a well-cleaned bathroom (not that some dirt would have stopped us at that point).

Given how quiet everything was, I was also able to notice the sound of the door opening slightly. I turned my head around to see it was Sue Ellen. I could see her peeking in with her wide eyes.

She wasn't content just to peek, though. Her head disappeared behind the door, briefly, and then she walked all the way in.

I had been strangely unconcerned when I saw Sue Ellen at first, because I was confident she was keeping a good lookout. But she couldn't keep doing that if she was in here with us. I hissed at her, once she'd closed the door behind her, "What the fuck are you doing?!"

"Sorry, I can't help myself!" She was clutching at her pussy and heaving breasts through her outfit as she gawked at us fucking. "Too sexy!"

So much for being the all-powerful dominant over this new girl, I thought. But I was totally consumed with fucking my wife, and Sue Ellen looked so eager that I didn't want to disappoint her.

I occasionally looked Sue Ellen's way, but I couldn't pay her any more attention than that. Besides, now that she was in here instead of keeping guard outside, I had to redouble my efforts to cum pronto before all three of us got caught. There were still a fair number of customers up near the front of the restaurant, and some of them were women who had to use the ladies' room eventually, right?

Mindy had noticed Sue Ellen coming in, naturally, and it sent her level of arousal soaring into the stratosphere. I think she was pretty much cumming non-stop from the moment I started thrusting in earnest, although she was doing a damned good job keeping relatively quiet about it.

I don't know how long we fucked. I'll bet it probably wasn't long at all - less than five minutes for sure. Time lost all meaning though, so I have no way of knowing. I do know that when I started to cum, it was the most intense feeling I'd ever had yet in my entire life. I felt like my brain was melting. Really! I can't give any more details because the whole experience was one big blur of pure euphoria and erotic ecstasy.

I felt myself falling onto Mindy and that caused her knees to give way as she fell onto the tile floor. She still clung to the sink, briefly, but then let go and wound up on all fours with me slumped on top of her.

From that position I looked around, amazed that I hadn't passed out altogether. The world was starting to come back to me, now that our sexual nirvana was winding down.

Sue Ellen was standing right there above us. I could have reached out and touched her if I had an iota of energy left in my body. I could see her pussy again, because her outfit was shamelessly hiked up like before, allowing her fingers to fly all over her pussy and clit.

That wasn't that big of a surprise. But what really shocked me was when I looked to the door and saw ANOTHER waitress peeking in! She'd been gawking with just her head and shoulder peeking in and both hands on the edge of the door. I didn't get much of a look at her because as soon as she saw that I was looking at her, her wide eyes went even wider and she shut the door.

"Oh fuck!" I panted. "We're... busted!"

"What?" Mindy panted back.

"Someone ... at the... the door!" I somehow managed to say.

Sue Ellen wasn't having nearly the trouble breathing that Mindy and I were. She just said, "Oh that? Don't worry. That must have been Laura."

"Laura?" I gasped out, not feeling a whole lot better about it.

But she explained, "She's been watching the door since I couldn't take it anymore and just had to come in. She's been covering for me all evening. She kind of knows what's been happening. Not a lot, but a little."

"Ah," was all I could manage. That was all too strange for me to handle.

It was dawning on my addled brain that this Laura was another waitress and a friend of Sue Ellen's. I decided that since we seemed to be safe, at least for now, I'd just stay where I was for a while. A good long while, in fact. Standing did not seem like a good idea at all, and walking was out of the question. I'm pretty sure Mindy felt the same. If she wasn't such a cleanliness freak, I figure she would have been sleeping on the floor by now. Probably both of us would have been, for that matter.

But we really didn't have the luxury to stay there as long as we would have liked. We were in a restaurant, for crying out loud, and some women might want to use the ladies' room eventually, guard or no guard.

I'm sure Mindy was thinking the same thing, because both of us got up as soon as we could physically stand and we started to get our act together. It was nice that bathrooms are a great place for that, since we could wash up in the sink and check ourselves in the mirror.

Sue Ellen was still standing in the same spot, still masturbating and still cumming from time to time. It seems she just couldn't get enough. She was in an erotic la-la land even though the "show" had been reduced to a scene of Mindy and me using the sink. It looked like she was very frustrated that she'd been forced to only watch us fucking and couldn't join in.

I decided she could use a little more dominating, so I said, "Sue Ellen, what time do you work tomorrow?"

"Same time. Three till closing." She stopped jilling herself and dropped her head submissively. Her outfit dropped down just enough to hide her pussy, but still show off all of her fantastic, tanned legs.

"When's closing?"

"Ten. It's almost ten now. But we have to stay for a little bit afterwards to clean up."

"Really?" I was saying that more to myself in regards to the time. I had no idea it had gotten that late, but at least that explained why the restaurant had been emptying out.

I found myself looking at Sue Ellen's powerful thighs, and thought, Could I really fuck her? What a great time that would be! Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! Why the fuck don't I do it, if Min says it's okay? It's a hell of a lot better than fucking Shelle or Ruby. If I do fuck her, I won't be so tempted with them. 

Filled with new resolve, I told Sue Ellen, "Okay, here's what you're going to do. You're going to call my wife tomorrow and give her your complete work schedule. And let her know when your friend - what's her name?"

"Laura."

"When your friend is working too. Do you trust her?"

"Mindy? Oh, sure! Like a sister!"

I was surprised at that, since we all had just met this evening. I clarified, "No, I mean this Laura person."

"Oh, definitely. She's a good friend. I knew her from before I started working here. We look out for each other. Like tonight."

"You mean you've had other nights like tonight?"

She laughed at the absurdity of that suggestion. "No way! In fact, I've been meaning to ask you if this kind of thing happens to waitresses a lot. You see, this is only my second day working here."

"You're kidding me!" I looked to Mindy with amazement, and she looked back at me with a surprised expression too.

Sue Ellen insisted, "No, I'm serious! I just finished my first year of college earlier in the week. I'm starting my summer job right away because I need the money. I've definitely never met anyone crazy like y'all are, anywhere!"

I exclaimed, "Man! I can't believe this is just your second day. What are the odds?! But you say you trust Laura?"

"Oh, definitely. She's nice and helpful."

"Okay. Good. And what else are you going to do tomorrow?"

"I'm going to get tested for STDs in the morning, and then break up with my boyfriend."

That last bit shocked me. I'd forgotten about that. But I rolled with it, "Good. And are you going to see any other new boyfriends?"

"No, sir. Not unless you give permission, sir." After a long pause, she said with great shyness, "And I wouldn't want you to."

I found that thrilling. Does she want to be only with me? She does! Whoa! And she's such a hot, sexy, young thing. Today really is my lucky day! 

Still, I kept my cool. "Good. You've been very naughty tonight, Sue Ellen. Do you know that?"

"Yes, sir." She dropped her head down even more abjectly.

"You came in here when you weren't supposed to and watched me fuck my wife. For that, you will be punished. Spanked. But not tonight. Soon."

Her voice trembled as she answered, "Yes, sir."

Seeing I was done with my line of questioning, Mindy asked, devilishly, "You belong to my husband now, don't you?"

"Yes, ma'am."

That answer floored me. Even after everything that happened already, somehow that really made things hit home for me. What the hell?! I mean, we only met Sue Ellen a couple of hours ago, and now she supposedly belongs to me? What does that even mean? Are we just acting out a fantasy or is this serious?! Can people really change that quickly? 

Mindy waved a hand through the air dismissively. "No need to call me 'ma'am.' I'm not your mistress. I may assist from time to time, but Dan is in charge of you from now on. And by the way, you'll be glad to know that he doesn't share his toys with any other guys."

Sue Ellen let out a visible sigh of relief hearing that.

My devilish wife asked her, "Now, what do you think we'll see when we get outside?"

Sue Ellen straightened up and seemingly used a less submissive tone in responding to Mindy. "Um... Well, the restaurant should be pretty much empty by now. One or two stragglers, maybe. It should be safe."

"Who's still working?" Mindy asked.

"It should be down to just Laura, Josie, and me, plus the manager and kitchen staff."

"Who's the manager?" my wife pressed.

"Paula's her name."

She asked, "Is she hot?"

"Um, no. Not really. Plus, there's Sonia in back. She's probably still there."

"Is she a danger?"

"Yeah! Definitely. She's the owner. But she only comes out of her office if it's super busy or if there's a special problem."

Mindy nodded. "Okay, thanks. Hubby, why don't you head to the car? I'll go back to our table and pay the bill. Oh, and I have to pick up a certain someone's bra and panties." She winked at Sue Ellen.

It blew my mind to recall Sue Ellen's undies were still back at our table. Plus, what happened to Mindy's panties? "Okay, but leave a big tip. A very big tip. I liked our service tonight. Especially our waitress. In fact, I think I'll keep her."

It was really cute to see how much Sue Ellen blushed and scraped her feet across the floor in a giddy yet bashful 'awww shucks' manner. It was just like she was the plain and shy girl who'd been unexpectedly asked to the prom by the hottest boy in school.

So I made my way to the car after Sue Ellen had checked to make sure the coast was clear.

Mindy joined me in the car... eventually. She'd taken a good ten minutes or more to come outside.

"What was that all about?" I asked as she opened the door and got into the passenger's seat.

"Talking to our Southern belle some more. More baby steps. Laying the groundwork."

It was dark, but I was able to look over at her from where I sat in the driver's seat and give her a skeptical glare. "Laying the groundwork for what? How much more groundwork can there be? I've never seen anyone so submissive in my life already. My God! She was so... willing. What did you say to her?"

"You'll find out in due time," she responded with an enigmatic smile.

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"It's like what I was saying before, about there being bad secrets and good secrets, like keeping a birthday party a surprise. This definitely qualifies as a good secret of the surprise party variety. You just kick back and enjoy yourself while I do all the work to get you some prime sexpot pussy on a regular basis. Young, tight, hot pussy! Impaled on the King!"

I shook my head in wonder. My wife was more excited about this than even I was, it seemed.

She went on, "Although, to be honest, you didn't even need my help back there. You were magnificent! The way you took charge? Oh my God! Like the way you said, 'I'll take a slice of cheesecake and your bra!' Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! I'm never gonna forget that line! I can't even think about it right now or I'm gonna need you to fuck me all over again."

I smiled in remembrance. "Yeah. That was pretty sweet. I don't know what came over me. But where are we going?"

"Home, you doof. Unless you prefer to drive around and seduce other waitresses!" She delighted in that, having a good laugh.

"No, I mean, where are we going with this whole thing? Like you asking if the manager was hot. You're not content to see me just with Sue Ellen, you're already working on some other woman you've never even seen!"

She smiled with chagrin. "Yeah, I guess I was overreaching a little bit there. Still, just think how sweet it could have been if she was a good submissive fuck too. You could walk in there at any time and say, 'Let's see. I'll take the cheesecake, your bra, oh, and that cute waitress over there. Oh, and tell that extra busty redheaded customer in front to meet me in back. I fancy a titfuck!'"

I laughed out loud. "You're a case, you know that? That's supposed to be MY fantasy. Anyway, let's get home." I turned on the ignition and started to back the car out of its parking space. "And no more 'recruiting' until I say so, okay? Sue Ellen was this totally lucky thing that just happened, somehow. I wanna see what happens with her. But other than that, I've got my hands full at home."

"Yeah! Full of gloriously bouncy teenage tits!" There was no jealousy in her comment whatsoever. It fact, she was loving that fact to the point that she could barely keep still about it.

I just rolled my eyes and sighed theatrically as I pulled the car out onto the road.

Mindy deliberately laughed in 'Bwa-ha-ha-ha!' fashion like the stereotypical evil genius madman about to play the pipe organ, no doubt just to get a reaction from me.

Getting serious again, she said, "By the way, if things work out with Sue Ellen, that could help a lot with the looming situation at home."

"How do you figure? Doesn't it just make things worse, with more secrets to hide?"

"Maybe. But there's no way you can stop having sexual fun with these teen hotties - that would be crazy! So the question is how to keep it a secret from Nicky. If you could play around at Mama Mia's instead of home, that would help."

I scoffed, "Playing around at a restaurant? That might work once or twice, but I'd be pushing my luck beyond that."

"Maybe, maybe not. We'll see. Then there's Sue Ellen's place. You could have fun over there, and that would be totally safe! See? Problem solved!"

"Not so fast. We don't even know where she lives! She could live with her family, or roommates, or who knows what?"

"Still, it's a possibility. I forgot to ask. She's going to college, so the odds are good she's not with her family. And if she's got roommates, they're going to be female. Just seduce them too, and problem solved!"

I rolled my eyes. "Dream on."

Before long, Mindy went silent, and that gave me some time to contemplate while I drove the car.

Frankly, the whole experience was an epiphany for me. I'd fought so long against what I thought were embarrassing and immoral things. But the more I tried them, the more I loved them. Sex in public was scary. My heart was constantly pounding so hard I worried about a heart attack. I was hating it, but at the same time I was having the time of my life. The pleasure definitely outmatched the pain or the fear, though had a cop come by and arrested us I'm sure the equation would have flipped over.

I wanted more, a lot more!

When we got home, there was no sign of Ruby being around. However, Michelle was still up and waiting for us.

I was actually surprised to see her fully dressed. She looked just like the "old" Michelle, back before the teasing began. Although she was showing off an impressive amount of cleavage. But I was too tired to let it affect me, for once.

Mindy and I shuffled past her as we headed to the stairs.

"Hey, you two," she said. "What's up with you? You both look like you're barely alive."

"Nail, meet head," I said as I kept moving, shortening the "you hit the nail on the head" idiom. I kissed the top of her blonde hair, but that was all.

Mindy elaborated a bit more as she also tromped on by. "Too tired. Can't talk. Tomorrow. Tonight, sleep."

Michelle looked incredulous. "Jesus, what happened to you two? You're not THAT old."

Mindy stopped on the stairs she'd been climbing and shot back a brief evil glare in response to that. "Long story. Lots of sex. Orgasms? Hell, yeah! I must have cum twenty, maybe thirty times. You have NO idea what happened. Long story. ... Tomorrow. I'll tell you tomorrow. Good-night."

Michelle's eyes simply bugged out in stunned disbelief. "Wait. What? Thirty times?! And I don't even get a real Daddy good-night kiss? No fair!"

"Sorry," I muttered.

My daughter complained, "I had plans, big plans! I was going to do a sexy striptease, and everything!"

I thought, Ah. That explains her clothes. And I thought she was taking it easy on me, for once. 

Mindy didn't reply, but when she reached the top of the stairs a short ways behind me, she checked to see that Michelle was still looking up at her, and then she bunched up her dress until her entire bare ass could be seen by her daughter.

"Mom! What happened to your panties?!"

"Daddy handed them to the waitress. Our sexy, sexy waitress. Oh, and he took her panties and her bra. Good-night, and sleep tight!" She walked out of sight, chortling a sneaky laugh, knowing that comment would help fuel a few good orgasms for an awestruck Michelle before she finally fell asleep.




Chapter 21

 

I woke up the next morning to the sound of Michelle yelling, "Tickle attack!"

This, I was somewhat used to.

But then I heard a second voice, Ruby's voice, also yelling, "Tickle attack!"

This was new! It wasn't completely unexpected after everything that had happened to me lately, but it was a bit of a shocker, especially with my brain still kicking into gear. Since it was Friday, I expected Mindy to be at work already, but what was Ruby doing here so early?

Then there was a big thud on either side of me as first Michelle and then Ruby threw themselves at my bed.

I opened my eyes to see Michelle with her fingers outstretched like they were claws. She was walking on her knees up my bed from where she'd landed to get closer to my face. She was wearing the same harem pajama outfit as she'd had on the morning before (and other days), probably going with the strategy of not messing with success. The only difference was her top. It was from the same ensemble, but this time it was an open vest instead of a blouse. It covered a bit of her shoulders and probably some of her back, but otherwise mostly hung underneath her arms, essentially covering nothing of any importance at all.

That meant that my daughter's stupendous breasts were completely exposed and swinging free!

I gawked shamelessly. Lord Almighty, my baby girl has utterly, fantastically, HUGE tits! And furthermore, she was proud of them. She knew that to have breasts that big and yet without any sag or deformed shape or misplaced nipples or any other flaw was truly a one-in-a-million lucky break, and she took full advantage.

Sure, I was well aware already just how heavy they were, but the subtle way they swayed ever so slightly with her movement was... well, let's just say that I'm pretty sure she had to know exactly what she was doing with the way she was oscillating her shoulders and occasionally dragging her nipples on the sheets as she crawled towards me like a some kind of ravenous sex-beast. She knew her bare breasts could get any heterosexual male erect, no matter what the time or place. There was just no way to resist!

Then I turned my head a bit and saw Ruby doing the same thing, walking on her knees up my bed on the other side of me. Her fingers were outstretched too, and she wore a great big grin. I was surprised to see that she was wearing a harem outfit too. I didn't know they were so common. And not just any harem outfit - some transparent gauze covered her arms and her legs, and she had a Middle Eastern-looking tiara on her forehead and a veil coming out of it. But the veil went up and backwards, covering her hair and leaving her beautiful face exposed.

Looking closer, I noticed that she had a jewel in her belly button, probably made of glass.

And that was it! Her big breasts weren't covered, nor was her pussy, nor her ass. What little fabric there was stayed well clear of any of her private places.

My God, what a body! My two girls! About the only thing that could get me to tear my eyes off Michelle's body was Ruby's body, and vice versa. Ruby's breasts weren't quite as big as Michelle's and didn't jut out quite as much, but so what? They were still frigging E-cups, and were incredibly mouth-watering to gaze at. Like Michelle's there were no flaws anywhere, not only on her chest but on her whole body. I understand that magazine centerfolds are usually airbrushed to erase scars and the like, but there was no need for an airbrush artist with these two.

WOW! My girls! My naked, naughty harem girls! I hadn't woken with morning wood, but for some reason that was no longer a problem. What a great way to wake up! How could I not want to fuck them both, right away? If only I didn't have so many memories of these two when they were younger. God, it feels so wrong being with them sexually in any way, but I can't resist at least partially giving in! 

Both girls reached me at the same time. Seeing that my eyes were open, they showed no mercy. A two-on-one tickle attack is a pretty unfair thing. But the actual tickle part didn't last very long. Michelle was much more interested in kissing than tickling, and once her lips met mine and we started to make out, all thoughts of tickling flew out the window with her.

I'm pretty sure they'd had a prearranged plan, because they worked fast. While Michelle kept me distracted with her kisses and rubbing her big bare tits and hard nipples all over my chest, Ruby pulled down the sheets and covers, letting my rampant erection spring free.

No sooner did that happen than Ruby sat between my legs and brought her feet up to my groin. She was still obeying the rule against touching my cock with hands or lips, but she took full advantage of the foot exception. Within a matter of seconds, she was effectively jacking me off with both feet!

Then Michelle brought my hands up to her chest so I could play with her jutting globes while we continued to kiss. Needless to say, my "little girl" was not so little anymore! Her sweater meat simply overflowed my open palms as she encouraged me to grope her shamelessly while engaging me in a tongue duel that was already leaving me breathless.

All in all, it was a truly awesome way to wake up!

But they were in a hurry for some reason. Only a minute or two after I'd really started to go to town on her nipples, Michelle suddenly pulled away.

Ruby gave up on her footjob and crawled up my body. "Don't I get a good morning kiss too, Daddy?"

"Of course you do, Daughter."

She loved that word and practically suffocated me with her passionate and intense necking. Of course, with breasts as big as Ruby's it was nearly impossible for her lips to meet mine without her heaving rack crashing into my chest. No doubt, there were two small indentations in my skin where her erect nipples pressed hard.

I could guess at the preparations they had gone through by the fact that Ruby's tits were slightly oiled up, enabling them to freely slide all over me. I could picture the two girls oiling up each other's bosoms and talking excitedly about what they were going to do to me, and that caused my dick to lurch with a particularly intense surge of pleasure.

Meanwhile, Michelle took up Ruby's spot between my legs and got her feet busy on my cock. She'd never actually directly stimulated my boner before, so this was a pretty exciting first for both of us. It was hard for me to stay focused on that though, given the way Ruby was, for all intents and purposes, assaulting me with her love. I couldn't see anything of what she was doing to me either, due to Ruby's hot French kisses.

Michelle had obviously learned from watching Ruby's footjob the day before, and quickly brought her toes into play, trapping the cockhead between her big toe and the rest. It was a very tight and pleasurable fit. So far, nobody had said much, but as her toes slid up and down my shaft much like fingers, she asked me, "Okay, Daddy, spill the beans. What happened last night? I'm dying to find out about this 'sexy, sexy waitress!'"

I made some "Mmmmpphf!" sounds to indicate I could hardly explain anything while Ruby's tongue was inside my mouth and trying to reach my tonsils.

After a few more demands that I talk, Michelle finally reached up and slapped Ruby's bare ass. "Come on, Ruby, don't you want to know too?"

Eventually, Ruby relented so I could speak. She resorted to licking, nibbling, and kissing me all around my jaw, ears, and neck instead. I was already noticing that she really liked to do that. Plus, I had my hands full of her heavy breasts, so that was keeping her just as happy as Michelle's feet still playing with my rock-hard erection was keeping me happy. It seemed that every time I gave Ruby's tits a strong squeeze, it made her let out a loud and sexy moan. I was having a lot of fun experimenting with that.

Finally, my mouth was free, and I said, "Boy, I'm really starting to like these tickle attacks. But what time is it?"

"Hey! No small talk!" My demanding daughter complained. "It's practically ten o'clock, you lazy bones, but that's not important. What's important is that you spill the beans! As if Mom's ass flash last night wasn't intriguing enough, not to mention her panty comment, this morning she woke me up right as she was heading out the door to work and she made some totally maddeningly vague comment about how you found some kind of new 'pussy slave' last night. What's that all about?"

"Yeah!" Ruby agreed. "Tell us, Daddy! Was she talking about one of our friends?! Is it this mysterious waitress?!"

I sighed. With Michelle's toes essentially jacking me off, I had no willpower to resist answering the question. "No, this has nothing to do with any of your friends. By the way, are any of them coming over today?"

"Daaaaaddyyyy!" Michelle whined. Her frustration didn't stop her in the slightest from jacking me off with her feet, though.

I said, "Okay, I'll tell you. But only if you stop it with that toe trick, Shelle, or I'll be cumming before I even get out of bed."

"And that's a BAD thing?" Ruby purred like a vixen on the prowl, as she arched an eyebrow at me. "We want you to stay in bed all day and play with your two new sex toys."

Damn, they were really trying to get me to cum! I looked around, playing dumb. "Where are these toys? Did Mindy buy some new dildos?"

"No! US!" they both said at once, with agitation and impatience. They even arched their backs and thrust their great racks towards me at the same time.

Their enthusiasm was intoxicating. So was the smell of aroused pussy. Huh. It seems they well and truly loved the idea of being sex toys. MY sex toys! That goes against everything I've ever learned about feminism and women wanting to be treated as equals. I can't understand it. Who wants to be demeaned and treated as an object? Not me! 

Even though my hands were already on Ruby's breasts, she grabbed one of my hands and brought it to her nearest ass cheek instead. "We're your toys. I want you to play with me. With us!"

She obviously noticed the incredulous look in my eyes, because she elaborated, "I know, I know, you're thinking we can't really mean that, but we do! Sexual slavery is not a burden if you're enslaved to the one you love. Then it becomes the greatest joy!"

I was still blinking owlishly, not comprehending. "Sexual slavery?!" Whoa! Where did THAT come from?! Talk about over the top sex talk! 

Ruby grew impatient and brought things to a more lusty level. She guided my hand all over her nearest ass cheek. "Feel that ass! You know how many hours I work on exercising my glutes to make my butt that fuckably firm? For Daddy! For YOU! When I get tired from jogging or swimming or whatever, I make myself keep going. For you, my Daddy! So he'll want to play with me and fuck me and let me suck his cock! That's what I always say to myself. 'For Daddy.' It's like my mantra."

Michelle added, "Me too! That's how we drive each other on to do one more rep on the exercise machine. 'For Daddy!' Do you know how long we've been waiting and how hard we've been working to perfect our bodies for you?!"

I was pretty amazed at that, but I tried not to show it. I did know they were nearly fanatical with exercising and eating right, and it showed. For me? Why? What did I do to deserve that?! This is nuts! Especially after what happened last night with Sue Ellen. Oh God, Sue Ellen! Yesterday, I mentally opened myself to sex with women other than my wife, and suddenly the entire world turns upside down! 

Not knowing what to say about any of that, I simply asked, "Do you two want to listen or not?"

"We're listening!" they both practically screamed simultaneously.

Despite my hands and their hands still wandering all over each other's bodies, I tried to sound bored and matter-of-fact as I said, "Okay. It's like this. So Mindy and I went out to eat at Mama Mia's. We were served by this attractive and busty young waitress named Sue Ellen."

"How busty?!" Michelle urgently interrupted. That seemed to be a very important point with her.

"I'm not sure. She said she's a C-cup, but I think she's more like a D-cup. Anyway, after I ordered Mindy to take her panties off and put them on the table - which she did, by the way - I decided that I wanted Sue Ellen's panties too. So I told her to give me her panties. And she did."

Michelle exclaimed, "WHAAAAT?!"

But I ignored her, and continued, "Then I told her to give me her bra. And she did that too. Then I decided I wanted her as my pussy slave." Actually, nobody had used that term last night at all, but the Hellions had claimed Mindy mentioned it this morning, and I wanted to shock them with my language as much as they were shocking me.

The looks on their flabbergasted faces were priceless.

I went on, "I had her show me her drooling pussy while Mindy openly jacked me off in the middle of the restaurant."

My two girls nearly fainted on the spot. They actually clutched onto each other, like they were afraid of falling.

I concluded, "Finally, I took Mindy to the ladies' room and fucked her hard doggy-style while Sue Ellen stood there watching us and fingering herself. After that, I told her that she would break up with her boyfriend so she can serve me exclusively as my latest pussy slave. Naturally, she agreed. End of story." I faked a yawn, like I'd grown bored just thinking about all that.

Michelle and Ruby looked at each other with wide eyes and even wider, gaping mouths.

Ruby finally said, "I don't believe it! Do you believe it? He's making that up! Michelle, what do you think?"

"I don't care, I just know that it's HOT! Gaawwwd, that's so hot!"

"Well, yeah, DUH! But is it true?!" Ruby pressed, as I continued to fondle her ass cheeks. "If it's true, it could change EVERYTHING!"

Michelle was more hesitant. She'd stopped her more languid footjob as she pondered the issue. Surprisingly, she took a relatively calm approach. "I don't know. Daddy, that didn't really happen in the middle of the restaurant, did it?"

"Okay," I conceded, "that's a bit of a stretch. Maybe not in the middle, where everyone could see. But it did all happen inside the restaurant."

"Hmmm," Ruby said suspiciously, as she licked and nibbled her way from my ear down my neck. "I don't think he's telling us everything. But is at least some of it true? That would be so AWESOME!"

Michelle had followed my instructions and stopped jacking me off with her toes. But she was still giving me a footjob by trapping my stiffness between both soles of her feet. Acting like she'd been doing that for years, she answered in a casual tone, "I kind of believe it. Maybe even all of it. I mean, look at us. We're practically totally naked in our cute little harem outfits, hoping to do nothing but suck and fuck our handsome horse-cocked daddy all day long. If it happened to us, then why not this Sue Ellen?"

"Yeah," Ruby agreed, "but we've known and loved Daddy basically since we were born. We know how lovable and studly he is. We'd do anything for him, just like he'd do anything for us. But this Sue Ellen, if she exists, she doesn't know him from a hole in the ground."

"True," Michelle said, "but look at our girl friends. Even the ones who hardly know him totally wanna fuck him. He's just got 'it'... ya know? And now that he's getting all assertive, heck, anything could happen!" Satisfied with that conclusion, she turned her full attention back to her footjob.

"Yeah, that's true," Ruby conceded. Then she resumed licking my neck. "But Daddy. What do you need a new pussy slave for when you won't even allow us to stroke or blow you? We wanna be your full service pussy slaves too!"

Michelle eagerly added, "Yeah! Full service! Not just with our feet, but every part of our bodies!" Clearly, she was getting frustrated having to limit herself to a footjob.

Ruby asked, "What's she like, anyway, this Sue Ellen?"

"Okay," I said, "first of all, it's all true. I swear! Have I ever lied to you?"

"YES!" They both said at once.

"When?"

Michelle complained, "All the time, with your dumb pranks and silly jokes. Sometimes, you're as bad as Mom."

"Okay, that's true. I forgot about that. But I never lie about the important stuff, and I'm not lying now. Ask Mindy! Call her up. And if you won't believe her or me, I'll take you both to Mama Mia's today and you can see for yourself."

Ruby said, "Hrm. He seems pretty sincere. And pretty convincing."

Michelle grumbled, "I suppose we'll take your word for it... provisionally. Assuming it is true, what's this Sue Ellen like? Is she beautiful? More beautiful than us?"

I thought, As if it's possible anybody could be MORE beautiful than my girls! Maybe AS beautiful, but not more. I honestly replied, "Sue Ellen is very hot and very fit. I found myself wondering what on Earth she was doing as a waitress when she could be a model or something. That said, you two are in a league of your own. All that working out really paid off, because you're both completely irresistible."

They made high-five gestures in the air towards each other, even though their hands didn't come close to reaching.

Ruby reached for my hands and pulled them to her E-cups. "And she doesn't have tits like we do, does she? Would you rather play with mere C-cups or these?"

Once she got me started, I couldn't stop. I hefted her huge melons from below. "You girls have impressive endowments, that's for sure."

Ruby sat back, planting her hands behind her. That allowed her to arch her back and thrust her tits forward. "Mmmm! Daddy, they're yours! I'll be your pussy slave! Your any kind of slave! I belong to you!"

"Me too!" Michelle was quick to add. She tilted her head forward towards my crotch. She got so close that she was able to puff air on my cockhead, but she managed to keep her footjob going all the while. "ARGH! So frustrating! I'm fiiiiiiiiinally getting to play with Daddy's cock, but it's like I have to use oven mitts. Can I at least blow on it a little bit? Like this?" She blew another puff of air, making me shiver with delight.

It took all my willpower to stay relatively calm and collected. "That brings me to my next point. I've decided that I was a little too strict on the rules. I think, perhaps, if you two don't overdo it, handjobs could be okay too."

Ruby froze and then turned to stare at Michelle. They both locked eyes silently for a long moment, and then shrieked, "YEAY! YEAY! YEAAAAYYY!"

"Now, furthermor-" I started to say. My next point was going to be a serious talk about the need not to get too carried away. But I should have brought that up first, because they went wild.

They started screaming different things at that point, but it was mostly, "HANDJOBS!" as both of them rushed down to my groin.

Within seconds, there were four hands on my erection! Both girls huffed and puffed like they were on the verge of hyperventilating. I couldn't believe how excited they were! But there was a problem: all four hands were trying to move up and down on my mere eight inches at once, and it wasn't working.

I laughed. "Hold on, you two. That's too many hands. Besides, that was just a spur-of-the-moment decision I made, probably far too influenced by your sexy non-clothes and your inexplicable but sexy devotion. I need to confirm this with the big boss. Shelle, can you get me the phone?"

"NO! Get it yourself!"

That surprised me, but then I realized that she was adamant in not wanting to let go of my cock. I laughed, then reached and managed to reach for it on my own.

I thought, Damn, I'm probably going to Hell now. This is soooo wrong. These are the girls I was carpooling around for years, back when they had braces and Shelle had a long ponytail. But how can I help myself? It's really true that they're just too sexy to resist! Maybe if I give in on this, I can remain firmer on the other, more important stuff. The key thing is that I can never, ever, ever fuck them. That would be criminal! 

Ruby squealed, "OhmygodohmygodohmyGOD! Michelle, my HANDS are holding Daddy's COCK! Stroking it, even! OH MY GOD! Pinch me! This can't be happening for real!"

"I KNOW!" Michelle shrieked back. "Oh my god! Oh my god! OH MY GOD!" She stared at her hands, and Ruby's hands, with wide-eyed wonder. So far, they weren't actually doing much stroking due to a hand traffic jam of sorts, plus they were both bouncing on the bed so excitedly that it was a wonder they were managing to still grip my shaft.

I let out a very loud "SSSSH!" to quiet the continuing "Oh my god's," "Pinch me's," and other squeals of joy. Once they more or less quieted down, I hit Mindy's speed dial button and she soon answered it.

"Hey, love of my life," I said to Min. "Got a minute?"

She replied, "For you, anything, my sweet Honey. What's up? What's all that excited shrieking in the background? Oh, and by the way, I just want to say that I'm a total wreck today! My body's recovered from last night, more or less, but my mind is still reeling. Every time I see a woman in the halls, I picture you snapping your fingers at her and saying, 'I'll take a slice of cheesecake and your bra.' It's soooo cool!" She giggled and squealed just like a teenager and not the professional businesswoman in an office that she really was.

I laughed. "You really liked that line, huh?"

"You have no idea. What's all that whining and complaining in the background? It sounded like a hell of a lot of happy squealing just a moment ago."

"Oh, that's the Gruesome Twosome. They're telling me to get on with it already, since they can't hear your side of the call, and they're arguing with each other over who gets to hold my cock."

"Excuse me?! EXCUSE ME?! Did you say 'hold my cock?!'" She probably would have shouted "hold my cock," except she was at her office.

"I did." I have to admit, I was beyond delighted, and proud to be admitting this. All of my guilt and worries had flown out the window, as lust and desire surged through me like a series of tsunamis. I boasted proudly, "I made a command decision. I decided to loosen the rules around here a bit. The new rule is that handjobs are okay too. There are four soft feminine hands on my erection right now."

"FOUR hands?!"

"Yep!"

Michelle shouted quite loudly, "Mom! I'm holding Daddy's cock! For real! It's so hot and ALIVE!"

Ruby added, "I'm holding it too! And it's WAY better than any practice dildo!"

I chuckled. I said to my wife, "Pretty amazing, huh? They just started a minute or two ago. I thought I'd call you to make sure that you're cool with it too, before things go any further."

Mindy was stunned, but obviously a happy kind of stunned. She whispered breathlessly, "Any further? How far?"

"Yeah, well... hard to say at this point, no pun intended. My cock is covered in eager little fingers. I can't see any of it! But neither girl can really get started stroking 'cos they won't give up any real estate to the other. It's kind of a Mexican standoff."

Mindy quipped, "A Mexican jack off, you mean."

I laughed. "In truth, it seems they're holding off on doing more until you give the word. So, are you okay with it?"

"Okay? Okay?! I've never been more 'okay' about anything! You just opened the floodgates over here! You can't just say my pussy is wet; it's more like I just dropped a bucketful of cum on the floor!"

I laughed again.

She added, "From now on, whenever you call me, I'm going to have to be prepared and sit on a towel! I'm soooo... fucking... boiling... HOT! I want you to come here and fuck me right now!"

I put a hand over the receiver and spoke to Ruby and Michelle, since they'd stopped bickering and were eagerly awaiting the verdict. "Mindy gives the thumbs up. She wants me to come over there and put out the fire in her pussy with a cum bath."

"YEAY! YEAH!" There was a lot more cheering.

Mindy said, "I heard that, and the cheering too. But I'm not joking. That's EXACTLY what I want you to do!"

"Yeah, well, you know I'd love to, but I don't think these two are gonna let me go anytime soon."

"Damn! If only I didn't have this important meeting at three, I'd be over there in a flash! Can you at least keep me updated from time to time? And use the video camera, for crying out loud! This needs to be documented! It's a downright historic moment for the Cooper family!"

I laughed. "Will do. Now, I've really got to go. These two are fit to burst. Love you."

"Wait. Can I speak to Michelle? I want to talk to her about how she likes her job at the video store and if she wants to take on more hours."

"You're kidding me."

"Ha-ha! Gotcha! As if! Get those fingers stroking already! Love you. Bye!"

"Wait, wait, wait!" Michelle screamed. "Don't hang up! Mom, you still there?"

Michelle's head was a good three feet from the receiver, but she was able to hear Mindy reply, "I'm still here."

Michelle yelled towards the phone, "Mom, it's happening! It's totally happening! Ruby and I are holding his cock! And it feels soooo good! I mean, the footjob was awesome, but this is like... Oh my god! It's so... AAAAAH!" She was speechless as she couldn't find the word to explain her joy.

Mindy spoke up so the girls could hear. "I can imagine! I can just picture your dainty hands trying to wrap around all those fat inches of hot cock! Are your greedy little fingers lubed up from his pre-cum?"

"YES!" Ruby replied triumphantly. "It feels soooo good. And tasty, too!" She briefly bent down and licked one of her fingers. That came dangerously close to having her lick my cock, since her finger was still wrapped around it when she licked it.

I shuddered with intense pleasure as I saw and felt her do that. I was surprised at how disappointed I felt when I saw her head pull away as she finished her brief lick.

"Good!" Mindy said. "Just wait! Just wait until he cums and shoots his hot stuff all over your faces! And down your throat! Oh sweet Jesus, I'm getting so hot over here! I'm boiling up in this damn suit! I can picture my Dan unloading and all that tasty cum shooting toward your-"

I cut in, "Min! Stop! Can't someone overhear you?"

"No, I keep telling you! A thousand times, no!"

"Well, I still don't think it's safe, hearing you talk like that."

"Dammit, Dan! You meanie! I'm so pissed I'm missing out! You damn well better record every single second of the action or I'm gonna... Ooooh! I don't know what I'll do, but just do it!"

I laughed. "Okay, okay. Now, I really have to go. These two are more than a little distracting." The truth was, there were still four hands holding me, and the sheer number of hands had saved me for a while. But there had been slight jostling and movement all the while, and now the movement came together and the four hands were starting to act as one. Twenty fingers were sliding up and down my shaft! It was subtle at first, but growing more blatant with each passing second.

Mindy was panting. "I'll bet. Cover 'em in your sweet cum, Honey! Their faces, their big breasts, everything! When I come home, I wanna see your cock slaves soaked in semen from head to toe!"

"Bye!" I hung up the phone. I looked down and saw the girls staring with fascination as their twenty-fingered "hand" started to find a good jacking rhythm. They both looked fit to burst with excitement.

I was fit to burst too, but burst with cum! Jeee-sus! They actually hadn't stroked me much yet, and four hands at once meant zero finesse, but the whole situation was so terribly exciting that I was in danger of cumming already.

But Mindy's comments gave me an idea that would help me buy time. I said to the girls, "New plan. Mindy doesn't want to miss out on these 'historic' moments, so we're going to try to document this on video. Whoever reaches the video camera first gets to jack me off first."

The two of them suddenly leapt off of bed and ran out of my room. I was surprised and a bit chagrined at how quickly they abandoned my erection.

I kicked back with my hands behind my head and thought, It's good to be the king! Then I remembered the new nickname for my penis and chuckled as I amended that thought: It's even better to be the King! 

I was surprised by how fast the two girls managed to get the camera and run back into my bedroom. I only had a minute or two for my boner to recover from a near climax, which wasn't nearly enough to fully come down from the edge. They both leaped onto my bed, but Michelle was the one who was holding up the camera triumphantly.

She did a little dance sitting up on her knees with the camera above her head. "Oh baby, oh baby," she chanted as she made some jerky dance moves that set her breasts bouncing and crashing into each other.

Ruby complained, "It's not fair! She LIVES here! Of course she knows where the camera is! Rigged, I tells ya, rigged!"

I chuckled at that. "Good point, daughter of mine. I'll find a way to make it up to you soon enough. Meanwhile, Shelle, please hand Ruby the camera and wait until she's recording before you get near the King."

"Mmmm... The King..." Michelle breathed reverently as she waited. "I swear, lately, I start to salivate whenever I hear that word."

"Me too!" Ruby agreed. "Especially since yesterday, watching the way Mindy was sucking on it, and loving it with her lips!"

"Hey!" Michelle complained. "Less talking, more recording! So we can get down to some serious King lovin' time ourselves. Are you ready yet?"

"Ready!" She wiggled her bare ass saucily as she said that. I could see the rivulets of cum flowing down her thighs.

Michelle's hands were already hovering inches from my erection on all sides. She immediately grasped it.

"Hey," I said, "before you start jerking that thing just any which way-"

"Daddy! Chill! I've been practicing this for a long time with dildos and such. You have no idea how long I've been practicing and waiting for this moment! I know just what to do. Like, I know this spot right here is your most sensitive spot, isn't it?" She started rubbing the really sensitive spot just under my cockhead.

I couldn't help but moan with pleasure at that. Shelle is really jacking me off! And she's fucking topless in her insanely sexy harem outfit! 

"You see?" she said proudly. "I know just how much you love stimulation of the frenulum."

"Is that what it's called?" I asked, panting already. "That spot?"

"Yep! How could you not know that? We like to call it your 'sweet spot' since that's what Mom calls it. And look: my other hand is tickling its way down your corpus spongiosum to your testicles, because Mom says-"

Still trying to slow her down some, I asked, "Wait, what was that?"

"'Corpus spongiosum?' That's sort of the ridge on this side." Her rubbing around there felt great. "I know the names and properties of every single part, backwards and forwards. Ruby does too. We've been preparing so much for this! This is like the culmination of such a great dream that I almost want to cry! And Mom gave us all kinds of good tips on what you like best!"

Although she was talking to me, her gaze was locked on her sliding fingers. She stuck her tongue out, which she sometimes did when she was really concentrating on something.

Ruby eagerly added, "Basically, if she can do it, we can do it too!"

Michelle nodded. "Like this. You know this corkscrew move she does this right here, and at the same time does this to the corona?"

She leaned forward and blew on the tip while sliding her fingers up and down with both hands in a certain way that I really loved.

"JESUS H. CHRIST!" I practically screamed out at the top of my lungs. Not only did her moves feel great, but she was using a special technique my wife had developed over the years. I was staggered that Michelle was already doing it like an old pro.

"On a pogo stick," she finished for me as she giggled. "I told you, I know what I'm doing. But still, it feels so GREAT to actually do it on your REAL LIVE COCK! Oh my God! I have Daddy's hot, throbbing cock in my hands! Ruby, you're gonna looooove this!"

Ruby threw a pillow at Michelle in frustration while still keeping the camera steady. "Don't rub it in! Do you know how hard it is to be this close and yet still be so far?"

But Michelle couldn't resist. She purred triumphantly, "But I am rubbing it in. I'm rubbing it in, out, up, down, back and forth, and every possible way! Mmmm!"

I felt bad for Ruby. So I said, "Okay. It's Ruby's turn."

Michelle was gobsmacked. "What?! I was just getting started! That wasn't even a minute!"

I said between labored breaths, "It was more than that, and you know it."

"But still!" She leaned down and puffed on my sweet spot, trying to make the most of her limited time.

I said, "Okay, it's not that much time, but maybe Ruby won't have it very long, either. It's just that I don't think it's fair to make her watch and wait, especially since the contest WAS rigged."

Michelle seemed crushed. She looked like she was going to cry, as she contemplated letting go of my shaft altogether. I was surprised at how strong her feelings were. It seemed crazy! I didn't want to have her end on such a sad note, so I said, "Hand it over. But as you go, you can give the tip a kiss. A really brief one though! Just a peck!"

That brightened her all up. She resumed jacking me off as she leaned in and pecked the tip of my cockhead. I was relieved that she stopped with that. However, she whispered to my erection, "Thanks, Daddy! There will be a lot more where that came from!" She stuck her tongue out towards it, but caught herself just in time.

Ruby handed the camera off to Michelle as they also handed off my boner. She immediately covered my erection with both hands. "I know what I'm doing too! See? How's this feel?"

"God dammit! How'd you know that?!" I complained. No sooner did she have my dick in her hands than she started pressing really intently on the frenulum, my super sensitive spot, while rubbing her thumb over my piss hole, AND kneading my balls with her other hand in a certain way that Mindy had learned I particularly liked. In fact, everything she was doing were special moves my wife knew I loved.

"DAMN!" I bitched, even though I was loving life. "Did Mindy teach you EVERYTHING?!" The thing was, I wanted to draw this out, so I was frustrated that they were probably going to make me cum very quickly.

"I think so," Michelle giggled happily as she held the camera. She kissed its top side, and then said, "Thanks, Mom!" Then she added, "If you think that's good, you should see what she's taught us about blowjobs, not to mention titfucks!"

Ruby licked her lips outrageously from only a couple of inches away. She too was breathing on it as much as she could. "Mmmm! Don't even talk about sucking it or I'm going to start drooling!"

I exclaimed, "This is unreal! Frickin' unreal! It's like you two are virgins and extremely talented sluts at the same time! How can that be?! It's impossible!"

Ruby winked at Michelle while keeping her mouth almost distressingly close to my cockhead. "Looks like he's gonna need some more convincing."

"Show 'em, girl!"

Ruby's two-handed attack continued. "Ever heard of something called 'Shaken, Not Stirred?'"

"Wait!" I practically screamed. "Not that! Seriously! Don't make me cum before I've even been awake 15 minutes! Seriously, stop Ruby, stop! I command you!"

"Awww." She kept a firm hold on my dick, but she reluctantly stopped stroking my erection just as she was starting 'Shaken, Not Stirred.' That was my wife's name for the most devastatingly effective handjob move she knew.

I added, "And stop breathing on it! Or that's going to make me cum too!"

Ruby reluctantly lifted her head up and sat back. But that didn't help me that much, since it allowed to me to see all of her fantastic body. Shit! It's like she's built for sex! Both of them! And they have sex-crazed attitudes! God, they've even made me practically forget all about Sue Ellen! 

The two of them snickered with glee. They seemed to delight in practically torturing me with extreme arousal.

Once I recovered from a very close call, somewhat, I said, "Is nothing sacred? She's even telling you the nicknames of the damn things she does to me."

Michelle said, "Hey, what can I say, except that Mom loves us and she wants us to be the best cockteasers and especially cock PLEASERS for you that we can possibly be. She wants us to be happy - all of us! I feel like I know every single square inch of King so well already, especially since she let us practice with a rubber replica dildo."

Hmmm, I thought. Well, that's one more small mystery explained. I'd wondered why my wife asked me out of the blue a couple of years ago to make a plaster cast of my erect penis. She said she wanted to make a dildo that was an exact copy of my penis, which was strange because she doesn't even really use dildos since I'm usually close at hand if she gets a horny itch. Now I knew the real reason.

Jesus! How long have they been planning this?! They keep hinting that this has been a long time coming. But how long?! Do I even want to know? 

Michelle went on, "But it still feels a million times better to hold the real fleshy thing. Speaking of which, Ruby, since you're just in holding mode, can I hold it too? I'll even give you the top half."

"I would say okay," Ruby said, "but what about the camera?"

"Oh yeah," Michelle realized. She'd almost forgotten the camera even though she was looking through it. "Well, I can just prop it up in a good location and let it record the whole scene. Is that okay, Daddy?" She quickly got up and started doing that before even waiting for my reply.

"Yeah, I guess," I was a bit wary to have both of them unleashed on me at once, especially since I was on the verge of cumming again, but I was curious to find out just what they would do as a combined force.

"Aaaaah," Michelle was right back in place already. She sighed happily as she grasped the lower half of my dick, while Ruby moved her hand up to the top. "This is the life! I could just hold it like this all day."

"Me too!" Ruby agreed. "Although I can hardly wait until we get it to blow!"

"Oh, yeah! Then we'll get to eat up the cum blast!"

Ruby nodded knowingly, like she was an expert already. "That's the best part, just like Mindy always says! When he splooges all over our faces with his hot cum, then that'll show we totally belong to him!"

Michelle nodded. "I can't wait!"

I sighed. The sexual pleasure I was experiencing was beyond compare. But the Gruesome Twosome were highly emotional and tended to take things too far. Despite all the joy, I wondered how I could dampen down their obsession with me to at least a semi-manageable level.




Chapter 22



Michelle and Ruby mostly just jointly held my erection for the next few minutes, at my insistence. They were giving it little squeezes and rubs instead of big strokes, but they made sure to constantly stimulate my sweet spot somehow. Ruby had a firm grasp on my balls too and was making good use of stimulating that area. Neither were really trying to get me to cum, at least not yet.

It was remarkable to me how much fun they seemed to be having from doing such a simple thing. I got the sense that they'd been looking forward to this for a very long time indeed, and the thrill that it was actually happening seemed to be never-ending.

I was really enjoying this too. I felt I could be content just to let them do it all day. It was just the right level of tactile stimulation to keep my erotic buzz going, plus I had plenty of great visual stimulation from running my eyes all over their nearly naked bodies, made all the sexier with their harem outfits.

Ruby said to Michelle, "You know what I'm thinking? Now that the ice is broken, we're gonna be doing this so much! Gaawwwd! It gives me chills and thrills, thinking about the two of us bobbing and stroking his cock for hours and hours, just like we've always dreamed!"

"Well, we do have our stupid video store job sometimes," Michelle pointed out. "But we can be naked and obedient cock-serving pussy slaves for at least a good half day, every day."

Ruby's eyes lit up. "Oooh! 'Pussy slave!' Daddy, can we be your pussy slaves? Or what about your sex pets? Or both! What's the difference? Which is better? Sexier? More submissive?"

"Hell if I know," I admitted. "'Pussy slave' is something that just slid off Mindy's tongue in the heat of the moment, I guess. But I don't want to encourage the idea that you'd ever have sex with me. And 'sex pet' sounds even more demeaning."

Ruby asked, "What about 'cock slave?' Remember when you were talking to Mom on the phone? She said, 'When I come home, I wanna see your cock slaves soaked in semen from head to toe.' Which, by the way, is a VERY good idea!"

Michelle added, "It's an EXCELLENT idea!" Her entire body writhed with lusty need, setting her twin torpedoes wobbling. She ran her fingers up and down my shaft with her free hand, while she maintained a firm grip on it with her other hand, along with Ruby. "Girl, just think of all the DADDY CUM building up inside, cum that's gonna wind up on our faces!"

Ruby squealed. "Shut up! Just shut up! I'm too excited already!"

The two of them were silent for the next minute or two. They seemed to be testing just how much they could stimulate my boner while supposedly giving it a rest. I wasn't getting any rest, but at least I wasn't on the cusp of cumming.

Eventually, Michelle asked, "So what's it going to be? 'Pussy slave' or 'cock slave?'"

I asked, "Does the name have to have 'slave' in it?"

Both girls spoke as one: "YES!" They burst into giggles. But it was also clear they meant it.

I said, "I can't believe I'm having this conversation, but if I have to pick my poison, I suppose 'cock slave' is better."

"That's what I think too!" Michelle said enthusiastically. But then, as if trying to judge the best of two fine wines, she added, "I definitely like the two slave-y names the best. Both of them have their attributes. With 'cock slave,' it's obvious that there is a great big manly cock that we love to serve, and we're the slaves to it. We're totally devoted to loving it, serving it, and pleasing it. That's pretty cool! But with 'pussy slave,' the focus is on the fact that we are pussies! Your pussies! We're your cunts! We have hot, tight slits that exist exclusively to be filled with Daddy's great big cock, and we love it! That's pretty cool too. So I'm all in favor of both."

She added with a wry grin, "Plus I love the visual image of a 'pussy slave' as something that just slides off Mom's tongue - or on to it!"

Ruby said, "I'm with Daddy. 'Cock slave' is better. 'Cos it emphasizes that it's all about the cock. Serving the cock! Serving the King! Besides, that's what he picked, and what he says goes. That's all part of being, well, a good cock slave!"

By now, the two had pretty much given up any pretense of giving my hard-on a rest. They were happily sliding their fingers all over it. There would have been another "traffic jam," except they were nearly as interested in my balls.

"True," Michelle said, "Okay, I'm convinced! But say that last part again."

Ruby repeated, "That's all part of being a good cock slave."

Michelle visibly shivered all over. She even had to briefly close her eyes. "Oh God! Yes! That's the name!"

I said, "Hey, I'll admit that kind of talk is arousing, but you can't possibly think of yourselves like that for real, right?"

Michelle looked at me with a strange expression that I couldn't read. After a long pause, she said, "Of COURSE it's just sexy talk. You know how we are. But why not have a lot of fun with sex talk that arouses us all?"

Ruby sat up with the look on her face of someone who had just had an epiphany. "I've got an idea. Speaking of good slave-y names, what about 'tit slave?' That's pretty cool too!"

Surprisingly, she took her hands off my privates, thrust her chest up and out, and then jiggled her big breasts back and forth while smiling and giggling. "Big tits are such a big part of my identity. I like to think of myself as one of Daddy's busty cocksuckers, even though I haven't gotten to suck him yet. So 'tit slave' would work great. It implies that we've both got really big tits and would love for Daddy to fuck 'em, and suck on 'em, and play with 'em all day long!"

Michelle caught on and started giggling too. She took both hands off my boner as well, sat up stiffly, and roughly imitated Ruby's position and movements. "Yeah! A 'tit slave' obviously is gonna get her tits fucked - a LOT!"

She pressed her boobs together with her upper arms, and then ran a hand through her cleavage. I lost sight of her fingers as they slipped into the deep canyon of cleavage. "A 'tit slave' needs her daddy to slide his fat King into her oiled-up F-cups every day! But we can be all three. I wanna be Daddy's tit slave! And pussy slave! AND cock slave!"

Ruby added, "And mouth slave!"

"Oooh! Good one!" Michelle agreed. "That too!"

My brain reeled as I looked back and forth from one girl to the other. Ruby looked sexier than any movie star I'd ever seen, while Michelle simply awed me with her gravity defying jugs. My God! They're so fucking STACKED! Not just sheer size, but such wonderful roundness and all-over perfection! Even their nipples are the exact ideal size and location for me. And I'm a tit man. No wonder I can't resist them! 

Michelle realized that she and Ruby had been so preoccupied with their titty posing that they'd left my erection unattended. She quickly brought both hands back to it, and started pumping up and down.

Ruby saw that and realized she was missing out too. She also brought her hands back, but Michelle had just taken all the "prime real estate." She had to content herself with fondling my balls and the less sensitive lower half of my shaft.

"Hey, wait a minute," I said, trying to cope with all the craziness. "You two are getting out of hand here. What's the story? It seems that every time I turn around, I'm being hit with some new big surprise about how much you two want to have sex with me, or how much you two have been practicing and trying to snare me, or how improbably excited you are about all this. This is just downright unhealthy and almost frightening! Incest is wrong!"

I looked down at the four hands on my dick and balls as I said that and realized I wasn't exactly practicing what I was preaching. But I continued, "What happened to the idea of you two finding boyfriends of your own? I think that's getting lost in the shuffle."

"Oh, we're still totally working on to that, aren't we Ruby?" Michelle was pumping on my boner so enthusiastically that her entire body was bouncing along to the rhythm.

"Oh, totally!" Ruby had a hand under Michelle's and those two hands were sliding up and down my cum-soaked shaft as if they were one. So her body was bouncing in perfect time too.

I thought I saw Michelle wink at Ruby, so I asked, "Shelle, did you just give her some kind of secret, knowing wink?"

Michelle was trying her best not to smirk, but was not exactly succeeding. Actually, she was failing miserably. Her fingers wrapped around the top part of my dick and she rubbed my most sensitive spot. "Absolutely not, Daddy! I think there was just something in my eye. In fact, just last night, after you and Mom went to dinner, Ruby and I brainstormed for a couple of hours over just who we'd ask out. We both more or less picked out the sort of least bad candidates, and now we're all excited about asking our guys out."

That sounded too good to be true. I had a feeling they were lying, but I couldn't be sure. I spoke cautiously. "Well, that's good... Although you don't exactly sound excited. 'Least bad' is hardly some kind of raving recommendation."

Ruby didn't speak, but I couldn't miss how she took one of her hands from sliding up and down the lower half of my shaft and licked her fingers. I knew the wetness had to be mostly flavorless pre-cum, but she closed her eyes and savored it like it was the most delicious taste treat in the world. Then she resumed slipping and sliding her hand in tandem with Michelle's in the most maddeningly arousing way.

Michelle went on, "Daddy, we'll ask them out 'cos you asked us to, and we want to do ANYthing and EVERYthing that you tell us to do. So we'll do it. But THIS is what we really want." She squeezed my thick shaft for emphasis. "THIS is what we dream about at night." She squeezed it again, and then went back to stroking it even more vigorously. "Right, Ruby?"

Ruby answered, "That's right! Daddy, isn't there some kind of way we can go out on dates with boys every once in a while, but still be your totally devoted cock slaves every single day? For instance, you have no idea the things we can do with our tongues. We've been practicing that too. I wish I could show you." She bent over and blew lightly on my dick as she stroked the lower half.

The blowing didn't do much for me since my erection was already as stimulated as it could get. But I loved the sight of her immense tits dangling down. I wanted to reach out and cup them in my hands, but I worried about further encouraging these two extremely excitable girls. Plus, I worried about exciting myself too much.

"I wanna show you just how much I love you." Ruby blew on the tip again, closer this time. "I wanna show you with my lips." She blew on it from only an inch away, or less. "I wanna show you with my tongue!"

She stuck her tongue out and touched the tip of my cockhead with it.

That hit me like an electric shock.

"Hey!" I said, as my whole body jerked with surprise. "That's not allowed!"

"Nope! It Is!" Ruby declared triumphantly. "Mindy confirmed this with us when you weren't around. You said no hands and no lips. And now it's just no lips. You didn't say no tongue!"

Was that right? I kind of remember saying no tongue too. Or did I? Before I could argue that point, Ruby began bathing my cockhead with her tongue.

Michelle quickly got into the action and started licking it too, starting near the base but working her way up and soon focusing all her attention on the sensitive frenulum. In fact, it wasn't long before they were both licking on that "sweet spot," with their tongues frequently touching each other.

I was a goner! A complete goner. The plan was to take things step by step so we didn't get wildly carried away. This wasn't supposed to happen for several days. But it just felt too good to tell them no. Hell, they didn't stop stroking with their fingers either. It was too much! I felt goose bumps and chills all over.

The visual sight alone was astounding. Mindy and I share a very big bed, so there was plenty of room on both sides of me. Michelle and Ruby were both lying down with their heads over my groin, and their knees tucked under their torsos since even my big bed didn't go on forever. Their harem outfits looked fantastic, especially with all they didn't cover. Their breasts were pressed down onto the bed, coming up to the sides of my thighs in each case.

Michelle's great globes in particular seemed to be overflowing all over the place, and with simply acres of tit-flesh needing a place to go. I could hardly wait to get my hands back onto my daughter's jutting beauties! Her ass was covered by fabric, but one could hardly tell, since it was so transparent.

Ruby's butt, though, was bare as the day she was born, and the slight flexing of the muscles in her ass cheeks, as her upper body moved slightly this way and that, kept her ass an endlessly fascinating sight.

But the best sight of all was over my groin. Ruby's spiky short cap of flaming red hair was bobbing up and down on one side of my erection, and Michelle's mass of long flowing blonde hair was bobbing up and down at the same pace on the other. I could only get brief glimpses of my slicked-up pole though, especially since Michelle's hair was covering everything. I gently reached out and lifted it to let it drape over the opposite side of her neck, so that I had an unobstructed view of their beautiful faces on my rigid pole. The two of them reminded me of cats eagerly licking milk out of their milk bowls.

And 'eager' was definitely the word for it! It seemed like they'd been practicing for months for just this occasion, and I realized with a start that they probably had. For all I knew, they'd practiced sharing in this very position using that replica dildo they'd mentioned.

The "no lips, but tongue is okay" loophole was soon forgotten. At first it started small, with incidental contact. Before long, they were freely kissing my cock all over, and even planting "hickies" on it by sucking from the sides.

I knew I had to put my foot down, but it felt so incredible, and I was so close to cumming, that I was helpless to stop them.

After a few minutes, they must have sensed I wasn't going to put up a fight. Since Ruby had the top half, she began fitting more and more of my bulbous cockhead into her straining mouth until she finally swallowed the whole thing and then started sucking back and forth over the next inch or so. I could tell from the tension in her jaw just how much of a struggle it was for her to open wide enough to take me in. Again, she knew to keep most of her focus on that damn frenulum "sweet spot." I'd never known what that was technically called before, but I certainly knew that it was the most sensitive and easily arousable spot on my body.

Michelle saw what Ruby was doing, and cheered her on. "Ohmigod! You did it! You swallowed the WHOLE THING! Ohmigod! This is so epic! Are we recording this?" She looked to the video camera and was relieved to see that the red light indicated it was still recording.

She all but forgot about what her hands were doing. "How does it feel, Ruby? I know you can't talk, but... Oh GOD! You look so beautiful with your lips stretched as wide as humanly possible, and sliding back and forth! The extreme strain on your face is gonna make me cry tears of joy! So beautiful!" She sniffled. "This is the moment we've been waiting for! This is the Dream! The Plan! It's all coming together!"

I thought I couldn't get any more aroused or amazed, but then I saw that Michelle actually was crying tears of joy! Furthermore, Ruby was too! What the heck?! I know they're extremely emotional and over the top about things, but that's a bit much, even for them! 

However, I didn't have much ability to think, given Ruby was giving me her very first blowjob. I would have climaxed long ago, except there was a part of me that couldn't shake the feeling that was terribly wrong. I'm not sure how it was supposed to help, but I was struggling like my life depended on it not to cum. Maybe I wasn't mentally or emotionally ready to see my cum splatter all over their faces?

Michelle obviously wanted to do more than just watch Ruby's bobbing head. Just as obviously, she was frustrated being relegated to the lower half of my shaft. She tried wrapping her lips around it as much as physically possible, but she knew that there weren't so many nerve endings down there. Before long, she went to work on sucking my balls instead. That was nearly as intense as what Ruby was doing to my most sensitive spot.

Their combined effort felt so good that I didn't care how wrong it was. There was no way I could complain about the boundary violation, at least not until the fun was over.

Oh man! It's amazing enough to have two women licking my dick at the same time! Holy cow! But to have them be Shelle and Ruby?! I can barely breathe! I gotta... gotta hold on! Can't cum yet! 

After about two minutes of this double assault, I saw Michelle tapping Ruby's shoulder. She had to insistently tap it a couple more times to get Ruby's attention, but before too long, Ruby reluctantly pulled off, with a loud pop from the released suction, followed by a big gasp for air as if she'd been underwater holding her breath. Michelle finally took over the top half.

They switched spots almost exactly: now it was Michelle's turn to struggle to open widely enough to get me into her mouth. It took several tries, despite her previous avowals of having practiced this already, but she finally managed to take my whole cockhead into her straining mouth. She seemed to actually savor the difficulty, and the tears kept rolling down her cheeks.

I hadn't been paying any attention to what Ruby was doing until I heard the sound of sobbing. I looked her way and saw her just sitting up in bed and watching, with tears pouring down her face too! I would have been concerned except her facial expression made it clear that those were tears of joy.

Actually, that was somewhat concerning in and of itself. I would have been disturbed that they seemed far too passionate for the circumstances, except that I was pummeled by one spine-tingling moment of total erotic joy after another!

Michelle hadn't been kidding about salivating over the thought of getting my cock in between her lips. She soon overcame the difficulty of keeping my unusually thick cockhead in her mouth, and her eager tongue gave new definition to the term "tongue bath" while sliding her lips relentlessly and with tight suction. She was a cocksucking natural! And as if that wasn't enough, she was driving me wild with her frenulum focus, while Ruby was slathering my balls with her tongue and lips.

Oh man! I've never felt this good in my entire life! Too many fingers! Tongues! Everywhere! Sweet Jesus! And with my own daughter! God have mercy! 

Ruby licked and even sucked on my balls for about a minute or so. But she seemed too overcome to go on. She sat up and just contented herself with watching Michelle's bobbing head. She stroked Michelle's long blonde hair while she seemed to sob even more than before. She muttered, "So beautiful! So beautiful! Girl, I'm so happy for you! For US!"

Michelle didn't respond, at least not anything intelligible, because I couldn't make out her muffled moans. However, Ruby's words must have touched her heart, because she cried even more than before.

It was strange getting my cock sucked by someone crying so hard. It would have killed my mood right away except that I knew those were tears of joy. Both girls were totally emotionally overcome by this momentous event. It was clear that our lives would never be the same, because there was no way to go back to a non-sexual relationship after this.

Frankly, I have no idea how I lasted as long as I did. I could feel my balls tightening and I yelled out, "I'm gonna cum!"

But I didn't cum just yet, much to my amazement.

That was because Ruby was right there watching and waiting. She immediately grabbed the base of my shaft and squeezed tightly until my immediate urge to cum passed... just barely.

At the same time, Michelle pulled her lips off my cock altogether, to help make sure I wouldn't go over the edge.

As I lay there panting, I felt as if my boner would erupt with hot cum, like molten lava shooting out a volcano, if either of them so much as breathed somewhere vaguely near me. It was intense! And that definitely would have happened, except that Ruby kept her squeeze going until the danger passed.

The two of them sat up on their heels and smiled at me like cats that ate the canary.

Ruby and Michelle temporarily ignored me, assuming I was out of it.

Ruby groaned to her friend, "Gaawwwd! That was soooo hard to do! He was totally ready to spasm his hot jism all over us!"

"I know! But you did good. That was brilliant! Just like we practiced. Now, Daddy's gonna learn fast that we're serious about delivering maximum cock-pleasing satisfaction, and we're not just a couple of love-sick, big-titted, silly daddy's girls who don't know the corpora cavernosa from the perineum!"

"Yeah! But it was so tough resisting! All I could think about was how I was gonna let him blow and then drown my face in his cum bath of sticky goodness! But I was strong!"

"Be strong!" Michelle replied passionately, like they were in the middle of a life-threatening crisis.

Each reached a hand out towards the other and they briefly gripped the other's hand tightly.

The intense and almost pained expressions on their faces were priceless, like they were trying to give the other the strength to endure some kind of horrible trauma, such as the death of a loved one. There were still tears running down their faces, although they weren't leaking any new ones. You'd never know they were just talking about delaying an orgasm. My orgasm.

I thought, Man, I've never seen two people so serious about their handjobs and blowjobs! I didn't even know people could GET that serious about it! And what's a "corpora cavernosa," anyway?! 

It looked like they had a thousand things they wanted to say with each other. Their faces were aching with emotion. But instead, they simply leaned towards each other and kissed on the lips! And what a French kiss it was! This wasn't just an attempt to make me horny (although it sure as hell kept me tingling with lusty need); it showed true love and erotic passion between them.

That made me wonder just what they'd been up to the many nights Ruby spent locked in Michelle's room until very late. I wasn't upset; far from it. The thoughts of them rubbing their pussies together and having fun with dildos only made me even MORE aroused!

Finally, they could see I was reviving a bit from that intensely pleasurable close call, and they ended their necking.

"Having fun yet, Daddy?" Michelle asked me, more than a little proud of herself. She reached to my groin and ran a finger up and down the underside of my shaft, with a feather-light touch.

I nodded. I was too blown away to speak.

"You don't mind if we use a little lip action, do you?" Ruby asked.

I shook my head no, vigorously.

They both giggled at that, and then high-fived each other.

That set their breasts jiggling. Michelle noticed my eyes staring at their wobbling chests, and said, "Look, Ruby, Daddy likes our tits. Why don't we put on a little show?"

"Okay!"

They'd been kissing in an awkward pose that couldn't be sustained for long, with only their faces close to each other. So they repositioned, directly over my erection, but still ignoring it. Their knees stayed fairly distant from each other, on either side of my hips, but they wrapped their arms around the other's back and pressed their chests together. Then they started to slide their tits all around, mashing them against each other in the most fascinating ways.

Since their heads were close together they occasionally kissed on the lips. They each reached down to my boner and resumed jacking me off together. But the main show was focused on their chests. They turned a minus into a plus by kissing away the tears that lingered on their faces.

I might have forgotten to breathe for a minute or two. This is even more arousing in its own way than their blowjob! Well, not really. That was pretty fucking awesome. But this comes close, even without the double handjob! 

Michelle said between kisses, "You like, Daddy? We lubed up our tits with oil, you know. They're soooo slippery!"

Ruby added, "Perfect for a titfuck, don't you think?"

Michelle enthused, "Oh, definitely! Lots of titfucks! Lots and lots of titfucks, and only Daddy gets to fuck our tits!"

I closed my eyes and yelled, "Stop! Stop it! Don't make me cum!" I wasn't mad at them; it was just that their talk was just too arousing for me to take. With the way they were stroking my hard-on, it was standing up as straight as a flagpole, directly below where their bodies met. I was thinking that if the cum started flying, it would probably skyrocket straight up and splatter on the undersides of their great, slippery racks.

Needless to say, that thought wasn't helping matters much when it came to calming myself down and backing away from my orgasmic precipice.

The two of them let go of each other, but kept on jointly holding and fondling my erection. Sitting back down on their heels on either side of me, they turned to face my way. Michelle said, "Daddy, don't you think that it's wrong for anybody else to fuck our big tits but you? Just think about your great fat throbbing fuck meat sliding between my huge F-cups, all oiled up and pressed together to create an extra-tight tunnel for you to fuck as much and as long as you want! It belongs in there, doesn't it?"

I nodded, weakly.

"And it belongs in my E-cups too, doesn't it Daddy?" Ruby added, while lightly rubbing my sweet spot. "That's what I dream about at night, Daddy. I dream about you fucking my tits! And so much more! But that's one of my favorite fantasies." The dreamy look on her face showed she wasn't exaggerating. She let go of my hot pole and used both hands to squeeze her tits together, as if hoping to catch my erection in between them.

Michelle was happy to take over rubbing my sweet spot. "I'm soooo glad you came to your senses and got rid of that silly 'no hands or mouth' rule. Aren't you glad too?"

I thought it over. I'd already been thinking that I'd only try to adhere to that rule for a little bit, in order to slow down the sexual steamroller the two of them were. I'd been meaning to hold out longer, but there was no way I'd ever want to stop what we're doing now. So I nodded again.

Michelle and Ruby flashed their brilliant white smiles and high-fived each other once more.

Then Michelle went back to telling me, "The only thing is... it just doesn't seem right that for us to have to jack off or suck off any ordinary boy cocks. We've been in special training to perfect the art of pleasing YOUR cock, and your cock only! Don't you think it's just WRONG to share us? Can't you just picture me crying? Tears rolling down my cheeks as I'm forced to suck the filthy, smelly, puny dong of some worthless loser? Defiling my mouth with his disgusting spend?"

It was easy to picture her crying, since her face was still soaked with tears, as was Ruby's. But they'd never looked so beautiful in my eyes.

She added, "Do you really want to put me through that torture?"

"No!" I admitted. At the moment at least, I was feeling very possessive of my precious little girl.

Ruby said, with sad puppy dog eyes, "And Daddy, I know I've only been your daughter officially for a very, very short time, but I've been your daughter in my heart for years! You wouldn't want to see me gagging with disgust on the yucky, dirty cock of some undeserving rough brute, would you? Just because I wasn't born your real daughter, you wouldn't make me go through that, would you? Don't you love me?"

"I do!" My heart went out to Ruby too.

I was so overwhelmed with their pleas, and especially the urge to cum, that I almost missed her comment about "officially" becoming my daughter. How did that happen and what did that mean? Did I miss something important? Then I remembered some of the things I'd said in the last twenty-four hours, including giving her to okay to always call me "Daddy." Plus I recalled Mindy saying, "now we can finally admit that you're Ruby's REAL dad in all but genetics." I had been in such a sexual haze, both then and now, that I had almost forgotten. So I could understand how she'd taken that to mean an "official" change in status.

This red-headed beauty kneeling at my side is my daughter, as surely as Michelle and Nicky are. If I were to discover tomorrow that there had been a mix-up at the hospital, it wouldn't make her any more my daughter, just as such a mix-up would not make Michelle or Nicky any less. And I'm not just saying that because she's so gorgeous and stacked. I've loved her so long! 

Realizing that made the wickedness of what I was doing with her now, and what she was doing to me, even worse - and better! I had to admit that, if only to myself.

She gave me a smile that was a mile wide. "I know you do! I've known it for years. You've always been my real daddy in my heart. I love you so very, very much!"

Now I was starting to get a little teary-eyed.

She went on, "And the way I want to express my love is by sucking your cock. Well, one of the main ways, anyway." She stared wantonly at my raging erection. She reached out and firmly gripped it again, just below Michelle's busy fingers.

Knowing that Ruby was having an important emotional moment, Michelle ceded the prime cockhead region and slid her hand down towards the base.

As Ruby rubbed my sweet spot some more, she went on, "So you would NEVER want to see me suck on some stranger's cock, would you Daddy? We're not some kind of mindless sluts who'd suck just any old cock, we'll only suck yours! Our mouths were made to please you! Right, Daddy?"

I nodded. I couldn't think. Their arguments sure sounded good in the moment. Why the hell not? Reserving them for my own personal use seems to have no real downsides, as long as Mindy approves, and she does. 

Oh, except for the incest problem. Oh, and having them find husbands, have kids, and live normal lives. Damn! Why do I have to keep remembering stuff like that? 

Michelle joined in, "And as for fucking other guys, that's a total non-starter, right, Daddy? Completely out of the question! Our pussies have been saved just for you! I'm eighteen years old, and I'm still a freakin' virgin, with my intact hymen to prove it! Do you know how frustrating that's been at times?! And why, Daddy, why? Why am I still a virgin? Because of YOU! I've been saving my virginity for you!"

I could see that coming from a mile away, given what else they'd been telling me, but it still practically made my heart stop.

She went on, "You created me, fed me, and raised me. Don't you think it should be your right and privilege to be the first and only man to fuck me? Shouldn't you be the only one to teach me how to love a man with all my heart, body, mind, and soul?"

I wanted to shout "YES! Yes, yes, yes!" But I at least had enough self-control to merely reply with an incoherent grunt. They were still lightly fondling my boner. They seemed to sense I was dangerously close to cumming, so they were taking it easy on me. It was uncanny how well they seemed to know the moods of my dick already.

Michelle took my grunt for a yes. "Damn straight! You're the only man who will EVER be allowed to slip his cock into my tight, hot box!"

She let go of my throbbing pole yet again and leaned back into a sultry pose. "Now that our secrets are spilling out, it's time for you to know the full truth! This body is for you and you alone!"

"Me too, Daddy!" Ruby said. She also let go and struck a similarly breath-taking pose. "This body is YOURS! My tight virgin cunt, I've also been saving it just for you! And it's soooo hot and tight and needy, believe me! PLEASE! All I dream about at night is you, filling my cunt, making me a woman! Then keeping me well-fucked as one of your lovers! Please don't let any other man ever defile it! I beg you!"

I closed my eyes. My head was spinning with conflicting emotions. On the one hand, my dominant thought was how incredibly great it was that these two busty, gorgeous babes had been saving themselves for me and for only me. They were essentially throwing themselves at me, and I wanted to possess them all for my own. A greedy urge to possess them and keep them as my sex toys forever washed over me.

But at the same time, I loved them as wonderful individuals. I tried to focus on that. Clearly, they have an unhealthy sexual obsession with me. Waaaay over the top! They're talking about being my "cock slaves," for Christ's sake! Even Mindy would have a problem with that Although... shit! She's the one who came up with the term! This whole family has gone completely crazy! 

I want them to be happy. Normal. They need to settle down, get married, and have children. It would be tragic if I don't get to have grandkids because I was keeping them sexually interested only in me. 

No, that path is so tempting, but so wrong! I'm twenty years older than them. When they're forty, I'll be sixty. They'll still be in their sexual prime, and I'll probably be in a wheelchair! I can't be that selfish. They DESERVE good husbands! 

True, I'm not a saint. I can't deny my lust. I'd love to play with their perfect bodies for a long time to come, and that's just what I'm gonna do. All of this summer, at least. But at the same time, they HAVE to date boys their own age! They're so far gone in their obsession for me that it's almost too late. If they don't start dating now, they might never do it. Yeah, it's gonna break my heart, but that's part of being a good parent. You have to make sacrifices for your children, so they can learn to stand on their own two feet and survive on their own. I have to be strong! 

Opening my eyes, I saw their bare-chested bodies hovering over mine, anxiously waiting for me to say something. I looked at them intently, and said, "Sorry, girls. My mind is made up. You NEED to date. I could never forgive myself if I shut off your future. I'm already a bad, bad, terrible man for giving in to temptation like this. Please don't make me feel any worse. I know it'll be hard on you, and torture on me, at first. But eventually you'll find boys who aren't smelly and filthy. You'll find wonderful and caring boys that you'll love with all your hearts. It has to happen. Please, please, respect my wishes on this."

"And Ruby," I added, "the irony of this might make you feel even worse, but somehow I don't think it will. You could be my permanent mistress ... or love slave, Mindy's ... sister-wife ... or something - if you weren't my daughter. But you are. You both are. And I love you too much to do that to you."

Michelle looked fit to be tied. Her hands were balled into fists, and she stared at me with incredulous exasperation.

Then she heard the sound of slurping and looked over at Ruby. "Ruuuuuby! What are you doing?!"

Ruby was going to town on my erection some more! She'd swallowed my entire cockhead, and was going deeper and deeper with each lunge downward. It wasn't easy for her though, and she was already having trouble getting any deeper, as apparently the angles for further penetration weren't exactly favorable for her in that position, and/or she couldn't get past her gag reflex. That wasn't slowing her down, though, in her quest to fill her mouth with my meat and suck on it like it was the greatest joy on Earth.

Her eyes looked up towards Michelle apologetically, but her lips and tongue didn't stop or even slow down in the slightest. She did however pause in her lunging efforts to try and take in even more of me. Instead, she focused more on working my sweet spot. It didn't look as dramatic to an outside observer as deep lunges, but it felt even more insanely pleasurable to me.

Michelle huffed, "We promised to stick together on this, remember? What happened to 'all for one, and one for all?' Ruby! Don't do this to me!"

Feeling chastened, Ruby sadly pulled her lips up off my dick. But she kept licking around my cockhead as she talked. "Sorry, but... Daddy... He said... mind... is made up... Mmmm! ... Yum! ... What can... we... Mmmm! ... do? Daddy's too strong. Too virile. Too well-hung! Argue... later." Then, after some considerable effort, she stuffed the entire head between her lips again and resumed her deeper sucks.

Michelle shook her fists in anger at her best friend, causing a wonderful tit-quake on her chest. "Traitor! We've been over this! This is THE TIME! If Daddy doesn't give in now, then when will he?! Are you really willing to go out with some yucky boy?"

Ruby didn't even pull up this time, but talked with her mouth stuffed full of my cock. "Corsh nod. Nod gonna happen." Sound only came out from the corners of her lips, but the vibration of her voice on my penis trapped in her mouth was maddeningly arousing. The way her hot nipples pressed into my thighs was maddeningly arousing too. Hell, every last little thing she did and every touch she gave me was maddeningly arousing!

Michelle was still frantic. "That's easy for you to say, Miss Mouth Crammed Full of Daddy Cock, but disaster is looming unless we do something! Don't just bob your head up and down on all that yummy cock-meat all day long when it really should be my turn anyway. I mean, no! Neither of us should suck it! Help me!"

Seeing her friend's distress, Ruby reluctantly pulled up again, back to just licking. She muttered, "Suck cock now, make new plan later. Later! Cock now!"

She swirled her tongue all the way around my head a couple of times, but saw that her friend was still practically in tears, new tears. So she pulled off but still held the base of the shaft with one hand.

She finally spoke to Michelle completely clearly. "Look. This is why we've been in sex training for so long. We knew Daddy's got these outdated notions, and it wouldn't be easy to change his mind. That's why we have to suck his cock right now. Suck and fuck and titfuck him every single day, with everything we've got, until he finally sees that he can't do without us, that it would pain him too much to share us. We have to be the perfect sex toys and cock slaves until he sees the light. Nothing else will do!"

Michelle huffed with obvious frustration, "Oh great. Tell him your exact plan. Now he knows everything! Why not just tell him every last secret, while you're at it?"

"Not really," the vixen redhead replied. "You know, and he probably knows, that we'd do our all to be his perfect sex toys anyways, so I didn't really give anything way."

"But still," Michelle grumbled.

However, while she'd been talking, Ruby had put her free hand behind Michelle's head and was slowly pushing her face down towards my iron-hard rod. As Michelle's nose got within an inch or two of my cockhead, she tried to resist.

But Ruby said, "Here, suck on the King. It'll make you feel better."

"No, it won't!" Michelle pouted, her twin torpedoes dangling lewdly over me. But her nostrils were flared and she was greedily licking her lips.

My hands were grasping onto the sheets for dear life as I braced for what was about to happen.

Ruby insisted, "Oh yes it will, and you know it. Show him just how far down you can go!" She was holding and stroking my shaft with one hand, while gently but firmly pressing Michelle's head down with her other hand.

"Well..."

Ruby made up Michelle's mind for her, pushing her the final inch with a little extra force.

As soon as Michelle's lips touched my skin, her resistance crumbled completely. Her jaw opened, her lips puckered, and then I could feel suction spreading outwards from my pee hole as she began to engulf me into her hungry mouth. It obviously wasn't easy for her, due to my thickness, and she struggled for a bit. But somehow she slowly but surely swallowed the entire head for only the second time in her life.

She moaned loudly in what sounded like orgasmic ecstasy. I could even feel her lips trembling on my shaft as her entire body trembled. It seemed very likely she'd just had a really big climax.

It was all too exciting for me! My dear Michelle, my flesh-and-blood daughter, was sucking my cock and loving it! I felt goose bumps all over, yet again.

Then her lips resumed gradually descending, staying tightly locked around my shaft. I could feel my glans riding its way over her tongue, which she somehow managed to curl the sides of, so as to guide my cock towards her throat. Up and down she went, deeper with each pass, until she was choking and gagging a little bit.

It appeared that she'd put her dispute with Ruby (and me) to the side and she was focusing mightily to put everything that Mindy must have taught her into practice.

Pondering my daughters having sex with other boys had cooled my ardor quite a bit, especially with the way they were going on about the boys being filthy and smelly rough brutes. That put some unpleasant images in my head. But Ruby's resumed cocksucking had quickly gotten me right back to the precipice. And now, seeing Michelle giving in and taking me deeper and deeper with such determination was seemingly the final straw.

She was attempting to deep throat me without success. But in trying that, she kept on gagging and choking on my shaft. That didn't seem to deter her in the slightest though, and I have to admit that it felt really good and sounded even better.

My God! My little Shelle has nearly half my dick in her mouth! I swear I can feel her tonsils tickling me! And the sounds of her struggling are strangely arousing. It's like she's totally succumbing to her desire for more cock, until she can barely even breathe! I think I'm gonna pass out! If I blow now, I'm gonna fill her mouth with cum! 

I'd been holding out an usually long time, given the incredibly erotic situation. It was high time for me to give in and shoot my cum down her throat. However, I felt a great need to hold out. I wanted her, not me, to be the one to completely succumb in the disagreement we were having. I hoped she would get so carried away with her cocksucking that she would admit defeat and give up her resistance to dating boys. I felt like I had to do this, if only to prove to myself that I could fool around with them without messing up their entire futures. I couldn't deal with the guilt if that happened.

But in order to do that, I had to hang on a little bit longer. I had notions that I was going to take a break and lecture them on this boy issue, holding out until they agreed to everything I said.

However, that plan was just a dream, as I could barely breathe, much less talk. Michelle's mouth was relentlessly sliding up and down, up and down. It was too intense! I strained and groaned and squeezed my PC muscle. I tried thinking unsexy thoughts, but it was a losing battle. It was just a matter of time. Every second I lasted was a sheer miracle, especially since Michelle had her lips surprisingly far down my dick on each pass. She was already on the verge of being able to start deep throating me! Those lewd choking and gagging noises were driving me wild. And she must have practiced breathing through her nose, because she never even paused to gasp for air.

Ruby was making things even more difficult for my stamina. She still had her hands on the back of Michelle's head, and she was gently helping her slide her head up and down my shaft. That, in and of itself, I could handle. But Ruby's boobs were dangling down, occasionally bumping into Michelle's back, and each time she pushed Michelle's head forward her large boobs swayed enticingly.

I was forced to close my eyes in a losing battle to hold off just a little bit longer. But then I heard Ruby giggling. "Michelle, whatever happened to your plan to hold out? Looks like that went out the window as soon as your tongue touched Daddy's cock! Admit it: you're just like me; you can't resist all those yummy hot and throbbing inches! You're a loyal cock slave!"

That was too much for me to take. I reached out and grabbed Michelle's blonde hair with both hands and held her head in place (with my hands partially over Ruby's) as I shouted, "I'M CUMMING!"

I don't know if she was prepared or not, and I shouldn't have been holding her head like that, especially with Ruby's two hands already on it. (I wasn't thinking!) But she took it like a pro, at least initially. Her head gradually pulled back as she was blasted by rope after rope of hot cum.

Ruby quickly let go of Michelle's head. At the same time, I heard her squealing, "He's cumming down your throat! He's cumming down your throat! It's really happening!"

Soon, though, it got to be too much for my Michelle. She started to choke a little bit, and not like the sexy choking and gagging she'd just been doing.

Belatedly, I realized what I was doing and I let go of her head too.

She immediately pulled back and let the last ropes hit her on the face.

With her mouth free, she started screaming, "OH DADDY! Daddy cum! He's drenching me in Daddy cum!"

Ruby was looking on with envy, and as soon as the gooey jets stopped firing, she grabbed Michelle's head with both hands and pulled it to hers. The two of them began making out, no doubt swapping my cum back and forth.

It seemed they forgot about me for a minute or two, as they got completely carried away with their cummy kissing.

I thought, Jesus H. Christ! I know my dick has been slowly going flaccid, but damn! Mentally, I'm even MORE aroused! I was torn between watching their lips and tongues on the one hand, versus their enormous racks rubbing together on the other hand.

But I guess they finally swallowed all the cum that had been in Michelle's mouth, or else Michelle was hoarding it too far back in her mouth for Ruby's probing tongue to find, because Ruby pulled back and then started licking the gobs that were on Michelle's cheeks, nose, and chin.

However, before Ruby could lick up much more than a gob or two, Michelle stopped her. "Wait! Wait! We have to think of Mom. She's the one who made it all possible. Where's the camera?!"

She looked around and found the camera, which was sitting up on a dresser, pointing down so it could record the whole bed area. "Is it on? Tell me it's still on!" She saw the little red recording light as she got closer. "Phew! It's on! It's on!"

She stuck her face right in front of the camera lens. "Look, Mommy! Daddy's cum! He covered me in cum, just like you said he would!" She was still kneeling on the bed as she stared up at the camera, and she began bouncing around with excitement, like the bed was a trampoline.

Meanwhile, Ruby had noticed there was a fair deal of cum left on my shrinking dick, as well as some remnants splattered onto my thigh. She paid no attention to Michelle or the camera, and instead she put all her effort into licking my groin clean.

She muttered to Michelle, "Gaawwwd, his stamina is amaaaaazing! Exactly as advertised! I'm gonna see if I can get him going again, right now." Sure enough, she was already idly fondling my flaccid penis.

Michelle said, "I know! It's going to be a constant struggle. An endless, eternal battle, helping Mom keep Daddy's great big cock thoroughly drained. With Mom at work all day, we'll really have to build up our cocksucking endurance. Oooh! I get shivers just thinking about it!"

Ruby responded with an approving "Mmmm!" while she licked more cum off my skin.

Michelle stopped her bouncing and walked on her knees across the bed until she was towering over where I lay. I looked up at her and could barely see her face behind her two jutting F-cups standing firm and high.

"Look, Daddy! I'm eating your cum!" She swept up a particularly large gob with her index finger and then licked it up. But instead of just sticking her finger in her mouth, she stuck her tongue out, so I could clearly see her licking her finger clean.

"Mmmm. It's just like Mom said. So sweet yet tangy! This is even better than that 'energy drink!'" She giggled.

"It IS the 'energy drink,'" I admitted.

She winked playfully. "I know that, silly. By the way, I just love how you - yum! - were feeding me your cum under that thin guise. Mmmm. Yum. I hope you actually thought I didn't know, 'cos that makes it even sexier, that you'd trick me like that."

I was too embarrassed to say anything more about the 'energy drink' fiasco.

Luckily, Michelle was distracted by her continued cum licking. "Mmmm! Isn't it yummy, Ruby?"

"Mmmm hmmm!" Ruby had licked my crotch completely clean already, but was already busy trying to revive me, by licking my flaccid penis.

Michelle continued to lick the cum gobs off her face while towering over me. "Mmmm. Yum. I could just live on this stuff. And I probably will!" She giggled.

I couldn't stop watching her. I especially liked the ones that were within reach of her tongue, as she just stuck her tongue out and pulled them in like a frog would.

Meanwhile, my headstrong blonde daughter was continuing to talk dirty to me. For instance, she took a couple of the gobs and smeared them down her cleavage. "Look, Daddy. Your cum is on my tits! How do you like that?" She clutched her F-cups from their outer sides and pushed them together, causing even more smearing. "When you fuck my tits, there's gonna be so much more!"

Still holding her rack enticingly, she stared off into space dreamily. "I'm gonna walk around in the nude with a great big sticky, gooey, pearl necklace all over my tits, and more on my face. Then I'll invite all my girlfriends over for a big party and tell 'em how much my daddy loves to fuck my face! Maybe you can deposit some fresh loads on me so they can all share! Boy, would I love to bob on the King for hours and hours with just Ruby helping while the others all squirm and salivate and burn with jealousy! You wanna see all my friends licking my bare tits clean? Would you like that Daddy? Would you?"

She went on, while running her sticky fingers down through her deep cleavage, "Do you know what Mom says? She says that getting titfucked is the ultimate act of submission. Do you think that's true? I dunno myself, but Mom seems to think so."

Ruby had my flaccid penis in her mouth as she continued to "clean" it, but she stopped to say, "When I heard that, it turned me on soooo much! That's when titfucking became my favorite fantasy! Do you think we could do that later? Pleaaaase?!"

"I dunno. I think we might need to take a break." I loved the idea, and I loved that they loved the idea, but I was hedging my bets. I wondered how my dick would ever recover from what just happened!

Michelle went on, unfazed, "And Mom says that I'm lucky I have these firm and bouncy F-cups, 'cos she thinks you'll probably end up fucking these tits the most out of all your women. God, I hope so. Whenever I'd look in the mirror and see them growing, I'd think, 'These are for Daddy! More tit-flesh for Daddy to fuck, soon enough! Daddy likes big tits and I'm going to have the biggest!'"

Suddenly she frowned, and even got angry. "Which reminds me, buster!" She poked me forcefully in the chest. "What's this about us having to date those filthy boys? Forget it!" She grabbed my hands and brought them up to her breasts and all but forced me to knead them. "You may have won THIS round, with your great big COCK taming your busty daughters and forcing us to suck it and stroke it and love it against our will! But this is not over!"

Leaving my hands on her round breasts, she poked me in the chest again. "I'll figure out some kind of way to get you to change your mind, even if I have to share your enormous cock with all my sexy friends to do it!"

I really didn't understand the logic of that last point she'd made, but hey, I wasn't going to argue. At least, not in the state that I was in, though some part of me knew that getting all or even any of her friends involved would be really asking for trouble.

She hopped up off the bed. "Come on, Ruby! Let's go. Let's see how long he can last before he comes running to us to say that he's changed his mind. We're gonna hold out until then, until you can't resist us and our cock-loving lips! Isn't that right, Ruby?"

Michelle had begun stomping out the door, but she stopped and turned to find out what had happened to Ruby.

Ever since I'd had my orgasm, Ruby had been doing little else besides licking and fondling my penis, trying to get it to revive again. She'd been waiting for this day to come for months, if not longer, and she would not be denied.

She'd finally achieved success, partially due to her non-stop efforts, but also due to the lewd and arousing things Michelle was telling me. In fact, my penis was fully engorged again, and Ruby was already happily bobbing up and down on it.

Michelle was silenced as she looked at Ruby and what she was doing. She stood there for a long moment, and then slid her harem pajamas outfit off, leaving her totally naked.

Then she crawled back onto the bed and asked her best friend, quietly and tentatively, "Hey, Ruby, what'cha doing? Can I... join you?"

Ruby didn't speak (in fact, she couldn't speak intelligibly at all, with her mouth stuffed that full of cock), and didn't even look up. But she shook her head no.

"Pleaaasse? Pretty please? I'm sorry that I was mad at you earlier."

It looked like Ruby was relenting a little bit. She at least raised her head a little bit and looked up at her friend. "Well..." She looked to be having a hard time deciding. But then her face broke into a huge toothy smile. "Okay! Let's share!"

Michelle looked so excited that I was worried she was going to jump right on top of us!

Before the two of them could get totally carried away again, I said, "Hey, it's my cock, and what I say goes. And what I say right now is that I need a little break. Ruby, please stop that."

She stopped sucking, but she still held onto the shaft, and her hand started sliding up and down.

This time, I didn't have to stop because of the danger of cumming. I explained my reasons. "As it so happens, I need to take a piss. And when I come back, I'm gonna call my wife, just to check in and make sure she approves of these latest developments. So you two hold tight. And then I've got some daughter tits that need to be fucked."

"WOO-HOO!" The two of them started high-fiving each other, and then kissing and fondling. They were making out by the time I made it to the bathroom door.




Chapter 23



I really did have to pee, and I quickly did so. But by going to the bathroom, I also managed to clear my head a little bit from the heavy sexual fog that seemed to surround me. Not only was there an ever-present sexual mood in my bedroom, especially around the two girls, but there was a very real and physical sexual smell, since their pussies seemed to be constantly wet and in heat today. 

Peeking from the bathroom, I noticed that the two of them had stopped kissing and were busy applying some kind of cream or oil all over their bodies, especially on their breasts and asses. My cock immediately sprang back to attention, especially since they were lovingly applying the cream on each other instead of on themselves and making a grand production out of it.

They hadn't noticed that I was standing at the door. Holding and lightly stroking my erection, I thought, Could there ever be two more beautiful women? Sorry, Mindy, I hate to say it, I love you most of all, but for sheer physical beauty and raw sex appeal, these two have to be the two hottest I've ever seen! And they're all mine! It's probably wrong that they're so obsessed with my cock, but I'm going to just roll with it all summer long and do everything short of fuck them! 

I got back in my bed, but sat up against the headboard instead of lying down as before.

Immediately, Michelle crawled up and snuggled against me on one side, and then Ruby did the same on my other side. "Look who's back!" Michelle said, a big smile on her face. "Daddy, the daughter fucker."

"Daddy, the titfucker," Ruby added. She clutched at her breasts and rubbed them together. "See how we're getting all oiled up for you? Especially our big tits. Mmmm. I can hardly wait."

Both of them cooed with contentment as they cuddled in and got cozy. Without saying a word, each of them brought one hand to my erection and began stroking it, as if that was the most natural thing in the world to do and they'd already been doing it for years. Michelle took the top half and Ruby the bottom, and both of them stroked me together in perfect time.

I felt like Conan the Barbarian or someone like that, some action hero on the bodice-ripping cover of a Harlequin-style novel, dressed in nothing but a loincloth and holding up a sword triumphantly with two scantily-dressed babes clinging to me and gazing lustily up my way on either side.

It felt fantastic. Of course, we didn't even have the loincloth or the scanty dresses, as Ruby had also taken off what was left of her harem pajamas. All the total nudity was exhilarating to me. It was like they were saying every inch of their bodies were mine to explore. I did lazily caress their tanned hips and thighs, making sure I was equal with my attentions. I was afraid to touch their pussies though, for fear that I'd get carried away and end up fucking them mere minutes later.

Michelle said to Ruby as if I wasn't there, "Aaaah! These are the start of the good times. The great times. Our golden years. The endless wait is over!"

Ruby replied, "You said it! Can you imagine what an AWESOME summer this is going to be? Lazing away the hours in Daddy's bed, sucking and stroking him together?"

Michelle responded, "Already I feel like all the hard work and exercising was totally worth it. We're going to be Daddy's cock slaves!"

"Mmmm!" Ruby repositioned. "After YEARS of having to hide my secret longing, at any time, I'm free to do this!" She leaned in and started licking my sweet spot. "Aaaah!"

However, I put my hand on her head and said, "Hold your horses. Now's not the time for that."

She reluctantly went back to her previous position. She seemed happy as a clam to just share stroking me with her best friend for a while.

I knew this wasn't the ideal time for a serious talk, what with the way they were cuddling up against me with those incredibly gigantic knockers of theirs while lazily stroking my erection and all, but I had something I had to get off my chest. I said, "Before I call Mindy, I wanted to have a little heart-to-heart with you two. It's somehow gotten through my thick head that the two of you are really, really into me, sexually. Almost frighteningly so. I've never seen anything like it. But why? I don't get it."

Michelle frowned. "Daddy, you're not going to go on about that again, are you? You sound like a broken record. Don't worry about it. Just fuck our tits!"

"And generally take advantage of all the rest of us," Ruby chimed in. "Cock slaves are meant to serve. Especially to serve cock!"

Michelle giggled. "Yeah, it's kind of implicit in the name. So you pretty much have no say in the matter."

"Exactly!" Ruby joined in the giggling.

I sighed and rolled my eyes. To stop them from wriggling their bodies against me, I grabbed a handful of boob on each of them and pressed copious amounts of tit-flesh up against my chest, to let them know I was serious about this. (The sacrifices one has to make!)

I said, "I AM going to go on about it. Okay, I know, people say I'm handsome and a cool guy. We love each other a whole heck of a lot. I get that. I could see why you'd be attracted to me, and even why you'd want to have sex with me. And I can CERTAINLY see why I'd want to have sex with you two! But what I don't get is the level of intensity and the level of submissiveness you're both dishing out in my direction. It seems like you two would like nothing better than to stay in bed with me all day, every day, and have sex with me non-stop."

Ruby giggled as a satisfied smirk spread across her face. "He finally gets it!"

Michelle also giggled gleefully. "Plus the spankings! Don't forget that. You need to spank us too, Daddy! Lots! 'Cos we're soooo baaaaad!" She slid down my body and brought her tongue to my erection, knowing full well I'd just stopped Ruby from doing that. She was obviously looking for trouble.

Ruby did the same. "Yeah, we're soooo baaaaad! I want you to spank my ass till it's the same flaming red color as my hair, and then drill my hot and ready cunt with your big, fat, throbbing, daughter-fucking cock!"

As the two of them started to lick up and down each side of my stiffness, I closed my eyes and reveled in the insanely pleasurable sensations shooting through my body. But the urge to understand what was going on was strong, and I knew we would be having fun in a minute or two anyway. So I covered my throbbing pole with both hands, denying them access.

Michelle pouted, "Daddy! What are you doing? I was just about to try to take you deep down my throat."

"Did I give you permission to do that?" I replied. "Besides, I thought you were up for some titfucking."

"Yeay!" Ruby slid back up my body, her oiled-up tits and hands slipping and sliding all the way. I could feel her hot, fresh breath on my chin as she said, "Titfucking! Can you fuck mine first? I've been dreaming about it more."

"Hey!" Michelle complained. "Would we even be here if it weren't for MY planning? I call first dibs."

"No fair!" Ruby shot back as she slithered back down my body to my crotch. "You got his first load down your throat! Just because your tits are so huge, you think-"

I cut in, raising my hands in a 'stop' gesture, "Whoa! Hold on, there. I'm trying to have a serious talk here. This is what I'm talking about. Lusting after your father, that's, well, we might even call it normal. I understand the Electra complex is pretty common, just like the Oedipus complex is. But I'll bet most of the girls lusting after their dads don't get all hot and bothered by the idea of getting a spanking."

"Their loss," Michelle said defiantly, tossing her head and letting her long blonde hair dramatically cascade before it settled back down. Did I mention how magnificent she looks when she's miffed? I couldn't help but think, Like mother, like daughter.

I noticed that both girls had taken advantage of my stop gesture to cover my erection with their hands again. Both of them had resumed slowly stroking it up and down with one hand. They were using the exact same rhythm so their hands wouldn't bump into each other, and it looked like they couldn't have been happier about it. It was like I was being jacked off by one single and oh so devious mind that just so happened to be inhabiting two different bodies.

"Maybe so," I said, still trying to puzzle out how this all came to be. "But where did this lust for spankings come from?"

"Don't you remember, Daddy?" Michelle asked me. "You used to spank me lots of times when I was growing up. Remember how I was always so naughty and disobedient? The truth is, I LOVED those spankings! I almost wanted to get caught, 'cos I'd get all tingly thinking about getting spanked."

"Oh shit!" I said aloud. "This is all your mother's fault. I blame her. I was against corporal punishment, but no! She said that everything else had failed, and you were spoiled rotten, and it was the only thing that would work. God, when did we finally stop? It was obviously far too late. I remember the last time, when I had you over my lap and I felt your breasts pressing against me, and I was shocked at how quickly they were growing. That's when I decided I had to put my foot down and stop with the spankings. Even then, Mindy tried to talk me out of it."

"Yep, I remember all that too," Michelle said fondly. "I used to get wonderfully tingly. I was soooo bummed when you stopped. I tried to be as disobedient as humanly possible for weeks, just to get you to spank me, but nothing worked."

She pursed her lips in a pouty way that was both adorable, since it reminded me of what she was like as a child and frustrated by not getting what she wanted, and also intensely arousing, since I now knew how good those very pouty lips felt when they wrapped themselves around my erection.

"Oh man, I feel so shitty," I said as I slumped down a bit, trying to ignore their combined handjob. "This is all my fault. Maybe the reason you're so obsessed about me is because I spanked you."

"Yep!" Michelle said happily. "That's part of it. What's done is done. And as a result, you need to accept the consequences of your actions, which means you need to fuck me and get sucked by me daily, and spank me daily too! Most importantly, you need to forget all about this dating boys stuff!" She poked a finger repeatedly into my thigh to emphasize her point.

The guilt was hitting me hard again. But I noticed that it didn't bother me enough to cause my erection to wilt. I was just as stiff as ever, and Michelle and Ruby were still sliding their fingers up and down in perfect unison while they continued to press their massive, oiled-up tits against my chest.

"Yeah, me too!" Ruby chimed in. "You're gonna need to keep me in line with regular spankings! In the nude! I get so hot thinking about lying naked across your lap while you're fully clothed. Aaaah! Total Daddy domination!" She brought a second hand down and lovingly fondled my balls with it.

"But wait," I said. "I never spanked you, Ruby. That wouldn't have been my place. So how is it that you get off on this spanking idea too?"

"I dunno." she mumbled as she snuggled closer against me. "Osmosis, I guess. Remember, Michelle and I share EVERYTHING. She discovered 'spank porn' pretty early on and shared that with me. We even tried spanking each other quite a lot. Not to mention our friends. You have no idea what goes on at all-girl slumber parties. It was good, but I knew it just wasn't the same without a strong, dominating male hand. A Daddy hand."

She took my arm, which had been curled around her upper body, and brought it down until I had a hand resting on her supple ass cheek.

I was tempted to give it an experimental smack. But instead I said, "Wait. What? Hang on girls, this is information overload."

Michelle joked, "Hmmm, how can we hang on?"

Ruby caught on, "Hmmm. We need something to grab onto and hold while we're doing all that hanging. I wonder what that could be." They both giggled at that.

Michelle teased, "Oh, wait! What's this in our hands already?"

"This'll do perfectly!" Ruby giggled. "Even though my fingers can't quite reach all the way around it."

"Neither can mine!" Michelle said breathlessly. "This is like a thousand Christmas mornings, all at once!"

They gave my shaft an extra hard squeeze and then continued their stroking.

Michelle further joked, "And it's too hard to hold with all the pre-cum squeezing out. Maybe that's why my fingers are slipping and sliding everywhere!" She giggled with pure glee.

I tried my best to ignore all that, and asked, "There's something called 'spank porn?' And just what DOES go on at slumber parties?!"

Michelle explained, "I've discovered I'm a 'switch.' Specifically, I love to dominate other girls. I get off imagining I'm you, giving them all the hard spankings they so richly deserve. Especially Ruby. I've spanked her hundreds of times, and she's done the same to me. But then we make it up to each other with pussy lickings. But with you, I'm putty in your hands. I could NEVER imagine spanking you! That would be the world turned upside down. When it comes to my Daddy, I need to SERVE!"

She started to pull out of my grasp, probably to bring her head back down into my crotch. It was like her body felt compelled to suck cock after she'd said those words.

But I held her tightly to my side, and said, "Wait a minute. Pussy lickings? You're saying you girls lick each other?!"

Michelle said, "Yeah, of course. I mean, how else was I going to save my virginity for you all those years? I knew you'd be too morally horrified to touch me until I was legal an adult, so I had a long time to wait, and yet I still had sexual urges to take care of." She purred lustily. "A LOT of urges."

Ruby explained, "Everyone at school thinks Michelle's a lesbian. She's practically the queen lesbian, what with her little stable of pussy lickers and all. But I'm not like that, like, at all! I'm not even bisexual. The only reason I do all that kissing and licking and stuff is 'cos she makes me."

"Yeah, right!" Michelle snorted. "I've heard that excuse for, like, five years now!"

I blanched. "Five years?! The two of you have been sexually active for FIVE years? But that means that you started when you were... thirteen!"

"Try twelve, Daddy," Michelle said. "That's the first time I kissed Ruby with tongue."

"TWELVE?! You were sexually active at twelve?! But I was still spanking you then!"

Michelle rolled her eyes. "Welcome to the twenty-first century, Daddy. We were all sexually active by then. Heck, some of my friends started at eleven. Some were fucking boys at twelve. Things have changed, big time. Parents are soooo dumb. Even now, Ruby and I can go to a slumber party, and the parents won't even begin to suspect what we're really doing there."

"Oh, man," I groaned. "I've been so totally naïve. Tell me, when did you two start to get interested in me? Does it go even further back than that?!"

Michelle scrunched up her face as she thought while her fingers continued their relentless sliding. "That's a toughie. It kind of came on slowly. It was always like, 'Your dad's such a hunk' and 'Did you see Michelle's dad swimming with his shirt off?' That kind of thing. I tried to ignore it at first, but whenever some boy would ask me out, I'd compare him to you and say no. I wasn't interested at all. It was kind of a gradual realization that my body belonged to you once I was old enough so I was completely off limits to boys anyway."

Remembering a recent conversation I'd had with Mindy, I asked, "Did the overnight camping trip incident have anything to do with it?"

Michelle started to say, "What overnight..." Then her eyes got big as her breath caught in her throat. Both she and Ruby even stopped stroking my erection for a moment. I could practically see the memories tumbling through their minds, written on their faces. When they started stroking me in tandem again, I could hear the added note of huskiness in Michelle's voice as she reverently breathed, "Oh. THAT."

Ruby sighed with longing as her finger rubbed my most special spot with extra vigor. "The firelight scene! I still think of that sometimes when I'm in my bed at night. Daddy's big cock standing up proudly for the whole world to see!"

Michelle also sighed happily yet wistfully as she stroked me aggressively. "Aaaah! The firelight scene!"

The two of them were apparently so inspired that they started making out right in front of me, leaning across me and kissing each other inches from my chest. That didn't stop their joint handjob action, though.

I just kind of shook my head in shame, thinking, That stupid drunken woman. It wasn't my fault! But the smooching and stroking went on and on. The thing was, given that I'd cum a short while before and with the lazy pace of their stroking, I could literally last for hours like this. And it felt so damn good! I didn't want them to stop, but I wanted answers. I had to cough to get their attention back.

Michelle finally pulled her lips away from smooching with her best friend and remembered what we were talking about. I noticed how Ruby's lips and then her tongue maintained contact with Michelle's for as long as possible, almost causing her to topple over on me as Michelle pulled away. She clearly wasn't being "forced" to do anything.

"Yeah," said Michelle, "I'm sure incidents like that, uh... helped. But it wasn't just that. There were a whole bunch of things that helped to open my eyes and my friends' eyes to just how adorable and sexy you are. There was a gradual building up. It was only recently, the last year or two, when Ruby and I started to actively plot, waiting for the day we were both eighteen. But I guess we were reading a lot of incest porn before that."

"Incest porn?! But we put that porn filter on your computer."

Michelle rolled her eyes at me again. "Yeah, and you could stop a tidal wave with your hands too, I'm sure."

I sat there quietly, trying to absorb all this, while the two girls continued to stroke my shaft up and down, slowly but relentlessly. Also, my hands couldn't get enough of fondling their firm yet soft round breasts.

"So how much of this does your mother know?" I finally asked Michelle, while pinching her nipple.

"All of it. But please don't get too mad at her. Most of it she just found out recently. Like the slumber party stuff. She only started training us to be your perfect obedient cock slaves in the last three months."

"Man oh man, there you go again with the 'cock slave' name."

She grinned impishly. "Hey, if the shoe fits... lie naked in bed with Daddy's cock in your hand!"

The girls giggled at that. They couldn't have been happier continuing like this, jacking me off while I fondled their tits. I noticed they weren't even chomping at the bit for the titfuck.

I persisted, "This 'training.' Where did THAT idea come from?"

"I dunno. The incest stories, maybe. It just seems right. Don't you think, Ruby?"

"Totally. It wasn't like Michelle had to talk me into anything. It wasn't like she walked up to me one day and said, 'Hey, you wanna be Daddy's cock slave with me?' There was no need."

Ruby corrected, "Of course, we didn't use 'cock slave' then. That's a brand new, totally wonderful thing. We thought more in terms of being your 'sex pets' or 'sexy toys.'"

I groaned in dismay and lust. "That's so wrong!"

Ruby said excitedly, "And yet, so VERY right! Anyway, it was just a gradual realization of the obvious. You're the man, the master, the head of the household, the strong and dominant male. We're the helpless, busty, and beautiful girls who need to be spanked and fucked by our man to keep us in our place, which is underneath your sweaty and thrusting body, getting our cunts drilled to perfection! It's basic biology. It's evolution, like a nature documentary. The alpha male takes the most desirable girls back to his cave to be fucked!"

Michelle added, "And those girls love it because they want to be bred by the best of the best!"

"Yeah," Ruby agreed. "Can't you see that Michelle is so spoiled and willful because she doesn't have your firm hand on her ass and your thick, hard cock buried deep inside her on a regular basis to keep her in line?"

"Correction," Michelle said as she broke away again from my embrace. This time, I didn't have the will to stop her as she brought her face down to my erection. But instead of sucking it, she just rubbed it against her cheek and chin. "I may still lack his firm hand, but I have his thick, hard cock. And I love it!"

She rubbed it back and forth across her face a couple more times, inhaling the smell deeply and apparently loving that too. Then she started planting small kisses on it, which quickly turned into a full-on blowjob. Her eyes bugged out and she muttered, "Here goes nothing!" when she opened her mouth wide and engulfed my cockhead yet again.

Ruby let out a heavy sigh of longing as she watched that. She muttered in an awed whisper, "So much cock! Daddy, you have no idea how tough it is just to get one's lips around that! I don't think I'll ever get used to it!"

We'd all forgotten about the titfuck plan. And it had been a long time since I'd given Sue Ellen any thought, as incredible as last night had been. These two insatiable vixens were impossible to ignore!

I stared incredulously as I saw Michelle's left cheek bulge out. That's my dick, pushing against her cheek! Holy cow! My dick is in my sweet Shelle's mouth and her lips are sliding up and down it with all her might. That's her tongue playing against my skin! I can't get over that fact. I'll never get over that fact. Not to mention the way Ruby's still stroking what she's got left to work with. Sweet Jesus! 

Ruby sighed with frustration after a minute or two, because as Michelle's lips slid deeper and deeper down my shaft with each pass, Ruby's fingers had to retreat further down towards the root until she had no room left to stroke unless she timed her movements with Michelle's voracious gobbling.

I said, "Hold on there, Shelle. Go slow. I don't want to get too worked up just yet. With the stroking you two were doing before, I could last for hours. But with you sucking me like that, I won't last another five minutes. And I'm planning on calling your mom in a minute."

"Mmmm-hmmm!" she replied. She stopped going so deep and stayed focused on the area around the cockhead, but in a way that was worse when it came to orgasmic need, since that area was much more sensitive. But at least she was taking it slowly now.

Ruby resumed talking, while stroking the lower half of my pole again, "It's kind of frustrating being Michelle's 'bestest and breastest' friend, because I'm always in her shadow. Not only is she more outgoing and assertive than I am, but she has those freaking F-cups of hers. In reality, they're only one size larger than my E-cups, but the way they jut straight out in total defiance of all the laws of gravity make them seem two sizes bigger than they already are."

Seeing that Ruby was a little bummed out, I pulled her up my body until her breasts were at my eye-level. "I think your E-cups are fantastic! They're only second best compared to Shelle's, but that's not a fair comparison. I bet you have the second largest natural pair of breasts in your whole high school, don't you?"

"Well, tied for second with a few," Ruby admitted.

I briefly motor-boated into her cleavage, causing her to giggle. Then I pulled back to resume eye contact. "All the boys can't stop staring at your chest wherever you go, can they?"

"Unless Michelle is standing next to me, which is most of the time," she grumbled.

"I'm sure the boys are totally into you too, aren't they? I'll bet some stare at you more than Michelle, don't they? Don't they?"

She grinned a little and happily admitted, "Yeah. I always tell them no though. I couldn't tell them why, but as the old song goes, 'My Heart Belongs to Daddy!'"

"That's sweet. Never forget that I love her tits all up. I could almost eat them!" I stuck my tongue out and began licking the sweat from her cleavage.

I could feel her shiver with delight. "Oooh! Daddy! I'll give you ten hours to stop that!"

"And I'll bet your nipples taste great too." I started licking her nipples.

She squealed in surprise, but then attempted to keep talking. "You're just saying - OOH! You're just say, saying... Oh, Daddy! That feels SO good! You do that better than Michelle even, or maybe I just love it so much because it's you!"

She was straddled over me, with her knees planted on either side of me. My hands were firmly fondling her bare ass, keeping her body close.

I felt Michelle's face and hair brush against the backs of my hands. Even while Michelle continued to give me a blowjob, she was rubbing her head affectionately against Ruby's bottom.

Then Ruby grabbed one of my hands and tried to bring it around to her pussy.

It was tempting, especially since her pussy was up around my stomach and the wet and aroused pussy aroma was potent enough to make me dizzy. And with my cockhead in Michelle's mouth while she lolled her tongue all around it, my willpower wasn't very strong. But I mustered what little resolve I had left, and said to my red-headed vixen, "No dice. That area's off limits until you find a boyfriend, capiche?"

She sighed, but didn't seem too put out about it. Perhaps it helped that I went right back to sucking on one of her nipples. I even pulled them together so I could suckle on both nipples at once.

After a minute or two, she managed to resume talking, still smarting over Michelle's larger and higher breasts. "So thanks to those outrageous tits of hers, she gets whatever she wants. And I think it must be the rare woman who isn't at least a bit bisexual, because it's the rare woman who doesn't fawn all over her almost as much as the guys do. Especially with her dangerous lesbian reputation."

"Dangerous?"

"Let's just say that it's well known around school that if you want to kiss and hold her, you need to be prepared to get your ass spanked first. That is, if she picks you, which is a very rare honor indeed. Even the teachers know that."

"Teachers?!"

"Oops! Did I say that? Forget that."

"Waaaaait one minute! Are you implying that she's had sex with some teachers?!"

"No! Definitely not! However, gossip gets around. You've be surprised what even the teachers find out. Pretty much everyone has heard the rumors, but what can they do, because they have no proof."

"Oh." That was a big relief. Things had gotten so strange lately that I could have believed anything.

"My point is, if Michelle went to a different school, I know I'd be the queen bee as the most beautiful girl at ours."

"Do you think she is the queen bee?"

"Well, no. There's actually very few people she considers worthy of being friends with. But she could be it easily if that's what she was striving for. She's practically halfway there as it is without lifting a finger, just because she's THAT beautiful, and at school popularity and looks are almost one and the same. As for me, it's not even an option. With Michelle around, it's always 'Michelle... and Ruby.' I'm always second."

"Do YOU want to be queen bee?"

"Well, no. Definitely not, but that's not my point. I don't mind being in her shadow that much 'cos I don't really want the attention like she does, and I love her so much. It just IS that she's my sister, just like you're my Daddy, you know? Anyway, my main point..." She shuddered and had to take a deep breath. "God, Daddy, you really know how to suck a girl's tits!"

Ruby was writhing all over me, moving so much that I was forced to let go of her ass and hold her breasts with both hands to keep on sucking on them. (Poor me!) Meanwhile, Michelle was steadily but slowly bobbing up and down, up and down, up and down. It seemed she was content to do that for hours while her hands experimented playing with my balls, no matter what Ruby was saying about her.

Yet despite all these distractions, I managed to pay attention to what Ruby was saying. I'd never heard her open up on this topic before, and I encouraged her to go on. "Anyway...?"

Ruby was definitely entering the heavy breathing phase of her arousal. "Oh yeah. Anyway, Michelle is so... willful... because no one... ever... tells her... no."

Judging from some unhappy moans, it seemed Michelle wanted to reply to that. But she was in no position to talk, because her lips were sliding up and down from my sweet spot, while her tongue was licking everything she could reach. Truly, she had to have practiced a lot to be this good already! Finally, I heard her mumble around my thickness, "Am nod!"

Ruby continued, breathlessly, "Even Mindy spoils her rotten most of the time, as you know. You're the only one who can even... even slow her down a bit. That's a big reason why she needs your... firm... hand so much. My point in all this is... you... you need to spank her regularly. Both of us! ... You're kind of her, her, her... moral conscience."

I sighed heavily. "Good Lord! God save us all. Some kind of moral conscience I am! Look at me." At least I'd stopped suckling on Ruby's nipples for the moment, but I was still hefting and kneading her great globes in my hands, while she leaned up against me and ran her hands through my hair. And of course Michelle was still sucking on my cock, sucking, sucking, sucking, relentlessly sucking as if her life depended on it!

Suddenly I wondered if Ruby was truly confessing her frustrations about being in Michelle's shadow or if she was just giving me a big excuse to spank the both of them on a regular basis. I suspected it was a lot of both.




Chapter 24



I laughed out loud as an idea came to me: I'd forgotten all about calling my wife, and I still wanted to touch base with her after all this insanity. "Hey Ruby. Please hand me the phone."

Ruby brought the phone receiver near me, but obviously didn't want to hand it to me because that would mean I'd have to take at least one hand off her tits. She just held it near my ear.

So I said, "Fine. Mindy's cell is number one on the speed dial."

Ruby hit the number and brought the phone back to my ear.

"Hey, love of my life," I said as Mindy picked it up. "Got a minute?"

"Always, for you, lover," she said back. I could hear the smile in her voice.

"Let me rephrase: are you in your office alone, and do you have a towel under your rear end protecting the seat?"

"Oooh! I like the sound of that! No, I don't have the towel in place, but I already brought one in from the bathroom in the hopes you'd call me back. Just a sec."

When she came back on the line, she said, "All set. I even took my panties off and I'm sitting bare-assed on the towel, Mama Mia's style. Oh, and I locked the door. So what's up?"

I thought back fondly to our Mama Mia's restaurant adventure last night. I was more determined than ever to go back there soon and see Sue Ellen again.

I didn't answer immediately, so Mindy asked, "What's that sucking sound?"

"Oh, sorry. I was a little distracted. That was me, sucking on Ruby's nipple."

"I like!"

"Actually, she's holding the phone to my ear, so I can fondle and suckle her nipples when you're talking. And I must say, it's a lot more fun to hold onto these beautiful tits than it is to clutch a plastic phone in my hand. I'm drowning in Ruby boob!"

"I like even more! Are you really suckling on her nipples right now?!"

"Well, not this very second, since I'm talking to you. But I'm doing a lot of licking in any case. Like right now." I licked extra loudly, making a circle around Ruby's left nipple.

Ruby moaned loudly in delight. She briefly brought the receiver to her chest, making sure Mindy could hear.

My wife breathlessly asked, "What's Michelle doing?"

"Hold on to your hat! Brace yourself. Are you ready?"

"I'm hat holding and bracing. Spill the beans already!"

I paused dramatically, then said, "Michelle can't come to the phone because she's busy sucking my cock!"

Mindy screamed, "AAAAIIIIEEE! NO! NO! AAAAAIIIIIIEEEEE!"

Ruby could hear everything that was being said, since her head was near mine. She smiled from ear to ear, knowing what big news this was for Mindy and how happy it would make her. She considerately pulled the phone a ways away from my ear while Mindy kept on screaming and screaming.

I enjoyed another minute of more tit fondling while getting my cock sucked before Mindy calmed down and then came back to the phone. She said, "Sorry. Someone actually knocked on my door to see if I was okay. I had to go and speak through the door, explaining that I'd stubbed my toe. Then I was doing my little victory dance. Wooo! Woo-hoo!"

I laughed. "I wish I could see that!"

"Pshaw. That's nothing. I wish I could see YOU right now! I hope you're at least taking some pictures." She paused, and then growled lustily, "Dammit, you'd BETTER be taking pictures! This is a historic moment for our family! This is like Neil Armstrong walking on the Moon sized banner headlines for all of our lives! Is she really bobbing on you even as we speak?!"

I looked down at Michelle's bobbing head, even though I obviously didn't have to check to know what she was doing. The pleasure I was feeling was beyond description. "She is!"

My wife was beside herself. "Oh God! Ohgodohgodohgodohgodohgod! I can't breathe! Tell me there are pictures! For the love of God, please tell me!"

I was getting a rush listening to how excited she was. Yet overall I remained strangely calm. "Actually, we've got the video camera up on the dresser, recording everything. I can see from here that the red light is still on. We've recorded everything, including their very first handjobs and blowjobs."

"'THEIR?' Did you say 'THEIR?' Ruby's blown you too?!"

"She has."

"No way!" It seemed she was about to scream again, but I think she caught herself, because instead she whispered excitedly, "NO FUCKING WAY! I'm so happy for them I could cry!"

"It's true! They've even done it - well, licked me - at the same time!"

Mindy let out another loud shriek of joy.

I was having a hard time talking, as Michelle's cocksucking was relentless. "Here, Ruby, you want to tell her?"

Ruby moved the phone to her head. "Hi, Mindy! Can you believe it?! I'm still walking on air!"

I could hear Mindy talking. "Hi, you big Daddy-loving cocksucker, you!"

"I am, aren't I?" the red-headed vixen giggled happily.

"You ARE! I'm so proud of you! Tell me what happened! What's happening now?! All of it! Please!"

Ruby couldn't talk fast enough, like it was one run-on sentence. "We're in the middle of your bed, the three of us naked as the day we were born, and Daddy has his hands and even his mouth on me, playing with my tits, and Michelle is between his legs with her mouth totally crammed full of Daddy cock and she's slurping so loudly that it's like a symphony of perfect cocksucking joy, and I know exactly how it feels 'cos I got to suck him too!" She let out a high-pitched squeal, causing Mindy to laugh.

Then she took a breath and resumed, "Oh, Mindy, it's so AWESOME! BETTER than all my dreams! We got him to cum once already, but it's so hard to get him to cum, but it's so GREAT! I LOVE what an epic struggle it is just to get his super thick cock in my mouth! And then sliding my lips up and down it while using my tongue and my hands... OH GOD! I can't get enough of it! I hope we spend ALL DAY just sucking and stroking and loving his cock, making him cum over and over! It's like I'm living my fantasy, but it's REAL! Oh, and he shot his cum down Michelle's throat and all over her face! I was bummed to miss out, but it was okay because I got to lick her face clean! Can you believe it?! That's ANOTHER dream coming true! I can't wait until he cums on MY face and chest! I'm so happy I worry that I'm gonna die of too much joy and then I'll miss out. Oh, and the titfucks! He's promised to fuck our tits too! In fact, that's gonna happen NEXT!"

She let out another loud squeal, because she'd forgotten about that and now that she'd remembered she couldn't wait to get started.

Mindy chuckled. "Slow down, girl. Take a breather. What happened to his 'no lips' rule?"

"Oh, we blew right past that after about ten minutes of handjobs. And I do mean we BLEW past it!" She giggled. "We used the tongue loophole, since he said no lips but didn't mention tongue!"

My wife laughed heartily. "Good one!"

"But he's a tougher nut to crack on the whole pussy thing. He won't even touch mine, much less fuck it!" She winked at me playfully and wrinkled her nose in disapproval.

I heard Mindy reply, "Don't worry, dear. Keep pushing. Soon he'll be sliding into your slit like a knife through hot butter."

Ruby sighed. She was calming down some, although her tits were still heaving with excitement. "I hope so. He's been a reaaaal anal butthead about this whole 'dating boys' thing."

"Can he hear me talking right now?"

"Yep. I'm sure."

I spoke up. "I CAN hear you, Min, and I do not want you to encourage them about that! Do you hear me?"

"What's that? I think the line is breaking up on me." Mindy made some crackly noises that were obviously coming from her mouth, not the phone line. It was so obvious that she couldn't help but giggle.

I was amused, but I tried not to show it. "Hey. This is serious."

"Okay, we'll talk about that later then. So, Ruby, how is it? How does it feel to be a Daddy sucker?"

Ruby gushed, "Like a dream come true! Exactly like the very best dream, the perfect fantasy come to life! I mean, sucking a pussy is okay, if you need to pass the time with something more lively than a dildo. But a COCK! My man's big cock! My Daddy's cock! And I get to call him 'Daddy!' I just can't believe the day has come and it's all finally happening! Thank you SO MUCH for all your help and advice! Oh, and now he's latched onto my left nipple again. I can't even talk! He's gonna make me cum again!"

Mindy said with rising excitement in her voice, "Me too! I'm getting close! Can I talk to Michelle?"

"Um, I don't think she'd appreciate that right now. She's kind of... involved." She laughed. "My God, you should see her! Cheeks sunk in, eyes shut tight, fingers sliding on the rest, soooo much suction! She's TOTALLY FOCUSED on serving his cock to the very best of her ability! Thanks to your training, we're already sucking like we've been doing it for years! I get so hot just watching, and knowing that's Dan's cock is crammed in her mouth! Dan's great big cock! Your husband! Her own biological father! My Daddy too! I swear, this has been the best day of my life by a MILE!"

Mindy said, "She's doing her industrial strength vacuum cleaner impression, huh? I can imagine!"

"No, actually, she's taking it slow right now. More like gently suckling on his frenulum than the 'frantic hair flying everywhere' kind of wild stuff. She knows when to ease up to make him last, just like you taught us. Her cheeks are puckered in a little bit, but she's doing the 'taking it slow so it will last for hours' thing. I was more describing how she was a couple of minutes ago. Hoo-wee! She was trying to inhale that fat monster down to the root! I have to say 'trying to' since she can't really get a deep throat going yet, but she's trying big time already. You shoulda heard her choking and gagging on it! I think it's the sweetest, sexiest sound I've ever heard!"

Mindy's voice was downright giddy. "Ooooh! That's hot too! I can almost hear it, and see it! In fact, I can practically feel it sliding in between MY lips! I've never been SO HOT! This is actually better than sucking him myself!"

Ruby laughed. "I wouldn't go that far!"

"Well, you might feel differently after you've sucked him a few thousand times. Which you will! Just remember dear, this is how it's gonna be from now on. Every day, while I'm at work, you two are in charge of his cock!"

"Yes, ma'am!" She giggled gleefully.

"I expect you to take VERY good care of it! And of him! I want you two to stroke and suck him whenever he shows even the slightest hint of getting a boner! Keep his cockhead in your hot little mouths, soaked in his saliva! Or squeezed tight in your deep cleavage! If he wants to lick or fingerfuck your tight teenage virgin pussies, of course you'll let him. Whatever it takes. Just so long as I'm at work and not there to take care of it myself."

"Yes, ma'am!"

"It'll be just like we always talked about. And he's in total control of your hot bodies! Never forget that. You must always obey his every whim without question!"

"Duh! I'm so all over that plan already!"

Mindy chuckled. "I'll bet you are! Mmmm! I wish this was some kind of video phone. Dammit!"

I figured they were getting way, way carried away with their lusty enthusiasm. There was no way they could keep up that level of sexual activity. I wouldn't be able to write another page of my books if they came even close. But still, if even some reasonable, toned down fraction of their grand vision were to come true, I would be permanently living on cloud nine!

A thought came to Ruby. "Oh! By the way, Daddy's calling us his 'cock slaves' now. Isn't that just the BEST! We have you to thank for that, since it evolved out of your 'pussy slave' name. In fact, you mentioned it first, in passing, at the end of the last phone call!"

Mindy chuckled some more. "I did, didn't I? Glad to be of service. Hmmm. 'Cock slave.' I like that. I like it a lot!"

Ruby giggled. "We all do! I love thinking that I'm ENSLAVED to his cock! Michelle and I, were totally HELPLESS to do anything but serve it and pleasure it, pretty much constantly! We have no choice! It owns us and controls us! It calls to us, like the song of the sirens, commanding us to drop to our knees and SUCK!"

Mindy responded, "MMMM! That is hot! Super hot!"

I was both disturbed and aroused to hear that Mindy fully approved of that name. That mixed emotion seemed to be happening to me a lot lately, and it somehow made everything even more of a turn-on. The Gruesome Twosome had gone off the deep end with their incest fantasy, and my wife was an enabler. It was unhealthy and wrong! I would have been highly disturbed except that I was so extremely horny! With Michelle continuing to slurp on my boner like an old pro, I was so far gone into lust that I didn't even say a word about their new "cock slave" nickname.

Mindy and Ruby shared a satisfied sigh together. Then Mindy asked, "Is Michelle still sucking on all that tasty Dan-meat? Can you bring the phone near so I can hear it? I'd just hate to be the one to tell her when she has to go to work."

I stopped suckling Ruby's nipple, and said, "What? ... Hey, Ruby, please put the phone to my ear again."

"Sure thing, Daddy."

"Mindy," I asked, "What's this about Shelle having to go to work?"

Michelle had been too far away to hear the other end of the conversation, but she definitely heard that. At first she froze, but then she began redoubling her efforts on my shaft, apparently trying to get me to cum before she was dragged away from my crotch.

Mindy replied, "Oh yeah, sure. Let's see, I think she's doing an eleven-to-seven shift at the video shop. Isn't that right, Ruby?"

Ruby nodded.

Mindy obviously couldn't see that, but took the silence for a yes. "Oh my! It's very nearly eleven now. And life must go on. Even cock slaves have to maintain their usual responsibilities."

I looked at the clock next to the bed. It was 10:45. "Oh shit! You're right. What a close call! It's a good thing I called when I did."

Michelle finally stopped sucking and raised her head up. "Dad, it's a fucking shitty DISASTEROUS thing that you called when you did! I'm not going to work! You can't make me go! I'm gonna stay here in bed and suck and stroke your delicious cock all day long, and that's final! End of story!"

She dove back onto my stiffness with her lips. If anything, she redoubled her efforts yet again. I could feel her jaw opening ever so slightly wider as she tried to position me in her mouth for an even deeper penetration, one that would push me on into her throat. Unfortunately, my stiffness was making that difficult for her, and she couldn't line things up correctly to deep throat me. That didn't stop her from trying, but her gag reflex was kicking in, which was doing the most incredible things to my sensitive cockhead as she kept trying to take me deeper.

While listening to Michelle gag on my hot and throbbing hard-on, I said to Mindy, "Uh-oh. Gotta go. We've got a mini-crisis here, not to mention Shelle is trying to suck my entire body up into her mouth all at once, she's got such an intense suction going on!"

"Okay, but could we have lunch? Actually, screw lunch. I just basically need you to come here and fuck the shit out of me! This is the most exciting thing I've ever heard in my entire life, but no way can I go home early. Not today."

"I'll see what I can do. I'll talk to you about it later, okay? We've got to get Shelle off to work."

"Okay. But wait. Before I go, Ruby, can you hear me?"

"Yep," a disappointed Ruby replied.

"Good. Hold the phone close to Michelle's head so she can hear me. Can you do that?"

"Just a sec." She did so, and then said, "Okay."

My wife spoke in her "responsible mother" voice. "Michelle, I know you must be crushed having to go to work. But this is a good opportunity to show him that you can balance your new cock slave fun with your daily responsibilities. Don't give him reason to pull the plug! Show that you can act in moderation and be REASONABLE, okay?"

Ruby sighed. "I'll speak for her, since she doesn't want to stop sucking. Okay. It's going to be sooooo hard! But we'll try. I'll do my best to help her."

"Good. That's a good girl. Honey?"

"Yes?"

"I'm going to go masturbate for, oh, the next three hours non-stop! Take care. Oh, and congratulations! First Sue Ellen last night, and now this!"

Ruby gasped. "Wait! Sue Ellen? The waitress? That's all real?!"

"You bet your sweet ass it is! He seduced her in minutes flat, and now she's head over heels for him! I'll tell you all about it later. But watch out, girls, you may soon find yourself with some cock slave competition. Anyway, Honey, love you."

"Love you. Bye."

My first order of business was getting Michelle's lips and tongue off my erection before I exploded into the back of her mouth (again), and I'm pretty sure she knew I was close to giving her another load, which was all the motivation she needed to try even harder.

I considered trying to pull her off, or having Ruby try to pull her off, or better, both of us trying at once. But I didn't want to mess around with the 'family jewels.' Instead, I got a little smarter, and said, "Shelle, stop that this instant. If you don't, then I'm gonna fuck Ruby's tits first. I was going to fuck yours first, I was REALLY looking forward to it. But if you're gonna be like that, it might be days before I get around to it."

That worked. She pulled off immediately, and complained, "Okay, fine, but only if you fuck 'em now!" She tried to rearrange herself and get her chest into position over my groin, but I quickly hopped off the bed before she could.

"NoooOOOOoooo! Daaaaaddyyyy! Don't!" She belatedly tried to climb after me, but it was no use. "You tricked me!"

Standing there with my hands covering my erection, I said, "Shelle, here's how it's going to be. You're going to shower and go to work-"

"NO! No, no, no! A thousand times no! It's just a shit job, and I couldn't care less if they fire me! This is a million times more important! I've been waiting for this for YEARS!"

Her face brightened as an idea came to her. "I know, I'll take a sick day, that's what I'll do! I'm sick, lovesick, for you and your cock! Give it to me, Daddy! Give it to me GOOD!" She trembled with need as she brought her hands together and literally begged for my touch.

Ruby draped herself all over me as I continued to talk. She stood on tiptoes to press her head against mine, but she snaked a hand down, pushed my hands away, and started stroking my erection.

I was too weak to resist that. I told myself I didn't need to stop her since she wasn't the one who had to get ready for work. However, we were dangerously close to fucking, due to the proximity of my boner and her pussy. I subtly shifted my body to remind her that she was not allowed to put it in her.

She contented herself with stroking me as I tried to ignore the hot and wet pussy pressed against my thigh. It really was radiating considerable heat, like a mini-oven.

I tried to get serious and stern. "Listen to me, Shelle. You have to go to work. Now! I know you don't like it, but you're spoiled enough already. You need to learn responsibility and the meaning of work. But I'll make you a deal. If you go to work, and if you behave there all day so I don't have to get another call from your manager, I'll hold off on fucking Ruby's tits, and then I'll fuck yours first tonight. The only tits I've ever fucked are your mother's, and I would really like for you to be my number two, but only if you're good. Will you be good for me?"

There was a stormy look in Michelle's eyes. Ruby was right - Michelle was used to getting her way on everything. She just sat there on her heels, her immense tits heaving, her long blonde hair askew, and sweat rolling down her face. She was a vision of raw sex. She stared down towards my erection. Finally, she said, "It's so HOT, watching you stand there all manly and dominant, calmly talking to me while Ruby's sliding her greedy little fingers all over your thick shaft. Gaawwwd!"

"Answer me," I prodded.

Her expression lightened to more of a just really frustrated look, rather than an outright mutinous one, and she said, "For you, Daddy, I'll be good. I heard what Mom said, and I'm trying to behave. For you. I'll make you a deal. I'll go to work if you fuck my tits FIRST. I can't wait another eight hours, I need it too bad!"

"No deal. We don't have time for that. Are you really sincere about totally obeying me in all things? Are you REALLY sincere about being my cock slave? Is that just a meaningless term to you, or are you going to be my completely obedient sex toy?"

I don't know what caused me to say "sex toy." I don't know if it was better or worse than "cock slave." But clearly I wasn't thinking straight if I was using any term like that. My excuse was that I was hoping it would help her behave, but I must admit that I felt goose bumps just from saying it.

There was a long pause, and then she mumbled something.

"What was that? I can't hear you."

Her voice was a little bit louder. I could just manage to hear her say, "I'll be your completely obedient sex toy."

"That's still not loud enough. I need Ruby to hear it too."

She looked up at where Ruby and I were standing. She pounded her fists into the bed with frustration as she said, "I'll be your completely obedient sex toy already, dammit! Sheesh! You're sneaky, you know that? You're using my own submissive fantasies against me to deny me the totally awesome titfuck I've been dreaming about for months!"

She clutched her F-cups from below and pushed them together. "Do you know HOW MANY TIMES I've climaxed to fantasies of you fucking my cleavage?! It's fucked up! I'm supposed to be arguing with you, but how can I think when you're making me cum?! And then you sit there looking smug with your endless stamina while Ruby jacks you off. It's all too fucking HOT!"

She let go of her boobs only to bend forward as she suddenly clutched towards her pussy with both hands. That set her magnificent torpedoes swinging as she stayed bent over, either cumming or trying hard not to. I couldn't tell. But the look of arousal on her face was intense and her erotic moaning was loud.

I said, "I'm not denying you anything, just delaying it. You'll enjoy it twice as much having to wait for it those eight hours. Oh, and actually it'll be more like ten, since Cindy's coming over for dinner tonight."

"GAAAH!" Michelle straightened up. She pounded her fists into the bed some more and wailed in agony, causing her mammoth orbs to fly about, and sending her long blonde hair flying too.

"Hey, look at it on the bright side," I added. "You don't have to work tomorrow, do you?"

"No."

"Well, there you go. We'll have a lot of fun tonight and tomorrow." I was flying high, thinking about what I'd do to these two sexpots, and Sue Ellen too. The world was my oyster!

Of course, I couldn't forget to keep my unbelievably generous wife sexually satisfied. She was going to be insatiable tonight, I was sure about that. I had some misgivings about titfucking Michelle just before bedtime. Would I be able to kick her out of the bedroom afterwards, so I could make love to Mindy? Would I even want to? But on the other hand, how could I delay fucking my daughter's glorious F-cups another day?!

"Ooookaaaay..." my blonde bombshell daughter sighed, sounding out the word like a foghorn blowing low. "Sheesh. You're a tough nut to crack. I guess I'd better go take a shower."

Ruby spoke to her while she continued to jack me off. "It's for the best. I know it sucks, but you've waited so many years. You can wait a few more hours."

Michelle grumbled, "That's easy for you to say. YOU get to stay here. YOU get to play with the King all day long. Grrr!" But just as she was about done walking out of the room with her head hanging low, she turned around. "A-ha! Victory is mine! It just occurred to me that I snatched victory from the jaws of defeat!"

"What do you mean?"

She was slowly walking back towards me, swinging her tanned hips as she went. "Okay, so maybe you won one thing, getting me to go to work today, but in so doing, you've not only admitted but insisted that I'm your cock slave! You admitted that you want me to completely obey you and sexually serve you! You can no longer deny that I belong on my knees or on my back with my legs spread, taking my rightful place in absolute sexual servitude to my wonderful daddy! You even correctly called me your 'sex toy.' Ha-ha, moral man, you just lost the biggest battle of all!" She sort of jogged in place, doing a little victory dance.

Needless to say, just seeing her little dance in all her sweaty, naked glory was a sight for the ages. She even had to clutch at her jutting F-cups, to stop them from swinging wildly.

She did have a good point, and at first I felt trapped. By now, Ruby had slowly slid down my body. She was still jacking me off, only she was kneeling right in front of me as she did, staring intently at my hard erection, breathing on it. She seemed mesmerized.

I thought, She's got me there. It's hard for me to deny that they're acting like my cock slaves and I'm okay with that, if not actively encouraging it. Hell, who am I kidding? I'm loving it! I SHOULD be feeling guilty, but they're just SO gorgeous, SO enthusiastic, SO sexy! And Min approves. They win! But I win too! 

Even as I was thinking that, Ruby started licking around my cockhead. I wasn't surprised at all. The two of them were absolutely sexually insatiable! Once again, I couldn't resist because the pleasure was too incredible.

I tried to ignore that and focus on my conflict with Michelle. I saw this as a chance to assert my authority. I told her, "Maybe so. However, if you accept those terms, then you have to totally obey me in all things. I can pull this card at any time to make you go to work, or do anything at all. I could order you to NOT touch my penis for a week, or I could order you to have sex with a boy. If you're really serious about this total obedience thing, then it cuts both ways. Are you really that serious?"

Her triumphant look was wiped right off her face. "Oh shit. But you wouldn't order me to do those horrible things, would you?"

"I could. That's MY choice."

The busty blonde folded both her arms under her rack defiantly. "Well then, I don't know if I'm ready to make that commitment yet, not if it means I have to date a boy."

"But you already promised you would!"

She bit her lip in frustration as she watched Ruby licking and stroking me. Then she managed to look back up to my face. "That's true, but I don't actually have to DO anything with him! My body belongs to YOU and you only. That's non-negotiable!"

"We'll talk about this later. Go take your shower. And hurry." I leaned over Ruby and smacked Michelle on her ass cheek, to spur her on.

She squealed with glee. Apparently that suggestion of spankings to come put her in a whole new mood. She stopped and bent over lewdly, flashing lots of puffy pink pussy at me as she grasped her ankles. "Thank you, Sir! May I please have another?"

It was tempting, damn tempting, to let her job go hang and just whale on her ass, especially since I was really frustrated with her. Plus, the way Ruby was licking my cock was causing my lusty urges to run wild. I somehow managed to restrain myself, but she did give me another incentive idea. "No. But IF you behave at work and get there on time, I just might have to spank you thoroughly later."

"On time? But..." She straightened up and looked over at the clock with serious concern. "That's only ten minutes from now!"

"Then you'd better hurry."

"Aaaaaahhh!" she shrieked as she ran out of the room. "Ruby, help get my clothes! Daddy, start the car!"

Ruby spoke as she licked and stroked. "We could do that... Or... I could bob on your cock until you cum! Don't you need to cum first?!"

I groaned with immense pleasure from the way she was lapping against my sweet spot. But then I said, "Not now, please. Not now!"

"Come on!" Ruby complained as she continued to lick. "You can't seriously tell me you're going to leave before cumming first!"

"I am. I seriously have to be out the door in two minutes. There'll be time for that later."

Ruby relented, probably realizing that she'd have plenty of time all alone with me after Michelle went to work.

I ducked back into the bathroom and took a very quick shower. It only took about five minutes to drive Michelle to work, and I was willing to cut her some slack if she was only a little late.

But Michelle didn't know that. She was running around the house like a maniac, screaming at Ruby to help her with this and that. Apparently, getting spanked was a VERY big deal for her.

We rushed to the car. I drove, with Michelle beside me in the front passenger seat. Ruby stayed home, at my request. On the way there, Shelle kept goading me to drive faster, until I told her that she was close enough to being on time for spanking purposes, in my book.

She immediately relaxed.

As I drove, my curiosity got the better of me. I asked her, "Spanking is really that important to you, huh?"

"Yeah. It's like what Ruby was saying. I don't just, uh, want it, you know? It's like ... I dunno ... I NEED it somehow. And I do mean NEED! I've been waiting soooo long for you to take your proper place as my master, controlling me with your big fat cock and your spanking hand."

Hearing that alarmed me. "'Master?' Let's not use that kind of terminology."

She rolled her eyes. "Oh, please. And 'cock slave' is okay? If I'm a slave, then it logically follows that I have a master who owns me. You! Please just accept it, okay? Don't be such a difficult stick in the mud."

I was secretly amused that she was annoyed at me for resisting the master idea, in her typically petulant manner. That seemed all backwards. I decided to think it over carefully before staking out a position. Things were happening too fast for me to digest how our lives were changing.

She continued, "Anyway, those nine whacks you gave me the other day? That was like the best time I ever had in my life! Up until today, that is. Look, we all know I'm spoiled and willful. I don't deny it. I need your firm hand to complete me. Firm hand and firm cock! Do you have any idea of just how much I love that you're so fucking thick and wide down there? I'd love it if it was a tiny thing just because it's yours, but I absolutely WORSHIP this fat baby!"

Now that she wasn't in a panic about being late, she started staring possessively at my groin. "Speaking of which, would you like me to blow you the rest of the way there?"

"No! I'm not even erect."

She flashed me a seductive smile. "I'll bet I can fix that, fast." She put a hand on my thigh.

I pointedly removed it. "No, already! Not only is it dangerous, but you're my genetic daughter. Don't you have a horny off switch?"

She grinned widely. "Nope!" To make her point, she slid a hand under her top and her bra, reaching up until she pinched a nipple.

I gawked at the outline of her hand underneath her top until the car started to swerve out of its lane. As I regained control of myself and the car, I shouted, "Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! Be careful! You wanna get us both killed?!"

"No." Chastened, she withdrew her hand.

"For Christ's sake, anyone can see! It goes without saying that when you're out in public you have to behave in a completely non-sexual way. I hope you haven't told anyone what we've been doing!"

"No," she admitted, sighing. "Although, to be honest, most of my friends know all about how Ruby and I feel about you and have known for a really long time. You know, that we want to surrender our bodies to you. It's gonna be really hard for me to not act differently and keep pretending that I'm still just flirting and pining away like always."

"We'll talk about that later. It's probably good if you just avoid them for a while, until we can figure out what to do with that."

"Yeah." She sighed again. She stared out the window in contemplation.

Then, after a pause, she turned back to me and stared longingly at my crotch, which had a noticeable tent in it. "So, what are you and Ruby gonna do all day? I'll bet she gets to stroke and suck and suck and stroke, and suck and suck and suck and suck until she's soaked in sticky cum from head to toe! Meanwhile, I'll have to sit there in the stupid video shop, bored out of my frickin' mind, handing stupid people their stupid videos!" She switched into full-on pouty-and-spoiled mode.

"Actually, it's not like that," I said. "Today's been a momentous day for sure, but regular life goes on. I told Ruby before I left that I'm off to have lunch with my wife. You do remember that I'm married, right? I also have to take care of some errands, and maybe even get some writing done. And then, of course, Cindy's coming over for dinner, and we have to prepare for that. Ruby and I may have some fun here and there, but it can't be all fun all the time. You're going to have to learn that."

"Yeah, yeah, yeah," she said impatiently.

"Don't take that attitude. If she spent all day stroking and sucking like you think she would, her hands and mouth would simply up and fall off!"

She giggled a bit at that. "Yeah, that's true. My jaw's kinda tired already, to be honest. But it's the kind of soreness a girl could seriously get used to and want to feel all the time. Your stamina is everything I've dreamed about, and more! I'll work up a big tolerance, just you wait and see!"

I shook my head at the non-stop craziness. "I wouldn't be at all surprised."

She rubbed her jaw. "I can't believe my jaw is actually sore from sucking my daddy's cock! That is just too cool for school!"

"Can you not use the 'D' word already, out in public? You're a pretty determined young lady when you know what you want, but you need to exercise some control. ... Looks like we're here." I pulled the car up to the curb in front of her store.

She turned to me and looked at me with smoldering eyes. "I do know what I want, and what I want is YOU. But don't worry. I know I'm being a little pissy and out of control today, but I promise I'm gonna be REALLY good at sharing you. I don't even mind sharing with this Sue Ellen girl, if she's really for real and that's what you want. I figured you'd have other lovers once you let yourself go and realized that Mom really is okay with sharing you. And I'm not forgetting that Mom should always get first dibs. It's just that I'm so excited today that I can't control myself!"

"Yeah, so I've heard from a moderately reliable source. I'm glad to hear that. Now, give me a very innocent looking kiss on the cheek and be on your way."

She leaned over to kiss me, but her mouth went to my ear first. She whispered hotly into it, "I can't wait until you FUCK my TITS tonight! The KING is gonna ROYALLY fuck 'em! My huge F-cups are pining away to feel your big log sliding in between them! And then after that, I want you to take my naked body and throw it over your lap, then spank my uppity ass cherry red!"

I gulped.

"And then, Mr. D., then you're going to throw me on the bed, spread my legs, and cram every single fat fucking inch of your cock into my wet and needy, cherry cunt! That's how you'll take control, by fucking your virgin daughter the way I need to be fucked!"

"Shelle," I growled in warning.

She started to pull away, but then she went right back to my ear and whispered, "Speaking of controlling ourselves, doesn't that thing ever go down?"

Indeed, my dick had engorged in the last minute or two, thanks to what she was telling me. I was hoping to get away before she noticed.

She purred, "I have half a mind to just bend over, here and now, unzip your fly, and swallow the King deep into my throat! Would you like that, Daddy? Are you happy now that I'm one of your personal cocksuckers? Does that make you hot?"

"God dammit, you know it does! Now get going already before I have an accident in my pants!"

Knowing that she'd just gotten me all worked up, she leaned back and said in a triumphant tone, "We wouldn't want THAT." She pecked me on the cheek and said in a normal voice, "Later, Daddy."

I grimaced. Seeing that it was futile to get her to say "Mr. D." or something like that, I at least admonished her, "That's, 'Later, Dad,' when we're in public, Shelle."

She smirked as she got out, and said loudly for all to hear, "Later, Daddy."

I shook my head as I drove off. She's always a difficult case. Why can't she be more like Nicky? Now Nicky, she's an angel. But perhaps with a "firm hand and a firm cock" I can somehow accomplish a little attitude adjustment in my Shelle, after all. 

Jesus! What a day! 




Chapter 25



I'd taken the time to quickly shower and dress nicely before rushing Michelle to her job, because I wanted to surprise Mindy at work and take her to lunch. I felt the need to emotionally reconnect with her after getting sexually intimate with the Gruesome Twosome. I wanted to see with my own two eyes that she was 100% okay with that.

Just as importantly, my penis needed a break. I could well imagine what would happen if I was home alone with Ruby! I had to pace myself, because I had plans to have lots of fun later.

It was still early for lunch, but it couldn't be helped, since Mindy was waiting for me to call her back. I wanted to surprise her, and not leave her waiting anxiously by the phone all morning. Besides, I hadn't eaten any breakfast (I was too busy playing with my daughters' bodies to care about food!), and my stomach was growling.

Luckily, when I got to her office she was waiting for me, and she was eager to eat.

But once we were alone in her office, I started kissing her - which quickly progressed into full-blown necking. Then I suggested, "Let's do it! Right here!"

"What, are you crazy?"

"Doing it in the bathroom of a restaurant isn't crazy, but this is?"

She pushed me away. "The difference is, people here know me. Yes, I'm a sexy woman, but I deliberately dress in chic but conservative business attire, so as to look appealing and professional but not slutty. I've been purposefully cultivating a boring reputation for years, to help keep the grabby hands away. If people see, hear, or smell any sign of me having sex in here, I'll go from the 'sexy, but taken' category to the 'who knows what she might let me do if I push her' category. And right now I'm so turned on that you'd have me screaming at the top of my lungs, 'Dan Cooper is my husband, and I love him, and he's fucking me like a superman!' in about two minutes flat."

"But I'm your husband and you're my wife. Don't people get a little nookie with their spouses from time to time? I long to see my Queen."

She grinned at that. "Nope. Not here. Believe me, your Queen is more than ready to pay homage to the King, like you wouldn't believe, but it's just too risky. We're really boring here."

I asked, "But didn't you masturbate a hell of a lot here today, after I called you?" I sniffed the air and couldn't smell anything sexually suspicious.

"Of course! Gaawwwd, you have no idea! It was epic! Historic! But I have my ways of doing that without being noticed, or getting too loud. Notice how you can't even smell wet pussy? I'm VERY careful. Lately, I've been buying air freshener by the cart load, no joke!" She laughed. "But if you were to start fucking me, all bets are off. Plus, people will have noticed that you were in here with me."

"Shoot. But in a way, I'm glad. It's good to have limits."

She grinned and leered at me. "Reasonable boundaries."

"Don't even say that. Somehow, even mentioning that phrase is getting me turned on."

She raised an eyebrow in a very sexy manner. "Are you thinking about all those boundaries that you're breaking?"

I looked to the locked door. "Yes! Are you REALLY sure we can't do it here?"

Unfortunately, she nodded yes to that, and I could tell she wasn't joking about it.

I was deeply disappointed. "You're kidding me. Did you know, right before I left, Ruby was busy licking my erection, and she practically begged for me to let her suck until I shot my load down her throat. But, in a nearly heroic display of willpower, if I do say so myself, I managed to tell her no. Why? Because I'm not a young man anymore and there are only so many bullets in my gun, if you know what I mean, and I was trying to save something for you. I thought for sure you'd be all over me like an octopus. But now I'm suffering blue balls. Man, what a mistake!"

She looked at me with indecision, as well as fire in her eyes. She bit her lip and looked around the room, as if checking the security. "Awww! Why did you have to tell me all that?! I'm tempted. You have no idea how tempted. ... When I think about Ruby kneeling naked with your cock down her throat... UGH! HNNG! Dammit! But we... we can't!"

I slumped with frustration as I stood there. My erection really needed her TLC, because those same thoughts were driving me wild too.

"But wait," she added on a hopeful note. "We can't do it here, but the world is our oyster. I want it just as much as you do. We just need to find a safe place somewhere close by."

"Oh man! Yes! I'm so hungry my stomach is growling, but eating can wait. This is important! But where? Home's so far away and it's the middle of the day!"

Mindy thought for a minute while I grew increasingly antsy. My erection was still throbbing and demanding satisfaction. Finally, she said, "I have an idea. Come on. We'll take your car."

A couple of minutes later, we were both in my car. As I drove, she explained, "There's a public park not far from here that could work. It's very little used despite being near the center of town, and it's near a high school."

"So?"

"I was walking through the park a few months back, trying to clear my head after getting all tangled up in a big case. It was late afternoon, after school let out. As I walked past some bushes, I heard the sound of what could only be two people getting it on. Really getting it on. Then it occurred to me that the bushes concealed a make-out spot that the kids at the school use. They've probably cultivated it over time. I didn't actually go in there, but my curiosity was piqued, and I walked back and forth on the path, trying to figure out what was going on in there. The trees and bushes were so thick that I couldn't see any signs of anything. But a little while later, I saw a young couple sneak out through the bushes. So I think I can find the way in. And since school is out for the summer and all of the students are either on vacation or have summer jobs, we should have it all to ourselves."

We didn't have any better options, and it was a only short distance away, so I drove to the park and we walked to the spot she told me about. Sure enough, we were able to push our way through the bushes to a very small but very beautiful little meadow. It was surrounded by a high thicket on all sides, making it perfectly secluded and nearly impossible to reach unless you knew the way. But the best thing of all was that there was grass on the ground.

As we stood there checking it out, I said, "Great spot. There's just one snag though. We didn't come prepared for this. You're wearing a business suit, and I'm all dressed up in slacks and a dress shirt. This is gonna be a grass stain nightmare."

"'Tis true," she replied. "Our only choice is to get completely naked and hang our clothes on these branches over here."

Normally, I would have had a million protests against that. But I was so uncontrollably horny that I simply started to strip my clothes off. I'd been riding an erotic buzz ever since I'd woken up with the Gruesome Twosome's tickle attack, and although my penis went flaccid from time to time, nothing really calmed me all the way down. Plus, all the oral action with my daughters had been one of the highlights of my life, but it had worked up an overwhelming need in me to FUCK!

Mindy shucked her clothes with surprising speed. But she continued to hold her cell phone even after she was buck naked. Then she dialed a number.

On the other end of the line, Michelle picked up the phone. "Grand Avenue Video. How may I help you?"

Mindy muttered urgently, "Michelle, this is your mother. But don't let on. I have some fun and sexy stuff to tell you. Can you find a private spot for a very private conversation?"

Michelle paused before answering in order to look around. As we were to find out later, it wasn't even noon and the store was completely deserted, but still, she wanted to be ultra careful. Pretending she was speaking to a legitimate customer, she said, "Yes, ma'am. I believe we do have that title. Let me check."

Mindy replied, "If the coast is clear, call me back on your cell phone, okay?"

"Okay. Just one minute." Michelle was very puzzled, but intrigued. She checked out in the back of the store on the video monitors and then walked to her usual spot behind the counter. She hung up that phone and called her mother back on her cell phone. "Hi, Mom," she said in a low voice.

"D'oh! Don't call me 'Mom.' You're blowing it!"

"Not to worry. Your timing was great, 'cos the only other employee here today just left for his lunch break. I was just double checking to make sure. He won't be back for a half hour or so. I'm the only person in the entire store. I do have to keep an eye on things in case someone comes in, but the odds of that are low. This time of day, we could go a whole hour without seeing a customer, although some people use the drop-off box. So what's up?"

Mindy smiled. "Well, daughter, I'm standing here completely naked in the middle of a public park. How does that shake you up?"

"Whoa! Mom! What the hell?! Where's Daddy?!"

"He's standing right next to me, also wearing his birthday suit."

"WHOA! MOM! No WAY! That is soooo cool! You're not really in a public park though, are you?"

"We are, but we're in a secret spot, completely surrounded by bushes and trees. Someone might find out we're here, but it's not likely, since we're not going to be long."

"What the hell are you doing there?! That could be dangerous!"

Mindy smirked. She proudly announced, "My man Daniel Cooper - actually, our man now - is going to fuck me like a superman! We're so horny that we had to resort to using this place. I thought you might want to listen in."

"No way! That is so AWESOME! I've been so BUMMED having to come to work while Ruby gets to stay home and have all the yummy cocky fun. I've been DYING! It's total agony!"

"I can imagine," Mindy purred sympathetically. "That's partly why I called you and not Ruby. She's alone at the moment, but she'll get hers later. I'm getting down on all fours, now. It's gonna be hard to keep holding the phone, so I'm putting you on speaker." After a pause, she added, "Can you still hear me?"

"Yep! Too cool! That's SO MUCH for thinking of me!"

"No problem. My phone's in the grass and my head's hanging down. Dan is on his knees behind me, about to slip it in, doggy-style. It's not the ideal situation, but we're trying to minimize the grass stains. Go ahead, Honey, slip it in!"

That last comment was directed at me. I'd been watching Mindy talking and getting into position, and this was my first chance to speak since she'd dialed the phone. I said, "Min, we didn't discuss calling Michelle on the phone. That's kind of..." I searched for the right word.

"Exciting? Yes it is!"

My hands trembled as I held my dick. That certainly wasn't the word I was going to choose, but she's right. As if I wasn't aroused and excited enough already! Geez! Fuck it! I give up trying to be responsible because lust has conquered me! I need to FUCK! 

Mindy spoke towards the cell phone, "Your father's starting to fuck me! I can feel his big thick cock on my pussy lips, lining up with the hole. I think my Honey's going for a hole-in-one. Hot damn, I never get tired of feeling that! He's going to sink it in, in one stroke! Actually, I'm gonna call him Daddy. Daddy's rubbing the King up and down my pussy lips a little. I think he's ready to go."

Michelle squealed happily, "I love that you're calling him..." She paused, remembering that she was in the video store. Even if it was deserted at the moment, it was better to be safe. She finished, "Um, calling him, you know."

"Good idea censoring yourself," Mindy said. "Don't talk much, don't say anything lewd, just listen in. Now, I'm not calling him 'Daddy' because he's the daddy of my children. No, I'm calling him 'Daddy' because I'm imagining that I'm you!"

Michelle let out another orgasmic squeal.

I was slowly dying of frustration. I had my cockhead pressed against my wife's pussy lips, and I was all ready to push in. But I wanted the all clear from her first so she'd be "in the moment" with me, and she was busy talking on the phone. And everything they were saying was only getting me more and more worked up. Frustrating!

Mindy continued, "Here I am, Daddy's favorite little sex slave, no, make that his cock slave, naked and on all fours and in public no less, ready to get royally FUCKED by the King, just like a good and obedient slave girl should! And do you know WHY I'm in such an obscene position?"

Michelle replied excitedly, "Because Da- I mean, because he told you to!"

"That's right! Whatever Daddy says goes! Busty daughter slaves must obey! And when they do, they're rewarded with Daddy cock!"

Michelle let out an extra loud, extra orgasmic-sounding groan. I had to wonder if she was masturbating, and maybe even had just climaxed. But I had no way of knowing.

I was going to complain. It was a dirty deal that Mindy called Michelle without checking with me and then started in with this incestuous fantasizing. But I was too far gone. I needed to fuck, NOW, and all this waiting while poking my cockhead at the front door was too much to take. For all I knew, they were going to talk for another five or ten minutes before there was any action. So to forestall that, I simply pushed in.

I let out a long, blissful slide as my boner slid into my wife's tight slit. It felt like heaven! I needed this so very, very desperately badly!

Mindy grunted, "OH! OH! GOD! Michelle, he just pushed it in! Just like that, he pushed it in! Without even asking. He's getting so ASSERTIVE lately! He's in me right now!"

Michelle forced herself not to shout. But she said, loudly, "No way! No way!"

"Yes! He's in YOU! Daddy's just split YOU in two! He's taken your cherry!"

Michelle whispered quietly but intently, "Oh my God! Mom! Don't say that! What am I going to do? I'm so turned on, but I can't DO anything! I'm wearing this stupid uniform. I can't even get to my pussy! And if I do, what about the smell? I'm already so WET! I'm gushing!"

"Just hang in there," Mindy advised. "Rub your clit; you can do that through your clothes. And light a match or something, after. Go ahead and cum, if you really are all alone!"

"Okay!"

"But the main thing is, think about Daddy plunging into you, filling you! Darling, I'm so fucking FULL! I wish you could feel just how full and wonderful it is! Long cocks are nice, and his is long, but it's the THICK cocks that'll drive you mad with pleasure from beginning to end, and your Daddy's is the thickest and fattest of them all! Oh God! He's pumping me and stretching me so full! It's like he's everywhere; every inch of my cunt has DADDY COCK rubbing against it!"

"Fuck it!" Michelle said, still fighting not to shout. "You don't play fair! How am I supposed to not gush like a river, thinking about that? You've ruined me! I'm gushing like a river here, like a flood! I can't stop rubbing my clit! And I don't even have a change of clothes. Shit! Hold on!"

Since their talking stopped for a minute, I started thrusting in earnest. Damn, it feels good! Finally! 

It hit me, I've been so absorbed in listening to the phone call that I'm forgetting what an incredibly gorgeous woman my wife is. There she is, naked and on all fours, getting fucked in a public park! We're rutting like wild animals! How wild is that? She's just like an older version of Shelle. And our secluded spot SEEMS safe enough, but who can be sure? Even if we're not being seen, someone could be overhearing us. But that thought only excites me more! 

The truth was, what we were doing was pretty crazy and something I would never have considered in a million years before it actually happened. But after everything that took place this morning with Michelle and Ruby, I was literally out of my mind with lust and sexual need. I was sure Mindy was feeling the same way.

I started thrusting faster, both because I was worried and wanted to get this over with, and because I desperately needed to cum.

But then Michelle came back on the line. "Okay! I'm back! I just closed up the store. Don't worry about it, no one will ever know. And now I'm sitting behind the counter, pulling my pants down. Where were we?"

"Where are YOU, you mean?" Mindy said, panting hard. "You're getting fucked like a dog! A bitch in heat! Your father is claiming your cunt for his own! Daddy's driving so hard I can hardly breathe! He's fucking me, I mean you, so hard! Your tight virgin pussy ain't virgin no more, 'cos Daddy popped your cherry!"

"Oh! Oh! Mom! He's really nailing me, isn't he?! I can almost feel it! I know it's just my fingers, and I can't push in, but I'm closing my eyes and in my mind it feels like HIM!"

"It IS him, dear," Mindy gasped. "Your naked Daddy is on his knees, giving it to you doggy-style! Giving it to you good! He's pounding... pounding so fast! ... Can't talk much! ... Cock! Too much cock! ... Fat cock stuffing me so gooood. Can't breathe!"

"Oh Mom! Mom! Mom! Hang on, Mom! Hang in there! God damn this fucking stupid hymen! I wish I could shove my entire hand up into myself, to simulate Daddy's fat cock! Please fuck him back, like you told us, with your hips! Churn your hips! Serve his cock with your cunt!"

Mindy cried into the phone, "Too late! Too late! It's too much! He's gonna cum! Gonna cum! ... Get ready, he's about to cum inside you!"

"Oh Mom! Mom! I'm about to cum too! Let's cum together!"

"Okay! He's about to cum in me, in you, I mean... bareback! Bareback! Knock you up! Oh! Ugh! ... NOW! NOW! He's cumming NOW!"

Michelle panted, "Mom! Mom! I'm cumming too! Daddy, fill me up! Fill me up! Flood my cunt! Knock me up! Take me, forever! So good! So good! Uh! Yeah! DAAAADDDEEEE!"

After that, it all turned into incoherent grunts and screams. I wanted to shout out, but I was afraid to, partly due to our locale, but mostly because I was afraid I would shout out that I was fucking my daughter.

Still, the feeling of relief was incredible as my seed poured out into my wife. Never mind that I imagined it was Michelle, and I was impregnating her - that was just the icing on the cake. It was actually overkill, because I was already so maxed out on arousal.

I collapsed onto Mindy's back as my last jets of cum shot into her.

Remarkably, she resisted the natural urge to collapse on the grass and remained on all fours, even with my weight on her. I guess that even through everything she remained mindful about the need to not get too dirty with grass stains.

I thought that was it and that we were all done. Certainly, there was a need to get out of there quickly. But as soon as Mindy regained most of her composure, she spoke towards her phone that had fallen to the grass. "How was that, darling?"

"Great, Mom! Just fantastic! I'm totally flying! It felt so real! If Daddy never fucks me in real life, at least I have this memory. I'm actually crying tears of joy, I'm so happy! Daddy, if you can hear me, I love you SO MUCH! I know you must be blindsided by the intensity of my desire for you, but that's just because I love you more than words can say! You say you're not willing to fuck me yet, and I can kind of get that. You need time to adjust. But just remember that my cunt has your name on it! I've got through great lengths to keep my hymen, just so this awesome role-play we just did will happen for real!"

A long pause ensued. I was totally blown away, and I had no idea what to say or even what to think.

Michelle urgently asked, "Mom, did he hear that?!"

She said, "He did. You've literally left him speechless. But don't worry, he's slow on the uptake, like usual, but he'll come around. You will know the limitless joy of getting your hot cunt skewered on his cock! I promise!"

"Thanks, Mom! You're the best! I'm wiping away my tears but I'm so happy that I think I'm going to cry all over again! I don't even mind going to work today that much, because I got to experience THAT!"

Mindy sounded like a typical mother again. "That's great to hear, dear, but this has to stay our secret. You need to make yourself presentable again, and fast."

My bombshell daughter grumbled. "Ugh! Tell me about it. Now I've got the problem of getting myself, and the shop, back to normal. This place totally smells like pussy!"

"I'm sure you'll manage," Mindy said, not terribly concerned with her daughter's predicament. "What do you say to Daddy after he fucks you?"

"Thank you, Daddy. Thank you for fucking me, for choosing my body to satisfy your demanding cock. Is there any other way your humble cock slave can serve you or pleasure you with my busty body?"

I was too floored by that to reply. I remained there, kneeling, still draped over my wife.

But Mindy pressed on. "Very good. But don't forget Ruby."

"Oh, right! Is there any other way ONE OF your humble cock slaves can serve you or pleasure you with my busty body?" Michelle muttered, "God, I love saying that! I love that I have to share!"

Mindy sounded just like a school teacher. "Better. Now, what should you be doing while you ask that?"

Michelle giggled and replied like it was a dumb question. "I'd be licking his cock clean, of course! Every good cock slave knows that. Sheesh. I can't do it over the phone, though!"

"I know," Mindy said, "I'm just checking. Daddy's a little gobsmacked over here - I think you stunned him into silence. Good job! We've gotta run and I'm sure you do too, but hopefully that'll make the hours at your job fly by faster."

"It sure will! Thanks, Mom! You're the greatest. Thanks, Daddy! I know you're still kind of doubtful about the whole fucking your daughter's pussy thing, but I believe in you. I believe it's just a matter of time before you assume your rightful role as the one and only man who EVER will get to fuck me. In the meantime, my big tits will be waiting for you to fuck them tonight... tonight and forever!"

"Um..." was about all I could manage. Now that I was coming down off my erotic high, the magnitude of the craziness of what we'd just done was starting to hit me. I felt like I'd been run over by a truck!

"Daddy says bye," Mindy said. "Take care. Love you."

"Love you. Mom, I owe you for life! And I love YOU, Daddy!"

My wife picked up the cell phone and turned it off.

She immediately started to rise, forcing me to get up too. "Come on, Honey. We've gotta get out of here before someone sees us. Don't just stand there." She walked to her clothes and started to put them on.

I surprised myself by asking her, "Yeah. Ah ... ahem. But aren't you forgetting something? What was it you said about what a good cock slave does after her master fucks her?"

Chagrined but also amused, Mindy dropped her clothes back on the bush and walked slowly back over to me, with her head down. As soon as she reached me, she dropped to her knees and lovingly, but quickly, licked my cock clean.

I couldn't believe I'd just had her do that. But I was riding such an incredible sexual high that I wasn't willing to come all the way down yet. I'd pretty much decided to "let it all hang out" and simply accept all this "cock slave" craziness as the new reality. Within "reasonable bounds," that is, such as not actually fucking my daughters, and making sure they eventually transitioned to having boyfriends. Right now, I wanted to revel in acting like the all powerful "master" they kept insisting I was.

I was surprised that Mindy was so willing to go along with the "cleaning" part. This wasn't anything she'd done before, but she seemed to take to it without a word of complaint and with genuine enthusiasm. I figured it was part of the extreme fantasy she shared with our two Hellions... for some inexplicable reason. There was a lot I still failed to understand.

I was having a great time getting into my role, and getting "cleaned" felt surprisingly pleasurable, especially when she extensively licked my balls. When she finished, I said, "Very good, slave, though I'll have to think of a suitable punishment later, for your initial negligence. Um, things are still kind of messy," I pointed out. "Look at the grass stains on my knees, for starters. And it's a lot worse for you."

Finished "cleaning" my penis, she stood up. She frowned as she looked at the stains on her hands and her lower legs. "I know, but what can we do? This was an emergency situation. Besides, there's a public restroom nearby, and you'd be amazed what I can accomplish with a sink and some paper towels. Ditto for you. Just walk gingerly until we get there."

So that's what we did. Amazingly, it more or less seemed to work. Five minutes later, after we'd washed and dried, one could hardly detect any signs of our romp, mostly because our stained areas were mostly on the insides of our clothes. There was a lingering fresh grass smell, but more so on me than her, since she managed to overwhelm hers with a heavy dose of perfume from her purse.

There was nothing she could do about the "just fucked" glow around her though, and for right now I was too happy and in love with her to mind seeing it as I drove her back to the office.




Chapter 26



I was still feeling shell-shocked over what had just happened, whereas Mindy seemed to be just fine about the whole thing. So she drove. She took me to a nearby restaurant named Señor Diego's. I was twice as hungry as before, after such a vigorous fucking, and there was much we needed to discuss.

As soon as we sat down though, Mindy asked nonchalantly, "So, Daniel. How are those 'reasonable boundaries' working out for you?"

She then made a big show of being engrossed in her menu before adding, offhandedly, "It's a good thing you decided you'd NEVER let the girls give you a handjob or blowjob. That would be soooo wrong." She was all smirks and smiles.

"Okay, okay. You got me. Obviously, those particular boundaries didn't last very long. I cry uncle. But I still have issues with what's happening. Big issues!"

Mindy just folded down a corner of her menu to give me her "I'm shocked!" look. I don't know how she did it, but she suddenly looked like a scowling father peering over his newspaper at naughty children seated around the kitchen table.

"A-ha! Now we find out the truth! I thought your daughter would turn you on, but now I found out it's your uncle who gets you going!"

I tried to think of a good comeback, but my brain was too fried. Instead, I reminded her, "Let's avoid things like the 'D' word around here, okay?"

My wife shrugged that off and went back to looking at her menu. "Okay, but really, it's not a big deal. You picked the perfect out-of-the-way table, and we can see people coming from a long way off. Which then begs the question: which waitress strikes your fancy, this time?"

I just leveled my gaze at her and said flatly, "None of them."

"Oh, come on! That Mexican señorita up front is a real piece of work. What a sultry face. She may be slightly plump, but her tits are absolutely remarkable! She looks like she has a hard time not falling forward when she's standing up, if you know what I mean." Mindy grasped the air in front of her with both hands, like she was honking the breasts of the señorita in question.

I joked, "That's my wife. Classy all the way. I could just see you doing that in one of your stodgy business meetings. 'Ladies and gentlemen, we need to grasp this opportunity the way my husband grabs onto ripe buxom teenage breasts.'" I imitated her gesture and squeezed the imaginary breasts in front of me.

She laughed. "Good one! Can you just imagine the PowerPoint presentation I'd show them after that? 'And this rapidly rising line here represents the amount of cum my husband has been depositing on bountiful teenage chests with my full endorsement.' Heh!" She glanced over at the endowed waitress again. "But you've gotta admit she's hot! Let's change tables so she can wait on us."

"No."

"Oh, come on! You know you wanna!"

Rather than answering immediately, I chose to let my silent pause hang in the air between us so that the chilly winds of my receptivity to that idea could blow across the table before giving her my answer.

"Maybe so," I said, very deliberately, "but I'm not gonna. Yesterday, we were really, really lucky with Sue Ellen, in so many ways. We had no way of knowing she was that submissive, or that she had that porn-star-quality body underneath, or that we wouldn't get caught! I could go on and on."

I couldn't help but smile as I thought about Sue Ellen's sweet face and hard body. "I'm not just going to drop her like a hot potato, either. We've got to figure out what to do with her now, so I don't need new distractions. And don't even get me started on what just happened in the park. We're being way too reckless!"

"I know," Mindy replied, an excited twinkle in her eye. "So, you win some, you lose some. It's fun as hell trying, and if you strike out with a non-submissive or whatever, then so what? Try again. Every now and then you'll hit the jackpot and add another hottie to your stable."

I could only sigh in exasperation and slump in my chair. "But that's the thing, Sweetheart. I don't WANT to add any more hotties to my stable. I don't even HAVE a stable!"

She just looked at me with a knowing smirk-smile.

I sighed. "What's gotten into you? You seem to have a weird craving to have me have sex with other women, and the more the better. After what happened with Michelle and Ruby today, plus Sue Ellen last night, isn't that enough for you?"

She responded, "I'm over the moon. I truly am. You're right, I DO like to see you spread your seed around. It's soooo fucking arousing, and the sex I have with you is even better than before! As our little romp in the park proves. So it's all good, in my book. All my fantasies are coming to be at once! But now that you're on the same page and you realize that fucking other women won't harm our marriage, and in fact will only add more spice and excitement to it, why stop with those three?"

I shook my head in disbelief. I tried to explain, "Can't you understand that I've already got all the T n' A I can handle in the palms of my hands already? I don't NEED any more, let alone WANT any more than I've already got! I had soooo much fun with the Gruesome Twosome this morning. Me having a sexual relationship with them is going to change absolutely everything. Our lives will never be the same, especially since they seem so ridiculously submissive about it. And you do nothing but encourage them at every turn!"

She snickered, and raised her hand. "Guilty!"

I rolled my eyes. "Look. As you can see, I have allowed myself to roll with this 'sex with other women' thing, even though I think we're swimming in dangerous waters. But between you and those two, that's all I really need to be totally maxed out on erotic happiness. I think they'd seriously love to spend four, five, or maybe even more hours a day just playing with my dick! And you have a very healthy sexual appetite too. Plus, as Michelle said today, 'Mom gets first dibs.' Not to mention, I'm not exactly getting younger."

"That's all well and good. I fully approve. But let's not forget about Sue Ellen. You've started something special with her, and she's a special girl. I can tell. You need to see where that goes."

"Right. I actually agree with you there. I feel something, well, special with her. But doesn't that concern you?! You're my wife! What if I fall in love with her?!"

She shrugged, as if we were discussing something inconsequential. "You very well may. But she's no threat to me. She's half your age. You can enjoy her sexually, but there's no way she could ever be your soul mate. I don't even need to know much about her to say that, because the age difference makes that impossible. Whereas I AM your soul mate! That's a rock solid fact, as big and as strong as the Rock of Gibraltar. That's why I don't have a problem with you fucking all these girls. Nothing and no one can get in between the special 'soul mate' connection you and I share."

She took my hand and squeezed it. We shared a loving look.

Then she broke the mood by getting in a "back to business" mode. "Anyway. Sue Ellen. What should we do about her?"

I tried to wrap my mind around that issue. "She's a wild card. Maybe today she'll have regrets, but then again maybe not. I just don't know. Is it really a good idea for me to pursue a sexual relationship with her?! It seems like overkill, after what our two Hellions have been doing to me. And where will it end, if I let my dick do all the thinking for me? I could easily see this thing spiraling out of control, especially since it seems that a bunch of Michelle's friends have the hots for me too."

She made quote marks in the air and raised an eyebrow. "It 'seems.'"

I ignored that. "So I really have to put my foot down. I know this is all a big fantasy trip for you. Throwing more pussy my way is only a fun thing for you, but it's not the same for me. I'd rather be able to relax and have quality time with the women I love, rather than allow myself to fall into an abyss of meaningless quantity simply because I can. Things HAVE spun out of control already. It's crazy."

She smiled. "Yeah, I suppose if you kick back and relax at this point, you'll simply have to content yourself with a mere four gorgeous women dying to sexually serve you. Or thereabouts."

"Exactly." I noticed she was including Sue Ellen in her count, even though I was still uncertain about that.

Her smile grew. "Emphasis on 'thereabouts.'"

"Uh-oh! 'Danger, Will Robinson, danger!'"

Mercifully, my wife grew more serious. "Okay, I can live with that. It's just like my telling you no sex in my office. We've gotta have limits. That's too bad, though, because yesterday at Mama Mia's was one of the funnest times I've ever had. Ever!"

I could see a lusty fire return to her eyes as she leaned towards me. "Remember when you made me take my panties off and put them on the table? And you remember when you made SUE ELLEN take her panties off and put them on the table too?! Come on! How could you not want more of that?!"

I was getting excited all over again as more of those memories came flooding back. But I carefully said, "Hey, I'm not saying we can't have more adventures like that, ever, I'm just saying let's digest what's happening now, for a little while, before we completely fly off the handle with even more craziness. I think I know now what it's like to completely lose my mind. I mean, what happened in the park..."

My arousal grew as I recalled fucking Michelle by proxy. My penis stayed flaccid, but only because the poor guy was totally worn out. "I'm not going to blame you for that, not even for the phone call part, because you were probably feeling as out of control as I was. I think we were both temporarily insane! Truly insane with lust! Hell, I was ready to have sex with you-know-who" - I held my hands about two feet in front of me in an exaggerated reference to Michelle's jutting orbs - "right in the middle of main street if that's what it took to get my rocks off. Well, almost. But I don't want to be that out of control again. It's scary. Anything could have happened!"

"I know. And you're right. We should probably lay low for a while until we figure things out. I take it that's why you haven't ordered me to take my panties off already. Bummer."

I cocked an eyebrow and shot her a withering look for stating the obvious. "Yes. Needless to say. No more hanky panky for the next... eight years!"

She laughed. "Right. The fact is, now that you've developed the taste for such excitement, you're gonna want more. Eight years? I'll bet you won't last eight hours. You're in a very exciting discovery phase, like a kid given free run of a toy store. I'm like that too. I'm horny like 24 hours a day these days, ever since our 'reasonable bounds' talk, and that's almost no exaggeration. Did you know I'm wearing two heavy-duty pairs of underwear right now? I dressed like that for work, not even knowing that I'd be seeing you. And why? Because just thinking about all the stuff we're doing is a dangerously leaky proposition lately."

I nodded ruefully. "Yeah, it's dangerous all around. I can't believe you pulled that stunt, calling up you-know-who on the phone. And then the role-play that followed! My God! So WRONG! Could anything be more debauched and wicked than that?! But I'm not gonna dwell on it, because it's my fault as much as yours for not putting my foot down. Anyway, right now I need to talk about some serious stuff."

She nodded. "Okay. Let's talk. Serious time. No joking."

I sat back and took a moment to compose my thoughts. "Good God! Everything's so crazy all of a sudden that I hardly know where to begin. Well, let's start with this morning. I don't want to go into the blow-by-blow of what happened, because we've got it all on video, and I want you to get a real 'bang' out of watching that. Not to mention, I don't want to get us both excited when my heart is still recovering from the park. But, I'm just... concerned. The gir- let's call them the GT, okay?"

Mercifully, my wife simply nodded, catching my Gruesome Twosome reference. I figured that even talking about having sex with "the girls" in public could be dangerous. People might think I was a pedophile or something.

So I continued, "The GT are just soooo into the idea of doing sexual things with me and sexually, um... serving me... that it takes my breath away. To be honest, it even scares me a good bit. I've been resisting temptation for months, and then, bam! The walls come tumbling down. Suddenly, their mouths are like surgically attached to my... King. I'm just... blown away!"

"Not to mention just plain blown," Mindy joked, as a lecherous leer quirked the corners of her lips.

"True. But are you and I going to be okay? Is our relationship with them going to be okay? It's not just that I'm suddenly intimate with them; they're going on like they want to be my slaves!"

I looked around nervously, belatedly realizing I'd said that last word far too loudly. Luckily, no one appeared to have heard. I added under my breath, "I mean, seriously! It seems they really get off on that kind of stuff. The more submissive and outrageous, the better. Like this new 'cock slave' name."

Mindy replied, "Honey, would it be so bad for you to just accept a certain level of, well ... slavery? 'Cos that's what's they really, really want. Believe you me, they've been fantasizing about it for a long time now. This isn't some momentary whim. And it's happening to Sue Ellen, and me too. I mean, I don't want to go THAT far; after all, we all know who the REAL decision maker in the family is." She winked at me broadly.

As with a lot of marriages, that was kind of a joke and kind of not. The real truth was that we both "wore the pants" in our marriage, financially and otherwise, and the balance between us was about equal. So I didn't mind the joke.

She went on, "Seriously, I'm loving this new dominant you. I love seeing you having sex with other women. I don't know where this is all going, but I want to explore it some more. With you." She took my hand across the table and squeezed it.

"Me too," I admitted, "but I'm scared. The fact that I'm loving it so much is one thing that really scares me. I've been having the time of my life! It's intoxicating and addicting, and I have a feeling it's only just begun. We've unleashed some VERY powerful sexual forces here, Sweetheart, and I don't want anyone to get burned while we're playing with fire. That's why I rejected the threesome idea last year, because of the fear that we'd open up a Pandora's box."

I was torn between lust and worry. I looked around the restaurant as I tried to stay calm. "But here we are, and the box has been blown wide open. I feel like we're twigs being tossed around by a mighty hurricane of sexual forces we don't even understand. For instance, this morning I decided, 'Okay, I can handle handjobs from the GT. Let's stick with that for a while and see how things go.' I think I lasted fifteen minutes before they both had their tongues lapping up and down the sides of my Johnson, and then lips followed a short time later. So much for my willpower! I didn't put up any fight whatsoever. In fact, I promised the head GT that I'd fuck her tits and spank her later tonight."

Mindy leaned forward, showing me her deep cavern of cleavage bounded by her business suit. She said in a husky voice, "We're moving into dangerously arousing territory here. Serious 'two pairs of heavy panties are not enough' territory. If this keeps up, I'm going to have problems staying hydrated on a daily basis!"

"Sorry, but you see what I mean? These are almost uncontrollably arousing forces. I worry. What if, for instance, I call you on your cell at work to tell you something about the latest insanely arousing thing that I've been doing with the GT, leaving you climbing up the walls with lust? Then, right after I call, some guy walks in and sees you're so horny that you don't know if you're coming or going, and tries to take advantage of that? Could you resist?"

"I could," she said evenly. "To be fair, I've never been more tempted to have sex at work than when we were in my office earlier, and your tongue was down my throat, and your hands were wandering over all kinds of naughty places. But that was because it was MY MAN that was doing the asking, not just one of the guys I happen to work with. Even then, I said no, didn't I?"

I nodded. That made me feel a lot better, because I couldn't imagine her being more aroused than that. She had to at or near some extreme physical limit. And she yet resisted, even better than I did.

She went on, "And last night, I was just as insanely horny at the restaurant, and I demanded that you take me home and fuck me, or at least maybe we could make it to the car and do it there. But you just said no, sit tight, I'm gonna eat my meal. So I sat tight and stewed in my own juices. Literally!"

I shouldn't have been surprised to hear that last bit from her, but I was caught off guard watching her unconsciously squirm in her seat as she told me about how she'd been stewing in her own juices. "Yeah, that's true, I'll grant you that. And that does make me feel better. But you have to admit it was a pretty close call, both times."

"True. But it wouldn't be close at all if it was another guy. I'm a one woman man. Always have been, always will be, no matter how many other lovers YOU have. I've been true to you all along, and I'm very proud of that fact. I'm not gonna blow it now. Besides, there's always the bathroom stall and my fingers."

Now the little minx was coquettishly sucking on her fingers, one by one, just for my benefit. I swear, the things my wife does to get a rise out of me.

"Fine. But at the park, it was the opposite. You totally gave in to your urges."

"Yes, but there's a time and a place for that. Admittedly, it wasn't the best place in the world, but we had to make do. The key thing is that we avoided doing it in my office. That was like the exception that proves the rule that I can handle it."

She joked, "And if I really can't take the heat, that's what those secret lesbian orgy rooms in back of the ladies' rooms are for."

I smiled. "I feel I've solved one of the eternal mysteries, now that I know what goes on in ladies' rooms. Speaking of the great female mysteries, I've also cracked another one. Except this isn't a joke. At least, I really don't think so, not after what I've seen this last week."

"What are you talking about?"

"I'm talking about girls' slumber parties. What really goes on at slumber parties? Talk about secret lesbian orgies, those are the real deal! How much do you know about what Ruby and Michelle have been doing with their friends behind closed doors? And you didn't tell me?"

Mindy at least had the decency to look abashed at that. "I only found out recently. And by that time, I was a full-fledged member of the conspiracy to get you and the GT together. Those two actually have a name for it. They call it 'the Plan,' logically enough, with a capital 'P'. If I told you about their lesbian shenanigans, I figured that could throw back the progress of the Plan, big time. I was going to tell you, just a little bit later."

That explained some things. In the last day or two, I'd heard Michelle and Ruby mention a plan to me. The way they were talking about it, I imagined it was a plan with a capital P. Clearly, they felt the Plan was being successfully implemented to the point that they didn't have to worry about overtly mentioning it in my presence anymore.

Somewhat peeved, I said, "You know, I'm not exactly pleased that you've been out-and-out conspiring against me. I know you keep saying that it's like keeping the surprise of a birthday party and it was for my good, and given the way the GTs have been treating me, I can't deny that. But it was still a grave violation of my trust for you."

"I know," she murmured quietly, looking shame-faced. "But I'm confident that a month from now, if not sooner, you'll be telling me that was the greatest, most brilliant thing I ever did for you. Seriously. Think about those four or five hours of daily cocksucking and titfucking and whatnot you'll be getting from the two hottest busty babes in the state, and balance that against the keeping of a secret."

She let that linger, knowing I couldn't dispute that. The balance wasn't even close.

Then she added, "I would never do anything to harm you, Honey. Really. I want you to be happy, and I'm over the moon that they're making you so happy. I love this idea of them taking good care of you while I'm at work, and at other times too. And then there's Sue Ellen. Did you see the fiery look in her eyes last night? I think you've conquered her already! You're going to be the most sexually satisfied man in the world!"

I sighed and admitted, "It's hard to argue with that, despite your wild exaggerations. Four or five hours? Come on! But can the plotting please end now?"

She raised up both hands defensively. "I'm done. I've basically taught them everything I know about sex and how to turn you on. As you can tell, I've taught them all my sexual tricks, and all I know about how to best turn you on. They' been putting that knowledge to good use, haven't then?"

I groaned lustily. "Are you kidding me?! It's uncanny. It's like they're clones of you. From the very start, they've been going at it like they've had years of practice!"

She was all smiles. "I'm so glad to hear that. But believe me, they did have lots of practice. That's what the Plan was mainly about. Off hand, I can't think of anything I know about The Plan that you'd really want to know, unless you want to know the nitty gritty of hours and hours of cocksucking lessons and things like that."

She then turned deadly serious and fixed me with her piercing gaze. "But one thing I do know is that they want to go aaaaallll the way with you. And when I say all the way, I mean 'around the world' all the way, with you. Mouth. Tits. Cunt. Ass. Everything. If you can fuck it, they want you fucking them there! They want it all."

I groaned. It was another mix of lust and worry. Despite everything, my penis was threatening to stir again. "Yeah, I kind of noticed. Although I guess the anal is a surprise. But not by much. They don't do anything by half measures."

"No they don't. And speaking of 'anal,' I remember one of them saying something on the phone today about how you were being an 'anal butthead' for insisting that they date boys. I gotta say, you're gonna have a real fight on your hands with that one."

"Me? You mean us."

Mindy gave me a pitying look, and then waved a dismissive hand at me. "Sorry, I can't help you there much. I understand your reasoning from a rational perspective. It's good. It's moral. It's a big reason why I love you so much. But on an emotional level, not to mention an insanely 'horny with lust' level, I've gotta say that I'm rooting for them to win. And no, I'm not ashamed to say that."

She looked around furtively, and then leaned forward, deliberately showing off her cleavage again. She whispered with great passion, "I want you to FUCK them, and FUCK them, and FUCK them some more! Then, just to prove what a big-cocked stud you are, FUCK them AGAIN! I want you to FUCK their tight little asses onto your big fat cock until they cream for joy, and I want you to FUCK their hot and juicy cunts with that fucking monster in your pants whenever the fuck you feel like giving them a good hard pumping! I want you to fuck their tits, and fuck their faces, and fuck, fuck, fuck, fucking FUCK them until they're swimming in your fucking cum and they're begging for mercy for you to fuck one of your other lovers for a while because all their holes are too sore!"

She paused and sat back, satisfied with herself. Needless to say, she wore her smirky smile.

I thought she was done, but she suddenly learned forward again and added in one last urgent whisper, "And then I want you to FUCK them all over again!"

Finally completely satisfied, she sat back against her seat with an even bigger smirky smile on her face. "So what do you think of that, buster? Oh, and I should mention that while you're doing all that, I'm assuming you'll also be keeping me all bow-legged and wobbly from your frequent royal injections."

I leaned back too and laughed. "Um... and you're surprised that I'm thinking three or four is enough? Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! That's a hell of a lot of F-bombs you just dropped there! So, I take it you actually want me to fuck them? In the real real world and not just your wild fantasies?"

She stared at me intently, making clear she wasn't kidding around for once. "Yes, I'd say that's what I want. It also happens to be what they want, and what you want, if you can admit to yourself your true feelings, so I guess that works out nicely for everyone, wouldn't you say? It's literally a win-win-win-win."

I must say, the mental image of "forcing" Michelle's pussy to take every last inch of the King was extremely tempting, not to mention arousing me like I could hardly believe. I had to rather deliberately shove that thought out of my mind before it led to all sorts of unintended consequences. And as enjoyable as it might be to fantasize about, it didn't explain one bit why my wife and soul mate would be pushing for something like that. I still didn't understand.

"Okay, Min, I can see you're serious. But may I ask WHY?! Why would you... YOU, of all people... want me to do that?!"

"Because I want you to be happy and I want them to be happy, love," she answered quietly. "I know you love sex, and they do too. They love you so much, you don't even know! And they want to express that love, daily. They're outrageously fit and energetic, with high sex drives, so it's only natural for them to want to express that love sexually. Personally, I think it's a beautiful thing. It's not just sex, it's love! And yet they could never threaten our marriage, since they are, well... you know." She leaned in and whispered, as if telling me a big secret I didn't know. "Your daughters!"

Then she sat back, looking smug and satisfied. "Tell me what's wrong with that. I dare you to tell me it's not a magical thing that's meant to be!"

I was afraid to directly confront that line of thinking, because I found myself readily agreeing. Instead, I said, "Let's put that aside. What about Sue Ellen? She's a total stranger to us, so all this loving stuff doesn't apply. And yet you're chomping at the bit for me to fuck her too! Explain!"

She responded, "I'm not ashamed to say that even the very thought of it makes me very happy and, yes, I'll admit, horny like you wouldn't believe." Her eyes lit up. "I would fucking LOVE IT to see you fuck Sue Ellen! And not just once, either! If she works out like I hope she will, you should make her one of your mistresses."

I groaned. "'Mistresses?!' Really? 'One of?'" The more she talked, the more she realized that I was probably going to fuck Sue Ellen before long. Really, truly! I was so mentally aroused that it was remarkable my dick was still struggling to stir. The poor guy was just all fucked out.

There was a long pause as she seemed to gather her thoughts. "I know I'm not exactly a typical wife with the way that makes me feel, but hey, I've stopped fighting that. You've heard of cuckolds? They have a word for the female version: cucquean. I've accepted that's what I am, and you know what? I'm not ashamed of that. If anything, I'm feeling rather proud of it.. Besides..."

She leaned forward again, and added with a husky, urgent whisper, "Just look at their bodies! I'm talking about the GTs of course. They inspire me most of all. Honey, those are the two hottest girls for miles around! How extraordinary is it for them to have breasts THAT large, at their age?! Just imagine how stacked they'll be in another two or three years! Their bodies are built for sex! It's a FACT!"

That hit me like a body blow, like an epiphany, because it couldn't be denied. She's right! I've tried to deny it for years since I've always thought of them as my daughters. They're wonderful, multi-faceted people, with lots of personality and interests. But even so, their bodies ARE built for sex! They couldn't have been genetically engineered to be any more ideal for fucking! And they're mine now! Mine! 

My wife could see that point had hit home. She pressed the issue. "You know it, I know it, everybody knows it! Worst of all, they know it! They have bodies that just cry out, demand and NEED to be royally fucking FUCKED! And they belong to YOU! Their bodies are YOURS to play with, however you want! Take full advantage! You have my complete approval! You're the one with the serious monogamy and adultery issues, so I hope you understand when I tell you that I too HATE the dating boys idea with a passion, because that would mean they would be cheating on you, their man! Their master! Their daddy! Their KING!"

She sat back once more, looking very satisfied with herself. "There. Let me put all my cards on the table. I not only want you to fuck them, I'm downright obsessed with it! I get horny just thinking about it! It's the most exciting fantasy I can possibly imagine! That's why I couldn't resist calling Michelle at the park or feeding her those thoughts, because it's MY fantasy as much as hers."

She was emotionally worked up, with her chest heaving. She took a moment or two to try to calm down. "So... now you know. Full honesty. I really have laid all my cards on the table and bared my soul. I want our marriage to continue just like always. You're my soul mate, and you always will be! It's just that I want you to love them and fuck them too. And we'll see how it goes with Sue Ellen, how many more busty beauties you can handle. The more the merrier, I say! What do you think about THAT?"

I shook my head in disbelief. "Oh, Jesus. Man alive! What am I gonna be shocked with next? It disturbs me. And yet... as you put it before, we're moving into dangerously arousing territory here. I just want them to grow up to be happy, get married and have kids, and you know ... be normal. Don't you want that? Like Nicky. Why can't Mich- why can't you-know-who... be just like Nicky?"

Mindy laughed. "I think we're only fooling ourselves with this not naming names business. Why can you say Nicky's name, but not Michelle's?"

I chuckled. "I don't know. But Nicky's doing great in her first year in college, no adjustment troubles at all. She's got a serious boyfriend already, lots of friends, good grades, and she's not a completely uncontrollable fireball who's constantly making me pull my hair out with worry and frustration."

Mindy leaned forward again with another lusty whisper. "She also doesn't SUCK your COCK!"

My penis had been stubbornly flaccid up till now, but for some reason those words powerfully affected me. I was stiff in seconds. For some inexplicable reason, I picture NICKY naked and kneeling between my legs, with her head bobbing on my cock! It was totally depraved vision, and I quickly banished it from my thoughts.

I recalled something Mindy had said a few days ago, about how forbidden fruit is the most tempting, and the more taboo, the greater the temptation. I consoled myself that I didn't actually feel that way about Nicky, even though I suspected she could be nearly as attractive as Michelle if she wasn't covered up all the time. It was just that the mind goes in strange places when lust takes control. That's why rules and limitations were necessary.

In a more matter-of-fact tone, my wife continued to whisper, "Nicky is a very beautiful girl, but she doesn't have sex on the brain 24/7 like Michelle does. We can make a safe bet that her body isn't built for sex like Michelle's is. Heck, even my body isn't as hyper-sexualized as Michelle's is, which should give you at least a clue as to how bad she needs it. Consider that by the time I was her age, we were already fucking like bunnies practically every chance we had."

"Wait a second," I interrupted. "Are you telling me that Michelle has an even stronger sex drive than you do?"

Her face showed concern as she seriously pondered that question. "I don't know. Maybe. It's hard to tell if you aren't regularly fucking her already, you know? Later, once we have enough data, we can run a statistical analysis."

She tried to smile at me, but there was no mirth in it, only worried concern, due to what she said next. "The thing is, I can really only see two possible futures for her. Would you rather take Michelle in hand... and all that that implies - and yes, I know she's a handful... okay, more than a couple of bountiful handfuls - or would you rather see her end up as a porn star? Is that what you want, to see her living in some crappy trailer in L.A., doing lines of coke and having sex with every well-hung man she meets? Or worse, a prostitute! You talk about being a responsible parent. Well, it's your responsibility to save her from that fate!"

I know Mindy was trying to shock me, but what was disturbing was that what she was suggesting here was uncomfortably possible, if not outright plausible. I asked, "Aren't you being overly dramatic?"

"No! I've looked into the porn industry in recent months, as I watched Michelle and Ruby's breasts grow and grow and I realized they were turning into something extraordinary. They can't be normal models or serious actresses, you know, as they're too busty for that. All paths lead to the porn industry for them. Heck, Ruby's already borderline too busty even for the tamer porn mags like Playboy. And Michelle? Forget it. Only big boob specialty mags cater to women built like her. Those girls both have seriously hard-core porn star bodies and it's not like they can hide it by dressing down."

She continued, as grave as she could be, "Let's face it: they're both pretty spoiled, despite our best efforts to fight that. If some guy comes up to Michelle and offers her ten thousand dollars for a few hours of work, do you really think she'll turn that down? Or would she be happy working at the video store for half a year instead? It's a reality you have to face. I've looked into it, and it's not pretty. The big money is elusive for all but a few big names, and if she gets famous that creates its own set of problems. Everything about the industry is just nasty. Is that where you want her to end up? For THEM to end up?"

"No! Of course not." Privately, I had to admit she had a point. Michelle especially was a wild kid. I could easily see her accepting offers like that.

Mindy smiled wolfishly, knowing she'd scored a big point. "Then you know what you have to do. If you're their master, then you can simply forbid them to do something like that."

I cut in, "Wait. When did we start tossing the 'M' word around?"

"Right now. It is what it is... Master! They're already getting serious modeling offers, both of them. But most of them are offers you don't even want to hear about, which is why we generally haven't told you about them. And the way I've kept them from accepting is by reminding them: 'Dan wouldn't like it. Your body belongs to him and him alone.' That shuts them up right away. But that card only works if they're saving themselves for you."

"But... but..." My mind reeled. I was seriously dizzy. I wished my erection would subside, but it wouldn't. Somehow, the use of the word "Master" made everything much more real, and arousing, and disturbing. How could I be a sexual master to my own daughter?! Wouldn't that make me the worst father in the world?

She leaned forward and suggested with extra passion, "Maybe you won't actually have to fuck Michelle. Maybe she just needs you to spank her a lot. And when she gets really out of line, you can just roughly fuck her face without regrets or remorse and then cum all over it! Show her who's boss and she'll fucking eat it up and love you for it! I'll guaran-damn-tee you that she can't disobey a real MAN who's just painted her face with his hot seed!"

I stammered, "Min, I can't wrap my head around this! It's like I've fallen into the Twilight Zone. The increasing teasing of the past few months, that I could handle. Barely. But this? It's so far from normal that I'm just reeling. I keep thinking this has to be some kind of elaborate hoax or something."

Sitting back again, she said, "Deal with it, Honey. This IS your reality. You want to be a good parent? Fine. Be a good master to our daughter. As master, you've got all kinds of tools to get her to obey that you've never used or even knew you had before. And as for normality, I think normality is highly overrated. Besides, they're still young. Why don't you FUCK the ever living SHIT out of 'em daily for a good ten or fifteen years, and THEN revisit the idea of having them date guys after that? Seriously!"

My mouth was wide open and my erection was throbbing with need.

She reached out and took both my hands in hers. "Close your eyes. Let's do a little exercise."

Reluctantly, I closed my eyes. I was almost dreading what she'd say next.

Still holding my hand across the table, as if she was leading a prayer or séance or something, she said softly, "Imagine yourself in five years' time. Picture waking up in the morning in a big bed. I'm lying on one side of you, Ruby's lying on the other, and we're both snuggled up next to you, happy as can be. We're all nude, of course. As for Michelle, she's between your legs because it's her turn that morning to wake you with your morning blowjob. But the blowjob is just to warm you up. With one naughty wife and two devoted sex slaves, you can take your time fucking us, in any combination, for an hour or two before we have to go places."

She went on, "Now, isn't that a happy vision, to be able to wake up like that, day after day, year after year? Let's give it at least ten years, living like that. Let 'em have kids when they're thirty, or later. And make sure they find wimpy cuckold-type husbands, so you can keep fucking them whenever you want anyway. Then we'll go find you a couple of new hotties to take their place, just to keep you totally satisfied."

I thought, Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! I have to admit that vision sounds extremely tempting. Sooooo tempting! Why shouldn't I be their master for the next ten years or so? I doubt I even have any choice in the matter anyway, given how strongly they feel about it. They're still young. They've got plenty of time to get boyfriends later. Except I don't like the wimpy cuckold-type husbands part. No way am I going to see my daughters saddled with men like that! They need strong, masterful men! Someone like... well, someone like me. I should father their children, dammit! 

I was practically ready to climax, just from thinking about such things. Still, I didn't want to let on. Someone had to show some moderation, and I knew it was just my lust getting the best of me. I shook my head in wonder. "Mindy. You're weird. You're as bad as they are!"

She just smiled. Then she pointed out, "Speaking of our darling Nicole, she's gonna be coming back from college soon, you know. She'll be back in a week. And she'll be here aaaaaalll summer."

I grimaced. "I know. That's been on my mind. Of course I'm happy to see her again, but... Can't we, I dunno, send her to camp or something?"

She frowned. "That's not very nice."

I frowned too. "I know. I'm just being facetious... Mostly. I'll be really glad to see her again, after all this time, especially since she didn't come home for Easter, due to that thing she was doing with Steve. But I just wish..."

Mindy playfully suggested, "That she wouldn't interfere with your plans to have your cock sucked every single hour of every single day by your other two daughters?"

I laughed. "Yeah, pretty much! And I'm glad you're referring to Ruby as our third daughter. I like that. I hope Nicky will be okay with us making Ruby an official part of our family."

"Don't worry," Mindy said in reference to Nicky, "I'm sure things'll work out. Of course Nicky will accept Ruby with open arms. They've been de facto sisters and close friends all along anyway. And you'll have your sexy fun, Nicky or no Nicky. She'll be out of the house, working at her summer job quite a lot, for one thing. Besides, if things get too dicey at home, you can just come back here and wave El Rey around in front of our señorita."

She looked back towards the front of the restaurant, but couldn't see anyone because there were walls in the way. She muttered more to herself than me, "Damn, she's got a sultry face and a crackin' rack. What a combo."

"'El Rey?'"

She grinned. "That's Spanish for 'The King.'"

Her "crackin' rack" comment gave me a thought. "Sweetheart, I've got a very important question for you. Remember our policy of honesty and trust. No more conspiracies, and no more lies. Okay?"

"Okay." She raised her hand. "I swear on the grave of my dearly departed mother that I'll answer whatever you ask me with complete honesty."

I shot her an exasperated look. As we both knew very well, her mother was still alive. "Please quit the kidding. Promise me."

"Okaaaaay..." But her look was still playful.

"Let me see your other hand."

She brought that hand up from underneath the table. Her fingers were crossed.

I laughed again. "Promise now. This is serious."

"Okay. I'll be a good girl now. We've entered the serious zone." She rolled her eyes, but then looked at me earnestly.

I explained, "I'm thinking... The reason you like seeing me getting it on with them so much... You're attracted to them too, aren't you? And not just in an 'I can objectively see this girl is a sex bomb' kind of way, I'm talking about in a 'you wanting to do things with them too' kind of way."

Mindy got very uncomfortable with that and started fidgeting about in her chair. She looked down and stared at her hands, which were folded on the table. "There's... a certain amount of truth there, Daniel. I've never actually... done... anything sexual... with another woman. ... This is so hard for me to talk about. ... But... I do have some feelings..."

She suddenly looked up at me with desperation and said quickly, "But you would have to understand that I would never act on them, never! That would be wrong! That wouldn't be faithful to you! I like to... watch."

Her voice grew hesitant again and she looked back at her hands. "I like to watch them kiss. And fondle each other. They've been doing that a lot in front of me lately, when you're not around."

I suddenly realized, The tables are turned here. She feels almost as guilty about being attracted to our daughters as I do, and now I'm the one turned on and guilt-free! I mean, I never would have even fantasized about a mother-daughter scene, with my beautiful Mindy and Michelle in the starring roles, or Mindy and Nicky, or... Well, I never would have... before now! 

Wait! Scratch that last part! I meant Mindy and Ruby. Nicky is off limits to even think about! It's just that we were talking about her, so my wires got crossed. 

Anyway, knowing how they feel, what they were like, I could imagine coming up with my own 'Plan.' I doubt I would have much trouble finding co-conspirators. I have no real intention of going that route, though; it's just a fun thought. 

I pointed out, "Ruby says she's not bisexual."

Mindy snorted with derision. "Yeah, right! And monkeys are flying out of my ass!"

I couldn't help but joke, "Are they really? What about the pussy 'gators? Do they ever attack the ass monkeys?"

She laughed really hard at that. Then she reached out and held both my hands in hers. "I love you, Daniel. So much. So much that I want to cry. You're not mad at me, are you? For having these feelings? I'll have you know that I'm still 1000% into the idea of you having sex with them, even without the whole bisexual thing. That's just the cherry on top."

I joked, "You've gotta study your anatomy a little more. Their cherries are a lot lower than that."

Her smile turned nearly wicked. "You see? That fact alone just gets me soooo HOT! The fact that they're virgins and they're saving their cherries for you! Come on, Dan! The past couple of days at work, I've been thinking about that a lot. Those two girls are highly sexed, if anyone is. And yet they've limited themselves just to other girls for years and years, all so they could save their virginities for you to take. Do you have any idea how hard it was for them to keep their hymens intact?! What love! What dedication! What commitment! Are you not impressed?"

"Well, yeah..." Putting that way, it was hard not to be impressed. My boner continued to rage in its clothed cage, trying to break free and start busting some cherries. I was getting more depraved by the hour, it seemed.

She asked, "How can you not reward them and give them what they want most? How can you just hand them off to some random boyfriends to deflower them when they've shown that level of dedication to serve you and only you?!"

She looked around conspiratorially, then whispered, "You KNOW you want it! Take their cherries! You KNOW you wanna FUCK 'em! Fuckin' NAIL 'em! Fuckin' split their pussies in two! But don't stop there. Spread their taut and tanned cheeks apart and give it to them where the sun don't shine as well! Make 'em work their asses off straining to take the King in their tight butts - as long and hard and deep as they can!"

Keeping her voice low, she added, "They long to be your cock slaves! Let them be! Teach them what that means! Teach them how to serve their master! Teach them over and over by fucking them in every hole!"

I was practically trembling with arousal. "Man alive! You definitely have some strong feelings on this!" Her words were not helping my dick get flaccid, to say the least!

"I do," she admitted. "Can't you just picture the two of them lying on our bed side by side and face down, with their knees bent and their perfect bubble butts up high, fresh cum leaking out of their assholes AND their cunts? And they'd be arguing, saying things like, 'Daddy, fuck my ass next! I love it when you cum deep in my bowels!' And the other would say, 'No, you fucked her ass last time. It's my turn to get buggered!' All the while, they'd be wiggling their firm asses, still rosy red from an earlier spanking, trying to entice you to impale them with the King one more time. Here's the kicker: that can happen. That WILL happen! It's be just another average day in the Cooper house. The only thing stopping that from happening is YOU! Don't be a fool!"

Once again, she had me speechless. And breathless. It was more than I could comprehend, because it could really happen! How could any man's wife have THAT as a fantasy?!

My wife had worked herself up so much that her face was flushed. She sat back and took a few deep breaths. Then she tried to continue in a calmer voice, "So that's why I can't work with you on the whole boyfriend thing. I'll still back your decision 100 percent when you make it, but I'm really rooting for you to come to your senses before something happens you'll regret and they lose their hymens in a tragic way. This kind of love and devotion doesn't exactly grow on trees, you know."

I was silent about all that for nearly a minute. I let all that wash over me, like standing under a waterfall. I finally said, "I'm not mad at you for having bisexual urges. I don't consider that a threat, like I would if you were attracted to other men. I guess a lot of men put that in a different category, rightly or wrongly. Assuming you didn't go behind my back. If it's just you and the GT, that's a whole different thing than cheating. You love them. They love you. It's all good. It could strengthen the love. Just thinking about you with them, well, it kinda turns me on."

"You see? You see?" she asked eagerly, beaming as bright as a sun lamp. "Maybe now you're beginning to see how I feel about you having sex with them. It's like you said: 'You love them. They love you. It's all good. It could strengthen the love.' You put it perfectly."

"Okay, then explain why you get so turned on picturing me and Sue Ellen getting together. I still don't get that."

Mindy started to roll her eyes, as if I was just being thick. "I'm a cucquean, okay? That's what we do. We get off on seeing our man fuck other women. There aren't a lot of us, but we do exist."

I said, "So you say. But please try to put into words what turns you on about me and Sue Ellen, when there's no deep love involved."

She said patiently, "I just get off on seeing you fuck other women. Period. I can't explain why. Why do you find breasts so arousing? You're just wired that way! But maybe there's one part of it I can explain. I love to see you demonstrating your total domination! Seeing you just taking whatever hottie you want, getting her to BEG you to fuck her, and then you fuckin' fuck her, just 'cos you fuckin' feel like it, and simply because you need a tight, warm slit to empty your churning balls into! It's not rape because she realizes that she wants it and even needs it! In fact, you totally blow her mind and give her the biggest and best orgasms of her life! You ruin her for all other men! That gets me SO. FUCKING. HOT."

She stared into space dreamily. "Just thinking that you could possibly do the same thing to our señorita up front gets me all tingly and giddy. Even if you don't, the fact that you COULD takes my breath away! It's like, my man... is THE MAN. And the fact that you're not going to just merely FUCK the GT, you're gonna totally dominate them, and even enslave them... Wow! I can't put it into words! All the love, plus all the power!"

She contemplated what she'd said, and then commented, "I guess you're right that I am pretty weird, but hell, I don't care. Like I said, fuck normality! This is my fetish, and I've accepted that it's part of who I am. As long as you still love me, and my family still loves me, that's all that matters."

She sat back, satisfied with that. She even picked up the menu and started looking over it again, although clearly she was too worked up to really read it.

I still was too blown away to say much. To be honest, my feelings were still evolving on some of these things, so I was happy more to listen than to talk. Whoa! She really has put all her cards on the table. If nothing else, I now know where she stands on all this, and how far she's willing and wanting to let me go. Basically, she doesn't have any boundaries for me at all! That's both liberating and disturbing. 

Curiosity quickly got the best of her. She lowered the menu and asked, "So now you know all my deepest secrets. What about you? Got any deep secrets for me?" She jokingly added, "Aside from your unnatural love of your uncle?"

"Good Lord! That's the last time I ever use the phrase 'cry uncle.'" Then I thought seriously about her question. I finally said, "No, to be honest, I can't think of any. Up until a few days ago, I was pretty square."

She goaded, "Oh I'll bet you've got some freaky stuff inside, if you look really deep. Everybody does."

"Maybe." I was eager to change the topic.

That was one of the more scary parts about all this. In a 'normal' relationship, you'd hint to your partner about the things you like, and see how she responded. And you might just bottle up some of your more 'perverse' desires completely. Indeed, I'd had sexual fantasies that I had never had the nerve to share with Mindy. To be truthful, I'd had lustful desires towards Ruby and Michelle for some time. Other women crossed my mind sometimes too, such as Ruby's sexy mother Cindy. Hell, I'd even had wildly inappropriate thoughts about my pure and innocent angel Nicky, although that was rare, thank God.

But here I was being encouraged to embrace my darker nature - to not only let her know what I would like, but tell her what to do about it! And she, they, would do it.

But what if they didn't like it? What if they hated it, and thought I was a sicko for wanting such things? Then where would we be? It was easier with someone like Sue Ellen. If I went too far with her, the worst that would happen is she'd say, "Well, it's been fun."

I found myself pondering the mystery of Sue Ellen. I really wanted to see her again, and sooner rather than later. I came to a conclusion and started making plans in my mind.

Once I'd sorted things out, I said to Min, "By the way, speaking of Sue Ellen, I thought you should know that I'm planning on seeing her again today."

That earned me a lasciviously interested look. "Oh really?"

"Yep. I'm gonna go with Ruby to Mama Mia's around three. I figure that's the down time between lunch and dinner, so she won't have much to do."

"A-ha! I knew it! I told you you couldn't go eight hours without more excitement, didn't I?"

"Yeah, but... Shit. I guess you're right. I'm just thinking that if I blow off some steam with her, I won't lose control around Michelle and Ruby later tonight."

"Good thinking. I love how you're already taking for granted that she'll be ready and eager to sexually serve you. Which is true! Shoot, though. I wish I could be there. Why does my section have to have our damned weekly roundup meeting exactly at three? Dammit!"

"Well, I could go at four instead, if you'll be free then."

"That's nice of you, but you'd better not. By the time I get off work, the dinner rush will be starting. Besides, I've got a lot of things to prepare, since Cindy's coming over. And three o'clock is ideal for your nefarious purposes." She winked. "I was talking to Sue Ellen this morning-"

I sat up straight in surprise, and my heart started pounding wildly. "What?! You were? When? How? What did she say?!"

She smirked. "I called her on my cell phone on the way to work. We had a long, long talk. Like I said, baby steps."

I had a hard time concealing my eagerness. "Does she still feel the same way about me as she said she did last night?"

"Oh yes! You'd better believe it! Even more so. She's totally in love and in lust with you."

"Whoa." I sat back in disbelief.

Mindy looked at me with renewed serious intensity. "I want you to win her, and I'm going to help. You go in there and wave your big dick around and shove it down her throat. She'll discover the true meaning of happiness sucking on the King. Meanwhile, I'll need to be the one holding her hand and telling her it's okay, and that a good submissive slut always swallows. Metaphorically speaking, of course. And literally too!"

My dick was still as hard as a steel bar, but I was trying not to let on. "And you don't mind that?"

Mindy just gave me one of her trademark "you poor dumb sap" looks she reserved for when I said something stupid. "Mind?" she asked me incredulously. "Are you fucking nuts?! I love it! It's like a total mindfuck! I got to tell her things this morning like," - she changed her voice to that of a sultry seductress - "'Face it, you're addicted to my husband's cock. You haven't touched it yet, but it controls you just the same.' How sweet is that? And then to hear her breathlessly whisper back, 'YES!' Priceless!"

I was tempted to take my erection out and masturbate. But we were in a restaurant, and I wasn't feeling reckless like last time. I asked, "Honestly? That really happened?!"

"Word for word!" She looked like was about to climax, just from reliving that memory. She went on, "As for timing, I pumped her with all kinds of questions in the hopes you'd be going back soon. Two o'clock is ideal. She was telling me that her bosses would much prefer her to go in at five, but they have to make each shift so many hours long. So for the first two hours they're way overstaffed, and they hardly have anything to do at all, unless there's a freak rush. Usually, they're given some kind of make-work job, like stacking cups or something. You'll have a field day."

"Is there anything she said on the phone that I should know before I visit her?"

"Maybe. But you know what? I think you'll have more fun if you don't know. Just assume that things are good and don't be afraid to push your luck. The more you take advantage of her and assert your dominance, the more she'll love it, and the more you'll love it! Fortune favors the brave and all that. Don't be afraid to dominate and even humiliate her. Things like taking her bra from her. That was brilliant. That's what she wants from you! By the way, what are you planning to do with her, exactly?"

"No idea. I haven't even given it any thought yet. I'm enjoying rolling with the punches. I just know that whatever happens is gonna be fun, and having Ruby there will add an intriguing extra wrinkle."

She was impressed with that, and wiggled her eyebrows suggestively. "Boy, you're really taking to this domination thing like a fish to water."

I raised a curious eyebrow, as I realized how true that was. "I know. I'm kind of surprising myself. The thing is, I've always been a confident and assertive person. It's just that I've had moral qualms, so these kinds of things never even crossed my mind. But somehow the massive pleasure overdose I've been having lately seems to have permanently readjusted my moral compass."

"A toast! To readjusted moral compasses!" She looked around for her glass and realized there wasn't any. "Hey. I've been so absorbed in our talking that I just realized that they've completely forgotten us."

"I think we picked a spot that was so obscure we're out of all the waitress zones."

"Yeah, you're right." She stood up. "I say we go sit in the señorita zone. If nothing else, I want to see if she manages to stay standing or if her tits finally do her in and she topples over."

I stood up too, but remained rooted on the spot. "Come on, they're not THAT big. I don't even know if they're Michelle big."

"Hey, 'Michelle big' is pretty goddamn fuckin' huge, I'll have you know. I often wonder how Michelle manages to not fall forward all the time, especially with the whole infamous jutting factor. And she doesn't even have half the back problems I get from my mere D-cups. I swear, she's got magic breasts that defy all the laws of physics."

I smiled. "I can confirm they feel magical, at least. In any case, we're not sitting in the señorita zone, okay? I've got enough on my mind already, thank you very much. If there's one thing I ask, it's that we don't even try to get anyone else involved in our insanity. My brain is this close to completely exploding. I can't handle anything else. All right?"

"Okay, Honey. And relax; we don't want any brain explosions. Especially right before we eat, since we don't have a lot of napkins." She grinned.

I sighed with weariness and relief as I sat back down. "As for waitresses, we can just flag someone down. I'm sure they'll serve us here."

"Okay. Party pooper." She sat back down too. "But I am gonna find out her name. ... For next time." She winked at me.




Chapter 27



Mindy and I made it through the rest of the meal without incident. I resisted doing anything with my erection, or having her do anything with it, and it eventually went flaccid.

On the way out, Mindy stopped and talked to the exceedingly busty waitress we'd been eyeing. I lingered close enough to hear, just to make sure she didn't say or do anything strange. Luckily, it was harmless small talk, based on Mindy complimenting her earrings. We did find out that the "señorita" was named Maria.

After dropping Mindy off back at work, I really did have some boring errands to do. I had to stop by the bank and so forth. Life goes on and bills must be paid, even for men who suddenly find themselves "masters."

While standing in line at the bank and waiting for the teller, I kept hearing my wife's voice tumbling through my mind, telling me how much she wanted me to fuck our daughters. It was downright bizarre for me to be standing there as if nothing were out of the ordinary, thinking about how gung ho she was for me to be having full-on, hard core sex with Michelle, Ruby, and Sue Ellen. Oh and her too, by the way.

Thinking about the possibilities that sort of thing entailed, I started getting uncomfortable with tightening accommodations in my pants. Not wanting to cause a scene, I tried to finish my business fast and hurry back home. The only problem with that plan was that Ruby was waiting there for me. My heart beat fast as I contemplated what she was wearing (or not wearing) and what we might end up doing together.

At first, I didn't see any sign of her as I walked through the house, so I thought maybe she'd had to go home for one reason or another. But then I found a note on the kitchen counter that simply and rather suggestively read, "In the rear." She'd signed it with two smiley faces right next to each other, which I noticed looked exactly like a very full set of breasts.

I found her out back on our deck. We have a big backyard, and our house is on top of a round hill. Beyond the pool area, the property starts to slope down towards the ocean. Just past some trees, we've set up a wooden deck right at the edge of a cliff. There's a magnificent view out over the ocean from there, and it's usually shaded by the trees. Even there, we have complete privacy. There are some lines of houses and the Pacific Coast Highway a couple hundred feet below, between us and the ocean, but we just ignore them, and I'm sure they never look up our way.

Ruby was sitting in a recliner on our deck, reading a book.

I sat down on a chair next to her and gave a friendly, "Hey."

Ruby put down the book and replied, "Hey." She was dressed in running shorts and a tube top. Not too surprisingly, there was no sign of a bra.

I was disappointed she didn't jump up and give me a hug and a kiss. I was also disappointed that she was wearing anything at all. But still, I quipped, "I got your note. 'In the rear.' Was that directions to where you're sitting, or instructions on where you want me to put Mr. King?"

"Yes," she winked at me, with a laugh, "Both. Where to find me, and where to put him. And he's Mr. King, now, huh? Boy, he's moving up in the world. Although I kind of liked it better when he was MASTER King."

I could only roll my eyes and slump back in my chair.

Ruby stood up so she could lean over and seductively dangle her boobs in front of me, just out of easy reach. They looked fantastic, even covered in a tube top. "Seeing how you're probably going to ravage my helpless busty body and then force me to suck your terrifyingly huge cock, I might as well make it easy for you." She pulled her tube top off, tossed it on her recliner, and then gave me a wink. She obviously didn't need much "forcing."

As she stepped out of her shorts, she asked, "Are you just gonna lie there in far too many clothes, or are you gonna get naked and kiss me?"

I said, "Well, actually, I kind of wanted to talk to you about some serious-"

That was as far as I got before she planted her lips on mine and her hands started working on getting me out of my shirt and pants. Despite my feeble effort to have a serious talk, this was the kind of reception I'd been secretly hoping for from her.

Less than a minute later, I found myself standing there with my tongue down Ruby's throat and my hands on her bare ass cheeks, palming and grabbing her buttocks to test their suppleness and resilience, while she had one hand exploring my ass and the other sliding up and down my erection. While running errands, all I could think about was how determined my wife was for me to seduce my daughters. I'd almost forgotten just how sexually insatiable my two daughters were, without any help from Mindy.

Ruby was quickly refreshing my memory though!

I found myself getting dragged down to the recliner. Soon, I was lying on top of her, still necking. But with her ass mostly unreachable due to it resting on the recliner, my hands drifted up to her big breasts of their own accord.

She started to jack me off with both hands. My hips began thrusting back and forth. I think they were fooled into thinking that her hands were a pussy and they couldn't help themselves.

Eventually, she broke the kiss, and said, "So, you wanna talk about something?"

I laughed. "Now? NOW you wanna talk, when you've got me on the cusp of a climax?"

"Yep! Get used to it!"

Her hands noticeably slowed down in their stroking, and my hips responded by calming down too. She said, "This is what Michelle and I have been yearning and training for. This lifestyle! We want to keep you primed and ready, all day, every day, getting properly serviced by your adoring sex slaves. Get ready to have a LOT of talks while getting stroked or blown. You're ALWAYS gonna be either cumming, or on the verge of cumming whenever we're around, so you'd better get used to it. All hail to the King, baby!"

I laughed at the practical absurdity of that. "As if that's physically possible! Besides, how could I ever get my work done?"

"Hey, last I checked, you don't need your cock to type. Although your cock is so talented that he probably CAN type!" She giggled at that. "Everybody but you knows that you have a truly epic sexual appetite, and an even greater stamina. It's no wonder Mindy needs help! Is there any reason why you can't work on your novel while Michelle or I kneel between your legs, sucking you off for hours and hours, swallowing your cum and still be hungry for more every time you fill our starving faces with your yummy goo?"

"YES!" I shouted, far too loudly, seeing as she really did have me on the cusp already. "Somehow, I think that would ruin my concentration!" I thought, That's just a fantasy! That won't really happen! It's nuts! They'll get bored of all this cocksucking craziness before long. Nobody is into it THAT much! 

She tiled her head back. "Pffht! So what's this important thing you want to talk to me about?"

"I'll tell you if you stop stroking me for a minute."

"And I'll stop stroking if you poke my pussy with the King. You can even use just your fingers if he's still feeling shy."

I didn't respond to that, but just lay there, breathing, trying to bring my body under control. DAMN, Ruby is such a knockout! How can she have the classic Irish green eyes and red hair and yet be nicely tanned? With no tan lines. Mmmm! Teen hard body perfection! I could seriously run my hands all over her naked body all day! 

But I did have things to say, not to mention places to go. Despite the constant squish, squish, squish sound coming from her busy hands, somehow I calmed down some by keeping my hands still on her firm orbs, and taking some deep breaths.

I said, "I have to confess something. Something bad I did the other day."

Her ears pricked up and her hands slowed down, but still they didn't stop.

"The other day, I violated your privacy, and Michelle's privacy. Remember when you two met me near the front door, and you got naked and managed to get my shorts down, and then basically dry humped my cock on your silky smooth skin?"

"Which time?"

It blew my mind there had been more than one time like that already. "The first time."

"Oh. Do I ever!" Her hands started to speed up, since that memory apparently excited her.

I grimaced, wondering if I'd manage to make it through this conversation before blowing my load on that same silky skin. "Yeah, well, I kind of lingered around the corner afterwards and overheard you talking. You two were saying that you were going to discuss some really important secret out by the hot tub. Well, I kind of went to the laundry room, and overheard that conversation."

"Awww, is that your confession?" She said that in the same tone she'd say, "Awww, isn't that a cute puppy?" 

"Yes. I'm so sorry. I violated your privacy and Shelle's privacy. I'm gonna apologize to her later, but I wanted to get it off my chest and at least tell you now."

"Awww, that's so sweet. And you're actually feeling bad about that?"

"Of course! Ruby, your reaction is not exactly what I expected! You sound like it's no big deal, or even like you know already. ... Uh-oh. Don't tell me you know that already."

"Oopsies. Michelle is gonna kill me." Ruby didn't seem to mind much though. she grinned impishly.

"You knew?! You knew I was listening?! How did you know?!"

"Daddy, you're a loud breather. You were huffing and puffing like an old steam train. We could even tell as you were getting closer and closer to cumming. You have no idea how hard it was not to react to that. We practically had to hold each other back, to keep from rushing in to collect your yummy load before you wasted it."

"Oh God. I feel like shit. Caught masturbating while watching my daughters frolic naked. How low is that?"

"Daddy! It's no big deal! Join the club! Who DOESN'T spy in the Cooper house?"

"What?!"

"Oops! Did I just say that? Now Michelle is REALLY gonna kill me!"

"What?! Who's spying on whom?!" I started to get up off her, alarmed by this latest news.

But she wrapped her hands around my back, keeping me on top of her.

With her hands off my erection, I suddenly realized that it was lying directly on top of her pussy lips. I could even feel the bump of her clit right below my bulbous cockhead.

"Oh. DADDY!" she purred in a husky voice. "Looks like the King is going to make another conquest!" Somehow, even though I was on top of her, she managed to effectively slide her whole body up and down a little bit, by moving my body over hers. I could feel the hot wetness of her pussy as it slid all over my shaft.

As God is my witness, I was tempted, badly tempted, to just slip it in her. And it wasn't as if Mindy would object either. But as much as I wanted to simply let go and indulge myself, because the feeling was already so intimately incredible, I just couldn't bring myself to do it. For one thing, that would be letting her call the shots and control the situation, and that would spell disaster.

"No he isn't. And stop that!" I sputtered in objection. "That's too sexual! I can't believe I'm saying this, but maybe you'd better go back to jacking me off. And answer the question! You, Michelle, and even Mindy have all been conspiring against me for far too long. If you really love me, I need some honesty!"

"Oh, very well," she sighed, as I lifted my body back up slightly and allowed her to take my hard-on back in her hands. She noted as she resumed stroking, "Mmmm! I love how it's throbbing and hot already. I mean really honestly hot! And wet! I love sliding my fingers through all this pre-cum. Although... wouldn't you rather I suck you off?"

I just grunted, "Answer the question!"

"Very well." She rubbed my sweet spot as she explained, "Michelle and I have done all kinds of naughty things as part of our campaign to break down your resistance to popping our cherries and generally enslaving our sexy asses. Please don't make me say too much right now, because Michelle will literally kill me, and I do mean literally. But, for instance, there's a secret way to look into your bedroom that we discovered. When you and Mindy are getting it on, sometimes, we like to watch."

"Oh my God! How long has that been going on?!" That disturbed me greatly, yet my boner stayed stiff in her sliding fingers. In fact, my arousal was only increasing.

"Please don't make me tell? Can't you ask Michelle?"

"Her ass is gonna get spanked so raw tonight," I growled.

I heard Ruby mutter, "Lucky slut."

I realized I needed to rethink what spankings were all about. I asked, "Does anyone else know about this secret way? How do you look in, anyway? I'll need to block that up."

"Oh no! Oh God, I've really, really fucked up!" She was trying to distract me by jacking me off more vigorously, but it wasn't working. Well, it certainly was working to make me feel fantastic, but it wasn't stopping me from asking more questions.

"Ruby, do you love me or not? Do you want me to dominate you or what?"

Somehow she managed to hug me tightly, even though I was lying on her and she was busy jacking me off. "I hope you know just how much I love you! And of course I long for you to dominate me! Since you left earlier, I can't even go a minute without the words 'cock slave' popping into my head and making me feel all tingly inside."

She stared up into my eyes from below and asked earnestly, "Please, make me one of your cock slaves! This is where I belong, lying naked underneath you, my master!"

I felt my own tingles of excitement hearing her say that. And when she said "master," I just about squirted into her hand. But I tried to play it cool, so I could find out about the spying. "If you want to obey me, that includes obeying me on stuff like this. You need to start answering some questions. Who else knows about this peephole, or whatever it is?"

"Well, lots of people, actually. One can't look in just any old time, the circumstances have to be just right. But when they are, Michelle kind of, well, let's other people peek in."

"Other people?! Who?!"

"Um, er, sometimes? At a slumber party?" It sounded like she was asking questions due to her hesitancy. "We, um, kind of take turns looking? But not everybody! Just our close friends. You know: Nina, Roxy, Lisa, Anjali, Nicky, Diane-"

My heart nearly stopped. "Nicky?! Did you say 'Nicky?' As in my flesh and blood Nicky?! That Nicky?!"

"Um. Yeah." She closed her eyes and stopped jacking me off. "God, this honesty stuff is tough."

I hopped up off her and turned away, holding my hands over my crotch. I didn't want her to notice that the mention of Nicky looking in not only didn't cause me to go flaccid, but brought me even more dangerously close to cumming. I had a very, very difficult internal battle as I fought not to imagine my other beautiful daughter, with her eye up to some peephole, naked and squishing her fingers in and out of her pussy while watching her mother and me have sex. Wow!

Dammit, I've never thought of her that way before, and I wasn't going to start now! That wasn't true, since one can't always control where one's fantasies go, but at least I didn't think of her that way very much. I told myself fiercely, Nicky is a pure and innocent angel, and she's going to stay that way! She's off limits! 

I bent over to pick up my pants and announced, "We're leaving."

"Where are we going?" She sat up.

I had to look away, because her nude body was a vision, especially with the Pacific Ocean in the background. "Long story. I'll tell you in the car."

"Am I in trouble? Are you mad at me?!"

"No, I'm a little miffed, but you're not in trouble. I appreciate your honesty, even if it was a long time coming. I guess my little spying adventure was small potatoes in comparison. No wonder you didn't care. ... Hey! Now that I think about it, the things I saw you and Shelle saying and doing then, was that staged?"

Ruby hesitated, bit her lip, and then clearly decided to come clean. Straightening her shoulders, and jiggling her bare rack a bit in the process, she plainly answered, "Of course. We were trying to get you to want us more and more. Remember how we were each pretending to play Daddy and fuck each others' faces and tits with our hands?"

"Yeah?" I had my pants on now, and was working on my shirt. My hard-on was as hard as ever.

"Well, we do that to each other all the time, actually. It's one of our favorite things to do to pass all that tedious 'Daddy's not around to tease and rub up against' time. I should say 'was" because now we can do it with our real Daddy."

For some reason, that caused me to pause in my dressing and stare at her.

She was a vision! She hadn't made the slightest move towards putting any clothes on. She stood there with a cocked hip and her hands running through her short, spiky red hair. The blue ocean framed her in the background. Every inch of her was flawless teen sexiness, even her shaved armpits!

I forgot to breathe. Hot damn! She's always in Shelle's shadow so it's easy to underestimate her, but Ruby is a "perfect ten" all on her own! More! She breaks the scale! And she wants to be my "cock slave!" I could tell her to drop to her knees so I could fuck her tits, and she'd do it! Gaawwwd! So fucking STACKED! 

She didn't even realize that I was having a special moment appreciating her, and she continued to talk. "But we wanted for you to see it. We were trying to get you to cum all over the wall."

I managed to stir myself from my lusty trance in time to answer. "You succeeded there," I admitted.

"Oh, cool! You're really not mad at me?"

"I am, some. I very hurt that you spied on Mindy and me for so long. But I also appreciate you being honest. At least you're trying. That means a lot to me, as you know. Always be honest with me, okay?"

"Okay. Now that you're my master, I kind of have no choice. That's why I told you what I did."

"Good. I'm more angry at Michelle. We all know she's the ringleader in things like this."

Ruby just looked away in embarrassment. She didn't try to dispute that because we both knew it was true.

I have her another look over, from head to toe. Sweet Jesus! Some people look better clothed. Most people, actually. But Ruby, my Red, it's like she's meant to be nude. Clothes are an insult. Min said the two Hellions are built for sex, and she's exactly right! 

UGGH! Do I really have to leave now? But then again, I'm dying to find out what's happening with Sue Ellen. And she's coming with me! 

I said, "Now, let's go back to the house and change. Or, in your case, put some clothes on. We need to be strategic about what we're gonna wear. I probably should change out of these pants. Shorts would work better. And you, since you have half your clothes in Shelle's room anyway, let's go up there and pick out just the right outfit."

"Oooh! I like the sound of that! Daddy's in my bedroom, watching me strip! What's he's gonna do to me next, after he's gotten me all helpless and naked? Are you gonna tie me up and spank me? Or just go straight for the kill, my big cherry poppin' Daddy?"

I was dressed now, and Ruby was standing next to me, but she hadn't even made a move to pick up her clothes. She had a pinky in the corner of her mouth, trying to look coquettish. Either that or it was a reference to Dr. Evil from the Austin Powers movies.

I walked around to her back side and ran my hand up and down the middle of her shapely bare back. "Is there an off button back here? There has to be an off button. You can't possibly have sex on your brain that much, 24-hours a day."

She giggled and leaned into my hand. "No there isn't, but you can look all day. Actually, it's down here." Holding my wrist, she brought my hand down to her ass crack. "Look in there. It's in there somewhere."

I couldn't resist fondling her ass cheeks in general, and exploring her ass crack specifically. But after about a minute of that, I remembered Sue Ellen and took my hand away.

But she wasn't done. Standing face to face, she pretended to have a realization. "Oh, wait!" She brought her hand down to her pussy, and slipped a finger in her slit, just a little bit. "There is! It's right next to my G-spot. You'll just have to poke around in there for a while with some kind of extra long, hard, and throbbing instrument."

That surprised me, due to talk of her being a virgin. I asked, "Do you really want me to do that? I thought you still have your hymen?"

She pulled her finger away. "Oooh! Good point. The next thing to go in my slit will be your cock! But don't worry, I can finger myself up to about an inch or so without bothering my hymen at all. I do that a lot."

I sighed and grabbed her other hand. "I'll bet. Come on. We're going up to the house."

However, she refused to come along. "Wait! You have more serious stuff to talk to me about, don't you? This is an ideal situation, when you're fully dressed. I promise I won't get all sexy on you, if you just want to talk."

I considered that, and realized that with the way things were going, this indeed was a pretty good chance to talk about serious things. I stood there and said, "Well, I can't exactly talk about serious stuff while you're still naked."

She just laughed at me. "What? Of course, you can. Come on, you can't expect the impossible!"

But seeing that I was determined, she wrapped a big towel around her torso. It covered up all her privates, although not by much. She sat back down. "Meanie. Are you satisfied already?"

"No, but that's probably the best I can hope for, given what's happening these days. At least cross your legs." I had to say this since the towel had slid up when she sat and I could see her entire pussy and then some.

She did, but only by pulling the towel off her tits. She finally covered both places after I gave her an annoyed look.

I sat back down, making sure to remain well out of arm's length of my redheaded vixen. I said, "Okay, it's like this. I'm freaked out. I joke about looking for an off switch because I simply can't believe what's going on. What happened to you and Michelle?"

"You happened," she said confidently. "We love you, and not just as family or a friend."

I rolled my eyes. "I'm not all that."

"We want to be with you forever and ever. Carnally! Intimately!" She dramatically pulled her towel off. "I'm proud of this body, and I want you to enjoy every last inch of it."

I thought, That towel didn't last half a minute. How can I hold back such boundless enthusiasm? "Look, I need someone I can seriously talk to. Michelle's just too manipulative. I love her, but I don't trust her further than I can throw her, not on this kind of stuff. And Mindy is getting off so much on being a cucquean-"

She interrupted me. "A what?"

"A cucquean. I just learned the word from Mindy, myself, a short time ago. It's like the female version of a cuckold. She doesn't get off on being humiliated, like some of those kinds of people do, but she definitely gets off on seeing me, er, get intimate with other women. So much so, in fact, that I can't really talk to her about this kind of stuff without her getting all hot and bothered. So that just leaves you. I hope."

Seeing that I was being dead serious, she reluctantly held the towel back over her privates.

"Ruby, I know a lot of people see you as Michelle's sidekick, but I know there's much more to you than that. Please, treat my concern seriously and not just as an opening to get me aroused here, because I'd really appreciate it if someone could explain just what the hell is going on!"

"Okay. Whatever you want. Daddy, I really do want to help you; I don't want to see you freaked out. But I don't understand what your question is."

I thought about that for a bit, and then said, "When I think about you and Michelle, I think about you in braces and pigtails, driving you both to soccer practice. Parents aren't supposed to be attracted to their children, and you've been a de facto daughter of mine for years. So... why? Why?! Seriously, why?"

I continued, "And don't just go on about how great I supposedly am or how my dick is the best thing since sliced bread, or whatever. You two don't just have a crush on me; you're practically obsessed! You're going on and on about this 'cock slave' stuff, and wanting to serve me 24 hours a day, and all that. It's fucked up! It's too extreme! It makes me feel like I'm a terrible, miserable failure as a father because you've turned out to be like this. Don't get me wrong, I love it, but it's fucked up at the same time! Where did all this come from?"

Ruby seriously considered that, and took her time formulating a reply. "Hmmm. That's a difficult question, if I can't talk about how much we both love you. If you can't understand that we're both hopelessly and passionately in love with you, then I guess nothing else will make sense. But maybe I can answer why we don't just have ordinary crushes. From the beginning, Michelle has had a grand vision. She's told me, 'Why should we just have boyfriends, or even husbands, when we can have something much greater? We can be part of something epic, something that breaks all the bounds of convention.' We've felt like this for a very long time now. It's something that's been fated to happen for us our entire lives, and now it's actually happening. It's like a storybook fantasy come true, like 'Cinderella' or 'Sleeping Beauty!'"

"Whoa. Back up. 'Entire lives?' You mean since you were a young teenager, right? I know of some of the unfortunate incidents from back then that-"

"No, it goes way back, way before that. You know how little kids, when they're really, really young, say embarrassing things because they don't know any better? Things like, Daddy, when I grow up I'm going to marry you?' Do you remember when I told you that?"

"Uh-oh. This is getting creepy. You were like five or six!" His towel has slipped down to her lap. Her enormous exposed E-cups were a reminder that at least she was "all woman" now.

"I know, but it's not like that! It wasn't a sexual thing back then. Trust me, I didn't even know what sex WAS the first time I said that. It's just that, you were the guy that I looked up to and admired. Adored, even. Way more than my own father. Remember how I called you 'Daddy' sometimes, even way back then? When I did something good, I'd smile and think, 'Dan will be proud of me.' Do you understand? I'm NOT talking about some sexual feelings back then, it's just that you meant EVERYTHING to me, and you always have!"

She gesticulated as her emotions grew. "Those feelings never went away, because you never let me down. I love you SO MUCH that sometimes it hurts like a physical pain in my chest! I've always been soooo jealous of Michelle. Why do you think I've practically lived here since forever? It's not just 'cos Michelle's my best friend, it's also so I could be around you, and Mindy too."

She sighed. "For a long time, I considered these feelings my secret shame. I mean, I liked spending time over here more than in my own house, but that wasn't fair to my mom Cindy. She's been a great mom. But I just love it here, and being near you is a big part of that. I never stopped thinking that someday I'd grow up and marry you, and that was my even deeper secret shame, because it was so impossible, with you being already happily married to Mindy and all. But then, by accident, in our early teens, as we started to develop sexual urges, Michelle and I discovered that we had the exact same secret shames! She'd been wanting to marry you when she grew up just as long as I did!"

I blanched at that. "Holy... I need a stiff drink!"

"Relax! You're no child molester. Heck, back then we didn't even understand there was a sexual component to marriage. We just loved you so much that we always wanted to be around you. The sexual feelings came much later. But once they did, Michelle and I loved each other so much, and Mindy too, that we knew we'd have to share. I'd feel awful if I somehow stole you away from either one of them, and Michelle felt the same way, probably even more so. You know what she says to me all the time?"

"What?"

"'Family comes first!' This family is her entire life! So naturally, our thoughts started to turn to sharing. Since you were so happy with Mindy, we began to dream of becoming your mistresses. At first, that was kind of a bummer, you know, feeling like that was second best. But then we started to revel in it."

"'Revel?' What do you mean?" The Sun was shining down on her topless body, and my dick was still stiff in my pants. It was a struggle to keep my eyes on her face.

"I mean, if the best we can do is be mistresses, and non-exclusive mistresses at that, then let's go all the way! A wife has rights. It's an equal partnership. But a mistress has none. So we were like, let's fully get into the whole submissive mistress thing, you know? Take it to the next level, like it's never been done before!"

She stared off into space beyond me, perhaps fondly recalling those times, or that shared vision. Then she resumed eye contact. "And, as it turned out, Michelle and I really got off on that. We fantasized about being your sex slaves, and I'm talking real, hard core, intensely sexual, outright enslavement to you. Nothing was too taboo or off-limits in these fantasies of ours, except for gory and freaky weirdness, I guess. And yeah, I guess there was a little bit of one-upmanship involved, so things got pretty, um... extreme at times. Lots of rope and whips and dungeons and all that. In fact, even now, if you were to so much as take out a piece of rope and show it to me, I think I'd cum on the spot!"

I found that alarming yet arousing. My dick still stubbornly refused to go flaccid. The fact that Ruby's towel had just slid all the way off her body to the ground had more than a little to do with that. I was sure that wasn't an accident, but I didn't care. She had good reason to be proud of her curves.

She continued, "Anyway, the short story version is that the more we fantasized about you, the more aroused we got! So we kinda, um... ran with it, if you know what I mean. I know we're not alone in this, in that a lot of women have a submissive side. But the difference with us is that we fully embraced it at a young age, and we're quite proud of it, because it's who we really are. I'd even go so far as to say that being your slaves is a fundamental part of who we are. Everything we do and think is through that prism."

That was another big shocker. I exclaimed, "But you kept it totally hidden from me!"

She looked away and stared off into space, as if watching her memories unfold before her. "We had to. In the beginning, it was this silly fantasy us girls would share. We'd talk out these mutual fantasies about you being a knight in shining armor and us being damsels in distress and you saving us from the clutches of an evil wizard. Stuff like that. Then you'd take us back to your castle and ravish us. We wrote a lot of that kind of stuff down, actually. You can read it if you want, since we still have copies of that saved somewhere, but it's, uh... pretty cringe-worthy." She grimaced, and then grinned.

"Anyway, at first, the ravishing part quickly faded to black, since we weren't that interested in sex and we didn't know what happened there. But as the years went on, it pretty much became all about the ravishing."

She stared at me hungrily, particularly at my crotch. "If you know what I mean! Our obsession, well, it kinda sorta grew, you know? It got to the point where, in recent months, I've been having a hard time interacting with you and keeping the lie going. But we had to wait until we were old enough so you wouldn't freak out and reject us."

She ran her hands up her sides until she was caressing her huge melons from below. "Thank God that genetics favored us. That just convinced us even more that we'd been born and bred to be slaves. YOUR slaves. It became increasingly hard to live a lie and pretend all was normal. I'd see you and casually say, 'Hi, Dan, how's it going?' But what I really wanted to do was drop to my knees, rip my clothes off, and say, 'Hello, Master. How can I serve you?'"

There was something about the way she said it that told me this wasn't a game for her. That hit home. I exclaimed, "Ruby! You're totally freaking me out! Are you serious?"

She finally let go of her tits, setting them bouncing. "Dead serious. So to get back to what I meant about wanting to be part of something great, something epic, what I mean is, Michelle and I decided that a regular marriage is for the birds. That's so done, so 1953. Everybody does that. But to be part of a harem! Part of a totally sexual family! To serve our own daddy as sex slaves! As YOUR sex slave! My God! Just thinking about it gets me hot, every single time! And now we call ourselves 'cock slaves,' which is even better!"

She stared off dreamily into the blue sky and her hands dropped to her crotch. She began blatantly fingering her clit and pussy lips. She got so into it that it was like she'd forgotten I was there.

This made me think. Despite the growing smell of wet pussy and all the visual stimulation before me, I commented, "It seems to me like you're almost more in love with the idea of having a master than me, per se. It's like, you're trying to fit me into a role so your dreams can come true, just like the knight in shining armor role."

She kept frigging herself, but the glassy look left her eyes and she seemed to seriously consider that. "I disagree! Really, it's all about you, not just an ideal master. But it's kind of a moot point because you fill the role of our ideal dream man so perfectly. Our biggest worry was that you'd be too nice, too timid, but lately you've gotten all sexually aggressive, so we're totally over the moon about that. That's a big reason why I welcome what you're doing with Sue Ellen with open arms, because that clearly is helping to bring out that side of you."

I grunted. "Huh. That's probably true."

She pinched a nipple with one hand as she fingered herself with her other hand. "Our other big worry was convincing Mindy, and then you, to join our grand vision of a sexual harem family. But that seems to be working out great too. I'm so happy!"

"Well, I'm not," I said. "I mean, as a fantasy, it's nice. Naturally, it turns me on a lot. Okay, a really, really huge amount. But this isn't a fantasy world, it's the real world."

She protested, "My feelings are REAL! I AM naturally submissive. Michelle is too. Just sitting here naked while looking up at you standing there so powerfully does all kinds of things to me. You don't even know the half of it, because we've been keeping things secret."

She looked up at me pleadingly. "Please don't dismiss my feelings! I baring my soul to you! Just because I'm one of your cock slaves, that doesn't make me any less of a flesh and blood human being, with real feelings! All my hopes and dreams are pinned on you. You could destroy me with a few words!"

I spoke while struggling to maintain eye contact instead of glorying in her nudity, "I'm trying to adjust, believe me. And I would never, ever consciously hurt you, Red."

That made her smile, since I didn't call her that very often.

I continued, "But even so, we can have fun with the whole harem family thing for a while. Then what? You two have lives to live, places to go, people to meet. You can't just spend all day having sex with me. And the more you do that, the more fucked up you'll be when you have to face reality."

Ruby got a little testy at that, even as her fingers poked in and out of her pussy, as far as her hymen would allow. "Daddy, this is reality too. Not everybody's life has to be tough and full of suffering. Why can't we live in sexual ecstasy, every single day? Look at my puffy and wet pussy. Is it not real? And this. This marvelous thing..." She reached out and stroked the bulge in my pants. "Is this not real?"

I stood back, forcing her to let go. "Yeah, but I'm an old man. I'm twenty years older than you. That thing is real, but his best days are behind him. You find me desirable now, but what about in ten years? You'll need to find your own husband by then."

She rolled her eyes and snorted with disgust. She stood up, and stepped towards me. "Daddy, you don't understand. We loved you before we even understood what sex was. Then we were like, 'Whoa? We can do that? We can make Daddy happy every day with our bodies? Bonus!' We would still love you even if this guy didn't ever want to come out and play."

She suddenly unzipped my fly and pulled out my erection - I was too weak to resist this time. "But the fact that he does makes everything twice as good!"

I groaned as her talented fingers started to stroke my throbbing shaft. "Okay, but look. If you truly want me to be your dad and not just use that as a word to turn us all on, then you need to realize I have dad responsibilities. I can't just be selfish and drown in sexual pleasure. I need to look to your future, and to Michelle's future."

She grimaced. "You're stuck on this idea that we should get boyfriends."

"Yes!"

She suddenly dropped to her knees in front of me and began fondling my shaft with two hands. "Gaawwwd! It's so big! I love how I can't wrap my fingers around it. I love everything about it!" She leaned forward, and I feared she was going to cram it in her mouth. But she merely pinned my hot pole against the side of her face and rubbed against it like a contented cat. "Mmmm! Speaking of bonuses, how great is it you have such a ginormous, thick cock? It's further proof that we're meant to serve you!"

I was nearly dizzy with power and lust. But I was stubborn too. I muttered, "Boyfriends!"

That caused her to groan unhappily and pull her face away. She went back to jacking me off like before. "Why are you so hung up on that? Why is it a must that we have that kind of future? What if we were both lesbians? Or what if we wanted to become nuns? Or, if we were just plain old hard-core sexual submissives, couldn't you cope with that? As our Daddy, couldn't you accept that and just help make sure we didn't wind up locked in a basement somewhere with some torture freak weirdo for a master? Wouldn't you help us find a nice master who would take good care of us, like Mindy did? Someone... kind of like you? In fact, someone pretty much exactly like you!" She looked at me lustily as she spread her knees wider on the wooden deck.

I tried my best to ignore her blatantly sexual pose and the way her fingers were pressing hard against my sweet spot. "I think you're both going through some kind of weird submissive fantasy phase, just like you two went through that whole phase of loving horses for a couple of years."

"UGH! Haven't you been listening to a word I've been saying?! That was totally different!" She complained as she jacked me off with increasing vigor. "THAT was just a phase. THIS is our life! We're mature. We're legal adults. That comparison is an insult! I'm telling you, we've been leading up to this for years! For our whole lives! It's who we are!"

"Sorry. Maybe that's not a good example. I'm having a hard time comprehending the depth of your feelings, because I didn't really know what was going on until, well, today! But even if that's all true, it's only natural that your enthusiasm for me will die down after a while."

She brought her face close to my erection and lightly blew air on it, right over her wet and sliding fingers. I suspected the only reason she wasn't sucking on it already was because she was doing most of the talking. "Yeah, maybe, but look at you and Mindy. You're not newlyweds anymore, but you're both still deeply in love. You don't fuck like bunnies like you did on your honeymoon, but, well, you two DO still fuck like bunnies! Maybe just slightly less excited bunnies." She giggled at that. "I know the excitement will die down some, but believe me, this is no passing phase. What'll it take to convince you?"

I sighed with frustration, at a loss for anything to say.

Apparently, Ruby decided that sucking me off would help convince me, because she bent forward and started doing exactly that.

I'll admit that I was weak. I stood there and let her tongue and lips pleasure me for a couple of minutes. The look on her face as she craned her mouth wide open in an attempt to fit my entire cockhead in her mouth was priceless. And then her constant erotic moans sounded like music to my ears. I didn't have the heart to break contact.

But eventually I complained, "Ruby, you can't solve every problem that comes along with a blowjob. I'm worried about you two. I've thought both of you have been strangely unmotivated for a long time, and now I find out why - all your dreams are about sexual things! What about your career? Your future? I can't really relax and enjoy things, or even enjoy this blowjob, knowing that I'm failing my normal father duties."

That caused her to switch to a tongue-licking style for a while so she could talk. "Daddy, you're NOT failing those duties. Career - not a problem."

She licked in a reverse corkscrew pattern for a while, and then explained, "Michelle and I don't need normal careers. We don't need to go to college. We can if we want to, and sure, we're scheduled to start at U.C. Irvine in the fall, but we don't need to. Have you looked at our bodies? I mean, come on! No false modesty here - we're hot! We could easily be professional models. I mean, look at me!"

She didn't want to stop her licking just to show off her voluptuous body, so she got on all fours and then wagged her ass up high while she sucked on my cockhead for a little bit.

Somehow, I wound up kneeling, because her mouth couldn't really reach my crotch when she was on all fours and I was standing up. I was enabling her yet again, but I didn't care. Lust was winning once more.

I found myself on the danger of losing touch with reality. I looked around at the trees, at the sky, and the ocean. Everything seemed normal. Then I looked down at her curvaceous nudity, and especially her wiggling butt. It couldn't be real! But if the pleasures caused by her talented tongue on my cockhead wasn't real, what was?!

Then she said, "See? Hot, right? Touch it and see!" She excitedly wiggled her ass even more, which also set her dangling tits swinging wildly.

"Um, I can see with my eyes."

"No, see with your hands. I'm proud of my ass. I've worked so hard to keep it firm for you, so you can feel it and fuck it! Come on, squeeze it! Squeeze my ass cheeks!"

"Um..." It was hard to think between her words, her wiggling, and her cock licking. Worse, I was actually aiding and abetting her by holding my erection in place so she could lick it while on all fours. I even lifted it up to help her access the more sensitive underside.

She calmed down a bit, and said, "At least grope my tits a bit! Geez! Come on! I promise I'll keep talking if you do."

So I reached underneath her and groped her dangling breasts with both hands. That left my boner swinging freely, so she swallowed the cockhead and then some to "keep it in place." So much for her promise to keep talking.

We continued like that for a few minutes, with me groping and kneading her dangling tits, and with her sliding her lips back and forth over my erection with a very steady rhythm. That made me feel like I was fucking her face. Actually, I almost was, with the way my body swayed forward and back in time to her bobbing. I only restrained myself from getting really aggressive to prolong the pleasure.

Finally, I sensed the overwhelming urge to cum. I was forced to say, "UGH! I'm almost... Either we stop for a while, or I'm gonna cum down your throat!"

I realized she'd easily decided which of those options she preferred. So I was forced to push her head back until her lips lost contact with my cockhead.

She didn't seem to mind though, and said, "You know what? I absolutely LOVE sucking your cock on my knees. You seem so big and powerful standing or sitting above me. It really shows me my place. But I think cocksucking while on all fours is even BETTER! Can you believe that? I can't wait to tell Michelle! When you kneel like that, the height is just right. She's gonna love it when you do it her!"

I was still right on the verge of cumming, and trying to hold out wasn't made any easier by the fact that she'd gone right back to relentlessly licking my sweet spot while staying on all fours. It felt too good for me to push her away altogether, but I at least hoped to slow her down by getting her to talk more. "Ah, uh, you were saying?"

"I was?" Round and round, her tongue circled my cockhead clockwise and then counterclockwise.

"You were. Remember? You were talking about modeling."

"Oh yeah." But she kept right on lapping too, like a cat lapping milk out of bowl. "Both of us have gotten serious modeling offers. VERY serious offers. And we haven't even put out any feelers! Or hell, I could pull in a huge salary just being an arm candy secretary. People will pay big money for our looks in lots of ways."

I sighed again. At least the urge to cum had passed and I was regaining my breath. "You see? I am a failure. That upsets me so much. Where did I go wrong with you two? Look at Nicky. She's remarkably beautiful too, but she's doing very well in college. In fact, she'll have finished her last final exam today. I'm sure she passed with flying colors. She even made the Dean's List. She's not just coasting on her looks."

As she lapped my sweet spot, she said, "Daddy, you don't understand. You're our master. We're your sex slaves. If you want us to do well in college, then just order us to do that."

"But you'd rather just hang out here all day, sucking my cock, wouldn't you?"

She giggled. "Well, duh!"

"Jesus! Doesn't your jaw get tired? My jaw almost hurts just from watching you."

"No, not really. Not yet. It's a struggle, but I love how difficult it is. Here, look!" Then she took a big gasp of air and then somehow stuffed my cockhead into her mouth all over again. After managing that feat, she began sliding her lips up and down it in a maddeningly distracting fashion.

One could say I was lost in thought, pondering her answer, but really I was just luxuriating in the feeling of whatever her talented mouth was doing. In fact, I kind of completely lost the thread of what we were talking about. Then I vaguely remembered that she'd promised to be good, and that we'd just have a non-sexual talk. I laughed out loud at how that had turned out. Somehow too, I'd never let go of her breasts.

But I'd barely recovered from the last orgasmic close call. After less than a minute, I realized I was getting too close to orgasm again and needed another break. I gently pushed her head away again.

She obligingly pulled her mouth off me, but went right back to licking and slurping like she was starving. I'm detecting a pattern here. It was like I can slow her down at times, but stopping her is impossible. She's a big-titted teenage cocksucking machine! 

Once I stopped her, I consciously refrained from playing with her dangling globes some more. I was too close to the edge even for that.

After I'd more or less calmed down yet again, I remembered our conversation and felt unsettled all over again. I said, "Really, this habit of yours of trying to distract me with blowjobs isn't gonna work. I'm not happy with this 'coasting on looks' plan, not happy at all. Mindy and I were discussing this a short while ago, in fact. You two realize that you're NOT going to get normal modeling jobs, don't you? Your breasts are just too big, too distracting."

I waved my hands in the general direction of her breasts to emphasize my point, even though I couldn't actually see them since she was still on all fours. "Pick up any magazine and look how busty the models are - there are certain parameters, and both of you are way beyond that. You might do some face modeling or hand modeling or something like that, but basically they'll prefer to work with someone else who doesn't have a disqualifying, distracting chest. Unless you wanted to have breast reduction surgery."

She suddenly sat up on her lower legs and clutched at her tits with both hands, like I was about to steal them away. "Dear God, NO! Never! They're an essential part of my self-image, of being your big-titted cock slave! And don't even say that to Michelle or she'd cry. Seriously! I think half her breast growth is simply due to wanting it so much. For YOU!"

"Fair enough. But that means everybody's gonna wanna push you into porn instead. That's where chests like yours will be welcomed with open arms." I nodded in the direction of her magnificent bare orbs and gave both of them a tight squeeze. It was an easy reach, since we were both kneeling face to face.

She pinned her arms behind her back and moaned happily.

I loved the way soft tit-flesh was spilling through everywhere, even between my fingers. But I realized my groping was distracting me too much for this serious conversation, so I reluctantly pulled my hands away.

Ruby reached out and resumed stroking my hard-on as if it was strange for her not to be doing that. She admitted, "I know that, and Michelle knows that. Maybe I've been listening to Michelle too much, but face it, Daddy, we're not just beautiful, we're extraordinary. And the really beautiful women don't have to demean themselves so much to make good money. Look at Denise Milani. You heard of her?"

I shook my head no.

"She's a really famous Internet model. She has her own website and makes a ton of money off it, I'm sure. But the thing is, she's never done any topless pics, much less bottomless ones! Maybe not me, but Michelle definitely is in a league of her own. She could make the big bucks fully dressed! Hell, even Denise would be jealous of Michelle's breasts, and both of them have beautiful faces. And with your own website, you don't have to deal with any of the scumbags in the porn industry. We'd NEVER go that route. I mean, sucking off a fat old Ron Jeremy? Puh-lease! We'd never touch another man sexually in the first place, so that's out in any case. Unthinkable!"

I sighed again, because that brought up the whole boyfriend issue in my mind. "Look, you and/or Michelle may be beautiful enough to make some money with your own website. Maybe even a lot. I honestly don't know. But you have to admit that that would be a limited run, even if you can. There are always new faces coming along, and I'm sure websites like that are multiplying exponentially. What are you going to do in ten years, when every imaginable picture has been taken already? That's not a career, that's just something to do for a while so you can put off having to pick a real career."

She pouted, "Daddy, you're a meanie." Then, getting back down on all fours since I was still on my knees, she bent forward and resumed licking her way around my cockhead. Actually, she was on "all threes" this time, since I wasn't holding my boner out this time, causing her to hold (and stroke) it instead.

But I groaned, "There you go again! Whenever I ask you a difficult question, you avoid answering by sucking me off."

Now it was her turn to sigh. She replied, while she kept right on licking, "You're right. Maybe I am avoiding that question. But how many eighteen-year-olds really know what they want to do? Even most college graduates don't really know. But I've got a lot of time to figure it out. In the meantime, my looks can help. And whatever I choose to do, my looks will give me a big leg up. Everybody wants to help a pretty woman. Think how easily I could be a newscaster, for instance. All I'd need to do is read from a Teleprompter. So I'm not worried, and you shouldn't be worried. Okay? Now, can I finish sucking you off already?"

"No." I stood all the way up and stepped back, carefully extracting my boner from her in the process. "I'm sorry, but I'm all stressed out. I feel like a failed dad. The two of you are living in some kind of submissive harem fantasy world, and think you can completely avoid the real world by coasting on your looks. If that's not a recipe for disaster, then I don't know what is. It's frustrating enough to make my penis go flaccid."

She stood up too and enveloped me with her naked body. "We can't have that happen." With one hand placed around my back and the other pumping on my shaft again, she continued, "Daddy, you worry way too much. You really do. The fact is, a truly beautiful woman is on easy street. It's just a fact. There are a million ways good looks come in handy. Look at all the trophy wives living in this neighborhood that have never worked a day in their lives, for instance. Look at Mindy. She's very smart and talented, I know, but how much you wanna bet that her looks helped with her promotions? I know it's not fair, but that's life. Look what big tits can do."

She started rubbing her tits up and down my shirt-covered chest in a most distracting fashion. "You see? How can you resist that? Whatever Michelle and I end up doing, we're not gonna end up on the street selling pencils."

I hugged her back, squeezing her tight. That more or less stilled her orgasm-inducing tit rubbing. "I know. But I want so much more, for both of you. I don't want you to just coast by with some kind of Internet sex site. Besides, to be brutally honest, I don't want thousands of strange guys wanking over your naked bodies. Or even your semi-naked bodies." Her handjob was making me nearly delirious, and in a fit of passion I exclaimed, "You're MINE!"

She beamed with joy as her fingers slid up and down, up and down, up and down, while also making a corkscrew motion. "NOW, we're talking! I knew it! You're possessive about your women, just like any real man should be. You don't wanna share Mindy with anyone, and you don't wanna share your daughters with anyone either. I love it! You're accepting the fact that we're your exclusive cock slaves!"

"No, I'm not. Boys. You need to be with boys. Your own age. Boyfriends." But while I said these words, my heart wasn't in them. She had a point - I was becoming increasingly possessive of them.

But it was like I hadn't said those words at all. She was still reveling in what I'd said before. "'You're mine.' That makes me so horny that I can't stand it!" She eagerly dropped to her knees and grasped my butt cheeks with both hands. Then she very deliberately leaned forward and resumed licking her way all around and especially just under my cockhead.

"Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick!" I complained. It felt so good that I wanted to cry. "Not again! Would you stop doing that?"

"Nope!" She ran a finger along my perineum (the taint). I don't know what she did exactly, but it felt so good that jolts of pleasure shot up and down my spine. "Sorry, Daddy, you've got a couple of blowjob-loving cock slaves to deal with from now on. And that means you're going to get to know the sight of the top of our heads, bobbing up and down. Say what you will, but I think you're starting to accept us for what we are and the constant pleasure we long to give you."

I looked down at her short, spiky red hair. Whoa! What if she's right?! What if I see this view more than her actual face?! Goose bumps! As she resumed licking my sweet spot, I asked, "What's with all this pleasure giving? What about YOUR pleasure? Don't you want me to go down on you?"

She laughed. "Daddy, don't be thick. See my hand on my pussy? For every blowjob orgasm you have, I have two, at least. Actually, forget that idea. Please DO be thick! God, I just LOVE trying to cram your huge shaft into my tiny little mouth. Fat and wide is SO the way to go, believe me. We'd still love you and serve you even if you didn't have the thickest cock in town, but the fact that you do makes this just so... perfect!"

She put her lips at the tip of my cockhead, like she was kissing my piss hole, and then slowly stretched her lips wider and wider. But she soon gave up. "See? I can't do it that way. My only chance is if I crane my mouth wide open as humanly possible before I even start." She went back to happily lapping against my sweet spot.

But then, after another half a minute of pure pleasure, she said, "And let me tell you, there are so many pleasures to GIVING blowjobs. Women who don't like it are nuts! Mmmm!"

She licked her way all around my cockhead a couple of times. She finally resumed, "I could just LIVE with this thing in my mouth if it didn't tire my jaw so much. MMMM!" She started licking up and down on the sensitive underside, from the base to the top, and then back down again. And up and down, again and again and again.

By this point, what remained of my resolve was pretty much destroyed. When she got around to stuffing my erection back in between her lips, all I did was moan and groan and hold her head to steady myself.

I also didn't have much energy left to try to delay climax. When the orgasmic feelings welled up inside me this time, I simply let go, and sent hot jets of my seed to the back of Ruby's throat.

It had been a challenge to remain standing or even just kneeling through all of her talented tongue and lip work. After my climax ended, I made a mental note that next time I should at least be leaning against something. Then it hit me: Next time! Wow! There will be a next time, and a time after that, and a time after that, and so on. This could go on for years! I'm her "master." Let's just accept that already. Please! How can I turn that down?! 

My God, that's a dizzying thought, to truly accept that possibility. But how can I balance that temptation with my responsibility to be a good father to both of them? If only I could answer that, then I could truly let go and fully enjoy myself. 

I don't know how I managed, but somehow I was eventually able to get Ruby dressed in something presentable in public. She was much more amenable after she'd guzzled down my cum load.

As we stood in her bedroom getting her change of clothes, I asked her, "So, did you cum at least twice that time too?"

"Yep! Way more. You're so out of it during all your blowjob ecstasy that you probably don't notice. And that makes me too happy to even explain, because that's what it's all about. Serving the King to give you pleasure! But Mindy taught us some neat tricks. Like, I diddle my clit now and then to stay close to the edge, and then when I feel your balls tighten and the rumble of cum shooting up through your shaft, I give my clit a good squeeze and... BAM! I cum hard, right as you're cumming! God, the feeling of bliss as your hot seed shoots down my throat or all over my face or tits - if actual fucking is even better than that, then you'll probably kill me."

"You mean it'll probably kill you."

"Nope. YOU'll probably kill me." She winked. "As if my cunt doesn't belong to you, and you alone! Sheesh! You're such a blockhead, but I love you anyway." She gave me a cute and loving smile.

While we walked to the car, she said, "By the way, next time, I want you to cum on my face! Or my tits if you want. But on my skin, not in my mouth. I love that too, but I really want you to cum on me. It's a big part of 'living the dream.' And now, tell me all about Sue Ellen. I want to size up the competition!"

I said, "She's not competition, but you're right, it's high time I fill you in."

"Uh-oh! Be careful when you use a phrase like 'fill me in.' not unless it's cherry poppin' time."

I groaned. "Red, you're a real case."

As I drove the car, I told Ruby all about who Sue Ellen was and what had happened at Mama Mia's restaurant the night before. I still didn't know what I was going to do exactly when we got to the restaurant, but I told her to take her cue from me and just wing it.

I thought Ruby might have been at least somewhat jealous of Sue Ellen, seeing this new girl could be competition for my time and my attention. And she'd even joked about "sizing up the competition." But it was just the opposite. My account made Ruby insanely horny! She was treating Sue Ellen like some long lost sister before she even met her. She kept saying things like, "I hope she's really HOT and STACKED!" and, "I can't wait to meet her! I wanna see her try and suck your COCK!"

In fact, Ruby was so aroused that it was kind of an ordeal driving to the restaurant and getting there in one piece. I'd been worried that maybe I shouldn't visit Sue Ellen given that I'd just been blown and I might not be able to get hard again any time soon, but Ruby put her hand on my crotch and solved that problem before I'd even left my home street. She kept a hand on my bulge the whole time, claiming she needed to "keep the King warm for Sue Ellen," and she pretty much attacked me with French kisses at every red light.

Somehow, I managed to keep her from unzipping my fly. She played at trying to unzip it, but perhaps even she realized that would be going too far, as crashing and dying was definitely not a good idea. But the way she "held" my bulge was really more like stroking, and that was damn distracting enough. Luckily though, the restaurant wasn't far.




Chapter 28



As Ruby and I walked from the car to the restaurant door, she was so full of anticipation that she was bouncing more than walking. She said, "I can't wait! I can't wait! I hope so much that we get along. It's almost like being told I've got a new sister!"

I decide to give her one last-minute reminder. "Remember, keep it cool and detached. Don't rush up to Sue Ellen and throw your arms around her. She still doesn't know you from Adam. Pretend you don't know a thing about her. As far as you're concerned, she's just some waitress. Things'll change quickly, hopefully, but that's how we're gonna play it to start with, okay?"

Ruby nodded excitedly. Then she tried to wipe the excitement off her face, but with only partial success. She obviously had never done anything like this before.

As I opened the front door, I was pleased to see Sue Ellen sitting near the back, just chatting away to a waitress sitting next to her. It was only a few minutes after three, and the place was completely dead. In fact, I didn't see a single other customer.

Ruby and I were wearing dark sunglasses, but as Sue Ellen picked up two menus and walked up to us, I lifted my glasses up to my forehead.

Sue Ellen started to say, "Hi, y'all, welcome to Mama..." but the words died on her lips. "Oh my God! DAN!" The menus slipped out of her hands and fell to the floor. After she somewhat recovered, but with the menus forgotten on the floor, she hissed, "Dan! What are you doing here?!"

Playing it aloof and cool, and ignoring her somewhat extreme reaction, I replied, "I thought I'd come here and have a late lunch. And maybe relieve you of your underwear again."

She suddenly turned nearly as red as Ruby's hair. But then her eyes narrowed dangerously as she looked at Ruby. Shooting daggers at her, she spat out, "Who's SHE?"

"Oh, just another one of my... playthings." I put a hand on Ruby's nearest ass cheek and cupped it possessively. "Can we get a table or not? In fact, I want the same table my wife and I had last night."

"Good God! Mindy! Does she know about this... girl?" Her voice dripped with venom as she said the word "girl." She stared more daggers at what she could see of my hand and Ruby's ass.

I had just picked up the menus from the floor, and I handed them back to her. I continued to act casual. "Of course. She knows about all my girls."

Ruby had raised her sunglasses by now. She asked, "Sue Ellen? Sue Ellen! I know you! Don't you remember me? It's Ruby, from high school!"

Sue Ellen looked at her again, trying, at least somewhat, to recognize her this time instead of just mentally murdering her with her eyes. "Ruby, oh yeah. How you doing?"

"Good. I just graduated. You? You going to college around here?"

But then Sue Ellen realized she was making friendly small talk with her competition. "Hey! What are you doing with MY man?"

I scowled at Sue Ellen's presumption. "Sue Ellen," I said, "please take us to our table and we'll talk about this. And in case you've forgotten, I'm married. To Mindy. My WIFE. Remember?"

She huffed, but she took the menus and walked us silently to the same obscure room Mindy and I had been in before. Obviously, this was the room the restaurant used when all the other tables were filled, and they had nowhere else to put people. It had no view, and in fact no windows at all, and was rather dark and musty. But we weren't exactly there for the view.

As we walked, I eyed the other waitress, who was still sitting in her chair but eyeing us with open befuddlement. She'd been a long ways away, but she had to have seen Sue Ellen drop the menus, and I'm sure she was wondering about that.

Then she seemed to recognize me, and blushed. But still, she kept staring at me until I disappeared around a corner.

I thought, If she recognizes me, that can only mean that she was our other ladies' room lookout from last night. What did Sue Ellen say her name was? Laura, I think it was. Hmmm. She's got some fuckability potential. Those are promising lumps under that crappy uniform, but she's a little bit on the chubby side. Still, if she lost a little weight, she could be fuckable too, though in a softer and curvier way. 

What the heck am I thinking, though? I've got more pussy than I can handle, right here! 

As if to emphasize that point, I grabbed Ruby's ass again. I was free to caress it even more shamelessly, now that we'd entered "our" room in the back of the restaurant. I was tremendously pleased to see it empty too. Now I could have free rein to act almost like I was in my own home, yet the fact that we were, in fact, in a restaurant would double our arousal. True, there was a little danger that some stranger could come in, but that's what made it so arousing!

I said to Sue Ellen, "I noticed Laura. But is there anyone else working now? Any manager?"

"No, sir. Of course there's the chef and the kitchen help, but the manager doesn't come in until later. Even the owner Sonia isn't here now, which is a lucky break. It's just Laura and me."

I thought, So much the better. Now I can really go wild! We can't really get busted by the authorities, because Sue Ellen IS 'the authorities' right now. Well, her and Laura, but I don't expect problems from the other girl. Great! 

I'd chosen Ruby's outfit carefully. I had her wear a pull-over top and a wrap to cover her upper legs. She looked stunning, as usual, but well covered. However, that was just until we had some privacy. Now that we'd reached our table, Ruby undid her wrap, revealing a very short and shiny black miniskirt. It only hung an inch or two below her pussy, and that was when she was standing still. Then Ruby took off the pullover top, revealing a skin-tight, bright red silky blouse with a zipper down the front. It was pretty low cut, nearly down to her nipples, and her belly button was exposed as well.

Sue Ellen could only gawk as Ruby revealed most of her body. She burned with awe and jealousy.

But we weren't done. I'd deliberately insisted Ruby wear a strapless bra and panties, precisely so she could do what she did right now. She reached under her miniskirt, and without flashing any pussy, she managed to slip her panties down her legs and then handed them to me. At least, she didn't flash any pussy in my direction, but when Ruby bent over to pull her panties off her feet, I'm sure Sue Ellen saw just about all of Ruby's perfect tanned ass cheeks as the miniskirt rode up.

Sue Ellen's jaw was hanging open nearly down to her feet.

Then, still without a word from anyone, Ruby reached around to her back and unclasped her bra. Then she reached into her blouse and pulled the bra up and out. She handed it to me as if it were the most ordinary thing to do in the world.

I looked at Sue Ellen and saw lust start to show, in addition to complete shock.

But my sexy redheaded daughter still wasn't done. There was a zipper running all the way down the front of her blouse. She was already showing miles of cleavage, but she pulled the zipper down about halfway. That caused the fabric to pull away on either side, very nearly leaving her nipples exposed.

Finally, she sat down in the booth. There was no hiding the supremely smug look on her face, now that she'd "surrendered" her underwear to me. I could see she was bubbling with excitement too.

I sat down too, on the other side, facing the door leading to the main dining room. I was wearing just an ordinary T-shirt and shorts. I was trying to make a point that I wasn't trying to impress any woman with my clothes - it was their job to dress to impress me.

Sue Ellen's jaw started to tremble, as she stared at Ruby and then back at me, and then back to Ruby again. Tears started to flow, as she gawked at Ruby and whispered, "I- I- I can't compete with that!"

I realized I had to take control before she lost all her self-confidence. (Surprisingly, she didn't seem to have much confidence to begin with, despite being quite personable, kind, and attractive.) I said, "Sue Ellen, stop those tears and listen to me. I think you're very beautiful. I take any woman that I like, and I've had many." (That certainly wasn't true, but I was lying for a good purpose.) "Right now, I'm limiting myself to fucking only a very select harem of the sexiest women imaginable ... and I've decided that you're one of the chosen few."

That seemed to mollify her, so I decided to up the ante of outrageousness. I reached across the table and began casually fondling one of Ruby's breasts. That caused her other nipple to pop into view too, and then some. The tiny blouse had been barely hanging on to her nipples before, and my disturbing it caused the whole front to fall below her breasts.

Our cute Southern waitress gawked at my groping hand - and Ruby's magnificent breasts - for some long moments, as I pinched Ruby's nipples, engorging them even more than they already were. Finally, she responded, "Really? But look at me. I'm nobody." She looked down sadly at her drab uniform.

I remembered Mindy's advice to act very domineering with Sue Ellen, and if I humiliated her, she would actually get off on it. So I said, "Sue Ellen, it's the way you present yourself. And especially that god-awful uniform. That's the problem. But naked, you're in Ruby's league. Speaking of which, strip."

"WHAT?!" She held her hands up to her face, aghast. I loved the way she was so modest and innocent acting, even as she was completely submissive.

I worried that I'd gone too far, but some sense told me that a master-type couldn't back down or even show any hesitation. So I spoke in a confident tone, "I said strip. Take off ALL of your clothes right here. Show Ruby what a scorchingly hot and fuckable fox you are underneath that outfit."

She was incredulous, and her face burned red. "But I can't, sir! I'm a waitress! In a restaurant! I'm working as a waitress right now, in the middle of a restaurant! This is where I work!"

That line had worked for Mindy, and I still wasn't happy about that. But Sue Ellen wasn't Mindy. And it sure wasn't going to work twice in one day. I idly thought about dropping by the video store, when I left here, and having Michelle do the same thing. "You can and you will," I said sternly. "This place is so dead that we'll be able to hear the sound of feet if anyone comes near, and if we do, then we'll take measures. You're under my protection. Now, strip."

Sue Ellen covered her chest defensively, and sputtered, "B-b-but, you have other girls!"

"Of course I do. Why should I limit myself to just you and Mindy? You knew that already. I heard you talked to Mindy this morning."

"But... Hearing it is one thing. Seeing it is another!" She stared lasers of hate at Ruby's exposed chest.

I spoke firmly. "Sue Ellen, you have to make a choice. Are you going to serve me and obey me?"

She nodded shyly. Her face was turning redder by the moment.

"Then start by giving me your bra. Just like last time."

Ruby said to her encouragingly, "Do it! You won't regret it. There's no greater joy than serving Dan and his great big cock. I can tell that you know it in your heart already. If he says you have an elite body that's worthy of him, then it must be true. Let's see it!"

Sue Ellen was frightened out of her mind, but she was proud of her body, despite also seeming to lack confidence somehow. I imagine she had to exercise daily to keep the hard and muscular body she had. She seemed determined not to be outdone by Ruby.

So, ever so slowly, she unzipped the zipper down the back of her uniform. Then she unclasped her bra and pulled it out from under her uniform. She held it in her hand, not knowing what to do with it.

Continuing to fondle Ruby's exposed breasts with one hand, I held my other hand out to Sue Ellen and gave her an expectant look.

Her face was cherry red as she dropped her bra into my hand. Her legs were trembling so badly from fear that her knees were actually knocking together.

I wondered what compelled her so strongly to obey me, even as she was suffering so much. I certainly wasn't forcing her, since she could just give me the finger and walk away at any time. But somehow I knew for sure that she would never do that.

I looked at the bra. It was totally different from the bra she'd worn yesterday. That one was white and drab, purely functional. This one, however, was black, frilly, and lacy. It looked very expensive. I said, "Nice bra!" I then held it up to my nose and inhaled, as though I were sniffing a bouquet of flowers. Looking directly at her chest, still concealed by her lousy uniform, I said quietly, "I approve."

She smiled nervously. "You like it? I just bought it this morning. Mindy left me a huge tip last night - a hundred dollars! But she said I was only allowed to buy fancy underwear with it."

"Hmmm. Smart wife. Very sexy. Let's see the matching panties."

"Yes, sir."

Feeling a little more confident as she started to get used to the strange situation, she reached up under her uniform and pulled her panties down. Then she handed them to me. She immediately shyly turned her head, afraid of my response.

To enhance the presentation for her, I rather melodramatically sniffed at the crotch. "Sue Ellen, these are quite wet." I gave her a knowing smile. "As they should be."

She actually smiled at that, even as she continued to tremble and blush. "I've been wet ever since I recognized y'all at the door. I just knew you were going to do all kinds of nasty, perverted things to me!"

I grinned widely. "Believe me I will."

Her shy smile grew and grew until her red face was radiant. "But what about Ruby?"

"Oh, I'll do all kinds of nasty, perverted things to her too." I turned Ruby's way and said to her, "Speaking of which, why don't you play with my cock, while Sue Ellen here continues to undress."

I was wearing shorts, but not the common type that come down near the knees. These were very short shorts. In fact, instead of unzipping them, Ruby simply reached over, pulled my balls and erection out from under the lower hem, and started stroking my shaft.

Sue Ellen definitely saw that, but she didn't react much because she was so flustered as she tried to gain the courage to take her uniform off. She kept looking towards the open doorway that led to the rest of the restaurant, but she was deep enough into the room that she couldn't see out of it, which meant people couldn't see in. Besides, it seemed the only other person in the restaurant, outside of the kitchen, was her friend Laura. She had to know that.

Finally, she pulled her outfit down, until she was exposing a good deal of her cleavage. But she froze there. Her eyes were finally focused on Ruby's handjob, and she seemed to forget anything else.

Ruby could see Sue Ellen was having trouble, so she said, "Don't worry. My master, our master, is a good man. He's not gonna just use you and leave you. If he says he's gonna make you one of his regular cock slaves, then he will. So relax. He's in control. Just leave it to him."

That was a shocking thing to say to anybody, but Sue Ellen just nodded slightly, like she knew all that already and just needed to be told it again for reassurance. It occurred to me with a start that probably Mindy had told all of that to her already!

I thought Sue Ellen was going to pull her dress over her head, but it seemed she could pull it down, if she let the shoulder straps fall and then wiggle out of it. She started to do just that. But right when her nipples were about to come into view, she froze with fear again.

I was going to say something, but Ruby beat me to it. She said impatiently, "Girl, what do you think you're doing? Get on with it, already! You know that Dan's in total charge here, don't you?"

She nodded shyly.

"Well then, what are you waiting for? Are you trying to defy him?"

She shook her head no, vigorously.

"Then get on with it! Sheesh!"

I was kind of shocked at Ruby's words, but they seemed to do the trick. Sue Ellen shimmied and pulled until her dress fell below her breasts, causing her round orbs to spring out and bounce about enticingly. Then, with a shrug, she let her uniform fall to the ground.

Her arms quickly flew to her chest to cover up her breasts. But this left her pussy, with its tuft of dirty blonde hair just above, exposed in the open for anyone to see. It was obvious that she wasn't exaggerating about how wet she was, because her inner thighs were soaked, with rivulets of cum rolling down towards her knees!

Ruby complained, "Show us the goodies already."

I liked how Ruby was acting as my deputy in commanding Sue Ellen, even as she continued to slowly stroke my erection. Talk about quality service!

Our buck naked waitress mumbled, "Mine aren't as nice as hers. You're not gonna like them, sir."

"Nonsense," I said firmly. "I can see already that you have very beautiful breasts. Now, put your hands on the top of your head, so I can see them clearly."

"But sir!" Still, she obeyed.

However, it seemed I'd pushed her too far, since she let out a loud squeal and fell to the floor. She'd been overtaken by a monster orgasm.

I heard Laura yelling from far off, "Sue Ellen? You okay?"

I sprang into action. Stuffing my dick and balls back into my shorts as I stood up, I rushed to the open doorway, hoping to reach it before Laura did.

She was headed that way, but luckily she was still a long ways away.

Trying to casually keep my arm over my crotch so my bulge wasn't so blatantly obvious, I managed to intercept Laura about halfway between where she'd been sitting and where Sue Ellen was now lying naked on the floor. I looked around and saw that, even though I was now in the middle of the open part of the restaurant, nobody else was there. Neither Laura nor anyone else could see through the open doorway to where Sue Ellen was naked on the ground.

I said to Laura, "Sue Ellen is okay. Hold on a minute. Let me explain."

She put her hands on her hips and gave me an evil look. "This had better be good."

I needed something on her to rattle her. "I know what you did last night. I saw you watching while I had sex with my wife."

She blushed and suddenly got very embarrassed. She struck a very defensive posture, curling up some into herself as she stood there, almost like she was expecting me to hit her.

I asked, "How much do you know about my relationship with Sue Ellen?"

"She was explaining that very thing when you walked in," Laura reluctantly admitted. "I covered for some crazy things last night, but I didn't know what was happening. Now she tells me that she's broken up with Mike and she 'belongs to you' and so much more. I don't know just WHAT the hell is going on! What did you do to her?!"

As she talked, she quickly went from defensive to defiant and angry.

I said commandingly, "That's between her and me. Sue Ellen is naturally submissive, and I happen to be dominant. I'm going to help her experience unimaginable pleasures and fulfill her deepest secret desires for the first time in her life. Now, as her friend, you can either help her find happiness, or stand in the way. What's it going to be?"

She tried to look over my shoulder, but she still didn't have the angle to look into the open doorway. "What's going on in there? What are you doing to her? And who's the other girl?!"

"That's our business. Unlike LAST night, I trust you'll respect our privacy and not get your jollies peeking in! As for the other girl, my wife and I have an open relationship. Specifically, I fuck whichever women I feel like fucking. Sue Ellen happened to catch my eye. So did this other girl. They belong to me now. You have a problem with that?"

I was hoping to intimidate her, but she wasn't having it. "As a matter of fact, I do! You look like nothing but trouble to me!" She glowered at me.

That was a disappointment. I didn't really have a plan B if she didn't give in. I wasn't experienced at this domination stuff and just kind of hoped that blustering and acting commanding would get me through any fix. But I said, "Okay, look, I'll tell you what's going to happen next. Sue Ellen will come out in a couple of minutes. Talk to her, and see what SHE wants to do. Obviously, customers are not a problem at this hour."

She pointed a finger at me accusingly, practically poking my chest. "You're a problem!"

Trying again to simply overcome her with my willpower, I stood my ground and stared her down.

We had a brief staring contest, but she was the first to look away. "Okay, I'll talk to her," she conceded. "But watch it! I'm watching you!"

I waited until Laura walked away. Then I walked back to our secluded room. By this time, my erection had wilted. But as soon as I looked inside, it sprang back to life, as I could see I was in for a nice surprise.

Sue Ellen was no longer twitching on the floor. Instead, she was standing in the last position I'd asked her to be in, with her fingers interlaced on the top of her head. Her legs were perfectly straight and spread out at a wide angle.

That was surprising enough, but what was even more surprising was that she seemed completely at ease, despite her still very red face. She was smiling and giggling gaily, as she and Ruby chatted away amicably. Perhaps the fact that Ruby had let her own top fall, leaving her completely topless, had put Sue Ellen more at ease over her own nudity.

But as soon as Sue Ellen saw me walk in, the talk immediately halted and the smile fell from her face. She stared straight ahead into the wall. She stiffened up, and then she tried to strike the perfect pose, like a soldier on parade.

I realized then that she was at least partly afraid of me, so she relaxed when I wasn't nearby. But then I decided that wasn't necessarily a bad thing. If nothing else, it would help solidify her obedience to me.

She muttered, "I can't believe I'm standing like this! I feel like I'm fixin' to die of total embarrassment!"

I thought, Mindy's right: Sue Ellen does get off on domination and even humiliation. And in a very big way! And good God, she's got a hard body to die for! 

As I returned to my seat, my voice was filled with admiration as I said, "Very nice, Sue Ellen, very nice. You see what I mean, Ruby? Take off that uniform, and she has the body of a porn star."

No sooner was my ass flat on the seat than Ruby was unzipping my shorts. Then she tugged my short down a few inches to get full access to all of my privates. As she resumed stroking my engorging shaft with one hand and cupping my balls with the other, she said, "I see what you mean, Daddy. She's something else!"

Sue Ellen couldn't help but raise an eyebrow and look my way. She asked, incredulously, "Daddy?"

"Is there a problem?" I asked, with just a hint of menace in my voice.

"Nuh, n-no. Sir," she stammered.

"Good," I said. "Very good." If she'd had a problem with it, then I couldn't keep her around and risk her finding out about Michelle. But, for now, I decided to keep things simple.

I explained, "Ruby likes to call me that, but look at us. Look at my darker skin tone compared to Ruby's lighter one, not to mention her flaming red hair and green eyes. She's obviously not my natural offspring. But you must know that already since you two seem to be friends. How do you know each other?"

Ruby explained to me while rubbing intently on my frenulum with her thumb, "She went to our high school. Isn't that cool? She's actually a distant friend of Nicky's, 'cos they were in the same grade, one grade ahead of me."

"Ah." I thought, That makes sense. Nicky is just finishing her first year of college, today, as a matter of fact, and Sue Ellen apparently just finished her first year of college this week too. And since Sue Ellen works here, she probably lives nearby, which puts her in the same school district. But still, it's disturbing. If she knows Nicky... 

"Oh my God!" Sue Ellen gasped, as she stood there with her hands on her head. "You're Nicky's dad! And Michelle's dad! And Ruby, you're Michelle's best friend, aren't you? Oh my gosh! I just realized! MY Dan is the legendary Dan Cooper?!"

Now it was my turn to be shocked. "'The legendary?!'"

Sue Ellen smiled and looked at me like an old friend. "Oh God, this is even MORE exciting! Oh no, I'm gonna cream all over again! Permission to lower my hands, sir?"

"Permission granted."

Her hands immediately flew to her pussy and she started frigging herself.

I was shocked at her boldness. I told her, "A few minutes ago, you were having a hard time taking off your bra. Now look at yourself."

She looked down onto her naked body, and then all around the room. "Don't remind me! Oh God! Oh God! Oh God! This is crazy! AAAII-"

"Ssssh! Quiet!" Ruby hissed, just in time, as Sue Ellen was starting to scream out her climax.

Sue Ellen dropped to her knees and opened her mouth wide, but luckily it was a silent scream as an orgasm ripped through her.

Her vocal restraint was a good thing, because I could easily picture Laura rushing in here with a fire extinguisher, to smash it on my head. Something had to be done about the other waitress.

After Sue Ellen's great climax passed, happily in near total silence, she sat back on her heels. "I can't believe I just did that!" she whispered to no one in particular, as she looked around the room.

Now that she was just sitting on her knees, I had time to give her body a closer look. I said, "Sue Ellen, I don't know why you were hiding your tits. They look fantastic! In fact, they're bigger than I expected. Are you sure you're a C-cup?"

She smiled bashfully. "Actually, I'm a D-cup. I was being modest. I didn't know what to say, since people don't just up and ask me that. But Mike, he doesn't seem to like my body. He puts me down."

"Mike? That's your boyfriend, right? Didn't you say you were going to break up with him today?"

She realized with a start, "That's right! I did! Good riddance too." Now that she had her bearings back, she was staring at Ruby's hand sliding up and down my erection again, with a lot more lust and a lot less anger. "Mike is nothing. WAS nothing. He's not a REAL man, not like you."

The three of us quietly remained like that for a minute or so. The only sound was the wet and sloshy noises of Ruby's hands, sliding in my lap.

Sue Ellen watched those hands with undisguised lust and longing.

Then Ruby asked Sue Ellen, "Feels good to be naked, doesn't it? Naked in a public place, in front of your master."

Our dirty blonde waitress just nodded shyly, almost imperceptibly. She looked from Ruby's sliding fingers up to my face to see if I approved of Ruby using the word "master," but I didn't say anything about it.

Ruby prodded, "It feels good to obey your master's commands, doesn't it?"

Sue Ellen nodded shyly. But at the same time, her confidence seemed to be surging somehow. She suddenly stood up. There was a new excitement in her eyes, as she boldly looked me in my eyes. "Sir? Can I ask you a favor?"

"Sure."

"Could you order me to walk around again? I've been practicing."

It seemed to me that she liked the idea of obeying commends so much that she wanted more commands to follow. "Hmmm," I mused. "You shouldn't have stood up to ask me that, Sue Ellen. It's better to make that kind of request from a kneeling position."

Quickly, Sue Ellen got back on her knees and assumed a slave-girl pose. She didn't say anything, but just bowed her head submissively.

It was remarkable how much she'd changed since she'd been shaking like a leaf at the thought of taking her clothes off. Now she seemed almost calm about being buck naked and in such a sexual pose. It was hard to believe this was happening in the middle of a restaurant that was open for business! I still needed to do something about Laura, and soon.

I could see Sue Ellen's body shivering with arousal. I asked her, "Practicing walking? What do you mean?"

She explained with her head still bowed down, "Like the way Mindy taught me last night! I was trying it out this morning and getting pretty good at it. You know, walking like a model on a catwalk, one foot in front of the other in a straight line, so the hips sway and the breasts jiggle."

"Oh. Well, sure. Knock yourself out. Walk straight to the end of the room and back, right here in front of me, so I can see you come and go."

"Yes, sir!" she said excitedly.

Since she was kneeling naked, right in front of me, she started by standing up and walking away.

That gave me a good look at her backside. I thought, Man, what an ass! Such strong ass and thigh muscles. She must be a serious athlete, yet that ass doesn't look masculine in any way. Just firm and bountiful. It's definitely the sort of butt that would welcome the interest of any man. Including me! Especially when I'm enjoying a great handjob. Even her back looks divine. She's so fit and toned that just the bare skin of her shoulders and spine look erotic! Fuck, this is all too great! 

She stopped on the other side of the room as she ran out of room to walk. From that spot, she could be seen if someone was looking through the open doorway, and she glanced towards the doorway for some long moments. But I assumed she didn't see anybody because then she pirouetted on her heel and started walking back to me.

The walking away was great, but walking towards me, she was like an orgasm in motion. Not only were her hips sashaying back and forth dramatically, but her big tits were doing wondrous things. She remembered the advice Mindy had given her to move her shoulders as well. Last time Sue Ellen had tried that, it had looked a bit funny, as if she was sort of experimenting with what to do and how to do it. But now she had it down. I could hardly see the movement in her shoulders, but it resulted in tremendous movement for her tits. By the time she got to me, the damn things were practically going around in circles as if they had flying tassels on them.

And Ruby relentlessly sucked and sucked on me all the while, doubling my enjoyment of the walk. Yes, I said "sucked." I was so transfixed by watching Sue Ellen's brave and sexy strutting that hadn't consciously realized when Ruby had traded her hands for her mouth, since she just licked my cockhead at first. But I definitely noticed when she engulfed my shaft and started bobbing, and I loved it.

Sue Ellen stopped in front of me. She was panting hard. "Sir! That feels so good!" Her eyes went wide as saucers as she saw Ruby applying her oral talents to my erection. But she recovered quickly, and didn't say a word about it.

I love how she accepted the bizarre as natural so quickly. I said to her, "I commend you on your bravery."

Her eyes bugged out again. "I know! I can't believe it myself! When I was practicing it this morning, I was doing it bra-less, knowing that you would take all my undies the next time you saw me. But doing it without ANY clothes... Ohmigod! I feel so free, so liberated! Can I do it again?"

Trying to act bored, as if this were an ordinary everyday occurrence, I simply said, "If you please."

She walked away and the back to me again. If anything, she was even sexier about it the second time, because her confidence was constantly growing.

Then she had to stop and catch her breath. She certainly wasn't winded from the walking - I could picture this woman running an entire marathon. No, she was winded from the sexual excitement. It appeared she was on the verge of yet another climax from simply walking back and forth in front of me a couple of times.

I said, "Sue Ellen, you look great! Delicious. I love your big tits."

That brought about a growl from Ruby, even though her mouth was too stuffed with cock for her to say any words coherently. She grabbed my left hand and brought it to her chest, without missing a stroke, as her head bobbed up and down. It was like she was saying to me, "What about these? My tits are even bigger and nicer!" 

So I diplomatically told Sue Ellen, "I drool just watching you walk, just like I drool anytime I see Ruby walking around topless with her even bigger tits." Meanwhile, I lazily fondled one of Ruby's round melons, which was within easy reach.

I noticed that brought a happy purr from my lap. Ruby also rewarded me by starting up a special corkscrew, candy stripe motion that was one of my wife's most devastating moves. That meant her head was twisting and turning around a fair deal instead of simply pogo-ing up and down.

Sue Ellen had already been staring at the cocksucking going on in my lap, but that motion made her even more curious as to what Ruby was doing exactly. She dropped to her knees and started crawling towards me to get a closer look.

She crawled so close that her knees bumped up against the wood underneath the seat I was sitting on. She couldn't get any closer without changing positions. She stared at the sliding junction of my erection and Ruby's lips with rapture. "What's she doing?"

I grunted out, "It's a special move that Mindy taught her."

She nodded and continued gawking.

I said, "Ruby, thanks. You do that so well, but please stop or I'm not going to last long."

As Ruby slowed down, I figured this was a good point to bring up Ruby's presence to Sue Ellen again. "So, what do you think of me being here with Ruby now? Do you think it's wrong that she's here, instead of my wife, and taking good care of my cock?"

Sue Ellen leaned in even closer. Her breasts and face were only about a foot from my nearest thigh. I noticed her nostrils flare as she took in the smell of sex and savored it. "Wrong? No. Obviously a man like you, a real man, has powerful needs and urges. Mindy seems nice. Really nice. And sexy! I like her a lot. But she has to work nine to five, right?"

"Right. More or less. She's at her office now."

"So who's going to tend to your cock while she's gone? Who's going to touch... touch your... your... big..." Her breathing was growing increasingly ragged. She was frantically licking her lips and swallowing too.

Ruby apparently felt passionate enough about making a point to withdraw her mouth from my shaft temporarily. "EXACTLY!" she said, as she looked up at Sue Ellen with cum and saliva drooling down her chin. "There are so many hours Mindy's not around, and Dan gets erect only like AAAAALLL the time! So who's gonna swallow all those extra loads? That's where you and I come in, girl."

I was strongly tempted to let Sue Ellen help Ruby with the stroking and sucking, and she looked like she was dying to help. But I knew that if I did that, I'd be cumming within a minute. Then I remembered Laura. So I held Ruby's head back gently and said, "Sue Ellen, you want some of this?"

She nodded her head wildly up and down and looked at Ruby's still-stroking hands with intense longing. I felt goose bumps all over and I was hit with a fresh realization that my waitress was totally nude and kneeling, and staring with hunger at my exposed boner! Wow! What a rush! What a great moment! If only Mindy could see this, she'd go wild! 

I still had my hand on Ruby's nearest breast. As I pulled on her nipple, I said, "First, before you can touch it, you need to deal with Laura. I want you to make yourself presentable and go out there and ease her concerns. She's your friend, and she worries about you. That's what good friends do, but her fear is misplaced. Have her call my wife if necessary. You have her number saved somewhere?"

Sue Ellen nodded. "Sure. Remember, she called me this morning! Oh! ... It was great!" She seemed to practically swoon as she recalled, almost like she was remembering a fantastic night of sex instead of a mere phone call. That made me really wonder just what Mindy was telling her exactly.

"Okay, get Laura straightened out, and then put her to work as our lookout. Then come back here. Okay?"

She bit her lip and nodded.




Chapter 29



Ruby growled almost angrily, upset that my hands were still holding her head back.

I explained, "Guys need to take breaks. Please."

That caused her to ease up on trying to bring her tongue back to work on my boner. She even cut her stroking down to a very slow and gentle rhythm.

It was impressive seeing how fast Sue Ellen got her uniform back on. Actually, I liked how easily it could come off and on. Pretty much all she had to do was unzip the long zipper in the back and slip the fabric off her shoulders and she could shimmy right out of it as it fell to the ground.

But I was more impressed that she didn't even ask me if she could put her panties and bra back on. (No, she couldn't!) She picked up a napkin from an extra table setting on our table and used it to more or less wipe her inner thighs clean. She stuffed it in her pocket and walked off.

"Knock her dead!" Ruby said encouragingly, as Sue Ellen reached the open door.

I was surprised at the change in demeanor that had come over our busty Southern belle. She was blushing and shaking something fierce a short while ago, and her face was still red, but a happy calm had descended upon her. Had Laura interfered earlier, I think she would have folded. But now she looked like she was ready to tell Laura to go take a hike, if need be.

How did my ordering her around make her MORE confident? I didn't get it. I was trying my best to be dominant, but I was winging it all the way.

Ruby looked up into my eyes. "Good God! Daddy! Oh, that was... beyond words! I LIKE her!" She dropped her head down into my lap, and before I knew what was happening, she'd swallowed my cockhead all over again. She was busy compressing her lips with tight suction, as she went back and forth over the inch just below the head in fast, short strokes.

The only reason I hadn't climaxed already was because Ruby had been too distracted by the many things happening to Sue Ellen. She'd been jacking or sucking me off in stops and starts, instead of working steadily to reach a crescendo. But now she homed in on my super-sensitive frenulum, and was working that sweet spot with her lips AND tongue.

It was an incredibly difficult test of willpower, but I had to push her head out of my lap again. As much as I longed to cum, I had an image to maintain, and I couldn't afford to remain flaccid for the rest of this visit. I might get erect again, but what if I didn't? So I said, "Not now. I don't want to blow just yet."

She pulled off and said, "Awww! I promise I'll go slower! Just a little bit of tongue action, please?" She brought one hand to my balls and the other back to the head of my shaft.

Man! How could I turn down such a heartfelt plea from such a sexy and busty teen? But the worry of my limited recuperative powers drove me to say, "No. We need to get at least reasonably presentable, fast, in case Laura comes in here."

"Awww..." She acted all disappointed, but in fact she was smirking and smiling, happy that she'd managed to trick me, since she was stroking my dick almost as intensely as she'd just been sucking it. For better or worse, my resolve was limited and I couldn't force myself to tell her to stop that too. But at least I figured she could do that for a while before I lost my load, whereas I wouldn't have much chance to hang on for more than a minute or two with her talented tongue in the picture too.

Having reminded myself of Laura and Sue Ellen, I pricked up my ears. I immediately noticed some loud voices, and since the restaurant was so dead I could make out much of what was being said, even though I thought the voices were coming from quite a ways away.

I recognized Sue Ellen's voice yelling, "I'll do what I want! You don't control me!" Then, after a pause, I heard her yell, "So what if he doesn't love me?"

I felt kind of bad eavesdropping in on a private conversation, so I turned to Ruby to talk to her.

But I discovered she'd taken her hand off my balls and was using it to hold her cell phone up to her ear. "Hey! Michelle! Guess where I am! I'm sitting in a booth at Mama Mia's, you know, the Italian restaurant? And I'm with the KING!" She burst into giggles. "'How's it hanging?' Well, that's easy to answer, seeing how my other hand is stroking it! ... Yes way! I've got his frenulum in a death grip, you know, doing the special thumb thing? And he's totally gonna blow at any minute if I keep it up! ... Yes way, right here, right in the middle of the restaurant! I'm sitting on my bare ass, with my pussy leaking all over the plastic! He's like, TOTALLY dominating me!"

She soon switched to talking about Sue Ellen. "Michelle, Sue Ellen is everything we hoped for, and then some! She's totally hot and sexy! She'd fit into our group of friends perfectly. But even better is her attitude. She hasn't so much as touched the King yet, and she's already totally mentally enslaved to it! Plus, she's really nice. You know how you can just tell right away that someone is kind-hearted and loving, without a mean bone in their body? She's exactly like that. I TOTALLY think she should join us! We need to add her into the Plan!"

After Michelle said something, Ruby replied, "Yes, I'm serious! I'm totally serious! You need to be here to see what's happening, to feel it. It's magical! I mean, she took off all her clothes and started strutting around just because he said so! In the middle of a God-damned restaurant! Even I would be afraid to do that!"

I had to admit that I agreed with everything Ruby said about Sue Ellen. There was something special about Sue Ellen that attracted me to her besides her obvious physical and sexual attributes. And Ruby was right that there was something magical in the air. I felt unusually bold and daring because I had a gut feeling that things couldn't go wrong for us when everything seemed so right somehow.

Ruby continued talking to Michelle in this vein for some time. She spent most of the time giving a detailed recap of everything that had happened since we'd arrived, making me feel like I was going through it all again. I was glad to notice that she wasn't directly using my name or the word Daddy, or saying anything else that might sound incestuous. When she needed to refer to me by something, she just used "D" or the "King."

I just closed my eyes and listened to her talking, as I concentrated on what her fingers were doing so I could enjoy it all the better.

I wasn't listening closely enough to hear what Michelle was saying, but I heard Ruby reply, "No, not really. I mean, it's true we're in a restaurant, but we're in this private little back room annex or something. If there are any other customers, they have no clue. But still, it's so exciting!"

After Michelle said something, Ruby went on, "Oh, and I wish you could see what D is doing to Sue Ellen. Oh my GOD! He's so in charge and masterly! It's totally like our... Oh! Wait! I gotta go!" She suddenly hung up the phone.

I'd practically slipped into a trance out of pure pleasure, but I snapped out of it with that and looked around. I didn't see or hear anything at first, but then I heard the clicking of high heels getting nearer.

Ruby was already frantically stuffing my cock and balls back into my shorts, and just managed to accomplish that when Sue Ellen and Laura came walking in through the open doorway.

Laura was looking contrite, but then she saw Ruby and her eyes nearly bugged out of her head.

Ruby looked down, obviously wondering what was wrong, and then saw her chest. The zipper in the front of her fire red blouse was very nearly all the way open. The zipper head was caught at the very bottom of the zipper. One minor adjustment and the whole thing would spring free, although it was almost a moot point, since her nipples and nearly all of her big and perfectly round orbs were completely exposed.

She quickly tried to pull her zipper back up, but it was a difficult struggle, since her ample tits were bursting out all over.

Sue Ellen though, merely coughed, and said, "Laura has something to tell you, sir."

Tearing her eyes from Ruby's chest, Laura bowed her head and said with shame, "I'm sorry. Sorry for peeking."

"Peeking?" I asked. "What's this about?"

Sue Ellen explained, "Earlier, after you SPECIFICALLY told her not to peek, from what I understand, I caught Laura peeking in, as I was walking out. AND I think she was playing with herself, because she was all fidgety and trying to hide her hands."

"I was not!" Laura said hotly, blushing.

"Then why were you hiding your hands? Hmmm?"

"I was... It just..." She stammered, unable to come up with a convincing lie while all three of us were staring at her.

Sue Ellen continued triumphantly, "And then, she has the gall to tell me you're not good enough for me. She even questioned that I broke up with Mike! But I finally talked some sense into her. What else are you supposed to tell him, Laura?"

Staring urgently at the ceiling, Laura continued, "Um, like I said, I'm sorry, and... um... Oh yeah. I promise to keep a good look out."

"And?" Sue Ellen prodded.

"And not peek in again." Laura looked up at me, finally. "Can I go, sir?"

I was flabbergasted at her contrite attitude, especially when she'd been aggressive with me earlier. But I tried to roll with the punches. I casually waved my hand, trying to act bored instead of dumbfounded. "Yes. You're dismissed."

As Laura rushed out of the room, I thought, Man, this is COOL! I'm like the king here! Holding court in the back corner of the restaurant. This is like my private turf now. Thank God for that open doorway. That reminded me to ask, "How was she peeking?"

"She was standing over yonder. Just outside the doorway, looking in at an angle so she could see what I was doing out in the middle of the room, but she couldn't see you and Ruby. So you couldn't see her either."

Hmmm. That's kind of a problem, I noted to myself. It's kind of a flaw in the security of this spot. We'll have to watch for that, somehow. But then again, we're doing pretty damn good, considering we're sitting here in an open restaurant in the middle of the day! Especially now that we've got a secure lookout, we can really go to town! 

True, Laura isn't entirely trustworthy, but if she peeks in on us some more, would that be so bad? Let her have some fun. The main thing is that nobody busts us, and we don't shock any innocent customers. 

I looked at Sue Ellen. She was bursting with confidence, reveling in the success of her confrontation with her friend. She also was bursting with anticipation. She was literally bouncing up and down on her toes. That was doing wonders to her rack, as it bounced around underneath her drab and awful uniform.

I said, "Okay, now that Laura's got our back, we can get comfy. Ruby, you can unzip that front zipper all the way. And Sue Ellen, lose the uniform again already. I like you naked."

"Yes, sir!" Her earlier reluctance was completely gone, and her jealousy seemed to have disappeared too. Zip went the zipper down her back, and she yanked it down hard. Wham! Suddenly, the uniform was bunched up on the floor around her heels. She stepped out of it and handed it to me with a smile.

I looked over at Ruby, who had her blouse wide open once more and was effectively topless. Then I looked back at Sue Ellen, standing there wearing nothing but her high heels and an eager smile. "All right, now that we're all settled, I'm ready to order my food."

"Order?" Sue Ellen was confused. She'd drifted so far from actually doing any waitressing that it was comical. But she tried to recover, and asked, "What would y'all like then, sir?"

"I'll take a piece of cheesecake."

She smiled at that. "Yes, sir! I see that you already have my bra, and the rest of my clothes!" She let out a little squeal of delight as she pondered that.

But I explained, "No, I don't mean that kind of cheesecake, I'm talking about you. Come here and assume the position."

"Yes, sir!" She walked up as close to my seat as she could possibly get and then put her hands on her head and spread her legs wide.

I loved that I hadn't even told her what "assume the position" meant, and she went and did that without asking!

Without comment or question, Ruby reached down to my crotch, unzipped my fly, and pulled out my erection. Like last time, she tugged my shorts down enough to fully expose my balls as well. I loved how she was taking it for granted that I wanted to be stroked while I visually appreciated Sue Ellen's body.

I made no visible reaction to that, nor did I react when Ruby resumed jacking me off. Instead, I reached out and grasped Sue Ellen's right breast with one hand. "Yep. Prime cheesecake. Like I said, you have very, very beautiful breasts. Firm and high, and perfectly round. Cute little pink nipples too. And I love your all-over tan."

She was beaming. "Thank you, sir! I worked hard on that, hard to keep myself fit, but it was never enough. He'd always put me down."

"Who? Mike? What an idiot. He never realized what a treasure you are, did he? I'm definitely going to keep you as one of my sex toys."

I said that last phrase to shock her and see her reaction.

She obviously loved it, because she trembled and moaned. "UUUNNRRGH!" It might have even pushed her into another orgasm. Well, that and my squeezing of her nipple.

"What do you think of that? Are you ready to serve me?"

She stared at Ruby's fingers sliding up and down my shaft and then looked up into my eyes with an almost dreamy and loving gaze. "Yes, sir! So ready! I'm so ready that I almost can't handle it! This is like a dream come true! A dream I didn't even know I had until last night!"

I was reminded of how Michelle and Ruby kept talking about their dreams coming true. That was heady stuff for me. It made me feel really good with the way things were going.

I only had one hand on Sue Ellen's breast, because I was saving the other one to explore elsewhere. I let it slowly slither down her fit stomach. I was impressed to see that she had just the slightest traces of a six pack, which was something neither Michelle nor Ruby had. Any more, and it would have been too muscular, but she had just the right tease of muscularity that showed hers was the kind of stomach you could bounce a coin off of.

As my hand slid down towards her bush, I felt Ruby tap me on my shoulder. "Daddy? Can I suck you some more?" Even though she was jacking me off, apparently that wasn't enough for her.

"Sure," I replied, but I was more focused on Sue Ellen. My fingers kept tracing their way down her taut body, sliding through her dirty-blonde patch.

As I felt a pair of hot lips closing around my dick head, I asked Sue Ellen, "You like that, don't you? You like it when I call you my 'sex toy.'"

"Yes!" she purred. "I love it!"

My index finger reached her unhooded clit, and I pressed down on it.

Her reaction was immediate and most gratifying to me. She shut her eyes and grimaced. "DAN! SIR! DON'T!"

"You don't want me to do that?"

"No! Please do! I just meant - I can't take it! I'm gonna cum again!"

"Then cum. Just don't scream, okay? Especially not that!"

She nodded and clenched her teeth.

My fingers started to trace their way up and down her pussy lips, while my other hand was up on her breasts, working on her nipples. "So, what does that mean to you, to be my sex toy? Define that for me, in your own words."

"Sir, please don't! Don't make me... think about it! Too... hot!"

"I'm asking you a question," I said, as I slipped a finger into her slit. "I expect an answer." I slipped a second finger in, while keeping my thumb on her clit. I quickly confirmed that, unlike Michelle and Ruby, her hymen was long gone.

"That's what it means!" she gasped. "Total obedience, Sir! I'll be your ... your slave!" She growled lustily upon saying that. "URNGH! HNNNG!"

I suspected she'd probably had another orgasm. My two fingers were pumping in and out of her rhythmically now. It looked like she was struggling mightily to keep standing and keep her hands on her head.

Suddenly, I remembered all over again where we were, and I looked around the room. Holy fuck! We're in a restaurant! I wanted to laugh out loud at the absurdity of it all. But I decided that we had things more or less covered. After all, we basically had our own private room, and Laura was supposed to be on the lookout for us. If only there was a door we could close, instead of that open doorway. I hadn't planned on things going this far in a semi-public space, but my libido was driving me on.

Ruby pulled her mouth away from my crotch just long enough to helpfully explain, "We call ourselves his cock slaves." Then she dove back down on my cockhead. However, she was also being very helpful to me. It looked like she was going wild on my cock. But, knowing that I didn't want to cum just yet, and knowing how arousing Sue Ellen had to be for me, she was just gently nursing on it, for now. She seemed to instinctively know how close I was to cumming and managed to keep me right on the edge.

Sue Ellen gasped, "That's what I want to be! Your cock slave! Permission to take my hands off my head, Sir?"

"You may." It was strange, but I somehow sensed she'd started calling me "Sir" with a capital 'S', like it was a formal title instead of the word she called all her male customers.

Her hands flew down to my head, practically clubbing me. But she wasn't trying to hurt me, she just needed something to hold onto in order to help remain standing, and my head was the obvious candidate. Clutching at my short hair, she just managed to steady herself. It was hard for her to keep standing, with her in such a trembling state of excitement, and with her legs spread as widely as hers were.

I asked her, "What about boyfriends? You gonna have any of those?"

"No, Sir! You! Only you!"

"What about me having other lovers? Other cock slaves, even?"

"That's your right! I expect nothing less!"

Wow! This was really heady stuff. I was on a power trip, I must admit. I asked her, "What if I don't touch you for weeks?"

"Then I'll have to suffer! And beg you to let me have a taste! Please. Please! PLEASE!" She stared at my cock with a desperate hunger. Or at least she stared at part of it, since the cockhead and then some was in Ruby's mouth.

My two fingers were really going to town, sliding in and out of her pussy lips, and I assumed her cries of "please" had something to do with that.

"Please, Sir!" she cried out with intense desperation.

"Sssh. Remember, we're in a restaurant. Please, what?"

"Please, you haven't let me touch it yet! I can barely see it!"

That was true. Our eyes went to Ruby. She had just less than half of my erection in her mouth, which was especially impressive since she was coming at it from a non-ideal angle. It was actually better for me that she was down that deep, since there weren't so many nerve endings in that part of my shaft for her lips to stimulate.

She really had me riding on the edge though, what with the sensations arising from the tip of my cock stroking the soft entrance at the back of her mouth that led into her throat. I was feeling such intense pleasure that it was a miracle I could still talk. Luckily, she was taking things slowly and doing all the work, so at least I wasn't short of breath.

I said, "Ruby, please, take my cock out of your mouth, but do it slowly. Carefully. No touching the frenulum, okay?"

As she gingerly raised her head up, trying not to apply too much suction. As she pulled her lips away, Sue Ellen asked, "What's a... what's a..." She was panting so heavily she couldn't finish her question.

But Ruby, once her mouth was clear, said helpfully, "What's a frenulum? That's the 'sweet spot' bundle of nerves just under his cockhead. You know, on the underside. That's what we like to call it, the 'sweet spot.' It's my favorite! Because whenever I rub it like this..." - she already was rubbing it, but she made her motions more obvious - "...it makes him feel really good! You know your way around a cock, right?"

Sue Ellen nodded, and then unexpectedly fell to her knees.

I had to pull my fingers out of her pussy so I wouldn't hurt her as she fell. It was probably just as well, because she looked like she was on the verge of hyperventilating or fainting.

We sat there for a minute, while the three of us slowly came down a bit from our erotic highs.

As my breath came back under control, I remembered all over again that I was really sitting in a functioning restaurant. I commented, "I can't believe there's no customers!"

"Actually, there's two."

That voice really surprised me, because it seemed to be coming from somewhere near and was spoken in a normal conversational manner, and yet it wasn't my voice, or Ruby's voice, or Sue Ellen's voice.

My brain slowly caught up and I realized it was Laura's voice.

"Laura? Is that you?"

"Yes, uh, sir. Sorry for overhearing you, but I'm standing right here and I can't help it."

I looked around but I didn't see her anywhere. Yet her voice sounded so near.

I asked, "Are you peeking again?"

"Um, no! Really!" Her voice was reeking of guilt.

"Laura, nobody's buying that."

"I'm sorry, but what am I supposed to do?! It's so sexual! I've never seen... You've just made her your god damn fucking slave, and she hasn't even touched you yet! How is that possible?!"

Still speaking into the air, since I couldn't see her, I asked, "Laura, are you touching yourself?"

"No! Really, I'm not!"

Her voice sounded more believable this time, and I believed her when she added with a curse, "I can't! The stupid customers! They're up front. I put them as far away as possible. They're just here for a piece of pie. People like our pies."

Sue Ellen was sitting with her ass on her heels, her large breasts swaying back and forth as she gasped for air. Sweat was pouring down her face, and her bangs were even matted down from the moisture.

I motioned at her to raise herself up. It was a struggle, but she sat up on her knees and grasped the table edge with both hands for support.

I said, loud enough for Laura to hear, "I like pie. I like Sue Ellen pie." I ran my fingers through her bush again and back into her slit.

Sue Ellen complained, "Laura, make him stop! He's gonna kill me! Kill me with pleasure!"

"What's he doing?" Laura asked.

"Don't play dumb! I can see you!"

Obviously, Laura had gone back to that spot where she could see Sue Ellen without me being able to see her.

I said, "Laura, check on the customers. What if they have to go to the bathroom?"

"Bathrooms are towards the front, remember?"

Oh yeah. How could I forget? I certainly had a lot of fun in the ladies' room last night. I love this restaurant! The food's average, but damn! The service! First class! And an ideal layout, too! If only they could do something about that doorway. 

I looked at Sue Ellen, struggling to keep herself together as my fingers played hide and seek in her pussy. I had to laugh at the absurdity of it all. I'd never imagined that such wild public sexual activity was even possible in real life. I pulled my fingers back out of her. It was almost an act of mercy, since she was so delirious with lust.

But getting my own shit back together, I said to the disembodied Laura, wherever she was, "Maybe you can get them to leave, if you give them everything they want, fast. And the check."

"Yes, sir. I'm on it."

And I believed it. What's up with her attitude? Suddenly, she's calling me "sir." I hope she's not getting sucked into this whole thing too. I couldn't handle any more "slaves." 

I was forced to gasp out loud as an unexpected wave of pleasure washed over me. Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! Ruby is a sucking and stroking MACHINE! 

Sue Ellen sighed heavily. She let out a great breath. Slowly, she was recovering.

I was calming down quite a lot too, since Ruby wasn't even stroking me now. I looked at Sue Ellen, slumped on the floor there buck naked right in front of me, her pussy absolutely flooded with her own cum and the smell of sex heavy in the air. "So what would you think if I took you as one of my cock slaves?"

"I would be honored, Sir. So, so... so good!" She closed her eyes, and it looked like an orgasm was going to overtake her, just from thinking about that.

I asked, "Do you even know what that would entail?"

"No, and I don't care. I'm sure I'll love it. Ruby, is it as good as I think it is?"

"Better!" Ruby giggled. Nobody seemed to wonder how Ruby could know how good Sue Ellen thought it was. She added, "By the way, I really like you. I mean, I really, really like you. I think we're going to be great friends!"

"Me too!" Sue Ellen said happily enough.

I was astounded at how quickly things had changed, considering that Sue Ellen looked like she'd been ready to murder Ruby when they first met only a short while ago.

I wanted to see how far I could push this incredibly submissive girl kneeling before me. "That's not just a name, you know. 'Cock slave' means you will be a totally devoted sex slave, fully dedicated to pleasing me and my cock."

She bit her lip hard and grasped the edge of the table. More or less under control now, she nodded slightly in understanding.

Wow! She agrees so easily! How can she have any idea what that means? Hell, I'm winging this and even I don't know what that really means yet. I'm floored at what incredible luck has brought this totally pliable hot babe into my life. Or is it just luck, or is it that I had dared? Fortune favors the brave, or so they say. How much have I been missing out on because I haven't been taking bold risks? This confirms that I'm on the right path, riding this wild tiger of lust, and taking other lovers! As long as Mindy doesn't mind, it's all golden! 

I asked her, "So tell me. Do you consider yourself a liberated woman? A feminist?"

"Yes, Sir."

"How do you square that with being one of my cock slaves?"

"I dunno. That's different. Totally different thing. No relation."

I decided to let that slide, for now. Apparently, she didn't see any contradiction. Frankly, I didn't really know where I was going with that, either. I believed in gender rights and all that, so this domination stuff was confusing me. I asked, "Where are you from? I love your Southern accent."

She smiled, probably fondly recalling her home. "Georgia, Sir. But my family moved here seven years ago, so I don't have much accent anymore."

"Georgia, huh? Let's see your Georgia peaches."

"Sir?" But then she giggled and turned around, while staying on her knees. She raised her ass up high and put her head and forearms on the floor.

I reached out and began fondling her ass cheeks. I also slipped a hand between her legs and caressed her pussy lips too. That was something I'd found myself wanting to do with Michelle and Ruby a lot lately, but which I didn't allow myself to do. At least I could let out some of my "pussy-no-go" frustrations with Sue Ellen.

I asked her, "Do you live with your parents?"

"No, Sir. My own small, single apartment. But they're nearby. But it's not fair, Sir!"

"What isn't?"

"You're asking me all these questions and making me love you more and more with the things you're doing to me, but you still haven't let me touch your cock! I'm really ready to cry!"

Ruby, still happily but slowly stroking away on my shaft, snickered loudly at that.




Chapter 30



Looking at Sue Ellen in all her glorious nakedness, I said to her, "Very well. I needed a little break, but I think I'm ready now. No thanks to you." I shot a mock angry look at Ruby, but she knew I was just playing around. I could hardly be angry at the fact that she was intermittently stroking my erection. 

I suggested to both of them, "Let's rearrange ourselves a little, shall we?" I finally got out of my seat. I stretched my legs as I paced around a little bit in our little room. I was finally able to discover the spot where Laura had been standing, and where she was still watching us. I gave her a friendly wave, not really caring that my balls were hanging out and my erection was pointing straight out.

She blushed and waved back, but her eyes were glued to my crotch.

Hmmm. Problem. She's definitely getting sucked in. I walked up to her, my stiff dick swaying wildly as I did. I stood just on the inside of the open doorway, but poked my head out a little bit. It was an incredible feeling! I could see most of the restaurant from this spot, including the two customers up in front, yet there I was, my package hanging in the wind and two stone foxes in various stages of undress behind me, waiting for me to come back so they could play with my cock.

Then there was Laura gawking at me from only about five feet away. I gave her another appraising look. I definitely wouldn't kick her out of bed for eating crackers, especially with those breasts. She's certainly young enough to keep my wife from getting jealous; I'll bet she goes to the local college with Sue Ellen. However, I know this sounds callous, but why should I settle for anything less than top-of-the-line sirloin steak when I've got Mindy, Michelle, Ruby, and now Sue Ellen too? The problem is, there's only so much of me to go around. I'd rather be with the ones I love the most. 

I whispered towards her, "Laura, you're certainly a beautiful woman..." (And she was. She was a little heavy for my taste, but my standards were absurdly high.) "And I admit that I'm getting a kick from your watching us, and even fantasizing about you joining us. But I can't keep asking every beautiful woman I see to join my harem, er group, or whatever it's called."

She stiffened at that, and her face showed a mixture of shock and disappointment.

"If I keep doing that, I'm going to spread myself too thin to do right by my wife - or my group. On the other hand, I think it would be sexy as hell to watch you and Sue Ellen together sometime. Maybe I'll even let you and her take turns on my cock one of these days - if you're a very good girl. Hmmm, I should probably ask Sue Ellen when your birthday is."

I added that last part as if talking more to myself than to her. Her shocked expression grew into a look of awe. And I saw her knees tremble. I had said it mostly as a joke or a tease, but I realized now that I would have to do something nice for her; maybe not that, but something, and soon. The last thing I needed was someone who knew so much about me feeling jealous and left out. For now though, a little frustration would be good for her.

She sniffled, "You don't like me because I'm fat! Is that why you don't want to have sex with me and let me join your group?"

"Nooooo!" I replied. "The thing is, everything that's happened with Sue Ellen was a freak accident. It started out as a lark, and somehow I wound up with commitments. I don't want commitments from anybody! If some supermodel walked through the door and begged me to have sex with her, I'd say no, simply because I'm way too overcommitted already."

"You're just saying that," she pouted. "I'll bet if I lost thirty pounds, you'd reconsider."

I was trying to think up a reply to that. She would look a lot sexier if she lost thirty pounds, but if I told her that, that could send the wrong message. But not saying anything wouldn't be exactly honest, either. And I had to be very wary of anything I said for fear of making further commitments.

Seconds passed as I tried to think up an answer, and Laura took my lack of a quick response as confirmation that I'd fuck her only if she was thinner.

She decided to seize the bull by the horns. "A-ha! I'm right! Well, I'll show you! I'll lose that extra weight in no time, you'll see! Then I'll claim my reward." She winked at me. She certainly wasn't lacking in confidence.

I was still at a loss over what to say, so, using a trick known to married men everywhere, I made a grunt that could be taken in whatever way the person being addressed wished to take it. Hoping to quickly change the topic, I said, "By the way, thanks for looking out for us." I winked at her.

I was a bit perturbed by how confident she was acting now. She was almost smirking, as if her losing weight and then having sex with me was a foregone conclusion already. What is it with the women around me and all the smirking they do?!

When I turned around, I saw Ruby and Sue Ellen standing there staring at me, patiently waiting. Sue Ellen, bless her heart, had her hands on her head and her legs spread wide again in a formal, submissive pose. Talk about a dick-stiffening sight!

I went back to "my" booth and sat on the edge of the table. The table was at a good height for me to sit on and was also ideal for blowjob purposes. My balls were feeling a bit pinched by the bottom edge of my shorts, so I slid them down my thighs a little bit myself this time. (I wanted to keep them on in case there was an emergency.) "Ruby, we're all gonna have fun, but let's let Sue Ellen go first, okay? She's been waiting long enough."

Ruby nodded.

Seeing my redheaded daughter standing there, in her hot black miniskirt and her fire red blouse framing the sides of her bared huge round breasts, I wanted to eat her all up. I found myself losing my focus as I stared at the rivulets of cum flowing down her thighs and the beads of sweat trickling down towards her nipples. Even her belly button looked yummy. I wanted to play with her body forever!

But I finally managed to yank my eyes away and look at Sue Ellen. Now that I could basically compare their naked bodies side to side, it was clear that Sue Ellen was every bit Ruby's physical equal, except for a couple of things. Ruby had a very sexy face with perfect features, the kind of arresting face you'd see on a female newscaster and find yourself saying, "Now they're just out and out hiring porn stars!" 

Whereas Sue Ellen had more of the "girl next door" face. Unusually beautiful, for sure, but it didn't scream "sex." Her breasts were a little smaller, and her hips were a bit narrower, but she was 'small' and 'narrow' only by comparison to Ruby and Michelle. By any other standards, Sue Ellen was as stacked and curvy as you could possibly desire. But although Ruby was extremely fit (as was Michelle), Sue Ellen was even more of a fitness buff. She had thighs that looked like they could crush coconuts!

Objectively speaking, it was almost a toss-up as to which one was more desirable, although I had a strong pro-Ruby bias since I'd known her and loved her like a daughter for so long.

I wondered if maybe we should stop. Maybe I was pushing my luck too far. After all, we were in a public place, secluded and guarded though it was. But seeing the lusty and extremely frustrated look on Sue Ellen's face, I decided it would be downright cruel to delay her any longer.

Finally getting down to it, I said, "Sue Ellen, fall to your knees."

She dropped down and stared at my throbbing erection with an awestruck look of wonder.

"You can touch it," I told her.

Her hands reached out and grasped my pole firmly. Her face was beaming with pleasure, yet she was still blushing red, probably mostly from before.

Ruby advised, "Don't be afraid of it. I know it seems impossibly thick, like some kind of flesh-and-blood Coke can, but if I can fit it in my mouth, you can too. You can do it!"

Sue Ellen nodded without taking her eyes off the objective of her desire. I thought she might stop there and get to know my shaft a little bit with her hands before proceeding onwards, but no, she had an even better and bolder idea. Her head drew closer and closer, and just like that, suddenly she somehow had my entire cockhead inside of her straining mouth!

After the arduous performances of Ruby and Michelle this morning to do the same, I knew that couldn't have been easy for her. My Hellions had practiced on a dildo model of my erection for a long, long time, so they had to be used to the size. But Sue Ellen somehow made it seem like she could handle it without much difficulty.

Ruby gasped. And then she exclaimed in a clearly impressed voice, "You GO, girl!"

My God, the way Sue Ellen managed to cram all that cock-meat in so quickly was a true wonder! That showed how badly she wanted it, all of it, right away. She stared up into my face with adoring eyes as her lips started to slide back and forth. But she kept all the oral action on or near the cockhead so her hands could work on stroking the rest.

As I stared back down at her, I thought, What a waste! Here's this total jewel! This priceless treasure, working at this crappy restaurant and apparently with a crappy boyfriend, struggling to make her way while living in some tiny crappy apartment. A beauty like her deserves so much more! I'm so glad I found her and rescued her from obscurity. She shouldn't be serving tables all day, she should be serving my cock! THIS is where she belongs! On her knees, between my legs, sucking on my cock! 

I liked those thoughts so much that I repeated some of them to her. "Sue Ellen, you're a priceless treasure. A jewel! You deserve so much more than this waitress job. You shouldn't be serving tables all day; you should be serving my cock!"

Despite the fact that she had a good third of my erection in her mouth, keeping her lips straining around my imposing girth, I could tell that she would be smiling widely if she could. Her head nodded too. Yet at the same time, tears were starting to leak from her eyes, maybe because she was straining so much to keep my boner in her mouth.

Ruby was sitting next to me by this time, her top still wide open. She leaned towards me and whispered in my ear, "You have NO IDEA how HOT I'm getting from watching her blow you! You just met her yesterday, and now look at her: naked, kneeling, and serving your cock!"

Ruby groaned so lustily after saying that that I was compelled to looked her way. I saw that she was playing with herself.

She continued in a blissed-out voice, "Her passion for you is so great, so wonderful. It's almost better than blowing you myself, and I really mean that. Just look at the strain on her face, the tears leaking from her eyes. She's obviously only used to normal-sized dicks, and had no idea just how much better and fatter a real man's cock would be! Look at her struggle to breathe and to keep her jaw that wide open. God, it's such a fucking epic battle! But she's slowly getting the hang of it. It's a true inspiration!"

Indeed, Sue Ellen was leaking tears from her eyes. I found that concerning. But she seemed determined to keep going.

Ruby walked up behind Sue Ellen and patted her reassuringly on her shoulder. Then she ran a hand through her hair. "Just look at you, Sue Ellen. You go, girl! You're a real cocksucker now. That's what we do; that's the most important part of our duties, short of getting fucked by our master. We suck it and stroke it all day long. Can you believe how HUGE it is? It's like shoving a fucking baseball bat in your mouth, isn't it?"

Sue Ellen was sweating and more tears of exertion were trickling down her face, but she managed a slight nod. Her lips were hardly moving. However, her eyebrows were furrowed in concentration as she tried to lick my sweet spot while coping with the thick invasion. She was a real trooper.

Ruby asked, "Do you think you could get used to that? Sucking on it like this every single day?"

Sue Ellen nodded. The act of nodding got her lips to slide a little bit.

I found myself thinking, What is it with submissive girls?! She doesn't have to be doing this. Nobody's forcing her. She looks like she's really struggling. Why does she want this?! 

Ruby continued, "You'll get used to it soon enough, don't worry. I haven't done it that many times myself, but already I need it daily. I NEEEEED it! I crave that feeling of having my mouth stretched wide so I can take my man, my KING, inside all the way until he's tickling my tonsils. I'm really psyched that you'll be joining us, since there's more than enough Dan cock for you, Michelle, and me, not to mention Mindy, of course. It'll be fun! We can be friends!"

Sue Ellen's eyes went extremely wide. She was practically doing the Roger Rabbit thing, even as her lips slid forward and back with great suction.

I couldn't figure out why Ruby's comment shocked her so much, given all the other things that had been said, but then it hit me like a heart attack: Michelle! SHIT! The cat's out of the bag! Sue Ellen knows that Michelle is my daughter! My real genetic daughter! Shit, shit, shit! 

But what could I do? I certainly didn't want to say anything aloud about it, knowing that Laura was almost certainly listening. I'd just have to roll with this one and see where it took me.

However, as the time passed and Sue Ellen threw all her energy into pleasing my cock, it slowly dawned on me that she couldn't mind that much about the incest factor, or she would have pulled my hard-on out of her mouth a while ago. In fact, Sue Ellen was sucking, moaning, and stroking like her life depended on it. Her tongue, especially, was extremely active, flitting about all over the surface of my cockhead like a hummingbird. It was a truly remarkable effort, especially considering that she hadn't been trained and conditioned to deal with my size like Michelle and Ruby had.

Ruby was hot to trot, and kept very busy rubbing her stiff nipples against my side while frigging her pussy. But apparently that wasn't enough for her, and there wasn't much more she could do with me since my cock was, shall we say, very occupied. So, with her top dangling uselessly around her waist, she went over and knelt next to Sue Ellen. I thought she might be wanting in on some dual blowjob action, but it appeared she didn't want to butt in on what Sue Ellen was doing. Instead, she began whispering in her ear.

I couldn't tell what she was whispering, but it had to be very arousing because Sue Ellen's eyes kept opening wider and wider with surprise, and the passion and effort she was putting into the blowjob increased even more.

I didn't even know it was possible for her to get more passionate, given that tears were still flowing from her eyes due to her sheer effort. But I could tell that somehow she'd entered some kind of zone of pure bliss. I have never seen such a blissed out facial expression, despite the "cock log" right in the middle of it, with her lips stretched almost absurdly wide around it. She was on cloud nine! But at the same time, her amazing "hummingbird" tongue work continued to great effect.

Ruby spoke a bit louder. Maybe she wanted me to hear this part. She told Sue Ellen, "Now, you'll notice he hasn't cum yet. Any normal man would have cum by now. Even most studly master types would have. But we have a VERY special master, with very special stamina! He was already great, and then the past few years Mindy has been training him to improve his endurance so he could handle having a harem."

I thought, She has?! Waaaait a minute! Maybe she has after all. She went from complaining I lasted too long to goading me to last even longer. She helped me master the PC muscle squeezing trick and other tricks. All kinds of little things she said and did are coming clear now. Jesus! This has been a conspiracy going back who knows how long?! 

Ruby continued, "Don't think you're gonna make him cum by putting more into it. That's not how this works. He'll cum when he damn well pleases. You job is to keep him throbbing with pleasure for as long as possible. In fact, cumming is bad, because that often means the fun is over. So if you feel he's right on the cusp, try to ease up, okay?"

Sue Ellen couldn't talk, but she made a thumbs up gesture to show she agreed. Then she closed her eyes and tried to step up her efforts another notch. She still hadn't pulled her lips off for even a moment since she'd first engulfed my boner.

Sue Ellen was doing such a great job that I soon lost all track of where I was. I guess I'd been making a lot of noise, and Sue Ellen too, because after a while I heard Laura say through the doorway, "Um, could you guys keep it down? The moaning... it's too loud!"

I asked Ruby, since she could see Laura from where she stood, while I could not, "What's Laura doing, Ruby? Is she keeping a good watch?"

Ruby remained wrapped behind Sue Ellen, providing moral support, if not advice whispered into her ear. She said, "Well, she's kind of looking at us like 99% of the time and glancing over at the customers every once in a while. And she's kind of doubled over like someone punched her in the gut."

"Laura," I said, loudly, "please check on the customers. Sue Ellen will keep it down. Won't you?"

Sue Ellen had reduced her moaning quite a lot already. The plus for me was that she was forced to scale back her ambitious cock-pleasing efforts as a result, because she found she couldn't go all out without moaning wildly into my shaft. That was good, because again I was too close to cumming to handle it much longer.

As I sat there on the table edge, running my eyes up and down Ruby's and Sue Ellen's incredible bodies, I idly wondered what would happen if those two customers got curious why the only waitress in the place kept staring into some seemingly unimportant room near the back and decided to check out the room for themselves. That actually was fairly probable, now that I thought about it. What would we do?

I could pull my shorts up and at least technically be covered up. Ruby could probably zip up her red top, if she had enough warning. But Sue Ellen would be a goner. Hell, I'd lost track of where her uniform even was. Somewhere on the floor, probably. Not only that, but she looked like somebody in the middle of a massive sex marathon. She was simply drenched with sweat, for one thing. Actually, we all were. Plus there were all those tears streaming down her face. Things had gotten pretty damn out of control!

Let's say the customers came over. What's the worst that could happen? We'd basically have to say, "You got me." What could they do, then? I suppose they could take it up with the manager. The manager! That's a problem. I remember Mindy saying something about the manager usually not coming in until about 4:30, and Sue Ellen confirmed the manager wasn't here yet, but she told me that a while ago. What time is it? What if the MANAGER walks in on us? Sue Ellen and Laura would get fired, for starters. 

I probably should wrap this up, huh? Every minute we're here, it gets increasingly dangerous. Besides, I'm totally ready to blow. But I should let Ruby have a little fun first. She's been second-fiddle for a while now. 

Slipping back into dominating mode (which actually seemed really easy to do - I just have to tell someone what to do instead of asking them to do it), I said, "Sue Ellen, stop for a sec."

Like Michelle and Ruby, Sue Ellen seemed to interpret "stop" to mean "don't stroke and suck my cock quite so much." I had to laugh out loud at the way she stopped sliding her lips to show that she'd stopped, yet her tongue was still frantically busy inside her mouth. Once again, she was using her amazing hummingbird technique. As if I wouldn't notice that!

I said, "One of the key things about being one of my cock slaves is that you can't have jealousy. None. Zip. Remember that I'm a married man, for starters, so a sex toy and cock slave is all you'll ever be, if you stick with me. I saw you were quite jealous when I came in with Ruby."

She drew back with an extra long stroke until my cockhead was completely out of her mouth. She quickly said, "I'm over that! We're friends now." She looked to Ruby and smiled. Then she lovingly kissed my piss hole and stuffed the whole of my cockhead back in her mouth. Then she resumed bobbing on it, even though I'd just told her to stop that.

"I hope so," I chided her, acting like I was very doubtful. "Right now you can show me that you're capable of sharing by sharing my cock with Ruby. You take the right side and she'll take the left. Then, when I'm ready to blow, which will be soon, I'm gonna blow in your mouth or maybe all over your faces. Get ready for anything. Okay?"

She nodded as her tongue flicked on my sweet spot at incredible speeds.

Damn! How is it possible that I haven't climaxed already? Heck if I know, but I'm sure the many times I'd climaxed earlier in the day helped a lot. It's like my cock has reached a plateau of pleasure and can stay there indefinitely. Jesus! Maybe Ruby was right and Mindy had somehow "trained" me without my even realizing it. I just hope that I have some cum left to give when I finally do cum, because I'm eager for Sue Ellen to taste it! 

Ruby dropped to her knees and got into position as Sue Ellen shuffled over a bit to make room. Ruby still had her top on around her waist, and her skirt on too (although she had it flipped up so often, so she could frig herself, that I'd forgotten it was there). But she looked at me and said, "I seem terribly overdressed for the occasion. Somehow, when a cock slave sucks her master's cock, it just doesn't seem right unless she's totally naked. Don't you agree, Sue Ellen?"

Our nude waitress nodded her head, so she wouldn't have to stop her tongue work. She stared wide-eyed as Ruby took off what remained of her clothes and left them scattered on the floor. But she finally pulled her lips all the way off my shaft to give Ruby some room.

But nothing happened to me yet, because Sue Ellen needed a breather. She took heavy breaths with her head bowed down.

Ruby put a hand on her back supportively. "You okay?"

Sue Ellen nodded. Then she looked up at me, and over at Ruby, with a fire in her eyes. "That was soooo good! I love it! I'm hooked! I'm totally hooked!"

Ruby giggled gaily and patted her back. "That's the spirit! How does it compare to sucking on a normal cock?"

Sue Ellen had recovered more or less. She eagerly explained, "Ohmigod! So different! With Mike, it was boring and demeaning. A chore. But with Dan, it's so much MORE demeaning, and way more difficult, but I love it! It makes me feel like I'm a..."

Ruby helpfully suggested, "Cock slave? Sex toy? Fuck pet?"

"YES! All of those things! It's just SO MUCH BIGGER! Waaay thicker! Waaay better! Oh God, I need more! Why are we just talking with THIS right here?" She bumped her nose against the tip of my cock. "We could be sucking it off together!"

My buxom redhead daughter winked at her, and said gaily, "Good point! I hope we're going to be doing this together a lot!" Then she started slurping up and down on her side of my stiff pole.

"Me too!" Sue Ellen immediately began doing the same on her side.

Within seconds, the two of them were both licking on my sweet spot, and as a result their tongues bumped together. They giggled at that, and went right back licking. Their tongues kept on touching because they both loved my sweet spot so much, but they made it work.

I closed my eyes and focused all my energy on not cumming. Jesus! The selflessness of these girls! It seems their submission is total. All they want to do is please me! Is that really possible? How come I've never heard of this kind of thing happening before? This is so wild! I mean, they're kneeling naked in the middle of a FUCKING RESTAURANT! Licking my cock together! I don't even remember having fantasies this crazy, but it's actually happening to me in the flesh! 

And Mindy! My wife actually approves! When she hears about this, I just know she's gonna be over the moon and then probably demand that I give her pussy a good workout! Am I the fucking luckiest guy on Earth, or what?! 

Man, what a rush! 

The things they were doing to my erection together were simply indescribable. I lost track of the tongues, lips, and hands, because they seemed to be everywhere at once. It was all just one great big blur of pleasure.

I kept forgetting that I was in a restaurant, but every now and then I'd open my eyes and that fact would hit me with an intoxicating rush of alarm. It felt good though. It was like I was getting high on the danger. The great thing was that I would freak out and then relax some, as it hit me that, although I was in a restaurant, I was probably pretty safe. After all, we even had Laura keeping guard. So I had the thrill of the danger without all the actual danger. At least, that was the plan.

Still, it was staggering to occasionally remind myself, I have two total stone foxes, completely nude, and sharing my cock! TWO! And we're in a restaurant! A fucking restaurant! Holy fucking Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! I mean, when I came here today I thought I'd play around with Sue Ellen and confiscate her undies, but I honestly had no idea we'd go THIS far! 

When I finally came, it was almost a let-down. Sure, I got to experience the joy of some long seconds of absolutely exquisite pleasure. And it was a particular delight watching Sue Ellen and Ruby press their nearest cheeks together, close their eyes, and brace for the coming cum blast, just as if they'd been doing that together for years. It was an even bigger pleasure getting to "paint" their beautiful faces. I must admit that I spent a lot longer painting Sue Ellen with my cum, since this was her first blowjob with me.

But it lasted such a short time! And while it felt unbelievably great, it wasn't THAT much better than the seeming hours of pleasure I'd had ever since Ruby started stroking my boner back on the deck in my backyard earlier in the day. Or, hell, ever since the Gruesome Twosome "tickle attack" this morning.

Then it was all over. That was the biggest let-down, knowing that it was over. No more back room restaurant fun, at least not today. At least I wasn't the only one who'd had a great time. And it did end with a big bang!

When I finally opened my eyes again and reacquainted myself with my surroundings, I saw that somehow I was still perched on the table edge. Ruby and Sue Ellen were both lying flat on the floor, obviously totally overwhelmed from the experience. To my delight, a goodly amount of my cum had wound up on Sue Ellen's face, and it looked like a rope or two had splattered down her tits. There was even one long splat that nearly reached her belly button.

There were some streaks of cum across Ruby's face, although less than half as much as the amount of Sue Ellen's face.

I'm not sure what it was, but something about seeing their cummy faces did something to me on a profound level. I felt a strange compulsion to keep their faces drenched in my cum all the time!

Looking at what I'd done, I just had to laugh out loud yet again. It's amazing enough that something like this could happen anywhere, but in a restaurant, with a couple of real customers up in front? Unreal! Just wait until Mindy hears about this! 

I could probably do this every day for a month and I'd still feel totally blown away each and every time; that's the kind of person I am. I've been conscientious of social convention all my life, so when I break those conventions it feels like violating a strong taboo.

We were still like that a couple of minutes later, when Laura walked in. She was carrying a tray, and said, "I brought you some drinks. I'm sure you all are thirsty." She handed me a Coke. She seemed surprisingly cool about the whole situation.

I normally don't drink soft drinks, but I grabbed the Coke and took a big chug. "Aaaaah! Thanks." I didn't care that I was sitting there with my shorts down to my knees in front of a strange woman, with two more girls lying naked near my feet. My cum-soaked flaccid penis was hanging out in the open. It didn't seem much of a big deal compared to everything else that had happened to me lately. I didn't even bother to cover up.

Laura looked down at Ruby and Sue Ellen, but neither of them were in any condition to drink, since they were both plastered to the floor. They were breathing deeply and had their eyes not been open I would have assumed they were fast asleep.

I asked Laura, "So, are we good? You were pretty mad at me earlier."

"Yeah, well, let's not talk about that, okay? This is all pretty embarrassing."

I could have teased her a little bit. But I decided to cut her some slack, and I just nodded. Truthfully, she'd been a great help. We could hardly have done anything without her help as a lookout.

She looked at the cum-faced Ruby, whose soaked pussy was on complete display, and then over at Sue Ellen, with much more of my cum slowly sliding down her cheeks. She asked me, "Sir, could I... Could I ask a favor?"

"Sure. Shoot."

"Could I take a picture or two? I have a camera with me."

But something dawned on me. "Hey! What about the customers?"

"Oh. Them? They left a long time ago."

"Weren't they curious about you staring into this room most of the time?"

She smiled. "Yeah. I kinda pretended to be a horrible waitress, and I told them I was busy watching my favorite soap on TV."

"Ah. Clever."

"So... About the pictures?"

I asked, "Why do you want to take pictures?"

"Oh, I won't take many, just one or two, of Sue Ellen. Just look at her. Don't you think that deserves a picture?"

Pictures were obviously a big security risk. But looking at my two beautiful girls splayed out on the floor, limbs akimbo, I couldn't resist. This was easily one of the most intense experiences of my life, only rivaled by some other experiences in recent days, and I wanted something to remember it by. I had Laura promise that Sue Ellen would take possession of the digital camera immediately afterwards and keep sole possession of all the pictures. Happily, Laura agreed.

Funnily enough, I completely trusted Sue Ellen, even though in fact she was nearly as much a stranger to me as Laura was.

So Laura ended up taking some pictures. Actually, it turned out to be practically a full-on photo shoot, once Sue Ellen and Ruby revived. Laura took most of the pictures while I generally kept a look out (since I was the only other one at least semi-presentable, at least at first). I pretty much let the girls do whatever they wanted to do.

Everybody got their photo taken, singly and in pairs or groups, while at the same time we slowly cleaned up the room and got dressed. Most of them ended up being nude pictures of Sue Ellen and/or Ruby, although Laura was in a few of them. Heck, I could tell that Laura was tempted to take her uniform off, but she chickened out.

Things got pretty steamy at one point, when Laura started taking pictures of Ruby and Sue Ellen rubbing their tremendous bare racks together, and then Ruby leaned forward and began licking my ropes of cum off Sue Ellen's face. That led to some steamy French kissing between the two girls.

I was very pleased to see that Sue Ellen had some bisexual tendencies at the very least. That boded well for future group harmony. Plus, it was super sexy.

Laura probably had those tendencies too, judging by how flushed and excited she was getting. I had to cough and clear my throat a few times to make sure things didn't go too far.

There was very little talking though, as apparently Ruby and Sue Ellen weren't sure what to say with Laura around. I knew I felt uncomfortable about that too. On one hand, she'd helped us out a great deal by keeping a look out, but on the other hand she wasn't part of our group.

Ruby and Sue Ellen kept on French kissing each other, even when they didn't have the excuse of getting their pictures taken.

So, at one point, I asked Sue Ellen, "Have you ever kissed a girl like that before?"

She replied earnestly, "No, never! I'm not that way at all! Sure, I appreciate the sight of a beautiful woman's body, but I never thought I'd do this!" She looked down at her hands and saw she was fondling Ruby's breasts. She quickly let go.

I said, "I don't mind at all. Really. In fact, I like it. I'm just curious."

Ruby immediately pulled Sue Ellen close, with a firm hold on her ass cheeks. They French kissed some more, and rubbed their sizable racks together for good measure.

But Sue Ellen broke the kiss relatively quickly to say to me, "I don't know what's happening to me! Is it just that I'm so incredibly horny after the greatest sexual experience of my life? Is it that I'm flying from being told that I might get to be one of your cock slaves, maybe even permanently? Is it that I'm feeling this great bond with Ruby after we shared that dreamy double blowjob? Is it that we're naked in the middle of 'Mama Mia's?' Is it that Ruby's just about the most beautiful woman I've ever seen, and she's a great kisser to boot? Is it that I'm dreaming I'm kissing you? Oh God! I could go on and on! It's all too much! It's like I never really lived until today!"

I suggested, "It's probably a little bit of each of those things, and maybe some more things besides. Don't worry about it."

She just nodded, or tried to, because she and Ruby were already necking some more!

It was a real bear for me to finally convince Sue Ellen to put her uniform back on and go to the ladies' room to wash up. She almost cried, because she knew it meant the whole experience was coming to an end.




Chapter 31

 

Some other customers started drifting in, finally, and then the manager Paula did. I was beginning to wonder how the place even stayed open for business. That spurred us on to get our act together, even though Paula pretty much went straight to some office deeper in the bowels of the building.

Sadly, Sue Ellen had been right: while Paula was female, she was certainly no head turner. Plus, she was even older than me. I certainly didn't want her to get sucked into our sex games too.

But Laura turned out to be pretty cool. Even after more and more customers started to arrive, she covered for Sue Ellen, so she could still sit with us at our table.

We were fully dressed and cleaned up by then, and had seemingly emptied out a couple of bottles of air freshener. The room smelled like one giant lemon. But Sue Ellen was almost desperate for us not to go, so we decided to just stay and chat with her for a while.

Ruby and Sue Ellen were becoming fast friends. It was remarkable. Everything they'd experienced together, especially their shared cock licking, had formed a bond. They even kept their arms around each other as they sat in the booth, like they couldn't bear to let the other one go.

One particular exchange stands out in my mind. Ruby, Sue Ellen, and Laura were sitting and relaxing fully clothed in "our" booth while I stood guard at the open doorway, checking for customers (at this point, none had arrived yet). The girls started talking about me as if I wasn't there, even though they knew full well I was within hearing range.

Laura commented to Sue Ellen, "It's so crazy that you'd totally submit yourself to a complete stranger like that."

Sue Ellen replied, "I know, and I did, but then I found out Dan's NOT a stranger! I'd heard about him from high school and actually I already knew Ruby a little bit already. Dan's like a legend in his own time!"

"Really?" Laura asked, her curiosity piqued. "How so?"

"He's not just any Dan Cooper, he's THE Dan Cooper! Can you believe how lucky I am?!"

Laura said, "That name means nothing to me. I'm two years older than you, remember? What might have been legendary your year was probably after my time."

"That may be so," Sue Ellen answered, "but I know y'all know what I'm talking about. Remember a couple of months ago, those two girls who came in and were giggling and gossiping up a storm? You MUST know, because it was before my time, but you were the one who told me all about it! That probably doesn't ring a bell for you just yet, but you told me how they were going on and on about a man named Dan, and how they got so excited that they went to the ladies' room. I think you remember what you told me they did there."

Laura started to blush. "You're talking about the two high schoolers that I caught naked and totally getting it on in one of the stalls? Those two? I couldn't even get them to leave! They were like... superglued to each other. THOSE two?"

"Yep!" Sue Ellen said proudly. "And the Dan they got so hot about was our very own Dan Cooper, standing right over there! I'm sure of it, because I found out later they were acquaintances of mine."

"Oh," Laura answered, understanding. "Wow!"

Ruby butted in, asking Sue Ellen, "Do you remember their names?"

"Sure. It was Nina and Sheba."

Ruby smiled, smug and proud. "Yep. Then they were talking about Dan. They've had the hots for him ever since the campfire incident."

"The what?" both Laura and Sue Ellen asked at the same time, clearly not getting the reference.

Ruby started explaining the infamous "campfire incident" until I interrupted them with the news that a customer had come in. When Laura walked past me to tend to the customer, she stared at me with a blatant fiery gaze. I felt like I was a piece of juicy steak and she was a slobbering, hungry wolf.

When Laura came back a short time later, Sue Ellen went right back to being my number one fan. She said her, "So, maybe you didn't recognize the name Dan Cooper, but what about Daniel Cooper?"

"What's the difference?"

"That's the name he puts on his books. He's a world famous author!"

I cut in. "Hold on. I'm certainly not 'world famous.' I'm just one of thousands who makes a living writing."

Sue Ellen protested, "Not hardly! I hear it's really hard to make a living as a writer. And Mindy tells me that you do very well."

I said modestly, "We get by. Of course, Mindy's legal work is a very big part of that."

Laura asked me, "What kind of stuff do you write?"

Sue Ellen enthusiastically replied on my behalf, "All kinds of stuff! He's done fiction AND non-fiction! But his focus is on historical fiction. He's got this one series about life in the Roman Empire called 'The Centurion' that's VERY popular. And it's brilliant stuff!"

I turned to Sue Ellen and asked her, "How do you know all that? I'm no Stephen King. I'm sure you never heard of my writings or read any of them before."

Sue Ellen seemed to be bursting with pride at my accomplishments. "That was true last night. But after I found out you were an author, I raced to the bookstore this morning and bought all of your books I could find. Unfortunately, they only had six of them, but I'll get the rest later. And I've only just started reading the first book in the Centurion series, and I didn't get far because I had volleyball practice and now this job. But I love it already!"

She looked so apologetic that she somehow didn't magically own and read all my books already that I had to say, "Thanks, but you don't really have to do that."

"Oh, but I do! If you're going to be my man, and I'm going to be one of your women, of course I want to support you in any way I can! And it's so easy because I love a good page-turner and I love history, so how can I not love your books?"

Ruby said proudly, "Yeah, I've read all his books. He is a pretty damn great writer. It makes sucking on his cock that much sweeter, doesn't it?"

"Totally!"

I looked at Sue Ellen with a pretend cross face. "Hey! I'll give you two hours to stop complimenting me. Two hours, tops!"

She was frightened at first, thinking I was serious, but then she broke into the most adorable smile. And hearing her laugh and giggle was truly like music to my ears. This was a girl who was meant to be happy, and deserved to be.

The more I got to know Sue Ellen, the more I liked her. She seemed like a good, nice kid. She had a "girl next door" personality to go with her wholesome "girl next door" looks. She was a little shy, a little unlucky in love, and a few other things, but all in all it was obviously that she was a very friendly, kind, and moral person. (Well, moral if one didn't count her new "cock slave" status!)

Ruby and Sue Ellen continued getting on like a house on fire. They told me that the dual cocksucking was a real bonding experience, which is what I'd already expected. Ruby joked that to get them to bond any closer I'd have to use ropes. Sue Ellen blushed at that, seemingly both frightened and excited by that idea. They were already so close that Ruby was able to tease Sue Ellen about how jealous she'd looked when we first came into the restaurant. That seemed like ancient history already, for all of us.

It turned out that they'd hardly known each other before. It was more a case of knowing of the existence of the other person. Kids in different grades didn't mix much because all their classes were different and so forth. Sue Ellen knew Nicky a bit better, but it was a stretch to call them friends, and they'd completely lost contact the minute they'd graduated from high school. Most all of their friends had fallen away also as they'd made new college friends.

We didn't talk about Michelle directly, especially since Laura was still coming and going from our room from time to time, and thankfully Laura remained totally oblivious of who Michelle was. But Sue Ellen made a point of telling me she was "very cool with all my other lovers," while looking me right in the eye. She knew that I knew that she knew, and basically, she didn't care about the incest.

That was a huge relief! Again, I had to thank my lucky stars. I'd caught so many lucky breaks with Sue Ellen that it wasn't even funny.

But what was funny was when Sue Ellen started to describe some of the alleged "Dan Cooper incidents" that she'd heard about. Some of them had a basis in truth, like the story about what happened to my bathing suit during Nicky's sixteenth birthday party, but there also were great exaggerations to go along with some of them.

However, other stories were made up out of whole cloth. Mindy, when she gets really horny, likes to tell me, "Fuck me like a superman!" But this Dan Cooper of legend, he really did sound like some kind of sexual superhuman. I had to laugh over and over at all the exploits I'd supposedly done over the years. Some of them were obviously urban legends that just got passed around and embellished, simply for the fun of it. Then my name somehow got attached as part of a local variation.

I tried to convince Sue Ellen that the stories only contained a tiny kernel of truth, if that, but I don't think she believed me. She pointed out what had happened at Mama Mia's today and last night, and basically made the argument that if that was true, why couldn't the other stories be true? It was hard to argue against that without any proof, and I guessed that maybe we were developing some new stories to add to the 'legend.' I had to remind Sue Ellen that I didn't want any of these stories released to wider circulation.

I liked her! I really, really did. She seemed to be just a good kid all around. I instinctively trusted her, as I mentioned before, and I decided to trust her completely. She could keep the photographs (although I made her promise to give Mindy a set), and she could keep the secret about Michelle, or at least I hoped and prayed that she could.

I found myself thinking, This is a girl I could easily see falling in love with. Even with the huge age gap and everything else. She's so, well... adorable! Right now, I feel incredibly glad to be alive, and incredibly grateful to have just experienced what happened here today. I'd like to meet her ex-boyfriend Mike. He must be the world's biggest fool in not treating her right and letting her slip away. Then again, I should shake his hand and thank him! 

In the end, Sue Ellen walked us out of the restaurant and all the way to our car (with me furtively hiding her lacy black bra and panties in my hands until we were safely in the clear). It was almost five o'clock by then. Standing at our car, she insisted that I kiss her again. It felt so good that it led to a long kissing and groping session.

Then Ruby didn't want to be left out, so Ruby and Sue Ellen swapped kisses with me.

While we were inside, there had been some sexual talk, but it had mostly been indirect and full of innuendo, since Laura was constantly coming and going. But now we could talk freely. With Sue Ellen's undies hanging out of my back pockets like the trophies that they were, I had pulled the shoulders of her uniform down far enough for her tits to spring out, and I got busy groping her pert breasts and kissing her neck.

We were in a remote corner of the parking lot, and my body was blocking most of the view if anyone should look our way, but frankly, after all that had just happened, I was feeling reckless and invincible. I didn't care that much if anybody saw. I almost welcomed it. Let the world see these are MY women! Hell, they're my cock slaves! Later, I've gotta do something about that demeaning name. But for now, I'm gonna have fun with it! 

While I was having fun with Sue Ellen, Ruby was licking Sue Ellen's nearest ear and also groping her nearest bare breast. She asked our lusty waitress, "So, girl, are you still recovering from sucking Dan's cock? I'll bet you weren't ready for the size."

Sue Ellen broke her latest kiss with me to reply, "Well, shut my mouth! No WAY was I ready for THAT monster! My jaw is still sore. I mean, I'd sucked a seven inch dick before, so I figured what's one more inch? Oh-my-fucking-god! It's the THICKNESS that gets you and makes you feel well and truly humbled. That delicious feeling of being utterly defeated by too much cock, you know what I mean?"

"I sure do!" Ruby nodded.

Sue Ellen went on, "After today, I'm a believer: thickness is THE thing. Double the width is way more than double the pleasure. I have no idea how I even got the cockhead in! It's a total jaw breaker! And then once I did, I was like, 'No way! There's no way I can do this! I'm going to have to give up and pull out!' But I refused to give up. I knew I had to succeed if I wanted to be one of his cock slaves. So I put all my heart and soul into it!"

Ruby's sly grin was unmistakable. She asked the leading question, "So you're saying you liked it?"

"You know I LOVE it! It's incredible! And the TASTE of having all that hard hot fuck-meat in my mouth, and actually having to, you know, work that hard to take it, I mean, there's absolutely nothing else like it! Sucking Dan is like ten times better than getting fucked by Mike. Um, that's my former boyfriend, you know. It was like, the harder it is to do, the more intense the experience. It almost felt like a life-or-death struggle!"

"I know exactly what you mean," Ruby groaned lustily as she licked Sue Ellen's ear. "It's so great! You're making me so hot, reminding me of my favorite feeling in the whole world, that mouth-crammed-with-cock feeling. But what do you think about being a cock slave in general?"

"Oh my God! It's the BEST! I don't even know what that means yet, but I know I'm going to enjoy it if it involves a lot of nude and kneeling cocksucking."

Ruby said in a husky, promising voice, "Oh, it will! Won't it, Daddy?" She flashed me a hungry stare, and groped at my crotch. Unfortunately, I was still flaccid.

She said, "That's a really, really big part of it. Probably the main part. In fact, normally we'd be on our knees and sucking and licking right now, and who gives a flying fuck if we're in a parking lot, because we're cock slaves and this is what we do. But we drained him so well it's gonna take him a while to recover."

Sue Ellen told her, "I would be sooooo down for that. Even though my jaw is still sore from before. It's THE BEST! In fact, I feel like simply dropping to my knees right now and waiting however long it takes for him to get stiff again."

Ruby was gleeful. "Oooh! Good idea!"

I cut in, "Hey, you two, let's be realistic."

That didn't slow them down much (although at least they stayed standing). Sue Ellen said, "Today and last night, I already know it's a major turning point in my life. I feel like I never really lived until Dan came into my life. Did I say that already?"

"You did," I pointed out.

She stared at me passionately, right into my eyes. "That's because it's true! I'm not just saying that to flatter you, Sir. I really mean it! It's like I was some kind of lifeless zombie, before. Now I feel so alive! Like I've found my true calling!"

Ruby squealed excitedly, "Oh my God! I like you soooo much!"

As Ruby pinched one of Sue Ellen's nipples while I pinched the other, Ruby licked her ear and purred into it, "There's nothing more exhilarating than serving a natural master, is there? Obeying his orders, making him happy. Making his cock stiff and then keeping it that way. Making him cum! And then taking his cum on your face or tits or down your throat! After all, a good cock slave is always thankful and savors what she swallows and what doesn't get splattered all over her face and tits."

Sue Ellen gushed to Ruby, "No! There's nothing like it. It's the best! Oh my God, I'm so glad you said that, because I just have to tell you, that blowjob was like a transcendental epiphany! I mean, really! My whole life just... CHANGED! At first it was this big struggle, but eventually I just totally submitted, totally gave in. I stopped thinking. You know? And then it was like... I was in heaven! It truly transported me to a special place. Totally overpowered by too much cock! I just let it control me and rule me, I felt a new sense of purpose. A new bliss! The pleasure was great already, but it just soared higher and higher until I thought I'd pass out for sure!"

Ruby nodded in understanding. "I've felt that too. It's like you let the cock win. It's just too big, too fat, too strong. Too powerful! You admit that your master's cock controls you, rules you, dominates you, and above all, enslaves you! It calls you to do its bidding with your tongue and lips and hands and more. You submit to it completely! That's what I do, at least."

Sue Ellen nodded back. "Yes, there was that, but so much more too. I mean, I completely stopped thinking, and just FELT, you know? I didn't know my name, I didn't know where I was, what day it was, or anything! At that point, if you'd asked me, and if I was somehow able to talk with all that cock-meat in my mouth, I well and truly think I wouldn't have been able to tell y'all my name. All I knew was that there was this huge, fat slab of pure bliss sliding in between my lips and down towards my throat, and that my entire purpose, my entire BEING, was dedicated to getting it to cum!"

She seemed blissed out all over again just from talking about it. "It was such a PURE experience, you know? I've never been so single-minded in my life! And then when he squirted on my face, it was like... flying! Like I could actually fly! Floating on air! Pure joy! I can't even describe it. I was probably having a great orgasm at the time, but I don't even know, don't even care. It was beyond mere orgasms. It went way beyond sexual pleasure altogether!"

I was going to say something about how I'd noticed a look of extraordinary bliss on Sue Ellen's face then, but Ruby didn't let me get a word in edgewise.

"I know!" Ruby replied enthusiastically. "I haven't had THAT great of an experience with Dan yet, but it's been close. Great sex is almost like a religious experience. It sure makes a believer out of you!"

"Oh, definitely! It's certainly something that makes you want to get down on your knees and pray! Talk about wanting to 'stay faithful' and all that!"

They both giggled at that.

Sue Ellen joked, "In fact, I feel like 'praying' at Dan's 'altar' right now, don't you?"

"Definitely! In fact, let's 'pray' together until he squirts his goo all over our faces!"

They both giggled some more, and even sensuously licked their lips like they were trying to lick it clean of cum. Together, they cupped my privates through my clothes. They were so worked up that had I not still been flaccid, I'm sure they would have dropped to their knees in a flash.

Then Ruby commented, "And the humiliation! Isn't that awesome?"

Sue Ellen started to blush and she stared at the ground. "Well, I don't know if 'awesome' is the right word..."

Ruby honked her breast, and then kneaded it vigorously. "Oh, come on. You're standing here topless in the parking lot, letting Dan AND me feel you up, while Dan's kissing his way all over your face and I'm licking your ear. You love it! If he ordered you to strip and suck him off right now, you'd do that too and love it even more!"

Our sexy waitress turned beet red, which was answer enough. Finally, she whispered almost inaudibly, "Do you want me to, Sir?"

I laughed loudly at that. "I wish! If I could get erect again after all that, then, well I don't know what, but it would be pretty damn amazing. Unfortunately, there's just no way. My dick has had a very busy day."

I could see Sue Ellen was disappointed by that. She even frowned. I felt bad that my body was letting her down.

So I quickly added, "However, if I did feel so inclined, I wouldn't hesitate to order you to do so. I would bark out, 'Assume the position!' And as one of my cock slaves, what would you do?"

She brightened right up. "Oh, Sir! Anything you want, Sir! Just give the order!"

Ruby nudged her and gave her another tit honk. "'Assume the position' - don't you just love that? It sends shivers down my spine just to hear him say those words!"

Sue Ellen actually did shiver just then. "Me too! I think I just climaxed - again! This has to stop or I won't be able to walk."

Wow, talk about power! But at least I was beginning to understand. It seemed the more outrageous and demanding my behavior was, the more they liked it! Crazy. I wondered, I'm not really a wild and crazy guy. How long can I keep up this facade? This is stressful! I hope I don't have to keep topping myself; that'll be even more stressful. I'm already way, way outside my comfort zone. 

But I put on a confident face, even if it was only for her benefit, and told Sue Ellen, "Kiss me. That's an order."

"With pleasure!" Our lips locked with fiery passion.

After a couple more minutes of necking and breast fondling, Sue Ellen finally admitted that she probably had to go back in, as even Laura could only cover for her so much, and the manager could come close at any time. But even as she said this, she didn't want us to go, and seemed on the verge of crying.

So I pointed out, "Incredibly, you still haven't technically taken your break yet, right?"

She laughed and shook her head. She hadn't done five minutes of work since she'd arrived, because Ruby and I had gotten there only minutes after she did.

I said, "Okay, then. Right before six, give Mindy a call. You'll have fifteen minutes to talk and I'm sure you'll have a whole lot to share."

She really like that idea, but said, "That'll help, but it's not good enough. When can I see you again... Master?"

"Whoa! Don't call me 'Master.'"

"But that's what you are!"

"Well, I don't know about that."

"Ruby said it a couple of times."

I shot Ruby a scowl of disapproval. "She's also a very naughty girl. I don't like that word; it bends my ego all out of shape."

Sue Ellen pouted, "I need to call you something. So why not that?"

"Try 'Dan.'"

"Awww. That's no fun."

Ruby giggled at that, and added, "Yeah! Girl, I like your style!"

I ignored that, and told Sue Ellen, "As for when we can see each other again, I don't know. If I keep coming back here, you're going to lose your job for sure. But we'll work something out. It'll be soon."

Sue Ellen bounced eagerly in place. She was too adorable for words. "As in tomorrow soon? I have to work, but don't let that slow you down! I'm free all day this Sunday too! I only work here four days a week, you know, and with school out for the summer, I've got a LOT of time on my hands, even with my volleyball practice. A lot of Dan fucking and Dan sucking time, if you know what I mean." She ran her hand over my crotch, but unfortunately there still was no bulge there.

Ruby said, "I do, at least! And two tongues are better than one! Or three!"

Sue Ellen was beaming. "That so true! To think that I was jealous when I saw you at first, Ruby. I've really been shown my place. A good cock slave shares her master's cock."

Ruby raised a fist to her shoulder like a Black Panther power salute. "Right on, sister! Did I mention how much I like you?"

Sue Ellen smiled bashfully. "You did. And I really like you."

That seemed like an ideal opening for a difficult topic. I coughed nervously. "Um. Speaking about three tongues, you know about Michelle, don't you?"

"I did figure that out, as you noticed," Sue Ellen admitted. "But really, I couldn't care less! Obviously Mindy must know and approve, and that's the main thing for me. I'm more worried about how she'll accept me. But I SWEAR TO GOD I'll never tell a soul!"

"Please don't. And thank you for being discreet about it already. As far as getting together again, let's talk tomorrow, okay? It's like what I think Ruby said earlier. I'm not gonna use you once and throw you out. I don't want to do that to anybody; that's not my way. So, if you have no objections, I'd like to have you in my life in a big way for a long time to come, if that's what you want."

She threw her arms around me again. "I want! So, so, so very much! As your cock slave! One of them! Please?!"

I nodded.

She squealed with delight and then kissed me on the lips again. We ended up fondling and necking for a couple more minutes. Somehow, the zipper to her uniform came down (actually, I think that was Ruby's doing), and her uniform slipped all the way down to her waist.

While Ruby repositioned herself to help shield us from possible onlookers, I pushed Sue Ellen's uniform down a bit more on her back side until I was able to clench a bare ass cheek. "This ass. It's mine. You understand?"

"Yes, Sir!" she enthusiastically replied, pushing her ass cheek back into my hand

Keeping my hand there, I pushed her uniform down some more on the front side and then brought my fingers to her pussy. Her whole thigh area was like a flooded swamp, even though she had cleaned up before seeing us to our car. "This cunt. It's mine."

"Yes, Sir!" Her eyes were giddy with delight, as I swiped a finger up and down her wet pussy lips.

I brought both hands up to her chest and cupped the undersides of her breasts. (Thankfully, Ruby helped hold up her uniform, or it would have fallen off altogether.) "These big tits. They're mine."

"Yes, Sir!" She stared up into my eyes adoringly.

I continued to hold and fondle her rack from below. "In fact, your whole body is mine to do with as I please. No other man has any right to touch you. And no woman either, unless it pleases me."

"Yes, Sir!" Her words were increasingly breathless and orgasmic.

And with that, I pulled my hands away and stepped back. "Okay, now, go. And don't forget who you belong to."

"I won't! How could I?!" While Ruby helped her zip back up, Sue Ellen said excitedly, "Yesterday, you promised me that you were going to spank me soon. I can hardly wait! Please don't forget THAT!"

"I might spank you really hard," I warned. "It'll hurt."

"Oh God! Please, YES!" She smothered me in another kiss, even though I'd ordered her to go already.

Apparently she really liked that spanking idea, which confused the heck out of me. I was going to have to start figuring out this whole spanking thing, so I could meet expectations. For one thing, it was hardly negative reinforcement if the girls kept begging and pleading for it, which meant that it would hardly work as a deterrent and/or punishment to stop bad behavior.

Sue Ellen pulled away from me, but she turned to Ruby.

Ruby had a big smile for her. "Congratulations! Welcome to the team!"

Sue Ellen gave her a suffocating bear hug. "Thanks!" Then she pulled back to say, "Oh, Ruby, Ruby, please! Please tell me, how will I ever be normal again? How can I do normal things? I've only just met Dan, and all I want to do is serve him all day long!"

Ruby wore a chagrined smile and cryptically replied, "I know. Welcome to my life. Most of the time you just have to go on as normally as possible, concealing who and what you really are. Society frowns on sex slaves, to say the least, so there's nothing to do but grin and bear it. You know that old song 'Say a Little Prayer?'"

"Yeah?"

"Just think like that." She sang, with a very impressive voice, "'The moment I wake up, before I put on my makeup, I say a little prayer for you. While combing my hair now, and wondering what dress to wear now, I say a little prayer for you.' Just like that. Keep him in your heart and in your mind at all times, and you'll feel better."

Sue Ellen nodded earnestly in understanding.

Ruby added, "And it helps to go without undies. That way, on the outside you look relatively normal, but underneath you're constantly reminded that you're one of Dan's devoted slave sluts. Stay hot and horny for him, thinking about his tasty cock, and how it would feel to slide through your lips. Think about what his other cock slaves are probably doing to him, not to mention his sexy wife. Lately, since I've started sucking him, sometimes I can actually taste the cum in my mouth if I think about it enough! Think about all the inventive things you could be doing to it, and always be thinking up new things. Then, try them out the next time you see him! And as soon as you see him too!"

Sue Ellen giggled. "You mean, I should say 'Hi, Dan,' then just drop to my knees, fish out his cock, and suck?"

"Exactly!"

"That's so naughty, but I love it! I'm getting all wet!" She raised her hands up above her head and clasped them while looking straight up, as if she couldn't contain her joy.

Ruby continued to lecture. "There's so much more you can do to help pass the time. For instance, when you feel a breeze gusting up your legs and it starts that tingling feeling in your pussy, imagine that's Dan, blowing on you."

Sue Ellen's eyes lit up. "Oh God! That's so great! Ruby, you're wonderful. Those tips will really help. I hope we can be good friends." She sang, "'At work I just take time, and all through my coffee break time, I say a little prayer for you.' Oh! Those lines are so perfect for my job. I feel better already!"

The two of them shared another surprisingly passionate French kiss. As they remained in each other's arms, Ruby said, "Don't worry about Michelle. I'm sure she's going to love you just as much as I'm falling in love with you. I've never felt so GOOD about someone so fast! I just know you're gonna be a great cock slave. You're gonna fit right in!"

"Thanks! I'll try!" They necked some more.

Eventually, I had to tap their shoulders to get them to stop, because I was worried about the time. I was also worried about people seeing, given that Sue Ellen was naked down to her bare ass.

Before they broke apart, Sue Ellen said to Ruby, "I think I'm already falling in love with you too. Not in a lesbian way exactly, but more like a fellow sister slave kind of way. I feel like we could be great friends and have endless fun serving our master's cock together!"

"Totally!" Ruby heartily agreed.

I had to intervene to stop them from necking still more!

Our sexy waitress finally pulled her uniform all the way up. She walked back towards the restaurant, happily sashaying her hips wildly from side to side. She was practically dancing on air.

I watched appreciatively with Ruby glued to my side. But just before our waitress got too far away, I shouted at her, "Hey! One last thing. You and Laura need to start a campaign to get new uniforms. Or no uniforms."

"No uniforms?" She turned sideways so she could look back over her shoulder. She wiggled her hips and shook her bra-less rack. "I like the sound of that!"

I grinned, but said, "You know what I mean. Just to wear street clothes."

She nodded. "I'm on it. By the way, speaking of Laura, I think she's in love with you too." Then she waved and walked away.

Ruby nudged me with a playful push, as we stood there and watched Sue Ellen go. "'She's in love with you too.' Did you catch that? 'Too,' as in Laura's not the only one. As in Sue Ellen is in love with you. And it's not just a lust thing. She's head over heels in love with you!"

I cleared my throat to cover my embarrassment. "Yeah, I got that already. But why? She's a great kid, but love? She can't really mean it. I've known her a couple of hours, tops, if you add it all up. She'll probably change her tune, once the initial excitement wears off. I mean, can cock worshipping really form the basis of a lasting and loving relationship?"

Ruby gave my crotch a squeeze, even though I was flaccid there. "Speaking for myself, I'm rather inclined to say, 'HELL YEAH!' In any case, don't you think it'll be a hell of a lot of fun finding out the truth?"

"You've got a point there," I said, laughing, as I finally got into the car.

Ruby tended to smile all the time, but she had the toothy smile ever. "Wow! That was great! Remember what I said just as we were going in, about how I felt like I was about to meet a new sister?"

"Yeah?"

"That's exactly what happened! It's like we were separated at birth or something. She sooooo gets it! She makes me proud to be a cock slave. She's gonna fit right in. This is the greatest thing ever!"

I muttered, "I hope so." In truth, I shared her enthusiasm, but I was trying to stay guarded, just in case things didn't work out.

As she sat down in the passenger seat, she closed her eyes like she couldn't handle this much joy. "And you gave me my very first facial! And not only that, but I got to share it with her! That alone in going to bind us together in a special way. Wow! What a day! I could just cry!"

I said, "Please don't. I've had enough crying for one day."

She giggled. "Okay."

After putting the key in the ignition, but still not starting the engine, I asked, "By the way, I'm curious about one thing. All that 'Say a Little Prayer' stuff. Is that really what you think?"

Ruby made a disgusted noise and rolled her eyes at me, as if I'd asked the dumbest thing imaginable. "Only like, all the fucking time! Since way before we even began the active flirting. Sheesh! I swear, you're SUCH a blockhead. How do you think I can make it through the hours and hours of that awful video shop job if I can't imagine you're the wind blowing on my pussy and stuff like that?

She poked my chest aggressively. "I mean, seriously Daddy, when are you finally, at long last, gonna get it? What's it going to take? A clue-by-four to the back of your head?"

It took me a few seconds to understand her play on "two-by-four."

She continued, "If we thought it would work, we'd have clubbed you caveman style and dragged you back to our bedrooms YEARS ago. I don't know why it's so hard for you to understand that Michelle and I both love you deeply, totally, and completely. Submissive love may not be an ordinary, everyday sort of love, but I'm telling you right now that it can be a very deep, profound, and soul-fulfilling love. Remember what I was saying about how I've been living a lie around you for a long time already, trying to act, you know... normal... when I really wanted to throw myself at your feet and slurp on your cock?"

I nervously ventured, "Yeah?"

"NOW do you understand what I mean? Things like that song have helped me endure that. And now you've just heard Sue Ellen describe how orgasmically and emotionally joyous it made her feel to blow you. She said it could be a 'transcendental' experience, and I completely agree. So Daddy, NOW do you understand why Michelle and I can't keep our noses out of your crotch and our lips and tongue off your stiff pole?"

"Well, kind of. Maybe. But why don't a lot of women like blowjobs then? They think it's a chore. Even Mindy, well, she enjoys it, but she doesn't get into it THAT much, not like you girls do."

She replied while lazily bringing a hand to my crotch, even though she knew I was still flaccid. "I suspect they're not doing it the right way, or they don't go into it with the right attitude. Probably it's a whole combination of things. You need to totally submit to the experience, and I'll bet most women are too afraid of being submissive to even try that."

She concluded, "Honestly, I don't know about anyone else's feelings. I don't even care if someone else doesn't get it. All I know for sure is how it makes ME feel. Thank GOD that I don't just have to dream about you anymore. Now I'm living my dream. You're everything I've ever wanted in a man, and so much more." She cuddled up against me, although it meant leaning way over to my side.

"Yeouch."

Confused, she looked up at me. "'Yeouch?'"

"Yep. Yeouch. As in, ouch. As in, oh shit. I'm just thinking that I almost wish all that isn't true, and that all of you are just going through a brief infatuation phase. Because if it is true, that's more love and devotion than I can take. I mean, you and Michelle are like forces of nature. You're truly like some kind of unstoppable hurricane, especially when you work together. So much passion, so much emotion, so hard to handle. And whatever's happened to you two seems to be infecting Sue Ellen. And Laura, even... And your classmates, with their wild Dan stories... And Mindy, with her cucquean fetish..." My voice trailed off as the enormity of this started to sink in to me.

Ruby made a face at me as she resumed stroking my bulge, despite my lack of physical arousal. "'Infecting' her? I'm insulted."

"Sorry, but in her case at least I know she can't really love me - I just met her, literally hours ago! It hasn't even been 24 hours. She hardly knows anything about me. There's some sort of weird submissive thing going on here that I don't understand. Like biological imprinting or something. It's like... invasion of the pod people!"

She sighed as she remained cuddled up to me, idly tracing the outline of my penis and balls with her fingers through my clothes. "You still don't get it, Daddy. You're a real hopeless case, you know that? Sure, maybe there's some kind of biological trigger than goes off when a naturally submissive woman gets dominated by a naturally superior man. In fact, I'd bet on it. It probably happens in reverse with naturally submissive men and dominant women too. But that's just a part of what's going on. There's lots of submissives who go from master to master to master, never finding true happiness. But I know I'll never have that worry. What you and I have, this is true love. You think this happens every day?"

She looked up into my eyes adoringly. "'As you wish...'" she whispered, quoting from the movie, "The Princess Bride."

Then she suddenly started singing some more of "I Say a Little Prayer" in a very good soprano voice: "Forever, forever, you'll stay in my heart, and I will love you. Forever, forever, we never will part, oh, how I'll love you. Together, together, that's how it must be. To live without you, would only be heartbreak for me."

I frowned, but taking advantage of the fact that her hand had drifted from my crotch, I started the car and began to drive.

She left me to my thoughts and she sang the rest of the song.

I mean, having all these beautiful women want you so much SOUNDS good, in theory. It makes for great fantasy material. But in real life? I can barely handle just Mindy! I really and truly mean that. I can honestly barely handle her on a day-to-day basis. A successful marriage takes a lot of work to keep going. I love her dearly, but she takes up so much of my time and emotional energy. How am I supposed to deal with Shelle, Ruby, AND now Sue Ellen too, all of a sudden? Mindy plus one, maybe, but plus three?! The mere idea is complete insanity. 

And yet, how could I turn them away? I think I'm sexually addicted to them all already, even Sue Ellen! 

Ugh. Just thinking about it makes me excited, but it also makes me feel bone tired. I'm not a kid with boundless energy anymore, and I'm not just talking about the possibility of so much sex. The emotional energy needed to deal with four women is probably going to be even more taxing. What am I going to do? 

My redheaded vixen suddenly nudged me as a new thought popped into her head. "Hey! That whole 'This ass, it's mine.' ceremony. That was killer. You're SUCH a natural master, Daddy. Can you do that to me too? And Michelle too?"

I looked at her and rolled my eyes as I continued to drive on down the road.




Chapter 32



Life is funny. One minute, you're on top of the world, and the next minute you're doing laundry and trying to find a pair of clean underwear. That's what happened to me.

One minute, I was there in Mama Mia's, with two centerfold-worthy knockouts kneeling naked before me and licking up and down the sides of my cum-soaked pole, and not that many minutes later, I found myself back home, wiping the counter clean in the kitchen while my wife cooked dinner next to me. It was a really big letdown. I went from "Sexual Superman" with my very own pair of "cock slaves" to nice guy and helpful husband, getting the house ready for our guest, Cindy.

But things didn't return completely back to normal. For one thing, Ruby was there too, and even though my wife was wearing 'normal wife' clothes, the ones she'd presumably still be wearing when Cindy arrived, Ruby was wearing what I was calling in my mind, "Daddy, please bend me over the table and fuck me doggy-style right now, please, please, please?" clothes. She was wearing an oversized, sleeveless white T-shirt, with the emphasis on "oversized." It looked like the kind of shirt Kareem Abdul-Jabbar might consider wearing but then decide it was too big for him. However, although it was very baggy for her, it didn't hang down that low over her ass. And that was all she wore. Just the shirt.

Needless to say, her breasts were freely bonking around inside the shirt while constantly threatening to escape out of the sides or even the front, since the V of the collar and the sides of the shirt actually hung down well below her nipple level. And escape they did, constantly. She was already making a game out of it, saying things like, "Daddy, my tits keep falling out! I think they're just too big and needy and squeezable. Will you help me?"

Of course, the first thing I did was look over at my wife, who was standing right there and smirking. I shouldn't have bothered though, because she just kept doing her thing, acting as if this sort of request was perfectly normal and nothing she needed to be concerned about. She wasn't ignoring the situation (far from it, in fact!), but she was silently making it clear that dealing with this sort of thing was MY responsibility, not hers.

"Help you what?" I asked my redheaded teen vixen, already dreading her answer.

"I dunno. Just hold them and, um, rub them. Maybe if you get the nipples really hard, that'll help."

Mindy was no help at all. For instance, after that comment, she just snickered. Then, sounding like a normal concerned mother, she said in an off-hand way, "Honey, sounds like she needs some help over there. You really should help her with that whole nipple hardness problem, and the rubbing and fondling of her big squeezable tits and whatnot. I'll take care of things around here."

In fact, I'm pretty sure Mindy was wearing her 'normal' clothes already in an effort to focus all my attention on Ruby. I got the impression she was still a member of the Gruesome Twosome's secret conspiracy, at least in spirit, if not in formal membership any longer. It was as if it was her goal to make sure I ended up fucking every single hole I could fit myself into on my two seductress-in-training daughters, and she wouldn't be satisfied until I did just that.

Although Mindy was doing most of the cooking, I was doing the 'idiot' kitchen work since I couldn't cook anything that didn't have microwave directions. And Ruby was supposed to be setting the table. Setting the table is an easy and quick job, but it was really the "tease Dan mercilessly by striking one sexy pose after another and keep his dick erect" job, it seemed.

And I haven't even mentioned the bottom hem of the shirt yet. The shirt was long enough to cut across the top half of Ruby's ass and just above her pussy when she was standing straight and still. But "setting the table" seemed to consist of nothing but constantly bending over in front of me. In fact, it involved quite a lot of bending over and fiddling with things, one more time, that didn't need to be readjusted at all.

I'm just glad that one of the dinner dishes wasn't stuffing, or I'd never have been able to survive the sexy innuendos that would have been flying back and forth.

To make matters worse, Ruby couldn't stop talking to Mindy about what had happened with Sue Ellen at Mama Mia's today.

Mindy listened attentively and expressed her complete approval about absolutely everything. Yet she was able to keep her arousal in check enough to stay clothed and working on dinner. She didn't even seem that surprised, somehow.

My only saving grace, keeping me from drooling and gibbering like a blithering idiot, was that I was in the kitchen and Ruby was across the counter and all the way deep in the dining room. So I didn't have that close of a view. But then the teasing got worse when Ruby declared she was "too tired to go on" with her table setting duties, and came into the kitchen to get a drink. I should have seen it coming.

She went to the sink, poured herself a glass of water, and then proceeded to spill it all over her chest. I don't think one drop of water actually entered her mouth. Naturally, the white shirt, which was quite thin to begin with, turned just about completely see-through. Suddenly we had the makings of a wet T-shirt contest contestant.

Okay, so maybe coming home wasn't THAT much of an erotic come down. Enough time had elapsed since my orgasm at Mama Mia's that my dick was erect again, and my wife and daughter had certainly noticed.

Ruby cried in mock dismay, "Oh no! Clumsy me! Daddy, can you help?"

I pretended to be annoyed. "What am I supposed to do now, Red?"

"Just rub my tits and nipples until they feel really good. Er, I mean, until they get dry." Ruby joked, "I mean, you wouldn't want me to catch a cold or anything, now would you?" She laughed, and then gave me such a sultry "come hither" look that it just about knocked me over.

I sighed, although I have to admit it was more of a mock sigh. "Mindy, Sweetheart, aren't you going to say something? Help me out here?"

Again staying in 'normal wife and mother' mode, at least with her mannerisms and tone of voice, she said, "Honey, she does have a point. Her shirt is a total mess. Somebody's got to help rub her big and bouncy tits, and you don't want ME to do it, do you? I'm busy!"

This time, Ruby got to snicker.

Mindy pretended like she'd had a Eureka moment, but she was smirking too much to fool me for a second. "Oh, I know! Your cock gets really hot when it gets excited, and I see it's excited now. Have her suck you off for a good long while, and then you can fuck her big fat tits, while making sure to rub your sizzling hot pole all over them. That'll get that shirt dried off in no time."

She was great at staying in character, but she couldn't help turning to me at the end and smirking and smiling my way. She definitely loved to smirk-smile.

"What?!" I exclaimed, to startled looks from both of them. "How could you even joke about something like that?! ... You know I promised I'd fuck Michelle's big tits first." I finished that to a round of giggles. Their humor had been infectious, and I couldn't resist that set-up.

But then I tried to steer us back to the matter of preparing for our guest. "You're a big help," I complained. "Cindy's supposed to be here soon. How do you think she'd like it if she walked in and found me sitting on her only daughter, sliding my cock between her tits?"

"I dunno," Ruby replied, as she walked up to me and gave me a hug for no good reason. "Look what happened to Laura today. You never know. Why don't we test and see?"

She took my hand, slid it under the bottom of her "shirt," and then brought it up to her hefty rack. That left her wet shirt bunched up, completely exposing her stomach and everything below it as she churned her hips, grinding against my erection.

At this point I should have had some willpower and pushed her away. I did not.

Mindy obviously saw everything Ruby was doing, but that only increased my wife's smirkiness. "Oh, by the way," she said to me offhandedly, as if she'd just now remembered something. "A funny thing happened while you were upstairs showering and dressing, Honey. Sue Ellen called from work. Actually, she was sitting in her car during her break so she could talk to me with one hand on her pussy. You know most of the story, and I gotta say, DAMN! Good work there, hubby!"

"A-ha!" I said. "So that's why you seemed so unsurprised when Ruby was telling you everything."

"True. But I loved the story so much that I was happy to hear it twice. Besides, I wanted to hear both her take and Ruby's take."

Even though Ruby had explained this already, the reminder inspired her to repeat herself. "Mindy! You should have seen the way Sue Ellen sucked on Daddy's cock. It was truly a thing of beauty watching her wrestle with it and somehow try to cram it in her mouth. And all the tears she cried! She said she had this totally transcendental experience doing it too."

"I know," my wife replied, chuckling mirthfully. "Didn't you just tell me that and much more?"

Ruby said, "Yes, but it's so epic, so major, so colossal, it deserves to be said again! I mean, if Sue Ellen fully joins us, and I hope and expect she will, Daddy will have THREE hot, sexy, big-titted teen sex slaves at his constant beck and call! Our ability to properly tend his cock at all times will grow practically exponentially!"

Mindy chuckled some more. "Yes, I'm aware, and you know how much I approve. Just thinking about all that, and especially how the two of you licked the King together today, has got me so hot to blow him myself that it's hard to just stand here and cook. But the one thing neither of you know is that Laura also took her break early, and you know what she did with it?"

I said, "I'm afraid to ask."

"She rushed home, got her bathroom scale, turned around, and rushed back. Looks like someone's in a pretty big hurry to lose exactly 30 pounds!"

I frowned. "Oh no! She told Sue Ellen I told her that?"

Mindy said with a triumphant smirky smile, "Of course. AND... Sue Ellen explained a few things to her and now she's gonna go get tested for STDs first thing tomorrow."

"I've created a monster," I moaned. Somehow, my other hand had found its way to Ruby's tummy. Then I slid it up to twist her nipples. Ruby's oversized wet shirt wound up around her shoulders.

"Actually," Mindy purred, "I like to think that I'm the one who created the monster." She leered in the general direction of my crotch.

Ruby was still hugging me like her life depended on it and still grinding away on my erection with her hips. She said, "Actually, I think Dan IS a monster."

Mindy turned from the stove, puzzled by that.

Ruby went on, "Dan's cock is not just King, or Mr. King, it's a frickin' monster: KING DONG!"

She giggled, then started chanting, "Bum bum bum bum bum bum bum bum..." like she was trying to imitate the beating of jungle drums. She dropped a hand to my zipper and started unzipping it. "The villagers flee! Babies cry! Women faint! Grown men weep! King Dong is coming out of his cave!" She went back to making the drum chanting sound as she pulled my cock out.

She went on, "The Alien is scared! The Predator is too! Mothra? Forget it! He pissed in his pants. Even Godzilla leaves Tokyo alone and runs to the hills, because KING DONG is on the prowl!"

I'm weird. For some reason, I asked, "Mothra has pants?"

Mindy though was totally hamming it up. Acting like a scared and concerned housewife, she said, "Oh dear! Ruby, that sounds serious! What does this King Dong want? What are his demands?"

She moved behind Ruby and helpfully pulled Ruby's wet shirt up and over her head.

As Ruby started to stroke my throbbing boner, the now totally naked teen explained, "Well, he loves his wife. Naturally. And he keeps her very satisfied. But that's not enough! He needs to conquer teenage pussy! Human sacrifice! Not to kill, but to fuck! Virgins! Daughters! Virgin daughters with big tits and intact hymens! Because he's KING DONG and he's red and angry!"

"Oh my!" Mindy held her hands to her mouth, like an overly melodramatic B-movie actress from the 1950s. "Ruby, that's horrible! Honey, we'd better give this King Dong what he wants, or there's no telling what he'll do! What should we do first to appease this insatiable monster?"

Ruby was on her knees now, and I seemed helpless to stop her because she was just too fun and arousing. She spoke in a distressed voice, "Well, I think he'll be satiated with a titfuck or blowjob for now, but he'll be back later, after Mom's gone, demanding fresh, hot PUSSIES!" She was blowing air on the tip of my cock in a wonderfully maddening way.

Mindy hammed it up. "Oh no! Ruby, quick! Do something! Cool the King down! Use your saliva!"

Ruby already had my cockhead in her mouth by the time Mindy finished saying that. I'm not sure how she was doing it, but I could tell that she was finding it easier to accommodate my thickness in her mouth.

I looked up at my gorgeous wife, who seemed to be trying for the record of making the smirkiest satisfied smirk ever. "I suppose you think you're pretty clever, wife of mine," I said as I gave in and put my hand on Ruby's flaming red hair, guiding her movements as she started to suck with a good rhythm.

"Yeah, pretty much," she agreed smugly. "Ruby, I'd love to join you, and I can't wait to share Dan's cock with you, but somebody's got to keep an eye on the cooking." She started to get up, but then she changed her mind. "Awww, hell. I suppose one little suck won't hurt anybody. Or maybe two..." She tapped on Ruby's shoulder.

Ruby obligingly pulled her lips off and handed over my erection to my wife. Or I should say she handed over part of it: she kept right on stroking near the base while Mindy nibbled and licked around my cockhead.

After a minute of that, Ruby grew impatient. She griped to Mindy, "Don't just lick. You've got the entire prime cockhead to yourself. Give it a good, powerful suck! Let's see some real power sucking!"

"Well, twist my arm..." With that, Mindy engulfed my cockhead. For the next minute or two, she did her best to show Ruby how experienced and talented she was at this, while Ruby kept on stroking the remaining inches.

Who knows how long she'd have kept going, perhaps trading turns with Ruby, but a buzzer went off in the kitchen. She immediately pulled off and said, "Darn it! He's all yours, kiddo." Then she got up.

Ruby said, "Woooow! That was inspirational. A lesson from the Jedi master in Dan sucking!"

Mindy grinned at that. "Don't worry. You will learn, Padawan." She picked up Ruby's wet T-shirt, turned, and headed back to the kitchen. She tossed the shirt on the counter and went back to tending the stove.

Ruby eagerly took my cockhead back into her mouth. She immediately tried out some of the moves she'd just seen Mindy use. God, it felt great!

I could have just luxuriated in the cocksucking joy, but curiosity got the best of me. I asked Mindy, since she was free to talk, "Did you two come up with that whole 'King Dong' thing in advance?"

"Honestly, no. That was all Ruby's doing, I assume."

We both looked to Ruby for confirmation. She gleefully nodded. My boner was sticking straight out and she was sliding her mouth forward and back on it, so the nodding was easily noticeable.

Mindy saw that from the kitchen, and continued, "I gotta say I'm pretty impressed. Just like I'm wildly impressed at what you did at Mama Mia's today, Honey. Do you realize how many times I came while I was talking to Sue Ellen when she called me during her break? Four or five, at the very least. It's hard to tell because it was all just one big orgasmic phone call. And that was the quick version. Tomorrow I wanna get the full story out of her, face to face."

I pointed out, "But you heard it from her and Ruby too."

"Yeah, but I want the full Sue Ellen version. Ruby is right, that was an 'epic' event that's going to change all of our lives. Besides, the more I hear her talk, the more I learn about what makes her tick. Then I can use that knowledge to better enslave her to you."

"That's diabolical. I'm pretty much doomed to lose, aren't I?" I commented while my hands helped guide Ruby's head forward and back. Not that she needed the urging, mind you, but I got the sense that she welcomed it. It probably deepened her sense of being controlled.

"Pretty much," Mindy replied without looking back at me. "If one woman really, really wants something, and there's a man standing in the way, I feel sorry for that man. He's in a tough spot. But if three or four women all want the same thing, and there's a man standing there, it's almost like taking candy from a baby. He's roadkill." She turned her head my way and grinned with theatrical evil.

"I know. So what do you want?"

Mindy explained, as Ruby greedily sucked on me, "In the long term, for you to recognize reality and drop this whole 'dating boys' business of yours. Accept that you have two, going on three, cock slaves and fuck them in every hole to your heart's content. And theirs! Is that really so hard?"

I didn't answer. I felt I had to be mindful of their long-term futures and not let lust totally rule. But I didn't want to argue about that.

She added, "Furthermore, fuck whoever else you want, when you want. Hopefully while I get to watch. The cucquean's dream! I could name names, if you're interested. Jane Corlin, for instance. She's a ripe fruit, ready to be picked. In the short term, I was thinking it would be good for you to cum before Cindy gets here. And unless I miss my guess, you should be ready to cum buckets by now, and poor Ruby is actually, like she said, a little bit thirsty. So there's another win-win for everyone." She smiled wolfishly.

I commented, even as I winced and clenched my PC muscle, "It's weird. Here you are, my wife, watching our gorgeous nude daughter suck me off in our own house, as if this were the way things should be all the time, and you're actually rooting her on."

She smiled wickedly. "I know. Isn't it great? Don't you just love it? Don't you just wanna shower her face with your seed? Honestly, think how nice and relaxed you'll feel sitting there talking to Cindy, knowing that your balls have already been drained dry, and her daughter's cock-hungry mouth is swimming with your yummy sperm."

I asked my wife, "And where will you be while I'm doing that?"

"I just want a front row seat!" She came close again and knelt down. That put her face less than a foot from Ruby's. "God damn! Look at her go! ... Oh, Ruby, now you're just showing off, taking long sucks nearly to the back of your throat AND doing the corkscrew thing at the same time. I'm so proud of you!"

In fact, Ruby had gotten me in pretty deep into her mouth. I could feel the entrance to her throat stroking the top of my cockhead as she tried to take even more. But then she choked and gagged, and had to pull back to try and breathe. She didn't let my thickness escape from her sucking mouth though, and kept on licking around my sweet spot even as she recovered her breath.

"I must say," my wife told her approvingly, "I'm very impressed. Keep this up and you'll be deep throating him in no time! Once you figure out how to get over that nasty gag reflex of yours, of course. I mean, I know he's big and thick and all, but with plenty of practice you'll learn to take him all the way into your throat, so you can really swallow his cock so deep that we'll be able to see the bulge in your throat. Phew boy! That'll be extra sexy!"

Then she said directly to me, "Honey, did you know she and Michelle have been doing something special for a couple of weeks now that's weakening their gag reflexes? It's a kind of a trick involving a toothbrush. Before long, they'll be able to deep throat you just as easily as picking up a spoon!"

I rolled my eyes. "You two are so out of control! But Cindy's going to be here any minute, and there's all this stuff that's not done!"

"What stuff? Everything's taken care of. I just gave you some busy work, so you'd be forced to stare at Ruby and play with her body. But you're right about the time. Ruby, I don't know if one tongue is gonna do it. Do you mind sharing with me again? I think we may have to throw in some more fresh pussy to appease that monstrous ol' King Dong."

Ruby didn't reply, as that would have taken away precious lips-on-cock time. But she did quickly scoot over and pull her lips off again, allowing Mindy to lean in and start slurping away on one side.

I found myself thinking, How did it come to this, with my wife sharing my erection with my new daughter? Somehow, when all this wild stuff began, I kind of imagined Min in one box and Ruby and Shelle in another. The crossing of the lines is totally blowing my mind! This has never come up before. I mean, their tongues are actually touching right over my sweet spot, repeatedly! Where will it end? Will Mindy even invite our daughters to join us in our bed? 

Knowing my wife's behavior lately, and looking down at her lapping her way up and down one side of my dick, with Ruby equally busy going around and around the cockhead, I could only answer: Probably! No, make that almost definitely! Man, I am so outgunned here. Stick a fork in me, I'm done. 

I was getting close to blowing my load when the doorbell rang.

"SHIT!" I shouted. "Shit, shit, shit! What terrible timing. That must be Cindy! Somebody, do something!"

I twisted and jerked myself away from both of them. I couldn't believe my eyes when they just remained kneeling there, with Mindy fully dressed and Ruby in just her birthday suit. I hissed, "Come ON! Look at how Ruby's dressed! Or should I say undressed!"

"But Honey!" Mindy complained. "We were so close! Just another minute. Or two. Come back!"

"No, I've gotta go change. My shirt's all wet from Ruby pressing her soaked chest against it, and now I've got drool and cum all over my pants!" I hissed quietly, "That's not just anybody; that's Ruby's MOTHER!"

Neither of them seemed particularly concerned.

I grabbed Ruby's hand and pulled her up. "Come on Ruby, upstairs! We'll go the back way so Cindy can't see us through the window!"

My erection was sticking straight out in front of me, as I hadn't tucked it away yet.

Ruby grabbed it and squeezed it tight. As she resumed stroking it, she said, "Let's go!"

Mindy guffawed. "She got you that time!"

The doorbell rang again.

I was getting panicky. After all, Ruby was our daughter now, but she was Cindy's daughter too.

Ruby seemed to be under the impression that she could stroke me all the way up the stairs, but I somehow managed to pry her hand off my shaft and zip up my fly while still in the kitchen.

Once my boner was no longer available, she finally acted with some urgency. We ran through the house, while Mindy tried to fix her hair and her face in the reflection coming from the window above the kitchen sink before finally going to answer the door.

By that time the door opened, Ruby and I were safely upstairs.

I dressed in record time and hurried back down the stairs. I was pretty certain that Ruby would come into my bedroom and ask to "finish the job" as soon as she had some clothes on. I doubted I could resist the temptation, but the idea of getting blown by Ruby while her mother was elsewhere in the house was too freaky for me. (The boldness and daring I was feeling at Mama Mia's earlier was gone, and I was more or less back to my usual risk-averse self.)

However, the thought of doing something like that, plus the knowledge that my dick was still covered in Ruby's and Mindy's saliva, kept it at full mast and then some. In fact, because I'd been so very close to cumming without quite getting there, I was feeling far too horny to meet Cindy. But what could I do? I was too anxious now to quickly cum, even if I had Ruby's oral help.

I was more than a little flustered, but trying not to show it (or my bulge!), when I came down the stairs to greet Cindy.

She and Mindy were chatting away happily in the foyer. My wife was looking and acting like everything was perfectly normal.

"Cindy! Great to see you!" I said as I outstretched my arms once I reached the bottom of the stairs. I gave Cindy a very chaste and quick peck on the cheek and an equally quick hug, being careful to keep my lower body away from her, to prevent her from feeling the raging erection throbbing in my pants.

"Great to see you!" Cindy replied happily enough. She had a hint of a quizzical look though, due to my awkward hug.

But then Mindy had to stick her foot in it. "Daniel Cooper! What kind of hug and kiss was that? Do you think she has cooties or something? Come on, give her a real hug!"

I saw the knowing snicker on my wife's face that indicated the jokester side of her had come out to play. As a matter of fact, it seemed she has had that snicker on her face more often than not lately, at least when she was around me. Obviously, she knew I had an insistent boner, because her tongue had just helped make it that way, and she loved to put me in tricky but basically harmless spots.

I really had no choice but to stand closer to Cindy and give her a real hug, and then kiss her on both cheeks. I was thinking, Damn! As if this isn't awkward enough, I can't thinking that it's obvious where Ruby gets her gorgeous looks. Not to mention the genetics for her big breasts. There's been too much excitement today. I've gotta steer clear of pressing against her hefty puppies! 

I thought I'd made it through the hug okay, but just as I pulled away, Cindy said, "Dan, is that a cucumber in your pocket, or are you just happy to see me?"

Cindy and Mindy burst into laughter. Apparently they thought that was the greatest joke in the whole world, because they just kept on laughing. At least Ruby was still changing upstairs so she wasn't there to laugh along and increase my embarrassment.

Finally, I was able to shepherd the two mirthful women into the adjacent living room, where we all sat down on the sofas to have some cocktails.

Our house has a fantastic fireplace and we're big on fires, even in the summer, not for the heat but for the atmosphere. So I stood up and got the fire going before fully joining the other two. I also hoped the distraction would allow my erection to subside (but no such luck with that).

Sitting down, I took a moment to give Cindy the look over. I was free to do so since she was turned Mindy's way and fully engaged with her.

It wasn't that I was sexually attracted to Cindy at that moment. Definitely not. I mean, with Mindy, Michelle, Ruby, Sue Ellen, and possibly even Laura to contend with, having sex with one more woman was the last thing on my mind. And I had more or less gotten in the habit of pushing aside all sexual attraction to my gorgeous neighbors - especially Cindy. She was our dear friend, and my wife's best friend, so that was only proper.

But still, I had suddenly become very sexually involved with her daughter. I couldn't help but see her in a new and distinctly more sexual light by comparing the two of them. For instance, how much of her daughter was in Cindy, or how much Cindy was in Ruby? Ruby was obviously very sexually voracious - did she get that from her mother?

I doubted it. After all, Cindy had been divorced for three years now, and since she and Mindy were close friends, I usually got the Cliff's Notes lowdown on her dating prospects. To make a long story short, the dates appeared to be few and far between, and had been for quite some time now. Even back when she was married, it seemed like she'd had a pretty horrible sex life and marriage. It sounded like she didn't so much have sex with her husband as he'd occasionally come home raving drunk and basically rape her. It sounded horrible. I figured that she must be turned off to sex, after years of that kind of abuse and bad associations.

But on the other hand, she was quite a looker. In that way, there was absolutely no doubt that she was Ruby's mother. In fact, just as Michelle was practically a carbon copy of her mother (plus a little extra jutting up front), Ruby was basically a carbon copy of Cindy. Their fathers (including me!) didn't seem to have much to do with it.

For instance, Cindy's hair was red, although more of a brownish red instead of Ruby's fire red, and she had a longer haircut. They had the same large breasts, although I didn't know what Cindy's bra cup size was exactly, as it wasn't polite to ask her or Mindy about that. They also had the same stunning types of faces, the same overall impressive hourglass figure, same green eye color, same cute noses, and well, basically, the same everything!

So naturally, given my strong and growing sexual feelings for Ruby, it would be pretty natural that I'd be attracted to Cindy too, right? Bone the daughter, then bone the mother!

Well, no. It was a totally, totally different situation. The way I looked at it, the whole key to making this new arrangement of allowing me to have sex with other women work was to limit the field to only older teenagers. Let's say college-aged, at the oldest. As Mindy had explained to me, with teenagers, she didn't have to worry about a threat to our marriage due to the great age difference.

So, in deference to my wife, an intelligent, attractive, educated, friendly, kind, and single woman our own age, such as Jane Corlin - or Cindy - was the absolute LAST type of woman in the world I would want to have sex with. That would be a great big "fuck you" to this whole "let Dan fuck sexy teenage babes" system Mindy had created, which was working out incredibly well for me so far.

As a result, I figured I could kick back and relax and not even concern myself with passing thoughts of what Cindy would be like in bed. My erection finally died as I sat there chatting with Mindy and Cindy, even though both of them were knockouts, and both of them were dressed to the nines. Neither of them were bashful about wearing plunging necklines around me, so I had plenty of female beauty to look at. But I could simply appreciate two beautiful women without thinking "Oh my God I have to bang her right now!" Which, by the way, had been a train of thought rumbling through my mind quite often in recent days, given that Michelle and/or Ruby were seemingly always underfoot!

No, if anything, Cindy was an obstacle to the sexual happenings in my life. We had some dicey topics to discuss with her, if not now, then probably in the not too distant future. For instance, how could we tell her that I had somehow basically become Ruby's father, for all intents and purposes? She knew I was letting her call me "Daddy," but it was evolving far beyond that as the sexual fun bound us closer and closer together. What did that mean?

And what would happen if Cindy found out all the sexual things I was doing to Ruby? I could really see no choice but to keep that a secret from Cindy for a long time, maybe even forever, especially if she was going to accept me as Ruby's father in some sort of official capacity. Mindy suggested she had a way of breaking that news to her gently, but I didn't see how that was possible. I wished we'd discussed that some more before Cindy arrived, but now it was too late.

I'd only been thinking along these lines for a couple of minutes when Ruby swept down the stairs. And I do mean swept: she looked like the belle of the ball! And that was especially fitting because she was wearing one of those Southern belle-type outfits, the kind that shows off vast swathes of tit flesh and cleavage, practically exposing a bit of aureole, as it gets as close as possible to exposing the nipples without actually doing it. And yet, those dresses are somehow considered "classy" instead of pornographic.

It was a shiny, satiny, deep blue dress, the kind she could have easily worn to a prom or a debutante ball. That was an unusual color for her since she favored reddish hues most of the time, but it looked great on her. Her face had just the right touch of make-up, and her jewelry, including a sparkling necklace and earrings, only made her look that much more spellbinding.

Cindy stood up. "My goodness! Is that my daughter? What's come over you? You're blinding us here with your beauty! What's the special occasion?"

Ruby was beaming. "Oh, no special occasion."

"Come on," Cindy prodded. "You don't dress up like that for just any ol' dinner at the Cooper house. We do this about every other week and I've never seen you dress like this."

"Okay, I'll admit it. There's a new man in my life. I'm dressing up like this kind of, you know, in anticipation."

"A new boy?" Cindy exclaimed. "Oh my GOODNESS! What great news! Oh, what a load off my mind. I've been SO worried! Look at her! She's eighteen, pretty as a picture, and she never dates. Who's the lucky boy?"

My heart skipped a beat, especially because Ruby then stared directly at me! She was going to spill the beans!

Still staring right at me, Ruby said, "I can't tell. Not now. Maybe later, tonight. But first, I want to get some feedback from a man. Dan, what do you think? How do I look?"

I tried to recover from my shock and say something intelligent. "Ruby, I'm... speechless! Honestly speechless! You're a vision of total perfection!"

"Really? You think?" She twirled around. If she was beaming before, now she was bright as the Sun. Standing about two feet in front of me, she suddenly leaned forward, causing her boobs to nearly pop out of her low-cut top.

Her mouth wound up right next to my ear, and she whispered to me very quietly, "I'll dress like this for you, and only you. Your cock slave aims to please her master!"

Then, just as suddenly, she stood back up and giggled. Mindy and Cindy saw that, but thankfully they couldn't hear it. I'm sure Cindy at least assumed she was just telling me some kind of inside joke.

I tried to play cool and laughed along, like she'd just told me something cute and funny. My dick was starting to engorge again though, even as I mentally fought to keep it down. It was still needy since I hadn't climaxed yet due to Cindy's untimely arrival.

With a twinkle in her eye, Ruby held up her necklace for me. "How do you like my necklace? It's new! These are real pearls, you know." Her voice turned husky. "Would you like to see me with a pearl necklace?"

I practically choked out loud at her blatant innuendo. It was especially outrageous that she was already wearing a pearl necklace but was asking me if I'd like to see her in one. I looked at Mindy, who had caught on and was wearing her typical devious smirk. Luckily, however, Cindy appeared completely clueless.

I quickly tried to cover up by saying, "You look brilliant in it. Absolutely brilliant!"

But the wily redhead wasn't done. "Really? You like it? It was a gift my father gave to me many years ago, before he left us. I've never worn it before. It's kind of small on me now and barely fits. It feels kind of tainted, 'cos it's from him. I wish somebody nice gave it to me. Dan, I wish YOU gave it to me. Dan, I really wish you could give me a big pearl necklace! If only you could give me one, later tonight, even!"

Obviously, Ruby remembered my promise that I would fuck her tits later. Hot damn!

Cindy looked in confusion at me and then at Mindy, so, thankfully, she didn't see when Ruby winked my way.

Luckily, Cindy didn't understand the sexual meaning, but she was bothered that her daughter would so blatantly ask for a present. She quickly said, "Now, Ruby, really! You can't ask Dan for something like that. He loves you, I'm sure, but something like that costs thousands of dollars. Don't worry, if you want a new one that badly, we can see about Christmas. But really, we should just get that one refitted. Like you said, you've never even worn it. Do you really dislike Rex that much?" That was the name of Cindy's ex-husband.

"Let's not talk about him," Ruby's brilliant white smile faded precipitously at the mention of Rex's name. "But I do want a big pearl necklace from Dan, I know that much." Again, she was staring right at me. "I don't care if it's a super cheap one, so long as it's from him."

She was looking into my eyes with such a lusty gaze that I'm surprised Cindy didn't figure everything out, and then just up and scream, "Dan, take your filthy hands off my daughter!" 

Cindy had to be puzzled, to say the least, about all this pearl necklace talk. She complained, "That's not how it works. You don't tell other people what gifts to give you."

Thankfully, the conversation calmed down and turned instead to this supposed business of Ruby possibly having a new boyfriend.

Ruby sat down with us. She was mum on any details, although she did keep using the word "man" every time, while Cindy always used the word "boy."

I smelled trouble brewing. Ruby was nearly as willful and uncontrollable as Michelle was, and she clearly had sex with me on the brain. How long would it be until Cindy figured it out, especially if Ruby continued with her innuendo and lusty looks?

The four of us had been chatting away and sipping our cocktails for about ten minutes, when we heard the sound of the front door open. Michelle had been dropped off by one of her coworkers. She was still wearing her video shop 'uniform,' which was really just a polo shirt with a company logo on it and some black slacks from home. The front entrance way opened out into the living room, and even before she looked at us, she yelled, "Don't look at me! I'm hideous!"

I thought, She doesn't exactly like her company uniform, although she looks sexy even in that, since her jutting torpedoes stretch the fabric to its limit. I had to admit, my little girl could probably go dumpster diving for clothes and still look like a total knockout. Although I can't really call her "little" anymore, not with that bubble butt and her jutting twin torpedoes. Whoa! Down, boy! 

But as Michelle started to head upstairs to change, she froze when she saw Ruby bedecked in jewelry and her finest clothes. She shrieked, "Oh my God! I'm REALLY hideous! Ruby, how could you do this to me?!" She rushed on up the stairs and out of sight.

I knew Michelle's competitive streak. Now she was going to have to at least try to equal Ruby's outfit, if not exceed it.

We didn't see Michelle for a while after that. The dinner was ready, but Mindy kept stalling for time, waiting for Michelle to come down and join us. We yelled up after her a couple of times, but there was no response.

Finally, Mindy asked me, "Honey, can you go upstairs and see if you can hurry things along? She's fit to be tied over Ruby's dress. If I know her, she could take two hours to pick out her outfit."

"Me? Why me?" I could see the potential for all kinds of sexual trouble if I went up there. Now that the sexual gates had been opened wide, Michelle would be very sexually needy for me after enduring the boredom of her video store shift. She might even be insatiable and uncontrollable.

But Mindy just said, "Sometimes an indecisive woman needs a man's advice over what to wear. Don't you agree, Cindy?"

"Oh, definitely."

Mindy added cryptically, "Or, Dan, you could stay here and listen to me tell some pretty interesting stories."

I had no idea what she was talking about, but her tone and her look at me was ominous to say the least. I had a very good feeling that I didn't want to know anything about those stories, and I especially didn't want Cindy to know them.

So I walked up the stairs. I was already thinking, Uh-oh! But along the way my penis betrayed me. It had finally gone down after Ruby's "pearl necklace" shenanigans, as well as her stunning dress, but it grew stiff again as I walked up the stairs and contemplated what I might find up there.

In fact, the hardness in my pants seemed to have an almost perfect inverse relationship to the distance to my daughter's bedroom. By the time I was standing outside her door, I felt like I needed to pull the safety brake on the train that would make the steam whistle sound long and loud to keep the boiler from exploding as everything derailed off the bridge into the gorge below in a spectacular wreck.

I hadn't seen my daughter since eleven that morning. I thought, Uh-oh. Here goes nothing. Take one huge "Daddy crush," add eight hours of a daughter bored out of her mind at a video store, with nothing better to do than fantasize about her daddy sexually dominating her, toss in the extreme excitement of the first day of her "Plan" coming true, and then send said daddy upstairs alone, like the proverbial sacrificial lamb, and you've got the recipe for big trouble. 

When I got to Michelle's room, I could see her door open and all kinds of clothes scattered about. This was a good sign, I thought, since these weren't the clothes she'd come home in. Maybe she's making progress. 

But then I heard, "Oh, Daddy!" and a flesh-colored blur flashed by me. I didn't have to wonder what she was doing for long, because she closed her door behind me and then threw herself in my arms! She got out one more "Daddy!" before her lips found mine, and then it was all over.

Have I emphasized enough just how willful my daughter was? It wasn't enough that she was dueling tongues with her momentarily confused father; she wanted more. While never breaking the kiss, she basically managed to drag me to her bed and then throw me on it. While I was still reeling from that, she managed to pull my pants and boxers down below my knees. She managed one quick, "Oh, Daddy! I missed you so much!" before she slipped down my body and her lips closed around my bulbous cockhead.

I think that took less than half a minute, possibly much less. She was in a big hurry to get sucking!

And then there was suction. And lips. And tongue. And... hunger. Such greedy, insatiable hunger!

I knew this was going to happen. I totally knew it! Mindy set me up. But I was backed up with orgasmic need, and Michelle was sucking me with such passion that I wasn't about to push her away. Hell, it probably wouldn't have done any good if I'd tried.

What's the deal with these teenage girls and blowjobs? It seems that's all they want! Focusing a bit more and feeling my hands roam over silky skin, I confirmed that Michelle wasn't wearing a stitch of clothing. I realized that her supposed indecision in picking an outfit was just a setup. She knew that if she dawdled enough, I'd get sent up to see her. Then she had been ready to pounce.

Still, I didn't exactly mind the "punishment" I was getting. It was impossible to describe just how passionately she was blowing me. It was like she was determined to get me to cum five minutes ago already. Her non-stop erotic moaning was so loud I feared they might hear it downstairs. I was grateful that at least she had the presence of mind to close the door first.

Although I didn't want to, I said, "Shelle, we really can't do this. ... Cindy... waiting downstairs. ... Dinner... getting cold..."

Damn, why do I have to say the responsible thing at a time like this? Of course, I might not have been so quick to say that if I thought there was actually a snowball's chance in Hell that she'd listen to me.

It was already getting difficult for me to talk, and she'd only been sucking me off for a minute at most. That's how intently she was going at it! It was at times like this that I realized Michelle and Ruby truly had learned every sexual trick that Mindy knew, because Michelle was using them all in a stunning combination. Hands, lips, mouth - all her parts worked as one devastating and relentless cum-extracting machine. She even slipped a hand under my ass and poked her thumb in my anus, rooting around and finding my prostate gland!

I knew I was going to blow within a minute, if I didn't do something. (I might have been able to deal with her blowjob, but the prostate stimulation on top of that was more than any man could resist.) That was good, in the sense that maybe at least we could get Michelle downstairs faster that way. But it was bad for me, because I highly doubted I could get it up again tonight if I blew my load now, and I'd made all kinds of promises to her and Ruby about first titfucks and spankings to take place later this very evening, after Cindy left.

But then I saw that that was my lifeline. With one great effort, I rushed out between frantic gasps, "Shelle, if you keep doing that, then I won't last for long! And then what about the promised titfuck?"

That gave her pause, literally. Taking my erection out of her mouth, at least, while her hands kept stroking, she said, "Come on, Daddy! I know you can do it now AND later!"

She was about to dive back down on my throbbing pole, but I said, "Wait! One load, yeah, maybe. But a titfuck AND a spanking? No way."

"Oh. Shoot!" She was frustrated, but not for long. An idea came to her. "I know! Titfuck now, and spanking later!" Sitting back on her heels, she thrust her chest forward and brought my hands up to her twin peaks.

My hands had a mind of their own and started kneading all those acres and acres of firm tit-flesh.

"Mmmm!" she purred with her eyes closed, so she could better savor the tactile sensations. "I love it so much when you do that. Daddy taking control of his daughter... Mmmm... I could cum just from this..."

Seeing my hands were doing well without additional help, she grabbed hold of my pulsing boner and started to pull it up while she brought her chest down.

But before the two could meet, I resisted and tried to pull back. "Wait! Just think, Shelle. Don't you want your first titfuck to be one for the ages? We've only got a couple of stolen minutes here. That's no good."

She moaned, "But Daddy... I've been thinking about you aaaaall day! Thinking about your HARD COCK in my mouth, between my tits, in my cunt, up my ass, in my hands - everywhere! I want your cock to dominate my entire body! I need it, and I need it NOW! I don't care. I don't care about them downstairs. Let 'em wait!"

She was holding my stiffness with two hands. Her intention to bring it into her cleavage seemed to get forgotten, as she started to get carried away with the handjob.

I realized I needed to appeal to her competitive nature. "What, you're just gonna sit here and let Ruby steal the show downstairs? You want everyone to think she's the most beautiful girl in town?"

That gave her pause too. I could see her frown in dismay. Suddenly, her body was flying up mine, and I found my face absolutely smothered in ripe teenage tit-flesh. "I know you sucked Ruby's nipples today! Please suck mine! It's one of my biggest fantasies! We can do that for a couple minutes, at least, can't we? If you make me cum, hard, that'll be good enough for now."

So there I was, nipples a go-go in my face before I could count to three. But hey, it felt really good. I was more than happy to suckle away on Michelle's hard nipples. Frankly, it had been a pretty strong fantasy of mine too, for longer than I want to admit. And from the way she responded, I most definitely wasn't alone in that.

It really shouldn't have come as a big surprise, but as I started sucking on my daughter's nipples in earnest, an almost otherworldly sense of "rightness" seemed to settle into me, as if this was something that not only should have been done for a while now, but would have to keep happening from now on. Yes, she's my biological daughter, but so what, dammit?! It feels too good! She's too irresistible! After all, what are such humongous tits and tasty nipples like these even for if not to suck on? 

But that wasn't enough, in and of itself, for my frenzied daughter. Her hands were everywhere, working to take off my jacket and dress shirt (she somehow succeeded quickly with both), trying to put my fingers on or in her pussy (I resisted), or at least on her ass (I gave in quickly there).

Before long, the only part of me still clothed were my lower legs, because my pants didn't come all the way off. Either I had one of her nipples in my mouth, or when I was taking a break from that, she would give me an all-over body scrape, sliding up and down me like I was some kind of scratching post.

But generally I suckled her nipples and fondled her ass, while she used one hand to feed me more tit and used the other one to continuously stroke my erection.

It was good. It was very good. I could keep buzzing with pleasure like this for a good long time without going over the edge, like I'd been on the verge of doing before.

All the while, she was talking. "Daddy, Daddy, you have no idea how LONELY I was today! Having to work at that stupid, stupid job, while Ruby got to stroke and blow you all day long - aaarrrgh! I've never been so frustrated in my life! And then, when she called me and told me all those things you were doing to her and that Sue Ellen in the restaurant! UGH! Please! Next time, have mercy and just kill me instead!"

But then her tone changed, "But Daddy, I'm so impressed! You made a brand new cock slave in just two days?! Ruby says she's totally Daddy-worthy too. At this rate, there'll be a dozen of us, or more! I have the most sexually potent Daddy in the whole wide world! And I love how bold you've become in restaurants. I can't even wait until the next time we go out to eat, and I get to suck you under the table!"

Her voice turned even more lusty and orgasmic. "Can you just picture that? A dozen busty, gorgeous teenage cock slaves? All taking turns riding you? I know, it's really too many, I hope you don't take THAT many slaves, but it's fun to imagine!"

Strange, she really seems to assume that I could just take as many "slaves" as I wanted. No way! I mean, the Sue Ellen thing has been amazing, but that was total freaking dumb luck. Right? 

With one hand on my pole and the other on her clit, she worked herself up to a nice orgasm. After that, she began to calm down a bit. She gradually managed to work off most of her frantic energy (mostly by vigorously jacking me off, it seemed), and her whole tone started to mellow. Instead of wildly sliding her naked body all over mine, she morphed into more of a cuddly mood. Mind you, that didn't really slow down the ass fondling, cock stroking, or nipple suckling much at all, but at least our other body parts were slowing down and my heart wasn't thumping its way out of my chest anymore.

She cooed, "Aaaaah. I'm starting to feel better. I need some serious Daddy lovin'. I need to BELONG, to my big, strong Daddy! This is where I belong, in your arms, with your cock in my hands or in one of my holes. You don't have ANY IDEA what a comfort it is to come home from work and feel the King between my lips and in my hands. I goes way beyond waiting through one eight-hour shift. I've been dreaming about this for years. YEARS! It's even better than I dreamed! Don't you love your cock slave daughter? Don't you just want to rip my maidenhead to shreds with your fat daughter-porking COCK? Daddy, that's where I need you! Drilling my needy cunt, daily and nightly!"

I couldn't really verbally respond, not with one or both of her nipples in my mouth most of the time. I was lucky to breathe, the way much of my face was enveloped by ripe tit-flesh. I was really starting to appreciate the difference a couple cup sizes made, in terms of sheer weight and volume (not to mention smothering potential!).

Then I heard a voice from elsewhere in the room (I couldn't see a thing, due to those same mountains of tit-flesh). "Awww ... isn't this a lovely scene?"

For once, I didn't panic, if only because I knew that voice quite well, and its loving tone as well. That was because it belonged to my wife. I had a nervous flash imagining what Cindy might do to me, seeing me with my pants down to my ankles and my daughter's hands pumping away on my hard rod - not to mention my mouth and hands exploring every inch of her mountainous F-cups. But luckily that was only a flash, causing my body to briefly jerk.

I pulled away from a nipple to ask my lovely wife, "How long have you been standing there? Is the door closed?"

"Long enough, and yes. Don't worry, Cindy's not going to come up here. Although, wouldn't it be interesting if she did?"

I could almost hear the mischief-creating gears grinding in her head.

Now, at this point, any normal wife would start complaining about what I was doing, if not hitting my head with a frying pan or something like that. Even a wife who approved of an open marriage would probably complain that I was ignoring her needs too much, or at the very least that I was being rude in ignoring our guests downstairs.

But what did my Mindy say? "Honey, I've been listening to what our daughter has been saying to you, and I'm very much of the opinion that you should really listen to her. If she needs you drilling her daddy-loving cunt daily and nightly, as a caring and adoringly devoted parent, shouldn't you strive to make her happy? Why is it so wrong for you to take her virginity and remain the only man to ever enjoy the pleasure of fucking her? If she wants to learn the ways of complete sexual subservience to her daddy's rampant cock, who are you, or I, to say no?"

Mindy wasn't really saying anything I hadn't heard before lately, especially from Michelle. But between her quiet yet lust-filled words and Michelle's fingers homing in on rubbing my sweet spot, they were making quite a persuasive case. I was about ready to agree to anything, I felt so good.

All I could say is, "Can we talk about this later?! Cindy! Downstairs! Dinner!"

My wife wasn't deterred by that in the slightest. "Don't worry, I whispered to Ruby what was undoubtedly happening up here, and she's going to stall for time as long as necessary. Besides, Michelle dithering about picking a dress to beat Ruby's outfit makes the perfect excuse for you two to stay up here for lots and lots of cock-pleasing. Michelle, isn't it yummy? And I'll bet your nipples feel... wonderful."

Michelle was in some kind of erotic nirvana, rubbing my boner while cuddling her nakedness against me in general. "Oh, Mom! He's soooo yummy! And my nipples are on FIRE! I've had lots of girls suck my nipples, but this is so different! It's like... electric ka-POW! Straight to my clit!"

I raised a curious eyebrow at the "lots of girls" comment. That certainly put some interesting images in my head. And I noticed my wife didn't show the least bit of surprise.

But before I could stop suckling long enough to say or ask something about that, Mindy smiled and nodded knowingly. Then she continued, "Michelle dear, what if I were to pick out something really nice and sexy for you from your closet here? Something that's just barely respectable enough so that Cindy won't suspect anything or pass out in shock, and yet is sexy enough so that the rest of us know you're really saying, 'My body belongs to Daddy and no one else, and I live to serve his cock!'"

My daughter jerked my boner with increased vigor. "Wow, Mom! You're the best! Can you find an outfit that says all that? And shows lots and lots of cleavage? Daddy's promised to titfuck me soon, and I want to make sure that stays on his mind."

"I can try," she purred cryptically. Even the Cheshire Cat had nothing to compare to the grin on my wife's face.

My eyes were flitting back and forth between Mindy and Michelle as I followed the conversation. It was bizarre, looking over and seeing my wife dressed to the nines and then looking up and barely managing to see my daughter's face over the huge swell of tit-flesh above her nipple.

Michelle suggested, "Okay, but can you make it something red? Ruby always lives in red, thanks to her stupid hair and her stupid name, but red is Daddy's favorite color! I can go red for once, since she's wearing blue."

"Sure, but don't knock Ruby like that. What's the number two and number three cock slave rules?"

My daughter looked to the floor, chastened, but her hand continued to slide up and down my hot, wet shaft. "'No jealousy,' and 'share the cock.'"

"That's right. Never forget."

That fairly blew my mind. There are rules?! And what's the number one rule? But I was way too far gone in erotic pleasure to think, much less talk. Stroke, stroke, stroke. Suckle, suckle, suckle. There didn't seem any rush whatsoever to get back downstairs.

My wife sternly said to Michelle, "I'd almost say that deserves a spanking, except that we already know Daddy's gonna whale on your ass tonight. I'd better go back down and explain we're having a fashion crisis. Then I think there's some red things in my room that you'll absolutely love. Give the King a nice long suck while I pick something out."

"Okay! Thanks, Mom! You're the best!"

Since Mindy and Michelle are the same height and have basically the same body measurements except for Michelle's larger breasts and wider hips, they can swap clothes in a pinch. Of course, that also meant that what fit Mindy perfectly would be salaciously tight around Michelle's jutting bosom.

Once Mindy had left, Michelle grinned impishly at me from close up. "Isn't Mom great? She really is the best! None of this would be possible without her being so cool. Now, where were we? Oh yeah! We were reveling in your total domination of your helpless, horny daughter!"

I thought about Cindy downstairs... the food getting cold... the total absurdity of my current situation... But mostly I was thinking about Michelle. Can this kind of behavior really go on, well, basically, forever? Ten years from now, will I still find Michelle lying on top of me, with her nipple in my mouth and her fingers relentlessly flying up and down my cock? 

I realized with a start, I'm already addicted. What would I do if Mindy suddenly changed her mind and said, "No more teenage girls. No more Ruby. No more Michelle?" I could live without Sue Ellen, although how long will I be able to keep saying that? I'm already surprisingly fond of her, and not just sexually. But Ruby and Michelle? It's only been a few days since things have really heated up, and already I need to enjoy their bodies and their kisses on a daily basis like I need air to breathe. I need them as much as I need my wife, even. 

This is bad. But what can I do? Every time I try to think and sort things out, some insanely hot sex bomb has her hands or her mouth on my dick and all rational thought goes out the window! Like right now. Forget it. What can I do but lie back and enjoy it? 

I can't say my thoughts out loud though, as that would only encourage her. I mean, if she's this enthusiastic without much encouragement from me, what would she be like with encouragement? The thought is almost frightening. Of course I'm loving all the sexual pleasure, but also feel like I'm getting steamrollered. Considering I'm supposed to be some kind of master now, I need to actually take charge. 

Since Mindy had just advised Michelle, "Give the King a nice long suck while I pick something out," it wasn't long before Michelle slipped down my body and proceeded to do just that. But thankfully, our playing around had taken the edge off. She was no longer desperately hungry for my cum. She settled in for a more prolonged and careful cocksucking, with relatively restrained lip sliding and suction, and a focus on her talented tongue work.

Mindy was quick and efficient, gathering the clothes, make-up, and jewelry that Michelle needed.

She came back to my room, still dressed to the nines, and smiled with a big smirk when she looked in and saw Michelle's head bobbing over my crotch. "My goodness! What a joyful sight! Honey, this is a cucquean fantasy in action, a 'pinch me I'm dreaming' moment. Don't you just love it?"

I grunted affirmatively. I was close to the edge, so I wasn't in a talking mood. I was having to strenuously clench my PC muscle. Any loss of attention would result in a cummy mess.

My wife then said, "Michelle, dear, everything is ready for you. But take your time. Remember, you're one of Daddy's cock slaves now. What comes ahead of pleasuring his cock?"

There was a long silence. Before long I began to doubt if Michelle had even heard Mindy talking, because she kept on bobbing relentlessly.

Mindy said, "That's the correct answer: nothing." She walked over to where we were and sat down next to me. She leaned into me and started gently caressing my hair. "That said, Honey, I think you've held out quite a lot today. Wouldn't it feel good to just... let go?"

I was surprised she tried to ask me anything, considering how I was huffing and puffing. I gathered my wits together enough to ask, "So, now you want me to cum?"

"Sure. We don't want you with an embarrassing bulge all evening long, not with Cindy there. Wouldn't it feel good to blow your load in our daughter's mouth? Don't you want her to gargle with your sperm? Or would you rather blast your hot seed all over her face? Maybe we should have her walk downstairs in this gorgeous formal dress I've picked out, plus a face full of sticky cum! Hmmm, I wonder what Cindy would think about that, especially when Ruby starts to lick her face clean."

Mindy didn't have to say more, because I finally lost control! I grunted loudly as my cum started to fire into my daughter's mouth.

Michelle just kept on bobbing and gulping my load down, as if she was an old pro at this. That was impressive, since I knew there was no way she could have accurately practiced this part before.

Meanwhile, my wife continued to gently stroke my hair. She spoke soothingly, in total contrast to my erotically frenzied state and her actual words. "That's it, Hubby. Fill your daughter's stomach with Daddy-sperm! Pump her full with your fertile little baby-makers! Just like you'll be regularly pumping her virgin cunt full of them soon enough. That's right, treat your daughter like the good, obedient, cum-dump that she is!"

Normally, a male orgasm only lasts a couple of seconds, but with Mindy talking like she was, and Michelle eagerly bobbing and sucking like she was, I swear it felt like my balls were drained totally dry during a climax that seemed to last minutes, if not hours! I wouldn't have been surprised if my very soul had been sucked out of me, her lips were so relentless.

Michelle's face looked nearly pristine after she finished, since all my cum had shot right into her mouth. But that flawless looking face didn't last for long, because as my penis deflated, she rubbed it lovingly against her cheeks, getting them cummy in the process. "Mmmm... Daddy, I love your cock so much! Eight inches of incestuous perfection! Mmmm... I love being your 'good, obedient cum-dump,' just like Mom said. Mmmm... Whenever you feel a tingle of arousal in your cock, just bring it to me to take care of. I'll suck you dry every time! That's what good busty and beautiful daughters do!"

I laid back on the bed, feeling half-dead. With my eyes closed, I groaned, "Shelle, don't ever call yourself a cum-dump, and that's an order!"

Michelle started to protest, "But Daddy! If It walks like a duck, and-"

Mindy interrupted, "Humor him on this one, okay? He's kind of in shock right now from so much hitting him at once."

Michelle leaned over and kissed my forehead. "That's right. I'm sorry. You're been 'Master' in my mind for so long that I forget how much you have to catch up on. I love you so much!" She kissed my lips.

But I was so out of it that I could barely even move my lips, so the kiss didn't last long.

Unfortunately, I didn't get much of a chance to rest and recover.

I was more or less kicked out of the room and told to go back downstairs and keep Cindy entertained, while Mindy finished getting Michelle dressed and ready.

Somehow, my boxers got lost along the way, but other than that, I was pretty quick to fix myself up. I combed my hair, washed my face, checked for lingering outrageous sexual odors, and waited a minute or so for any lingering sexual flush or smell to fade. I put my formal dinner jacket back on, and checked myself in the mirror. Then I headed back downstairs.




Chapter 33



When I walked downstairs, Ruby and Cindy were still sitting on sofas talking to each other. Seeing as they were supposedly the two guests in my house, it was a bit silly that it was just the two of them there. Luckily, we were all so close that it didn't matter much.

I felt relieved that I could rejoin them. "Sorry about that," I said, quickly sitting down in the first seat I could find and then picked a strategic pose to best hide my erection. True, technically, I didn't actually have an erection at the moment, but I was thinking ahead. With Ruby dressed the way she was, and no doubt in a frisky mood (when wasn't she lately?!), I figured I'd have one before long.

Even the fact that I'd just climaxed didn't mean much, especially since Michelle would soon show up fully decked out in fancy evening wear. In fact, just thinking about what Michelle would wear, and how she'd look standing next to Ruby, was nearly enough to get my dick erect already.

I tried to turn on the charm, as well as making our cover story more plausible. "There's a definite fashion crisis brewing upstairs. Ruby, you really kicked up a storm by looking so ravishing and gorgeous tonight. And Cindy, you two are like peas in a pod. I can't tell which one of you is the more beautiful."

Hey, if women are bored from waiting, shower them with compliments, right?

It seemed to work wonders. Just that little comment got both of them to blush and stare away in embarrassment. Soon, we were happily chatting away while we waited for Mindy and Michelle to come back downstairs.

"How long was I gone, by the way?" I asked a little while later.

"Oh, about twenty minutes," was Cindy's reply.

Ruby said in a husky voice, "Boy, what's the big deal? I was seriously thinking of coming up there and helping out too. If two can't manage, then maybe three can."

She was staring directly at the bulge in my crotch as she said this (what did I say about my erection coming back quickly around Ruby?), and I could easily guess what kind of help she was thinking about offering. She might as well have said, "If two tongues can't manage, then maybe three can." Plus, she made the word 'manage' sound like 'menage'; I just hoped Cindy didn't catch it.

Was I the luckiest guy ever, or what?! And yet I was unlucky too. Things were spinning out of control so fast that it seemed to be a matter of time before we got caught.

Finally, another ten minutes after I'd come down the stairs, Mindy and Michelle came downstairs together. Michelle had been "changing clothes" upstairs for nearly forty minutes total, and it was close to eight o'clock. We'd been expecting to eat at seven-thirty.

So the whole group moved directly to the dining room, but only after the expected ooohing and aaahing and showering of compliments on Michelle, and also some on Ruby so she wouldn't feel left out. As the only male present, I had the role of chief complimenter.

I have to admit that Michelle and Mindy had somehow come up with something to equally impressive what Ruby was wearing. If nothing else, it won big points with me for simply being more daring. I'd correctly guessed which dress they would choose, because it was my wife's boldest dress and it was also bright red. It had a bare back and a long slit up one leg, but the real jaw-dropper was in the chest area. There were two large upside-down V's of fabric that started just above her nipples. It covered about as much as a typical bikini there. But the stunner was that the gap between the upside-down V's went down and down and down. Not only did it expose ALL the cleavage, but it even exposed her belly-button!

The dress was more than sexy enough when my wife wore it. But putting it on Michelle, with her breasts two cup-sizes larger, it was borderline obscene. There was tit-flesh spilling out everywhere, and one could clearly see the outline of her hard nipples against the tight fabric. And with her tits pressed tightly together, it created a canyon so deep it looked like entire camping groups could get lost in it. There had been a small strap that ran horizontally just below Mindy's breasts, to avoid wardrobe malfunctions. But that was missing. Now it was an 'accident' waiting to happen.

I thought back to Mindy's stated goal of trying to find a dress that was "just barely respectable enough so that Cindy won't suspect anything or pass out in shock, and yet sexy enough so that the rest of us know you're really saying, 'My body belongs to Daddy and no one else, and I live to serve his cock!'" I had my doubts about the "just barely respectable enough" part. There was no way I would EVER let her go out in public like that. But she certainly sent the second message - to me!

This dress was also guaranteed to keep titfucking on my mind, or at least at the back of my mind. I could barely wait to give her F-cups a ride!

Luckily, Cindy knew how competitive Michelle and Ruby could be, even (or especially) with each other. She seemed to chalk the borderline scandalous dress up to Michelle wanting to steal the spotlight back from Ruby.

Dinner was quickly served in the dining room. It was vegetable lasagna. Since we're a house full of vegetarians, we eat that a lot.

It was very delicious. I had just finished and was kicking back to enjoy digesting my meal, when Ruby dropped a bombshell.

"Now that everyone's finished eating, I'm ready to announce the name of the new love of my life! Is everybody ready? Drum roll please..."

That was a total surprise. I held my breath, thinking, NO, NO, NO! Please don't say it! 

"And the answer is: Daniel Cooper! Ta-da!"

Oh SHIT! She really said it! 

Ruby was sitting on one side of me and Michelle on the other, while Mindy and Cindy were sitting directly across from us. Our chairs didn't have armrests, either. So Ruby leaned into me and threw one arm around me.

At first, Cindy didn't react. I thought she was in shock. I thought she would faint. But she merely rolled her eyes. "Oh no. Not that again. Ruby, I thought you were serious this time."

I thought, Wait. What? Is that it?! That certainly was not the reaction I was expecting.

"I AM serious!" Ruby stomped her foot in frustration for not being taken seriously, which caused a (from my perspective) absolutely spectacular tit-quake along the fault line of her cleavage.

Seeing the befuddled look on my face, Cindy explained, "It may be a shock to you, Dan, and about that I'm deeply sorry, but this is nothing new in my house. Since she's been thirteen or fourteen, it's always been, 'Dan this,' and 'Dan that.' 'Dan's the greatest dad in the world.' 'Dan would never say something like that.' 'Dan's such a dreamy hunk.' 'That guy's a loser compared to Dan.' On and on." She rolled her eyes.

"Soooo, you're saying she's admired me for a long time," I said carefully. "That's flattering."

Cindy explained, "Oh it is. And I thought it was cute too, until I caught her about a year ago, talking on the phone to one of her friends. She was going on and on about how great you were, except that let's just say she was focusing in on one particular part of your anatomy. Since that time, she's been much more open about her Dan lust. Far too open, if you ask me. I think I've heard every Dan Cooper story out there. You should hear all the stuff girls her age make up about you! I keep insisting that she has to date boys her own age, but she won't hear it. It's like in one ear and out the other. I'm really sorry about this. I had such high hopes when she made that announcement earlier."

I was trying to keep a poker face, which was increasingly difficult to do with every passing second. Ever since Ruby had leaned into me and thrown an arm around my back, her other hand had been resting basically right on top of my crotch. No doubt, that was her main fiendish purpose.

I knew there was a conspiracy afoot when Michelle and Ruby exchanged smirky looks and then Michelle had a sudden coughing spell to cover up Ruby unzipping my fly. My conspiracy theory broadened to include Mindy as I realized that the mysterious loss of my boxers was probably no accident because Mindy had played a role in that.

At this point, I was sincerely grateful that our dining room table wasn't a glass-topped one. But then again, would that have even stopped them? I have my doubts!

I was helpless to do anything as Ruby fished my erection out of my pants and firmly grasped it in her eager fingers. So, by the time Cindy was explaining about "'Dan this' and 'Dan that,'" Ruby was already subtly moving her hand up and down my exposed erection.

One thing about having a very sensitive "sweet spot," the frenulum, is that one doesn't need a lot of herky-jerky arm motion to get wildly aroused. In fact, simply pressing one's thumb up and down my frenulum while holding the other side steady with the other fingers will accomplish almost the same arousing effect as a frantic, oiled, two-handed fist job.

Ruby knew this, or more likely she'd been advised about this by my conniving wife, so she was able to sit there acting cool as a cucumber while she was slowly driving me mad with her arousing subtle cock rubbing.

Meanwhile, Michelle was sitting on the other side of me. Inspired by Ruby's boldness, she wanted to get in on the action too. At first, she tried to work me up by taking off one shoe and rubbing her foot up my leg. But that wasn't enough for her, and besides, a lot of footsie might result in one of us kicking Cindy, whose knees were just a foot or so in front of mine.

So Michelle's hand subtly drifted into my lap too. Before long, her hand was holding and stroking the base of my cock, considerately allowing Ruby to get even more aggressive with her subtle finger work on the top half!

It was crazy and reckless. I couldn't believe it! I could scarcely breathe.

I was beginning to regret having allowed this particular seating arrangement, to say the least! It took all my willpower to keep a straight face.

Shit! Fuck me! Cindy is right across from me! The only reason she doesn't suspect anything is because the idea of one or both girls jacking me off, right in front of her, is so utterly preposterous. But what if either girl gets sloppy and makes obvious jacking-off motions with her whole arm and not just her fingers? How could Cindy miss that?! And I don't want to think about the smell problem, either. This room will be smelling of sex before long, especially with the way the Gruesome Twosome get so hot and wet whenever something like this happens. What then?! 

Plus, what'll happen if I were to climax? Not if, but when! The girls have basically left me no option: I simply HAVE to hold out! If I cum, I can't imagine how mind-bogglingly embarrassing it will be, in the middle of Cindy discussing her daughter's unhealthy crush on me, to suddenly have ropes of cum shoot straight up from my crotch, fly up above my head, and then fall back on the table, splattering all over our evening meal! Good God! The girls are in such an unrealistic sexual fog these days that they'll probably high-five each other, even as I die of heart failure then and there! 

I continued to try to find an escape route as they kept on stroking, stroking, stroking.

Only slightly better would be cumming onto the underside of the table. But even in that case, in a dinner group of five people, I can't see how I could possibly hide having an orgasm like that and get away with it. Why the hell are they torturing me like this?! 

Getting them to stop is also not an option. How?! What if Cindy sees me attempting to put my hand in Ruby's lap, for instance? She'd freak out. Besides, with the way those two are going at it, it's all I could do to stay frozen still, from head to toe, and try to hold on. God, give me strength! 

I was frantic with worry. I remembered that there was a big mirror on the wall at one end of the dining room table, and it suddenly hit me, Oh no! Cindy might be able to see what's happening by looking at the mirror! Or maybe the reflections on the windows? Shit! I carefully turned my head from side to side and saw that the drapes were closed on the windows, and the mirror itself was gone!

More conspiracy and treachery! Mindy had to have known something like this would happen! She'd actually taken the time to close the drapes and remove the mirror beforehand. Damn her! Was there nothing she wouldn't do to drive me mad with lust?! What am I going to do with her? Well, actually I know the answer to that. And just thinking of that makes it even harder to keep from cumming. What a wife! 

In fact, my suspicions about the mirror were confirmed about a minute later, when Mindy got up to get another bottle of wine from the kitchen. That didn't slow down the Gruesome Twosome in the slightest. When Mindy came back, she stood directly behind me and bent over to pour me a drink, and with one of her devious smirks, made sure that I could see her eyes while she looked down into my lap. But all the while she simply carried on talking while pretending there was nothing to see down there.

She also brought several big candles out and turned the lights out, so we were in a very dimly lit room with only the candlelight to see by. It occurred to me that the burning candles would also go far in covering up the inevitable sex smells. And the darkness would make it much harder for any tell-tale arm movements to be noticed. No doubt, this too was part of my wife's devious thinking.

To my chagrin, this extra cover only spurred the Gruesome Twosome on. I was half expecting one or the other - or both - of them to announce they'd lost a contact lens (even though neither wear contact lenses) and then bend their heads down into my lap!

For the time being though, Mindy and Cindy were swapping outrageous Dan Cooper stories, since that topic had come up. That meant that Ruby's big announcement had been nearly forgotten by Cindy as old news before long.

Ruby didn't like that at all. I could see out of the corner of my eye that she was building up to an even bigger announcement, but I was utterly helpless to stop her. It was like witnessing a car wreck in slow motion.

Suddenly, Ruby did it. She said, "Mom, you don't understand. I'm not just talking, I'm doing!"

Cindy was puzzled. "What do you mean?"

"I mean, Dan and I are involved! Physically! I've kissed him on the lips! Lots of times! I've held his erect penis!" She gave it an extra tight squeeze as she said this. "I've put it in my mouth! He's going to make love to me, all the way, and take my virginity!"

Cindy stared at me, starting to seriously wonder what was going on. "Dan, is this true? Or is this another one of her wild Dan fantasies? Ruby, you really need to-"

Luckily, Ruby was more just holding my erection, somewhat like holding my hand for support, during this emotionally pivotal time, so the urge for me to come had eased up a bit. And I was more or less able to talk. I shut Cindy up quickly by impulsively saying, "It's true."

NOW the game was on. It was too late to turn back. This wasn't child's play anymore. I figured that Ruby was going to keep pushing and pushing until Cindy understood that she wasn't just playing and fantasizing anymore. It was better if I tried to manage and spin the revelation, at least somewhat.

Cindy gawked at me. "WHAT?! Are you serious?!"

Even the others all looked surprised, including Ruby.

I nodded. I felt like shit. But my damn dick didn't go flaccid.

Cindy then turned to Mindy and whispered, "Did you know?"

Mindy responded loudly enough, "I knew. It's been happening just for the past couple of days. We've been trying to work up a way to tell you."

Nice partial save for when the full truth comes out, I thought.

Cindy stammered, "But, but, she's just a child! Dan, she's half your age! Less! And Mindy! I thought you two had the perfect marriage, and now this?! Why aren't you screaming and throwing dishes at him?!"

"Because, my dear, I completely approve," Mindy boldly admitted. "You remember a year or two ago? You heard about the Christmas Party Incident? You knew about my idea to have a threesome?"

Cindy knew about those things and just waited for Mindy to go on.

"Well, we kind of worked things out. Dan kind of gave in. We've agreed to have a partially open marriage. Basically, Dan can sleep with other women, while I can't sleep with other men."

She held up a hand to forestall the inevitable protests. "I know, I know: unfair! But I was the one who pushed him into it, and I'm the one who wants this. I was the one - every step of the way - who tempted him with other women and all but made it happen. I take full responsibility."

"But I don't understand!" Cindy complained. "Are you MAD?! You know what happened to my pathetic excuse of a husband. Rex was cheating on me left and right before he simply left me altogether. I hate cheaters!"

"But Dan's NOT cheating," Mindy said forcefully. "My man does not lie to me about important matters, for which I am eternally grateful, and love him with all my heart. He tells me everything. I even watch sometimes, if I want to. We're PARTNERS in this. It's all an extension of OUR love life. I almost feel like we're both making love to the woman. I've never been so aroused or so sexually satisfied in my life! It's the greatest thing that's ever happened to our marriage, isn't it, Dan?"

I just nodded my head. That was all I could do. The Gruesome Twosome had recovered from the shock and were back at it, driving me crazy with their slippery finger work. They seemed to know EXACTLY how much stimulation to apply to keep me a hair away from cumming. It was the most delightful torture possible. Ruby's non-stop rubbing on my sweet spot was driving me wild, while Michelle's work around the base was more for show, since there weren't so many nerve endings down there. She clearly was frustrated by this and wanted to do more. She even tried to pull my balls up out of my fly so she could play with them, but that was a potentially painful operation and apparently she decided it was too risky, despite the darkness of the room.

There were several things I thought I should be saying to Cindy: how I also thought that Ruby should date boys her own age; how I had vowed not to go all the way with her, until she at least gave that a try; how, when Ruby told me how much she was in love with me, I told her that I loved her too - like a daughter! I wanted to say these things to her. I thought they were important. But there was no way I could say anything while Ruby and Michelle kept me mercilessly on the edge of climax. I didn't dare even open my mouth.

Then I realized, This is exactly what Mindy had planned all along. It has Mindy Cooper, twisted mastermind, written all over it. She knew how to handle Cindy, and she knew that anything I said now was more likely to just mess things up, so she had the girls make sure I couldn't say anything. She probably even had a pre-arranged signal to let them know when they should stroke and fondle more intently in order to keep me quiet and when they should ease up on their ministrations enough to let me talk. 

She probably wasn't expecting my impulsive confession, but she quickly adjusted her plan to deal with it. The truth was going to come out in a little while anyway. What a manipulative genius! 

Cindy obviously wasn't satisfied with Mindy's reply, but her concern shifted back to Ruby. She shook her head nearly violently, as if she could shake away this madness. "So wait. So... RUBY?!" She shook her head even more. "You're talking about MY Ruby? You're letting your husband have sex with MY daughter?!"

Mindy tried to explain things calmly, as if there was no problem at all. "He hasn't gone all the way with her yet, and his resistance to her advances have been noble and admirable, but he will. Believe me, he will. Won't you, Honey?"

Cindy stared incredulously.

Mindy was letting her sexual excitement get the best of her. She continued, "Think about it: watching Dan have sex with another woman, or even just thinking about it, knowing that it's really happened, makes me hornier than you can possibly imagine. Ruby has been obsessing over Dan for years, as you well know. She's not interested whatsoever in any other male, and frankly she's told me that she was on the verge of 'going lesbian' if not for her interest in my husband. Are you aware of her lesbian leanings?"

"Well, I've had some suspicions," Cindy reluctantly admitted, more deflated than angry by this point. "Actually, more than suspicions. That's why I was so excited, earlier."

I figured that Mindy was completely bullshitting with the "going lesbian" threat, but she was certainly milking it to good effect. "So is that what you want? Do you want your daughter to live the rest of her life as a lesbian and never give you grandchildren? Or can you accept her going through her 'Dan phase' for a while, working through her obsession and learning to love men in the process? Personally, I think it's great and healthy all around. I practically threw them together."

"You did?! Mindy, you're just about my best friend! You ARE my best friend! How could you do this to me?!"

"Cindy!" Mindy snapped testily. "This is not about you! Or me, or even Dan. Dan can get any woman he wants, with my permission. This is mainly about Ruby and her happiness. She is in love with Dan! He makes her happy. More than that, if I had denied her, she would be UNhappy. Very unhappy. I did feel badly about not talking it over with you first, and I'm sorry, but you wouldn't have understood. However, I'm confident that you'll quickly see that it's for the best. Before long, you'll be thanking me."

"THANKING you?" Cindy shook her head in disbelief again. She turned to her daughter. "Ruby! Darling! Talk to me! Is this all true?!"

"It is, Mom. Except that I don't think I'm just going through a Dan phase. I LOVE him! I'll take as much Dan as Mindy will give me!"

How can Ruby talk so casually while thumbing my frenulum so intently? My God, I can barely take the intense stimulation! I can't cum now! Please, Lord! Save me from cumming! I looked over at Ruby and then Michelle. They both looked perfectly normal, although perhaps a tad on the smirky side. I just hoped my face wasn't giving things away, or that Cindy couldn't see much in the limited candlelight. I kept clenching and unclenching my fists under the table in an effort to control myself.

Cindy looked at me accusingly. "And you! What do you think of all this? No, don't answer! You probably think it's great, you big-cocked prick! There you go, getting to pork MY daughter, and who knows how many other women, and your wife actually approves?! No, you don't have to say anything to me, I know how YOU feel! Just look at Ruby's ravishing body; of course you love it! Wipe that stupid smirk off your face, you cocky bastard! And I thought you were so moral. Ha!"

I didn't like that outburst, but at least I wasn't forced to respond. I doubted I could string two words together. I was having to focus most of my mental energy on thinking unsexy thoughts and praying for the continued strength of my clenching PC muscles. But I did think: If only we had a glass table! If only Cindy could see what's going on in my lap! Especially Shelle's hand. I think Cindy's head would simply explode! 

Cindy turned back to me and asked, "Just how many women are you sleeping with, anyway?!"

Luckily, Mindy stepped in and answered for me, since she knew I was a wreck. "Well, to be honest, we've only been exploring this new policy for a few days. There's Ruby, obviously. Then there's a waitress that we met the other night."

"A waitress? That the TWO of you met? How does that work? Were you having dinner together and then asked him, 'Hey, Honey, do you think our waitress is cute? Would you like to pork her? Please! Be my guest?!'" Cindy was nearly hysterical with her distress.

"Yeah, basically," Mindy replied.

That left Cindy positively flabbergasted and speechless. Her mouth opened and closed like a fish.

So Mindy continued, calmly as could be, "I'm not going to let him sleep with just anyone. I'm using some strict guidelines. This could blow up in our faces if we're not careful, so obviously we have to be careful. And the women he chooses, it's not just for a one night stand. Too much risk for not enough payoff. These are, essentially, affairs we're talking about here. Long-term affairs that I have to approve of."

Cindy gesticulated in frustration. "Mindy, have you taken a complete leave of your senses?! Did you fall and hit your head on a rock?! 'Long-term affairs?' That's every married woman's worst nightmare! And you're actually welcoming that with open arms?!"

"Yep!" my wife affirmed, with undeniable relish.

"But Mindy! Please! Listen to me before it's too late, if it's not already. Your husband is a good man. A very good man. Most women would kill to have a husband like him. His sexual prowess, well, let's just say he has quite a reputation. You're opening a huge can of worms. Once a woman has him in her clutches, she's not going to let go!"

"I realize that," Mindy replied matter-of-factly. "That's why I'm thinking of more of a communal marriage, with me as the legal wife and the queen bee."

WHAT?! That's big news to me! Is this just more bullshitting like the "Ruby going lesbian" story, or is she being serious?! If it was bullshit, I couldn't see the angle, since it was just freaking Cindy out even more.

Cindy looked back at Ruby incredulously. She seemed to be on the verge of having a stroke. "My daughter! You're saying... my daughter...?!"

Mindy said, "Look. If you have to choose between her going lesbian or being Dan's de facto second wife, which would you choose? You have to choose one or the other."

"But she's so young!"

Mindy was implacable. "One or the other. Choose!"

I looked over at Ruby sitting next to me. She was listening closely, but didn't seemed surprised in the slightest. Shit! Obviously this is something that Min discussed with her in advance. I wish someone would have talked to ME about it! Sheesh! 

Cindy was calming down somewhat and even seemed to be seriously considering Mindy's suggestion. "Could she have kids?"

"Of course," Mindy replied, like she had all the answers and would make all the decisions. "But not too many. Hopefully only one. Between all of Dan's wives, we don't want to have too huge of a brood running around, underfoot all the time. Dan and I aren't getting any younger, you know."

Cindy nearly fainted at that. "Wait. Did you just say 'All of Dan's wives?!'"

"I did," my wife replied with strange calm.

Cindy raised her arms up high, as if beseeching God for divine intervention to stop the insanity. "Ungh! I feel like I'm falling further and further down the rabbit hole. How many wives are we talking about here?!"

Thanks, Cindy, I thought. My sentiments exactly! I've been down the rabbit hole for a while, now. Welcome to my bizarro world. 

And speaking of my bizarro world, Ruby's thumb had grown a bit tired, or maybe she just wanted to give Michelle a turn for a while. In any case, Michelle was the one working my sweet spot while Ruby mostly just kept her hand wrapped on top of my cockhead. This was probably a defensive move, so the palm of her hand would catch the cum if I unexpectedly started to shoot off. They knew I had to be dangerously close.

Mindy replied, "Oh, I don't know. That's up to Dan and how many he thinks he can keep satisfied. I'd guess three or four. I think four's a good number. That's how they do it in the Muslim world, you know. You can have up to four wives in lots of countries. And why not? Are you saying the religion of over a billion people is wrong?"

That surprised Cindy and put her on the defensive. Like us, she was politically liberal and didn't want to be seen as bad-mouthing Muslims. "Well, no, but... Ungh! God! ... So, each of those wives would have one child?"

"If they want. It's up to them."

As Mindy said that, she stared directly into Michelle's eyes, and I suddenly realized that this wasn't just some bullshit to bamboozle Cindy, this was what she really wanted! By looking at Michelle like that, she was basically saying, "My daughter, if you want your father to breed you, that's okay by me!" 

Michelle immediately got that message, and Ruby too. Both of them suddenly lost all pretense of subtlety with the way they were jacking me off. They were so excited that they wanted me to cum, and they wanted me to cum now!

I looked over at Ruby. Oh my God! She'd been so good about hiding the fact that her hand was even in my lap up until this point. But her arm movement is way too blatantly obvious now! There was just no way Cindy can fail to see that! But what can I do? If I grab her arm, that'll just draw Cindy's attention! Help me, Lord! Help me! 

Mindy immediately realized what was happening, perhaps because she'd anticipated in advance the effect her words would have. She suddenly grabbed Cindy by the chin, forcing Cindy to look only at her and not over at our side of the table. Needing something dramatic to say to justify the chin grab, she said, "Cindy, you haven't answered my question! Which would you prefer, your daughter as a confirmed life-long lesbian and no grandchildren, or my de facto co-wife? Which will it be? One or the other. Time is ticking."

Cindy started to turn back towards Ruby, but Mindy held her chin firmly.

And it was a good thing too, because Ruby's arm was flying up and down in the most obvious manner possible. Cindy would have to be blind if she looked this way and didn't see what was going on.

Michelle's arm was doing just the same, so their combined ten fingers were sliding up and down like one hand. And as if that wasn't dangerous enough, Michelle bent over my way and whispered quietly in my ear, "Did you hear that, Daddy? Would you like to breed me?"

Oh God! Good God! This can't really be happening to me, can it?! 

I knew my ability to hold out any longer was measured in seconds now. It wasn't so much what Ruby and Michelle were doing with their fingers. After all, as I'd said, a strategic application on my most sensitive spot was just about as effective as a lot of herky-jerky motions. It was more the wild and crazy things Mindy was telling Cindy, and revealing to the rest of us at the same time. When she said she wanted Michelle to be one of our co-wives and even have one of my babies, that's when I completely lost it. I was trapped in a limbo where my body had given up the fight, the mechanics of cumming was starting to happen, but by some kind of super-human force of will I was holding it back a few seconds longer in the hopes that Cindy would give her answer and bedlam would break out, thus masking my groans and spasms.

However, it looked like it was not to be. Cindy had closed her eyes and was taking her time, carefully considering the question.

Suddenly, Ruby's head fell into my lap!

I know Mindy saw that out of the corner of her eye. She took more extreme measures to make sure Cindy wouldn't notice too. The dim candlelight helped, but not that much. She must have been holding onto Cindy's chin with an iron grip. In fact, she brought up a second hand to help that effort. It was strange, to say the least. Even close friends didn't do that to each other.

Cindy, though, was lost in thought, and Ruby was silent as a mouse.

Ruby's mouth closed over my piss hole, and not a second too soon! I started a cataclysmic eruption. I honestly think my chair must have rumbled about some, as my entire body was wracked with intense pleasure.

And yet, the whole shockingly arousing cum explosion was shockingly quiet. I could hear quiet little swallowing noises coming from my lap, and that was all.

I knew this was practically of life-and-death importance, so I did my utmost not to make a single sound, aside perhaps from the shaking of my chair. Somehow, one of my hands found one of Michelle's hands, and I held it in a crushing death grip.

While this was going on, I heard Cindy exhale resignedly, "I can't believe I'm saying this, but I suppose I'd take the co-wife."

That just propelled my climax to an even higher level.

Cindy added, "It's not that I have anything against homosexuality, but, dammit, I really want grandchildren! And since I only have one child..."

I continued to watch Cindy's head, but I could no longer hear what was being said. It was like some of my less-needed senses were getting shut down while the pleasure sensors in my brain were on overload. I could see Mindy's mouth moving, but the main thing was that Cindy's head wasn't turning to where Ruby's head should be but wasn't.

Finally, I was done. I slumped down into my chair, very nearly a dead man.




Chapter 34



Ruby suddenly bounced back up into an upright position, like someone was playing the video of her head falling into my lap in reverse. She swept a hand around her mouth to check for any stray cum. Luckily, there didn't seem to be any, since she'd just taken my entire load deep in her mouth. She was trying hard to suppress a big smile, but managed to keep her lips shut.

Mindy could see that she didn't need to keep holding Cindy's chin, and let go. "Wise decision. Very wise. I really think that's the best solution."

Immediately, Cindy turned to her daughter. "Well, Ruby, you've heard what I said."

I doubt Ruby had heard much at all, she'd been so busy guzzling down my cum.

However, fortuitously, Cindy repeated herself. "I said I'd prefer you being a co-wife, in theory. Emphasis on theory! That doesn't mean that I'd agree to that crazy notion in reality, mind you! Far from it. I'm just saying that, given two choices that I'm not exactly crazy about, I'd rather choose that one. But I think we need to redouble our efforts to find you a normal boyfriend. Now that you've shown an interest in men, don't you think... Isn't there someone...? Well, aren't you going to say something?"

With her lips still sealed tight, Ruby stood up and ran out of the room.

Cindy was puzzled, but Michelle explained with a straight face, "I think she's just so overcome with emotion that she doesn't know what to say. I'd better go to her and see if she's okay."

Then Michelle got up and hurried off, leaving me with a saliva and cum-soaked flaccid penis still dangling through my open fly.

Cindy finally turned to me. "Dan, you've certainly been the silent one tonight. What's with you? You're all sweaty and wasted-looking."

I said, "It's just... This has been very emotionally trying for me. The stress of revealing this to you... I feel like I've been through the wringer. I feel guilty we haven't told you any of this yet. And did you know that many of the things my wife was just explaining to you, she's never explained explicitly to me? This talk about co-wives, for instance. That's a shocker. I'm still reeling from it all!"

I was proud of myself. I thought I'd covered my ass pretty well. I looked down and noticed my fly open and my flaccid dick still hanging out. While staring at Cindy, I did my best to put my gun back in its holster and clean up down there. But I didn't dare zip up the fly, for fear of the distinctive noise that would make.

While I did that, Cindy was saying, "That's understandable. You must be shocked. But imagine how I feel! I've had nothing but one shock after another. This has been the craziest roller coaster of a conversation I've ever heard! Mindy, I still don't know if you're certifiably insane or some kind of mad genius. To think that I've known you since we were kids, and now, all this! I just, I just don't know what to say!"

Mindy couldn't help but joke, "I say 'mad genius.'"

But she was still trying to project calm, and nobody laughed, so she quickly added in a serious tone, "I think we're all a little shaken up. Why don't I prepare some after-dinner drinks and we can retire to the living room? We can restart the fire and just relax in front of it for a little while, trying to take this all in. The key word is 'relax.' There's no rush with all this. There's a lot of options we can discuss. Honey, are you... okay?"

I was tempted to look down into my lap, but I resisted. I said, "Let me just sit here for a minute or two first. I feel like I almost had a heart attack. Co-wives? More kids? Honey, you're really full of surprises!"

Mindy just smiled benignly. "I'll just go get the drinks first, then."

I later found out that Mindy did not go directly to get the drinks. Instead, she walked right through the kitchen and out the door on the other side until she came to the room where Ruby and Michelle were celebrating.

As soon as the girls had gotten in a nearby safe room, they'd begun jumping up and down wildly, holding each other while they bounced around as if they were on a trampoline. However, they tried to be very quiet about it. Then they stopped to French kiss. Ruby had been saving my cum for just this moment, so they were able to swap it back and forth. But both of them wanted to just savor it as long as possible, and neither was willing to swallow.

That's how Mindy found them. She was extremely surprised when Ruby came up to her and not only squeezed her in a tight hug, but went even further. Forgetting that Mindy hadn't ever taken part in any overtly bisexual activity, she also kissed her sensuously on the lips. As if that wasn't shocking enough, she fed my cum into Mindy's mouth!

Mindy was powerfully aroused by that, on many levels. She told me later that she hadn't expected any of that to happen, since she'd just gone there to talk and further conspire with them.

She was positively over the moon when the kiss ended and Michelle silently tapped her on the shoulder and then fed still more of my cum into her mouth.

The three of them ended up in one big group hug and kiss, swapping my cum back and forth, losing all track of who was kissing whom, until it was all gone.

I wish I could have seen that!

As I found out later, Mindy finally whispered, very quietly, "What do you say, girls? How do you like the idea of being my de facto co-wives? By that, I'm talking about being a cock slave on a permanent basis. Being a cock slave isn't exactly the same as being a wife, but it's got most of the same benefits, including all of the carnal benefits! We should take it slow for a while, but I say that should be our ultimate destination!"

There was no need for either Ruby or Michelle to say anything to that since they were both obviously deliriously happy. Instead, there was a lot more kissing and quiet jumping around.

It took about ten minutes before Mindy finally brought out the after-dinner drinks. By that time, Cindy and I had moved back into the living room. I'd managed to start the fire, since that enabled me to stay busy while recovering from my intense orgasm while I avoided talking to Cindy.

But Cindy wanted to talk, and I couldn't stall for time forever, so I eventually sat back down and we talked.

Cindy started probing me about my feelings for Ruby, and I tried to give her the answers she wanted to hear. She started out by saying, "I'm surprised I haven't up and punched you in the face!"

Maybe it wasn't the smart thing to say, but I couldn't resist asking, "Why haven't you?"

She slumped down in her chair. "Now that Ruby's not here, I suppose I can tell you. My girl is obsessed with you. She thinks you walk on water. I kind of said as much earlier, how she always talks about you. So I know it's not your fault. She probably came onto you. And that makes this very difficult for me, because my dreams of her finding a normal boyfriend are probably just pipe dreams. Mindy's right that it's almost certainly you or having her 'go lesbian.' And I'd rather it be you."

I found that extremely interesting. It gave me hope she might come to accept this improbable arrangement eventually. Assuming she didn't learn the sordid details, that is!

We continued to talk. Needless to say, there was no talk of "total domination" and "cock slaves" or anything along those lines. Instead, I tried to focus on Mindy's argument that we could "save" Ruby from turning lesbian. I also stressed how much I loved and respected her daughter, and how I was determined to treat her like a queen. I further emphasized that I envisioned a sexual relationship between her and me to be a transitory thing, to get her to date boys her own age.

At least with that, I wasn't completely lying. I pointed out that Ruby wanted to sleep with me so painfully badly that I could hold that out as a carrot to motivate her to go on a real date with a boy. I overtly called it a "bait and switch" approach.

Cindy was eating it all up. Perhaps she was having such a hard time that she was eager to grasp at any straws that were being offered. The only time the "co-wives" idea came up, I shot it down with a joke as merely a crazy, half-brained suggestion. I was basically freaked out by the idea and hoping against hope that it really was a joke, so Cindy and I were genuinely like-minded on that issue at least.

In any case, Cindy was feeling much better by the time Mindy sat down with the drinks to join us. She didn't even give Mindy an angry look.

Mindy said, "Sorry about the delay. As I went into the kitchen, I thought I heard the sound of crying, so I went to tend to Ruby."

Cindy frowned, and started to stand up. "Oh! You should have told me and I could have been there. I thought Michelle said that Ruby needed some alone time."

My wife motioned for her to stay seated. "No, don't worry, that's over. It was good that you weren't there. She just needed some time apart from you to absorb what you said. She's afraid that you're not taking her feelings for my husband seriously and that you'll try to come between them."

The use of the word "husband" was like a red flag and got Cindy agitated. "Well, I'm not, and I will! He's your HUSBAND! My comment about the co-wife, that was an extreme, extreme hypothetical. That's never going to happen, no matter what I say or do."

"Why do you say that?" Mindy asked.

"It might work in some place like Uzbekistan, but not here in California! I mean, come on!"

"And if I can find some people here who have made it work?"

"You mean real people from here? Not some immigrants just off the plane from Uzbekistan?"

"Yeah."

"Then I'll eat my hat! Can't be done!"

"Well, we'll see," Mindy said with surprising confidence, even smugness.

Changing the subject, Cindy asked me, "So Dan, I never really got your take on all this 'extra lovers' business. Sorry back there when I snapped at you and called you a bastard. It's just that I'm so shocked. And I hope you'll forgive my prejudice for thinking that this was the man's idea to begin with."

I replied, "That's all right. It's perfectly understandable. I'll be honest with you. Naturally, I'm like most guys: I absolutely loathe the idea of Mindy sleeping with another man, but I'm open to the idea of me sleeping with another woman. I know I'm a hypocrite, but that's how I feel. I still have no idea why Mindy feels the way she does, but I'm not about to look a gift horse in the mouth."

"Yes, that's the big mystery," Cindy said, looking quizzically back at Mindy. "Why Mindy feels that way. No offense, Dan, but with Ruby's ample endowments and her stunning face, not to mention the way men are generally, I'm not surprised that you've given this idea the thumbs up. But Mindy?! THAT I don't get. By the way, Mindy, you said something earlier about some kind of criteria. That he couldn't sleep with just any woman?"

Mindy nodded. "Right. Honestly, we're new to all this, so the criteria are still evolving at this point. One important prerequisite however is that the woman has to be clean. No sexual diseases. With the waitress, for instance, we're insisting that she pass an STD test first. So Dan's played around with her some, but no actual penetration yet."

Cindy exclaimed, "That's incredible! Not that detail, but the fact that you've thought this through and you're actually doing it. I can't believe you're talking about this so calmly!"

My wife shrugged. "It what I want. More than him, even."

Cindy sighed. "God, that's too strange. What are the other prerequisites?"

"Well, let's use you as an example. It's been a while since you've had sex, hasn't it? With a man, or with a woman."

Cindy glanced at me nervously. "Mindy! I'm offended. That's terribly personal."

"Oh come on. We talk about our sex lives all the time! I know all about everything. For instance, I could write a book about your fling with that airline stewardess."

Wha...? Stewardess, as in female?! 

"But... Don't... In front of Dan!" She was blushing. "That's totally untrue!" Her belated denial was clearly a bald-faced lie, but apparently she wasn't ready to admit in my presence that she was attracted to other women, and acted on it at least once.

Mindy insisted, "Tonight's the night for complete honesty, since we've come this far. Answer the question. How long has it been? Over six months?"

Cindy sighed in defeat. "Yes. Pathetic, isn't it? Over six months."

"Well, that's good enough for our purposes. Given that, plus what I know about your previous lovers, I think it's safe to say we could forgo the STD test in your case. So we come to our next test, which is really the first test, namely, does Dan desire you? Dan?"

I hadn't expected this, and was taken totally off guard when my wife suddenly turned my way and looked at me expectantly. After all, I wasn't exactly ready to pass judgment on Cindy as a prospective sex partner, if not outright sex object, given the way things had been going lately. "What? Mindy! You're really putting me on the spot here."

"Come on, Honey. This is just for an example. Cindy here wants to understand how our process works."

Not having any honorable ways of ducking the question, I figured honesty would be the safest possible course. "Of course I find Cindy desirable. Who wouldn't? She's gorgeous. Cindy, why you don't have every man in town knocking down your door is beyond me. I can only guess it's because you don't go out much. No sex for six months? I don't believe it."

Cindy sighed. "I do get a lot of come-ons, but they don't interest me. I have been staying in and keeping to myself. I'm just so tired of the whole dating scene. Every guy I meet is just out to get in my pants, or worse: Ruby's! Nobody wants to marry an older woman with a teenage daughter." She sighed again, "Once she's in college, maybe things will change."

Mindy pressed, "Dan, you still haven't really answered the question. I know you find Cindy attractive in a general way, but would you, well, to use the word Cindy always uses, would you 'pork' her? Not just once, but over and over again, in every conceivable hole? Do you find her that attractive? Is she someone who makes your heart skip a beat, who gives you an instant erection?"

I replied, "Mindy! You're too much. Cindy, I don't have to answer that, do I?"

Cindy looked at me with a curious expression. "No... But we're just talking hypothetically here. I just want to understand this whole... process." She leaned forward as if she was really interested in what I had to say, but that also caused her breasts to dangle forward, exposing them right up to the edges of her nipples.

I figured she was trying to influence my answer, but with a body like hers the extra posing wasn't necessary. I admitted, "Very well then. Yes. Okay?" I glared at my wife. "Mindy, are you happy?"

She still pushed me, "So on a scale of one to 100, with a 100 being a completely physically perfect woman, where would you rate Cindy?"

"Well, to be honest, a 100."

Cindy protested, even as she was obviously tickled pink, "Dan! You flatterer. You can't mean it!"

"Why not?"

"Well, I'm so OLD. I'm pushing forty-"

Mindy cut in to joke, "You're not pushing forty; just like me, you'll be thirty-nine for at least the next ten years!"

Cindy smiled at that. The overall mood was definitely improving. "Still. I've got crow's feet. Sagging... everything! And it seems my back is always sore."

I said encouragingly, "Where? I don't see any sag. You keep in great shape. I think a few character lines on the face are sexy, I really do. Besides, the reason your back is sore is because of those huge breasts you carry around that make me drool. How big are those puppies, anyway?"

A-ha! Now, in the spirit of this new openness, I can finally get an answer to something I've long been curious about. 

She thrust her chest forward proudly. "D-cups."

Damn! I'm really starting to love the letter D! My wife, Sue Ellen, and Cindy have D-cup goodness! I said, "You see? That's incredible. Cindy, in all seriousness, I've known you pretty much since you were Ruby's age, and I have to say that you're more attractive to me now than you were then."

"Daniel Cooper!" She was blushing, and very interested in the conversation now. "Mindy, he's a keeper! But how could that be possible?"

I said sincerely, "You've kept yourself in GREAT shape with your exercise routine. But more importantly, I've gotten to know you well over the years. Smart is sexy to me. Loving is sexy. Kind-hearted is sexy."

Cindy was so flattered that she was struck speechless. Her face was glowing.

I added, "And just for full disclosure, Mindy rates 100 on that same scale, and so does Ruby, and Michelle too. It happens I'm extremely blessed to be surrounded by such beauty."

"No fair," Cindy said, still lapping up the compliments. "You're giving everybody 100's. Who do we know who would rate less?"

"Let's see. My daughter's other friends, like Lisa, Anjali, Monique... They'd all get 90, tops." I really meant that too.

Cindy was genuinely flattered. "You're saying I'm prettier than THEM?! My goodness! Even Anjali? Come on!"

"Okay, maybe Anjali would be a 95. But you still rank higher. And that's just a purely physical scale. If you add in what a wonderful person you are, you blow them away. They're good kids, but they act their age."

My adjustment of Anjali's score seemed to please Cindy even more, interestingly enough. I guess it suggested that I was being accurate, because Anjali was a busty babe.

Mindy smirked as she said, "Okay, then, so you would pass the most important test. The second most important test would be if the woman finds Dan similarly attractive. Cindy?"

There wasn't even a pause for considerate contemplation. "DUH! Next question."

"I'm afraid you're going to have to elaborate," my sneaky wife said. I could tell she was up to something.

Now it was my turn to lean forward in anticipation, mimicking Cindy's earlier response.

Cindy stared shyly at the floor. "Get real! Mindy, you don't have to rub it in my face. Everybody knows you've got the most desirable husband in the whole neighborhood. Don't make me embarrass myself here."

"Okay, so you like him, but do you really like him? There are a lot of women, especially in this neighborhood, who'd sleep with him just to try him out. But would they really be in there for the long haul? Would they have the stamina and the desire to make love to him day after day and night after night, over and over and over again? Dan is, how shall we say? Pretty ... demanding."

She smiled with obvious satisfaction. "Just so you know, that's another big reason I'm sharing him with other women that I didn't tell you yet."

"Why, what is it?"

"I didn't want to say it in front of the girls, but my man is sexually insatiable! I've told you stories about how he can last for an hour or more, and even then I have to use every trick in the book to get him to cum. I thought that his libido would go down as he got older, but it's just the opposite."

There was a lot of truth to that. But in my opinion, it wasn't that I was reverse aging, it was that Michelle and Ruby were strutting around in bikinis (or less!) for months now. How could that not get me going and keep my fires burning?

Mindy added, "I can't keep up! I need help! Can you begin to see why I'm open to sharing?"

Cindy at first seemed to disbelieve, but then started to entertain the possibility that Mindy wasn't joking about this. "Yeah, but come on, I mean... Is he really like that? ... That's not possible, is it? Women always last longer than the guys can."

"Cindy, you know me. How often have I gone on and on and on about how Dan completely wore me out, how he left me too fucked to walk? Have I not complained to you about the 'Insatiable Dan Machine?' You also have some idea how wonderfully extra endowed he is in the way that matters most." She held her hands up like she was holding a beach ball. Clearly, this put the emphasis on the width, not the length.

Cindy laughed at that, despite all the bizarreness swirling around her.

Mindy continued, "Having sex with Dan is a whole different thing. I love his great thickness, but it means there's no such thing as 'normal' sex around here. Each and every time is intense because he stretches me out so much. There are entire days where I just need to recover... down there, if you know what I mean. I had to get good at oral sex to save my pussy from ruin. The truth is, I've always only ever told you half the story, for fear you wouldn't believe me!"

I could smell some pretty potent bullshit in the air. I liked to pat myself on the back about being a good lover, but I knew that I wasn't anything like the relentless 'Dan Machine' she was describing. It was obvious to me she wouldn't want me to have sex with Cindy because that went against her all-important rule of only picking young girls. If I became intimate with Cindy, I could easily come to love her like a wife, and Mindy had to know that. I figured she was just buttering her up only to let her down easy when she got to that rule.

I noticed though that by putting so much of the focus on Cindy, Mindy had put Cindy's concerns about Ruby having a sexual relationship with me on the back burner, at least for now. Plus, it was painting me as a prize catch, even if I had to be shared. Clever.

Mindy continued, "So the question is, could you handle it? Would you be attracted to Dan so much that you'd basically be ready for him anytime, anywhere" - she paused significantly - "and in any hole? Sorry to get graphic, but I want to be perfectly frank with you. Would you be willing to suck him or stroke him for hours at a time, if need be, if that really made him happy?"

Cindy didn't want to answer that. She said, "Mindy, you're really getting VERY graphic here!" She looked around, probably thinking about more "innocent" ears hearing that. (If she only knew!) "By the way, what happened to the kids?"

Mindy said, "Oh, you know how they are. Once those two get talking, they never stop. And after what happened earlier, they've got a ton to say, I'm sure. But don't avoid the question! Would you be willing to do all that, and more?"

Cindy was silent, busy thinking, and very keen NOT to answer that question. So Mindy tried another tack. "On the one to 100 scale, where would Dan be?"

Cindy blurted out, "About 250!" Then she blushed. She couldn't bear to look in my direction after that.

Mindy pressed, "So? Would you want to try all those things with him?"

"I'd want to TRY them all, sure! Anything! But would I be able to keep up? I don't know!" A sadness suddenly came over Cindy. "I'm not... I hate to say this, but sometimes life knocks you down, and it's so hard to get back up. As horrible as Rex was, at least we kind of had a family. I just haven't been the same since he left. I'm so tired. I don't see myself as some sort of sexual Energizer Bunny who could keep the likes of Dan interested."

Mindy smiled. "Exactly. I can't either. That's the beauty of the co-wives or long affairs system: sharing the cock duties. Many hands make light balls." She chuckled at that.

"Mindy! You're soooooo baaaaad! And right here, in front of Dan too! Oh!" Cindy turned my way and stared, red-faced. "I'm so ashamed! Dan, you're so quiet that I almost forgot you were there. Mindy we can't talk like this in front of him!"

"Sure, why not? Why do we have to be all prissy and proper? I use words like 'fuck' and 'cock' when I talk to you alone and when I talk to Dan alone, so why can't I use them when we're all together?"

"I don't know," Cindy said, feeling stumped and a little sandbagged. "It's different."

Mindy went on, unfazed, "So anyhow, that's rule number two. Number one, is Dan attracted enough to you? Yes. Number two, are you attracted enough to him? Yes. Number three, we might as well call the clean rule. No STDs. Obviously, yes, you pass there. So number four I would say is the 'psycho' rule. Is the potential woman emotionally stable and mature enough not to cause problems? Would there be big jealousy issues? Sharing issues? There are all kinds of things that could disqualify here. But, happily, I know you almost as well as I know myself, so I pronounce you passing the all-important psycho rule."

"How many more rules?" I asked.

"I dunno. I'm making this up as I go along. Next..."

Cindy thought that was a joke, especially since Mindy is such a big joker, and sometimes I set her up for a joke or vice versa. Except I was pretty sure that she really was making it up as she went along. Where was she going with this? That's what I still didn't understand.

Mindy said, "Next is the age issue. Ideally, I'd like for the potential woman to be young. Eighteen to twenty-one is perfect."

Cindy frowned. "But why? Those are the most physically perfect women out there, in the prime of life. Why would you want to compete with that?"

"For one, Dan's already told you he thinks I'm a 100. He hasn't gotten sucked in to the cult of youth. Remember, he finds a mature woman like you even more beautiful than the gorgeous teenyboppers Michelle and Ruby hang out with. I'm not worried he'll lose interest in me; our love is too strong. I disagree with your 'prime of life' comment. Who's to say you and I aren't in our prime? Especially since Dan likes his women busty and voluptuous."

Cindy looked down at her curvy body and grinned shyly.

Mindy continued, "But just the same, it's better to be on the safe side, so I'd rather he doesn't pick a woman that he might accidentally fall in love with and run away with. Especially if the woman slipped through the 'psycho filter' and really just wants to undermine our marriage and take him all for herself. Of course, I know YOU wouldn't do that to me; you're not like that. But some other women are, and it's hard to tell until you really get to know the person. By then, it could be too late. Dan's wealthy too, and could they be after his money? So, to fight all that, I basically want him to have young... well, for the lack of a better term... sex toys."

Cindy's jaw dropped for that one. "Sex toys?!" Her legs were getting fidgety. She stared at me, but I couldn't read her curious expression.

Mindy continued casually, "Think about it. If he picks an older woman, an emotionally mature woman, someone smart, intellectual, deep, spiritually profound, and all that kind of stuff, think about the danger to me. That's the kind of woman who could steal him away. But if he picks incredibly hot teenage girls based purely on lust, sure, he's going to have sex with them until there's cum oozing from every hole, but in the end, I'll still be the alpha wife! They're not a real threat. They can share his body, but they'll never have the lock on his heart that I do. They'll never threaten my priceless 'soul mate' status. You understand?"

Cindy could only blink for a few moments as she tried to process that. "Yeah. That makes sense. But are you saying that my Ruby is just a sexy toy for him? I'm insulted!"

Mindy rolled her eyes in disgust. "NoooooOOOOooooooo! Of course not! Dan LOVES Ruby! He'd never see her in that way! True, she LOOKS like a sex toy. If a mad scientist were to design a girl purely for the purpose of having sex with her, what would she look like?"

"Well, probably a lot like Ruby or Michelle," Cindy conceded, while casually resting her hand on top of her own large breasts.

"Exactly! So, Ruby's kind of a hybrid. She's got the sex toy quality, the stunning face and curvaceous body that makes Dan want to 'pork' her until he drops from exhaustion. But also there's the loving and the caring side that could make her a potential co-wife. Kind of like you, actually."

"Me?!" she asked, startled. She clutched her arms across her tits, as if she was trying to stop someone who was actively fondling them.

"Sure. What are you but just a slightly older Ruby? You two are very much alike. Sometimes you even get mistaken as her older sister."

Cindy turned her head away bashfully, but didn't deny that. She finally muttered, "Much older sister."

"Normally, I'd say you'd be disqualified because of the age and emotional maturity rule. True, you're smart and emotionally mature and all those dangerously appealing things, but I KNOW you, almost as well as I know myself. You'd never try to run away with him. Besides, you owe me, big time. All these years I've helped you with Rex, helped you survive him and then get over him. Where would you be without me, to be frank? Would you turn around and try to steal my husband away?"

"No! Never! I'm not like that!"

"You see? So you pass that rule too."

Cindy was wide-eyed now. "Oh boy. This is getting a little... scary. So what's the next rule?"

Mindy folded her arms under her rack and proclaimed with a big smile, "That's it! Those are all the rules!"

"But wait... That means I pass, like, everything? But that means... No, that can't mean..." Cindy looked at me, glanced at my crotch, and then quickly turned away.

There was a long silence in the room as Cindy and I tried to cope with this latest bombshell. I was totally bewildered, probably just as bewildered as Cindy was. I'd kept waiting for the boom to fall, for that "age and emotional maturity" rule to kick in. Then my wife pulls a fast one at the last second, leaving me hanging.

Staring at the ceiling, Cindy finally asked, "So... Mindy? ... What exactly are you saying here?"

"I'm saying, before you knock this whole 'Dan gets to sleep with other women' system, maybe you should try it out. First hand, if you know what I mean." She wiggled her eyebrows suggestively. "Why not? I mean if you want to, of course, and it sure sounded like you did a few minutes ago."

Cindy was squirming around uncomfortably; Mindy had backed her into a corner and she didn't know what to say.

I'd been very silent for most of this conversation, but I couldn't stay silent anymore. I said, "Excuse me, Sweetheart, but may I talk to you in private for a minute?"

"Certainly, Honey. Will you excuse us, Cindy? This might take a while."

"No problem. I need some time too, to think." Cindy was confused, flustered, flushed, and more than a little aroused. She kept looking my way, then catching herself and quickly looking elsewhere.

Mindy and I left the room, walking to the computer room on the first floor, where we could talk in complete privacy.

I was about to walk into the room with my wife, but then something stopped me. I said, "Hold on. Bathroom break first." So she nodded and went in without me while I went down the hall to the bathroom. However, that wasn't my real purpose. I somehow sensed the Gruesome Twosome were up to no good, and I wanted to find out what they were doing. I had a gut feeling they were spying on us.

I quietly walked past the bathroom and towards the front door. I was about to come out into the living room again, but right before I could be seen again by Cindy, I heard quiet noises coming from near the top of the stairs.

Ruby said, "Your mother is like a deity. I worship her sheer genius!"

Michelle replied with a big smile. "So you're thinking what I'm thinking, huh? Daddy's gonna be boning your mom too before too long."

Sure enough, my hunch was right. Our staircase bent ninety degrees halfway up. Ruby and Michelle were sitting just around the corner so they could hear without being seen.

Ruby replied, "Oh yeah! Boning her? That's just for starters! Did you see the way your mom ever so slowly turned that conversation around? Hell, my mom's halfway to being another one of his cock slaves already! You and she will be slurping up and down the King together before too long. Then you and me. Then me and her. Then... well, you get the idea." She giggled.

"You think? That would rock! Endless sharing of Daddy's cock, in endless combinations! But won't she freak with you 'cos of the whole incest thing?"

"Ha! Not after Mindy gets through with her! Soon, she'll have her convinced that daddy lovin' is absolutely vital to achieving world peace and curing cancer! Just you wait and see. Mark my words. This is soooooo cool! I'm gonna be in the same harem as my mom. Both my moms! Double cool. And you! All of us together!"

I heard the sound of what seemed to be smooching and erotic moaning.

I was curious to hear more, but I figured that if the two of them had started French kissing, they probably weren't going to be saying anything for a while. Plus, Mindy was expecting me. So I hurried to the bathroom, to make the pretense of flushing the toilet.

I didn't know what to think about what I'd just heard. Cindy! As my cock slave too?! It seems too incredible. But then again, many incredible things have been happening lately. I can't rule anything out. My wife IS one sneaky devil! 




Chapter 35



Once I was in the computer room with Mindy, and armed with the new insight I'd overheard, I slammed the door behind me, and said, "Okay, wife! Can you tell me just what the hell is going on?! Co-wives?! Cindy?! And to top it all off, now you even want me to knock up my own daughter?! Are you totally out of your mind?!"

She held her hands out defensively. "Hey! Hold on! Let me explain. Okay, I'll admit I got a little carried away there with some creative flourishes. But don't you see where I'm going, what I've been doing? This whole thing is one great head fake! I was shocked ... shocked! ... by Ruby's admission of love and lust for you, right in front of her mother. That was totally NOT planned."

"Yeah, maybe not," I conceded. "But that dual handjob? You saw everything, practically from the start. And what happened to the mirror on the wall? You planned that! That was the craziest thing yet! Not to mention the seating arrangements that YOU picked!" I poked my finger at her.

She chuckled. "Wasn't that fun though? I didn't plan all that per se, but I thought that without the mirror, the girls could play a little grabby grabby with you here and there, and wouldn't that be a hoot, with Cindy sitting across the way? I didn't know it would get that intense or reach such a powerful... climax. Sorry. Really."

"Yeah, whatever. That was fun like a heart attack is fun. Seriously stressful. And I know you'd totally do it all over again, you batshit crazy woman! But let's not get sidetracked. We have much bigger fish to fry."

She put her hands on her hips and pretended indignation. "Daniel, I'm trying to have a serious conversation with you, and you want to go to the kitchen and cook large fish? Talk about misplaced priorities."

I laughed. What the hell can I say except that she always makes me laugh, and that's only one reason why I love her so.

But then she switched into a more serious mode. "Let me explain the method to my madness here with Cindy, okay? Let's start there. Cindy's really freaking out about Ruby's announcement. I mean, Ruby is her end all, be all. It's just mother and daughter against the world. They have no other family to speak of. Everything she does, it's all for Ruby. So that revelation of yours hit her like a ton of bricks."

I started to say something, but she raised a hand to stop me. "But! I got to thinking, as I was frantically trying to manage some sort of damage control. I needed to throw her so off her game, confuse her with some other thing, leave her obsessing about the OTHER thing, whatever it might be, so Ruby's situation almost becomes an afterthought. But what could I use as a distraction? Then, it hit me: you! Cindy's been crushing on you since, well, forever."

"ME?! Why me?! She's never said or done the slightest thing to show that. I never got any flirting vibe from her whatsoever. I think you're wrong there."

"That's why she's such a sweetie. Of course she wouldn't flirt with you, first, because I'm your wife, and I really meant what I said about how I'm not worried she'd ever try to steal you from me. And second, she worries that if she starts flirting with you, she'll like it too much and might not be able to control herself, and she can't go there because of the first thing. So she's gone way out of her way not to flirt with you, although she does like to kind of dress sexily when you're around."

I could only frown and cross my arms in disagreement. "Dr. Freud, I think your analysis is way off base here."

But Mindy remained completely unfazed. "It's not my analysis, Honey, it's what she's told me on more than one occasion, her lips to my ears. But in any case, it occurred to me: what better way to get her to accept Ruby having sex with you than if we put her in the exact same situation? People who live in glass houses can't throw stones. If Cindy becomes a total Dan cocksucking addict, how can she fault Ruby for being the same?"

I put my hands on my head and squeezed. "Aaaaah! My brain's exploding! MiiiiiIIIIIIiiiindy!"

She laughed with glee. "Just hear me out. You have to admit that it's brilliant. Already, she's like, 'Ruby? Ruby who?' She's so focused on her own situation with you that she's already starting to accept Ruby being your loving and devoted cock slave. In fact, did you notice that I even boldly threw out Ruby being your sex toy? And she hardly batted an eye about that. Relatively speaking, that is. You have to admit that I should win some kind of award for going above and beyond the usual marital call of duty, there."

I asked, "But where's this going?! I don't think this is all just some big head fake. You really want me to have sex with Cindy, don't you? Yet that's in complete violation of your 'age and emotional maturity' rule. Isn't that terribly dangerous? And co-wives and all the rest? What the hell?!"

Unfortunately for me, my wife was happy as a clam. "Yes, you fucking terrific stud. Yes, I do want you to have sex with Cindy! Like I said, she's the exception to that particular rule, for exactly the reasons I was telling her and you before. That's all true. I fully trust her. And if you do, if you really do bring her into the fold by taming her with your big cock, it'll complete the circle. I know she's submissive just like me, just like the rest of us girls."

"No, she's not! She'd never be into some kind of submissive sex games, not after all the horrible things that Rex did to her."

"What horrible things?"

"You know, beating her, coming home drunk, and raping her. All that."

Mindy went from happy to alarmed. "WHAT?! Who told you that? I never said that."

"Well, you didn't say that to me in so many words, but I got the picture through hints. It's not the kind of thing people necessarily talk about openly."

"You're totally wrong on that one. Sure, he was a shiftless, drunken loser, but Cindy's no cream puff! Just think: if there was a fist fight between Cindy and Rex, who do you think would win?"

To be honest, I'd never thought about it. "She'd probably kick his ass," I admitted sheepishly.

"That's right! He never dared to lay a hand on her. When she found out about his cheating ways the first time, she got angry but forgave him. But when she found out the second time, she completely cut off the love tap. As a result, he started cheating on her more, which strengthened her resolve to avoid his filthy dick like the plague. Things spiraled downwards from there, and they only stayed together as long as they did in a misguided effort to remain a family for Ruby's sake. They hadn't had sex for years and years by the time he finally left. There was no raping, no hitting. You think I'd allow him to do that to my good friend and not press charges? Get real! Dan, you've got your head up your ass. Again! If only I could take a picture of you in that position, I'd win a prize."

"Well, color me... stupid. Boy, I was really off on that one. Still, how do you know she's submissive? Did Rex ever treat her like that, way back when things were good between them?"

"Rex? The only thing he was ever good for was his checkbook. I'm sure he couldn't properly tame a pussy to save his life. No, she's never directly tasted the joy of being spanked and thoroughly dominated, but I know she'll love it. How do I know that? I just do! I know everything about her. I know who her favorite Beatle is, what her favorite brand of butter is, hell, I even know some of her deepest darkest feelings that even SHE doesn't realize on a conscious level! So don't tell me about Cindy!" She angrily poked me in the chest.

I asked, "Fine, but how does knowing all that tip you off about her being a submissive? Have you ever asked her?"

"No, and if I did I'm sure she'd deny it, because she doesn't understand herself when it comes to that. Most people don't. But lately I've been learning more about domination and submission, and I can just tell. She's a strong and independent woman, like me. But when a certain kind of man, a man she's sexually attracted to, gets aggressive, she caves. Like you. You don't do it much, but when you stand your ground and she's there to see it, she practically swoons and wets her panties."

"No way," I complained. "I never noticed that at all. You're delusional."

"Trust me on this. Women see things guys miss. She'd be great for you. Besides, she'd complete the circle. Honey, despite how it might look right now, I'm not looking for you to bonk everything walking that has a pussy between its legs. I want to keep this close. In the family. Think about it: you, me, Ruby, Michelle, Cindy... Our two families could merge! We could frolic in the nude day and night with no need to hide anything from anybody!"

"So is that what you're talking about with the whole co-wives thing? And more children?! You want me to breed Michelle, even?! I could tell you were dead serious when you looked at her as you said that."

Mindy just waved her hand dismissively. "Honey, don't listen to that. I might have meant that at the moment I said it, but that was just my mad cucquean ramblings. It's just like when we have sex, and I sometimes say some crazy things in the heat of the moment, during a role-play or whatever. Basically, I opened up the lid to my id and just let every last wild thought I had come pouring out, in an attempt to distract Cindy."

I stared at her skeptically.

She protested, "Of COURSE I don't want you to breed Michelle! Come ON! Sure, it's a fun fantasy, but two-headed babies? Yuck! Besides, I'm almost forty. More kids? Forget it. I'm pooped. I was just going off on all that stuff and the co-wives stuff to hold out a prize for Cindy. She really, really, really wants grandkids. That's why she's so against the idea of Ruby being a lesbian, even though she's secretly bisexual herself. And she wouldn't want Ruby to have a child without a proper father, so that's why I had to run with that whole crazy co-wives thing."

"So you DON'T want co-wives? You could have fooled me. I'm getting so confused as fantasy becomes reality, and reality is my fantasy, that I can't keep straight anymore what's just a wild dream and what's some clever scheme. All this 'cock slave' stuff, and now this 'completing the circle' stuff - it sure sounds to me like you're talking about something very long term. Permanent, even."

"Well, kind of," she conceded. "A long-term, permanent, SEXUAL relationship, yes. One that could go for years and years. I think it would be great if, ten years from now, you're still having sex with our daughters. Like I told you already. But not as co-wives! That's craziness! I'M the wife! Think about it: in the fall, Michelle and Ruby will be going to college. Now, it so happens that the college they chose is only a few miles away, so they're not really going anywhere just yet."

I hadn't been thinking about that. Oh God! What if they live at home for their entire college years?! I could have them as my cock slaves for that entire time! Good God, that's tempting, but that's the time they need to start dating boys their own age. 

I couldn't think more along those lines because Mindy continued to speak. "But Nicky's already up and gone. She's flown the nest. In a few years, it'll be like that for Michelle and Ruby too. HEY!" She stopped her train of thought and stared at the nearby telephone.

"What?"

"Mentioning Nicky's name, I suddenly remembered we need to call her today. We should do it now." She reached for the phone and started dialing.

"Wait! Now?! You couldn't have picked a worse time! Cindy's sitting alone in the other room. And we're in the middle of talking about personal cock slaves and co-wives and all kinds of depraved things!"

She smirk-smiled. "I know. Isn't it great? But seriously, we have to call her now. She just finished her last final exam a few hours ago. Her first year in college is officially over. That's big news! We need to congratulate her right away!"

I couldn't disagree with that. Besides, the phone was already ringing.

Nicky picked it up.

We spend the next couple of minutes congratulating her and asking her how her finals had gone.

She said they went well. But she also was celebrating with some friends, so she couldn't talk long.

That was a good thing, because Mindy was able to pick up our conversation where she left off. "Aaaah. I love hearing from Nicky. Such a great kid! But anyway, what was I saying? Oh yes. In a few years, Michelle and Ruby will fly free from home, just like Nicky. They'll have high-powered jobs somewhere far away. We'll be seeing them less and less, sadly enough. That's part of life. But they'll come back for vacations and the like. It would be great if they could come home from time to time and get a fresh injection of that special 'daddy loving' that they need. Just think how much more special Christmas break will be, for instance, if you spend nearly all of it with your cock in their mouths, or their cleavage, or even in their cunts! Talk about the best stocking stuffer, ever!" She chuckled.

"Hey," I started to protest, since that talking about actual fucking with them was off limits in my book.

She quickly corrected herself, "Or whatever you want to do with them. But all things must pass. With all that time away from home, they'll meet other people, eventually, and finally find good husbands. That's why I'm not worried about this whole 'dating boys' thing that bothers you so much. They've got literally decades to find a mate! Did you know that the average age for a first marriage in the US these days is after thirty? Things have changed big time since our day. You're so worried about them finding boyfriends NOW. But don't you think, if they're living in some other city and only get to see you a couple of times a year, eventually they'll find substitute cocks? With their libidos, how could they not? It's inevitable."

"Huh. Well, I have to admit, you're starting to make a bit more sense. In a kind of scary way, but still, I could almost agree. That doesn't sound terribly bad for them. Maybe, maybe I could get a little more physically involved with them and not totally ruin their future and their chance for marriage."

She smiled with relief. "Sure! Honey, some day, the terrible day will come when you're lying in bed with Michelle underneath you, basking in the glow of filling her pussy to overflowing with your cum for the countless thousandth time, with Ruby lying naked on one side and me on the other, and Michelle will say to you, 'Daddy, I'm sorry. I've met a really wonderful man, and he's asked me to marry him. I can't have sex with you as much anymore.'"

I laughed. "You really have a way with words, don't you? You're loving that idea more than I am, I think. 'I can't have sex with you AS MUCH anymore.' You crack me up."

She grinned. "Hey, I'm an optimist. But honestly, that's life! Things change! Your sex drive will slow down and your hair will turn gray. You won't be able to keep such a big harem as you used to. Even your great sex drive will wind down some eventually, after all. But until then, you have many years of happy daughter-pussy pounding ahead of you. They want this with a passion, even more than I do!"

I rolled my eyes, but continued, "Let's just accept that vision as true temporarily, for argument's sake. Minus the pussy pounding, since that's off limits, but with lots of sex acts nonetheless. Where, then, do you see Sue Ellen or Cindy fitting in?"

"I don't know exactly. But with your daughters flying the coop eventually, I figure you're gonna need some extra pussy on the side. It's up to you, really, how many women you can handle and yet still keep ME satisfied. Never forget the 'Mindy gets first dibs' rule."

"Wait, what?"

"Oh, you didn't know? That's cock slave rule number one: the wife gets first dibs."

That explained a minor mystery, since I'd overheard rules two and three earlier. I wondered how many more there were, not to mention who came up with them and how.

But I didn't get a chance to ask right then, because Mindy quickly continued, "So, while I was getting out of hand with all that 'breeding' and 'co-wives' talk, I do ultimately think that long-term affairs are a good idea. What's the point of going through all the trouble of finding just the right person who passes all the tests, having to wait two weeks to get her cleared with the STD test, and then just porking her once? That's not efficient. I say, if you find a warm and willing tight slit, you keep filling it. Your aversion to vaginal intercourse is only with your daughters, right?"

The sheer pointedness of that question made me uncomfortable. "Um, right."

"Good. With Sue Ellen, she's just finished her first year of college here, so she's probably going to be around three more years. Wouldn't it be great if you could keep her as your personal cock slave for that long, before she has to move away?"

Was I losing all my morals? Her ideas were sounding pretty good to me. Remarkably good, actually. My penis had gone flaccid for a few minutes, most especially during the brief phone call to Nicky. But I couldn't help that I had an erection again.

She went on, "Or take Cindy. She's ideal. In fact, take her in more ways than one!" She giggled. "She's older yes, but like me, she still has the body of somebody half her age. Don't listen to her talk about sagging body parts. I look at her in a bikini and I think, 'Damn! I wish I could still look that good.' She lives right around the corner. She only has a part time job, mostly lives off her alimony, and has more time on her hands than she knows what to do with. She needs a new hobby, and that should be popping round to our house and keeping her lips sliding up and down your rampaging cock!"

I chuckled and shook my head. "You're so relentless with your cucquean fantasies!"

She smirk-smiled. "It feels good to finally be able to share them with you. I guess I can't stop myself, now that I've started. Speaking of which, with Cindy being the mother of Ruby, wouldn't you like to do the two of them both at once? Can't you just picture the two of them on their knees, their red heads side by side between your legs, their bodies glistening with sweat, their hands tied behind their backs as they await their chance to serve you?"

I groaned. "Oh, come on! Ropes too?"

So far, the two of us had just been standing there the whole time, but Mindy suddenly put her hand on my crotch. "Oh, yeah! I thought I detected a growing bulge down here." She patted it. "It looks like King likes the idea, even if you don't. Besides, as I've said, between her and me, I'm definitely the natural 'alpha' and she's the 'beta.' It's not just that she owes me for so many things I've done for her, although that helps."

I interrupted her to say, "Min, you can't have a serious conversation with me while you're doing that." I was referring to the way she'd quickly gone from holding my erection outside my pants to sliding a hand inside and fondling it directly!

She said, "Why not? I think you do your best thinking when you're getting jacked off."

She undid my buckle, unzipped the zipper, and even tugged my pants down some. That left her with one hand stroking my boner and her other hand cupping my balls. "Aaaah! Much better! And I really mean it. You're a naturally stubborn-headed guy. When you're horny, you're more open-minded."

I griped, "Someone needs to say no to your increasingly far-fetched ideas." I didn't stop her hands, though. It seems I had succumbed to my lusty desires and thrown most of my objections out the window.

"True. That's why I need your permission for everything. Getting back to Cindy, ever since way back when, when we first started to become friends, she's always naturally deferred to me. That's one reason I know she's submissive: you should see how she submits to me when I put my foot down. If she's going to be over at our house for years to come, naked and tied spread-eagle on our bed with you frantically pumping away between her legs, then that's how it has to be. I don't want someone who'd be challenging my authority."

"Sounds like you're getting back to the co-wife idea," I said, trying to remain rational and not give in completely to my lusty thoughts. Well, okay, my wife's lusty thoughts. They were contagious! And the handjob she was giving me was definitely affecting my thinking.

She said, "Well, kind of, but not really. I have a feeling that she's finally on the rebound from the Rex fiasco, after three long years, and she'll eventually find her own man. That's what she really wants. But I think it's important for her to go through a 'Dan phase' first too."

"Wait a minute." I was getting confused. "When you said Ruby was going to go through a 'Dan phase,' you were just bullshitting, right? But when you talk about Cindy going through a 'Dan phase,' you really mean it?"'

"Well, yes and no. It's all a matter of what you consider a 'phase.' I'm hoping Ruby will go through a Dan phase and then eventually find her own husband, but the process will probably take years. I know she'll love being your cock slave, but at some point she'll want to get married and have kids. Ditto with Cindy. It could be years before she decides she wants her own man. So there's no inconsistency. I'm just letting Cindy jump to assumptions when she hears the word 'phase.'"

"Huh." I was still confused. I was getting the impression that she was more into the co-wives idea than she was willing to admit right now. "Years" sounded potentially permanent to me.

My cock was starting to leak pre-cum, allowing her fingers to slip and slide, making her handjob even more pleasurable. Yet she continued to talk as if we weren't touching. "Did you hear her talking about how she's lost her confidence and even her sex drive? She's so discouraged now that she's not even trying to date. So you need to re-ignite her inner fire, re-inspire her. Once you do, she'll be too vivacious and beautiful to keep down. The guys will swarm to her like flies to honey, and... best of all... she'll be in a position to pick and choose, and be choosy about who she picks to replace you. So, she and I may be in a kind of co-wifey situation for a little while, maybe a few years even, but enjoy her while you can, because it won't last forever. That's okay, though. There will be others. Isn't the chase of finding new pussy a lot of the fun? It is for me, at least."

I sat down in a chair, staggered by all this. "Mindy, I don't know. I just... don't know."

She sat on my legs, but did it in such a way so her two hands kept on playing with my cock and balls.

I sighed. "I can't figure out if I'm the most dominating husband around or the most pussy-whipped one. It seems like my control, such as it is, is just an illusion, and I'm just along for the ride. You're driving this car."

Her devious smirk returned. "Perhaps. But isn't it a great ride? Rrrrrr!" She tilted my erection this way and that while she stroked it, as if it was a joystick for a car racing video game.

I had to chuckle and shake my head.

She added, "And isn't it better when you have a whole lot of pussy to whip? Oooh! That brings up all kinds of interesting possibilities. But now, it's getting late. We've probably brought Cindy as far along as we can in one day. Let's wrap things up. But before she leaves, I want you to kiss her, and I mean really, really kiss her. Give her one of those patented Dan kisses. You know the one, where you leave me weak in the knees and panting for more. That'll give her something to chew on until the next time."

"You make it sound like this Cindy thing's a done deal already."

"No, not hardly. All kinds of things could go wrong, especially if Ruby blabs too much too soon. But I'm encouraged so far."

She suddenly got off my lap and knelt down between my legs.

I held her head back. "Oh no! Don't get started on a blowjob! Not now!"

"Of course not. We have guests waiting. Trust me on this, okay?"

I reluctantly let go of her head.

With two hands still holding and stroking my boner, she planted a kiss on the tip of my cock. "There! That's all I wanted to do. I want to pay my respects to your great cock. And don't be fooled by any false modesty, because a great cock it is! To be honest, it blows my mind that I've taken care of this cock-monster all by myself for so many years. I truly feel a great sense of relief that the reinforcements are finally coming."

She kissed the tip again, a little longer this time. She ended it with a little bit of tongue poking at my piss hole.

I said, "You're just trying to flatter me now, hoping it'll weaken my resistance."

"Not true! Normally I don't tell you this because I don't want you to get a swelled head, but you're not like ordinary men. Your cock is literally twice as thick as the normal cock, which gives it four times the volume. And it's length is perfect! Any extra inches would be wasted on nearly all women. But it's what you do with it that's truly remarkable. Your stamina beggars belief! This is a cock that NEEDS a harem to be properly taken care of!"

With that, she engulfed my cockhead and started bobbing on it. But after just a couple of bobs, she abruptly pulled off. She looked up at me with a wild, hungry look in her eyes. "Damn! I just said I wasn't going to do that, but it's so hard to resist! We do have Cindy waiting though. Damn!" She suddenly stood back up. Then she pulled me up.

She carefully tucked my cock and balls back into my pants, and zipped up.

As she did that, I grumbled, "You play me like a fiddle. I'm supposed to go back there with a raging boner?"

"Yep! Seeing your ridiculously obscene bulge will help sway Cindy, I'm sure. Now, scoot, mister! Go smooch with my best friend, like a good husband." She even playfully swatted me on my butt to help get me moving.

So we went back to Cindy.

I should have asked Mindy point blank if she was being completely honest with me, but needless to say I had too much on my mind, I was too horny, and I wasn't thinking straight.

When we returned to the living room, Cindy was sitting right in front of the fire. She'd done a good job of tending to it, and she was staring intently into the flames, lost in thought.

Mindy walked in and held up her hand. "Cindy, don't speak. Dan and I just had a good talk, but now's not the time for you to talk. I know your head is filled with all kind of things, but I think we've had enough excitement for one evening."

Cindy started, "Well, okay, but I really don't think-"

"Nope!" Mindy held her hand up in a stop gesture. "Tomorrow. It'll be good to sleep on it. Then you can come back here and you and I can have a nice long chat without Dan, and we can really get to the nitty gritty about Ruby, about you, and about everything else. Okay?"

Cindy nodded, though still uncertain. Then she looked at me. Her mouth opened wide and she nearly covered it with her hand when she saw the lewd bulge Mindy had given me.

Mindy smirked a little, but otherwise pretended like she hadn't noticed. She put her hands on her hips. "Good. Now where are Satan's Hell Spawn? If Ruby doesn't go home with you now, those girls will be gabbing until two in the morning." She cupped her hands to her lips and shouted, "Micheeeeeelle! Ruuuuuuby!"

The two girls came bounding down the stairs, and all five of us met in the foyer near the front door.

The girls slowed as they got near the bottom of the stairs, and my breath was taken away all over again. I'd forgotten Ruby was wearing her stunning blue Southern belle dress and Michelle was wearing her even more revealing red one. My jaw literally dropped. I seriously worried my erection would burst right through my pants! At the very least, I knew I'd have a wet spot problem before long. I could vividly recall the way the two of them had my boner in their mouths a good number of times throughout the day, and all the talented things they'd done to it.

It was a bit corny, but I couldn't help but say aloud, "Shellies are red, Rubies are blue, I've never seen more beauty, than in these two."

"Awww!" They both squealed delightfully. They rushed down the last couple of steps and pretty much both tackled me at once. I found myself getting covered with kisses as one of them shrieked, "Isn't he the greatest?"

I was worried Michelle would forget that Cindy was standing right there, and she'd kiss me or fondle me in a way that a daughter shouldn't. But thankfully she kept her head and actually let go of me altogether fairly quickly.

That left me at the mercy of Ruby. She was holding back too, in the sense that she didn't just rip off all her clothes and then all of mine, like she probably wanted to. But she was only restraining herself in a relative sense. She decided to go for it. She shot a quick, nervous look at her mother, and then kissed me on the lips. And I do mean she kissed me!

I think I staggered back a few steps, because she was coming on so strong. Our eyes were closed and our heads occasionally tilted from one side to the other as the kiss went on and on.

It was great, but I couldn't fully enjoy it because I was worried about Cindy's reaction. Was she disgusted? Was she ready to retch? Trying to be considerate to her, I managed to untangle myself from Ruby before too long.

I looked at Cindy apologetically. "I'm sorry. I didn't know she was going to do that. She's pretty hard to control."

Cindy laughed, thinking about how much trouble she'd had raising her daughter. "You're telling me! Don't I know it every single day!"

"So, you're not mad?" She didn't LOOK mad, but then again her expression was very hard to read.

"Mad?" Cindy asked, almost philosophically. "What does that word mean? Who's to say what's mad? The whole world is mad. In the greater scheme of things, with all the other revelations tonight, seeing one kiss isn't gonna kill me."

Ruby was still loosely hugging me, and asked her, "Would TWO kisses kill you?"

But before Ruby could kiss me again, Mindy tapped her on the shoulder. "My turn."

"Oops! Sure thing, Mrs. C." Ruby immediately let go. (She was known to playfully call Mindy "Mrs. C.," but only rarely.)

As Mindy wrapped her arms around me, she said, "Cindy, given our new level of honesty and openness tonight, I hope you don't mind if I kiss my husband like I really want to kiss him, and not that peck on the cheek crap we usually settle for in polite company." Then she leaned in and planted her lips on mine.

She wasn't kidding about kissing passionately. She was doing her best to outdo Ruby's kiss. And since she was my wife, she could take greater liberties than Ruby was willing to dare in front of Cindy. For instance, Mindy insistently pressed up against my erection and started subtly grinding her body against it while her hands drifted down to my ass cheeks.

Without thinking, my hands drifted down to her ass cheeks too and I started squeezing them. It's like a Pavlovian reaction I can't control: if I'm French kissing my wife and her hands go to my ass, my hands go to hers. I couldn't seem to help myself, even though I knew Cindy would get a clear view of my ass groping.

Meanwhile, Cindy was trying to explain about Mindy's "new level of honesty and openness" comment. She said to the girls, "Dan, Mindy, and I, we had a... frank talk. About some... things." She seemed uncomfortable even saying that much.

But then Ruby dropped another bombshell, even as Mindy and I continued to make out. "I know," she said in a matter-of-fact tone. "Michelle and I heard the whole thing. We were listening from the top of the stairs."

"You DID?!" Cindy exclaimed. "Oh my GOD!"

Ruby kept on going, "You know what would be neat? I think it would be awesome if you and Dan get together! Get it on!"

Michelle quipped, "Bang a gong, too!"

I got her reference to the classic T Rex song "Bang a Gong (Get It On)," and I could tell there was something about the way Ruby had enthusiastically said "get it on" that amused and inspired her. But Cindy looked puzzled.

Ruby giggled, and then continued, "Mom, you really deserve a nice guy like Dan. You've had nothing but heartache and trouble with men, even since before you had me. I have to share him anyway. Wouldn't it be great if you just... had fun? Let yourself go! Live a little!"

Cindy was stunned yet again. "But... I can't!"

Mindy was still in my arms, but we'd finally broken the kiss. Both of us turned to face the exchange between Cindy and Ruby.

Michelle was continuing to wisely use discretion, standing to the side and keeping her mouth shut.

Ruby said, "Sure you can, Mom! Why not?"

Cindy stammered, "But... You wouldn't be jealous?"

"No way! That would just draw us closer together! There's more than enough Dan to go around. Not to mention PLENTY of King."

Cindy just blinked in non-comprehension. "King?" Although now that she said the word, you could almost see the dawning of comprehension suffuse her face.

Ruby though left her no room for doubts. "That's our nickname for his Johnson. King or the King. You know, like Elvis." She sang, "'I've got a hunka hunka burnin' love, a hunka hunka burnin' love...'"

Everybody laughed at that except Cindy, who was still too flabbergasted by all these developments and revelations for joking.

She just meekly said, "Oh." Then she turned and looked down at my crotch. Unfortunately, I hadn't been paying attention to my hard-on after Mindy had rubbed against it, and it was lewdly tenting my pants even more than before. Realizing that she was staring, and that I'd seen where she was staring, she managed to look away.

Ruby's seeming total acceptance of the idea had thrown Cindy for a loop, and she wanted to escape before she was hit with any more shockers. She said to Ruby, "Come on, darling. Let's go home. It's late."

Ruby stomped her foot and crossed her arms under her very ample chest. "I'm not going! I wanna be with my MAN!"

Crossing her arms in that way was a mistake for her decency, because her low cut dress barely covered her nipples when her arms were at her sides. Suddenly finding themselves pushed up from below, her nipples popped into the open, and a good deal more, besides. Once the hem was below her nipples, it was on a steep round underhang and kept getting pulled down, until her rack completely escaped from its confinement!

I gasped out loud. I thought, No, Ruby, no! You're gonna ruin everything! Don't push it! 

But Ruby either didn't know what she was showing or didn't care. She just stood there with her arms crossed, staring defiantly at her mother. Her heaving bare breasts were simply incredible.

Cindy's eyes were ready to pop out of her head. She was left gasping for air.

Trying to save the situation, I said, "Ruby, you're going. We'll see you tomorrow."

But she just stomped her foot again, causing her hefty globes to start shaking and swaying wildly. It also caused them to wiggle their way even further out of her tight dress, until her dress slid down to belly button level. She still hadn't looked down at herself, but there was no way she couldn't know what she was showing. "NO! Certain promises were made, and I'm not going to go home until they're fulfilled!"

Obviously, she was referring to my pledge to titfuck her later tonight. I was glad that at least she didn't overtly state that. She did use her upper arms to push her great E-cups together though, and then she gave me a smoldering look full of promise.

Breaking away from Mindy's grasp, I walked toward Ruby and grabbed her by the arm. I said to Cindy, "Let me talk to her in private."

I led Ruby deep into the living room, so the others could see us from the foyer but not hear us. I figured that would stop Ruby from getting frisky. And she was behaving herself for the moment, although she was making no move whatsoever to cover up her chest. If anything, now that she was in front of me one on one, she thrust her chest forward even further.

It was mighty distracting, but I said to her, "Ruby, Daughter, Cindy's in a very delicate state right now. You need to go home and talk to her and ease her concerns. Be very suave and smooth. No more bombshells."

She whispered back, "But the titfuck! You promised! First you're going to fuck Michelle, then you're going to fuck me - our huge tits, I mean - then you're going to spank us, and control us, and probably squirt your yummy goo all over us, and then maybe even take us in some more orifices!" She clutched her heaving boobs and held them up. "Look at these. These are for you! Don't you want to slide your fat snake between 'em? As in, like, now?"

I found myself ogling the fulsome breasts she was offering up above her blue dress, but then I looked her squarely in the eye. "Ruby, I'm sorry, but that's not happening tonight. For one thing, the two of you were extremely naughty and jacked me off the entire dinner. So the King, unfortunately, has left the building."

I had my back to the foyer area, and I realized that Ruby had intentionally stood directly in front of me so that Cindy could only see my backside. Taking advantage of that fact, the naughty redheaded teen dropped her hands down, grinned, and grabbed my crotch. "Looks to me like the King is still in the building and ready for an encore!"

Somehow, she got my zipper undone while using just one hand, and by the time she was saying "encore," her fingers were firmly wrapped around my erection and busily stroking away! The fact that I was wearing a dinner jacket provided a little cover, but she was mostly hoping the angle of our bodies and the way we were closely pressed together would hide what she was doing.

I quietly hissed, "Ruby, no! Stop! This is craziness! Cindy's right there, and your tits are hanging out! Please! Use some restraint! If you don't control yourself, she's going to completely freak out!" I seemed to have no self-control. As usual, when I got horny, my dick did most of my thinking for me.

"From wanting to have you fuck her," Ruby said as she stroked. "I bet you'd like that, wouldn't you, boning the mommy and the daughter." She looked down. "What do YOU think, Mr. King? You like that? Ooooh! I think you do!"

She was pressing my sweet spot, doing her best to make me cum right away, without being too obvious about it. "I like it too, Mr. King, I like it a LOT! I want my daddy to make my mommy one of his favorite cock slaves too! Then we can all be one big happy family, bound together by our service to our master!"

Words like that made me so fucking horny that I could barely breathe. My heart was racing wildly. "Ruby, please! For the love of God, stop! If you want that to happen, you'll stop right now, cover up and go home. Tomorrow, we'll do all that stuff, okay?"

She looked down at her hand. She was making very subtle rubbing motions, so her arm movement wouldn't give her away. "You promise? Do you promise to slide the King through my cleavage and my mouth and splatter your cum all over my face and my chest? I want you to give me that really big pearl necklace! A spermy, creamy, yummy, gooey necklace."

I hissed nervously, "You'll get it! You'll get it! Please! Stop!"

"Okay. 'Cos you asked so nicely." She tucked my erection back in my pants and zipped up my zipper. She made some puckering and kissy noises with her mouth. "We'll see you again tomorrow, Mr. King. I'm gonna go to bed tonight and finger my pussy raw just dreaming about you, dreaming about you taking my cherry so I can eternally serve my master in every way!"

Then, just like that, she walked past me and back to the group still standing in the foyer.

As she walked, I looked to the others. Mindy raised her fist up to her shoulder and gave it one quick approving pump in the air as she stared at me. She was trying to be subtle, but she couldn't completely restrain her excitement.

Michelle, on the other hand, had much less subtlety. But she was standing behind Cindy, so she could be more blatant. Looking at Ruby, she raised her fist up by her head and shook it back and forth. One might make such a gesture cheering on a sports team, but not exactly in the way she was doing it. For one thing, her fist wasn't closed; she left enough room to make it seem like she was holding an invisible penis. For another, she was rhythmically jerking her fist back and forth in the air only a couple of inches.

I could see her mouth the words to Ruby, while still jerking off the air, "DID YOU?"

Ruby made a subtle, happy nod in Michelle's direction, confirming that she did. Then she stopped in front of Cindy and said happily, "Dan and I have come to a mutually satisfactory arrangement."

But Ruby still hadn't bothered to cover her bare chest in the slightest, and Cindy complained, "That's nice, but please! Do you realize what you're showing? You can't walk around like that. You're seriously embarrassing me."

But Ruby just ignored that, and said, "Dan promised not to do all kinds of naughty things to my body tonight, but in return I made him promise one thing: Mom, he has to kiss you with a REAL kiss, like he just kissed me and Mindy!"

Needless to say, this was news to me! Damn, are all the women around me scheming and tricky? It seemed likely she was in cahoots with my wife about this.

Cindy blanched. "What? But... no!" She covered her deep cleavage with a hand and looked at me with fear, but also with lust. Her chest started to heave as I walked back to where she stood in the foyer.

I remembered that Mindy had specifically tried to get me to promise the exact same thing, and frankly I was all for it, especially after the way Ruby had just been stroking me. I knew I had to act fast, before I lost my nerve or Cindy put up more of a protest.

So I stepped up into the foyer and just kept on walking, until I literally walked into Cindy. I swept her into my arms as she started to fall back, and pressed my lips to hers.

I don't know if her mouth was open from shock or desire or some combination, but it was, and I took advantage of that fact. I immediately slipped my tongue into her mouth, and within seconds our tongues were frantically dueling.

Emboldened, I dipped Cindy over, leaving her hanging in the air in my arms. That left her in a very vulnerable and helpless position, and yet it seemed to only fire her engines all the more. She practically tackled me to the ground as the kiss went on and on. Eventually though, I made sure we were both standing fully upright.

The three other women stood nearby. I wasn't paying any attention to them, but I didn't hear them say anything.

I could sense from the way Cindy was kissing me back that we'd just crossed a line. We were officially out of the "friend zone," and there was no going back. That thrilled me to no end! I'd desired Cindy for a long, long time, but I'd always repressed my feelings. Now, all that pent up emotion was bursting out, and turning the kiss molten hot!

I don't know how long we necked, but it was a long time. I wouldn't be surprised if it was five minutes or more. Clearly, things had changed between us.

I peeked at Mindy, Michelle, and/or Ruby from time to time. They were remarkably quiet and patient, still not saying a word. Probably, they were afraid to say the wrong thing and spook Cindy during this very pivotal kiss.

Finally, with Cindy still smooching me, Ruby tapped her on the shoulder. "Mom, if I'm leaving, I gotta have one last kiss."

Cindy was breathless and bewildered. As she looked around, she realized her hands somehow had made it to my ass cheeks, while my hands were stroking her butt cheeks too. Like I said, it's a Pavlovian thing for me, and it seems that's true with most any woman, not just my wife.

We both quickly pulled our hands away.

Ruby still had her awesome melons hanging out - she seemed to have no shame about that whatsoever. As she stepped into my arms, she said, "Mom, one thing you gotta learn about Dan is that there's plenty of him to go around. But you've gotta learn how to share." Then she kissed me again. It was like a nuclear explosion in my mouth.

But even that wasn't enough for the insatiable girl. Knowing that I was so lust-addled that I didn't know up from down, she brought my hands up to her bare breasts. Once they were there, it seemed I couldn't let go, and I fondled her bountiful rack without restraint as the kiss went on.

Again, I started to worry about Cindy's reaction. We were probably blowing it, pushing her too hard too fast. Thinking I was quite clever, I managed to more or less pull Ruby's dress back up over her nipples even as I fondled them. Only then did I break the kiss.

Ruby looked down and saw what I had done. "Meanie," she pouted.

"Okay, that's it," I said, opening the front door with one hand and pushing Ruby through it with the other before she could think to bare her chest again. "Out you go, girl! You need to get out of my sight or I'll never be able to stop kissing you!"

Ruby was too gleeful about that comment to be mad about being pushed. "Oh no! That would be terrible!" she giggled.

"You're too beautiful for me to take, I have to turn away." I knew she'd dig that too, but it was a good excuse to look back around me, and especially check out how Cindy was coping.

Cindy was panting and staring at me like she wanted me to take her on the spot. At the very least, she seemed to be on the verge of throwing herself into my arms.

But I acted quickly and started pushing her out the door. "Oh no, not you too! You're just as ravishing as your daughter is. If you don't leave my sight right now, I don't think I could control myself!"

At least I'd managed to get Cindy and her daughter out the door, but they didn't look willing to go anywhere from there except back into the house. If anything, Cindy's "fuck me now, you bastard!" stare in my direction was even stronger than before.

Mindy, luckily, saved the day. She walked right past me out the door and then closed the door behind her. I could hear her starting to talk to Cindy, but the door slammed shut before I could understand what she was saying.

That left me standing there in the foyer with just... Michelle.




Chapter 36



When my wife escorted Cindy and Ruby outside, I was left alone with Michelle and her tremendous F-cups. That was certainly a gulp-inducing moment.

Now that she no longer had a reason to conceal her passions, the intensity of the lusty look she directed at me even outdid Cindy's! Her smoldering gaze seemed liable to cause everything around me to burst into flames in spontaneous combustion at any moment.

She didn't say anything, but just pulled the straps of her red dress off her shoulders. Her dress succumbed at long last to gravity and fell down to her waist, baring the rest of her exquisite breasts as if she were the goddess of lust incarnate. Knowing how much I loved them, she shifted her shoulders back and forth, causing the two pliable bowling balls to sway, one way and then the other. She was a total babe and she knew it. In fact, she was damn proud of it.

Still not uttering a single word, she stepped forward and brought her lips to mine. This kiss was even more intense than a nuclear bomb, it was like the entire planet exploding! She even outdid the kisses Cindy and Ruby had just given me. I hadn't even thought that was physically possible.

But I didn't get completely swept away and lose my head. I was well aware that Ruby and Cindy could always come back in. More likely, Mindy would open the door as she came back in, and then Ruby and Cindy would be able to see far too much if we stayed in the foyer.

So, from the moment Michelle's face met mine, I started walking her backwards, away from the front door but also away from the living room. There were big windows in the front of the living room, so that was another danger zone. On one side of the foyer was the front door, on the other sides (going counterclockwise from the door) were the living room, the stairs, and another short hallway leading off to other rooms and finally making its way to the kitchen. I kiss-walked Michelle down that hallway as far as I could.

Michelle, on the other hand, didn't seem to care where I was taking her, because she was fully focused on the "clothes problem" instead. Knowing that my hands were busy holding and carrying her, her hands got busy trying to take her dress off and my clothes off too. She knew she couldn't take my jacket off while I was holding and hugging her, so she got to work on my pants instead. I found it harder and harder to walk as my pants slid further down my legs.

I found myself backed up against the door to the computer room, and that seemed as good a place as any, so I started kiss-walking her into there. Her dress finally fell to the ground, and as I came to a stop she was able to pull my pants off my feet. We typically adhere to a "shoes off inside the house" rule, so she didn't have to deal with those. Instead, she and I struggled with my jacket and my dress shirt.

She wasn't entirely sure how safe we were, so she was whispering as she said, "Oh, Daddy! I love you so much! What TORTURE that was! TORTURE! Seeing you kiss all your women but me! All I got was a chicken peck. And I got SO HORNY watching you take Cindy for your own in front of all of us! You're the MAN! My God, you just took charge of everything and everyone, like a real daddy-master should!"

"You're not jealous?" I asked as I tossed my jacket across the room.

"It's not my place to be jealous. That's Cock Slave Rule Number Two. Besides, seeing you take control of other women makes me soooo hot!"

Finally, we were both completely naked, although she was still struggling to take her necklace off with one hand as she pulled me along by my erection with her other hand to the only sofa in the room.

I asked, "What's with these rules? Who came up with them? How many are there? WHY are there rules?"

She smiled enigmatically. "What's the fun in telling you everything all at once?"

"Okay, at least tell me what's Cock Slave Rule Number One?"

"That's easy, AND very pertinent: 'Serve Daddy's cock!'" She yelled this hungrily as she pushed me boldly down onto the sofa.

That conflicted with what Mindy had mentioned a little while ago. I didn't know who was right and I was too distracted to get into the issue right now.

She quickly added, "Speaking of which, I do believe you have a certain pair of F-cupped tits to fuck! I've been thinking about this ALL day at work: how do I want to take my first titfuck? Lying on the floor, with Daddy sitting on top of me like he's victoriously claiming his daughter booty, or in a servile position, naked and on my knees, showing who's the master and who's the slave?! It's a tough call!"

By this time, she was on her knees, sitting on her heels between my legs. She giggled. "You can obviously guess which one I picked. I like this one 'cos I can look up at you and stare into your eyes the whole time, so my face can show you how much I love you, while my body shows how much I need to serve you, and only you... mind and body, heart and soul! I want you to take my jugs in both hands and... Oh, hi Mom!"

I turned to the door.

There stood Mindy, beaming with happiness as she watched the two of us. She was still dressed to the nines, but now that Michelle and I were staring at her, she yanked her dress down her chest too, in the exact same way Michelle had done a couple of minutes before.

She spoke matter-of-factly, like this sort of thing happened every day, "I'm so glad I got back in time, so I didn't miss the start. You have no idea how hard it was to get rid of those two!"

Shedding her clothes with lightning speed as she made her way across the room, she told Michelle, "Darling, don't stop talking on my account. The things you were saying were so beautiful!" But then she stopped. "Oh! Let me go get the lotion. You need to get all oiled up."

"No need, Mom. Didn't you notice how my tits are shiny and glistening? I was thinking ahead. They're swimming in oil already, so Daddy's fat cock will be able to slide around all over them and especially between them for hours!"

My blonde daughter closed her eyes, brought both hands up to her chest, and then pressed her tits together. There almost was no need, because her tits were so firm, big, and round that there was plenty of tight cleavage even without her helping hands. It was like they'd run out of room to grow on her chest, so they kept growing into each other. Even when she was topless and standing still, there usually was no gap because they lightly rested against each other.

Then she thrust her chest forward, threw her head back, and whispered breathlessly, "Take me!"

I heard Mindy saying, "Wait! Wait!" She had a video camera in her hands, and she was fiddling with it. "Hold that position, Michelle, we have a video camera, and it would be a shame not to use it. Just imagine, years from now, when you can show your children and your sister-slaves the first time Daddy fucked your tits! Okay... Hold on... Hold on..."

Having placed the video camera on a high shelf so it could capture all of the area where Michelle and I were, Mindy rushed to the sofa and sat down right next to me. She wanted a front-row seat. I was almost looking for her box of popcorn. She patted my thigh. "Okay, go! Fuck the HELL out of her perfectly tanned, perfectly round tits, Honey!"

I asked, "Wait. Shouldn't we discuss what happened with Cindy?"

Both Mindy and Michelle gave me nearly identical withering looks, as if to say, "I'm not even going to dignify that stupid question with an answer when we have a titfuck to get to." 

Finally, Michelle said impatiently, "Later, already! Do it, Daddy, do it! I've been waiting for this for YEARS!"

I'd been holding my erection for some time now, but I scooted forward on the sofa, bringing the tip of my cock into contact with my daughter's cleavage.

Just from that first touch, Michelle moaned loudly with arousal.

That part, I'd been expecting. The surprise though was hearing Mindy moaning too, just from WATCHING that first touch! Is my wife the greatest, or what?

I scooted up some more, and just like that, I found my pole entirely encased in my daughter's tight titty valley! I'd had naughty dreams about doing this for much longer than I care to admit, and now it was actually happening to me. So wrong, but oh so right!

She moaned again, and then whispered in a husky voice, "Hold it there, Daddy! Hold it there! I want to savor this moment forever!"

I was thinking that it was interesting how she seemed to be even more emotionally overcome than during her first handjob and blowjob with me. I saw tears of joy rolling down her cheeks, and her facial expression was priceless! Did she have super sensitive breasts, or something?

It also occurred to me that before the whole foyer kissing scene, I was going to insist that we call it a night and save the titfuck until tomorrow. I'd certainly been thinking that, while I was trying to talk Ruby into going home as she jacked me off. I was thinking that "the King" had already endured what was easily his busiest day ever, and that I was far too physically and emotionally drained, especially after the handjob at the dinner table. After all that, there was simply no way that I could get it up again, right?

But all those thoughts had gone right out the window. The idea of stopping now was laughable. This was great!

I started sliding in and out, just a little. Wow! Her tits are quite possibly even better than a pussy! So soft, but so TIGHT! The oiled-up lubrication really helped, but more of it was mental. For years, I'd been watching my daughter not only grow up, but grow out. As a moral and religious father, I tried not to fantasize about my daughter's breasts, but they grew so big, and the clothes she wore were all designed to show them off so well, that sometimes I couldn't help myself, and I even masturbated thinking about fucking them.

Gimmie a break, I'm a heterosexual male. Okay? I can't help the fact that I'm her biological father!

My heart was pounding hard and sweat was rolling down my forehead. My entire body was humming with energy. Now, my years of suppressed lust were really coming out!

But my joy was crimped a little when I noticed more tears starting to roll down Michelle's face, and her crying was turning into full-on sobbing. I didn't stop my thrusting - I couldn't - the "King" had taken over and was not listening to any reason! In fact, I even started thrusting a little deeper into that bottomless canyon. But I also asked, "Why are you crying so much?"

She wailed, "I'm just so overcome! With JOY! I've dreamed of this moment forever!"

My naked wife moved the video camera to a better spot to record all the action without her help. She knelt behind Michelle and wrapped her arms around her supportively. "I'm here for you! You can do it!"

Michelle sobbed, "I'm not worried about that; I know Daddy's gonna fuck my tits good. But, it's just... it's so beautiful! All my sex slave dreams are coming true!"

Mindy brushed Michelle's long blonde hair to the side and kissed the exposed side of her neck. She purred to her softly and encouragingly, "You're Daddy's sex toy now."

I was so far gone with lust that that comment didn't seem strange to me. My hands were actually trembling, even though I wasn't doing anything with them.

Michelle tears kept on flowing freely. She replied, "I know! I know! I'm so happy that I could die! Absolutely die! I can't even breathe! My heart is racing so fast! Look! His cock is buried in my tits!"

My boner was buried in her tits to the point that I couldn't see any of it. But the titfuck was stalled while my daughter struggled to master her emotions. I wasn't in a big hurry because I didn't want to get too excited too fast. Besides, just feeling my cock surrounded by her oiled up tit-pillows was heavenly.

Mindy continued to kiss Michelle's neck and hug and caress her in a way that was helping her crying taper off.

Still I was amazed by the intensity of Michelle's emotional response, even given that she was a highly emotional person. As she finally wiped her face clear of most of the tears, I said, "I'm surprised you're crying more tears of joy than for your first blowjob."

She sniffled a couple of times, then she looked down at her chest and smiled widely upon seeing my hard-on still totally covered. "I know, but then, I was trying so hard to impress you. It was almost like taking a big SAT test, 'cos I was having to remember all those moves Mom taught me, and I had to do them just right. Mom says that the perfect cocksucker or cock-stroker never does the same thing twice. I have to keep changing, changing, different, different, so you never know what's coming next. Isn't that right, Mom?"

Seeing that the titfuck was a go again, I resumed thrusting in and out.

Mindy said benignly, like a proud parent, "Very good, dear. Is that what you did this morning?"

"Yep! But it's HARD! And I don't just mean the King!" Michelle giggled as she moved first one and then the other tit up and down a little bit. Then she started doing that with a steady rhythm, as I kept sliding in and out. The combination, plus all the slippery oil, was fantastic!

Michelle continued to explain while her tears poured down, "I wanna suck Daddy so long and so well that I can just suck Daddy-cock without thinking and still do all those tricky moves as easy as breathing. But that's gonna take a lot of practice until I'm that good. Maybe YEARS of daily practice!" She practically orgasmed on the spot as she considered those words. "But with the titfuck..."

At that reminder, she straightened up a bit and thrust her chest forward some more, completely encasing my shaft in tit-flesh to its root. She sighed with happiness as she gave my sliding boner an extra tight squeeze. Then she went on, "With the titfuck, at least this kind of titfuck, Daddy's in total control! I just have to sit here and TAKE IT while he plunders my tits! So I can let my feelings run wild!"

Needless to say, my thrusts were going in deeper and getting longer. I was coming up from below a little higher each time, and now I could see the tip of my bulbous head poking through at the end of each stroke.

Michelle had mostly stopped crying, but she was still emotionally choked up, and some tears were flowing.

Seeing that Michelle was doing fine without her support, my nude wife switched positions so she was sitting on the sofa right next to me. I think the reason she moved was to get the best possible frontal view of the on-going titfuck. She idly ran a hand back and forth across my back, but she mostly ignored me and stared at Michelle's chest blatantly and wantonly.

She said to our daughter, "Dear, that's not exactly true. I've told you many times that a titfuck is not a passive experience. It's better for Daddy if you constantly slide your tits up and down in unexpected patterns to double his pleasure."

In fact, Michelle already was sliding her tits up and down either side of my shaft, but she'd been doing so with a steady rhythm. Thanks to Mindy's reminder, she started varying it up, so I didn't know what was going to happen next. She smiled brightly. "Thanks, Mom!"

Mindy smiled benignly right back at her. "And don't forgot your mouth. If you want to be Daddy's favorite tit slut, you should suck on the tip too."

"But Mommy! We've been over this with the Dando. It works for you and Ruby, but I don't think my lips can reach. My tits are too big and jut out too much."

My heart skipped a beat hearing that. Talk about an embarrassment of riches!

I'd never heard the term "Dando" before, but I did know that Mindy had made a plaster cast of my erect dick a couple of years ago, and that the Hellions had been practicing on their copies of that. It made sense that Dando, an amalgam of "Dan" and "dildo," was a reference to that. I was slightly amused at the name, but only gave it a fleeting thought.

"Oh. Right." Mindy replied to Shelle. "Sorry, I forgot about your unique size issues. Ruby is much better at that. But give it a try anyway. Maybe you'll be inspired by the real thing to make that extra effort. Remember, this is your Daddy's cock that we're talking about here, and when it comes to making it shoot out hot cum, do tit slaves ever give less than their all?"

I wondered what the difference between a "tit slave" and a "cock slave" was, if any. Not to mention a "tit slut." But I was huffing and puffing with arousal, and was in no mood to start a discussion about it.

Michelle seemed to know what it meant though. She replied indignantly, "No! Never!"

So we adjusted positions, trying a couple of different things to see if she could do it. We found out that having me stand bowlegged while she knelt between my legs worked much better than having me sit. Plus, she loved the submissiveness of the pose.

Mindy knelt behind her with her own considerable tits pressed into Michelle's back. She held her daughter's tits pressed tightly together, which allowed Michelle to focus entirely on her tongue work.

Happily enough, Michelle was able to reach the top of my cockhead with her tongue and swirl it around a little bit, but she had to really strain her neck to do so. Whereas Mindy was able to take the tip in her mouth and suck on it just a little when I was titfucking her, and that meant her tongue could reach down and do a lot more too. That meant that Michelle's larger breasts created a much longer and deeper fuck channel between them, one which nearly dwarfed even my overly-praised penis size.

I know I shouldn't say this, but watching Michelle strain and work to stretch her tongue out in order to taste the very tip of my erection as I fucked her humongous tits, well, let's just say I was profoundly moved and aroused by the amount of effort she had to put into doing this. It also spoke volumes about her love and devotion that she would go to such lengths. And "lengths" was the operative word, as she stretched out more than I thought was physically possible.

By the way, one thing I was learning from all of these new revelations is that my Mindy must be an incredibly sexually talented woman! I guess I'd taken her skills for granted and never realized just how much effort and practice she put into it. She'd been training the girls for a few months (or more?) by now, but she herself had been mastering these skills for years. Her talent still outshone theirs, although they were almost making up the difference with their youthful exuberance and sheer enthusiasm.

Anyway, after another minute or two of sliding through Michelle's tight yet oily and slippery channel, I had to take a break from that before I blew my load. Amazingly, I still had my dress shirt on, so I took it off. Now, all three of us were completely naked.

While I was undressing, Mindy and Michelle held their hands together tightly and looked each other in the eye. Michelle said, "Mom, I want to thank you a billion times over. I've been thinking or saying this like every two minutes lately, but it's really true: all my dreams are finally coming true! And it wouldn't be possible without you. You've been soooo cool about everything!"

Mindy smiled benignly at her, like the proud mother she was. "No, I have to thank you. You're the one that opened my eyes, teaching me that sharing is better. By the way, how are you enjoying your first titfuck?"

"Oh, Mom! Don't make me answer that, or I'm going to start crying tears of joy again. It's everything I'd dreamed about, and more! I've never felt so proud and so blessed to have these F-cups!" She suddenly sat up on her heels, arched her back, and thrust her jutting tits forward. "It's like God gave them to me just to help me serve Daddy's cock!"

Mindy apparently couldn't help herself. She caressed her daughter's huge knockers and stared at them with something approaching awe. "Michelle, you make me so proud that I'm the one that's going to cry! Think about all the gallons, literally gallons, of Daddy cum that's going to get squirted on these in the years to come!" She lifted up both globes and then let them bounce back into place.

Michelle said while giggling, "They're going to have a permanent spermy smell!"

Mindy resumed caressing Michelle's tits after they'd stopped bouncing. But then she glanced my way and said, "Oops, look, Daddy's ready again."

Michelle said eagerly, "I don't know, Mom. You'd better make sure. With your mouth!"

"Good idea!" Mindy was kneeling right next to me. She suddenly turned her head and engulfed my cockhead!

As she bobbed on it, with lots of tongue action, Michelle encouraged her, "Get it all lubed up with lots of saliva!"

My wife must have been in seventh heaven, because she kept on fondling Michelle's massive jugs while sucking me off. But after about a minute, she pulled off, and said to Michelle, "Thanks for that. But this isn't about me right now. Honey, FUCK your daughter with what God gave you!"

Mindy immediately moved behind Michelle so she could hold her daughter's tits in place from behind.

Taking my stiffness back in my hand, I started using it as a probe to explore all over Shelle's chest. For instance, I used it to poke one of her nipples so far in that it couldn't be seen anymore, until I eased up the pressure. I think I covered every single inch of her left breast, and even explored my way up to her left armpit. This wasn't as arousing as straight titfucking, but it was giving me more of a chance to recover for another round, and Michelle seemed to love it.

She trapped my rod with her arm, and let me slide in and out there. "Look, Daddy. It's like you're fucking my armpit! How's that feel?"

"Surprisingly good, actually." I'd never done this with Mindy.

"Cool!" Michelle exclaimed. "It's like I've got two more holes for Daddy to fuck me in! Isn't that cool, Mom?"

"It sure is, dear. Daddy's gonna fuck Mommy's armpits too, and soon, I can guarantee you that."

I'd noticed Mindy was getting more and more excited, but she couldn't even finger herself as long as she had the thankless task of holding Michelle's tits in place. I felt bad she wasn't a little more involved, so I said to her, "Sweetheart, I still want to explore her other tit, but can you do the honors and hold the King?"

She was surprised. "Really? Me? I don't know if I should."

"Come on! You know you wanna! I'll hold her tits for a while."

A big smile crossed Mindy's face. "Well, okay."

Before long, she was having a ball. She really liked using my hard-on to probe Michelle's right nipple, and she even helped me "fuck" Michelle's right armpit for a minute or so.

But Michelle was getting restless. "Daddy, I love what you and Mom are doing, but my CLEAVAGE! It NEEDS you! It needs to feel fat, hard Daddy cock tightly trapped between my fat boobs! Let's make a fat sandwich!"

Several seconds later, Mindy was feeding my inches into Michelle's richly tanned cleavage, but then she had to let go. I couldn't thrust in all the way to the base of my pole with a hand on my shaft. And Michelle was holding her fleshy tunnel so tightly together that there was no need for her help there.

But I was pleased that Mindy didn't entirely withdraw from the action. She kept on caressing Michelle's enormous knockers from behind, while rubbing her own tits up and down Michelle's back. Even with Michelle clutching her own tits, there was still so much tit-flesh overflowing everywhere that there was plenty for Mindy to caress.

As my thickness slid in and out of the tight squeeze, I asked, "Shelle, how's that feel? I mean, how much are you getting off from the mental stimulation compared to the physical stimulation?"

"I don't know," she replied while staring up at me adoringly. "Both are off the charts, so how can I compare? Just knowing that my Daddy is fucking my tits after all these years - priceless! And then when I think about how you'll be doing this to me most every day from now on, I just - cum! I'm cumming from time to time without touching myself down there AT ALL! Just look at me! I'm on my KNEES and nude, right where I belong! And my impossibly powerful and hunky Daddy is towering above me like a great redwood tree! I'm so wet! GUSHING! I'm servicing your cock like a good daughter and cock slave should!"

Mindy took a hand from Michelle's tits and ran a hand over the top of Michelle's long blonde hair. "You are, dear. Such a GOOD girl!"

Michelle's face practically glowed with the praise.

I was grunting and groaning as I slid in and out, so I wasn't going to prod Shelle with another question about how she felt about the physical aspect.

Luckily, she continued anyway, gasping here and there, "As for how it feels, I can't explain. I know my breasts are sensitive, but I don't know if they're extra sensitive. It's not like I can compare what it's like to be another woman. But I do get all tingly. And the slippery feeling - so good! But you know the funny thing? I'm feeling it even more in my pussy! It's like there's a direct line between my cleavage and my clit. It's like, every time you slide through, you're playing with my clitty too. That's why I keep cumming and cumming!"

Mindy said, "Darling, I've been so blind! I forgot to remind you to play with yourself too! You think you're feeling good now? Just wait until you're touching your clit and sliding your fingers around your hot and juicy snatch."

Michelle's hands were on their way down there already, but the look on her face was one of disbelief. "It gets better? No WAY!"

Mindy immediately resumed the task of holding Michelle's tits tightly around my shaft, and even sliding them up and down. "Yes! A lot better! The tit-clit connection only grows stronger. It's like a positive feedback loop working both ways."

Michelle's face went from doubtful to rapturous once she touched her clit. Before long, she was totally incoherent. I saw her whole body tremble and shake, and then tremble and shake again. It seemed after a while that she was simply having one continuous orgasm. The sweat was pouring down her face as she suddenly shouted out, "Oh God, Mommy, Mommy, Mommy! Mommy, I'm a tit slave! A tit slave!"

Meanwhile, Mindy was inspiring her to an even higher erotic plane with her words. "You are. Those tits belong to Daddy now. But you think that feels good? That's NOTHING! You want to know what the ultimate is? That'll be when Daddy breaks your maidenhead and takes control of your needy CUNT! Then you'll be a REAL cock slave!"

I complained, "Mindy, don't!"

But Mindy was adamant. "She needs to know! His fat fuck-meat hits your clit with every stroke, and he's bent enough to hit your G-spot too! At least, that's what happens to me. Now, those loser boys with their tiny, smelly cocks, you wouldn't even feel them. And the ones with bigger cocks, they don't know how to use them. It's just grunt, grunt, grunt, and done. But Daddy? He'll churn your insides up and leave you crying for joy and screaming his name! You think you feel like a subservient cock slave now? Just wait until he splits you in two with his fuckin' COCK-TREE! It's TWICE as good as the best titfuck! You'll never want to do ANYthing again, except have Daddy skewer your cunt and fuck you like a superman all night long!"

Michelle gasped out, "I feel that... way... already! Only with my tits and my mouth!" She was breathing hard.

Mindy leaned forward and sensuously licked Michelle's left ear. "I know you do, darling. That's why you're one of Daddy's favorite sex toys. You belong to him completely now. There's no turning back."

My wife directly looked at me while still licking our daughter's ear. "Honey, you can protest all you want, but I dare you to tell me you're not going to fuck her tits again and again and again!"

I just huffed and puffed, and kept on sliding my cock in and out. There was no way I could deny that truth.

Mindy nibbled on Michelle's earlobe. "See? I didn't marry a dummy. But let him complete his conquest of your tits by giving you a pearl necklace."

Michelle moaned, "Oh, Mom! I don't know if I can handle that! Just thinking about it... gonna cum AGAAAAAIIIIIEEEE!"

Mindy chuckled knowingly at her daughter's latest climax. Then she said to me while staring over Michelle's shoulder at my boner sliding in and out, "Honey, remember what Ruby said tonight about how she wanted you to give her a 'big pearl necklace?' Wasn't that just a hoot? That really took some guts, the way she said that in front of Cindy while rubbing her collar bone area and even slipping her fingers down into her cleavage a bit. You've got yourself a couple of primo sex toy daughters, ripe for the plucking and the fucking. And lots and lots of excellent titfucking!"

Michelle spoke in a tired voice, since she was a bit overwhelmed from her most recent orgasm. "I wish Ruby was here right now, sharing this. Watching. We're a Daddy-loving team."

I was puffing along like an old steam engine, perilously close to cumming. I was in no shape to speak. I was straining so hard that I must have looked like someone just shoved a watermelon up my ass.

Mindy suddenly noticed my facial expression, and said, "Uh-oh! Daddy's about to cum. Let me fix that." I was still happily sliding in and out of my daughter's chest at a very steady rhythm, but Mindy reached in when I pulled back, grabbed my erection at the base, and then squeezed it tight.

Right then, I just gave up. I started to cum with great relief.

Or at least I thought I did. Mindy was squeezing the base of my shaft so hard that she managed to stop the onrushing orgasm. She'd known this trick for years but she didn't use it much, as it's a pretty taxing experience for me. (Ruby had used it on me recently too.) The pain and frustration makes it questionable to use unless there's a very good reason to keep going. But apparently she'd decided that she wanted our daughter's first titfuck to be one for the ages.

Michelle slumped into me, since my rhythmic thrusting had stopped. She was so far off in orgasmic la-la land that she didn't understand what had just happened (even though Mindy had taught her the trick). She panted breathlessly, "Daddy? Did you cum? Where's the cum? Was it good for you?"

I was too wiped out to talk. It takes me a minute or two, at least, to recover from these sort of near-miss almost-orgasms.

Luckily, my wife replied for me. "Daddy didn't cum. I used the cut-him-off-at-the-base trick. The King is still hard and ready for more daughter fucking!"

Michelle pulled back a bit and stared down at my erection incredulously. "No. No way! Daddy!"

Mindy ran her hand soothingly over her daughter's bare shoulder, trying to calm her. "What? What's wrong?"

"I can't take any more! Too many orgasms! Pussy... sensitive. Nipples... sore!"

But Mindy was merciless. "Sorry, darling. That's part of being a cock slave, or a tit slave, or both. You just have to spread your legs and take it! It's not over until Daddy cums. Now, you might cum by then and you might not. But whether you do or not is completely irrelevant! The only thing that matters is serving your master!"

I was going to protest that strongly, but before I could, Michelle said, "But Mom! I love your general attitude, but it's a moot point 'cos I ALWAYS cum when Daddy plays with my body, and usually multiple times." It was quite an effort for her to gasp that out in her current condition, but she felt strongly about it.

My wife replied, "You know that, and I know that, but for inspirational sexy talk purposes, let's pretend we don't, okay?"

Michelle grinned. "Okay."

Mindy continued, "Like I said, it's not over until Daddy cums. Until then, you're Daddy's complete and utter sex toy, for him to fuck as much, as hard, as long, as deeply, and above all, as thoroughly and completely as he wants. You are a fucking cock SLAVE, and you fucking take it ALL. Is that understood?"

Michelle's blonde bangs were matted to her sweaty forehead, and she stared into space vacantly. She seemed totally overwhelmed. But she nodded solemnly.

Mindy patted her. "Good. Now, Daddy, er, Honey, fuck the shit out of her! Have no mercy on her or her enormous tits! She thinks she can't take any more, but she's dead wrong. She thinks she knows what a big cum is, but she's wrong about that too. Give her the greatest climax she's ever had!"

I had a hard time doing that, though. Michelle was so out of it that Mindy needed to use both hands just to hold her up. Her head was dangling listlessly to the side, like she was unconscious but somehow keeping her eyes open. So I resumed my thrusting slowly at first. I had to press Michelle's tits together, since no one else was doing it.

After a couple of minutes, Michelle started to perk up a bit. But every minute or so, I'd see her body shiver as yet another orgasm washed through her. After a while, she mumbled, "No. No more. Too many orgasms! Too much! Too goooooood!"

Mindy whispered into her ear from behind. "I've talked to you and Ruby about this before, many times. Getting fucked until you're a senseless blob and feel like you can't take anymore, and then getting fucked a hell of a lot more until it's all an endless orgasmic blur, that's a key part of being one of Dan's lovers! This is where your cock slave training should kick in. Remember..."

"'Serve the cock!'" Michelle said. She seemed to perk up a bit with that.

Since my stacked daughter was kneeling on her own now, Mindy's hands took over from mine in keeping the titfuck tunnel tight.

A couple of minutes passed. I could feel myself getting right to the cusp of orgasm, so I called for a little break. I staggered back to the sofa, slumped back against it, and closed my eyes.

As I rested, I heard Mindy tell Michelle, "This is another teaching moment. This is a good example of how he takes breaks to extend the joy for even longer. How are you feeling?"

"Great! My pussy is super sore from cumming so much. But my tits feel fine, and my energy is back."

"Good," I heard Mindy say. "But take full advantage of breaks like this too. Have a good stretch, stretch your jaw, tilt your head this way and that like your neck is made of rubber... Exactly. Just like that. And mentally recharge your batteries too. Recite your enslavement pledge to yourself. Think about the official rules and how you can best implement them."

There was silence for the next couple of minutes. I took a brief peek and saw Michelle standing and performing stretching exercises with her eyes closed while silently mouthing words to herself.

I thought, It's crazy how much Shelle is into this slavery thing, and how much Mindy encourages her with it. I should be disturbed. Very disturbed. But once again I'm too damn horny! Just look at my daughter. She's the epitome of the blue-eyed, blonde haired, and very voluptuous Southern California dream girl. Such physical perfection! I challenge any male to resist her. And that's before any of her cock slave talk. So I don't feel so bad for repeatedly giving in. 

I discovered break time was over when Michelle engulfed my cockhead and started bobbing on me! She'd put her hands on the sofa cushions on either side of me, so it was a total surprise when her lips slid down over my boner. That caused my eyes to open wide.

Mindy helpfully held my shaft in place. She smirkingly explained, "Looks like Michelle's mouth was feeling a little left out."

I exclaimed, "So much for my dick getting a rest!"

Mindy grinned impishly. "Oh, but it is. It's a good idea to break up all this titfucking with a little cocksucking."

I laughed. "Some break that is. Seriously, let's get back to the titfucking because I don't know how much longer I can hold out, break time or not."

So that's what we did. I stood up again while Michelle knelt in front of me with Mindy right behind her, since Michelle seemed to like that the best. Plus, that allowed Michelle to experiment with licking the tip of my cockhead each time it passed into range.

After about five minutes or so of that, the urge to cum was strongly building inside me again. Without consciously thinking about it, I started thrusting deeper and faster into my daughter's cleavage.

Mindy was watching raptly, and could see the signs that the fun would soon be over. She spoke to Michelle while still propping her up. "Darling, I know from long experience that your daddy is getting ready to blow, and it's not good to use that trick twice I used in a row. Get to know the signs: the way he can't talk, his heavy breathing, that pained look on his face. You know how a dog pisses all over the place to mark his territory? Now your daddy's going to do that to you, except with his cum, of course. He's going to mark you as HIS!"

Michelle grunted lustily and her eyes opened wider as she heard that.

Mindy went on, "But it's a daddy's prerogative to decide just how to splooge on his daughter: is he going to cum on your face, or on your tits, or on your tits and face, or maybe in your mouth? He could even turn you over and paint your ass. You can offer suggestions. What do you want? Michelle? Hello?"

Michelle gasped out, "Tits and face! ... And mouth!" After one more desperate gasp for breath, she added, "Ass!" She was starting to revive more for the grand finale, and even sat up straight on her own.

Mindy laughed. "Yes, I know, we all want it everywhere, but Daddy has his limits." She said to me, "Honey, why don't you start with her face, and work your way down to her tits? Show everyone that those huge tanned hooters belong to YOU!"

So that's just what I did. Pulling out of her tight cleavage, I held my pulsing boner and aimed it up towards my daughter's beautiful face. Mindy held onto it too, and I pretty much let her direct where the cum flew, since I could tell it meant so much to her.

In fact, within a couple of seconds, my wife took over completely with both hands.

That was just fine with me, because she wasn't just holding it, she was stroking it in hopes to get those last few ropes out.

"Oh... FUCK!" I cried out. "JESUS! Jesus Fucking CHRIST!" The pleasure of cumming was so intense that I was in danger of passing out and had to fight to stay conscious. I closed my eyes and saw stars. That's not just an expression - I really saw stars!

I heard Michelle screaming incoherently. I have no idea what she was trying to say, although there may have been a "Daddy" or two in there, but it was ear-splittingly loud and very joyous. I couldn't see how she could have yet another great orgasm after all the climaxes she'd had already, but somehow she did.

Funnily enough, Mindy was more disappointed than I was when I finally ran out of cum. Still holding my dick, she tapped it like she was tapping a broken faucet, trying to get it to work. She joked, "What have we gotta do to get a refill around here?"

But I was done. I was completely done. I found myself flopped on the sofa, melting into it.

Michelle, too, had fallen back, and now she was lying face up on the floor.

Since my eyes were closed and I was just struggling not to lose my mind to orgasmic ecstasy, I hadn't paid any attention to where I'd cum or what had happened to my jism. But I opened my eyes and saw that Mindy had done a fine job aiming my erection. True, I didn't have a big load; it was probably less than half of my usual amount. But given how many times I'd climaxed all through the day, it was remarkable I had anything left to give at all.

There were a couple long streams of cum dripping down Michelle's face, including a cute gob clinging to the tip of her nose. But there was more cum on her chest. One rope had started on the middle of one tit and made a continuous line down into the dark depths of her immense cleavage, now spread widely open since she was lying on her back, and then came back up towards the nipple on her other tit.

What a sight, to see my own daughter with a glazed donut-like sheen clinging to her flawless skin. Some people find cum disgusting, but not me. (Maybe I did, long ago, but Mindy had "cured" me of that over the years, thanks to her enthusiasm for it.) I loved how Michelle looked wearing my cum and I found myself wanting to see her frequently "dressed" in it from now on.

Mindy knelt down next to her and swiped a finger through the cum gob perched on her daughter's nose. She muttered, "So beautiful." Then, louder, she said to her, "Darling, if you could only see yourself right now. Wait. Hold that thought. Let me go get a mirror. Oh, and a camera!"

Michelle jerked with alarm and opened her eyes. "The video camera is still on, isn't it?"

Mindy said reassuringly, "It is, and I made sure we stayed within the field of view. But an actual camera can do close-ups much better. I'll be back in a jiff!"

By the time Mindy came walking back about a minute later, Michelle was already sitting up. But she was still looking a bit stunned. She turned to me with a powerful loving smile. "Thank you, Daddy. From the bottom of my heart, I thank you." She said this shyly as if I'd done her a big favor.

"No, I thank YOU," I replied. But she seemed to ignore that.

Mindy snapped a few close-up photos of Michelle's face and chest, and then held up the mirror. "Look, darling. Aren't you beautiful?"

But Michelle's response was, "Awww. Is that all? I want MORE! It felt like he was shooting so much. I wanna run my hand over my tits and be amazed at the gallons of cum pouring off them. I wanna feel bountiful rivers of sperm on my skin, sliding down my tummy, drowning me in Daddy love!"

Mindy stood there naked, snapping more pictures, including some of me. "I know, we all want that, darling, but even virile daddies have their limits. Your father came a lot today while further taming Sue Ellen and whatnot. Look at his balls. See how shriveled up they are? So, considering that, I think he shot an extra big load, just because it was you and your jutting torpedoes. You completely drained him dry."

That idea certainly perked her up. "Really? Cool! Thanks, Dad!"

Still looking at herself in the mirror, she said, "I have to admit, it is pretty sweet. I feel... marked! Tagged! I feel... like I belong to Daddy even more than before."

"It's a good feeling, isn't it?" Mindy asked, suggestively.

"THE BEST! Boy, I've never been so, well, totally dominated! You always tell us that a titfuck is the ultimate act of submission, and you're so right! Daddy, the way you just used me, and used me, and used me some more, relentlessly plowing my tits, even when I begged you to stop... That was AWESOME!"

I shook my head in disbelief. Is there any understanding women?

She looked towards me and was reaching her arms out, hoping to hug me. She looked like she'd just run a marathon, yet her energy level had revived again, and there was a twinkle of excitement in her eyes.

But Mindy stopped her, pointing to her cummy face and tits. "Wait! No! Don't mess it up! Now comes the best part. You get to lick it up."

So, while Michelle started to lick herself clean, Mindy came over and sat down next to me. She squeezed my hand as we both watched our daughter proudly perform what was becoming a regular ritual of eating my cum. "Thanks a lot, Honey. Thanks for sharing this experience with me. Especially allowing me to hold it to explore and paint your daughter's chest and face with her Daddy's yummy goo. I'm never going to forget that. What a RUSH!"

Michelle started licking up the cum from around her lips, and I saw her reach up to scoop some into her mouth.

But I interrupted her. "Wait, Michelle," I warned. "No hands. Anything that you can't reach with your tongue, you'll just have to let your mother lick off."

She groaned with frustration.

Mindy sighed longingly. But she was nonetheless beaming with joy.

I laughed at my wife. "Are you happy, much?"

She laughed too. "Just a little. I'll tell you, any woman who has a husband like you and doesn't want to add a teenage sex toy or two into the mix, she doesn't know what she's missing. Especially if we're keeping it in the family. I feel like this is bringing us even closer together."

I said, "Mindy, the sex is over. We don't have to use words like 'sex toy' anymore. Stuff like that and 'cock slave,' that's just sex talk to heighten the pleasure, right?"

"Riiiiiiight." She was trying to sound sincere, but her tone of voice was betraying her.

Disturbed, I probed, "You don't REALLY think Michelle is some kind of sex toy now, do you? She's our daughter!"

"No, of course not. She's still our daughter, it's just... Why don't we say she has a perfect sex toy body? Would that make you feel better? Just look at her. Is she not ideally built for sex or what? To think that she came out of my womb. I just look at her and can't believe that I created her, that we created her. How would you improve on that? There's just no way. If her tits were any bigger they'd be too big, and it would detract too much from the rest of her."

"You got that right," I agreed. "Shelle, don't get a big head, but you're amazing."

"Thanks, Daddy!" Her tongue was licking up the palms of her hands as she said this. It reminded me of when after her first tickle attack she'd found a pool of my and Mindy's cum in the bed, and couldn't get enough of our "yummy goo" into her mouth.

Putting her arm around me, Mindy said, "You've had a big day. You know what the perfect end to a perfect day would be for you?"

"What?"

"We've got such a big bed. We could fit four people in there easily, if not five." She snuggled up close to me and delicately rested her hand on my chest. "I don't see why Michelle has to sleep alone. Can't she join us? She could sleep on one side and I'd sleep on the other."

"No. Absolutely not."

Both Michelle and Mindy stared at me in stunned shock and surprise. It took a while for Mindy to respond, she'd been so thrown by that.

"Why not?" Mindy asked.

"Think about it," I explained. "Sweetheart, this idea sounds nice, but you know the borderland between sleeping and waking. Sometimes we do things without really knowing what we're doing. And sometimes, you and I end up doing the horizontal mambo in the dark in the middle of the night. Sometimes, I might just slip it in and keep it there, 'cos it feels good. But what if I do something like that, only to fully wake up and discover that I'm not fucking you, I'm fucking Michelle? I could never forgive myself!"

Michelle said, "Daddy, please! I promise I'll be good. I'm so orgasmed out that more sex just isn't physically POSSIBLE. Really."

Bless her heart, she even tried to look exhausted and pooped, instead of horny and eager. Well, she tried. Too bad for her that I wasn't falling for it.

"Nope," I said firmly. "I know I've basically given in to my base desires, and I'm loving it too much to go back now. But I have to draw the line at real intercourse."

Mindy grimaced and pulled back from me. "You're not still going on about that, are you? After everything that happened today, you STILL can't see that your daughters belong to you and only you? Don't tell me you're still clinging to that ridiculous 'dating boys' idea!"

With finality, I simply said, "I am."

Michelle groaned in frustration, "Oh, Mom. Hit him!"

Mindy lightly punched me in the arm. "Bad Dan!" Turning to Michelle, who was still cleaning herself on her knees in the middle of the room, she joked, "I think you and Ruby didn't just suck a lot of cum out of him today, you sucked his brain out too."

"I know, Mom. Sheesh! He's such a stubborn bonehead." She waved her hands in my direction. "Fix him!"

Mindy chuckled. "I'll try. He is a stubborn one, though. Any other father in his shoes would have fucked you twelve ways to Sunday already. But I kinda admire him for sticking to his principles too."

She rolled her eyes upwards and puffed a breath of air up to blow some hair away. Then she kissed me on the shoulder while gazing into my eyes, even as she ostensibly kept talking to our daughter. "And let's face it, I'll always love him no matter what, because he's my man too."

Seeing that Michelle was more or less done licking her face and tits clean, she stood up and pulled me up. She said to me, "Come on, we've got a really big today tomorrow."

I asked, "What's so big about it? It's just a Saturday. I'm looking forward to kicking back and relaxing. We don't have anything on the menu."

My wife shook her head in disbelief. "You really did lose your brain. You've got all kinds of things on the menu. For starters, Ruby's tits have yet to be fucked, and a lot of asses around here have yet to be spanked, or need to get spanked again. Let's not forget about Sue Ellen either."

She wiggled her own rear for my benefit, even though she'd just sat down. "And that's just for starters. I've got some things in the works. I don't know if you'll even SEE your dick tomorrow, because there will always be a mouth or a couple of hands covering it, at the very least."

"Yeay!" Michelle yelled excitedly. Then she and Mindy high-fived each other.




Chapter 37



I had a good night's sleep, but because I went to bed rather late I didn't awaken until around ten-thirty. That meant that the first words I heard that morning were, "Tickle attack!" 

As usual, Michelle made it her duty to wake me up, since I hadn't gotten up 'on time' on my own. As I struggled towards functional consciousness, I heard and felt a big thud. That was Michelle. She liked to start her attack with a flying leap, but today I could feel her jump was somewhat more restrained than usual.

I opened my eyes and found out why. There, sitting up in the bed next to me, was my wife Mindy. Even though it was a Sunday and thus a day off for her, her presence there was still a surprise. She's one of those people with an internal clock that can't be changed easily. So she tends to wake up around seven on the weekends, just like on weekdays, even if she doesn't want to.

I looked up at my wife and asked her, "Sweetheart, what are you- UGH!" I didn't get very far with my question because just then Michelle threw herself into the tickle fight in earnest, fully distracting me as she jumped up again and landed right on top of me.

I heard a happy, "Good morning, Daddy!" and turned to look up at my attacker. Michelle was looking fantastic, as usual. Even though I'd seen her nearly every day for years, usually my first thought after not seeing her for a few hours was along the lines, My God, her tits are so big! Sure enough, that was my first thought again.

As had become her tradition, she wore night clothes for her morning wake-up call. But this time, she was wearing something I'd never seen on her before. It made the harem pajamas she'd been favoring lately look as thick and dark as a scuba diving wetsuit. It was an almost completely transparent teddy. A wet tissue would have covered more skin. The only evidence of any substantial fabric anywhere was on the lower half of her breasts, where there was some kind of underwire structure to make her boobs jut out even more than usual, if such a thing was possible, and some fabric to cover up the wire work. The teddy seemed to open like a skirt at the bottom, and a decidedly short skirt at that.

No sooner did Michelle straddle herself over me and aim for my underarms with her tickling fingers, when I felt another pair of hands pull my arms up. It was Mindy, working in collusion with Michelle! This was unprecedented. These tickle attacks were a relatively new tradition, and Mindy had never taken part in one before.

I shouted, "Traitor! Traitor! My own wife is a traitorous swine!"

She cackled an evil laugh. "Bwa-ha-ha-ha! That's right. Surrender now! You have no chance. Resistance is futile!"

"Damned straight! It's two on one. I surrender!" I could have fought them and overwhelmed them if I really wanted to get physical and aggressive, but I thought a quick surrender might bring an end to their hijinks.

By this time, Mindy was all over me too. I discovered she also was wearing a nightgown of some sort, which was unusual because she and I always sleep in the nude. I could hardly fail to notice this fact because she was leaning over me to get to both of my arms, and she let her boobs drop down onto my face. The silky fabric of her nightgown was literally in my mouth, along with a nipple. I could hardly see because tit-flesh covered my entire face.

Yet they kept tickling despite my surrender. They were pretty serious about this tickle attack stuff! Mindy kept my arms pinned down while Michelle did the tickling of my exposed underarms. With the weight of both of them on top of me, I was beaten unless went all out in a nearly violent way, and I wasn't going to do that. I heard them cheer and congratulate each other on my defeat.

Then Mindy said, "Do you agree to lower the flag to make the surrender official?"

"Sure! Yes! Whatever! Just stop tickling!" At least that's what I tried to say. I was laughing and gasping so hard I was barely coherent.

But with that, the tickling stopped. Michelle scooted down and Mindy straddled herself over my chest, once again thrusting her breasts into my face. I still couldn't see and had no idea what Michelle was doing, except that I felt her scoot further down until she was over my thighs.

Then I heard Mindy say, "Let the flag lowering ceremony begin!"

Michelle replied, "Aye aye, Captain!"

Then I felt the bed covers coming down, except for our bed sheet, which only came down partway. My penis was half-hard already and quickly rising. I immediately began squirming and yelled, "Hey! That's no flag. Those are the covers!"

Mindy replied, "I know, but do you see any other fabric around here? I don't. At least you're not being tickled. At the moment."

"Hey! What does that mean?" I could feel my erect dick bouncing around, waving in the air, as the bed sheet was pulled down just below it.

I felt better. Even though I was still helpless, with two horny females sitting on top of me, at least I wasn't being tickled. I asked, "Mindy, what are you doing here?"

"I wanted to see what these tickle attacks are all about. Plus, of course, it takes two to plot a mutiny."

I had been thoroughly distracted from the second I woke up. I finally had a chance to recall what happened yesterday, as powerful memories started flashing back at me. I was fairly surprised that I wasn't hit by a wave of regret or guilt. Mostly, I could recall non-stop, incredible pleasure, and great fun. It seems something had snapped in me, because the "old Dan" would have been aghast.

Michelle pulled the silk sheet up enough to cover my erection, and then she wrapped her hands around it. "Captain, I have reports of a strange lump in the sheet fabric. What should I do?"

"Straighten it out, naturally, Ensign. Even though we're pirates and mutineers, we're not messy."

Do I even need to explain that the "strange lump" was my erection? Before I knew what was going on, her hands started sliding up and down over it. "Cool! Too cool! Sweetness! I love stroking Daddy's cock!"

Mindy corrected her. "No you're not, darling. That would be wrong. It might even be incest. You're simply straightening out a lump in the bed sheets." I still couldn't see, due to Mindy's big boobs pressing against my face, but I could hear the naughty smile in her voice.

"Oh. Right, Mom. I mean, Captain. Yes, this lump needs a whooooole lot of straightening out. I can see that now! It's got a slight bend in it, but maybe I can fix that with enough stroking." Her hands slid up and down, with the sheet still trapped between my boner and her fingers.

I moaned, "Mindy. My wife. My traitorous wife. Why are you doing this to me?"

"Two reasons. One, cheese-eating surrender monkeys must be punished." She tickled me under my arms now, for emphasis. "And two, cleanliness is next to godliness. Michelle has to keep working that lump until the swelling goes down."

"Noooo!" I screamed, without actually being upset. "That's no fair! If she keeps on doing what she's doing, then before long..."

Michelle's hands were eagerly pumping away. My cock was pouring out the pre-cum like you wouldn't believe. Before long, the sheet around my erection was completely soaked. Then there was the fact that we have fancy satin sheets, which no doubt was a key factor in their fiendish plot. Her hands seemed to glide up and down effortlessly on the slick fabric.

Mindy spoke. "Before long what, Honey? By the way, I wanted to ask: have you finally come to your senses about having Ruby and Michelle date boys?"

"NO! I mean, yes, I'm being sensible! This is the right thing to do, so our daughters won't be deformed."

"ACK!" Michelle suddenly stopped her stroking and crawled up the bed to the side of where Mindy sat on top of me, so I could have a good view of her. Then she hunched over and stuck her arms out at awkward angles, trying to do her best Quasimodo imitation. "Look at me! I'm hideous! Hideously deformed!" She was really hamming it up.

Mindy and I laughed, even though she was too breathtakingly beautiful to come close to faking looking hideous. All her bending over trying to appear hunchbacked just caused her jutting breasts to drop down and then swing back and forth enticingly.

Mindy saw that, and couldn't help but say in admiration, "Wow. It's hard to believe all those countless bags of groceries I bought over the years turned into her. We did pretty good, didn't we, Honey? How can you look at her and not just FUCK the SHIT out of her all day long?!"

"Hmm. I have to admit that sounds pretty tempting. But it would be wrong. I'm all for fucking her tits though. Last night was great!"

That wasn't good enough for my wife. "What happened to the idea of keeping her and Ruby as your cock slaves for a decade or two, and then letting her date?"

"Yeah, Daddy," Michelle said as she straightened up and thrust her chest forward, while also resuming her handjob. "I promise I'll date when I'm thirty-eight. That'll give you two decades of total sex toy daughter domination. Twenty years of your busty cock slave sucking you off daily. That's over seven thousand blowjobs, easy, right there. Think about it: don't you want these for your own?"

If anything, she thrust her tits out even more. Then she wiggled her shoulders slightly, which somehow sent her humongous boobs into wild reverberations.

"Yeah," Ruby said as she walked in the room. Her big boobs were swaying freely, but she held a tray beneath them. She must have been listening from the door, because she said, "I'd be open to possibly considering the idea of dating, twenty years or so from now. It's all about making compromises, Daddy."

She walked right up to me and kissed me on the top of my head. She couldn't do more than that because Mindy was all over me, plus she was holding the tray.

She added, "Just think. If you let me suck your cock daily too, that would be ANOTHER seven THOUSAND blowjobs! For a total of FOURTEEN THOUSAND!"

However, Michelle corrected her as she stroked, "Yeah, but you gotta figure we'll be sucking him off together most of the time, or with his other cock slaves. So you're probably double-counting a lot."

"True," Ruby conceded, "But that's not even counting things like handjobs or titfucks. And you're only counting once per day. I plan on a LOT more than that. Daddy, how can you turn that down?"

I looked at the tray. There was a plate full of breakfast, a glass of orange juice, and a newspaper. It was kind of hard to keep my focus on it though, since she wasn't wearing any clothes whatsoever, and had no qualms about moving in ways that made me very much aware of that fact. First she stood stiffly, with her hands on her hips. Then she bent over, nearly drooping her round tits in my face.

Seeing where I was looking, she told me, "I've been making you breakfast, so I missed the tickle attack. The rest of us already ate, since we've been up for a couple of hours."

I was quite pleased. "Breakfast in bed? Thanks! Talk about service."

Michelle growled with frustration. "Grrr! Daddy! We're your sex slaves. That's what we're all about: serving you! You don't say thanks; we thank you for letting us serve you. Don't you get it yet?" She grumbled under her breath, "I've never heard of a more ungrateful and clueless big-dicked daddy-master in my life!"

Mindy leaned back a bit, making room so Ruby could climb on the bed and give me a long kiss.

While that was going on, Mindy suggested, "Michelle, Daddy's being very difficult about this dating thing. I say we re-launch a tickle attack until he comes to his senses. Tickle his cock" - she paused significantly - "with your tongue."

"Okay!" Michelle immediately got back into position. She started "tickling" my frenulum with her tongue, but only after it was inside her lips as well - along with the top half of my erection.

Ruby broke her kiss with me and purred, "Mmmm, Daddy cock! Mindy, can I help with the 'tickling' too?"

Mindy replied, "But of course. What are you waiting for? Don't you know where a cock slave's proper place is? It's on her knees between his legs, with her mouth on his cock! And until Daddy comes to his senses, maybe I'll just smooch a little with him too."

I found it interesting that Mindy was more into this whole "cock slave" thing than I was. She unabashedly loving it! I muttered, "I don't know about 'coming to my senses,' but I know I'm gonna be cumming soon. Jesus!"

I couldn't really see what was happening with my crotch, because Mindy was in the way, rubbing her large tits up and down my chest, pumping her ass up into the air with each pass, right over my daughters' faces.

Meanwhile, despite the talk about tongue tickling, Ruby and Michelle seemed to be more about lip action. They were taking turns going down on me, and I do mean down. Each time they switched off every few minutes, they were sliding their lips further and further down my shaft. It seemed to be some kind of contest to see who could swallow the most inches of my cock. Actually, knowing how competitive they were, it probably was a contest between them to do just that.

I was impressed at how often they managed to engulf my cockhead. I could tell that doing that was never easy, due to its unusual thickness. In fact, the intensity of their struggle could be seen by the tears of effort they were soon crying. But they didn't complain or hesitate at all.

The only problem was that, just like yesterday, they were having "angle of attack" issues trying to line me up for getting my shaft further down their throats. That led to lots of coughing and gagging noises (and sensations!), as they tried to outdo each other but were "thwarted" in their desire by my thickness down there. After several abortive attempts, they settled for deep loving sucks, where they took turns filling their mouths with my hardness. There were a lot of happy moans coming from my crotch region.

Interestingly enough, after about five minutes, Mindy stopped making out with me and moved to the side. She seemed perfectly content to just silently sit and watch. In fact, she actually preferred doing that to making out with me or otherwise being directly involved. She stared and stared with endless fascination.

At one point when it wasn't her turn, Michelle said to me, "By the way, Daddy, I just want to say thank you SO MUCH for changing your rules and letting Ruby and me suck and stroke your cock yesterday. That's a precious memory that I'll remember until the day I die. And thank you even more for fucking my tits! That's gonna be another priceless memory."

I didn't know what to say. I wanted to thank her instead, but apparently that wasn't cool. So I just muttered, "Um, you're welcome."

She added, "I promise, you'll never regret having your change of heart. You may think we're just 'going through a phrase,' but this is who we are. We're your cock slaves! We're all about serving and even worshipping your cock. It's what we do. Oh! Speaking of which, Ruby, isn't it my turn again?"

That ended my conversation with her, as she traded places with Ruby again and resumed sucking me off with tremendous skill. As always, she used her tongue, lips, and fingers all at once.

Once Ruby pulled off and wiped her chin clean, she similarly told me, "What she said. I know this may sound cheesy, but I feel like I never really lived until yesterday. Maybe it's like being an astronaut. You train and train for years and years, and then one day you actually get shot into space and all that hard work is worthwhile. That was yesterday for me. Except my going into space is sucking your cock!"

I looked to Mindy. "There they go again, with the cocksucking."

My wife smiled tolerantly. "It's very, very important to them. Please try to humor them. They figure it's the most important sex act for a variety of reasons, such as how they can perform it on you together, like they're doing right now, and how they can sustain it while you're eating or reading a book or whatever. It's a big-titted daughter slave specialty. It's not exactly unpleasant for you if they want to practice their special skill on you over and over again, is it?"

"Definitely not!" I laughed at how great it all felt.

"Then there you go. So just kick back and enjoy. That's what daddy masters do best: kicking back and basking in the pleasure while their cock slaves do all the work!"

That sounded unfair to me, but Mindy's words actually seemed to inspire my daughters. For instance, Ruby had just been sitting by and waiting for her next turn, but after hearing that, she pulled her head back to my crotch and got busy licking my balls. And I could feel Michelle's lips trembling and humming around my shaft as she moaned loudly and apparently enjoyed a nice orgasm.

I did mostly just "bask." But I also had time to recall in greater detail the wild and crazy events of yesterday. Sue Ellen! Gaawwwd, Sue Ellen! She sucked my cock too! And licked it with Ruby, right in the middle of her restaurant! And Cindy! I actually French kissed her for a good five minutes! And she knows I'm "dating" her daughter and she didn't try to kill me! Even better is what happened with these two insatiable Hellions. Yesterday truly has to be the greatest, luckiest day I've even had! 

I was loving the girls' talented blowjob action. However, I eventually decided to return to what we'd been talking about. After about fifteen minutes of non-stop bliss, I said, "This endless tongue bath feels fantastic, but how will the three of you having an orgy over my body convince me to bend on the dating thing?"

Mindy was fingering her pussy as she watched the Gruesome Twosome continue to soak my cock and balls in their saliva. But that didn't stop her from replying, "The three of us are going to show you how much we love you and need you until you see the light. Look at me. Your love for Michelle and Ruby is just as great as your love for me, isn't it?"

Since I was trying to avoid such comparisons for fear of saying the wrong thing, I kept my answer vague and short. "Well, yeah."

"But you're not going to ask ME to date some boys, are you?"

"No way!"

"So why should you ask them?"

"Ummm..." I was so out of my mind with pleasure by now that I couldn't really think of an argument against that.

But luckily, I was saved from having to try, because while Ruby was taking her turn sliding her lips down my shaft, Michelle said, "Hey, Mom, can you talk to him about that later? I've been going deeper and deeper on Daddy's cock, and I love choking and gagging on him. But next time my turn comes around, I want to show him my deep throating skills. I think I'm on the verge of really doing it! But I want his full attention when the big moment comes."

"Sure thing, darling." Mindy repositioned to get an even better and closer view of "the big moment." She cheered, "You can do it! I have faith in you! Go for it!"

Ruby had already been working her way down towards the halfway mark along the length of my erection, but then she came up for air and Michelle's lips immediately took over. Ruby looked to me with her bright, green eyes. "How'd you like that, Daddy? As soon as Michelle does her deep throating, I'm gonna do it too! We've been practicing!"

I groaned. "Somehow, I'm not surprised. ... Is there anything you two haven't been practicing?"

Mindy cooed to me, "You know what they're really fanatical about? Doing their Kegel exercises. I swear, they have the most talented pussies. You should see what they can do to a ping pong ball! You really do have to try their pussies out soon, Honey. It would be discourteous and rude not to, the way they've been practicing for you."

I moaned and groaned even louder, because Michelle's lips had achieved an exquisitely tight lock around my shaft and she was going down and down and down while I watched.

A dead silence fell as we all breathlessly watched to see if she could really do it. Due to the thickness of my shaft, I had grave doubts that deep throating would even be physically possible for her.

My cock could feel her throat muscles working to expel my thickness, as she struggled mightily with her gag reflex, but then she somehow found exactly the right angle to align with me, got past her gag reflex, and just kept on going down, down, and down!

Damn! There she was, with her nose in my pubic hair! There was no sign of my dick anywhere because the whole thing was inside her mouth, and beyond! I could even see a bulge in her throat as she continued to gulp and swallow, giving me unimaginable pleasure while her throat worked and massaged those few inches of me that could reach that deep.

Mindy yelled, "My GOD! Girl, you've DONE IT!"

Ruby exclaimed, "Hoooooly shit! She DID do it! Look! You can see the bulge in her throat! Oh my God! Sister, don't stop now!"

But after just a few more seconds, Michelle came up for air.

As her lips slid up and off my dick, Ruby was already right there with her mouth hovering, ready to take over. "My turn!" she exclaimed.

"NO!" I shouted out. Regaining my breath a bit, I said, "Have mercy! Good God!"

Ruby relented and left me alone.

Michelle punched a fist in the air in frustration. "Damn it! I was so close!"

I exclaimed, "You were a lot more than close. You did it! Oh God. I'm beyond words. Never in my wildest dreams!" I was still panting.

She slithered up my body, leaving my cock temporarily untouched since Ruby was being merciful after all. "I just wanna show how much I love you, Daddy. Ruby and I work so hard to please you because we love you so much. And before you even ask ... yes, I love getting throat-fucked by you, Daddy! We should do it all the time!"

Everybody wanted to do everything with me all the time, it seemed. How could I cope?

I could tell that Michelle wanted to French kiss me, but she was still recovering her breath.

Mindy shook her shoulder. "Congratulations! That was incredible! To be honest, I had my doubts your throat could even expand enough to fit him, but it did!"

Michelle's smile was a mile wide, even as she continued to gasp for air, with her big tits resting on my chest.

Ruby was still down by my crotch, but she slapped Michelle's butt and said, "Do you realize what this means?! If you can do it once, you can do it again and again! And if you can do it, that gives me confidence that I can do it! It's the ULTIMATE in cocksucking, and sucking Daddy's cock is what we do!"

Michelle basked in the praise. "Yes, I went all the way down. And Gaaawwwd, it felt great! I am pretty excited! But the problem is, I can never hold it. That's what happens during my practice sessions too. Five seconds, ten seconds max. I wanted to stay down there for at least a minute and milk him with my throat muscles. It's so frustrating! Grrr!"

Before I could respond to that, we all heard the ringing of the front doorbell. It was a distant sound, but unmistakable.

"Who could that be?" I asked aloud, even as Ruby resumed jacking me off and licking my sweet spot.

"Probably Cindy," Mindy responded as she got up and went to her dresser to put on some clothes. "Remember last night? I told her that she should come over so she and I could talk. We're probably going to be doing a lot of talking, so that may put a bit of a crimp in your plans."

Then, for Cindy's benefit, Mindy shouted down, "COMING! JUST A MINUTE!"

I couldn't move because Michelle remained plastered against me. Her head was right over mine, and she was waiting for me to stop talking so we could kiss. I nodded, "Yeah, it probably wouldn't be the smartest thing for all of us to be running around naked all day, with Cindy here."

As soon as that last word was said, Michelle's lips locked onto mine. She moaned erotically into my mouth as our tongues started to duel. She took my hands, which had been doing nothing, and brought them to her bubble butt.

"Well, I'M going to run around naked," Ruby said defiantly while she kept on licking my sweet spot. Apparently she wanted to wait to try deep throating when we weren't distracted. "Mom already knows about you and me, and she even saw you kissing me topless, so there! She'll just have to get used to it!"

Mindy just said, "The kid's got a point." She quickly threw on a pair of shorts and a T-shirt, with no underwear. Since Cindy was a close friend, she didn't need to bother looking nice, although the lack of a bra was unexpected.

Checking her hair in the mirror, she said to me, "Honey, Ruby put a lot of love into making that breakfast. You should eat it before it gets completely cold. And enjoy reading your newspaper. Meanwhile, Ruby, why don't you and Michelle keep sucking his cock, but lay off on the deep throating for a bit, so he can eat his breakfast."

I turned my head to the side, breaking the kiss with Michelle. I exclaimed, "What?! Sweetheart, you expect me to just casually eat breakfast and read the newspaper while the Gruesome Twosome keep on going to town on my dick?!"

She turned to me and winked. "Why not?" she leered. "If you're asking me to disapprove, forget it. Get used to it. I see no reason this shouldn't become a regular part of your morning routine. They probably love it more than you do."

Michelle used a hard to turn my head back. She stared intently into my eyes from inches away. "This is what we do! This is what we love! Sucking your cock is our favorite!"

I was unable to reply because she planted another hot kiss on my lips. I found myself clutching onto Michelle's ass cheeks for dear life, because Ruby decided to emphasize Michelle's point by engulfing my cockhead yet again! She immediately slid her lips down as far as she could manage, to choking and gagging depth.

Mindy sighed happily. "Aaaah! Honey, you hear that? All that loud, slurpy satisfaction? I love it so much! It sounds so lewd, so obscene!"

She walked into view so I could just barely see her despite Michelle over my face and practically kissing me to death. She said, "Actually, I insist that you feed your thick and yummy cock into your daughters' starving mouths from now on, so they can start the day off right with a breakfast of thick and juicy man sausage, and a side of hot and suckable man eggs served up over easy. Cram their faces while you relax and eat your fill. It needs to become a new daily tradition around here, I say."

I wanted to say something, but all I could do was knead Michelle's ass cheeks while clenching my PC muscle. I was dangerously close to cumming, but lately that seemed to be the case most often than not!

My wife started to walk away, until I lost sight of her. But then she turned around and came back into view. "You'll notice that I make no claim to being a cock slave, although it sounds like lots of fun. I'm still the wife. You know how demanding wives can be, so don't argue with me on this, if you know what's good for you." She winked. "Now, if you'll excuse me, I'd better go see to Cindy." She turned to leave again.

"Wait," I said, stopping her. The reason I could speak was because Michelle abruptly broke the kiss and scooted down my body. Ruby sensed her coming and pulled her lips off my shaft to make room.

While they were repositioning, I managed to sit up and rest against the headboard. I even managed to put a couple of pillows behind me. I wanted to see what the girls were doing to me as well as feel it.

Mere second later, I grunted with a surge of pleasure, because Michelle had just joined Ruby in licking my cock.

I felt shivers race down my spine as I got a good look of what they were doing. They were lying naked between my spread-out legs, and they looked like they planned on being there for a while. What little lingerie Michelle had been wearing had disappeared at some point, and I didn't even know when. But I loved how they were both shamelessly buck naked.

My wife clutched her hands to her chest and stared with an emotionally overcome expression, as if the sight of the girls licking me together was so precious that she could barely stand it. Strange.

I told her, "We can't have Cindy come over already. We haven't had a chance to talk about what happened with her last night." I was so tired from having been involved in sexual hijinks all day yesterday that I had fallen asleep as soon as my head had hit the pillow. Mindy and I hadn't talked at all about anything.

She snapped out of her blissed out daze and was suddenly all business. "Well, it's a done deal. She's at the door now and no doubt getting annoyed at waiting. We'll just have to wing it. Now, I have to leave before I get so inspired by what I'm seeing that I have no choice but to join the girls!"

She hurried out of the room, making sure to close the door behind her as she went.

I cursed my devious wife. She'd obviously made sure I had no chance to talk to her about Cindy before Cindy came over, so I wouldn't nix whatever sneaky plan she was working on. I couldn't say I minded much though. Her plans were somewhat underhanded, but they were working out wonderfully for me. Still, I wished I was in charge and knew what was going on.

I looked back down at Ruby and Michelle. My boner was pointed straight up, and they were resting on their elbows with just one hand holding me in place, so I had an unusually great view of what their mouths were doing. It was almost like they were putting on a show for me. They seemed to be fighting for control of my sweet spot, but it was a friendly fight. Mostly, it meant both of their tongues were lapping on the same spot, and thus frequently bumping into each other.

I nearly forgot to breathe while ogling the rest of their bodies, because the sight was so awesome. Michelle's long blonde hair could reach nearly to the top of her ass, but she'd brushed it to the side so her back was almost as bare as Ruby's. Their backs were works of art. But what truly inspired me was their asses.

God, what asses! So round and perfectly tanned, side by side like a couple of ripe peaches. So firm! Just one glance at their asses and anyone can see they must exercise religiously. And I was just kneading Shelle's ass. I can do that at any time from now on. Their bodies belong to me! The only thing stopping me from fucking their asses or cunts is me. Unfortunately, that's something I can never do. I'd like to think I at least still have some morals left, some fatherly responsibility for their future. But what asses! 

I said, "Girls, clench and unclench your ass cheeks for me, please."

The two of them stopped their licking and looked at each other with fiery excitement. Then they said in perfect unison, "Yes, Master!" Some very sexy clenching and unclenching ensued. They couldn't time that with each other since they went right back to licking my sweet spot, and they couldn't see what the other one was doing, but it was a sight to see just the same.

I complained, "There you go again, using the 'master' word. Please don't use that again."

They replied simultaneously, "Yes, Master!" Then they burst into giggles before returning to their licking. Since they were mostly resting on their elbows, it was all about the licking.

I sighed. It's a losing battle with these two. But what a way to lose! 

I kicked back to enjoy the sensations for a while - and no, there was no way I could do that and eat too, never mind read the newspaper! But at the same time, I was unsettled.

I said out loud, but mostly to myself, since I figured the girls' mouths were too busy with cock for talking, "Oh, man! I feel like I'm getting steamrollered. Probably the most pleasurable steamrollering of all time, but a steamrollering just the same. It seems like the three of you are doing a full-court press to get me to change my mind about this dating boys thing, and you're gonna relentlessly pleasure me for who knows how long until I give in."

"Yep," Ruby said, without the slightest hint of doubt or regret, as she momentarily paused in licking on her side of my slippery pole. "Of course, we'll be relentlessly pleasuring you after you give in too, only there'll be a lot more proper fucking then. So get used to it."

Michelle added, "It's what we do! Daddy, we live to serve your cock. How many times do we have to explain?"

Ruby said, "We need to show him we're serious... with yet more cock licking!"

Michelle giggled. "Right! Which we were going to do anyway!"

Both girls thought that was hilarious and giggled a lot more.

I replied, "Oh, man! I have to admit that sounds great, but I'm not gonna give in! I'll show you all. I CAN'T give in. I'll just feel miserable and guilty all the time, no matter how many times you two blow me. All the blowing and stroking and titfucking and God knows what else your devilish minds are planning won't hide the fact that I'll have failed as a father."

The way they were spoiling me rotten was making me feel bad. It wasn't right that they were saying things like "we live to serve your cock" - and meaning it! But strangely, the thing that bothered me most of all was that I didn't feel worse! I intellectually understood that I was being a bad father by succumbing to my lust to this degree, but I still could hardly feel a twinge of guilt about it. The sexual pleasure was so intense and continuous that swamped all other feelings.

I complained about it. "In fact, I should feel a lot more guilty than I do for letting you do this much. What has happened to my morals? Where'd the guilt go? What you two are doing is totally depraved and probably even criminal, in Shelle's case. You two are warping my very sense of right and wrong. I hardly even think about how I'm being a bad Catholic by allowing all this, for instance. How is it I can just sit here and enjoy it so much?"

Michelle slowed down in licking on her side to say, "Because you know it's right, Daddy. Deep down, you know it! It may not be normal, but as Mom is fond of saying lately, 'normal is highly overrated.' What might be wrong for someone else could work for us. This is right! This is how it should be! You know it is!"

"Well, that may or may not be, I dunno," I replied, honestly doubting. "Okay, maybe we can have a little bit of fun here and there, like right now obviously, but I desperately need a break. I need time to think. Not only that, but I need to work! I haven't done ANY writing in the past few days. I've gotta have the whole afternoon to myself, at the very least."

"But Daddy," Ruby said between languid licks, "you still haven't fucked my tits. And you promised! And you haven't properly spanked Michelle or me either, and you promised that too!" She used the kind of super pouty and cute voice that men simply can't resist.

"I know, and believe me, I'm excited to get to all that, and we will. But we can't do those things now, obviously. Not with Cindy here. At least I assume that's Cindy. I hope it's not one of your friends. ... No, scratch that. I think it would be a good thing if it were one of your friends. In fact, I want you two to invite some of your friends over today."

Michelle sounded annoyed. She and Ruby had stopped their licking for the time being, apparently too distracted by the conversation, but they were taking turns tenderly rubbing my erection along the sides of their faces. "Why? You were just telling me the other day that I should avoid them for a while so they won't suspect. Besides, I wanna spend all day just playing with the King. Would you like that, my King?"

She kissed the side of my pole as she talked to it directly. "Mmmm, YOU like that, don't you?" She kissed it again, a little higher. "You're not a meanie like Daddy is, are you?" She kissed it higher still, and that turned into a series of kisses leading up toward the top of the cockhead.

Catching on, Ruby lovingly kissed it here and there too. But she kept her head lower, guessing what Michelle was about to do.

Sure enough, within seconds, my blonde bombshell daughter had the whole cockhead in her mouth and was working her lips on my sweet spot, and lapping inside her mouth too.

Ruby giggled gleefully as she resumed licking on what was left of the lower half.

I grunted at Michelle, "DAMN YOU! You do that so well!" She was going all out, sucking with caved-in cheeks, turning her head this way and that, using all the tricks Mindy had taught her.

I knew she was trying to distract me so much that I'd lose my train of thought. But I forced myself to keep thinking and talking. "But really, we've gotta deal with your friends sooner or later. Maybe it's better if you keep seeing them as much as always. That will make them less suspicious. But the main reason I want them over is that if they're here, the two of you will be occupied, and you won't be able to wander naked into my room every five minutes on some thin pretext, and then wind up with your nose in my pubic hair. Maybe I'll actually get some work done."

Since Ruby was freer to talk since she was just licking here and there near the base of my shaft, she said, "I'll agree to that, as long as you promise to fuck my tits before lunch. I've been waiting sooooooooo long! Please? Especially after I heard about the epic way you fucked Michelle's tits last night, I can barely stand it."

"Okay, that sounds fair." I sounded reluctant, but I was excited to fuck Ruby's tits for the first time too. She'd told me that she had a special desire for that, and I believed her.

Michelle also tried to make some demand, but her words weren't clear. It just sounded like, "Mah ahmah mah mramph?!" I vaguely guessed from the context and the way she pointed at her rack with her free hand that it was something about needing her tits fucked again too, but I played dumb. She was really going to town on my sweet spot with her lips and tongue, and she couldn't get herself to stop and pull off. She punched the bed in frustration when I didn't understand.

Ruby was thinking ahead, and said, "We won't have a big party, though. That would be asking for trouble. Maybe we'll just have two or three of our closest friends, the ones who know the most about our Daddy love."

"Uh-oh" I said. "That sounds dangerous. Who knows what about 'Daddy love?'"

"Take a chill pill," Ruby said dismissively. She was just jacking off my lower shaft, for now, but I could feel her other hand under my ass and exploring up my ass crack. "It's just that some of our closest friends know that we think you're pretty studly and then some. But they don't know about The Plan. And we're not dumb - we won't breathe a word about what we're actually doing to anybody. Duuuuh!"

I recalled "The Plan" was their name for their long-term secret campaign to seduce me. I have to admit, it was a pretty thorough and well-thought-out plan. I was sexually benefiting from it so much that I was afraid to find out more about it, for fear that I would be disturbed by their obsessiveness.

I tried to ignore the way Ruby had started to poke her index finger against the ring of my anus. I panted, "So... it's agreed. ... You'll invite some friends over shortly, right?"

Ruby replied, "Right. Daddy, we're your slaves, your big-titted cock slaves. If you give us an order, we have no choice but to obey. And if you want to seduce our friends too, that's your right!"

I moaned, nearly out of my mind, "No... seducing! Just... invite 'em over!"

So, with that settled, Michelle pulled her lips off and went back to their dual cock licking. That was a relative reprieve for me, since she'd been going all out. In fact, knowing how dangerously close I was to cumming, they ignored my sweet spot for the next minute or two.

That allowed me to at least recover my breath, and some of my sanity.

As Michelle's tongue resumed lapping my sweet spot, she said, "Okay, Daddy, eat up!"

I said, "You're kidding me, right? I'm having to concentrate intently just to not cum!"

Ruby had joined in licking my sweet spot, and their tongues were constantly sliding together. She said, "Come on. We just gave you a break for like a full minute."

I confessed, "I'm better, but I'm still in the danger zone. Don't be deceived just because I can talk freely again. Once I get that close to the edge, it's really hard to come back."

Michelle spoke as she licked, "Well, Mom says it's super important you eat while we give you a double cocksuck, or at least a double cock licking. We wanna start a new tradition. Plus, you need to finish breakfast before you see Cindy downstairs."

Ruby suggested, "If it'll help, we can try to be mellow for a while."

"Please!" I said.

To my surprise, they actually did ease up considerably, including ending the ass crack exploration. I decided it was time to try to have breakfast, since things were unlikely to get "better" than this.

Somehow, I was actually able to eat while they still went at it with both tongues at once, although the idea of reading the newspaper too was still a non-starter.

I was completely amazed at their enthusiasm. I finished eating breakfast about twenty minutes later, but they kept on going and going. There didn't seem to be any let up in how much fun they were having, nor did it appear as if there would be any let up in their devotion anytime soon.

I asked them about it. "Don't you girls get tired doing this? Don't you get bored?"

Michelle replied, while merely stroking me off, "Daddy, it's what we do. I'm going to keep saying that until it sinks in. We're all about serving your cock, in every possible way!"

Ruby emphasized, "It's what we do! Really. Imagine you had a daughter who loved tennis and practiced and played for hours and hours every day. That's us, except replace 'tennis' with 'worshipping your cock.' We love it!" She planted a big kiss on my sweet spot. That turned into more licking there, since Michelle's sliding fingers were busy lower down my shaft.

"Good one, Ruby! Exactly." Michelle elaborated to me, "Luckily, it's as pleasurable for me as it is for you. I guess it helps that I'm just really oral. I love kissing, I love sucking, and I could lick a lollipop all day. Stroking and sucking your great big cock, especially sucking it, keeps me floating on a constant erotic high. Plus you taste and smell so damn good! Just thinking about your thick, throbbing cock makes me drool with anticipation."

She briefly tilted her head and opened her mouth, letting her tongue loll out like she was uncontrollably drooling, Homer Simpson-style. Then, with a big smile, she continued, "And in case that's not enough, I can always finger my pussy or clit a little. That worked wonders during the titfuck last night."

Ruby added, "Me too! But as you can see, we're not doing any fingering at all right now. We don't need it! Just the sucking is enough! I'm totally oral too. If you're happy, and I'm happy, and Michelle's happy, why can't we do this for hours and hours?" She kept right on lapping on my sweet spot.

I pointed out, "You know, most women, if they get any pleasure from a blowjob, it's only 'cos they're fingering themselves."

Ruby replied, annoyed, "Then they're idiots! Think about a guy going down on a girl. Most guys probably are too thick-headed to try it at all. Of the ones that do, a lot think it's a chore and only do it so they can get blown in return. But some guys, like you, get that licking a woman's box is a pleasure in and of itself. Well, it's the same situation with women and blowjobs. I can't help all those dunderheads with their hang-ups. Michelle and I love it! Period!"

I asked, "What about getting tired?"

Michelle fielded that one, perhaps because Ruby was still doing all the licking. "Oh, we get tired. These are very early days and we're learning how to best deal with that. It's tough, I must admit. But in case you haven't noticed, we keep switching things up. It helps that there are two of us. For instance, notice how I'm just stroking you while Ruby is licking you. After a while, we'll probably switch, so her tongue can get a rest. If all goes well and we learn to hone our craft, there's no reason we won't be able to do this for hours and hours. Possibly indefinitely!"

Ruby happily added, "Especially if we have more help, like Sue Ellen. I have high hopes for her. We could kind of tag in and tag out, so that we really could do this all day long! The only problem is when things get really fast and intense, like the way Michelle was sucking you a little while ago. We can't sustain that for long. But if we do you're bound to blow your load anyway."

Michelle said, more to Ruby than me, "It's better to master a kind of slow but steady style. Keep Daddy close to the edge of cumming, but not too close, if you know what I mean. So he'll be maxed out on pleasure nearly all the time!"

"Exactly!" Ruby said enthusiastically. "Like what we're doing right now. This is bliss for me, like tripping out on a really good drug. This is living the dream!"

It was hard for me to find any way to argue with that. Once again, sheer pleasure won and beat back all my objections.

Knowing they had me like putty in their hands, and with my breakfast finished, the two of them stepped up their oral attacks. I pointed out that this was a good time for me to titfuck Ruby for the first time.

But, to my surprise, Ruby replied, "True, but no. Of course I can't wait, but you promised you'd fuck my tits before long, and that's good enough for me. Right now, we're in a cock licking and sucking groove, and I want to see how long we really can keep it going. I know you probably don't believe us, but we sincerely see pleasuring your cock as our special calling. We want to get really, really good at it, so we'll always be your favorite cock slaves, no matter how many others you have."

Michelle added, "Yeah. You say we don't have any drive and we're just coasting on our looks, but this is what inspires us! If they gave our gold medals for cocksucking, and general cock pleasuring, and even Daddy fucking, I want to win them all! I love being your sex slave, Daddy! So much! THIS is my passion!"

Inspired by her own words, she engulfed my cockhead yet again. She spent the next five minutes or more showing off an impressive number of tricks and techniques. She went completely solo to demonstrate how much she could do without any help.

Then Ruby had her solo turn. She spent just as much time or longer showing off her own set of tricks and techniques. Although Ruby generally lived in Michelle's shadow, she was no second fiddle when it came to cocksucking. They were equally good.

I decided to tell her that. When her solo turn ended, I said, "Very nice, Red! You two are both so good at that. I can't decide which one of you is better, since you're both off the charts great!"

That was a big mistake, sort of, because it set off their competitive instincts. They didn't say anything, but Michelle immediately wanted another solo turn to show off her stuff. The problem was that she liked to see herself as my number one cock slave, due to her bigger breasts, more renowned beauty, more assertive personality, and so on. Being equal to Ruby wasn't good enough.

I lost track of time as the two of them traded solo turns. Eventually, I had to take a prolonged rest and just sit there untouched for five minutes or more. It was all too intense, and it never seemed to end! But it was like watching a really great movie; I never wanted it to end.

At one point, they took turns trying to deep throat me. Unfortunately, neither of them could really do what they wanted. Michelle was able to get past her gag reflex and swallow my entire shaft, but only for about five to ten seconds each time. That felt amazing, and I told her so, but it seemed to only make her more frustrated. Since she managed that much, she didn't understand why she couldn't sustain it.

Ruby couldn't get past her gag reflex at all. However, she was certainly in no way deterred or put off by her failed attempts, because she kept on choking and gagging as she gorged herself on my meat. If anything, it was the sheer challenge of the task that spurred her to keep trying.

Before long, I had to tell them to stop. "Girls, please. Let's save that for later. It hurts me to hear you suffering. There are a lot of other things we can do."

They didn't like that, but they acquiesced.

I suggested, "In any case, your mouths have to be getting very, very tired. What if we do something completely different for a while? I'd offer to go down on you, but I'm trying to avoid so much as touching your pussies. I worry if I do that, I'll lose control and end up fucking you. At least for right now, that's kind of my red line that I can't cross. But there are other things we could do. For instance, you both sound interested in getting spanked."

The two of them groaned lustily at that. But Ruby said, "That sounds amaaaazing! But again, we have to say no. Right?" See looked to Michelle, who nodded.

I asked, "Why?"

"For the same reason I'm willing to delay my very first titfuck," Ruby replied. "We're dead serious about pleasuring your cock. There have been so many times the two of us talked and fantasized and strategized about how we'd keep your great big cock stiff and throbbing with pleasure for hours and hours, non-stop! And now, here's our first chance to actually do it. We want to prove to you that we're not just about the occasional brief handjob, blowjob, or titfuck here and there. We want to show that we're in it for the long haul."

Michelle nodded. "Serving your cock is what we do." She clutched her enormous breasts from below and hefted them up. "I feel like God or fate or whatever gave me this body for a special reason, and that's to be your sex slave, your cock slave! We need to show you that this is our passion, so you'll take us seriously. This isn't some temporary fad. We want to live the slave life, and the number one duty of any good cock slave is cock sucking and licking!"

I shook my head, amazed. I said, "I kind of have a feeling that I'm asking for trouble, but I'm not convinced. Noooobody could be that into it, not even you. I think you mean what you say, but that's just your youthful enthusiasm. You can't possibly keep going like this. You're bound to get bored or tired, or both. That's just basic human nature."

Michelle let go of her big tits and set them bouncing. She clutched the air in frustration. "Arrgh! You're so aggravating! That's why we have to delay the spankings and other fun stuff. Cocksucking is what we do! It's who we are! It's our very favorite way to spend the time! The only time we're bored is when we're doing mundane things, and we pass the time mostly by thinking about how we could be sucking your cock! ARRGH! I'll show you!"

She suddenly dropped her head back to my crotch, quickly engorged my cockhead again, and got busy bobbing.

Ruby settled back down next to her and gently stroked her long blonde hair. "That's it, sister! Submit to the power of his cock! Don't listen to him; don't get upset. He'll come around eventually. Remember the rules, especially 'Pleasure the cock!' Remember that you ARE his busty and beautiful daughter, and he's fully enslaved you. Enslaved us! Clear your mind and forget everything except your true purpose: keeping the King fully erect and throbbing with pleasure!"

Michelle mewled contentedly. I could feel the tension leaving her and her happiness soaring. It seems that she did manage to clear her mind, because she sucked me with even greater skill than ever before. It was truly incredible. In fact, it was too much, because I had to force her to stop just a couple of minutes later.

When she pulled her lips off and handed my erection back to Ruby, she complained, "Awww, Daddy. Why'd you have to end the fun? I was in a groove. I was in 'The Zone!' Oh my God, that was so great! That's what good cocksucking is all about!"

Ruby didn't want to miss out. Remarkably, when she took her next turn bobbing on me, she seemed to follow her own advice to clear her mind and so forth, because she also reached a new level of proficiency. It was almost scary!

I didn't want to admit this to anyone, most especially my wife, but it had only been one day since they'd started and they were already getting better at cocksucking than Mindy! She'd been too thorough teaching them all her tricks and extensively training them. Furthermore, my wife enjoyed a good blowjob and maybe even loved it sometimes. But my girls were positively obsessed about it! I'd told them my doubts because I still didn't think that level of passion could be sustained for long. But at least for now, their passion couldn't be denied.

It occurred to me that even if their enthusiasm was cut way back, I still was in for the time of my life, probably for a long time to come. Even if they dropped all the over the top submissive "cock slave" stuff, the bottom line was we were having great sexual fun together, and lots of it. And Mindy heartily approved! Plus, that wasn't even counting the possibilities opening up with Sue Ellen and Cindy. I wondered if I'd see either of them later in the day, and what might happen when I did.

Somehow, I was able to keep going without cumming yet. I also was keen to see just how long we could make such a session last. But I was being forced to take more breaks, and for longer each time.

During another break a few minutes later, with the girls sitting up on their heels, I asked Michelle, "Why do you think you can get past your gag reflex, but only for a few seconds?"

She replied, "Daddy, your cock is seriously about as thick as a Coke can when erect, and it's longer than a Coke can too. Do you realize how crazy it is to fit something like that down someone's throat in the first place? It's some kind of miracle of nature it can fit there at all. It must be like the way vaginas can expand to give birth. Needless to say, it feels incredibly strange! I just freak out about it. But don't worry; I'm not giving up!"

I said, "Maybe you SHOULD give up. If it's that difficult and unnatural, why do it? There's plenty we can do together that's nothing but fun."

Michelle pounded her fist on the bed in frustration, setting off an impressive tit-quake. "Daddy, you don't get it! ARGH! Being a cock slave isn't supposed to be easy! This isn't a cushy job. It's a huge, never-ending challenge!"

After that dramatic titty display, I couldn't resist reaching out and cumming her immense orbs from below. She still seemed upset, but she tilted her head back and purred with pleasure.

Ruby crossed her arms under her tremendous rack. "Yeah! You obviously don't understand the whole cock slave ethic or philosophy. It's all about striving, striving to do our best! To never waver or falter in our duty to keep your cock..." She looked at my erect dick in alarm. "Oh no! Look, Michelle! How ironic. We're in the middle of talking about constantly serving Daddy's cock, and it's wonderfully stiff and we're not doing ANYTHING to it!"

The two of them laid back down and resumed their cooperative cock licking effort.

Then they started taking yet turns bobbing down to my sweet spot. The only downside was that it felt so good, and I'd been heading for a climax for so long, that they were only able to pass me back and forth a couple more times. I realized that I was reaching the end of my rope and the only possible way I could stave off orgasm any longer was if I took a very prolonged break, and I didn't want to do that

I was still contemplating this when my body made the issue moot and I felt myself passing the point of no return. Ruby happened to be the one bobbing on me at the time, so I shot all my cum right into her mouth.

Needless to say, Ruby was very happy about this. She stared up at me adorably as she carefully guzzled my cum down just as fast as it shot out of me. I noticed she played with her clit and had a big orgasm right as my climax was peaking. I could feel her lips trembling as she screamed all around my thickness. It was great. Even Michelle fingered herself and had a nice cum as she watched.

I was pleased by how that worked out, since I'd cum in Michelle's mouth twice yesterday. It was good to try to keep some balance.

But when it was over, Michelle complained, "Ruby, I know you had fun guzzling down his Daddy goo, but you need to think of others. Next time, at least halfway through, pull back and let him paint your face, okay? Even better, he could have painted both our faces. Not only does it look sexy as hell, but remember Cock Slave Rule Number Three."

"'Share the cock,'" Ruby quoted, sounding like she was stating an undisputed fact. "Good point. Bummer, too, 'cos it would have been totally fun to have you lick my nipples and my tits clean. There's nothing better than when you lick Daddy cum off my nipple, and then keep sucking. Plus, I love it when Daddy marks his territory!"

"Yeah," Michelle added, "and then we'd naturally end up French kissing and rubbing our tits together, and of course Daddy will watch, and he'll get hard all over again. Then we'll be able to suck him off for a couple more hours, and repeat the process... forever!"

They both giggled with glee at that prospect.

I shook my head in disbelief. I asked, "By the way, I think it's time you clue me in some more about these mysterious rules. Just how many cock slave rules are there?"

"Just four, so far," Michelle replied earnestly. "We may add more as we go, but we don't want to clutter things up with minor points. We want sweeping principles. It's like the Constitution: you want stuff about freedom of speech, not details on parking fines. Mom, Ruby, and I worked them out together. So far, we have, in order of importance-"

Before she could continue, Ruby tapped her shoulder, indicating she wanted to participate. Michelle smiled at that. The two of them sat up proudly, with their arms around each other's shoulders and their big tits proudly thrust out. They recited the rules together: "'Pleasure the cock,' 'no jealousy,' 'share the cock,' and 'wives get first dibs.'"

I realized that Mindy had been right about there being a rule of "wives get first dibs." It's just that I'd been confused about that being the first rule. I was glad that rule was in there, because they were threatening to monopolize most of my time and sexual energy, due to their boundless energy and passion.

That done, they went back to relaxed poses lazing around on my bed. Michelle added, "It's very much a work in progress. What do you think? Do you have any suggestions?"

"Nope. Just hearing those four is kind of melting my brain." That was true, especially the comparison to the Constitution. They were taking all this so seriously that I didn't know if I should laugh or cry or what.

They both giggled at that.

I asked, "Aren't rules two and three basically the same?"

Michelle earnest replied, "Not at all. Jealousy is about a state of mind. Sharing the cock is a physical action. One of us could be actively licking your cock with someone else and still be feeling jealous and resentful about it. We've talked about this a lot and came to the conclusion that the only way this arrangement will work is if we act as a team."

Ruby added, "'Share the cock' is about more than just defeating jealousy. It's a philosophy that two mouths are always better than one. Three mouths are better than two. Four tits are better than two. And so on. Chances are, whatever the situation, the more of us who are working on your cock, the better you'll feel. And that's what it's all about, serving and pleasuring you, our master."

I looked from one of them to the other. My God! Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! They're so beautiful! So stacked! They could have any guy they want. Why me?! I'm no "master." And why are they so hard core about it?! But I'm not going to ask them that or they'll just groan and complain. 

Instead, I innocently asked, "Do those rules apply to any cocks?"

They looked at me like a troop of monkeys was flying out of my head.

Ruby turned to Michelle and sighed. "He just doesn't get it! As IF we would ever touch another cock! Like, EVER!" She gesticulated with frustration, "The whole fucking point is that we're totally devoted to you and your cock alone! We love YOU! We love submitting to YOU! We love serving YOUR big fat cock! It wouldn't work for anybody else! The very idea of touching some strange penis makes me SICK1" She let out a very long, loud sigh.

The intensity of her reaction was surprising, since Ruby very rarely cursed or got upset.

Michelle answered, "I know, he's an idiot, but he's our idiot. Give him time. A part of him probably still thinks that all this cock slave talk is just a passing fancy, and we'll lose interest after a few weeks or even months."

That's exactly what I was thinking.

She continued, "After all, we have had passing fancies before, so I can almost understand him. The thing is, he doesn't understand that this isn't just some kind of hobby or whim, it's who we are!"

Ruby held a clenched fist dramatically in front of her chest. "Then there's nothing we can do but be the best big-titted, Daddy lovin', cocksuckin' cock slaves we can possibly be! Forever! Convince him with one prolonged, incredible blowjob after another! Not to mention titfucks, ass fucks, regular fucks, and so much more!"

"Yeah!" Michelle bumped fists with her, and they stared at each other with profound resolve. "Of course, we'd do all that anyway," she pointed out as an aside.

"True," Ruby agreed. "But his thick-headedness is good motivation to wanna serve his cock even better, until he gets it."

Michelle nodded. "Good point."

Then the dramatic mood passed and Ruby got up from the bed. She said to me, "Now that we've all have a nice cum, I should probably go down and say hi to my mom and see what's happening down there. But remember... when I get back..." She thrust her chest out. "Daddy, these puppies are waiting for you to give them their first titfuck!"

Michelle also got up, and the two of them skipped out of the room, as happy and as naked as ever.

As they left, I shouted, "Don't forget to call your friends!"

"Okay!" they yelled back as one.

I was left lying in bed, wondering if I'd woken up yet, or if it was all just a really, really great wet dream.




Chapter 38



I'd only been alone and mucking about for a few minutes, washing my face in the sink and trying to recover from my latest mind-blowing orgasm, when I heard some yelling and screaming coming from downstairs. I immediately thought, Uh-oh, I wonder what kind of trouble the Gruesome Twosome have gotten into, this time? 

I figured the problem was Cindy-related. I threw on a T-shirt and bathing suit and went downstairs. Sure enough, I saw Cindy and Ruby arguing out by the pool.

One glance told me what they were arguing about. Cindy and Mindy were lying on adjacent lounge chairs next to the pool, while Michelle stood a few feet away with her arms folded under her F-cups, which gave her jutting torpedoes support that was probably completely unnecessary.

My blonde bombshell daughter was wearing a light blue bikini and dark sunglasses, but I could nonetheless see a surly expression on her face, even though I was still standing in the house, a good deal away.

All three of them looked great in their various tiny bikinis, but the real spectacle was Ruby, because she was wearing nothing at all! What's more, she was obviously proud of it, which I could easily see from her regal bearing, as she practically floated across the back patio.

Needless to say, Cindy wasn't too happy with that. Voices were raised, and arms were flying about in angry gesticulation as mother and daughter went at it, while Michelle and Mindy mostly just watched and tried not to get drawn in.

I opened up the screen door leading to the pool and approached the fight, hoping I could help in some way.

Ruby saw me as I drew near, and her face lit up. "He's here! Dan, help me! Mom is being SOOOO totally unreasonable."

Cindy covered her eyes with one hand in embarrassment, as Ruby came to me and embraced me in a tight, and certainly not very chaste, hug.

I guessed Cindy was shocked enough to see Ruby walking around naked, but she was doubly bothered to see her hugging me while naked without even the slightest hint of shame or embarrassment.

Deliberately playing slow on the uptake, I asked, "What's going on? No, don't tell me. If I could hazard a guess, Ruby, you're probably not making your mother very happy with your, shall we say, unrepentantly brazen nakedness."

I didn't get any further though, because Ruby not only hugged me, she kissed me on the lips too. I tried to resist, but I suppose I didn't really try that hard. This was bad. I vividly remembered French kissing Cindy last night for a good five minutes. My plan was to build on that, since Mindy seemed okay with it. I couldn't afford to alienate Cindy by being too overly physical with Ruby.

That was the thinking, but the reality was that a nude and eager Ruby was utterly irresistible! Soon, the two of us were blatantly necking. Her lips felt so good that I kind of forgot about Cindy and the nakedness problem. My penis had been flaccid, but it fully engorged in seconds.

Ruby refrained from actually touching my boner, but that was about the only restraint she had as she rubbed her big tits and hands all over me. She even slipped her hands into the back of my bathing suit so she was clutching bare ass. That caused the usual Pavlovian reaction in me and I found myself clutching her bare ass too, except there was no bathing suit on her to hide that from Cindy's eyes.

I probably would have done better, but nobody said anything to snap me out of my erotic bliss. Mindy, Cindy, and Michelle just gawked in total silence.

Finally, after about a minute, Cindy muttered, "Ruby, please!"

Upon hearing that, I managed to separate my lips from Ruby's, although she still clung to me for dear life in a tight hug. I wasn't much better, since I continued to caress her firm ass cheeks.

The next time I looked at Cindy, she had her hand off her eyes. I couldn't tell where she was looking though, due to the dark sunglasses she was wearing. I hoped she hadn't noticed how my erection was lewdly tenting my bathing suit when I'd been walking over. Luckily, that wasn't a problem at the moment since Ruby's body was pressed so tightly against mine.

Cindy said, "Ruby, have you embarrassed me enough? While you're at it, why don't the two of you just - hump?! Right there!"

Ruby's eyes sparkled. "Dan, you should listen to Mom. She's got some good suggestions!" She giggled, and wiggled her hard nipples deeper into my skin.

I walked closer to Cindy, with a buck naked Ruby still clinging to me - I pretty much had to carry her, lifting her by her ass cheeks in order to do it. "Sorry, Cindy. I can't really control her; she's almost as willful as Michelle is. I certainly didn't expect her to come out here naked, and I certainly don't approve."

"Don't tell me you're one of THEM!" Ruby complained to me. "Why can't I? Mom, Dan is my man and I love him! I'm also proud of my body. I've exercised hard for this body for years so he'd desire me, and I want him to see it! I want him to get hard and hot looking at me! You're just too prudish to understand."

She tried to lovingly stroke my upper chest, but since her boobs were flattened over most of it, she stroked her way down my sides instead.

"Ruby," I growled warningly, "there's no need to put your mother down. I'm sure Cindy is a very sexual woman while also being a very decent one. But you, you have to have some limits." Realizing that my hands were still on Ruby's luscious ass cheeks, I pulled them away and tried to keep them in the air.

Ruby complained, "Why? Everybody here knows about us. I just graduated from high school. I'm eighteen. I'm an adult. I can do what I want! Everybody here has seen me naked, lots of times. Mom, you see me naked all the time."

Cindy replied, "True, but that's when you're at home, sunbathing in the backyard. Not here!"

"What's wrong with here? The neighbors can't possibly see in or really hear what's happening, since we're at the top of the hill. This is a GREAT house with lots of privacy! Mom, you've sunbathed here topless with Mindy lots of times. You're a hypocrite!"

Wait, what? She had? That's news to me. Why am I always the last one to learn anything? 

Cindy said, "Yeah, but that was when Dan wasn't even home! I'd never strut around topless with HIM around, much less bottomless!"

"Well, get used to it, Mom. I'm not gonna let you get in the way of me pleasing MY man! I'm gonna walk around naked if I want, and more!" Ruby hinted what "more" was by grabbing the bulge in my crotch.

I know, I should have helped the situation by going flaccid, but how could I, with her smell and touch invading all my senses?

I quickly pulled away and out of reach, since I knew that Ruby might not even stop with that. "Come on, Red, you're making your mother upset."

She pulled right back in to me, but at least she didn't bring her hand back to my crotch. She grinned. "'Red!' I love it when you call me that. Please call me that more often."

Cindy pleaded to Ruby, "Can't you at least meet me halfway? Put on some bikini bottoms, at least. It's the fact that you're flashing your bare you-know-what that really gets me. It's bad enough you're flashing that scandalously cheeky round butt of yours everywhere, but on top of that you're shaved too!"

Ruby responded, "That's not meeting halfway. I'll make you a deal. If you take your top off, I'll put some bottoms on."

Cindy turned to me and stared in shock. She reflexively covered her chest with her arms, as if she was already topless.

Mindy said, as if the suggestion were perfectly reasonable, "You know, Cindy, that's really not a bad deal. Going topless these days is no biggie. You've done it before here, as she pointed out. I'll take my top off too, if that'll help you feel more at ease."

"I will too!" Michelle added, already reaching to untie her tiny green bikini top.

"No you won't!" I said quickly. "Michelle, stay out of this, please."

That earned me a mutinous look from my excessively busty blonde daughter, but at least she had the good sense to back down (for the moment, anyway).

Mindy was adding, to Cindy, "I know you'd feel awkward in front of Dan, but given the things we were talking about and the things you agreed to before the girls showed up, not to mention the kissing that went on last night, would it really-"

Ruby, nuzzling her nose into my neck, interrupted, "What kind of things were you talking about? What agreement?"

Cindy turned her head away in embarrassment. "That's none of your business!"

Pulling away from me, Ruby put her fists on her hips and struck a defiant pose, heedless of her nudity. "Mom, Dan is my MAN! I love him and he knows it. You can either accept that and be a cool mom, or you and Mindy can go back to our house to talk. We have a fine pool. If you can't take the heat, get out of the kitchen!"

I was surprised when Cindy said, somewhat contritely, "No, I'll be cool. I'm not exactly happy about it, but I suppose I'll just have to accept that my daughter is a wild hellion who refuses to listen to me. I guess I have no choice but to try and meet you halfway."

"Cool! Hug!" Ruby rushed towards her mother with her arms outstretched.

Cindy got up from her lounge chair and opened her arms as well. She obviously wasn't ecstatic about hugging her daughter when she was naked, but she was trying hard to be a "cool mom."

During the hug, Ruby positioned herself so that she was facing me while all I could see of Cindy was her backside. Ruby's hands hung loosely over her mother's back. She winked at me, then she pointed a finger towards her mother's ass and gave a thumbs-up sign in my direction. She mouthed the words, "Tap that ass!" and then winked at me again.

Damn! She seems downright eager for me to have sex with her mother! Thinking about it, I realized that made some sense. If Cindy was physically involved with me, then she couldn't stop Ruby from doing the same. Ruby would benefit in many ways, and she clearly didn't have a problem sharing me with her loved ones.

But Ruby wasn't done with her mischief. Pretending to grip her mother tighter, she actually began untying the knot holding up Cindy's bikini top.

When the hug ended, Ruby pulled the bikini top off with her, and then started running into the house. She yelled as she went, "Thanks, Mom! I'll go put on half of my bikini!" (She was such a tease that even then she ran slowly, knowing I'd be watching. Then once she reached the house, she struck a sexy pose bending over, and blew me a kiss.)

I just shook my head in disbelief. Like Michelle, lately it seemed that Ruby was living to tease and pose, and generally drive me wild.

That left Cindy standing there topless. She didn't realize it at first, but then she must have felt a breeze across her nipples, because she looked down at her chest with sudden surprise. "Oh no! That little... hellion!"

Mindy joked, "'Hellion' works, but at times like this I prefer 'Satan's Hell Spawn' for the two of them."

I was busy checking Cindy out. I had a nice few seconds of an unimpeded view before her arms came up and tried to cover up as much as they could.

The thing that struck me was how similar Cindy's breasts were to Ruby's. True, they were a little bit smaller and sagged a bit more, but they were almost the exact same shape: nearly perfectly round, very full, and exactly symmetrical on their lower halves. Her nipples appeared to be slightly bigger than Ruby's, but they were close to the same shade of pink. They probably naturally would have been the exact shade, except that Ruby's nipples were slightly darker from of all the nude sunbathing she and Michelle had been doing.

Cindy sat back down on her lounge chair with her arms still covering her chest. In fact, she pulled her legs up to her chest as well, practically curling into a ball. (She might have thought this would cover her up more, but it actually allowed me to see the shape of her pussy pressing against her bikini bottoms.) "I can't believe my daughter did that to me! Does she have no shame?!"

I saw that Mindy had taken her top off too, although Cindy hadn't noticed that yet. My naughty wife winked at me and wiggled her newly exposed rack while she waved her top in the air. Apparently, she was in a teasing mood too.

Mindy said, "That was pretty sneaky, but in a way, she did you a favor. That was going to have to come off anyway, and that took the issue out of your hands. Literally."

Cindy muttered, "Not you too." She briefly put a hand over her eyes, more for dramatic effect than anything.

Michelle looked at Cindy, then at Mindy, and finally at me. Cindy was staring with embarrassment into the water of the pool, leaving Michelle free to stare at me pleadingly while bouncing lightly up and down. What even that little bit of motion did to her breasts was more than enough to make me aware of the lack of extra space in my shorts. As if I didn't know what she wanted already, she started to pull the straps of her bikini top off her shoulders.

But I glared at her, shook my head no, and wagged a finger at her for emphasis.

Somewhat miraculously, she backed down and pulled her bikini top back up. Not that it really made that much difference, given how tiny her bikini was in the first place. Like the last one I'd seen her in, it apparently had been made from little more than postage stamps that were valiantly fighting a losing battle to conceal the aureole of her nipples... and precious little else. Even then, I could easily see the shape of her erect nips, since they were outlined in what little fabric covered them.

I marveled that there are few greater pleasures than seeing a beautiful woman in a skimpy bikini on a bright sunny day - even if said woman is your daughter.

But things slowly calmed down. Ruby came back out wearing a red-colored thong bikini bottom, that for all intents and purposes didn't exist if you looked at her from her backside. But that apparently mollified Cindy just enough. Still, that tight piece of string simply vanished into the crack of her ass, never to be seen again until the fabric widened out over her bald pussy.

Let's just say there was no chance of my erection going down anytime soon. Ruby even made a point of walking past me a few times, just to be sure I got a good view of her muscular butt working that thong like a piece of dental floss between her undulating cheeks.

Then Ruby cheekily suggested, "Mom, where are your manners?"

Cindy looked at her suspiciously. "What do you mean?"

"Aren't you going to give Dan a hello kiss?"

"Definitely NOT! He's YOUR... boyfriend. Or whatever you call it." She blushed.

Ruby said, "I don't mind at all. After all, you necked with him for a good five minutes last night."

Cindy's blush deepened. "That... was a mistake!"

I played along, first by taking the high road. "Ruby, please, leave her alone. She's having enough trouble with your topless deal." Then I lowered the boom. "Although... I feel kind of hurt to hear that last night's kiss was a mistake. I didn't think it was a mistake."

Mindy rubbed Cindy's back comfortingly. "Uh-oh! Cindy, now you've stepped in it. You don't want to leave him offended. The only way you can fix this is with another kiss."

Cindy's embarrassment was increasing by the second. "I can't! Not when I'm topless like this! Please!"

Mindy said, "I've got a suggestion. Why don't you stand up and lean way forward, with your hands covering your naughty bits. He can lean forward and the two of you can have a brief peck on the lips without any touching otherwise. You could do at least that much to show there are no hard feelings, can't you?"

Cindy was torn. "I... I can't! Standing up?! Like this?!"

Ruby said, "Mom, you can't stay all curled up and covered up for the whole time you're here. Are you going to be cool or are you a fuddy duddy."

Cindy shot back, "I'm NOT a fuddy duddy!"

"Then prove it!" Ruby challenged. "One kiss. And stop worrying about being topless. You've got a beautiful body AND a big, impressive rack. Be proud of yourself!"

Mindy chimed in, "She's right. You exercise fanatically, and for what, to stay hidden in your house like a hermit? Live life! Give Dan a kiss!"

Cindy grumped, "Okay, FINE!" She abruptly stood up. She still carefully kept her hands over her nipples though. She leaned forward slightly and puckered her lips. "Quick, Dan, before I chicken out!"

I acted fast and got in position in front of her. I also leaned forward slightly to make sure she wouldn't freak out with bodily contact. But I didn't want just a quick peck on the lips. I put my hands behind her head and kept her head in place. Then I planted my lips on hers.

Cindy tried to keep her lips closed. But, to my great delight, that resolve didn't last. After a few seconds her lips parted and we began to swap spit. We maintained our rather awkward pose, but I could feel her passion rising and rising as our tongues dueled.

I could tell that I was making good progress seducing her when she apparently forgot about her topless problem and brought her hands to the back of my head.

We kissed for a good minute like that until something spooked her, or maybe she just remembered where she was and who was watching. She suddenly pulled her head back and covered her mouth in dismay. "Oh my God! I didn't mean to do that!" Then she remembered her topless condition and quickly covered up with both hands. Seconds later, she was back in her seat with another red blush spreading across her face.

The others all clapped and cheered. I noticed Michelle joining in, but otherwise remaining silent and unobtrusive. I was glad about that, since her very presence in a sexual situation might bring up incest issues in Cindy's mind.

Ruby said, "Mom, I'm so proud of you! You just proved to me that you're no fuddy duddy at all. You're way cool!" Then she surprised me and everyone else by boldly pulling her mother back up out of her chair to give her a big hug.

This only embarrassed Cindy more, since she had to be well aware of the fact that their bikini bottoms were the only clothes they were wearing at all. Furthermore, it was inevitable that their ample racks pressed up against each other.

Cindy was so overwhelmed that she even muttered, "Oh my God! What is happening?!" But she didn't break the hug.

As the hug kept going, Cindy seemed to be thinking about the kiss we'd just shared. She closed her eyes tightly and said, "Dan, Mindy, I'm so sorry! I don't know what came over me!"

Mindy pretended to be clueless. "What's the problem? I like it when you kiss my husband like that. It shows we're all good friends."

I said, "I don't mind at all, either. In fact, I like this whole 'hello kiss' idea. We should make that a tradition."

Cindy moaned helplessly. "Oh God!"

I decided we'd pushed her far enough for now. I gathered it would be wise for me to put some distance between myself and Cindy, so she could get used to going topless around me. So with Ruby still hugging Cindy and telling her how she didn't have a problem with the kiss either, I took a few steps towards the pool and jumped in it.

Then I swam some laps. I was refreshing to exercise after just sitting up in bed for much of the morning. I thrilled from head to toe as I vividly recalled what the Gruesome Twosome had done to me all that time I'd been in bed. Live was great!

The next time I peeked at the others, I saw that Mindy and Cindy had gone back to their talking and tanning. I was pleased that Cindy wasn't attempting to cover her breasts.

Swimming laps also gave my penis a much needed break, as long as I was swimming and not looking up to where Mindy and Cindy were sitting. I also had to force myself not to think of the fact that I had a "date" to fuck Ruby's tits soon. I wondered what Cindy would think if she knew I was going to do that later. Of course she wouldn't have been happy about it, but she seemed to have accepted that Ruby and I were sexually involved and there was no way for her to stop that.

Ironically, given how hard Ruby had fought for her right to be naked outside, the Gruesome Twosome soon went back inside. It seemed likely to me that they wanted to give Cindy and Mindy a chance to talk in private, and there wasn't much chance to tease me if I was swimming.

Besides, it probably wasn't wise for them to tease me with Cindy there. I had no doubt they wanted me to seduce her too, especially since I'd overheard them talking about that very thing last night.

I decided that the girls had the right idea, and it would be good to give Mindy and Cindy some space. I went back inside as well after swimming for only ten minutes or so. I noticed that although Cindy had stopped covering her chest while I was swimming, she quickly covered up again when I got out of the pool.

However, I had one little trick up my sleeve. As I got out of the pool, I decided to will my dick back to full size. That was as easy as pie. I had a plethora of vivid, recent memories to get me excited. I mostly focused on recalling the joy of fucking Michelle's tits last night, and the prospect of fucking Ruby's tits soon.

Then I subtly shifted my erection in my swimsuit so it was protruding lewdly. That wasn't hard to do, since it is an unusually thick and long one. My usual problem is keeping it hidden. It helped that my swimsuit was rather tight on me.

Then I walked over to where Mindy and Cindy were sitting. I stood straight and tall in front of them, with the water dripping down my muscular body. I'm proud that I've stayed in good shape over the years. I hoped I'd be a tempting sight even without the outrageous bulge in my bathing suit.

Pretending to be oblivious about what I was showing, I was a picture of politeness. I bowed slightly. "Ladies, I just wanted to let you know I'll be going in the house. Cindy, I can tell that you're still shy about your whole topless situation, so you probably don't want me around."

She didn't know what to say to that. It appeared she was frazzled by my bulge, because she was blushing again and struggling between looking at my crotch and my face.

Mindy could tell what I was doing and she loved it. She smirked as she said, "That's sweet of you. So considerate."

Then she proceeded to talk to me for a couple of minutes. I knew it was meaningless chatter Her sole purpose was to give me an excuse to continue standing there so Cindy could keep gawking at my bulge. Furthermore, by monopolizing the conversation, I kept my eyes on my wife, giving Cindy free reign to gawk without much worry about being caught. She also was assisted by the fact she was wearing sunglasses and I wasn't.

At one point, Mindy complained that I was going to get a cold if I stood dripping wet like that, and she tossed me a white, fluffy towel. So I dried myself off with the towel while continuing to look only at Mindy. That gave me more of a chance to show off my physique. While pretending to stay oblivious, I made sure to pose a little bit, including bending way over to show off my butt while reaching down to dry my feet and ankles.

I considered having an "accident" and letting my cockhead poke free from the top of my swimsuit. That wouldn't have been hard to do. Due to my size and the tightness of the suit, I had to be careful to stop that from happening when I bent over and then again when I stood back up. I decided that the "hello kiss" and other events had been enough for Cindy, for now. I didn't want to push her too far and have her go home.

After a few minutes, Mindy finally stopped talking and let me go. As she finished, she gave me a secret wink, and even mouthed the words, "Nice job!" she tossed me my T-shirt, which I'd forgotten about.

Cindy continued to keep her nipples carefully covered until I went into the house.

As I opened the sliding screen door, I heard Mindy proclaim, "Isn't my husband a total Adonis?'

I closed the screen door behind me and walked into the house. But the sliding glass door was still open and I was as quiet as a mouse to hear Cindy's reply.

Cindy gushed, "He IS! He's like a Greek god! You're soooo lucky!"

"I am. And did you notice what he's packing in his swimsuit?"

"How could I miss it?! Oh my GOD! I've had some glimpses of it over the years, especially since he's always erect, but I've never been able to see all of it that clearly! That's the biggest one I've ever seen!"

Mindy said proudly, "That's why I always call it a 'big cock.' You can't call it just a 'cock,' any more than you can call a lion a 'cat.' It's a whole different thing. There ought to be a special word for it when it's that much bigger than normal, don't you think?"

"Oh my God!" Cindy said again. "I'm reeling! He's such a HUNK! And how do you COPE with that monster?!"

Mindy laughed. "it's not easy. That's why I need help!"

That was the last I heard, because I couldn't linger just inside the house forever without it getting suspicious. I had a strong suspicion Mindy was about to launch into another spiel about how Cindy should get sexually intimate with me. I know how her devious mind works.

I felt pretty good after hearing all that praise, especially about my body and not just my famously oversized penis. I'm not really an "Adonis." Who is? But I am proud of staying in shape, and I've always been blessed with good genetics. People do say I'm handsome, with a face very similar to Sean Bean's.

Wearing just my bathing suit while holding my T-shirt, I headed upstairs and back to my bedroom to change my clothes. But I was curious about the Gruesome Twosome. Could they really just be hanging out in Michelle's bedroom without getting into yet more sexual mischief? Perhaps they were plotting something even more sneaky and sexy? I walked down the upstairs hallway to peek my head into Michelle's room and check.

Both of them were sitting there on the bed, gloriously naked and just talking. But they saw me peeking in and jumped up.

"Daddy!" Ruby said. "Cool! Now we don't have to go find you!"

Within seconds, my hands were full of ripe Ruby flesh.

Meanwhile, Michelle was saying, "Daddy, you're way overdressed!" With Ruby keeping my hands busy cupping her bare breasts, Michelle made quick work of pushing down my bathing suit. Soon it was all the way off and tossed aside.

Ruby couldn't see what Michelle was doing, so she asked, "Is it hard?"

"Mmmm-hmmm!" Michelle replied as she slid my cockhead between her straining lips.

I groaned loudly as the pleasure hit me and shocked me like getting doused by a bucket of ice water. "UNGNGH! AAAAAH!"

Ruby giggled joyfully. "Sweet! The sound of our master overdosing on lust!" She reached down and stroked Michelle's blonde hair. "That's it! Cave your cheeks in and suck him HARD! Make a tight seal and slide those lips! Use your tongue and make him groan MORE!"

But Michelle didn't need to be reminded of those elementary tips, since she was already doing all that and more. In fact, I did groan a lot more, as well as closing my eyes and clenching my teeth while I endured wave after waves of powerful arousal.

After about a minute, I came back to Earth and realized to my delight that I was still cupping and even clutching Ruby's huge tits. My fingers were sinking deeply into her soft tit-flesh. I eased my hold on them and began fondling them in a more deliberate manner.

Ruby loved it. She raised her hands up behind her head and reveled her own great pleasure. She purred, "Oh my! Daddy's playing with my tits, the tits he's about to fuck, while I can hear all kinds of sexy slurping. These are the moments a cock slave lives for!"

Recovering my wits somewhat, I said, "Hey, you two planned that in advance, didn't you? You distract me while Michelle gets me naked."

"Yep!" Ruby happily admitted. "Not only that, but how did you like my fake little tantrum?"

"Fake?"

"Sure! Well, I was going to insist on staying naked, but be nicer about it. We worked as a team on that plan so Cindy would end up going topless. One more small step before she's totally your cock slave too!"

I sighed, even as I put a hand on Michelle's bobbing head and ran my fingers through her long blonde hair. She'd settled down to a steady sucking rhythm, and I was grateful. "I don't need another cock slave. I have my hands completely full dealing with you two, not to mention Mindy. My WIFE!"

"No you don't!" Ruby exclaimed. She grabbed my hand that was on Michelle's head and brought it back to her round boobs. "Okay, NOW you have your hands full of us!" She giggled.

Michelle mumbled as she sucked, "A-ha! He admids id!" Unable to speak much, given the way her lips were sliding back and forth over my sensitive spot, she pointed at Ruby and then herself, and said, "Cock slave!"

She'd caught that by saying "another cock slave," I was calling them that already. I realized I had to be more careful what I said around them. I tried to change the subject. "Wait a minute. 'WE worked as a team?' Are you referring to the Ruby-Shelle-Mindy anti-Dan conspiracy?"

Ruby answered for both of them. "Yep!" They were very proud of themselves, damn them. I don't know how Michelle managed to smirk while looking like she was swallowing a baseball bat, but somehow she managed, and with flair and style.

I shook my head. "Lord have mercy on Cindy, then! What about what Shelle's doing to me right now? Do I have any say in that?"

Michelle was performing a devastatingly effective corkscrew move with her lips, still mostly going back and forth over my frenulum.

Ruby said, "Of course you do, Daddy. If you want her to stop, just let your cock go limp. She'll take the hint, I'm sure."

It turns out Michelle could not only smirk while cocksucking, but she could laugh pretty effectively too.

I replied, "You have to be mad! As if I could just will myself flaccid while she's doing that corkscrew thing! Not to mention the fact I'm holding all this soft and squeezable teen tit." I looked back and forth from Ruby's rack to Michelle's bobbing blonde hair. It was all too arousing!

Again Ruby replied, since she was the only one of them who could easily talk. "Come on. It's not like you're even trying to go flaccid. You haven't even taken your fingers off my nipples since you started playing with them."

I happened to be tweaking her nipples as she said that. I muttered lamely, "Well, they just looked all hard and perky..."

She smirked. "I certainly don't mind what you're doing to me! But you have to admit, if you weren't trolling for a passionate cocksucking, you wouldn't have stuck your head in here in the first place. You should know by now that if you get one or both of us alone, we'll probably end up on our knees before long."

"I guess there's some truth to that," I conceded. I really did love what they were doing to me. I just wished they respected my boundaries, dated boys eventually, and didn't take this whole "sex toy" or "cock slave" idea quite so far.

Ruby's hands were busy caressing my chest as she leaned in and kissed her way from my shoulder to my chin. She purred, "But come on! Let's move to Michelle's bed. She's just warming you up for me. You're going to titfuck these puppies, remember?" By the time she said "these puppies," her fulsome tits were pressing into my chest, even as one of my hands still attempted to fondle a nipple.

"Oh yeah," I said, pretending I'd forgotten. In fact, I'd been thinking of little else recently. The whole time I'd been downstairs watching Ruby and Cindy argue, I'd been occasionally eyeing Ruby's round, supple boobs, thinking about how I'd be sliding through them soon. And when I'd been swimming laps, I couldn't get those thoughts out of my mind.

I looked around nervously, and asked, "Are the windows closed?"

"Of course!" Ruby replied. She knew, as I did, that Michelle's room looked out onto the backyard. So if we were noisy, it was likely that Cindy and Mindy would hear us. She added, "We're not stupid. We don't want Cindy to hear too much too fast."

"Good."

Michelle relented and stopped sucking me long enough for me to make it to her bed. But then she decided that I needed a good deal of extra "warming up." Since I was sitting on the edge of the bed, she quickly wound up kneeling between my legs.

Ruby apparently agreed, because she knelt next to her and joined in, taking one side of my pole while Michelle took the other. (I'd noticed that when they were sharing, Ruby always seemed to take the right side while Michelle always took the left - I was already starting to think of my dick in terms of "Ruby's side" and "Michelle's side.")

After only about a minute or two of that, Ruby took total control of the top half of my cock. She engulfed it and bobbed on it for a couple of additional minutes.

I wasn't in any hurry, since everything they were doing to me felt fantastic in my book. But I was starting to wonder if Ruby had forgotten about the titfuck plan.

I shouldn't have worried. She lifted her head and away from my crotch, and smacked her lips with satisfaction. "Aaaah! That hit the spot!"

My boner didn't more than a second or two to recover, because Michelle immediately took over with her own style of bobbing and sucking.

Ruby said, "Sorry, I just needed a little bit of that to calm my nerves. This is so exciting!" She leaned back and planted her hands on the carpet behind her. "Let's do it! Now, how do you want me?"

That was a good question. With Michelle still greedily sucking me off, I wasn't in a big hurry to decide.

As I sat there with my daughter's blonde head bobbing in my lap, Ruby scooted a couple of feet back so she was free of our legs and feet. She sat further back on her heels, pinned her arms behind her back, and thrust her tits out. She kept her legs spread well apart too, so I got a great view of her puffy, drooling pussy lips.

Then she said breathlessly, "Your obedient cock slave awaits your command, Master!"

I didn't immediately answer, so the only sound to be heard in the room was Michelle's ravenous slurping and lapping on my erection. It was like a comically loud version of someone slurping on a straw.

Ruby started squirming slightly as I just silently regarded her in very sexy and deliberate pose. I figured she was wondering how long she'd last before pleading with me to get on with it. It was a battle of wills - did I have any control over this situation?

Fortunately for me, she broke first. "Please! This is my first titfuck! This is like, HUUUGE! Bigger than getting my own car. No, that doesn't even begin to explain it. You have no idea how long I've been dreaming of you sitting on my chest, plowing through my tight cleavage! I can't begin to count the times Michelle and I role played it with a dildo. Can't you please humor me for the next hour or two? Do I have to beg?"

I liked her ambitious time estimate. I grinned wickedly. My lusty urges seemed to be completely taking over my brain. I simply said, "Yes. Yes, you do."

She moaned orgasmically, and writhed like she was in danger of losing control over her body. "Gaawwwd! SO HOT! Shelle, did you hear that?!"

Michelle just moaned loudly as she kept on with her talented tongue work and powerful suction. Somehow, it was obvious that was an approving moan.

Ruby managed to regain control over herself and resume the submissive position she'd been in a minute or so earlier. Once again, she pinned her arms behind her back and thrust her tits out while keeping her legs spread well apart. The only difference was she bowed her head. "Daddy, I love you so much already, but now that you're getting all aggressive like that, I love you even more! I'm officially begging! Please, please, please! Daddy, Master, fuck my tits! I neeeeed it! I won't feel properly owned by you until you do!"

I was soaring high, drunk on power as well as lust. "Okay, Red. I guess I'm a softy. But before we start, how is it that you two are so headstrong and spoiled most of the time, but then you're like this?" I waved a hand at her breathtaking, submissive pose.

She grumbled, impatient for the titfuck to begin. But she explained, "We knew that you had a dominant side and that you'd come to totally control our bodies in time, and we sooooooo want that to happen! Daddy, it's just that we're a little bit ahead of you. Don't worry, once you start regularly spanking our asses as much as they need to be spanked, and really get good at taming us with your cock, you'll see that we're not playing games and that we really mean it. Now please, Master, my big tits are tingling with need! Please don't make me wait any longer! I beg of you!"

She sat up proudly, thrusting her chest out even more than before. "Your busty tit slave daughter awaits your fat cock!"

I didn't understand the difference between a "tit slave" and a "cock slave," but I didn't care. I couldn't turn down that invitation! I coughed. "Um, Shelle? Sorry, but I don't think I'll be able to do much tit sliding in your sister until your lips stop doing that!"

Michelle had thoughtfully been taking it relatively easy on my boner for the last minute, as she didn't want to get me too close to orgasm before I even started in with her sister.

So I was feeling pretty raring to go when I stood up and moved close to where Ruby knelt.

"Wait!" Michelle suddenly cried out. "The video camera! Ruby, this is a pivotal moment in your life - your very first titfuck with Daddy! How could we not... Wait, we have it here somewhere. Oh yeah, here we are." The camera was actually set up on a tripod already - it looked like they had thought of everything. However, Michelle had to get it up and turn it on.

Ruby was mostly maintaining her position, but she'd brought one arm forward from behind her back, because the burning itch in her pussy was just too great and she had to play with her clit a little bit. "Michelle! Please! Hurry! I'm burning up!"

"Okay, the camera's recording, now." Michelle sat down in front of the camera and preened in a sexy pose. "This message goes out to our future selves, and especially to future Ruby, from day two of our new cock slaves lives. Your first titfuck with Daddy! Go for it, girl! Take it away!" She moved out of range of the camera, leaving the focus on Ruby's erect yet squirming nude body.

But Michelle wasn't done. She pushed me into the right spot before the camera and said to me, "While I tie up Ruby's naughty hands, Daddy, do you want to say something to mark this very important moment?"

I tried not to notice the camera was there, as I had enough on my mind already. "Um, tie up Ruby's hands?"

Ruby said, blushing, "Daddy, I forgot to mention that I like to get tied up. Michelle does too, but not as much as me. I like to be totally helpless, totally in your control."

As Michelle worked on binding Ruby's wrists with rope, she said, "Besides, did you see what her naughty fingers were doing? She was playing with her clit! This is a fun thing, Daddy! Let me show you what we do. You see, I like to tie her wrists together but leave her arms loose and her fingers free. That way, she tries to stretch her fingers between her legs to touch her pussy, but she just can't quite reach! She never can. She can touch her perineum - you know, the sensitive stretch between her pussy and asshole - but her pussy lips are just an inch too far! It drives her mad!"

"You're so mean!" Ruby pouted, but she was also willingly allowing herself to be tied up.

Michelle quickly finished tying the rope.

Ruby frantically yanked on it, but to no effect. However, it had a huge effect on the rest of her wiggling body, especially her bouncy breasts, which crashed into each other repeatedly. "Daddy! Please! Help your helpless daughter! Your sex toy! FUCK MY TITS!"

She screamed that loud, really loud. It suddenly occurred to me that since Michelle's room overlooked the pool area, Cindy and Mindy would be able to hear those screams, even with the windows closed. Then I looked closer at the windows and realized they were OPEN! We were busted!




Chapter 39



"Oh shit! The windows!" I'd been standing there with my boner pointing straight out, close enough to fear for it getting thwacked by Ruby's swinging orbs. I grabbed my erection and pulled it up to my stomach as I made it to the window.

My plan was to close the windows tight and then probably the drapes, just for good measure. But as soon as my head appeared, I heard Mindy yelling up at me. "Hi, Honey!"

My position blown, I tried to play it cool. Seeing her peeking out from under an umbrella and waving up at me, I waved back. "Hi, Sweetheart!"

I had a better view looking down on Cindy, who was busy trying to cover her bare breasts with both arms again. She, like Mindy, wore sunglasses even though both were safely in the shade, so it was hard to read her facial expression. However, I could tell she wasn't smiling.

As I stood there, staring through the screen, I felt a hand on my bare ass. It was Michelle's hand, naturally (since Ruby was tied up). I'd been standing with my legs close to the wall but slightly akimbo, and she realized that was her chance.

Sitting in the reverse direction to which I was standing, my blonde bombshell daughter squeezed her head between my legs and then pulled up, while clutching my ass cheeks with both hands. Before I even knew what was happening, she had nearly half my erection inside her mouth and was already using it to massage her tonsils!

Big surprise there! I was beginning to detect a pattern: the Gruesome Twosome really seemed to love sucking my cock all day long! It wasn't just hype. They were showing an uncommon passion that couldn't be faked.

Mindy yelled up, "Honey, are my ears deceiving me, or did I just hear Ruby screaming, 'Fuck my tits?!' Are you fucking her big breasts, you naughty boy?"

She didn't sound upset about it, but with Cindy there I had to play dumb. "Um, no!" I shouted back. "I'm talking to you, right? How could I be doing that if I'm talking to you?" It was a weak defense, since Ruby had most definitely just shouted that loudly, and what else could she mean? But I couldn't think of anything better on the spur of the moment.

I just hoped they hadn't heard any of the rest. Ruby had shouted "FUCK MY TITS" extra loudly, so it seemed probable that was all they'd heard.

"Well, then, get on with it already!" my wife yelled up. She laughed, and then added, "Kidding!"

I saw her lean over the patio table she was sitting at and say something to Cindy, but I couldn't tell what it was.

My God! Just watching my wife's breasts droop and sway like that, even at a distance, was very arousing! That was doubly true since my cock was being sucked at the same time by our youngest genetic daughter. Mindy didn't have much of a tan, but other than that, she reminded me of one of the prototypical blonde "California Girls" the Beach Boys sung about. She still had "it" after all these years.

Then Mindy shouted up, "So, if she wasn't shouting that, then what was she shouting?"

Damn! Damn good question. How would I get out of this? And with Michelle madly slurping her way around my pole while clutching my ass for support, I couldn't exactly think straight. I tried to come up with something else that maybe sounded similar, but I was drawing a blank.

I shouted back the first thing that came to my mind. "Oh, she was shouting that, but not in the way you think. That's just a vulgar expression kids are using these days, meaning 'Oh my God.' You know, like another one is 'Fuck nose.'" I held a hand in front of my nose and jerked my hand back and forth. "Get it? As in, 'Who the fuck knows?'"

Cindy and Mindy turned to each other and laughed a bit about that. That was good. Maybe they were buying my excuse. It sure beat Cindy's face turning red with anger and having her shout, "Get your damned dick out of my daughter's tits!" I could easily see that happening.

Mindy shouted up, "Then what was she shouting that about? Did you give her some big surprise?"

"Um, yeah, I was giving her something big." I shouldn't have said that, I immediately realized, but dammit, I was floating so high on lust that all my thoughts were sexual. All I could think about was how my cock would soon be sliding through Ruby's cleavage. I tried to cover up the all too obvious innuendo by saying loudly, "Look, this is a bit awkward. You want me to come down there and talk to you?"

"No, that's all right. Where's Michelle?"

Damn! What is this, some kind of interview?! 

"Heck if I know," I replied, even though Michelle was right there between my legs, lapping at my sweet spot as if her life depended on it.

Mindy half-complained, half-joked, "If you don't know, then who does? Damn girl, she's always sticking her head in where it doesn't belong. She's sticking her nose into other people's business again, isn't she?"

I'm sure Mindy's smirk-o-meter was hitting its max setting. Somehow, she HAD to know that Michelle was sucking me off, even as we spoke. I didn't know how, since she couldn't see it or hear it, but I know my Mindy, her vocal intonations, and her sense of humor. I just hoped that Cindy, who knew her nearly as well as I did, didn't catch on.

It occurred to me that Mindy probably had learned one way or another about what was going to happen up here. Michelle could have told her that I had a Ruby titfuck coming, and if she knew Ruby liked getting tied up, then it couldn't be our redheaded vixen daughter blowing me right this instant. Plus, she knew that the girls were naughty little Hellions who wouldn't pass up an opportunity like this.

Damn, my wife is a devious genius! 

I shouted down, "Yeah, you know Michelle! Trouble with a capital 'T'! If you see her, tell Ruby, 'cos she's looking for her!"

Michelle pinched my thigh just above my balls right after I called her "trouble with a capital 'T.'" It hurt!

"Okay, I'll let you go," my wife shouted up, much to my relief. "I'm sure you've got fun things to do." There was the smirk-o-meter busting the scales again. But then she added, "Hey, what would you like for lunch?"

I finally understood. Mindy was deliberately keeping the conversation going, just because it was amusing her to no end, knowing that Michelle was sucking me off the whole time she kept me talking and I was extremely uncomfortable about it. If she could throw in some subtle innuendo (or not so subtle), all the better. She didn't seem to worry that much about Cindy catching on.

I had to cut off the conversation before Mindy's lunch question allowed her to ask me all kinds of follow-up questions involving nibbling on big sausages and the like. I knew her daring sense of humor all too well. I shouted, "Anything's good! You decide!" Then I quickly shut the window.

I couldn't really move at that point, but Michelle mercifully relented, pulling her mouth off so I could step away and close the other windows. I moved like lightning once I was freed, hoping to get them all closed before Mindy could shout up any questions about it.

"Phew!" I slumped down to the floor as I finished off the last window. I pointed at Michelle. "You! Evil! Pure evil! Satan's Hell Spawn!"

She giggled, and then said with mock dismay, "Hey, I'm hurt. 'Pure evil?' That's even worse than 'trouble with a capital T.' I'm not pure evil, just mostly." She giggled some more.

I looked over at Ruby. Would she be simmering with anger over the unexpected delay? She was simmering all right, but with undisguised lust. Her wet thighs were proof of that, in case I somehow missed the desire written all over her face. It was just like Michelle said: her whole body was straining as she was trying in vain to reach between her legs to stroke her pussy lips. She gasped out, "Hot! That was so hot!"

Michelle started crawling on all fours towards Ruby. As I watched her huge tanned boobs dangle and sway underneath her, occasionally dragging on the carpet (no doubt stimulating her nipples in the process), I initially assumed this was simply yet another insanely arousing thing she was doing to drive me mad with lust. I had a particularly close view of her spectacular bare ass. I wanted to reach out and touch those peachy cheeks very badly. But then I realized she was being mindful of not standing up in case Cindy was still staring up at the windows. Well, that was part of it, anyway. I couldn't imagine her wiggling and preening that much if she had been crawling without anyone watching.

She got directly behind Ruby and kissed her on the back of the neck, right at the edge of Ruby's flaming red hair. "Sorry, lover, about the delay. Don't worry, I'm sure Daddy will make it up to you. He's not just gonna fuck your tits, he's gonna totally fuck you into submission, like he did with me and my tits last night! Come on, Daddy! Let's do it!"

She reached around Ruby with both arms and pressed her tits together. It dawned on my lust-fried brain that she was creating a titfuck tunnel for me, since Ruby's hands were tied, even as she imprisoned Ruby within her embrace.

Damn! Threesomes rock! 

I got up and stood in front of Ruby again (there was no chance of being seen from out back unless I was standing relatively close to the windows). My erection was pulsing and twitching with excitement from the danger I'd just been in, not to mention Michelle's relentless oral attention. I thought, These two are truly mental if they expect me to fuck Ruby's tits and last for more than five seconds in the state I'm in! 

Partly to stall for time so my dick could recover, but partly because I really wanted to know, I asked, "So, why were the windows open? Ruby, you told me they were closed."

Ruby said emphatically, "I thought they were. I remember seeing them closed, in fact." She looked at Michelle in distress and suspicion. "Hey!"

Michelle shrugged her shoulders. "Okay, so maybe I opened a window or two. I thought things would be more interesting that way. And I was right, wasn't I?"

Ruby let out a heavy sigh. "You could have at least warned me. What if I said the wrong thing?" Then her mood suddenly changed, and she sat up stiffly. "Enough of that. It's titfuck time!"

I needed to stall for more time to recover from Michelle's sneaky oral work. Then it occurred to me that Michelle had asked me to make some kind of dramatic statement before I'd tried to close the windows. That was a great time to kill two birds with one stone. I turned to the camera, while also keeping Ruby and Michelle in view.

I wasn't really thinking - couldn't think - and I just started blabbing. "Ruby, Red, my love... Shelle wanted me to say something first." I looked down at Ruby, who was thrusting her chest forward dramatically again. With my chest still heaving with excitement, I said to her, "I love you. I really mean that. I'm not just saying that because of your incredible voluptuous body or your stunning face. I'm not just saying that because of your awe-inspiring eagerness to sexually please me. Sure, I love all that. I'm main saying that because I love the Ruby on the inside too. I love YOU, all of you! I'm proud to call you my daughter! And I'm proud to have you as my cock slave!"

I don't think I'd ever acknowledged that I was accepting them as my cock slaves in such an overt way before, so that was an important moment. I still had qualms, many qualms, but I let my lust take over in the heat of the moment.

Slow on the uptake, I was honestly disturbed to see both Ruby and Michelle burst into tears.

I thought I'd really blown it until Ruby started gushing between sobs, "Daddy, that was so beautiful! Oh! I love you too! So much! You've made me the happiest cock slave in the whole wide world! Michelle, you were so right! Already!"

She strained and writhed. Obviously, she was trying to come to me to hug and kiss me, but her bindings prevented her from wiggling forward more than a few inches.

Michelle, also sobbing with tears of joy, saw my puzzled face and explained, "I told her that as good as she thought her first titfuck would be, it would be twice as good as that! It already is from what you just said, and you haven't even started yet! Daddy, my master, I love you too! But please put her out of her misery and fuck these big tits! As Mom would say, 'Fuck the SHIT out of 'em! Like a superman!'" She giggled, causing the breasts she was still possessively holding to shimmer and shake.

Even though I was on a hair trigger already, I was so inspired that I stepped forward and dropped to my knees to get at the right height. Then I slid my thick rod into my new daughter's awesome cleavage.

Ruby was just as emotionally moved by that action as Michelle had been the night before. As the tears rolled down her cheeks, she said, "Please, just hold me like that for a little while. I'm... I'm all choked up! Daddy, you're so sweet. I love you so much!"

That gave me a bit more of a chance to come down from my close call with cumming, though not by a whole lot since this position felt so great. Even though there was no movement yet, my dick was still trapped between her firm globes, and the feeling was just out of this world.

Also just like Michelle did the night before, Ruby had obviously slathered her breasts up with some type of oil in anticipation of this moment, making any contact with her soft orbs a lot of slippery fun. The only difference I detected was that whatever kind of lotion or oil Michelle used didn't have any particular smell, but Ruby's breasts now had a distinct aroma of vanilla.

Ruby turned to Michelle. "Sister, I don't know if I can do this! It's just... too exciting! Too intense! He's gonna take my titty virginity! I think I'm gonna... I'm gonna pass out!"

Michelle was calm and reassuring. "Don't worry, you'll be fine. You're in your master's hands now, your Daddy's safe hands. He's gonna treat you like a queen. You'll love it, I promise."

Michelle kissed some of Ruby's tears away, and tried to wipe away the rest. "Remember, you're his cock slave, his sex toy. Focus on HIS pleasure, and you'll forget all about passing out. Just keep Rule Number One in mind, and you'll do great."

"'Pleasure the cock,'" Ruby muttered, apparently drawing strength from that rule.

Michelle nodded. "'Pleasure the cock!' It's who we are. It's what we do."

That inspired Ruby even more, and it became clear that she was psyched up and ready to go. There were still some fresh tears rolling down Ruby's cheeks as she thrust her chest forward, and said, "Daddy, your tit slave is here to serve you!"

I started to thrust through her cleavage. However, I tried to go as slow as I possibly could without completely disappointing Ruby, in a continuing effort not to blow my wad too soon.

Michelle, though, wasn't having any of that. Since she was controlling Ruby's breasts with both her hands, she started rubbing them up and down and all around in the most damnably arousing manner.

After a minute or two of that, I had to admit temporary defeat and pull back, as I knew I wouldn't be able to last another ten seconds otherwise. "Sorry, girls ... Need a break!" I even moved further back, needing to get away from their overwhelming sexiness.

The two of them watched me as I bent over and just panted hard for a bit. They didn't seem that upset about the early interruption. Perhaps they needed a breather already too.

Michelle asked, "Hey Ruby, how is it so far?"

"So great! Totally GREAT! It's like Mindy says - a titfuck is the ultimate act of submission! Just looking down and seeing his great big cock lying there, right where it belongs... Ohmigod! Ohmigodohmigodohmigod! I've never felt so... so... OWNED! And being tied up is even MORE awesome! It continually reminds me of my total helplessness and Daddy's total domination. Thanks so much for helping with that."

Michelle enthused, "If you think that's good, just wait until he gives you that pearl necklace you were asking for last night! He's gonna mark you as his exclusive personal property!"

Ruby giggled while also shivering with excitement. "Oh yeah! The pearl necklace! Hey, Daddy, you're giving me my big pearl necklace after all! Once we're done, I'm gonna go downstairs and show Mom my new jewelry!"

Both girls giggled at that.

Michelle joked, "Maybe Cindy will like it so much she'll want Dan to give her a pearl necklace of her own!"

I groaned, and thought, Man, if this is supposed to help me calm down, it sure isn't working! 

I was forced to say, "Please, you two, stop talking already! You're arousing me too much. I'm trying to rest here!"

They giggled and even cackled gleefully at that.

I couldn't ask them to stop looking so breathtakingly sexy, but I was able to close my eyes for a while. That really helped.

Finally, I was recharged and ready to go again. Since we'd been taking a break anyway, Ruby decided to lie down on the floor to see what it was like to get titfucked while I sat on her belly.

Michelle helped out with some pillows. She put them under Ruby's back as well as under her head, because of Ruby's arms being pinned behind her back.

I was more than happy to move into the new position. It was better for my shaky legs as well.

I slid my cock back into her deep cleavage and we finally started to really go at it. I was able to achieve the kind of deep penetration and long, sure strokes that I'd been imagining and longing for. Ruby's arms were still tied behind her back. She definitely got off on that.

Michelle continued to hold Ruby's breasts and constantly slide them around, from her new position sitting behind Ruby's head. In fact, she frequently draped her boobs down onto Ruby's hair, knowing the sight of her huge tits nearly enveloping Ruby's face would help arouse me even more. Plus, she seemed to like the feeling of her tit-flesh brushing against Ruby's short and spiky red hair. Occasionally, she would giggle or say something like, "That tickles!"

Ruby found a comfortable position resting her head between Michelle's locked knees. That raised her head up nicely, so when I was fully impaled in her tit-tunnel and making short, slow strokes, she could lick all around my bulbous head. She managed to do quite a bit with her lips like that.

I tried not to make comparisons, but I noticed her mouth could reach much further down my cockhead than Michelle could. She definitely had a body built for titfucking.

But most of the time, I was roughly sliding away with long strokes, far too active in my movements for her to get seriously involved orally.

Either way, it felt like heaven to me! There was never any shortage of lubrication - her tits were still so shiny and oily that it seemed if I tried to touch them, my hand would slide right off. But that obviously wasn't so, since Michelle was constantly pushing and pulling on them, always surprising me with unexpected movement but never failing to keep the tunnel of tit-flesh tightly packed together.

Things were going along just swimmingly, until I heard someone calling.

"Michelle?"

Michelle hissed, "That's Lisa! Quick! Get decent!"

I got up and quickly stepped into an open closet. That way, if anyone came into the room, they wouldn't be able to see me. At least not at first.

Michelle, though, was amazing. She picked up her bikini and put it on so quickly that it was like a blur. At the same time, she shouted out, "I'm here, but don't come in! I'm not ready!"

I was really puzzled. Fuck me! Talk about bad timing! Why is Lisa even here? How did she get in the house? It's not like we're in the habit of leaving our front door open or unlocked. 

But thankfully, Lisa's voice continued to sound like it was coming from downstairs and didn't grow any closer. She yelled back, "Okay!"

Knowing that Lisa was still a safe distance away, Michelle slowed down and was more careful in making sure she looked decent.

Feeling foolish for overreacting, I stepped back out of the closet. I hadn't realized the voice was coming from so far away, because it had been a loud cry.

Ruby had wiggled about some, but she hardly moved from her spot on the floor. That was no surprise, since her bindings prevented her from getting up.

As Michelle checked herself in a mirror, she shouted downstairs to Lisa, "Just a sec, I'm almost there. How'd you get in, anyway?"

Lisa shouted up, "I was knocking and nobody heard me, and the doorbell's broken. So I tried the door and it was open. You're not mad, are you?"

"No. Here I come." Michelle had wiped the sweat off her body with a towel and looked surprisingly fresh. She quickly walked out of the room, briefly casting a disappointed look at me and Ruby as she left.

I began to look around for my clothes.

But Ruby gasped, "No! Please! I've waited so long! Always delays! Please, don't stop now!"

Looking at her perfect busty body, I quickly gave in to my lust yet again. Awww, fuck! There's just no way to resist! We can't stop now. I mean, come on! She has a one-in-a-million bust, all oiled up, she's already tied up, and she's more than ready to go. Forget Lisa! 

So I got right back in position and kept on thrusting. The only thing I said in warning was, "Try not to yell, okay?"

Ruby nodded. She whispered, "God! This is dangerous!"

I didn't think it was that dangerous, actually. Lisa was extremely unlikely to barge into the room uninvited, especially with Michelle keeping an eye on her. But Ruby was clearly getting off on the danger, so I didn't try to correct her.

I had to hold her tits together since Michelle wasn't here to help with that anymore. I didn't mind though, since it felt good. Before long, I was so consumed by my lusts that I temporarily forgot that Lisa had even interrupted us.

At one point, while I was slowing down for a second wind, Ruby craned her neck down and managed to envelop all of my cockhead in her mouth! That was pretty damn impressive, since my entire shaft was still tightly sheathed in her cleavage.

Once she'd managed that much, she didn't want to let go. She sucked on me for a couple of minutes while I squeezed and moved her tits around my boner. It was quickly turning into more of a blowjob than a titfuck.

Before long, I had to say, "Let's explore that some more another time. I'm so worked up, I want to do some serious thrusting!"

"Okay! I love it!" Ruby's intensity and enthusiasm was adorable. And the fact that she still had her hands tied fired my lusts even more.

I kept thrusting non-stop, quietly, for fear of Lisa and/or Cindy hearing. Eventually I reached my climax, and said in a kind of muted shout, "Gonna cum! NOW!"

Ruby's commands were very specific: "On my tits! My tits, my tits, my tits! No face, just tits!" Luckily, she strived hard not to yell.

Pulling back, I held my boner and let the cum fly. It was great fun painting her chest, letting the ropes fly and splatter this way and that. I mostly aimed towards her chest, but I directed a couple of ropes towards her mouth as well, even though she'd told me to only aim for her tits. I wanted her to taste, as well as see, hear, feel, and smell this experience. As a result, a good amount wound up splattered here and there all over her face, but mainly near her mouth.

It was a surprisingly quiet climax for both of us, given how intense it felt.

I was gratified to see her body shiver with another climax when the first drop touched her tongue. I recalled how Michelle had gone into orbit when she'd touched her clit during the titfuck last night. Ruby couldn't do that with her hands tied, but I reached down and diddled her clit a little bit.

I saw Ruby's eyes and mouth open wide in response, and I knew she wouldn't be able to stop herself from letting out a bloodcurdling scream. So I quickly covered her mouth with mine and kissed her! She screamed into my mouth, which effectively muffled the sound.

My orgasm ended quickly, as male orgasms do, while hers went on for another minute or more. When hers ended as well, she was too wiped out to speak for a while. But the look of love, gratitude, and exhausted ecstasy she gave me was priceless.

However, all good things come to an end. There was a wall not too far behind me. I scooted back and slumped against it.

Ruby was still tied up, but she simply tilted over and flopped down to the ground. After that, she had no choice but to stay in that position until I recovered enough to help her out. How many times she'd climaxed during all that I didn't know, but clearly it had been a lot. She looked even more wasted than I felt.

I was a little bit disappointed that I couldn't last as long as I had for Michelle's first titfuck. But then again, I didn't have Mindy there to squeeze the base of my shaft at just the right times. I hoped Ruby wasn't disappointed in me (since I knew Michelle would have explained her experience in elaborate detail already), but she didn't seem to be in the slightest. In fact, she looked completely blissed out and content.

We stayed flopped out for about five minutes, and then Ruby finally gathered up the energy to ask me, "Daddy, can you untie me?"

"Nope. I kind of like you like that. I think I'll just keep you that way."

I was just joking around, but it seemed to bring her some kind of great orgasmic joy. She squirmed about, but that only reminded her that she was tied up, and that made her squirm about excitedly even more. "Oh GAAWWWD! That's so HOT! I think... yes, I'm gonna cum again! Even now, you're making me cum, without touching me! Master! Oh God, oh God, just the thought - staying like this! OH!"

She started thrashing and writhing in orgasmic ecstasy so much that I thought for a moment there my penis would revive, but it was not to be.

I'd never been into bondage before, but then again, I'd never seen a naked woman with such a perfect and voluptuous body struggle in her bonds before, either. The fact that she was sweaty and bedraggled somehow made it an even sexier sight.

Was I a bad father, to get so much pleasure out of watching my daughter nude and bound? Probably. And that bothered me on an intellectual level, but there was no strong emotion behind it, because I loved it so much on all other levels. It occurred to me that the only thing that would look better would be seeing Ruby, Michelle, and Sue Ellen all bound and naked in a row. Interestingly, Mindy also appeared in that vision, but cuddling against my side instead of bound with the others.

Slowly, she calmed back down, which increased her ability to speak. "Oh my GOD! ... Daddy! ... Wow!"

"Was it good?"

"Good?! So totally beyond good. Beyond great! Thanks, Daddy. For everything! I like to stay tied up for you too. I hope you'll bind me and then take advantage of my body a LOT from now on. It really gets me hot!"

Don't worry, I will, I thought to myself. The fact that she was so turned on by this, and I certainly was, made me wonder how long I really could keep her tied up. There were practical concerns, after all, especially with Cindy and Lisa nearby.

I laughed with glee as I lay there near her, recovering. I half-joked, "Is there anything that doesn't get you hot?"

"Nope!" She turned more serious and sighed longingly. "If you only knew how much I love you. Saying that you love me for more than my body really means a lot to me, although, mind you, I TOTALLY get off on being your sex toy too. So it's like the best of both worlds!"

Somehow, she managed to squirm about until she could sit up against the side of the bed. Now we could make eye contact. After she'd recovered from that effort, she asked me, "Do you know what I like to do when you're not around?"

"I'm almost afraid to find out," I said honestly.

"I like to make up songs about you. You know, like if I'm just sitting there bored at the video shop I start to sing songs in my head. I can't make up my own tunes, so I tweak songs that I know."

"Really? Can you sing one for me now?" I already knew she had an excellent voice, so it was always a pleasure to hear her sing.

She giggled. "Okay. But this is so silly. You're gonna think I'm weird. This is my version of 'Born to Be Wild' by Steppenwolf."

"Get his motor running, slidin' up his big one. Lickin's an adventure, as we gobble up his cock gun.

Yeah, Shelle, we're gonna make it happen, take his cock in a love embrace.

Slather up with our lips and tongue until he explodes in my face.

Bind my hands, blindfold my eyes, 'cos I was born, born to be tied, he's gonna splash my chest, my Daddy's the best!

Born to be tiiiiied! Born to be tiiiiied!"

She'd been really getting into it, but suddenly she stopped singing and turned bashful. "There's more, but you get the idea. You think I'm weird, don't you?"

I was a bit stunned, but that was par for the course lately. However, I was also impressed, if only because of the effort she'd obviously put into coming up with the words. "No, you're not weird at all. That really shows your, uh, passion. And of course I always love your singing. Are those lyrics new?"

"Nah. Michelle and I came up with that one months ago. Maybe a year ago, I don't remember. It's one of my favorites though."

"Michelle too, huh?"

"Yeah, we both make up songs about you, but I usually come up with most of the lyrics. She finds all the good songs to work off, though."

I thought, So they've been obsessed about sucking my dick for at least a year. It's getting really hard for me to maintain this is some passing phase! But still, I'm struggling to accept just how sexual and submissive they are. They had me fooled with their seeming normality, at least up until the heavy flirting began. 

I asked, "How did you know you'd be so into blowjobs and facials and things like that? You hadn't actually done any yet."

"No, but I saw how much you and Mindy enjoyed them. From the very first time I saw Mindy suck your cock and your whole body tremble in orgasm, and the look of ecstasy on her face, and then especially the look of ecstasy on YOUR face, I thought, 'YES! That's IT! That's what I wanna do! That looks like so much fun. That's what I'm gonna do to him someday!' I know Michelle felt exactly the same way. In fact, we made a vow together that very same night. That's when the Plan started to form."

I furrowed my brow in dismay at this latest revelation about my privacy being violated. "And when was that, exactly? How many times did you watch us, anyway?!"

She blushed. "Um, I'll tell you later, but can we not talk about that right now? Michelle would get mad at me."

I let that go for now, but I planned to follow up later. Instead, I asked diplomatically, "Do your song lyrics all have similar themes?"

She looked embarrassed as she admitted, "Yeah, they're pretty much all about blowjobs, titfucks, bondage, domination, submission, slavery, incest, fucking, and sex, sex, and more sex. You must think we're pretty weird, huh? And you don't even know about the stories we've written about you!"

"Wow, I must say, that song, more than anything else so far, has really convinced me that the two of you are totally serious about this kind of stuff." I looked at her shyly, and asked, "This isn't just some phase or game for you, is it?"

"No!" Still naked and bound, she looked up at me with a desperate passion. "Daddy, I'm yours! Michelle is yours! We know you so well; we know we're never gonna change our minds about you! Look at me. Seriously, look at me! Look at how my arms are bound and the cum dripping down my tits. I'm your slave! I'll always be one of your slaves in my heart, no matter how many others you have. This is what I live for. Don't you get it yet?"

I admitted, "I'm trying, but it's hard for me. For eighteen years, I had a whole other idea of who you were."

She tried to explain, "Some other girl my age might be totally into baseball or movies or cars or whatever, but not me. Maybe I'm a sexaholic or something, but this is what interests me. This is what I wanna do all day. This is my passion. This is what I think about when I'm bored and what I dream about at night. Call me obsessed if you want, but I don't see that as a bad thing. Anybody who wants to be the very best at something has to be obsessed by it."

She grinned impishly. "It just so happens that I'm obsessed with serving you and your cock. And now that you've actually fucked my mouth and my tits... my God! So good! Now, I'm REALLY obsessed!"

She giggled at that, and I started laughing too, because it was obvious that it was hard for anyone to be even more obsessed than she already was.

Growing more serious, she said, "Don't think I'm like some sort of obsessed stalker or something, though. It's just that I love you and I want to be near you. When I touch you, even just to hold your hand in mine, it makes me so happy. I love you so much that I want to please you, and when I see you cum, it makes me really happy, knowing I made you feel good. And then I cum, and I feel even better, and I wanna do it some more!" She giggled again, realizing how intense she was sounding.

I thought, What have I done to deserve this level of devotion? But I realized I wasn't likely to get a good answer to that from her. Love can't be easily explained.

So instead, I asked, "Isn't there more to life than just sex though? Don't you want to do other things? I love sex too, don't get me wrong, but I love other things too, like my writing, or raising my children."

"Maybe, but this is definitely number one for me right now, and number two, and number three. Heck, it's the whole top ten! And it's the same for Michelle too, although I think she's got it even worse for you than I do, maybe. Our bodies are just wired that way. Like, if either of us are walking around, unless we wear a really heavy bra, our nipples get stimulated and erect just from the slight rubbing of the fabric. Then we get totally horny and start thinking about you and your fat cock, and we have to sit down for a while to recover. Our friends don't have that kind of problem at all, so we know we're really special that way. But every year, that kind of thing gets worse for us as our bodies mature."

She concluded happily, "I think we're just hard-wired to be seriously hard-core sex slaves. 'Born to be tied' isn't just a song parody, it's a way of thinking and being, you know?"

As usual, I was completely blown away. I merely said, "That gives me a lot to think about."

I pondered what she'd said for quite a while, letting her remain tied up since she wasn't asking me to untie her. Both of us were getting some kind of thrill from her bound condition.

I thought, There have to be some women who are hard-wired to enjoy sex a lot more than most. It's probably a normal curve distribution kind of thing. Some women are frigid and some are nymphomaniacs, or something close to it. It's a mix of nature and nurture, I'm sure. But what are the odds of both of them being so sexually sensitive AND having the impossibly curvy bodies like they do? Actually, it makes sense that the two things would be tied together. A body with more pronounced sexual characteristics is probably swimming in more sexual hormones. Not all bodies, but probably most. Plus, the more fit you are, the more energy you have for sex, and they're amazingly fit. 

But what does this mean? What should I do about it? If nothing else, she's confirming my fears that if I don't accept them into some kind of harem, they're going to wind up in the sex industry in one way or another. And that would be a disaster. 

Mindy walked in the room a couple of minutes later, still delightfully topless, with just her bikini bottoms on. She started to say, "Did you hear about-"

Then she took a good look around and saw Ruby's naked, sweaty, and slightly trembling body, all tied up with rope. She'd also walked into a sex inferno - I'm sure the smell of pussy and semen was overwhelming. But she seemed delighted by everything she saw and smelled. "Oh my! Honey! She looks so HOT! Did you just give her a good titfucking? You did! You really outdid yourself here!"

She asked Ruby, "How was it?"

Ruby's face lit up. "Oh God! BETTER than my first blowjob yesterday, if you can imagine that! Which makes it the best experience of my entire life!"

Mindy marveled, "Wow! Impressive!"

Still sitting naked against the wall, recuperating, I said, "Sweetheart, we've got a serious problem here. Michelle's gone off with Lisa. I'm nearly dead from exhaustion. And Ruby's wrists are tied. But look at all that cum on her. You've gotta clean it up!"

"Me?" She brought a hand up to her bare breasts, which were jiggling about quite a bit already.

"Yes, you. You're the only one here who can do it. Whatever you have to do. Use your fingers, your tongue, anything. Just clean her up."

"But I... couldn't!" Her eyes were on fire as she stared at Ruby's cum-drenched chest with undisguised lust.

"Yes, you can. I'm not asking you, I'm ordering you. Do it!"

I thought she might have a problem with that language. We strive for a balanced marriage, where nobody orders the other one around.

But all she said was, "Well, if you insist that strongly..."

All three of us were deliberately ignoring the fact that it would have made more sense for Mindy to untie Ruby's arms first. None of us were eager to see that happen.

Still uncertain, Mindy started to ask Ruby, "Do you mind... if I..."

Getting into the spirit of things, I said, "Hey, she's a cock slave. You don't ask her, you ask me, since I own her. And I'm telling you to just do it."

I saw both Mindy and Ruby visibly shiver in response to that. Then they shared a knowing smile full of anticipation.

Mindy asked, "Do you own Michelle now too?"

"Of course. She's one of my cock slaves too."

Ruby moaned erotically, "HNNNG! Damn, I wish my sister was here, if only to hear that!"

Mindy got down on her knees and brought a finger to the inner slope of Ruby's left breast. There was a long dangle of cum disappearing into the dark valley between Ruby's firm yet soft orbs, and she started by swiping it up.

My wife's whole body shivered some more as she licked her finger clean. She cupped Ruby's left breast to keep it in place, but subtly caressed it too.

I said to her, "Now, I want to see you eat up every last drop. And none of that fingers business. Use your tongue. That's an order!"

At first, Mindy looked startled, almost frightened. "Hey, I'm not one of your cock slaves to order about just any ol' way. But you do have a point, in that the tongue is more effective at cleaning up. Just look at what cats do to themselves."

As she talked, the expression on her face slowly transformed into that zoned-out blissful look I'd seen so much in Ruby and Michelle in the last few hours. She bent down and started to lick.

I could tell she was in some kind of erotic overdrive and she wouldn't stop herself until she was done. Probably the two of them would have some more nice climaxes along the way.

I knew Mindy needed this. I was starting to realize that she had strong bisexual desires. It wasn't fair for me to have so much fun while she still kept those feelings bottled up. This was a good opportunity for her to start off on the road to... Well, I wasn't sure of the destination, but I knew the journey would be filled with lust and joy.

I thought, Maybe Ruby and Michelle aren't the only ones with sexual obsessions. Min and I have always had strong sex drives. I'll bet we easily have more sex a week than any two other married couples we know, combined. If we both have powerful sex drives, then it makes sense our daughter would be the same way. Maybe she even inherited BOTH our sex drives and somehow combined them. Ruby might be a similar case. 

Not only that, but maybe even I have a stronger sex drive than I'd realized. I mean, look at me right now. You'd think I'd be satiated after that titfuck, but noooOOOOoooo. Mindy comes in here, and I tell her to get on her knees and lick Ruby's chest clean. And if I keep watching her do that, I'm gonna get erect again and the whole thing will start up all over again. My mind and body doesn't even really want that, but it's like I can't resist. 

At first, Mindy was very careful and delicate. She concentrated entirely on Ruby's face, and only used her fingers to swipe up and swallow the cum.

Ruby was mostly silent, probably figuring that she didn't want to spoil the mood by saying the wrong thing.

I was pretty quiet too, but every now and then I gave Mindy some encouragement. I ran with the metaphor she'd mentioned about a cat using its tongue, and I kept insisting that the tongue was more effective.

Finally, she said, "Sheesh, fine already. I'll use the tongue, if only to shut you up."

Actually, there wasn't that much cum there in the first place, but Mindy was acting like some kind of scientist in a high-tech clean room, insisting on removing every single last molecule of cum from Ruby's face. That gave her an excuse to lick, mostly around Ruby's chin, cheeks and nose.

Ruby started purring and moaning contentedly.

Mindy had been coming in at an angle to reduce the contact between her body and Ruby's, not counting the way Mindy was holding Ruby's boob in place. But as time went on, that effort was gradually forgotten.

Soon, to my great delight, Mindy's boobs were constantly rubbing against Ruby's. I think the two women were as interested in that as what was happening to Ruby's cummy face, and Mindy seemed to deliberately rub the breast of Ruby's she was holding against one of her own. But both pretended that contact was merely incidental, even when their erect nipples rubbed together.

Mindy could only pretend to clean Ruby's face for so long, when the cum ran out there and yet there was plenty on Ruby's chest, especially since that's where I deposited the vast majority of it in the first place.

It took some more cajoling on my part, but Mindy finally started licking her way down Ruby's neck, following a long strand of cum that stretched from Ruby's chin to well below her collar bones.

After another minute or two, my wife finally started to go to town on the copious amount of cum slowly drying on Ruby's twin peaks. Now things were getting really interesting, especially since she was freely moving her hands here and there, changing her hold as her body gradually lowered towards Ruby's pussy.

I was disappointed in myself. This was a great erotic show, and yet my penis wasn't showing any sign of life. Still, it was very mentally arousing to watch.

I would have loved to watch them until they were done with each other, but I figured that if I were to leave, that might embolden my wife a little. Perhaps she might veer from strictly fulfilling her task and use her lips to experiment with Ruby's nipples a little, for instance.

Besides, I was emotionally and physically drained. I needed to withdraw to my room and recharge my batteries for a while. My body and my penis could only take so much. I was almost worried that I would get another hard-on if I kept watching, because I knew that if I did, I'd ignore my body's pleas to take it easy and rest.

So, after a couple more minutes, and with Mindy still steering clear of Ruby's nipples as best she could, I announced, "I'm leaving now to take a rest, but Min, you should keep going. There's a lot more cum everywhere."

However, as soon as I said that, Mindy stood up, rushed across the room, and clung herself to me. "No! Let's go!"

"What?" I was puzzled, and I could see Ruby was too.

"Uh, it's just that I, uh, have some things to do. I have to go to the bathroom!" She made this bathroom comment like she'd just come up with the idea, showing that wasn't the real reason for her sudden desire to leave.

I nodded towards Ruby. "What about the cum still all over her?"

Mindy suggested, "Um, it'll look sexier if you leave some. It's good if you can keep your cock slaves marked with your yummy goo and smelling of sperm as much as possible, don't you think?" She still clung tightly to me.

I appreciated her thought about the cum, but I was still puzzled. "Yeah, I guess, but..." I started to reply. Then it occurred to me that she was afraid of being left all alone with Ruby, afraid of fully giving into her lesbian urges. I'd pushed too hard, too soon. I decided to drop my campaign for the moment, and give her time to adjust. "Um, never mind."

I turned my attention to Ruby. "Hey, lover. Should I untie you? I wonder."

Ruby sat up stiffly, leaning forward a little. She thrust her chest out proudly, and stared at me defiantly. It was like she was challenging me to leave her like that.

I decided to take up her challenge. I said in an off-hand manner, "Nah. I think cock slaves are best left naked, bound, and covered in cum."

"Oh GAAWWWD!" Ruby suddenly shrieked with excitement, practically tipping over as she bounced about with joy. "Mindy! Did you hear that? Did you hear that?! Oh! That's a classic! I can't wait to tell Michelle!"

Mindy had her head on my chest, which prevented her from looking at Ruby. But curiosity got the best of her and she looked over her shoulder. She bit her lip. The twinkle of desire was shining brightly in her eyes. "Oh God! Oh God! I have to get out of here. Now!" She disengaged and pushed her way past me, fleeing down the hall.

As I left the room to head to my own, I wondered how much of that scene had been caught on video. I figured at least some of it had been.




Chapter 40



A short rest was just what I needed. I laid in my bed for about thirty minutes. I tried to sleep, but eventually I gave up the effort because I was still too excited from all the recent sexual events. 

Besides, I was really curious about what else was happening in the house, and beyond. How was my wife feeling, after her quasi-lesbian experience with Ruby? Was Ruby still nude and bound? Where was Cindy? Would I get a chance to see Sue Ellen today? And what were Lisa and Michelle up to? I hadn't seen Lisa in a couple of days, but it felt like months, given how exciting those days had been.

I took a quick shower and then threw on my T-shirt and bathing suit once more, since it was getting to be a hot day and I figured I'd probably take another swim soon.

I found a number of surprises when I got downstairs and looked out to the pool. Everybody was there, and then some. I was surprised to see Ruby and Mindy, looking perfectly normal aside from the fact that both were topless. (So much for Ruby's desire to remain tied up, I noticed - it probably lost its luster once I was gone.) Cindy was still there, still topless as well, and talking with Mindy away from the others. Michelle was there, and topless too. I wasn't too pleased with that because it made things awkward with me, due to the incest factor.

But what really sent up red flags for me was that Michelle was sitting with Ruby, Lisa, and two more of their friends, Nina and Anjali.

These two friends, Nina and Anjali, couldn't have looked more different from each other. Nina was tall, with a streamlined runner's build. She had very light skin and platinum blonde hair. But she wasn't really pale because she turned red so easily. She got a fair amount of sun, but it just seemed to turn her redder instead of brown. She had permanently rosy cheeks and an extremely attractive face. It was definitely the kind of face you could see on the cover on a magazine. Also, despite her generally svelte appearance, she had large breasts that seemed like they belonged on someone else. But they were all natural.

Anjali, on the other hand, was born in the US but her family came from India. She was quite dark, so much so that occasionally some people would guess that she was African-American. She had a 'mother-Earth' type figure: ample curves everywhere, with wide hips and very large breasts. In fact, she was probably as stacked as Ruby, if not Michelle even - though minus the jutting. However, she was in no way fat or even chubby, because she stayed in shape. The best word to describe her was simply 'ample.'

She had very sexy eyes and long flowing black hair. She also had an extraordinarily attractive face. Maybe it was just a sign that I didn't know much about India or Indian culture, but it seemed to me that she had a face worthy of a famous Bollywood actress.

All in all, both of them were extremely attractive in their own way, and more exotic than my daughters, wife, or Lisa, all of whom had more standard "California girl" looks. It was clear that a girl had to be extremely attractive to even be eligible to be one of Michelle's or Ruby's friends. Furthermore, their closest friends were the most busty and beautiful, just like them. Birds of a feather flock together, after all.

Oh, by the way, did I mention that Lisa, Nina, and Anjali were all topless too?! And in thongs! The three of them had been over many times, but I certainly had never seen them wearing just the tiny thongs they were in now.

As I walked into the backyard, my eyes just didn't know where to look. Everywhere I turned, there were tits, tits, and more tits! And most of the women looked completely naked if seen from the back, thanks to all those thongs.

I was fully expecting to witness a lot of squealing and covering up of body parts as soon as my presence was discovered. In fact, I opened and closed the screen door stealthily in hopes that I could make it closer to the group of girls before they realized I was there and everyone covered up.

However, I was in for another surprise. I was quickly discovered, but nobody seemed to bat an eye at my presence. Even Cindy didn't cover her chest with her arms this time, apparently finding comfort in numbers.

Mindy was the first to say something, shouting at me, "Looks like somebody is overdressed!"

"Yeah!" Ruby yelled. "This is the topless-only club! Take it off!"

To my intense embarrassment, the others all started chanting, "Take it off! Take it off!"

Mindy began singing the stripping song, the burlesque instrumental called "The Stripper" that's been around for ages, is mostly played by horns, and starts, "Ba na na na, ba na na na..."

This was a great opportunity for me to ham it up and joke around, and I went all out. I started taking off my T-shirt like I was some kind of Chippendale's dancer up on a stage. I tried to be corny and yet sexy at the same time. While slowly dancing around to the tune Mindy was still (sort of) singing the saxophone part to, I'd pull my shirt up a little bit and then pull it back down and that kind of thing, trying to imitate the stripping scenes I'd seen here and there. I even flexed my pectoral muscles a few times as I lifted my shirt over my chest.

The women all loved it. They stood up and drew in closer to me, forming a semi-circle. There was a lot of hooting and hollering, especially when I finally took my shirt off all the way and threw it in the pool. Then there was an even bigger roar when my hands came down to my bathing suit and I threatened to start to take that off too.

I wasn't really planning on doing that, but I was amazed at just how loudly and passionately the chanted cry of "Take it off! Take it off!" resumed. I did pull the top of the swimsuit down an inch or two, but I had to be careful, because my cock was erect and I didn't want the head to poke out. This was the same bathing suit I'd had on when I'd shown my physique for Cindy earlier, and it still left very little to the imagination when it came to showing of the exact shape and size of my erection. Directly exposing my hard-on was almost a moot point because they could see everything so clearly already.

After a few minutes, I threw up my hands in defeat and went to go sit down on a nearby chair.

That resulted in a lot of boos and sighs. I even heard my wife yell, "Chicken!" and then make some clucking noises. But they were just teasing. It seemed my impromptu striptease had been a raging success.

I thought things were calming down, when Ruby suddenly shouted out, "Fuck my tits!"

My mortification only grew when Michelle also called out, "Fuck my tits!" She did it several times in a very loud voice, in fact.

The other three girls all looked confused and scandalized until Mindy explained, "Don't worry, that's just the latest lingo. It's kind of a crude update on '"Get out of here!' You know, like' Fuck my tits! No way! I don't believe you!'"

Giggling and laughing, all the women started shouting, "Fuck my tits" too. I was surprised that even Cindy got into the spirit. Since every single one of them was topless, there was a fair amount of chest jiggling, posing, and strutting about, particularly by Mindy and Ruby. (Thankfully, Michelle was trying to keep a relatively low profile, due to incest concerns.)

Finally, seeing they'd succeeded in turning my face red, the group began to break up.

The teenage girls all walked away in a pack, muttering excitedly to themselves. I couldn't hear what they were saying exactly, but I caught some mentions of "cool," "Dad," and "stud" thrown in. I even heard Nina mutter, "My GOD, is he well-hung! And handsome!" Anjali muttered back, "It's even bigger and thicker than it is in my dreams!"

Naturally, that made me feel pretty good. I imagined that none of those girls had parents who did impromptu jokey stripteases.

Then again, those girls probably never wanted to see their parents do impromptu jokey stripteases either.

Cindy and Mindy had been sitting on one side of the pool, in the sun, while the five girls were sitting on the other side in the shade and well out of earshot from the two mothers.

Cindy's bashfulness returned when my little dance was over, and she quickly beat a retreat back to her distant lounge chair.

But Mindy walked right up to me and sat down in the chair next to me, still making little "Bawk, bawk, bawk" chicken noises until I gave her the evil eye.

Chuckling at me, she said, "Honey! You chicken! You chickened out at the end and nearly broke my heart. That was so great, but if only you'd gone all the way! You would have added four new members to your harem in one fell swoop!"

"Ssssh! Mindy, A, I don't have a harem, and B, I don't want four new members to whatever this arrangement is. C, I don't want Cindy or anything else to hear you talk like that!"

Below Mindy's breath, she teasingly coughed out the word "harem." Then she nodded to where Cindy was sitting, and said in a quieter voice, "Look at her. She's like Ruby's older sister. I've been working on her pretty non-stop. She's ripe! Ripe for the picking! You should go over there and pluck her from her tree."

I responded quietly, "No thanks. Not now. Do you realize just how tiring and relentless our two nymphos who shall not be named really are? I'm all sexed out for a while. Seriously. I'm not just saying that. I really, really mean it."

She was all grins, swaying a little from side to side with her hands pinned behind her back. "Awww. Shoot. Come on! Look around. Cindy! Look at Cindy over there. LOOK at her nearly naked voluptuous body. Really look at it and love it. You know you wanna do her. Complete the circle. I've been laying the groundwork for you with her all morning. She's basically accepted that you sexually control Ruby now, and she's halfway convinced that she's next."

"WHAT?!"

Ignoring my outburst, she continued, "Can't you just picture her lying underneath you and screaming, 'Dan! Drill me deep!' as you plunge the King into her boiling hot slit?"

"Well, I gotta admit she gets my motor running," I said in a calm tone, hoping that would calm Mindy some too. I was talking mostly to my wife's bare chest, I have to admit. "We can talk about that later. But, to head you off at the pass, the other three? No way! Nice, very nice, as eye candy, from a safe distance. But that's it. Capiche?"

She replied, "No comprendo. Besides, those horses may have left the gate already. Especially Lisa. She's into you, big time. You should get into her, if you know what I mean."

I rolled my eyes. "I have no idea of what you're going on about. Can you keep your voice down about that kind of stuff? Besides, how do you know that?"

"Because she's young, friendly, and well-built. I can just picture her cute little face writhing in ecstasy as she's on all fours on your bed, gripping the headboard for dear life as you royally-"

"No, not that," I interrupted. "I mean, how do you know she's into me?"

She put her palm to her forehead and tried to look around mysteriously. "Swami Mindy knows all."

With my wife swaying and smirking in the bright sun, looking absolutely gorgeous in her bikini bottoms and nothing else, I was sorely tempted to relieve my hard-on by taking her upstairs and fucking the shit out of her. I noticed some of the others were staring at us behind their dark glasses.

I dropped my voice down to a very quiet whisper. "Actually, I'm beginning to think you do. How the hell did you know that Mi-, that you-know-who was sucking me off while I talked to you?"

She bounced up and down, going up to her tip-toes and back, like she was some kind of over-excited thirteen-year-old. "A-ha! I was right! I knew it! Sweet!" She pressed her arms tightly against her sides to prevent her boobs from flying about too wildly.

It was distracting talking to her, let me tell you. "Well, how did you know?"

"Elementary, my dear Watson. Motive plus opportunity equals the dirty deed. Michelle was near you, ergo, she was sucking your cock. Duh!" Thankfully, she lowered her voice a lot, especially when she said Michelle's name.

I laughed at that, because it was so true.

"And how 'bout that Ruby? Is she a totally tamed cock slave, or what?" She brought her hands behind her back again, imitating the position Ruby had been bound in. Apparently, she was trying to arouse me still further, not realizing how unnecessary that was. I still had a raging hard-on from my little striptease of sorts.

I looked around anxiously. "Sssssh! Are you crazy?!"

"As a matter of fact, I am, but you know that already." She winked. "Besides, the others are like a hundred feet away, and we're talking quietly. If you insist, I promise not to shout, 'Ruby is Dan's titfuck slut!' too loud."

I rolled my eyes. "I insist. I'm sure Cindy would love to hear that."

"Party pooper. In any case, didn't you just love to see her all bound and helpless like that. and bathed in your cum? When she's like that, it's like you can just up and do whatever you damn well please to her busty body, and nobody can stop you, especially not her."

My dick was throbbing with need, and it was no good to look away, due to all the topless beauties in the distance. "Speaking of busty bodies, between you swaying your impressive rack and all your naughty talk, you're making things very uncomfortable for me."

I looked down to my crotch knowingly. It was still the case that my tight swimsuit was showing off everything I had.

But my maddening wife deliberately played dumb, just to tease me some more. "What, do you have some kind of pulled muscle down there? Maybe a pinched nerve? Would you like me to pull your swimsuit down and give you a nice long tongue massage?"

I couldn't help but laugh at "tongue massage." But then I said, "Please. Be serious."

"Fine. Regarding Lisa, you might have no choice but to fuck her. Either she joins our little den of iniquity, or she could be trouble. You know what they say about lovers spurned."

"You're not just teasing me about this, for once, are you?"

"Well, fuck my tits and paint 'em spermy white, you got that right! And here I was afraid you'd squirted out your brains along with about eight gallons of cum."

I laughed. "Uh-oh. I hope I haven't started a trend with that saying."

"Fuck my tits! I think you have!"

She laughed hard at her own joking, and I joined in.

Growing (somewhat) serious again, she asked, "But really, what are you going to do about Lisa?"

I looked over in Lisa's direction. She was huddling in close conversation with her four topless friends. "Looks like nothing, for now. I don't even want to get NEAR that pack of troublesome and overexcited female hormones. We'll deal with her later. Hopefully, I can talk to her one on one."

"Eeeeeeexcellent," Mindy said, doing her Mr. Burns impression, complete with rubbing her palms together. "Of course, I'm assuming that when you say 'talk,' that's code for 'shove my uncommonly fat cock in her mouth and choke her on it.'"

"MiiiiiIIIIIIiiiindy!"

"Okay, I promise I'll behave. ... Mostly. Why don't you go over to Cindy and say hi to her at least? You pretty much haven't said one word to her since she's gotten here."

I looked over at Cindy, lying face up in her lounge chair a good ways away, sunglasses over her eyes and her two big breasts fully exposed. "Hmmm. Don't mind if I do."

I was about to go, but then I shook my head like a wet dog trying to shake water off. "Hold on. I KNOW you. We need to resolve some things right now, or you're just going to conspire against me to draw more and more women into this sexual web of yours. Starting with Cindy."

She pretended to fan her face while she batted her eyes. She said in a Southern accent, "Little ol' me? You must be confusin' me for someone else, mister. I'm just a harmless, little innocent wallflower."

"Yeah, right!" I laughed.

"Hmmm, so you're going to play difficult, hubby? I hear hypnotism can be surprisingly effective." She started moving her shoulders about a little bit, causing her tits to slowly swirl in circles. "Just keep staring at my boobs. You are feeling sleeeeeepy, very sleeeeepy..."

I chuckled. I was glad that Mindy had her back to the others, so they hopefully couldn't see what she was doing. "Okay. Seriously. There's only one of me. Too much sex and it'll lose its charm. I love Ruby and Michelle with all my heart, but I don't love these other girls."

"Not even Lisa? She's so cute and sweet, and she's really jonesing for your boner. And speaking of joneses, I have this serious urge to see what she looks like all bound, naked, and dripping with cum, just like Ruby. Wouldn't you love to see her cute face totally splooged white?"

"Min, you're something else. Not even her. It's true I wouldn't exactly kick her out of bed-"

My wife cut in. "And if she's already in your bed, then you might as well tie her up and test out her blowjob skills. ... Okay, I'll be good. Sorry."

"Like I was saying, before I was rudely interrupted by some cucquean weirdo, I wouldn't kick her out of bed, but I wouldn't want her fully involved and see her every day either. That would just take away time I could be spending with you and the girls. And as for the likes of Anjali and Nina, forget it."

"But you wouldn't 'kick them out of bed' either, would you? Those two are Michelle and Ruby's most trusted, busty, and Daddy-lovin' friends. I'm sure it's no coincidence they got invited here today."

"No, I wouldn't kick them out of bed either, I'll admit. They're hot. I feel like I wandered into some kind of a topless photo shoot of famous college-aged models. This is no ordinary gaggle of pretty high school girls, that's for sure. But I do NOT want you to try to make cock slaves out of them, or out of Lisa! Is that clear? I'm way over-extended already."

"Is that a polite way of saying well-hung? Just how long is your 'extension?'" She cocked her hip and struck a puzzled pose, staring at my obvious bulge.

"Miiiiiiiiindy!"

"I'll make you a deal," she said, as the devious wheels turned in her head. "I'll agree to cut down on my scheming with those girls, and keep them from getting fully involved. But in return, you should let me try to fully corrupt Cindy. She's a stubborn one. It's gonna take a lot of work before the King goes spelunking in her honey cave. AND I do want to see you fuck Lisa, Anjali, Nina, and others - such as Laura, once she's fully fuck-worthy. Oh, and that busty señorita at Señor Diego's. Oh yeah, Maria's her name. It was pretty easy for me to read her name tag since it was a good three feet closer to me than the rest of her, if you know what I mean." She chuckled.

"We don't know a thing about Maria, other than that she's got round and high breasts bigger than Volkswagens."

She asked, merrily, "You mean the old Volkswagen Bugs, or the Volkswagen hippie vans?"

"Hmm. I'm thinking the classic Bugs. Michelle's rack is more like the hippie vans." I chuckled at that, but then I added, "She could have a serious boyfriend, or be lesbian, or who knows what! Anyway, bottom line, I'm NOT interested. Finito."

"As if those kinds of minor impediments are gonna slow down the King. If it does, we'll just bring out KING DONG! He's unstoppable!" She laughed.

But then she said in all seriousness, "Just because those others might not become your cock slaves, you still should fuck 'em from time to time, whenever the mood strikes you. That's the kind of life you wife wants you to live, just so long as you're careful about STDs and don't knock anybody up."

I said sarcastically, "So you don't want me to impregnate dozens of teenage hotties? Color me surprised."

She acted offended. "Of course not! We have to keep things reasonable, after all. Remember your reasonable bounds? Besides, pregnancy isn't part of my cucquean fetish. 'Dozens' is a bit much. Try to limit your impregnating to just a single dozen or two."

I gave her a sour face. "It's getting harder and harder for me to even tell when you're joking."

She snapped her fingers, like she'd just had a good idea. "Oh, I know. In general, we'll keep these girls generally free of the fun and games around the house, but you can still take them on dates from time to time. We should keep them in the dark about you and Michelle, though."

I smelled a setup. "Dates?"

"Sure. Old-fashioned dates. You know, dress up nicely, pick up a girl like Anjali, treat her to dinner in a nice restaurant, and then take her to some secluded spot and FUCK the SHIT out of her for three hours! Doesn't that sound like fun?" She was grinning from ear to ear.

I looked over at the group of five giggly girls, all laughing and talking and having a great time. And of course, all topless. From a distance, they pretty much all looked completely naked, as I could only see the occasional flash of colored fabric near their crotches.

I eyed Anjali's dark and curvy body in particular. She happened to be standing at a profile to me while the others were sitting, which was probably why Mindy had mentioned her. She was holding a drink to her lips, putting her ample tits and ass on very prominent display.

Mindy saw me looking. She reached out and stroked my arm gently. She often did that when trying to wheedle something out of me. But this move also pulled her closer, letting her nipples graze against my chest. "Come on! You know you wanna tap that! Can you imagine fucking THOSE tits?! They might be even larger than Michelle's! And that's just for starters. I'm sure those two got invited here today in large part due to their big tits, which are all natural, by the way."

She wiggled her eyebrows suggestively. "But frankly, all of the Gruesome Twosome's friends are sexy. You could go out on a couple of dates a week, and slowly work your way through their entire circle of friends by the end of the summer, several times over, leaving the whole gaggle of girls a sticky, cummy mess."

I was tempted, sorely tempted, especially given my hyper-aroused state, but I know it was a bad idea. "Yeah," I grumped, "but that would take precious time away from you."

"I know, but you know me, I tend to procrastinate, and Mondays and Fridays are always big days for me, so I'm usually doing late-night cramming on Thursday and Sunday nights. And not the kind of late-night cramming I'd like to do with you." She winked, and pulled in even closer. Her bare boobs squashed against my bare chest.

"Hey," I complained, "You can't do that here. Not with everyone watching."

"Why not? You're my hubby, and I'm your wife. We can even do this." She leaned up and kissed me on my lips.

Damn! I was just too horny. I was tempted to grind my crotch against hers until I came in my swimsuit. It was so frustrating, having to always be the one to say no lately, but I was forced to restrain myself again. We couldn't go too far with so many onlookers. I dueled with Mindy's tongue for a minute or so, but then I pulled away from the kiss.

Mindy remained pressed against me. She continued right where she left off. "If I'm busy like that, I'll let you know, and you can make some girls' dream come true. Besides, after summer's over, most of these girls will scatter to the four winds as they go to different colleges all over the country, so this is a limited time offer."

She pulled back from the hug and held out her hand for me to shake. "Do we have a deal?"

But I wasn't willing to shake on that. "Wait a minute. What's in this for you?"

"Oh, the usual. Corruption of innocents, getting to feed my voyeurism fetish as well as my cucquean fetish, reveling in your studliness - you know, the usual depraved stuff. Come on. Do it! Sure, a lot of nights you and I go out and paint the town red, but that's usually on Friday or Saturday. Most other nights, we're just watching TV, reading a book, surfing the Internet, doing chores, fucking the girls ... you know, the usual."

She winked, undoubtedly because of her "fucking the girls" comment. "Having you go out one or two nights a week just in the summertime won't impact our marriage at all. And now that the Gruesome Twosome are your cock slaves, they can't complain when you fuck other girls. In fact, they expect it and even want it. It's further proof that you deserve to be their master. I think you should think about it, at the very least."

I looked again over at the group of nearly completely naked girls. They looked tempting. Incredibly tempting. But I said firmly, "No. No deal. God knows it sounds great, but it's fraught with potential problems that you refuse to see. Those girls are unknowns. Even Lisa is an unknown. We know her well enough when it comes to non-sexual things, but things might turn ugly once sex is involved. How will she react if she's not getting enough time with me, for instance? Will she go all 'Fatal Attraction' on us? There's just no telling."

"Come on. You're way overreacting. She's as harmless as a fly. She might try to cute you to death."

"Okay, I'm overstating a bit, but the point is the same. It's dangerous. But I'll give you a more important reason: those girls are really, really sexy and fuckable, but if I had the choice of fucking, say, Anjali or touching Ruby and/or Michelle's incredible bodies in any way, I'll take Ruby or Michelle, thank you very much. It's not a matter of breast size or things like that. It's about love. Hell, I'll take just kissing either of the Gruesome Twosome over a wild orgy with those other three. Period."

That brought Mindy up short, throwing her off her stride, and the confusion that suffused her face was genuine. "Really? But what about spreading your seed all over town? Guys love that."

"I know, but if you think that's a secret fantasy of mine then I'm sorry but I'm going to have to seriously disabuse you of the notion. It may be a fantasy of yours, but it's not mine. I'm Mr. Monogamy who is VERY happily married, remember?"

Okay, that wasn't entirely true, but I didn't want to encourage her. That was how I used to be, but I was changing fast, thanks in large part to her new attitude, and my wonderful new experiences. Still, I wanted to keep things mostly within the family and not overextend myself.

I continued, "Besides, between the Gruesome Twosome, you, Sue Ellen, and maybe Cindy, I'm gonna have my hands full and then some. That's all the variety I need." That certainly was true, however, so my overall point was valid.

"Oh, come on. Don't give me that. Every man, when he sees a really beautiful woman, thinks about fucking her."

"Yeah, but that's just a passing fancy kind of thing. Given a choice, I'll pick quality over quantity any day that ends in a 'Y', thank you very much. I don't want all the town's women, I only want my women."

That, at least, was mostly true. In a perfect world, I'd spend nearly all my time with "my" women, but I'd also allow myself some other encounters too. But I meant what I said about playing around with new women not being worth the trouble and the danger. I knew that there was no such thing as sex without complications, except maybe with a prostitute in a strange town, but Mindy's cucquean fetish was making her forget that.

She grinned. "So you're just a traditional, old-fashioned, five-women-only kind of guy, huh?"

I grinned back at that. "Yep. I noticed you said five instead of four, by the way."

She twisted and looked back toward Cindy. "How can we leave Cindy out? Just look at her."

I did, and she did look pretty fantastic. She was standing at side profile while the others near her were sitting, giving me the perfect chance to check her out. She looked a lot closer to 20 than 40. Her hard, tanned body fit right in with all the teen hotties. In fact, she could easily be mistaken for Ruby's older sister.

"Earth to Dan?" Mindy laughed.

I'd been caught staring. I grinned sheepishly, but Mindy just smiled back.

I said, "In all seriousness, though, I'm as happy as I could possibly be right now over this situation. You seem addicted to corrupting more innocents. But what are the long-term consequences? I'm reminded of the movie 'Raising Arizona.' Remember that? Remember the woman who just loved babies, and she kept getting pregnant so she could always have a baby to take care of? But the babies grew up and she was getting stuck with a huge brood that she had no idea what to do with. That's similar to what could happen to us."

"So now you want to get them all pregnant too? I'm shocked!" She elbowed me in the ribs and leered, "But what a great idea! I take back the one or two dozen limit I mentioned before."

I rolled my eyes, because I knew she deliberately misunderstood. I also could tell from her smirk that she was joking about the "great idea" part, thank god. "You know what I mean. Besides, at the very least, we need to sit on this situation for a while and see how things are working out before adding even more craziness."

Mindy frowned and crossed her arms under her bust. "Hmmm. You sound disturbingly wise and intelligent. I didn't know men could think in the presence of bare boobs."

She smirked at that, but then grew more serious. "I'm feeling kind of foolish for going off the deep end here. It's just that I'm having so much fun corrupting the innocents, as you say. I want everybody and their brother - oops, and their sister - to try out the King. But I guess I'm not really thinking things through, huh?"

I folded my arms too and leveled my gaze before lowering the boom on her. "Nope. To say the least."

She looked down. "How did you get so prudent all of a sudden, considering that you've got a tent in your shorts big enough to hold an entire Boy Scout jamboree?"

I looked down at myself. "Oh, so that's why there's always all that movement down there lately. I thought it was my throbbing erection, but turns out it's little Boy Scouts running around. ... Oooh, that's kind of gross. Can we make it a cheerleader convention instead?"

Mindy laughed. "Sure." Then a new thought hit her and she added, "That's what I've been trying to do, but you won't let me!"

I had to laugh at that too, but then continued, "Seriously, it's not so much that I'm being wise, it's just that I really, really want to spend all my time, both in and out of bed, with the women I love. It's really as simple as that. And since those women are also just about the sexiest women on the planet, spending even five minutes with someone else is wasting my time, period, full stop. Maybe at some point way down the road you might talk me into fooling around some more, just as a wild occasional lark, but not right now."

"What about Sue Ellen?" she asked. "You don't love her."

"No, not yet. But I think I could, in time. She's so adorable and lovable, you know?"

"I do. As well as fuckable." Min wiggled her eyebrows suggestively.

"Besides, to be honest, she's all the new and wild that I need, let alone can handle right now. She's so sweet and innocent, and yet a totally submissive cocksucking demoness, so what's not to like? Things have worked out so well with her, why should we question or spoil it? It's perfect. Everything is absolutely perfect now. I'm having the time of my life! If we tinker too much, it'll only screw things up. And not only that, but any more women and I'm gonna be running ragged, trying to keep everyone satisfied. I want you to promise me, right now, that you will not try to get anyone else sexually involved in our group."

"Without your explicit permission first," she corrected.

"Okay, without my explicit permission first. And let's see your hands. No fingers crossed."

She laughed and held up her hands, showing she had fingers crossed on both of them. I'm sure she'd done that deliberately in response to my comment. But she uncrossed them. "No more women unless you want, I promise. But what about Cindy?"

"Cindy, okay. Let's see what happens there. She's a total sexpot, and I love her like family. There's a certain merit to your 'completing the circle' idea. But that's it! Nobody else. And you have to stop the Hellions from trying to rope in others too."

She was smiling widely at my agreeing about Cindy, but my last comment brought a pouty frustrated look to her face. "Oh shoot! You just ruined that loophole. You're really serious, aren't you?"

I looked over longingly at where the girls were sitting. "I am! Sure, Nina and Anjali LOOK hot, but can we trust them? You know how teenage girls are. They get jealous so easily and change their minds every fifteen minutes. And I know Lisa well, but that's just the thing. I don't think she's mature enough to handle this. I LOVE the idea in theory, but we need to be realistic. It would never work. No loopholes, please."

Mindy sighed, defeated. "Okay. No loopholes. You're right, that is what's best, even if it's not the most fun. I guess I'm just drunk on lust and not thinking."

I laughed again. "You sound more disappointed than I do. I wonder how much of that is because you'd like to get your hands on a wider variety of teen tit."

Mindy blushed. She didn't reply at first, and then realized that her silence was a pretty blatant admission. "Looks like you got me," she finally admitted. "Especially Anjali. She's got that 'come hither' look and a couple of Volkswagens of her own. Not that I would actually DO anything with her, but damn! The thoughts I get."

I decided not to call her on that bit of self-delusion. She needed to come to terms with her bisexual tendencies at her own pace. Instead, I just said, "I know, I know. Thoughts are good. Flirting is fun. I love all the bouncy, breath-taking boob beauty and luscious ass thong displays, but let's just use them to crank our engines so we can have fun with each other later, okay?"

"Okay, but you should have kept going with the B alliteration. Personally, I love all the bouncy, breath-taking, breastacular, boob beauty and the bulging, bubble butt, booty bounty."

I laughed hard at that. "Breastacular?"

She laughed too. She turned back towards the girls. "Hey, look at them. They inspire me."

I said, "You know, it's always fun when both you and I are able to comment on the beauty of this and that woman, and it seems we've usually been in agreement as to who the stunners are. But I'm beginning to suspect that you're even bigger on breasts than I am."

"Yep! I'll admit it: I'm a tit woman!" She looked over at the girls again, tilted her head, stuck her tongue out, and pretended to drool. She said in a lusty cave woman voice, "Boobies! Big boobies!"

I chuckled. "Hey, that's my line. I thought only guys are supposed to be like that."

"I know. It's a bit unseemly for women, which is why I've always downplayed it, even with you. Us women, when we get together and talk looks, we're supposed to rail at the injustice of how you beastly men are most enamored at the one body part that we have the least control in shaping. That would be the MATURE thing to do."

She put on a stern and mature face, straightened up, and tried to look prim and disdainful. Well, she pretended to try, at least. It didn't help much that she was topless and thrusting her rack forward in defiance of the rest of her body language.

I tried not to snort with laughter at her performance. "It would be," I agreed. "So what is it that you women ACTUALLY do?"

She laughed at that. She looked down her chest. "Hey, I'm endowed, I know it, and I love it! Now that you and I are getting rid of all our secrets, I'm not ashamed to say that my babe-watching motto is: the bigger the better!" She thrust her chest forward and shook it proudly.

As we both had another good laugh, her eyes drifted from the gaggle of girls over to where Cindy sat alone. "And speaking of breath-taking, breastacular, boob beauty, look at Cindy. What I wouldn't give to get my hands on those! Did you know that our friendship was kind of forged by our big tit bond?"

"No, you never mentioned that before."

She grinned impishly. "It feels good to get it off my chest. So to speak."

"Groan."

"Yeah, well, now that you're getting to know the real me, the unabashedly perverted me, you might learn some more interesting tidbits here and there that I was too embarrassed to tell you before. You see, back in junior high, both Cindy and I kind of matured faster than the other girls, if you know what I mean. Matured in a sort of 'busting through our bikini tops' kind of way."

I rolled my eyes while still gawking at my wife's bosom. "I get the picture."

She looked down at my bulge, which still showed no signs of going down. "Yum. I think you do. Anyway, it was just kind of natural that she and I gravitated towards each other, as virtually all the other girls were horribly jealous of us. We hit it off, and the rest is history. We're still great friends."

"Hmmm," I pondered. "Now that I think about it, virtually all your female friends are unusually well endowed."

She nodded. "Not all of them, but yeah, probably most of them. Same deal with our daughters and their friends though. And for the same reasons, I'd imagine."

"I knew it. I'm beginning to think I do my best thinking when my dick is about to rip through my shorts."

"Personally, I think you do your best thinking when you have the Twosome slurping up and down either side of our fat throbbin' Elvis." She looked down at my pulsing bulge again and talked to it. "Don't you agree, King? ... Hmmm. Apparently he's shy and doesn't want to come out and play."

Grinning, she looked back up at my face. "But the way I figure, if I'm gonna gossip with another woman for two hours, all things otherwise being equal, why not gossip with the one who's putting on a nice jiggly show at the same time? Like Cindy."

She looked Cindy's way again. "And speaking of which, why don't we go say 'hi' to your latest acquisition?"

"Please, don't call her that, especially since it's far from a done deal. Although... Damn, she looks good topless."

Mindy's grin widened as she stood up and I followed suit. "See what I mean? You wanna get up close and personal with her fun bags, don't you? That's a great thing about being a closeted bisexual woman of sorts, by the way. You'd be amazed at how many opportunities I get to talk to the likes of Cindy when we're naked or changing clothes. Oh! And helping each other dress for a party... And applying suntan lotion on each other when we tan topless... It's so hard for me to control myself sometimes! Can you picture that, her and I, rubbing suntan lotion all over each other's naked bodies?"

"I can now." Needless to say, my erection was throbbing with need.

"I love it when she comes over to sunbathe topless, just for that. She just has the most PERFECT breasts. And her nipples! Don't get me started on how her puffy pink nipples-"

We started walking, but I noticed we weren't heading towards Cindy at all. Rather, we were walking to the gaggle of girls. I interrupted my overly lusty wife. "Where are we going?"

"Well, to Cindy, but first let's be good hosts and say 'hi' to the girls."

I felt like I was walking into a lion's den, but I did feel obliged to be social. Besides, I couldn't miss the chance to get a closer look at all their tanned, fit, and curvy bodies.

My hopes for a relatively normal social interaction were dashed when Ruby saw us coming and intercepted us about half way there. She immediately clung to me, making sure to mold her huge bare tits into my side. She whispered, "I'm so sorry, Daddy. I wanted to stay tied up, I really did, but Michelle came in the room and untied me! She said it was too dangerous for me to stay like that with guests over, including my mom."

I slowed down, and Mindy and Ruby did too. I didn't want anyone else to overhear this, no matter how softly we were whispering. I whispered back, "Wow, Michelle did something half-way sensible? I'm surprised she didn't parade you to all your friends, with my cum still on your chest."

Mindy hissed at me, "Don't say that; you'll give them ideas."

Things had gotten so crazy at our house that I couldn't tell if she was joking or not!

I added to Ruby, "When you get a chance, tell Michelle that was smart thinking."

But we were getting closer to the others, and whispering would look suspicious, so we continued on silently. I tried my best to adjust my erection to hide it better, hopefully without being too obvious about it. I knew that was a losing proposition though, due to the size of my boner and the tightness of this swimsuit. There was nowhere for the damn thing to go.

I couldn't pry Ruby off me without causing a scene, so when we reached the patio table where the others were sitting, she was still sticking to me like glue.

I noticed the others all staring at the junction between Ruby's boobs and my arm. Lisa appeared particularly alarmed.

But Ruby seemed oblivious. In fact, she exclaimed, "I think we need to all give Dan a big hug for his striptease show."

Michelle and Anjali immediately got up and started to come towards me, whereas Lisa and Nina stayed in their seats. I gave Michelle the evil eye, indicating that she needed to avoid a naked hug with her father in front of others.

Luckily, she got the hint, and stayed back.

But Anjali kept coming, and Mindy hugged me from the back. So I found myself being hugged by three gorgeous, topless, big-breasted women! Nipples pressed into my bare skin from every direction.

Lisa and Nina smiled and blew kisses, but they were too shy to touch me.

Ruby pushed things a little further. Looking down at my ridiculously obvious bulge, she joked, "Dan, is that a baseball bat in your trunks, or are you just happy to see us?"

Thanks to that not-so-original joke, all eyes were suddenly on the lewd tent in my swimsuit.

But as everyone else stared down there, Anjali suddenly licked my ear! Her mouth was already right next to my ear anyway, so I doubt the others noticed it, but I sure did! It wasn't just a little teasing lick, either. It was a long "How do you like my big tits pressing into you, would you like to fuck them, and the rest of me?" kind of invitation.

I could feel her huge globes pressing against my side, with her erect nipples poking into my skin.

Fuuuuck! As if I don't have enough on my plate already! This hug is a really bad idea! 

I pretended to ignore her flagrant flirtation. In fact, I quickly squirmed out of the group hug, announcing that I had to use the bathroom.

For once, everyone let me be, and I was left alone as I returned to the house.

I really did have to use the bathroom. I stayed in there long enough for my erection to subside, although I knew it probably wouldn't stay like that for long.

I briefly considered jacking off to relieve the pressure, but then I thought, What am I, crazy? I have all kinds of help for that. It's just a matter of finding some privacy with someone. I can deal, and hold out a little longer. 

I was a bit worried, especially by Ruby's behavior. What has she told the others about her relationship with me? I'd noticed a faint hint of cum on her skin - did anyone else see that?! And what was up with Anjali's ear lick? Was that just bold flirting or what? And where are Mindy's limits?! She has to have SOME limits. She wouldn't actually like it if I spent most of my free time off fucking other women, I'm sure of that. But where are those damn limits?! 

I was too confused to think. Things seemed to be spinning out of control.




Chapter 41



After downing a cold beer in the kitchen, I went back outside.

Mindy peeled away from the girls and came to my side. She escorted me towards Cindy.

My wife hooked her arm into mine and said, "So, hubby of mine, having a good time yet?"

"Well, yes and no," I replied. "If you call getting teased until my balls turn bluer than the water in the swimming pool fun, then I'm having lots of fun."

But she was unsympathetic, to say the least. "What's the matter? If you can't stand the heat, get out of the kitchen. Besides, if you need relief, maybe we can get Anjali to take you behind some bushes and suck your cock until you blow a big load all over her face!"

I stiffened, in more ways than one.

She continued, "What? You think I didn't see the way she licked your ear? Or the way she practically humped your chest with her big tits? Swami Mindy sees all and knows all! She's so hot and horny for you that it's surprising she didn't just rip her T-shirt off and... Oh, wait. She didn't have to, since she was topless already. How did it feel when she was rubbing those huge fun bags all over you? I'll bet those are F-cups, if not G-cups. And what a face! How can you NOT fuck her?! Honestly."

We were getting closer to Cindy by then, almost within earshot. I interrupted my wife, muttering, "Ssssh! Stop arousing me already. And behave!"

She whispered back with a devious smirk, "Well, I do know how to sssh." She glanced down at my swimsuit and looked happy to see my bulge was back with a vengeance. Damn that wife of mine! She's gonna kill me with arousal. 

Cindy looked very surprised to see us drawing nearer, especially me. At first it looked like she was going to cover up with both arms, but then she seemed to resolve to be brave. She even shouted out, "Fuck my tits! Don't come near me, Dan!"

Mindy and I nearly doubled over with laughter at that one, and Cindy had quite a good chuckle too.

I also decided to be brave. After all, I'd resolved to hold back with those other girls, but not with Cindy, so why not go all out with her now? When I got there, I sat on the lounge chair Mindy had been using, and said, "Hi, Cindy. Was that just an expression, or was that an offer?"

She blushed.

Mindy quickly said, "Don't answer that, Cindy! You want to play at least a little bit hard to get."

That eased the tension as the two of them had a good laugh.

I thought, Bonus! It's great having my wife joke around so much when I'm surrounded by topless, busty women. Talk about setting the plates of Jell-O shaking! I'm lovin' life! I can't believe Cindy is cool hanging out wearing little more than a tiny patch of fabric that barely covers her pussy. I don't think I'd be able to hang out with a bunch of my guy friends wearing that little. 

Feeling bold, I motioned to Cindy. "Stand up."

"Excuse me?" She didn't know how to react, since I'd never given her an order like that.

"I said, stand up. Please."

I was secretly delighted when she stood up, despite being very confused about my intentions. I was also glad she didn't try to cover her nipples.

I put my hands on her shoulders, then said, "It occurred to me that it's been a while since I saw you last. Which means it's time for another hello kiss."

Her eyes went wide with fright, but I didn't give her time to react. That's why I made sure I was standing close to her first. I quickly leaned in with my mouth open.

My confidence soared when I realized she had parted her lips and tilted her head slightly to welcome my kiss.

I made sure to give her a really scorching tongue duel. She gamely "fought back," impressing me with her unrestrained passion.

Our necking meant that her bare tits were pressed against my equally bare chest, since we weren't awkwardly leaning towards each other like last time. I realized that Cindy was almost certainly totally freaking out, especially since she knew Mindy was right there and watching, and the gang of girls were almost certainly watching with great interest too.

As a result, I kept the kiss much shorter than I'd like, only about a minute or so. And I did my best to ignore her big tits pressing into me. I even carefully kept my hands on the middle of her back, despite my inclination to clutch at ass cheeks.

Then, when I broke the kiss, I simply pulled away without saying a thing. I wanted to establish a precedent that I was going to kiss her lips most any time I wanted and it was no big deal.

Mindy was on the same wavelength. She didn't react much at all, except to smile at Cindy and say, "Lucky you! Seems like Dan really likes you."

Cindy didn't know how to respond to that. She just plopped back down in her lawn chair with a dazed expression on her face.

It seemed that she immediately regretted that, because I remained standing, so she suddenly found herself staring at my crotch from close up. She gasped, because the shape of my erection could be so clearly seen. Furthermore, that must have reminded her that she'd been lightly pressing her body against my bulge during the kiss.

She was blushing and very, very horny, just as I'd hoped.

Mindy had a bottle of suntan lotion next to her lounge chair, and she handed it to me. Unlike the teenage girls who were in the shade of the trees, all three of us were out in the sun and it was right about noon. It was a good thing we were all wearing sunglasses, but I could see the need for using a lot of the lotion.

Mindy asked me, "Honey, can you do me? As you can see, Cindy and I are working on our tans today, big time. We've gotta compete with that gaggle of bronzed goddesses over there." She nodded towards the girls under the trees.

I was a bit surprised that Mindy was lying face up instead of face down to begin with, and furthermore that she wanted me to start with her shoulders and work my way down. My hands would be on her breasts before long, with Cindy sitting right there. But then again, my wife had been nothing but bold lately, and that was my mood too. I joked, "I think the proper term when referring to a group of teenage girls is a 'giggle.' They're a giggle of bronzed goddesses."

"Too true!" Cindy replied, laughing.

Man, I love to watch a naked Cindy laugh! Heh! Life is good. She's got a pretty nice tan too, considering she's not a teenage girl who just sits around by the pool all the time. Unlike some people. 

Amused, I looked over at the girls sitting on the other side of the pool. To my surprise, they looked to be crowded together and in the middle of an intense discussion. As a result, they almost certainly had missed seeing me kiss Cindy. I realized that was probably a very good thing. That would only have emboldened them with their flirtations.

I sat on the edge of Cindy's lounge chair, since there was really nowhere else to sit, and started working the lotion into my wife's shoulders. I noticed her skin already had a good deal of lotion on it, so I figured this was probably just part of some Cindy-related seduction scheme instead of an actual need to protect her skin. But I kept my mouth shut about it.

Cindy was lying just inches behind me. I couldn't see her at the moment, but I said to her, "So Cindy. You and Mindy have been talking up a storm today. Anything interesting going on?"

I imagined that Cindy was having a hard time dealing with that question. I was acting innocent, pretending they could have been talking about anything, when in fact I figured they were probably talking about me, and sex, and sex with me, for a good portion of that time.

After a pause, she said, "Well, we're... We're trying to sort out what happened last night. I think everyone had too much to drink! Don't you?"

"Yeah, probably," I replied, even though I knew it was a lie. We'd had some alcoholic drinks earlier in the evening, but by the time we had the kiss-fest at the front door, everyone had been completely sober. Still, it gave Cindy a fig leaf excuse, and I didn't want to deny her that. I didn't want to push her too hard too fast, and I figured she was still freaking out about the kiss I'd just given her.

"Anyway," she went on, "I've been having such a hard time with Ruby. Last night and then earlier today, with that whole scene she made running around naked, that's just so typical of her. It's like she's completely run wild. Sometimes I just want to smack her on her behind to make her see sense."

That spanking image definitely was not helping my erection go down, especially since I'd quickly run out of shoulder and now was running my hands on my wife's bare chest. Okay, I didn't have to go there next, but I love big tits, so sue me. Furthermore, there was some scheming behind this. I figured that Cindy had to notice what I was doing to my wife, and that would further arouse her. It also might give me an excuse to fondle Cindy's tits in the very near future.

Still, I didn't want to shock Cindy too much, so I was trying to be professional about it and just stick to applying the lotion. But it was difficult, especially when I was so intimately familiar with these breasts. My fingers wanted to do things I knew would make her feel good, and it was hard for me to hold back.

Mindy said, "Cindy, look on the bright side. You're not alone anymore. Ruby really respects Dan's opinion. She'll listen to him, and now that they're physically involved, she'll listen to him even more. Dan's in the driver's seat in their relationship. He can use the 'carrot and stick' approach, and if Ruby misbehaves, he can hold back until she's practically begging to please him. I'll bet we're going to see a whole new Ruby fairly soon, a much more behaved and obedient Ruby."

"You think?" Cindy asked with hope.

"Sure! Especially now that Dan has really started to let his inner dominant side shine, like I was telling you before. This newly assertive Dan, he doesn't take no for an answer! He sees what he wants, and he takes it! Sure, Ruby's willful and spoiled, but she's no match for my hubby. He's gonna steamroll all over her and make her OBEY! You'll see a new Ruby for sure."

I was surprised to see no special reaction from Cindy to my wife's "make her OBEY!" comment. Didn't she see the obvious sexual domination implications? Instead of complaining, she merely conceded, "Well, it's true that she's needed to have a good strong father figure in her life these last few years..."

Mindy pushed the point. "Yes, she needs a strong hand from a real man, doesn't she?"

"Yes, she does," Cindy replied matter-of-factly.

It was rather quiet where we were sitting. One could practically hear a pin drop, but for the gentle lapping of the water in the pool and a slight breeze blowing through the trees. It was so quiet that I could start to hear Cindy's breathing, whereas I couldn't a minute before. Despite her poker face, I realized that this talk was getting her excited. There also was the fact that her eyes went right to my hands on my wife's breasts right when Mindy said "strong hand."

And I was becoming more excited too. It was regretting this particular choice of a swimsuit, because my erection was threatening to rip the poor thing in two. Then again, the way I was putting on a "big cock" show could help speed up my seduction of Cindy. With the way we were all positioned, Cindy still had a very good view of my outrageous bulge.

By the time Mindy finished her little spiel, I found both of my hands twisting her nipples, the application of lotion forgotten.

Mindy obviously had noticed Cindy's reaction, and pushed things even further. "Perhaps giving her a smack on her behind isn't such a bad idea. Can you just imagine Ruby lying across Dan's lap as he spanks her bare ass over and over for being naughty? I can. Just think how that'll settle her down."

I was amazed that Cindy wasn't offended by that. I turned around to check on her, and her only visible reaction was heavier breathing and more heaving and bouncing of her bare breasts.

Mindy asked her, "What do you think of corporal punishment?"

"Oh, I'm all in favor!" Cindy was so enthusiastic that it was almost like she was saying, "I'm in favor of getting spanked right now." But perhaps embarrassed by her answer, she added, "But Ruby's too old for that."

I twisted in my spot so I could keep looking at Cindy's reactions.

Mindy replied, "The way I look at it, nobody's too old. If it works for a three year old, why wouldn't it work for an eighteen-year old, or a thirty-nine-year old, for that matter?" She stared at Cindy right in the eye as she said that. "If you did something naughty and Dan spanked YOUR bare bottom for it, wouldn't that make you think twice about doing it again?"

Cindy seemed to hold her breath for a long time as she stared wide-eyed at Mindy and then at me. She brought a hand down to her shapely left hip and stroked it a bit, almost as if she was trying to soothe herself down there after getting spanked. Her chest resumed its delightful heaving again and she joked, "Well then, I'll just have to make sure I behave myself!"

All three of us laughed at that.

Mindy was about to say more, no doubt in an attempt to push boundaries still further. But I pinched one of her nipples in an attempt to get her attention. I succeeded at that, and I shot her a disapproving look, silencing her.

The only problem was, I seemed to lose control of my hands in the process. I started twisting that nipple roughly (she loves that when she's really horny), and my other hand came up and began twisting her other nipple.

Cindy gawked. She started to bring her hands up to her own nipples, but stopped herself just in time and just cupped the undersides of her large breasts instead. Actually, that was almost as scandalously erotic, especially considering the sultry look on her face.

I forced myself to take my hands away and squeeze more lotion out of the bottle. I figured I could fiddle with that for a while until my hands began obeying my brain again.

Mindy suddenly sat up. "Oh! I just realized! It's lunch time. And we've got a hungry pack of busty beauties to feed. Dan, you stay here and apply some lotion to Cindy. Just look at her, she's burning up. Take care of her and I'll take care of the girls. I'll give a holler when the food is ready."

She started to walk away. But then she turned her head back towards us and added, "I need to be a good host, or else Dan is liable to spank MY ass. Again!" Knowing the two of us were checking out her nearly bare ass, she playfully bent over and pretended to spank her own ass cheek.

Damn! I looked over at Cindy. She was holding her breath in astonishment.

Before Cindy or I could think of any reply to that, Mindy quickly walked off towards the house.

With a little maneuvering, I moved my butt from Cindy's lounge chair to the one Mindy had just been on. One of my hands was already filled with gobs of suntan lotion, in anticipation of putting it on my wife's stomach. Now that hand was just a foot or two above Cindy's voluptuous body.

I tried to kid around, "I'd better obey the wife. We have this secret dungeon down in the basement, and when I'm bad she takes me down there and lets me have it." I put my lotion-drenched hand on Cindy's nearest wrist, figuring that was about the least sexual place I could touch her. I started to rub the lotion in, planning to work my way up her arm.

Cindy laughed, but I could tell it was a nervous laugh. "Yeah, well, that's not what I hear."

It was hard for me to read her expression since she was wearing her dark sunglasses, although there was no disguising the way her large breasts were rising up and down with each breath. I asked her, "Oh? What do you hear?"

"Sounds to me like if anyone's getting a workout in that room, it's Mindy, with you holding the whip!"

I tried to joke, "Yeah, well, we're pretty serious about discipline in this house. You'd better be on your best behavior or I'll have to carry you down there myself and teach you some manners!"

I laughed at my comment, and only belatedly realized just how sexual that had come out. I hadn't meant to be that blatant, but it seemed my dick was doing most of my thinking for me.

Her bare breasts were really heaving now. She gave me a strange look as she said, "Yeah, well, maybe you should!"

That shocked me so much that I didn't know how to reply. I probably could have had her turn to goo if I'd pressed my advantage with even more provocative comments, but my brain seemed to be frozen in "DUH!" mode. Besides, I was transfixed by her rising and falling rack, which further lowered my IQ.

After a bit, I mumbled, "Yeah, well, maybe." Dang! Mindy builds me up as some kind of masterful dominant stud, and now I'm reacting like a nervous high school kid. That's not what she wants, Danny boy! It's not what Mindy or Michelle or Ruby want either! 

But, feeling awkward, I tried to change the subject some. "The one who really needs to visit the dungeon room is Ruby. You and I should work together to straighten her out."

Cindy shyly asked, "You don't... really... have a dungeon room, do you? Honestly!"

I laughed, but then I saw that she was serious. Geez! What kind of stuff has Mindy been putting into her head? 

I laughed. "No. Of course not." I was making quick work of her arms. I'd covered one already and Cindy had lifted her other arm, allowing me to cover that one. That also had the effect of bringing my body closer and higher over hers. "But you'd be amazed what one can do with a rec room - and a fertile imagination."

She giggled, nervously. "I thought not, or I would have heard of it already. It's just... I wouldn't put anything past you. Especially since Mindy told me you've been spanking her lately."

Now it was my turn to be put off-balance. "What?! She told you that?"

She laughed, more genuinely this time. "Earth to Dan: she tells me everything! And weren't you right there when she called me after the spanking?"

"Oh yeah. I forgot."

"If you so much as kiss her on her wrist, I'm probably gonna find out! Sorry."

"Figures." I sighed, partly playfully and partly sincerely. I was glad that wasn't really true lately, though, or else Cindy would already know a great deal more about my current sex life than she already did. But she had a point in general, so I said, "I'm finding out I have a lot less privacy than I thought I did. Next time I have sex with my wife, I might as well just do it on a stage and sell tickets!"

Cindy replied in a near whisper, "I'd buy one." She blushed.

Man, this woman is really getting me hot! Forget about age - just like my wife Mindy, she's very nearly the equal of our daughters in terms of physical beauty, and that's just about the highest mark of praise I can think of! And her firm and high D-cups are heaving even more than before. This is going great! 

My hands were making quick work of applying the lotion on her neck and collarbone area, so I could get my hands on those beauties.

Out of the blue, she asked in a near whisper, "So, what's it like?"

I had no idea of what "it" she was referring to, since I had such a wide variety of possible interpretations to choose from. "What's what like?"

"Spanking a full grown woman... like Mindy?"

"It's hard to explain," I replied honestly enough. I'd only started spanking Mindy a little bit in the last few days.

"Does it, you know... work?"

"What do you mean?"

She looked away, because she was too embarrassed to look at me as she asked her next question. "Does she, you know, fall into line? After the spanking? Is she, er, more obedient?"

In truth, the answer was no. My wife was never really obedient, period. But I knew that wasn't what Cindy wanted to hear, so I didn't say that. I took a whiff of the air and smelled pussy. Cindy obviously was getting VERY turned on. Inspired, I added devilishly, "Maybe it's better if I show you. First hand."

She squealed with fear and desire. "You wouldn't!"

Things were getting too arousing. I had to calm things down or else I'd be raping her in a matter of minutes, with a whole 'giggle' of nearby witnesses watching. So I said, "Well... no." I was going to leave it at that, but then, I couldn't help but add, "Not unless you're naughty."

She whispered, "What if I gave you my permission?"

Again, I felt awkward with such blatantly sexual talk. After all, I'd known this woman just as a close friend for as long as I'd known my wife, since they'd been friends the entire time. There was a sort of taboo on her that I was afraid to break.

So I awkwardly tried to shift the subject back to Ruby. "You know, we really should work together on Ruby. I feel strongly that she and Michelle should date boys their own age, don't you?"

Luckily, she went along with that dramatic change of topic. "Oh, definitely! Although, that's not going to stop you from having your way with her to your heart's content, is it? Mindy's been explaining to me that the 'new' Dan is pretty much unstoppable. If you see a woman you like, and she qualifies with the six or so rules that Mindy and you agreed upon, you just take her! Isn't that right?" She was panting pretty heavily.

This wasn't really helping cool things down. "Um, well..." Mindy really had been telling tales. I was beginning to think Mindy did need a real spanking, just to keep her in line. And with that thought, my cock seemingly grew another inch.

Cindy continued, nearly breathlessly, "So Ruby doesn't really stand a chance. How can I be angry with her? She's had a crush on you since the far side of forever, believe me, and it's only grown over time, rather than diminishing like I thought it would. So it only makes sense that once you decided to spread your seed around, she would be the first to fall into your nefarious, evil clutches, bwa-ha-ha-ha-ha!"

She rubbed her hands together like a gleeful mad scientist, really hamming it up. I guess being around Mindy all those years had influenced her sense of humor. My wife loved her mad scientist "bwa-ha-ha-ha-ha" moments.

But then she immediately returned to normal (if normal meant "extremely aroused"). "Of course she's falling hard and is in your complete power, because it's what she wants and has desired for so long already. I should just admit that there's not much I can do to stop it. You're such a desirable man, Dan! You have no idea! I just worry about Michelle."

"You do? Why?" This was not good. It also probably wasn't the best timing that my lotion-covered fingers had finally reached the upper slopes of her heaving breasts. Like the rest of her skin, she was well covered with lotion already, but it looked like she wasn't going to tell me to stop.

"I do! Do you realize that she lusts after you nearly as much as Ruby does? I've never even told Mindy about this, but I've overheard them talking about you from time to time, and the things they say would make you blush! You're not... uh, fucking Michelle already, are you?"

"Of course not!" Technically, that was true, since she'd used the word "fucking." I was even more shocked by her use of the word "already," almost like she thought it was just a matter of time. My hands were all over her slicked-up breasts now, and it was becoming increasingly difficult to remain "professional" about it.

"But you could!" she said breathlessly. "You're just so handsome and dominant, and she's so TOTALLY in love with you, that she'd let you do anything!"

I was surprised that Cindy didn't seem disturbed by this. Maybe, in calmer moments, she'd be appalled, but right now her lust was taking over. Her chest was heaving so much that I felt forced to grip her big tits with both hands, so they wouldn't swing about and crash into each other (or at least not quite so much), and I did so.

Somehow, my holding her chest kind of put the lotion application on the back burner and turned into more of just stroking and kneading them with both hands.

Cindy looked down at my hands with eyes as big as saucers. She didn't say a word, but her moaning grew much louder and even more erotic.

Things were getting out of control, and again I felt almost afraid. I couldn't erase the 'off limits' sign I associated with Cindy in a matter of minutes. If I really did seduce her, there was no going back. Besides, there were five girls within eyesight. I looked over at them.

The chatterboxes had fallen completely silent. All five heads were facing the same direction right now, my direction.

Shit! This is not good! 

Cindy, though, didn't realize we had an audience. She closed her eyes and sighed lustily. "Of course, if I did try to stop you, with Ruby or anyone else, you'd probably just spank my ass! Down in the dungeon."

"Down in the dungeon?" Now she's really off in fantasy land. Definitely not good! Both my hands had somehow drifted up to her nipples, and soon they were being twisted in the same way I'd been twisting Mindy's.

I cursed, Damn you, hands! Damn you! Down, boys! Not now, not with the girls watching! Reluctantly, I went back to fondling and kneading her tit-flesh, and slowly made my way down to the safer terrain of her stomach. Feeling a bit relieved after this burst of self-control, I said, "There is no dungeon."

I rubbed lotion onto her smooth, firm stomach and down on her hips - very professionally - but I couldn't resist letting my fingers slip beneath the thin string of her bikini bottoms and even a bit under the tiny triangle that covered her pussy. I didn't directly touch her slit or clit, of course. I couldn't have gone that far without the girls noticing it - or at least noticing her reaction. But I went right to the edge.

She panted, "I'll bet you tell all your conquests that, before you take them down there and, and, and... show them things!" It was like she wanted to believe there was one, despite my denials. Maybe Mindy was right about Cindy being a submissive after all. She definitely seemed to be trolling for a spanking.

Trying to keep the mood light, I quipped, "Yep, that's where I keep my collection of memorial plates. And old slide shows of airport runways. It's a torture dungeon... of boredom!"

She laughed, and said, "I'll bet." But from the tone of her voice, you'd think she was purring, "Fuck me! Now!" 

She brought her hands up to mine, which were working their way back up to her belly button. I was applying lotion still, but only because it felt better to run my hands over oiled-up skin. However, she placed her hands over mine and then brought them back up to her breasts. She giggled and said while staring knowingly into my eyes, "I think you missed a couple of spots up there."

Obviously that was just a tease since I'd covered every inch of her breasts several times over already. But I couldn't stop myself from fondling them some more, not after she'd insisted.

I looked over at the five girls and saw that they were still staring at us intently. But instead of feeling chastened by that, that only aroused me more.

I tried again to change the subject back to something safer. That meant we had to get off Michelle, because even just thinking the words "get off" and "Michelle" could nearly make me cum. I said, "Cindy, I'm somewhat aware of the situation you mentioned. That's why I feel so strongly that we need to get the BOTH of them dating, and sooner rather than later, or who knows what might happen? How long can I resist Michelle's charms if she tries to come on to me, for instance? I'm only human, after all. Can you work with me on this?"

"Oh YES!" she screamed out nearly orgasmically as my fingers reached her nipples again. "I'll work with you!"

Somehow, judging from her lusty tone, I doubted her definition of "work" was the same as mine right then. I really needed to do something to cool things down before the two of us started rutting in front of five onlookers (probably six - I'd bet dollars to donuts that Mindy was watching from the kitchen, although I couldn't tear my eyes away from Cindy's chest long enough to find out). I couldn't seem to remove my exploring hands from them, either.

So I attempted to keep talking rationally, hoping I wouldn't say more things that Cindy would interpret in a blatantly sexual way. I tried to slow my breast fondling (really, nipple fondling by this point) and my speaking, as I took more breaths to calm myself. "Yeah, we need to work together. Michelle, Ruby, and Mindy are all opposed. I feel like it's three on one with the three of them against me."

Cindy didn't say anything, but from the way her whole body started writhing about, I guessed that she'd taken that the wrong way too. She was probably picturing some kind of foursome orgy.

"Cindy, I'm serious," I said sternly. "If you don't calm down and start taking this seriously, I am going to put you over my lap and spank your bottom 'til it glows in the dark!"

I know, that didn't help matters, but I could hardly help myself. Everything I said or did was making both of us increasingly horny! This was bad! I had half a mind to whip out my erection and... Well, I didn't know what would happen next, but I'm sure there would be lots of orgasms for both of us.

Luckily, someone came over to save me. Or at least I kind of hoped I'd be saved, although to be honest my hope wasn't that strong.

Ruby walked up to us, still wearing just her bikini bottoms. She seemed to be vying with Mindy for the "smirkiest face of the year" award. She said, smugly, "Hi, Mom. So, you still thinking that Dan isn't right for me? You still appalled that I fell for him? How's that working out for you?"

Cindy's response wasn't exactly swift or coherent. "Um..." Her face turned even redder.

What can I say except that I'd lost all control over my hands. I'd long since forgotten about the suntan lotion, which wasn't needed on her big round breasts anyway, since I'd already slathered lotion all over them. I liked Cindy's large nipples, and I was pulling them up and away from her. She really liked that, if her moans and the twitching of her legs were any guide. I wasn't making any attempt to stop, despite Ruby standing right next to me, and Cindy wasn't making any attempt to stop me either.

I'm sure Ruby could see that her mother was very sexually aroused. She figured this was a good time to push the envelope and confess about more of what was really happening. "This is probably as good a time as any for me to tell you that I'm not just getting physical with Dan - I BELONG to him! I want to SERVE him! I want to SUCK his big, fat, throbbing, hard COCK every single fucking day, and I'm doing that already and loving it! You got a problem with that?"

"No!" Cindy looked appalled, but she also looked like she was in the throes of an orgasm. Maybe she was.

Ruby chuckled. "I didn't think so. Dan's hands can be very persuasive. But not as persuasive as his big cock. And don't try to tell me you don't dream about him, and dream about IT!"

Cindy just groaned lustily. She raised her hands up as if she was going to try to swat my hands away, but instead her hands flailed about in the air ineffectively and then fell back to her sides.

Ruby added, "I know you do, because I've heard you masturbating a few times. And do you remember the name you cried out at the peak of climax? I do! It was 'Dan!'"

Cindy squealed from a combination of lust and embarrassment. Her face had turned cherry red already, and her heart had to be racing a mile a minute. She wanted to chastise her daughter, but she was so carried away that all she could manage was, "Ruby!"

Ruby grasped her E-cups from below and pushed them together. She decided to go for broke with her confession. "You know earlier, when you heard the scream 'fuck my tits' from upstairs? That was Dan actually fucking my tits! He just said otherwise to spare you embarrassment. And God, it felt GREAT!"

She was playing with her tits a little bit, sliding them against each other as if she was getting titfucked. "Do you have a problem with that?"

"No." Cindy's eyes were bugged out, watching Ruby's tanned rack.

"Looks like he's working on you next," Ruby said without a trace of jealousy. "Before long..." but then she stopped. I could practically hear the sly grin on her face when she finally continued, "Hell, I'll bet it'll just be a matter of hours before your mouth is stuffed to the gills and chock-a-block full of meaty Dan cock! Would you like that?"

Shit! If that was Ruby holding back, then what did she stop herself from saying?! 

Cindy nearly screamed, her moans were so loud. But suddenly her body froze. Then she raised her hips completely up off the lounge chair as her body trembled from head to toe.

Okay, NOW Cindy was obviously having a massive orgasm. But surprisingly, she managed to be relatively quiet about it. No doubt, she was worrying what the other girls would see and hear.

While Cindy was still trembling and dizzy from the intensity of her climax, Ruby smugly said, "Those are nice, aren't they? Dan-gasms. That's what I like to call them. Those are but merely one of many reasons I've given myself completely to him. He owns me, body and soul, even though he's having a hard time fully accepting that just yet. Do you know what, we, Dan's girls, you know what we like to call ourselves? His cock slaves and his sex toys! Do you have a problem with THAT?!"

"NO!" Either Cindy was heading towards a second orgasm, or the first one still wasn't over. It was hard to tell since her body was on fire, twitching and flailing about. I'm sure Mindy was having a rip-roaring snicker-fest from the kitchen as she watched Cindy's arms flailing about helpless in the air. I hated to think how my daughters' other friends were taking this.

I thought, Oh shit! Ruby's letting it ALL hang out! Cindy's so horny that she'll go along with anything at this point, but what about later? Later, she's going to be horrified! There's going to be hell to pay. What mother wants to find out her daughter has become someone's "cock slave?!" I wish I could get Ruby to shut up already, but the cat's out of the bag now anyway. 

Ruby bent way over to deliver her verbal message only a foot or so from her mother's head. "Cock slaves! Think about that." Intentionally or not, her bending over practically put her tits in my face too. I could have reached out and grasped them so easily, and I was so insane with lust that I probably would have, except for the fact that I was already holding Cindy's. Plus, I worried what the other girls would see, although it was probably too late to put the cork back in that bottle.

Naturally, I was carried away with my own lust, but there also was a side of me that felt annoyed. Cindy had just promised that she'd support me on the whole dating boys thing, and now she was forgetting all about that in her uncontrollable lust. Three to one odds weren't good, but I might stand a chance at three to two. At four to one, I'd be finished.

I rather lamely attempted to totally ignore Ruby's revelations and change the topic. "Cindy, what about the dating boys idea?"

"Oh yeah. Ruby, you should date boys." Then she started giggling, nearly non-stop. She must have found that an absurd issue in the current situation.

Ruby got huffy. She stood back up and put her hands on her hips. "Oh no, don't tell me you're on HIS side with THAT! Daddy, I can't believe you!"

She started to stomp off, but then turned back and said to us with another impish smile, "Oh by the way, I'm supposed to tell you two that lunch is almost ready."

I finally took my hands off Cindy's breasts. If nothing else, my hands were getting tired. I ran my hand back down over her stomach briefly. You'd never know she'd given birth or that she wasn't in her twenties, looking at that stomach. Furthermore, her breasts had completely defied time and gravity. It was easy to see why she was sometimes mistaken for Ruby's older sister.

I don't know what came over me, but I blurted out, "You know, you've got a fantastic pair of knockers, babe."

Now, normally, half the time a guy says something that un-PC, he gets slapped. The other half of the time, he just gets a nasty glare and maybe a few choice words. I felt bad and very nearly covered my mouth with a hand (as if that would help any!). I never, ever said that kind of thing, normally.

But Cindy was so far gone in her lust that she merely giggled a little and cupped the undersides with both hands, thrusting them out. "Oh, rrrrreally," she said saucily, rolling the 'R'. "But how can you be sure? I think you need to explore them with your hands a little bit more, just to be sure."

My cock lurched at that. She obviously knew that I'd just spent the last God knows how many minutes doing nothing but molesting and exploring her fantastic rack, and she wanted me to do it some more? "I wish..." I muttered, but I restrained myself.

I kept my hands on her belly, hoping that would help take things down a notch. As I fondled her there, I said, "You know, you've got a really amazing stomach too. You must work out a lot, because you have the slightest traces of six-pack muscles. I love these muscular curves. And yet it's so smooth and soft."

But then, thinking about the watching girls, I let go of her altogether.

She purred, "Mmmm! I can see what they mean, how they say you just... take control." She shivered lustily. "You're a smooth talker, and you have magic hands. Touch me there. Please!"

Again I ran my hands over her stomach. I explored my way down her hips too, dipping briefly, teasingly, under each strap of her swimsuit. But then, somehow, I found the willpower to pull my hands off her altogether again.

"Awww. Spoil sport," she complained.

I sat back on my lounge chair, trying to clear my head so I could somehow go inside and have at least a semi-normal lunch.

Cindy was also trying to get her act together, although at first she didn't do much except idly run her hands over her chest and stare into space dreamily. "Wow, that was..."

"Yeah..." I agreed.

Okay, maybe it wasn't better than sex, but it was as good as sex, certainly. Unfortunately, while I knew Cindy had cum at least a couple of times, especially while I was working on her nipples, I hadn't cum at all. My penis was suffering, big time.

I joked, "So, you want to turn over so I can do your legs and ass now?"

I thought that might get a laugh, but instead she lustily moaned, "Oh! My ASS!" Then she did roll over on her lounge chair! She pulled her tiny bikini bottoms into her ass crack, practically turning it into a G-string. "Yes, do my ASS!"

I gulped as I stared down on her fine posterior, effectively bare, if I didn't look above her ass crack. But I was afraid to touch it. I knew that if I did, I'd end up covering it in suntan lotion, and then my very own spermy kind of lotion, maybe even more than once! I could just picture six awed faces plastered to the kitchen window as the others watched me fuck Cindy doggy style.

No, I needed to have control. I wanted Cindy, painfully badly, but this was not the time or place.

To make matters worse, she started to shimmy her hips, causing her ass cheeks to jiggle in ways that soon had me panting. Then she moaned, "Dan, you know all that talk about spanking? Well, if I'm bad, you have my permission. Maybe it's time you put me in my place, right next to my daughter!"

Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! Is she hot to trot or what?! I think I WILL do that! I think I WILL spank their naked asses, side by side! Fuuuuck! If only we were alone, I'd throw caution to the wind and really seduce her all the way. Damn those girls! 

I used all my willpower to keep my cool and just say, "Um, okay, I'll remember that. But we really do need to go inside. The others may be watching."

That seemed to get through to her, especially the part about the others watching. She rolled over and then covered her breasts with her arms. She sat up and looked around with worry.

I didn't have the heart to tell her that the others had been staring blatantly at us nearly the whole time. Luckily, they'd seen she was getting up and turned away just in time.

She seemed to be coming out of a deep sexual fog. She shook her head, as if to shake the cobwebs away, and asked in amazement, "Did I hear right? Did Ruby mention something about you calling her a 'cock slave' and a 'sex toy' just now?"

"Um, well, yeah, but that's just kind of joking around. Well, not so much joking as she likes to wildly exaggerate. You know how it is when people get really aroused. They'll say anything in the heat of the moment. I think she wanted to say something that would really shock you."

"I see. She certainly did!" She was probably thinking about some of the things she'd just been saying in the heat of the moment. And if she'd thought about it, she might have realized Ruby sounded very serious.

I thought, Did I really just get away with that explanation?! Ruby is far too reckless. It's not just how Cindy will react now when she's super horny, but what about later?! 

Finally, looking away but with more deliberation, she said, "Sorry, Dan. I don't know what came over me. I promise I'll support you on the dating idea. I just kind of..."

"I know. I did too. That's all right. These things happen."

"But that shouldn't happen to me! Gaawwwd! I'm so embarrassed. I'm behaving just as badly as Ruby. I suppose... the, the chickens are coming home to roost. Mindy's been raving about you and your sexual prowess for years and I... I'm sorry. I sort of got overly excited there."

She suddenly seemed overcome with embarrassment. Her face was already blushing red, but she winced and shut her eyes tightly.

I figured the odds were good she was thinking about some things that had been said, especially Ruby's revelation that Cindy called my name when she masturbated. That would embarrass anybody.

I tried to be encouraging and minimize what had just been said and done. Seducing her was a case of two steps forward and one step back, and it was time to take a step back. "That's okay. I should have been stronger myself. But there's nothing really to forgive, is there? We didn't really DO anything. All I did was put some suntan lotion on your chest with a little, er, extra vigor."

She giggled and looked down at her chest. "Yeah, emphasis on 'extra vigor,' you naughty man." She was feeling slightly regretful, but it was clear she was still horny too.

I stood up, and then I reached out for her hand. "Come on. Let's go inside and eat." I was being gallant, but taking her hand also forced her to bare her breasts again.

She let herself get pulled up, but then she looked down at her nearly naked body, and gasped. "Oh no! I can't go inside like this! I'll die!"

I looked her over closely, which I'd been doing already anyway. Her nipples were red, hard, and extra puffy from being manipulated, but that probably wasn't the main thing that bothered her. There were quite a few distinct rivulets of pussy juice flowing down her inner thighs, and her standing up had caused a new flood. Her bikini bottoms had a big dark stain on them as well, and there was no doubt what had caused that. They were completely saturated with her juices, and her moving around was just enough to squeeze some of those enticing fluids out of the fabric.

Trying to help her with her embarrassment, I suggested, "Why don't you jump in the pool, dry off, and then come in? I'll wait for you."

"Good idea."

But she didn't move. So, without thinking, but inspired by our spanking talk, I reached out and slapped her nearest nearly bare ass cheek.

The slap wasn't that hard, but she certainly noticed! Her whole body shivered.

I thought, Whoa! Did she just have an orgasm from that?! I couldn't tell for sure, because she suddenly ran a few steps and threw herself into the water. She hadn't even taken her sunglasses off first, and she had to retrieve them before they sank to the bottom.

I was glad to stand there and wait for her, both because I was enjoying the sight of her splashing about, but also to give my erection a break. Although, it didn't really get much of a break at all. If nothing else, I noticed her taking frequent peeks towards my crotch as she swam, and my erection was still boldly outlined in my swimsuit.

Furthermore, swimming in the pool seemed to allow her to regain her composure. She had been frazzled, blushing, and dying of embarrassment. But as she swam, I could see her gradually transform. She stopped swimming in the normal way and changed to showing off her body, especially her lack of any bikini top. For instance, she switched to swimming on her back or on her side, giving me a very good long look.

Her swimming around topless was sexy enough, but after a minute or two she got out of the water. At first, she just stood there, heedless of the water pouring off her, and let me ogle her.

She was radiant! She still wore her bikini bottoms, but she might as well have been completely naked, since they covered so little. Her near nudity made her somewhat shy and bashful, but at the same time she seemed to be much more confident and proud of her body. She made no attempt to cover up and even brazenly stared at me while not minding that I was brazenly staring back at her. It was electric.

I was truly impressed with her body. She was the dictionary definition of an "hourglass figure." Not only did she had large breasts, she had wide hips and a surprisingly narrow waist. I didn't understand why some lucky guy hadn't snatched her up since her divorce, because she had the face and the body of a professional model or an actress. She made me think of some James Bond girl coming out of the ocean dressed in just a bikini, except that she was lacking half of her bikini.

She walked to a nearby towel on a chair, which was a cock-stiffening event in and of itself. It was clear that she was horny as hell and was trying to tempt me with every move she made. Then she REALLY got into the act of drying herself off. It was less of an effort to dry herself off and more of an erotic dance with a towel as a prop. She remained totally silent, yet stared wantonly into my eyes the whole time. It was like she was saying, "Don't you want this? Is this body not worthy? Don't you want to fuck me? Because I want you!" 

It was rather remarkable. She'd practically gone from prey to predator. She looked at my crotch with hungry eyes rather brazenly. She was doing her erotic show about ten feet away from me. Had she been in arm's reach, I wouldn't have been surprised if she'd given my bulge a good squeeze or two.

Even her voice sounded more sultry than before when she finally spoke. She said to me, "I give up! I'm just going to have to accept that Ruby belongs to you now, and that she'll do ANYTHING to please you. How could she resist you? That's impossible! You're just so... sexy! So handsome. So... commanding!"

I was beginning to see why Mindy thought Cindy was secretly submissive. That "commanding" aspect really turned her on. I glanced towards the house and confirmed that the girls were not looking through any of the windows. Seeing how Cindy's mood had dramatically changed while she was swimming, I decided it was time for another step or two forward. I simply told her, "Come here. And drop the towel."

I was heady with lust and power when she immediately dropped the towel. Then, with a sultry "come hither and fuck me" smile, she began sashaying towards me. She kept on going right into my arms and then tilted her head up with her lips slightly parted. As if her intention wasn't clear enough, she even got up on her tiptoes to make it easier on me.

I tilted my head down and gave her the lip-to-lip kiss she was so clearly craving. For years, I had tried to suppress my erotic feelings for her, since she was Mindy's best friend. But apparently I had more feelings than I'd realized, and it seemed they all wanted to come to the fore at once, through our kissing. I really gave her a passionate scorcher.

Also, since the girls were no longer looking through the windows, I felt emboldened. I enjoyed the feeling of her big bare tits pressing against my chest, but my first priority was to reach down and firmly clutch her ass cheeks. I paid no attention to her bikini bottoms and kneaded bare ass-flesh.

That caused her to moan in ecstasy into my mouth. Her entire body wiggled and writhed against me. With a particular emphasis on her lower abdomen rubbing against my barely clad erection. I think that started accidentally on her part, but soon she was focusing on rubbing herself there very deliberately. Meanwhile, her hands wound up clutching at my ass cheeks too, although her hands were over my bathing suit.

I realized that things were getting very hot very fast. Our kiss was threatening to spiral out of control, especially due to all of her rubbing against my boner. I also worried that it was just a matter of time before the girls noticed our necking, if we kept it up.

So, using every last shred of willpower, I managed to end our tongue dueling and pull back to just a loose hug.

Cindy seemed completely controlled by her lust, and she mewled petulantly when I broke the kiss. But then her sex haze seemed to clear, at least somewhat. She looked at her nearly naked body in my arms in confusion, and asked, "What's happening to me? To us?!" Then her alarm grew as she exclaimed, "Oh! And Mindy! And, and... Ruby!" Clearly, she was worrying about "cheating" on her best friend, and possibly her daughter as well.

I held up my index finger. "Hold that thought. We'll talk about it in a little while. But first, lunch. Remember, the girls could be watching."

"Oh! Right!" She quickly pulled away. She looked to the window and didn't see the girls there. But that spooked her eyes to stay parted from the hug.

I silently took her hand and walked her back to the house.




Chapter 42



As Cindy and I walked to the house, I tried to put our hot kiss out of my mind for the moment and focus on the problem of the girls I would soon be seeing again.

I was warming up to the idea of fully seducing Cindy. In fact, I was downright enthusiastic about the idea by this time. However, I remained determined not to get entangled with the other girls, no matter how sexy and tempting they might be.

My raging boner was feeling so hot, stiff, and sensitive that I was in a bad spot. I decided that the least obscene thing I could do was simply cover my hard-on with my hand and arm. Sure, it was as obvious as all get out, but I figured that beat walking into the dining room in front of all those giggly girls with an obvious raging pole jutting out obscenely from inside my bathing suit with every step. Unfortunately, simply hiding the fact that I had a raging erection was not an option, nor was waiting, unless I wanted to wait a long time.

When Cindy and I came in through the screen door, hand in hand, we discovered that even here in the house and away from the excuse of getting a suntan, it was still bare tits a go-go! The five girls were already sitting topless at the table, while Mindy was walking in from the kitchen with a food tray in her hand, equally topless.

The scene looked sexy as hell, but the mood was not.

It was strange. Mindy, Michelle, and Ruby were staring at me like they wanted me to ravage them on the spot. But Nina, Anjali, and Lisa were staring at me with... fear. Yes, the more I looked around, the more I realized they were downright afraid of me. There was an unsettling hush in the room as well.

Now, I consider myself a nice guy. I don't have any enemies and I like to live and let live. So it was very unsettling for me to be feared like that.

Mindy sensed the same thing I was sensing. She walked up to me and whispered in my ear very quietly. "Hubby, it's probably best if you make yourself scarce for a little while. Some of the girls are spooked."

I nodded, but then I milled about a little longer, just standing there, trying to figure out what was going on. I noticed Lisa had her arms crossed over her bare breasts, and Nina did too. It was like they were afraid I was going to molest their chests. But then it occurred to me that after they'd seen what I just did to Cindy, that wasn't really an unreasonable feeling on their parts.

I looked behind me at Cindy and saw that she was looking deeply ashamed. She was covering her hefty bust with arms and hands too. Probably she was worrying that the others thought she was a slut.

I pretended to have a Eureka moment and opened my eyes wide. I said to Mindy, "Sweetheart, I just remembered. I have to make some urgent phone calls. Can you hold my meal until later?"

I could see the relief in my wife's eyes. "Sure thing, Honey."

I got out of there quickly, hurrying upstairs. As I left, I noticed there was still an eerie silence in the room, when there should have been a cacophony of giggly, happy girls having a grand old time. To be honest, it was more than a bit freaky. This was the same girl gang that had earlier been chanting for me to "take it off!" and the like, except now I had somehow practically become an object of terror for them.

By the time I made it to my office, my erection had gone flaccid. I felt like I'd transformed from Superman back to Clark Kent. I didn't understand what had just happened at all. I took a cold shower.

As I showered, I tried to sort things out in my head. I knew they must have seen at least some of my seduction of Cindy, and that must have been what changed the mood. But I didn't understand why. After all, if they were so keen on having sex with me, wouldn't what I was doing with Cindy make that a much more likely prospect? Thus they should have been more excited and aroused, not less. I didn't get it.

Then I dressed into some casual clothes. I wound up just sitting at my computer and replying to e-mails to keep busy, since I was in no mood to work on my novel.

I found myself thinking about Sue Ellen. I really liked her. Sexually, definitely, but not just that. I was eager to see her again, hopefully later in the day. However, I didn't know when that would happen exactly, or under what circumstances. I needed to consult with Mindy first.

A short time later, Cindy timidly knocked on my door. I almost didn't notice. "Come in," I said.

She came in. Whatever caused the fearful mood downstairs, it seemed to be contagious. She looked like she wanted to be anywhere in the world but there with me. I noticed, too, that she was fully dressed in the same clothes she'd arrived at the house in.

Her hands were folded in front of her and she stared resolutely at the floor. "Um, Dan?"

"Yes?" I swiveled my computer chair to face her.

"Um, I just wanted to say that while I, er, enjoyed your, uh, what you did with the suntan lotion, and the, uh, hello kisses... which were divine... I said some things I really didn't mean, in, uh, the... er... heat of the moment."

It had been a slow struggle for her to get that out, but now she said in a hurried rush, like it was one word, "So I gotta go I've got some things to do I'll see you later!"

She turned to leave, but I stopped her with a "Wait!"

She froze, but still faced the door instead of me.

"What kind of things?"

She obviously didn't want to answer that. "Um, some of the more risqué things."

"Such as?" I wasn't just being mean; I really wanted to know so I could understand her boundaries.

"Please don't make me say. Some of the really wild things. Insane things."

I thought back and remembered Ruby standing there with us and saying, "I BELONG to him! I want to SERVE him! I want to SUCK his COCK every day, and I am already! You got a problem with that?" 

True, that was Ruby talking and not Cindy, but then Cindy had replied, "No!" 

I had to admit in my mind that was pretty wild and crazy, given that she was Ruby's mother. Her tone was like, "Dan, I wanna do those things to you too!" 

I spoke to her backside, since she was on the verge of leaving the room altogether. "I understand what you mean. Some crazy things were said, and I'd already dismissed that as just 'heat of the moment' talk. Remember what I said about how Ruby and I said some crazy things to each other in the heat of the moment too? That's no big deal. Don't worry about it. I enjoyed the whole experience. I don't feel ashamed, and I don't think you should either."

"Well, I do," she said, still facing away from me.

"I don't see why you should. You have an incredible body and you should be very proud of it. I can't believe you're anywhere near forty. It's just not possible."

"But you know I am."

I was still talking to her back, but her voice was warmer and louder now. Despite the serious situation, I had become such a shameless lecher lately that I was also taking the opportunity to ogle her fine ass through her shorts.

I said, "If you are, then you must have spent at least fifteen years in some kind of frozen state in a time suspension machine or something, because you don't look a day over 20."

She turned around and put her hands on her hips. "Now, Dan, that's just bullshit and you know it. 'Time suspension machine.' Huh! That's a pile of manure big enough to grow a garden." Her tone was huffy, but she couldn't help but smile at the compliment.

"I'm serious. If it were up to me, I'd STILL be applying lotion to your chest. I'll bet Ruby looks at you and turns green with envy."

She snorted derisively and defensively covered her bosom with an arm. "Ruby? Jealous of MY body? Are you kidding?!" But she was happily eating up the compliments.

"She should be. She may have some impressive measurements, but you've got the moves. She's just growing into her body, but you know exactly what to do with it. And then there's your waist."

"My waist? What about my waist?" She dropped her arms to her sides and she was preening and posing just a little bit.

"Cindy, you must know you've got an incredibly narrow waist. I could practically circle it with my two hands. It gives your body an almost comic book hourglass shape and makes your other assets stand out. That's something that even Ruby, with her curves, must envy. Girl, you have an incredible body!"

"'Girl?'" she snorted in disbelief, but she loved that too.

Now that she was turned my way, I decided to look her in the eyes. "You should be proud of yourself. That's why I'm not ashamed, and neither should you be. Like I said, you'd better not let me put suntan lotion on you again, because I'll probably end up taking a couple of days to do it. Hell, maybe a whole week!" I smiled, and hoped it came out looking mostly friendly and not too lusty.

The effect of some heartfelt compliments can be an amazing thing. When Cindy came in, she was hunched over and had a defeated and ashamed air about her. Now, she stood proud and defiant. She walked right up to me and pushed me in the chest with both her hands. It had no effect, since I was sitting on a computer chair on a hardwood floor, and the chair had rollers. I just glided a foot or two until the chair banged into my desk (which was kind of fun, by the way).

She said in mock anger, "You flatterer! You think you'll just throw some compliments around and everything will be alright. Is that what you think?"

"I don't know. I can't really think - at all - in the presence of such beauty."

She rolled her eyes and sighed a mock sigh, but she was clearly loving every word. She stepped forward and pushed my chest again, causing my chair to glide away a second time. "You're a case! You're dangerous, Dan!"

She twirled around and headed back to the door, but there was a spring in her step now. As she got to the door, she stopped and looked back over her shoulder. With a smoldering, sexy look, she said, "Upon reflection, I don't take back ALL of those crazy things I said. Just most of them." Then she winked and walked out.

Once she was gone, I mentally patted myself on the back. I felt like I'd handled that very well, especially since I was on a Mindy-assisted campaign to bed her. I felt like I'd turned a negative into a positive.

I was surprised that we didn't talk more. There was a lot hanging in the air between us, after the kisses and touches we'd shared in the last twenty-four hours. Our relationship was on the cusp of changing dramatically, and in fact we'd almost certainly already passed some point of no return. But where were we heading?! She had to be as eager for answers as I was. However, apparently she'd decided that this wasn't the time or place for that discussion.

That was okay by me. I figured that it would help if she had some time to think things over and come to grips with the new reality, such as the fact that she'd had to share me with her daughter. That was especially true since she'd just left on a positive note.

Feeling emboldened, I went downstairs to see how the girls down there were faring. I figured I was on a roll and maybe I could charm the girls who had seemed positively afraid of me a little while ago.

It had been less than half an hour since I'd gone upstairs, but Lisa, Nina, Anjali, and even Ruby were gone. Mindy and Michelle were in the kitchen, finishing the clean-up operation from having fed a crowd. The situation seemed positively normal. Both of them were dressed in normal clothes too.

To be honest, I was a bit disappointed by all the normality.

I walked in and said, "Howdy. Where is everyone?"

Michelle replied while washing dishes, "They all left. I just saw Ruby and Cindy out a minute or two ago. At least Cindy left in a good mood." She cocked her head and looked at me quizzically. "What did you say to her?"

Michelle's tone and implication led me to understand that the others obviously hadn't left in a good mood.

I wanted to get to the heart of this mystery right away, so I replied, "Nothing special, really. But what in blazes happened down here? The girls were practically scared of me when I came in. This place is like a morgue. Even you and Mindy still look bummed. I don't get it. Did I do something wrong?"

Mindy decided the kitchen was clean enough and walked around the counter to where I stood. "You did."

"What?"

"The way you mauled Cindy's breasts for what seemed like hours."

Taken slightly aback, I quickly replied, "I understand that freaked her out for a while, but I think I smoothed that over. She came up to apologize for acting too slutty and I basically showered her with compliments. She left practically giddy, in my opinion."

Mindy cocked an eyebrow at that. "Really? Well, that's good, at least. I was in the kitchen so I didn't see her as she left. I'll take your word for it, though."

"So what's the big problem?" I asked. "Why are you and Shelle acting like someone ran over your puppy?"

Mindy sat on one of the stools at the kitchen counter and nodded at me to sit on another one.

I did.

Michelle came around the counter to sit on the third one.

Mindy said, "I suppose it's not a really big blow, now, since we already decided that you aren't going to sleep with Lisa, Anjali, or Nina-"

Michelle cut in, sounding peeved. "What?! Hey! Nobody told ME that!"

Mindy replied, "How could we? Dan and I were just discussing this an hour or so ago, and our guests just left. The bad news for them is, Dan quite honestly has no interest in them. He says he'd rather be fucking you and Ruby."

Michelle's face immediately went from upset to pleased as punch. "Oh. Well. That's different." She even straightened up a little bit on her stool. Now she was radiating satisfaction.

I protested, "Wait, I didn't say that, exactly. Shelle, you know I can't go all the way with you. But I'd rather be doing anything physical with you than with them. Obviously, your body, and Ruby's body, are simply far superior to their bodies. That's just a fact. They're beautiful, but the two of you, and my wife, of course, are in a completely different league." I looked to Min and winked.

My wife chuckled. "Nice save."

Michelle growled like a hungry lioness. "Rrrrarr! Mom, I know I just ate, but I'm suddenly hungry again. Hungry for Daddy cock!"

Mindy chuckled some more. "Hold you horses, girl. We're trying to have a serious discussion here."

I continued with Michelle, "But that's not all. I LOVE you and Ruby. I don't love them. If I had sex with them, it would just be a physical act. Pleasurable, yes, but emotionally empty. But with you, it's an act of love. So why should I waste my time with them? They're bombshells, yes, but you're so beautiful that they don't even have words in the English language to describe it."

I figured that since the compliments had worked such wonders with Cindy, I'd try a shower of praise again. My words were basically honest, but I went a little over the top just to make sure she got my point.

Michelle had gone from annoyed, to pleased, to giddy, to even more giddy and then to unmistakably quite horny. She was wearing a shirt and even a bra, surprisingly enough, but the shirt unzipped in the front, and she unzipped it down all the way. As her tanned cleavage came into view, she purred, "Awww, Daddy. You can't mean that!"

She hopped off her stool, came over to mine, and hugged me in a very close and erotic manner. "Mom, do I have the best daddy in creation, or what?" She reached in her shirt and somehow managed to quickly pull her bra out. She tossed it aside. That left a veritable Grand Canyon of cleavage down the unzipped front of her shirt for me to enjoy.

Mindy rolled her eyes and chuckled. "He's pretty great, I'll admit." Then she leaned over and looked down into Michelle's cleavage. She raised an eyebrow, seemingly surprised at just how impressive it was.

I suppose that, like me, my wife could never get used to the sheer size and perfection of Michelle's breasts. I thought I even saw a glint of lust in Mindy's eyes. Maybe I was reading too much into it, but I think she was becoming ever more curious to explore her own bisexual nature - and, like me, becoming ever more turned on by our beautiful daughter.

Michelle suddenly pulled back and asked, "But Daddy! How can you know I'm all that? I think you'd better double check my body to make sure. I need a bombshell check!"

Without even glancing at Mindy for approval, she pulled her shirt all the way off and tossed it aside. Then she yanked her shorts and panties off in one sexy shimmy move. That left her standing before me in her birthday suit.

Mindy whistled in appreciation at her daughter's bared and shaven pussy. "Look, Honey. Now, THERE is a worthy cunt slave, don't you think?"

But Michelle "protested" Mindy's description of her. "Mom, I'm not JUST a cunt slave, or a cock slave. I wanna be an everything slave for Daddy! I'm definitely a tit slave, aren't I?"

She planted her legs far apart, stretched both her arms behind her back as far as they could go, and then thrust her chest out so much that her back was bent back like the letter "C". It was a pretty impressive stretch to make, but still her huge bare breasts stood out even as they wildly bounced around. They naturally jutted out like torpedoes from any position.

Then she said, "I wanna be an ass slave too!" She suddenly turned around, spread her legs even wider, and bent over, grabbing both her ankles. She stood about two feet away from me - far enough for me to get an overall view of her nude body, but close enough for me to reach out and touch her ass if I really wanted to.

She spoke huskily. "Daddy says such nice things, I think he needs to be rewarded a lot!" She pried her ass cheeks apart, as if waiting for me to stick my dick in.

I said to Mindy while roaming my eyes all over my daughter, "What brought THIS on?"

Mindy teased with great understatement, "I think she likes you."

"You think? What gave you that idea?"

Michelle hadn't even been horny a few minutes earlier, so I was actually able to watch her pussy moisten before my very eyes. I saw the first dewy drop of cum leave her pussy lips and start to roll down her skin. It was soon followed by others. I suddenly felt a great urge to know just what that luscious drop of girl cum tasted like.

Michelle, though, apparently wasn't in the mood for our droll comments. She wiggled her ass, and said, "As Daddy's ass slave, I want Daddy to not only fondle my ass cheeks and explore my anus and cunt with his fingers, I want him to fuck my asshole too! In fact, this kind of position would be ideal for some excellent ass slave buttfucking, any time, day or night! Just say the word, and I'll bend over and take it like a good sex pet! Wanton and willing, that's me!"

I said to Mindy wryly, "Kids these days, they lack subtlety."

Mindy chuckled. "That certainly is true." But I could see my wife was eying Michelle's richly tanned ass just as hungrily as I was. She continued to playfully tease Michelle. "You'd think she'd wear a see-through nightie or something like that to entice you, but no. For some crazy reason, she seems to think that stripping off all her clothes, bending over, wiggling her ass, and begging you to fuck her tight asshole will arouse you somehow."

"Crazy," I replied dryly, but still heartily amused.

"Daaaaaadddyyyyyyy!" Michelle complained. She stomped a foot angrily while staying bent over, which almost caused her to topple backwards into me. I had to grab her ass to support her (a tough sacrifice on my part - not!). "Aren't you looking at me? Doesn't my body make you horny?"

I was enjoying yanking her chain, so I said with drastic understatement, "It does have some nice attributes."

"GRRR! 'Nice attributes?!'" She stood back up and spun around. Then, moving even closer to me, she put both hands on her head and spread her legs, like she was ready to be patted down in a check for contraband. "Look at me, Daddy! Look at me! Is this a 'far superior' body, or what? Am I really in a 'completely different league' or not? This body belongs to YOU, to endlessly please YOU, my master, and your fat cock! Seeing you that bathing suit made me so HUNGRY! Hungry for the King! I had to be quiet with my friends around, but now they're gone!"

She stared at me with fire in her eyes. "Don't you want to throw me over your shoulders, carry me upstairs caveman-style, and fuck me for hours and hours? 'Cos you should, right now! That's what I need! I need to get FUCKED by my DADDY for HOURS!"

She apparently excited herself beyond some breaking point because she suddenly shouted, "I wanna be a mouth slave too!" Then she felt to her knees and launched herself at my crotch. Within seconds, my shorts were down below my knees and the near half of my erection she could fit in her mouth without deep throating me had vanished from sight!

As Michelle began to passionately slide her lips up and down my shaft, Mindy laughed gaily.

"What's so funny?" I asked her. I had to speak up to be heard over the sound of Michelle gagging on my cock, since she was going as deep as she could manage.

My wife just gave me a salacious wink of amusement. "Don't you think it's amusing how quickly you turned her mood around? Is that what you did to Cindy upstairs? Did she leave here happy because she left with a belly full of your seed after you fucked her face?"

"I wish. I'm warming up to your Cindy schemes in a big way, but I haven't gotten that far yet. But honestly, what's going on here?!"

Mindy was smirking as she replied, "You and I are having a casual post-lunch chat while your daughter is naked and slurping between your legs, gorging herself on your improbably fat cock just like she's always wanted. Just another typical day at the Cooper house." She was obviously pleased as can be.

"Post-lunch for you," I pointed out with surprising calm in my voice, considering the all-out tongue and lips attack going on down below. "I still haven't eaten. I had to flee upstairs because of the weird mood down here."

"Oh, sorry. Let me get you something. Obviously you're in no position to move, what with the way your daughter is slobbering all over your cock and all! And it looks like she's already busy getting her own kind of special creamy snack, so no need for me to get something yummy for her." She chuckled.

I asked, "You really love all this, don't you?"

"I do! Every last slurpy sound hits me like your very best kiss. Just THINKING about it makes me cream! How 'bout some PB 'n' B?" she asked nonchalantly, as if nothing were out of the ordinary at all.

By the way, "PB 'n' B" is what our family calls peanut butter and banana, a sandwich commonly made for lunch in our house.

"Sure." I was going to stroke Michelle's long blonde hair, but it was bobbing back and forth on my cock too fast now. So I stood up from the high stool and ran a hand along the hair cascading down her back instead. She didn't lose her sucking rhythm at all while I repositioned.

Mindy smiled brightly. "Good move. I think she prefers to suck you when you're standing. Especially when you're at least partially clothed and she's totally nude, like you are now. It better symbolizes how you're the master and she's the slave. You're all cool and collected and in total control, while she's completely succumbed to her lust! She can't help but slurp on your fat cock with all her might, with caved-in cheeks and a tight lip seal, in the vague hope that she might hear you let out a sexy moan of approval. She's literally a wild and wanton slave, a slave to her lust, a slave to your overpowering cock!"

Michelle moaned loudly and repeatedly. She also probably nodded her head vigorously, although it was hard to tell since her head had been bobbing that way already. I got the impression that if she could have talked, she would have said that she agreed wholeheartedly with what her mother had just said.

I thought that over, while continuing to luxuriate in the intense arousal. Min has a point! Since Shelle is submissive, she must get off that very sort of thing. I'm going to try a little experiment here. Instead of letting on how much she's getting to me, I'll try to stay aloof. At least as aloof as I can while she's sucking my very soul right out of me!

With that in mind, I said, "Min, that's all well and good, but I'm hungry. How 'bout that PB 'n' B sandwich?"

Michelle moaned even louder than her previous outburst, which was impressive. And somehow she took her cocksucking up another notch. For instance, she began using even greater suction. I hadn't realized that was physically possible, since she was going at it like an industrial vacuum cleaner already. And she slowed down instead of speeding up. That was much more arousing because she was controlling her wild movements and honing in on my sweet spot and other sensitive regions, to devastating effect!

Meanwhile, Mindy commented, "You're thinking peanut butter and banana, I know. But that also stands for 'penis, balls, and buns,' which seems to be becoming an even more common mid-day snack around here." She winked at me and got up, just as Michelle made a particularly obscenely wet and loud slurping noise around the inches I had in her mouth.

It seemed that Michelle was inspired by Mindy's "penis, balls, and buns" comment, because she reached between my legs and started fingering her way up my ass to my anus. Then she pushed her index finger in it and started wiggling it around!

Mindy couldn't directly see what was happening to my back side, but she noticed when Michelle's hand went between my legs, and she could figure out what Michelle was doing when my eyes went as wide as saucers. "Ha! You go, girl! That's what I call a PB 'n' B treat!"

I just stood there for a minute or more, watching Mindy make my sandwich. The finger in my ass felt exceeding strange, but very arousing.

I realized that my experiment suggested my theory was correct, and she got off on me acting aloof. It seemed the more difficult I made things, the more she strived to get a reaction out of me. The only problem with that was the test was too successful. I wasn't going to be able to hold out long, with her going all out like this!

The finger in my ass was really getting to me. Even though she hadn't penetrated to my prostate, at least not yet, it was driving me wild.

I thought she couldn't do any more to stimulate me, but I was wrong.

Michelle moaned lustily and started shifting her position. I wasn't sure what she was up to until she tried to take me even deeper, gagging and coughing loudly. She refused to pull back more than an inch or so to catch her breath through her nose before trying again.

My blonde bombshell daughter was trying to deep throat me again! Except that unlike this morning, she was now once again having difficulty in getting everything lined up right so as to take me into her throat. And since she wouldn't stop trying, that meant that the wet and loud slurping noises, along with sounds of her gagging and spluttering and heavy breathing, echoed throughout the kitchen to reverberate obscenely in my ears.

I was half expecting to hear a cheesy cheap porno music soundtrack start up in the background, as my own daughter tried repeatedly to swallow my cock whole, while my wife happily watched. Feeling her gagging on the thickness of my cock was beyond incredible!

Had she remembered to keep wiggling her finger to my prostate, I would have had no choice but to blow my load much too soon. Luckily for me, she was so focused on her deep throat attempt that the finger in my ass stayed still, for now.

Suffice it to say, the Cheshire cat had nothing on Mindy right now, as she watched me helplessly hold onto Michelle's constantly moving head. Instead of heading to the cabinets to get the sandwich fixings, she went for the phone. "Hold on. I'm thinking that we'll probably have a serious conversation coming up. Ruby should be here."

Before I could gasp out a protest, she picked up the receiver and dialed a number. "Ruby? It's Mindy. Michelle has got four inches and counting of Daddy cock in her mouth and needs help with the rest! Get over here, fast!"

After she hung up, she chuckled and said, "That'll get her out of her house faster than if she thought it was on fire. It's a good thing she lives right down the street. Anyway, Honey, do you have a question?"

"Yes, I... do." Damn Michelle was good! She'd given up on her deep throating efforts for now, but her going back to tried-and-true techniques instead was making it hard for me to talk.

I valiantly struggled to keep the conversation going. "So what was... the deal... with those three girls, already? They must... have been in... a hurry to... get out of... here."

"They were," Mindy replied from the kitchen, speaking up to be heard over Michelle's shamelessly noisy efforts at my crotch. "I know you couldn't help yourself when presented with Cindy's magnificent rack, so I can't blame you for that. And it's pretty much my fault. I basically left you there with an open invitation to ravish her body. But you have to understand how these girls are, Michelle and Ruby aside. They worship the ground you walk on."

Michelle suddenly pulled my erection out of her mouth and switched to licking around the cockhead and especially back and forth over my sensitive frenulum, so she could talk too. "Hey! I worship Daddy too. And I worship his COCK! I just wanna worship it, and suck it, and stroke it, and lick it, and get fucked by it, for hours and hours and hours!"

In addition to licking the top of my shaft, she stroked the base, and tugged on my balls for good measure. She was doing everything she could to show how much she "worshipped" my privates.

Then I gasped, because she remembered to resume wiggling her finger against my prostate. Sweet Jesus! I'm gonna die of pleasure! 

Mindy chuckled. "I stand corrected."

But Michelle wasn't done. With her mouth still free, she exclaimed, "I want him to cum on me, all over me! And IN me! Daddy, I need you to cum IN me! I want you to paint my face! Paint it now! But more than that, I want you to cum in my CUNT! Break my damn hymen! Make me your FULL cunt slave!"

She wrapped her lips around my cockhead and sucked, causing her cheeks to collapse in as she worked up another serious vacuum suck.

I clutched the edge of the counter with a vice-like grip. Things were getting crazy. I was thankful for my PC muscle squeezing trick, because that was the only thing stopping me from shooting off like a fire hose.

Mindy joked, "See what a few compliments will get you around here?"

I tried to talk somewhat normally, though it wasn't easy. "Yeah, I, uh, noticed. The only problem is, uh... I'm up high... and I, um... I can't really play with, with... my daughter's busty goodness."

In fact, now that Michelle had slowed down just a little bit from the "fury" of her initial "attack," I was amazed at how good I was getting at talking (and thinking) in the middle of an all-out blowjob, considering everything. I was even getting pretty good at controlling my breathing. It was true I was breathing pretty hard, but given all she was doing to me I figured I was managing well to be able to string a whole sentence together.

It was important I did, because my words were a kind of hail Mary. I hoped Michelle was listening and she'd rise up to let me play with her great F-cups. If she did, she'd have to stop sucking my cock, giving me at least a chance to delay my climax until after Ruby got here.

Luckily, Michelle took the bait.

In fact, she had been up on one knee to reach my crotch, which didn't seem that comfortable. But she suddenly pulled her mouth off my pole, stood up, and kissed me on the lips. She yanked my shirt up to my armpits and then her hands grabbed my wrists and brought my hands up to her jutting twin peaks. "Daddy, Daddy! Play with my tits! Correction, YOUR tits!"

She didn't say more, because her hot and eager mouth was back on mine a second later. I tried to play with her nipples as we necked, but it was hard, since she was intent on rubbing her jutting torpedoes up and down my bare chest. And though she had to pull her finger out of my ass when she'd stood up, she still used both hands to keep playing with my cock and balls.

What she was doing continued to be very arousing. But it gave my cock just enough of a respite to take me out of the immediate danger zone. I was learning.

I thought, Crap! Shelle's breasts are bigger than most people's HEADS! Jesus, this girl is stacked! And she can suck like a Hoover vacuum! And she's my SLAVE now! My sex slave! Lord have mercy! 

I looked over at my wife. She was happily whistling as she made me a sandwich. You'd never know just by looking at her that I was being sexually "molested" by our daughter just a few feet away. In fact, she seemed to revel in acting like a June Cleaver housewife while remaining fully aware of all the wild sexual acts taking place in the same room.

During a pause for breath between kisses, Michelle said to me, "I wish I could be kissing you AND sucking your cock at the same time. I need two mouths!"

"Second mouth, coming right up!" Mindy came around the counter, ready to join in.

As appealing as that idea was, I was really puzzled by what had happened with the other girls. "Wait! What about our conversation? I have questions."

Just then, the doorbell rang.




Chapter 43



Mindy had just pulled her blouse off, leaving her naked, and she was starting to kneel at my crotch next to Michelle. But she smiled upon hearing the doorbell. "Talk about good timing. That must be Ruby."

She hurried off to answer the front door, clutching her blouse to her chest just in case it was someone other than Ruby.

I was a bit distracted with all the tit play and kissing, but a minute or two later, I heard Mindy's voice growing in volume as she explained to Ruby while they walked through the house towards us, "...so while you and Michelle take turns sucking his cock, I'm gonna explain what happened to those girls. But feel free to chime in. Okay?"

I heard Ruby reply, "Okay. Sounds great! Hey, Daddy!"

Michelle suddenly pulled away from me.

Just as I straightened in place and started to look around, Ruby smothered me in a great big naked hug. Where did her clothes go? I looked over my shoulder and saw a trail of them through the living room.

Grinning from ear to ear, Ruby said, "I understand there's an important 'conversation' I can't miss out on." She made quote marks in the air, since she didn't think any important talking was actually on the agenda.

Michelle joked as she ran her fingers up and down my ass crack, "'Conversation' is the latest slang for 'well-hung horse cock.'" She was slinking her busty body all over my back, since Ruby was occupying my front.

"Ah. Well, let's start 'discussing' this 'conversation' already, then." Ruby gleefully made quote marks twice more.

My erection was standing straight up, pressed against her, pointing towards her belly button. She found that interesting, and started sliding her whole body up and down to stimulate it.

Michelle griped with a sexy moan, "Ruuuubyyyy! It's not fair if you get all the cock. Mom just said we should take turns on it. I heard her. Besides, remember Rule Number Three."

"'Share the cock,'" Ruby accurately quoted the rule. She reluctantly pulled back.

We have a love seat that comfortably seats two located halfway between the kitchen counter area and the dining room table, and Michelle and Ruby led me over to that. They both dropped to their knees and began a dual blowjob while I just sat there.

Man, I can't even begin to explain what an incredible sight it is to see my two buxom and gorgeous daughters naked between my legs, happily slurping their way up and down their respective sides of my erection!

This time, they both kept their arms pinned behind their backs. I didn't quite understand how or why that happened, since I didn't say a word to them about it and they didn't say anything to each other. But I enjoyed how it left four massive, round, and nicely tanned tits all lined up and pressed together.

That was just too tempting for me. I reached out with both hands to fondle all that luscious tit-flesh.

Then Mindy walked up to me, completely naked too. She handed me the PB 'n' B sandwich and then had me scoot over a bit so she could curl up next to me in the love seat.

Nobody had been holding my cock in place while the focus was on my tit fondling, so Mindy took it in hand. "Now, THIS is the way to properly hold a serious family conversation, don't you agree, Honey?"

I could only laugh because I was so absurdly pleased with the situation. The only problem was that I was growing increasingly hungry and there was no way could I eat a sandwich in those conditions.

My wife looked down as she jacked me off. "Just look at them. They're just a couple of horny, incestuous bitches in heat, aren't they? Look at their round naked butts wiggling back and forth as they put their entire bodies into starting their cocksucking efforts."

I couldn't see their butts, since their upper torsos were in the way. But they were listening to Mindy talk, and as soon as she said that both of them adjusted their positions so they were on all fours. Now their butts jutted proudly up in the air. They happily wiggled their asses with extra gusto, knowing I was looking at them there.

Wow! Quite possibly, the only sight more inspiring and arousing than seeing these two vixens sucking my cock while kneeling is seeing them doing the same while on all fours, with their asses wiggling like that. WOW! 

My wife was thinking along similar lines while her fingers slid up and down my shaft. "Have you ever seen a more inspiring sight? I can't stop thinking about sex these days, mainly due to them."

Obviously basking in the attention, the two girls started swaying their asses even more, and doing it in perfect time, no less! Forget cocksucking! They don't even need to touch me to get me to cum, as long as they keep doing that! 

They hadn't been in contact with my cock, but they started flicking their tongues outside their mouths, showing Mindy their eagerness for more oral action. Interestingly, they both struck their tongues out as much as possible at the same time without seeing the other one doing it.

Mindy was absolutely delighted. She kept my cock pointing up and out of range as she told them, "Good girls! Just like pets! Sex pets! But you're hungry for Daddy cock instead of a tasty treat. Actually, Daddy's cock IS your tasty treat. I love how you're willing to totally humiliate yourself, wiggling you sexy bare asses while on all fours, just so you can cram your mouth full with hot cock-meat! Well, come and get it! Show Daddy what obedient and good little sex pets you are!"

With that, she changed the angle of my pole from pointing straight up to pointing straight out.

Both girls lunged forward. I'm sure that if they had been alone some frantic cocksucking would have followed, because they were extremely hot and bothered. But since there were two of them there, they began licking on "their sides" of my cockhead.

Naturally, I found this all very arousing too, especially since they immediately started lapping on my sweet spot together. It was a challenge for me to think, much less talk, but somehow I managed to comment, "Min, it seems to me you're enjoying looking at their firm and fuckable bodies even more than I am!"

"Oh, yes! But that's because you're being distracted by the double tongue action and I'm not. I get to fully focus on and appreciate their centerfold-quality bodies. But kids, slow down on the slurping, okay? We're about to have a serious conversation here and you're getting your father a little too excited. Besides, I don't want to have to talk over all that deliciously slurpy noise. You're making me salivate too much too."

They moaned in frustration, but complied. Ruby began licking my balls instead, leaving most of my shaft to Michelle. That felt almost as good, but it greatly lessened my worry that I'd have to cum soon.

I asked my wife, "Before we get started on my earlier question, I'm curious. I don't mean to boast, but I'm kind of amazed at my stamina lately. For instance, I should have blown my load long before Ruby got here, but I didn't. I realized I've been getting better bit by bit these past couple of years. Min, have you been training me, knowing it would come to this?"

My wife answered in surprisingly straight-forward fashion. Perhaps she was too horny and distracted to get clever and evasive. "Actually, I have. That's exactly it. I knew you were going to need to increase your stamina by leaps and bounds to keep up with these two, given all their talk of worshipping your cock all day long. Not to mention all your other lovers you'd have to satisfy. So I taught you how to improve your PC muscle control and worked with you in subtle ways almost every time we fucked."

She concluded, "And it's paid off! You've exceeded all my expectations with the extreme arousal you can endure. You've managed to steadily increase the number of times you cum every day too. It really is awe inspiring! I know you like to stay modest, but if you're not a total stud and a sexual superman, then nobody is! Even you have to admit how amazing your stamina is lately!"

I thought, That explains a lot of things. Tricked again! But again, how can I complain? Nobody is benefitting more from these tricks and surprises than me. Like what we're doing right here. Gaawwwd! So good! 

I decided to use one of those tricks she'd taught me to help out. I used a breathing exercise and a mental concentration exercise in combination to calm me down some. It worked after a minute or two, allowing me to breathe and talk easier.

I said to Min, "You know, Ruby's ass is right there, practically bumping into your leg. Why not fondle it?"

Mindy got all nervous, which was cute. She tried to pretend she wasn't interested. "Naaaaah. I need to focus here. The girls are still on all fours, which I LOVE. If I don't hold your cock in place, who will?"

"You have two hands."

She looked at her free hand, making a joke of it. "Hmmm. That would seem to be true... How did THAT happen?!"

I laughed. "You've always had two hands."

"Oh, really? Tell me that now. I just wasted 38 years of my life!"

I laughed again. But I tried to stay on track. "Awww, come on. We're all getting to be good multitaskers. You know you want to."

She gazed at Ruby's bubble butt with undisguised longing. "Uh... You don't mind?"

"Why should I mind?"

"Well, they are YOUR sex pets." She was jacking me off a little bit now, sliding her fingers almost up to the girls' tongues on and near my cockhead. As if I wasn't aroused enough already!

I said, "True, but in my book, they're yours as well. After all, you birthed one and had a big hand in raising the other one. You deserve a little fun with their sexy bodies too."

She joked, "I had a big hand? So now you're telling me I have THREE hands?! Where is it? These two hands are rather small."

I laughed, but said, "Don't avoid the question."

She dodged the fact that it was undeniable she'd like to play with them by saying, "That makes me feel weird, you mentioning my giving birth to Michelle and everything."

"Well then, play with Ruby. I want you to. Do it for me." At that, I leaned over and gave her ear a nibble.

She sighed, pretending to be put out by the request, but she was just in denial about her desires. "If you insist." She kept holding my boner and sometimes stroking it with one hand. She used her other hand to explore all over Ruby's back side. Sometimes she even leaned forward to caress Ruby's ass.

Ruby certainly didn't seem to mind, and even wiggled her ass to show she wanted more.

Now that we were all in a good groove and having a great time, I said, "Okay. Let's get back to why the other girls freaked out. I don't get it."

Mindy said, "Finally, Honey, I can explain. Meanwhile, don't forget to eat your sandwich." It remained on a plate against my thigh on the love seat.

I still hadn't touched it, and I remained far too preoccupied with the dual tongue work to think about it now.

She continued, "Now, where were we? Oh yes. I was saying how those other girls worship you. Michelle, I know you and Ruby worship Daddy too, but not in the same way Lisa, Anjali, Nina, and other girls like that worship him. Honey, they've put you on a high pedestal. You're kind of like the local Brad Pitt. They dream of you at night, but if they actually had a chance to come up and talk to you, they'd freak out."

"But that's not true," I protested. "I talk to them all the time. Especially Lisa."

"You do, some," Mindy admitted, while happily sliding her hand right up Ruby's spine. "But have you ever really had a serious conversation with any of them with any depth or meaning to it? It's always like, 'how you doing?' or 'how's things at school?' and that type of thing. Have you ever talked to them about post-modernist theory or the existentialist philosophy of Jean-Paul Sartre?"

I snorted, "I've never even talked about that with YOU! I don't even know what post-modernist theory IS! I doubt they do either."

She smirked. "I'm just pulling your leg." She looked at her hand on my boner and yanked me a little bit. "This is a leg, isn't it?"

Ruby said while licking, "It's just about thick enough to be one! I actually think it's thicker than my ankle!"

Mindy's smirk grew in size. "Astute observation there, Ruby. And by the way, you have an amaaazing back. So sculpted and silky smooth. But Honey, my point is you've never REALLY talked to them about serious stuff. And when you do talk to them at all, they're all giggly and shy and tend to run off before too long. Have you noticed that?"

Puzzled, I could only reply, "Yeah, I guess so."

"That's 'cos you're like Brad Pitt! Or maybe Sean Bean, since you look so much like him. To them, you're this totally unobtainable sex object. I think for them, the idea of actually having sex with you is almost beyond imagining. They want it, but it's scary. It's like if Brad Pitt pulled up in his limo in front of Nina's house, walked up to her door, rang the doorbell, and said, 'Hi, are you Nina? I'm here to fuck you.' She'd probably faint dead away. She wouldn't know what to do. She'd freak! She'd bolt! She'd tremble in fear at the very least."

I sighed heavily.

My wife asked, "What's wrong? Don't think that-"

I interrupted, "No, sorry. That was just a happy sigh from all the tongue work down below. I mean, I can't believe we're actually attempting to have a serious conversation while those two are doing THAT!" I pointed to our two girls in amazement.

Michelle had about half of my cockhead in her mouth and was suckling on it like it was a rapidly melting Popsicle. Meanwhile, Ruby was making long licks from the base of my shaft all the way up to Michelle's lips, and then all the way back down again. She had to be careful to avoid Mindy's slowly sliding fingers as she did that.

My wife looked back at me, mildly annoyed at my words and at the fact that I was distracting her from leaning forward and caressing Ruby's ass some more. "Hubby, get used to it. As far as I'm concerned, we're going to be doing this a lot from now on. Is this not a superior way to hold a conversation? What do you think, girls? Are you in favor?"

"Totally!" both girls said at once. But the discussion wasn't holding much of their attention. As her tongue lapped its way around my cockhead, Michelle added, "Ruby, check it out. Every now and then, Daddy's letting out these little squirts of cum. Not pre-cum, but the real thing!"

"Oooh! Cool! So yummy!" Ruby licked her way up my dick until her tongue was on my cockhead too. "Let me try!"

Michelle conceded, "Well, okay, but only for a minute." Michelle licked her way down my shaft, while Ruby tried the same suckling technique Michelle had been using, to see if more real cum would squirt out short of an actual ejaculation.

Mindy was getting a great chance to perfect her smirk. "Having fun yet?" she asked me gleefully. "Ready to keep talking?"

I panted, "This is... This is nuts!" I was trying to convey the idea that expecting me to be coherent in the face of such extreme pleasure was insane.

But Mindy merely watched Michelle lick her way down until she reached my balls. Then she quipped, "No, those are nuts."

I groaned and shook a fist at her like an outsmarted Colonel Klink from Hogan's Heroes.

That put a big smile on her face as she leaned forward to Ruby's ass again and resumed explaining. "Anyway, so when those girls saw you out there having your way with Cindy's breasts, I think the idea of having sex with you suddenly became very real, rather than just imaginary for them. There you were, actually being demonstrably intimate with a woman other than your wife and having your way with her, and it freaking scared them. I'm not quite sure WHY it scared them so much, but it did. They were seriously spooked. They ate their lunches like it was a speed-eating contest and then they fled. There's no other way to describe it. I wanted to talk to at least one of them to pick their brains as to what just happened, but they were GONE."

All the time she was talking, Mindy was getting more and more acquainted with Ruby's ass. I had to take over the job of holding my cock in place, because she had brought two hands down there. She was even exploring Ruby's ass crack some. I think she was thinking that both Ruby and I were too preoccupied with the dual blowjob and conversation to really notice what she was doing, but I was noticing, at least. (And I'm sure Ruby was too, if the sensuous circular motion of her backside was any indication.)

Michelle stopped her licking temporarily and lifted her head up to join the discussion. "Mom, I think you're forgetting something. The sheer size of Daddy's cock! Especially his thickness!"

"How do you figure?" my wife asked.

"His bathing suit left nothing to the imagination. They got a good long look at his size, not just in a picture or video screen or something like that, but the real flesh and blood thing from up close. Especially when he did his sexy striptease. So not only were they thinking that sex with him could really happen, they were contemplating sex with a baseball bat of a cock! That would spook anybody. It takes time to cope with his size, especially the girth."

"Aaaah, I see now," Mindy said. "So there you go, Honey. Mystery solved."

Michelle started to lean back in towards my erection. But she changed her mind and said, "Hold on." Then she whispered something in Ruby's ear, and Ruby whispered something back. The two of them readjusted themselves, sitting back up on their heels and trapping my erection between their racks.

That allowed me to let go of it, because I realized with a start that they were preparing to give me a dual titfuck! I didn't even know such a thing was possible. I wasn't plunging through their cleavage, but I had Ruby's left tit on one side of my erection and Michelle's right tit on my other side. My dick was so soaked with cum and saliva that it slid around easily as they went up and down on it like wooden horses in a merry-go-round.

In fact, my cock slid far too easily. I was gonna cum if they didn't watch out!

Mindy sat back and clapped her hands. "Oh! How precious!"

Michelle licked her lips clean of my earlier spend and said, "How do you like this, Daddy? Ruby and I have wanted to do this, like, forever! I remember when we were both about fifteen and our tits really started to grow big. We'd practice rubbing our racks together, imagining your fat cock was trapped between us."

"And now it really IS!" Ruby exclaimed excitedly.

"I KNOW!" Michelle replied to her, just as giddily. "Doesn't it make you feel all enslaved?"

"Oh, TOTALLY! It's like our tits were just made to serve Daddy dick! That's why God made 'em so big, so we could do things like this!"

Her nearest boob was all slicked up now, and it glided easily against my pole and Michelle's similarly slicked up orb.

I grunted loudly and leaned forward like I was trying hard not to pee.

I guess I was panting so heavily that it looked like I was on the verge of hyperventilating, because Mindy commented, "Girls, look at my poor hubby. You're getting him far too excited. Can you give him a little break?"

"Oopsies!" Michelle said for them both. "Sorry, Daddy. It's just that this is all so exciting and fun! ... Come on, Ruby, let's just hold still for a minute."

"I can't!" Ruby panted. "I'm too HOT and HORNY!" She turned her head and kissed Michelle on the lips.

Naturally, Michelle eagerly kissed back.

At least they slowed their mutual tit sliding while they necked for a minute or so.

One might think I would have gotten my "little break" then, but no! Mindy decided to reach in between the two girls and grasp my shaft, which caused her arm and fist to be completely enveloped in tit-flesh. She stroked my shaft lightly, making her arm to slide up and down between the girls' opposite tits. She asked me, "Okay, are you having fun NOW?"

I just panted and strained in a desperate attempt to delay orgasm. I thanked my lucky stars for Mindy "training" me in recent years to increase my stamina.

Mindy chuckled. Apparently she found my situation amusing. She pulled her hand off my rod. Her well-oiled palm and fingers slid briefly across Michelle's tit as she withdrew her hand from between the girls. She leaned forward yet again and went back to fondling Ruby's ass.

I almost came right there! But, thank the Lord, when my daughters ended their kiss, they really did give me a break. They didn't stop the titfuck altogether, but they slowed down just enough to keep me from spurting my load all over their faces.

Michelle said to me, "Sorry we got a bit carried away there. I switched to the double titfuck so I could talk freely, without all that thick man meat fucking its way down my throat, but doing it for the first time was just too cool for school!" (Never mind that my "thick man meat" wasn't fucking its way down her throat; it sure as hell sounded arousing!)

She continued, "Mom, I've been thinking some more about how my friends freaked out, and I have a few more things to add. Those girls, all three of them, they're sissies and scaredy cats! They're all talk and no action. You're right that they've seen Daddy as some kind of unreachable sex object. I've been trying to hype him up to my friends for years, but ironically I think I did far too good of a job. I've made it seem like once Dan fucks you, you're ruined for all other men."

"Which is true," Ruby said insistently and apparently sincerely.

"Indeed!" Michelle agreed. "But still, that's daunting." She looked up into my eyes with her usual smoldering stare. "And when they saw you fucking Cindy, you know what they thought? 'Hey, why is Mindy allowing that?!' I know, because that's exactly what they were asking me as they watched. I didn't really know what to say or what I was supposed to say, so I kind of dodged the issue."

I was still having a hard time talking, given all the lusty pleasure enveloping me. It was weird watching both Michelle and Ruby swaying their upper bodies back and forth in perfect time with each other, jacking me off with their tits that way. Plus, Mindy was fondling Ruby's ass practically non-stop.

But despite all the distractions, I had to protest, "Hey! I wasn't fucking Cindy. Not even close. I was just putting suntan lotion on her breasts."

Michelle replied, "Yeah, but she was YOURS, Daddy. Mentally, she was getting fucked and OWNED! I don't know how she feels now; she's probably pulled back a bit, but at that moment she was ready and willing to spread her legs for you. Us girls were clear on the other side of the pool, but her eagerness was obvious. We were too far away to hear words, but we heard the TONE, and every word she said was like, 'Fuck me, Dan! Fuck me, Dan! Fuck me!' It really scared them. It even kind of scared me, if only a little."

"Scared?" I asked quizzically. "I don't get that AT ALL."

Michelle explained, "It's kind of scary how you took Cindy, this beautiful, mature, independent-minded woman, and turned her into your next cock slave with merely a few minutes of tit play."

"I didn't actually turn her into a-" I started to say.

But she verbally rolled over me, ignoring my words. "Another girl watching that has to think, 'Oh my God, that could happen to me too! I could lose my free will entirely! If I don't watch out, I'm gonna wind up spending all my days naked and on my knees, pleasuring Dan's cock with his other cock slaves!'"

She looked around as if she'd just realized where she was, and especially looked down at my erection and the way it was trapped between her and Ruby. Those sides of their tits rubbing tightly against it were soaked with pre-cum by now.

She pretended shock. "Ohmigod! It's happened to me! I AM there already! Looks like I lost my free will and I really AM a total slave to my Daddy's thick cock! My very special daddy who I love so much. I guess there's nothing for me to do about it but get fucked in every hole and love it!"

Mindy groaned as she ran one hand across my chest while keeping the other moving all over Ruby's back. "Michelle, that's really HOT! I love it!"

My wife had lost the rest of her clothes at some point when I wasn't paying attention, and I could see her pussy was wet and steamy.

Ruby said, "If I can chime in here for a minute, Dan, I think we can't overestimate the issue of size. You've got to realize that Michelle and I have been raving about your cock for at least two years straight by now. You may not be porn star long, but God DAMN you're porn star THICK! I can barely get my lips around it. That's SCARY! Especially for a young girl. Imagine you're a girl and think about trying to fit something THAT BIG in your pussy or mouth. Try cramming five unpeeled bananas in there at once."

I protested, "Five bananas?! Come on!" That reminded me of my PB 'n' B sandwich, which was still uneaten. My hunger was steadily increasing, but my sexual hunger was taking priority.

"Okay, maybe not five. It FEELS like five though. You get the point. I mean, think about it. It's like what Michelle said about how they had to be freaking out from seeing your cock in your tight swimsuit so clearly. It looked like you had a cucumber in there, a LARGE cucumber! All that girls my age know about, through first- or second-hand experience, are the puny little pencil dicks the smelly boys in school have."

I had to set the record straight on that. All this talk about my penis size was getting out of hand. "You know, I don't think cocks get much bigger, if at all, after about eighteen."

"Really? Whatever. I still think no mere boy has anything close to your magnificent slab of fuck-meat here." She stared at it poking up between her and Michelle, and licked her lips hungrily. "If it weren't for all the practice sessions with the rubber cast practice dildo, so I could get used to your size at my own pace, I think I would have been totally freaked out by you too. And don't even get me started on thinking about anal sex!" Ruby gave me an exaggerated look, as though she were about to faint.

Despite Ruby's "don't get me started" comment, her arousal level immediately shot up at the thought of anal sex. I could see the twinkle of excitement in her eyes. Her ass gyrated more strongly against Mindy's hand, her head leaned closer to my erection, and clearly she wanted to do something more with it. But she and Michelle were in a delightful and steady dual-titfuck rhythm, and she didn't want to interrupt that.

She continued, "Just the thought of fitting that fucking huge monster baseball bat of yours all the way into my tiny little poop hole REALLY freaks even me out... even now!"

She looked at me shyly and then quickly glanced down, as if ashamed to even admit that she was in any way afraid of me, rather than totally committed and gung-ho, on anything I might want to sexually do with her.

"Which is so weird," she rushed on, as if hurrying to get the words out while she still had the courage to say them, "because I still so TOTALLY want you to fuck me there anyway! Daddy, I don't wanna have to settle for anything less than this magnificent fat fucker of yours in EVERY hole, because a good cock slave must give all of herself for her master. But it's still kinda scary to think about how I'm ever going to be able to fit all of you inside me, down there, in my tight pussy! I still have my hymen! And then I think about you fucking my ass! Gaawwwd, I get so hot!"

She glanced guiltily over at the other two naked ladies. "So yeah... um, Michelle? I think we definitely oversold Dan the Man."

Ruby's gaze likewise drew my eyes towards my wife and daughter to see their reactions. I saw that Mindy was silently nodding, as if in understanding, as she reached out to stroke Ruby's hair, to comfort her.

But as I watched, it dawned on me that although she was hiding it better than Ruby, Mindy was possibly just as nervous about the prospect of having anal sex with me as Ruby was. She was trying to comfort Ruby as a way to cover up her own suppressed misgivings about what it would be like, for her to surrender her ass to me. Considering the fact that Mindy had (so far at least) been the most up-front and blatant about the whole anal sex issue, I found it somewhat revealing that she wasn't necessarily as fearless about it as she'd led me to believe with all her lusty talk and less-than-subtle urgings.

That still left Michelle. When I looked down at her, I saw her head turn away quickly (the movement of her long hair betrayed her there) as if to avoid meeting my gaze. Puzzled by this, I noticed that she seemed to be slightly fidgety. Even though she and Ruby were on their knees, titfucking me between them, it was Michelle who seemed to be rocking ever so slightly on her knees as she shifted her weight from left to right and back again.

It took me only a moment longer to realize Michelle was in fact gently rubbing her inner thighs together, while rocking her hips in a motion that could only be described as horny. Holy shit! That means she isn't mainly scared by the thought of taking my... my... King... in her, um... there. Instead of getting nervous, it's making her even more aroused just by thinking about doing it! 

Then I remembered Michelle's low key, no pressure, subtle questioning of me days ago, in which she'd been probing me to find out my attitudes and feelings about anal sex in the broadest possible terms. She'd been very careful not to overstep the boundaries I'd had in place at the time, but she'd also managed to leave the impression with me that she was not only "interested" in having anal sex, but contrary to what would seem to be the conventional wisdom (for a virgin!), she was of the opinion that larger penises were to be savored and enjoyed to the fullest by a woman, rather than something to fear or shy away from.

Now it was MY turn to almost feel afraid! After all, I was still an anal sex virgin too.

Mindy, though, cut into my thoughts, saying, "I think his horse cock is part of it, but not the main thing. I've been so blind. I've been so carried away on waves of pure lust that I haven't been thinking. I didn't stop to consider how the other girls would react to seeing Dan's hands fucking Cindy's tits."

I shot my wife a disbelieving look. "Hands don't fuck tits," I gasped out, as my arousal level grew and grew.

Mindy smirked. "Yours do."

The dual titfuck had broken up, but my erection was far from being neglected. Michelle was licking her way around my cockhead again. It seemed she never got tired of doing that. It was driving me wild, much more than what Ruby was doing to my balls, and I couldn't think at all anymore. I cut in. "Hey, things are too crazy. Too arousing! I seriously can't think. Can everyone just cut out all the licking and fondling for a little while?"

Without even seeing the others faces first, all three of them replied at once: "NO!" Then they burst into laughter. But they did take it easier on me with their licking after that.

With Mindy caressing Ruby's ass with one hand and holding my cock in place again with her other hand, she continued, "I think the more important point is that Dan is an appealing local sex symbol because he's unobtainable. He's happily married. He's taken. It's like that Brad Pitt example. The girl with the crush on him never expects to see his limo pull up to her house. Not only that, but Dan's thought of as a good and moral guy. He'd never cheat on me, unless he wants me to saw his dick off with a rusty old blade, hint hint, and that makes him even safer and more appealing to fantasize about."

I thought Mindy's cheating comment was odd. Here, on the one hand, my wife was basically trying to build up a harem for me. Two of our daughters were lovingly slathering my cock and balls with their tongues, even as we talked! But on the other hand, she still had a big problem with me cheating. However, upon further reflection it made some sense to me, because if I were in her shoes I wouldn't be as upset about the physical act as I would be about the lying and sneaking around. It's a trust issue, most of all.

I made a mental note that I still didn't have complete carte blanche. Frankly, I was glad about that.

Mindy continued, "But then... they saw Dan playing with Cindy, with my obvious approval, and suddenly the possibility that they might wind up having sex with Dan became very, very real. Michelle, how did you try to explain that to them?"

My blonde daughter replied, "I tried to just stick with the idea that he was merely putting suntan lotion on Cindy. But obviously they weren't buying it because they could see what was happening with their own eyes. Plus, they also saw the way Ruby was plastering her naked body all over him earlier. And since they were all topless too, I think they were all thinking, 'What if I'm next? What if Dan wants to help ME with applying some lotion on MY big tits?' I was thinking they'd be all, 'Yeah! My turn next!' And then I was hoping they WOULD be next. But instead they were all just a bunch of scaredy chickens! Frankly, I think they were so freaked out that they would have put their bikini tops back on in a New York minute if I hadn't safely confiscated them already."

Despite everything, including the sweat pouring down my face and my pounding heart, I laughed heartily. "You did what?"

"I gave them back as they left. Sheesh!" She paused, and nibbled on my cockhead like it was a lollipop.

We all waited for her to continue, as it seemed like she had more to say, but for the moment she seemed more interested poking the end of her tongue in my piss hole.

Eventually, Ruby had to interrupt her own licking to give her sister a nudge.

Finally, Michelle went on, "You know, I've kind of made Lisa my project lately. I've been working on her for weeks, trying to warm her up to the idea of making a move on you. But it seems the more I pushed, the less she liked it. Even though she talked and talked and talked about how she wanted to suck your big fat cock every single day, it was all just... talk! Bah! She's a pussy in the worst sense of the world. If only she knew what she was missing."

As if to emphasize her point, Michelle's head swiftly descended and the next thing I knew I could feel the entire head of my cock in her mouth. Her tongue lovingly circled my sensitive glans.

Mindy said as she casually fingered her pussy lips, "Michelle, I've noticed that you're getting better at that. You swallowed his whole cockhead without much struggle this time."

After about half a minute, Michelle had to pull off again to explain. "Yeah! I'm totally psyched. All that practice on that Dan-sized dildo totally helped, but I've also realized that it's just a matter of going for it. You can't be scared that it's not gonna fit. It's like jumping into water from a great height. You just do it!" She dove right back down, demonstrating her ability to swallow my cockhead in one go yet again.

"Well, Michelle," I said, "Don't be too hard on your friends."

"Of coursth nod Daddy," she answered with her mouth full of cock. "Beeeng HADD on theh ish YOUR johhbb!" With that said, she started bobbing on my shaft in earnest.

I replied, "Ha, ha. What I mean is, try to be understanding. I, for one, know how ha-, er, difficult it is to get over sexual inhibitions. For example, even though I am totally sold on the idea of sex with Cindy now, I'm finding it hard to mentally switch gears there. For such a long time I kept her firmly in the 'try not to look and definitely do not touch' category."

"Mmmm," hummed Ruby, "I'm finding it hard too, Daddy - and long and firm!"

"I can help you there, Daddy," Michelle added, after lifting her lips off my cockhead again. "To switch gears, you just need to get the shaft into the right slot, firmly grasp the stick, and then... POP the clutch!" At that, she swallowed my cockhead again with a loud popping sound.

As Ruby licked and fondled my balls, she said, "Can I just comment here how great it is that we can hold conversations like this? Talk about using a 'spoonful of sugar to help the medicine go down' and all that!"

Mindy cut in, singing, "The hills are alive, with the sound of slurping."

We all laughed, but Ruby pointed out, "Hey, wrong musical. My song is from 'Mary Poppins,' but yours is from 'The Sound of Music.'"

Mindy rolled her eyes, but let her continue. The movies of both musicals starred Julie Andrews, so it was easy to get them confused.

Ruby went on enthusiastically, "This is great! All four of us are totally stark naked, and yet we're getting things done. Well, not counting getting Daddy to cum. He's being impossible about that, as usual." She huffed in mock-distress. "It looks like Michelle and I are gonna have to play with his cock for hours, just to get one load!"

One of Ruby's hands was still playing with my balls, and her other hand was sliding back and forth on the lower part of my erection, while Michelle's lips were sliding up and down on the top, and Mindy still found room to hold it too. But apparently that wasn't enough for Ruby, and she managed to bring her tongue in on the action some more.

Still thinking musicals, Mindy asked Ruby playfully, "So, do you think that playing with Daddy's cock is one of your favorite things?"

That clearly inspired Ruby. She held up her hand as she licked her way around the base of my shaft, indicating we need to wait and let her speak. Finally, she pulled away from my crotch and sang:

"Daddy, and Moms who let Daddies play freely

Big tits and hands that explore touchy-feely

Sharing with Shelle as we pleasure the King

These are a few of my favorite things."

The rest of us clapped and laughed. Ruby certainly had a way with song lyrics, as I'd seen with her "Born to Be Tied" song parody already.

She bowed up and down a bit, but it was mostly just an excuse to set her tits wobbling as she remained kneeling next to a cocksucking Michelle. She took one of my hands and brought it to her heaving tits. "Daddy, do you like big tits and exploring them all touchy-feely?"

Oh God! How is it that I haven't climaxed already? I honestly don't understand. 

Mindy looked lustily at the way Ruby was leading my hand all over her hefty melons. But she had a minor coughing fit, trying to resume the main discussion. "Aaaaaaanyway, back to the topic at hand. I suppose that's for the best. Ruby, I don't know if you've heard yet, but even before all that went down, Dan told me that he had no interest in those other girls. He just wants to fuck you, Michelle, me, Sue Ellen, and Cindy. That's it."

Ruby protested, "Just five?! FIVE?! But Daddy, you can do so much better!"

I snorted loudly at how ridiculous that was. If I had been able to talk freely, I would have pointed out how ridiculously huge five was when it came to probably permanent sex partners for one man!

I was too out of it just trying not to cum, and my hand on her fulsome globes wasn't doing much on its own. So Michelle bent back down and resumed doing wonderful things with her lips and tongue on my nuts.

I was at the edge of a great climax and about to go over, and I could tell there would be no holding it back this time. I gasped out, "Don't want them! Want you! ... Don't love them! ... Love you! You... beautiful! ... All I want!"

Okay, so it wasn't the kind of flowery and expressive compliments I'd given Michelle earlier, let alone the sort of thing that would ever pass muster in one of my novels, but at that moment I was doing good to even be that coherent.

Ruby seemed to love it, though. She gently but firmly pushed Michelle's lips off me and then stuffed my erection in her cleavage. Then, straining forward, she swallowed most of my cockhead and managed a great simultaneous blowjob and titfuck!

To my surprise, Michelle sat back and let Ruby do that. But it was only fair, since Michelle had been monopolizing the top of my pole almost the entire time.

After all the stimulation I'd endured up until that point, I couldn't hold out any longer. Ruby hadn't been doing her tit-mouth combo effort for even a minute when I shot my wad into the back of her throat.

The breathless silence that reigned as I pumped my seed into Ruby would have been funny if I'd been able to hear it over the roar of blood rushing through my ears. My balls seemed to turn themselves inside out to feed my redheaded daughter's desperate attempt to slake her endless thirst for my cum.

Michelle complained, "No fair! I did more of the work. That should have been mine! At the very least we should have shared it with a spermy cum bath over both our faces!"

Mindy chided, "Darling, what's Cock Slave Rule Number Two?"

Michelle admitted reluctantly, "'No jealousy.'"

"That's right. And don't forget it."

My passionate blonde daughter nodded her head. "Sorry. Ruby, I take it back. It's just that when he cums down your throat like that, there's no cum to play with and share afterwards."

Ruby said, "That's a good point. We should try for more facials and pearl necklaces when we're together. I love licking his cum off your silky skin."

"Me too! And snowballing his cum from mouth to mouth is even better."

Ruby brightened. "Oooh! I still do have a little bit of cum in my mouth. I've been savoring the flavor."

"Oooh! Please?!"

The two insatiable vixens shared a long, cummy French kiss.

Mindy had been cuddling up to me all the while, and more or less let me be until I'd recovered from my exquisite climax. But once I got my breath back, she draped herself across me and French kissed me for a while.

Meanwhile, Ruby and Michelle began "cleaning" my flaccid penis with their tongues. They were at it for so long that it was fairly amazing that I didn't get hard again. But I just didn't have anything left to give down there for a while. It seems they'd completely tapped me dry.

I had kept my eyes open long enough to witness their snowball kiss. But my body was crashing hard, so I closed my eyes and went into a restful mode. However, I figured I could learn important things from what they said to each other, so I stayed alert enough to pay attention to their discussion.

Sure enough, the others went back to talking, although the Gruesome Twosome never seemed to tire of playing with my pork and balls, despite my continuing flaccid state.

Ruby commented, "I'm kind of bummed. Only five lovers for Daddy."

Michelle pointed out with obvious mixed feelings, "Well, that's more of the King for us. Five is a decent number, if you think about it, especially if Cindy and Sue Ellen become full cock slaves."

"That's true," Ruby replied. "But Daddy should fuck others from time to time. Variety IS the spice of life. I've been so looking forward to have him pork all my friends. I want everyone to know what a great lover he is."

Michelle said, "I hear you, sister. I think the friends I've stayed closest to are the ones I want to see Daddy fuck the most, and the ones who have shown the most interest in getting fucked by him. But, if we try to put a positive spin on this, we don't want him to spread himself TOO thin. What if he was actively fucking ALL our sexiest friends? Nina, Lisa, AND Anjali. Then you've gotta figure on others before long, like Jane Corlin and you-know-who. That means a LOT less of the King for you and me!"

I was very curious who they meant by "you-know-who," but I didn't want to interrupt them. They obviously were mindful that I was listening, as the self-censoring with "you-know-who" indicated, but hopefully they weren't thinking about me much, allowing me to see how they really felt about this topic.

"That's not how I see it," Ruby replied. "You know that 95-plus percent of the time, when the King 'enters the building,' if you know what I mean, that he's gonna be hanging out at home, poking his way inside me, you, Mom, or maybe Cindy or Sue Ellen. We're not gonna stand for anything less."

"That's true," Michelle agreed. "We definitely would have to kick his ass if he started to ignore us with other girls. But I've got the goods. I wouldn't worry anyway." She shook her twin torpedoes proudly.

Mindy cut in. "Hey, girls, it's his decision. Could you not manipulate him for once?"

I found it interesting how the three of them were going on about me like I was somewhere else, even as they continued to play with my genitals.

I also thought it was somewhat amusing that Mindy was the one to make that complaint, since she'd been fairly sneaky and manipulative lately. It would have bothered me more except that I was benefitting to an outrageously great degree. I opened my eyes to narrow slits so I could see as well as hear them.

Michelle patted Ruby on the back with a sticky hand. "It'll be okay. Besides, you'll still get to share him with your mom. Cindy is a total hottie! She'll fit right in. She'll be even more like your older sister than before. The two of you will bond even closer than before, united in love of serving Daddy cock."

"That's true," Ruby replied.

"Think how much fun that'll be, all the endless hours of dual and even triple blowjobs and titfucks with her."

"A TRIPLE titfuck?" Ruby asked. "Is that even possible?"

"I don't know," Michelle admitted, "but I wanna find out! Mom, you wanna join us with that?"

Mindy smiled benignly. "Sure. But obviously not right now." She nodded towards the flaccid condition of my extremely satisfied and satiated penis.

Michelle smiled at that, and continued, "But anyway, I think five cock slaves is a good number. It's big enough for some nice Daddy-centric orgies, but small enough so that all of us can have plenty of one-on-one time. I mean, the fact is, we're all pretty demanding and have high sex drives."

"That's true," Ruby ruefully agreed. "I'm not really THAT broken up about it. If Lisa and the others are too chicken to reach for the biggest, thickest cock they'll ever see in the flesh and grab it with both hands and stroke when it was in their reach... I'm sorry, but that's their fucking loss. And I LOVE the idea of all that one-on-one or two-on-one time."

She went back to languidly fondling my balls. I had to admit that it felt damn great, even though my penis wasn't erect. The whole area was very sensitive, and she took advantage of that fact.

Michelle added, "Not to mention three-on-one time, or even four-on-one time. Or FIVE-on-one time!"

Ruby whistled in appreciation. "Wow! Five-on-one? That's HOT! Just think of Daddy's cock covered in wiggling tongues, like a writhing pit of snakes. And so many stroking fingers! We'd be able to do so much! We could arouse every single erogenous zone, all at once!"

"I know! I know!" Michelle was getting worked up.

Ruby said, "I can't wait for you to meet Sue Ellen. She's so cool. She gets it, you know? I mean, think about how long it took us to slowly evolve into our cock slave mindset. But with her, it was like, BAM! Like flipping a switch! She's fully accepted that Daddy is her one true master. It's already an indisputable fact in her mind!"

"So cool!" Michelle enthused. "That proves the righteousness of our lifestyle. I like her already!"

Mindy spoke up. "Girls, if I could interrupt. Before you change the topic, I know our hunky super stud here has been listening all along. Honey, what do YOU think about all this?"

I opened my eyes all the way. "I think I'm in danger of getting a massive ego. It's nuts the way you talk about me, like it's possible I could fuck a dozen or more women at once. There are practical and realistic limits here, people. Limits. I'm having a hard time dealing with the way you girls are running around calling yourselves my sex toys and cock slaves these past few days. Heck, even Mindy's treating me like royalty lately."

My wife mussed up my hair playfully. "What do you mean? I always treat you like royalty." She chuckled.

I grinned. "I have to keep reminding myself that I'm just a really, really lucky guy. And despite all the sex talk around here, I'm not some kind of 'hunky super stud.' Honestly. I'm just a normal guy who has a great wife and a couple of very sexual daughters who seem obsessed with my cock. I actually feel better like that. I just want to be a nice, normal guy. I'm having a hard time dealing with all the sudden praise and attention."

Michelle bitched, "Ruby, did you hear that? He said we 'seem obsessed' with his cock? Geez, what do we have to do to show him we actually ARE obsessed? GRRR!"

"Really!" Then Ruby said to me, "I know I haven't really been an official part of this family, at least not until very recently, but I've probably spent more than a hundred times as much time talking to you than all the rest of Michelle's and my friends combined, in the last year alone. Daddy, I know what a basically nice guy you are. So even if you go into one of your KING DONG modes and relentlessly use and abuse my pussy like I'm your personal cum dump, even that'll be okay, 'cause I know you're a really great guy, deep down inside, who isn't going to hurt me. I love you, and you love me."

She smiled up at me. Her love shined in her face.

"There's really no need to fear my penis," I pointed out. "You know, that supposed KING DONG incident only happened once."

"So far," Ruby replied, her eyes lighting up with excitement. "So far. I imagine KING DONG will be raping all of us on a regular basis before long, although technically you can't rape the willing."

She shivered lustily and briefly stared off into space, obviously thinking about me getting very sexually aggressive with her.

Then she looked back to me and said, "Anyway, don't let those scaredy cat girls get you down. I don't think I would have ever had the courage to seduce you all on my own either. The age factor is scary too, and you're married. Married! And to a totally great wife too. Luckily for me, Michelle was so determined from day one that we should become your sex toys that I started to hope, and then fully believe. You've gotta credit her for everything, really. I mean, if it weren't for her, I wouldn't be here with my nose in your pubic hair."

Technically, her nose wasn't in my pubic hair at that moment, but her hands were still caressing my balls.

I looked down at Michelle, still busy "cleaning" my dick. She was even poking my anus a little bit, which was a challenge for her since I was sitting down. But she'd snaked an arm between my legs and apparently didn't mind me sitting on her hand and wrist.

Michelle said, "I know what you're thinking. 'Why wasn't I afraid?' I was, at times. I tried to put on a brave front for Ruby's benefit, but sometimes I was very afraid. Afraid that I would alienate you, or ruin your great marriage. That you would hate me, and Mom would hate me. That you would say no! But my love and desires for you were so great that it carried me through."

She looked up at me and beamed joyously.

In that instant, I fully felt my daughter's love for me. This is what made the sex between us so irresistible, because the love between us was so strong.

I felt tired. It seemed our collective energy level had crashed. That was fine with me, though. One can only take so much pleasure in a single day. But I certainly was discovering just how much pleasure that was.




Chapter 44



Mindy, Michelle, and Ruby seemed content to cuddle with me on the sofa all day long. And believe me, I loved having three naked bombshells lazily sprawled all over and around me. But I felt the need to do some work at some point, and besides, my penis was long past responding to their occasional fondling "inspections."

I went to my upstairs den to get back to my novel. It seemed the day was flying by, and I wanted to work on what I was calling my "swashbuckler" novel. I do tend to work on more than one novel at once, but the main one I'd been focusing on in recent weeks was mostly an ocean adventure set in the Middle Ages. True, I had done some research for my popular Roman Empire series, but I hadn't touched the "swashbuckler" novel in many days, and I was in danger of losing the plot altogether if I stayed away from it too long.

I was almost positive that I wouldn't be able to concentrate, given everything that had happened to me lately, but I was pleasantly surprised. I sat down in front of the computer and the words started flowing as fast as they ever have come off my fingers.

I suppose my mind was eager for a break from all the excitement around the house, and it felt good to do something else for a change. But also I was still riding a wave of lust, as I had been for days now, and I was channeling that energy into my writing.

After a little while, I stopped to consider what I'd written, which had veered off the pre-planned plot. I wasn't too surprised to see that the writing was now startlingly erotic. My stories always involve "everyman" action heroes swept up into exciting adventures on the seas and in faraway lands, and that was still the case with this book, except it seemed that everywhere the hero of this book turned, there were insanely gorgeous women throwing themselves at him.

Gee, I wonder where I came up with the inspiration for that! 

This was supposed to be a rollicking ocean adventure of a plucky English sailor named John lost far from home who tries to get himself and him crew back to England against all odds. But our hero John and his crew had found themselves in the prison of a Persian Gulf kingdom. Only John had managed to escape, but he couldn't leave town without his crew and he couldn't figure out how to rescue them. Luckily, he spoke the local language (due to previous adventures) and managed to blend in.

Through more adventures, he got involved in trying to rescue a princess in distress named Roxanna who was trapped in the sultan's harem. Due to a series of yet more thrilling adventures, nobody knew Roxanna was a kidnapped princess but John. He was still trying to rescue her, but he'd become a little... shall we say, distracted, from successfully rescuing her or his imprisoned crew.

In the chapter I was working on, the gorgeous and busty princess Roxanna was being forced to learn the sexual arts of a harem girl. In fact, her life depended on it, because she had to convince everyone around her that she was just a harem girl taken in a raid from another harem and not the daughter of the king of the rival, neighboring kingdom that she really was. As a result, John was mainly "helping" Roxanna by fucking her with surprising frequency. They had been falling madly in love with each other, especially since he'd taken all her virginities. She seemed much more interested in having him sexually train her than actually getting rescued any time soon

However, some of the other harem girls had discovered him sneaking in or out of the harem. Each time this happened, he had to seduce that girl too in order to ensure her silence. These other girls had been chosen for their sexual talent and enthusiasm, but the sultan had such a large harem of dozens of dozens of raving beauties that any given girl hardly had any sex at all. As a result, they were ravenously hungry for a man like John. He was in a real "fix."

Gee, I wonder where I got the inspiration for that kind of situation? I even have to admit that Roxanna bore a lot of striking similarities to Michelle, including having enormous jutting breasts, an insatiable sex drive, and a very spoiled and willful disposition. However, I did have to make her brown-eyed and raven-haired to fit with her Middle Eastern ethnicity.

I could see the book reviews coming in already: "Daniel Cooper's latest adventure novel is surprisingly erotic, if not outright crossing the line into straight-up pornography..." Still, I knew it would sell very well, as long as I could tone it down just enough to keep it in stores. That was one thing editors were for. After all, my readership wasn't exactly highbrow to begin with. My reputation to any literary pretensions would take a hit, but hell, sales would probably double from my last book.

Besides, I was digging it. I can churn out truckloads of this kind of stuff as long as my sex life remains at least remotely as interesting as it is now. Christ Almighty! Hanging out with Mindy and the Gruesome Twosome, all of us naked and two of them titfucking me at the same time? How could I not feel inspired?! 

I was still happily typing away when Mindy yelled up and told me there was a phone call for me. (I hadn't noticed the phone ring, as I turn off the ringer in my office when I'm working.) I picked up the receiver next to me. "Hello?"

It was Sue Ellen on the other line. "Dan? Sir? Please help me!"

"What is it?"

"It's Mike. He's not taking to the breakup very well. I'm here working my usual shift at Mama Mia's that started at three. He just showed up expecting to take me home. I'm afraid! Can you please help?"

"Sure. I'll get over there right away."

She whispered, "I told him about you. I don't think he's gonna be happy to see you. He'll probably try to beat you up! And he's a big guy!"

"Don't worry, you're my responsibility now."

"God! That makes me so HOT, Sir! Please, hurry!"

Going downstairs, I quickly explained the situation to Mindy, Michelle, and Ruby. They all wanted to come to support me, but I managed to shake them off except for Mindy. She was absolutely adamant that she go with me, stating, "You're my husband and my man. I'm gonna support you, no matter what. The only way you'll stop me from going is if you physically manhandle me and tie me down!"

At that, Michelle and Ruby got all excited and both announced that they needed a lot of manhandling and tying down too. Both began to take their tops off.

But there was no time to play around or even joke around. Mindy and I got in the car and left immediately.

I was glad Mindy was there for me because, frankly, I was a little frightened. As the song goes, "I'm a lover, not a fighter." I'm muscular enough and probably look tough, as I'm supposed to have "rugged" good looks, whatever that means. But I'm a frickin' author! I had an unusually low number of childhood traumas and no childhood fights while growing up, and I'd never even come close to a situation that might require fighting as an adult. I'd written about a lot of fighting in my books, certainly, but that was a completely different thing.

So, whatever happened, this certainly was going to be interesting. I'd talked to Sue Ellen a bit more before hanging up (she was calling on her cell phone from the ladies' room while pretending to be on a bathroom break), and she told me that Mike was very big, burly, and quite possibly high on something.

However, there was no doubt in my mind that I'd do what I could to protect Sue Ellen, even though I'd just met her a few days before. For one thing, she was a "damsel in distress," and I couldn't just leave her that way, even if I didn't know her at all. And if I was her 'master' in any way now, that meant I had a responsibility to her and for her.

But more than that, I realized as I drove that I felt a strong connection to her. There was just a natural goodness and purity to her that I found very appealing. And then of course there was her smoking hot body. I can't deny that I wouldn't have been in quite such a rush to help her if she looked as plain and drab as her uniform. I'm sure I would have still done it, if only out of friendship. But I wouldn't have been so... eager.

Mindy squeezed my hand tightly the whole way there, making it a bit difficult for me to drive. (It's a good thing I don't drive a stick shift!) She kept emphasizing the importance of non-violent resolution, while I kept reassuring her that everything would be okay.

To pass the time and change the subject, I asked Mindy, "So. What did you all discuss after I went upstairs?"

"Oh, you know how it is with those two lately: all they can think about is sex! You were there when we'd been talking earlier about just how big your horse cock is, and how scary that could seem at times, so I tried to reassure them some on that."

"What? They're not afraid of my dick. In fact, they take it into their mouths with gusto."

She replied, "That's true. It's actually incredible to witness that. Honey, your cock really is just about as big as their mouths can handle. You've seen how they sometimes shed tears from the sheer difficulty of keeping their lips stretched around it. You have no idea how tough it is to suck on it with fancy tongue work and other tricks. It's taken me years and years to get used to its size and I still have never completely gotten used to it. But they ARE sliding their lips on and off it with relative ease."

"So what's the problem?" I asked. "Why do you talk like they're scared?"

"Hon, keep in mind that they've been training their mouths for months with ever larger dildos. But I'm talking about their pussies and asses."

I started to say, "But-"

She cut me off. "Please! Let's not have that argument again. You say now that you're not willing to fuck them there, but we have to be ready. You have to admit that it's at least a possibility. And there's no way for them to train for that. They've managed to keep their hymens for you through many difficulties and close calls. That's VERY important for them. There's no way to train their pussies to fit you like they trained their mouths. And they could train their asses with even larger butt plugs, but they believe strongly in keeping their anal virginity for you as well. The rule is nothing larger than a finger is allowed in."

I sighed. "Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! What am I supposed to do with THAT kind of information?!"

She patted my arm as I drove. "Be proud! Be very proud and honored. And be ready. Because after all they've been through to save their virginities just for you, how could you not reward them by popping their cherries? They're your exclusive sex slaves, for crying out loud. Of course you're going to fuck them before long!"

I groaned with a mixture of lust and frustration.

She said, "But like I said, let's not have that discussion now. What I mean about them being scared is, for all their talking about wanting you to fuck them within an inch of their sanity, I think they're still worried about how your giant slab of man-meat is going to fit into their tiny, tight, little pussies and asses. Trust me, from the point of view of a virgin girl, your size goes beyond intimidating... And that's the voice of personal experience!"

She spoke huskily, "Remember when you took MY virginity?"

I groaned again, with even more lust this time. However I willed my dick to stay flaccid, since I had Sue Ellen's crisis to keep in mind.

My wife made a big show of lifting up her ass and rubbing it, as if her privates were still terribly sore from her first time all those years ago. After getting me to grin, she continued, "I explained to them that you most certainly will be able to cram every single fucking inch into their horny little fuck holes, and it'll be the greatest joy of their lives. I emphasized how even extra tight pussies like theirs stretch and stretch, until they can delightfully accommodate your fat fuck pole. I pointed out how capable they're getting at cramming your big pole into their sweet mouths, and how Michelle has even been able to deep throat you a little already. If she could get your monstrously huge horse cock down her throat, then of course it'll fit in her cunt too. Cunts are designed to expand, much, much more so than throats. That made them feel better."

I said, "Come on, Sweetheart. My penis isn't really THAT big or that thick. Yes, it is two or three inches longer than average, and yes, I'll admit, it's much wider than average. But the way you all carry on, you make it sound like I'd have trouble fitting through a doorway, thanks to the extra leg I'm carrying around!"

She laughed. "Fair enough. But why pop their bubble? For all the talk about the girls being afraid, they love discussing this kind of thing. And I do too. It's FUN to call it 'monstrously huge horse cock.' Just talking about all this is making me really wet."

Needless to say, my wife's word choices were deliberate, and her talk was getting me aroused. But at least it was distracting me from thinking about Mike. "Can't you tone it down some? 'Monstrously huge horse cock?' Come ON! You enable their worst tendencies at every turn. I'm not anywhere NEAR that big. My length isn't that spectacular."

"No, but the width! Lover, it's all about the fucking width!" I suddenly became aware of my wife's breathing, hearing the telltale signals of increasing arousal. "The girls know darn well that everybody raves about length simply because it's easier to see and measure, but the girth of a man's penis is what really gives a woman extra pleasure. And when it comes to that oh so important thickness, man o' mine, you measure up above and beyond. Trust me. In any case, I know we're getting a bit carried away with the descriptions, but it's FUN! Please, just humor us, okay?"

"Fine," I grumbled. "But I'm not THAT thick, either. Sheesh."

She ignored my protest like it was mad rambling and went on, "Right. And the Himalayas aren't that tall. Anyway-"

I interrupted, "Hold on. I just thought of a problem. If I'm that thick, how will I be able to get out of the car? Maybe we should have a special, extra-wide door made, just for my penis."

She was amused at my sarcasm, but replied, "This, from the man who thinks his devoted sex slaves would be happier if they dated BOYS?! Trust me, you're plenty thick. Maybe we should have that door made, but for your thick head."

She got me good on that one, and I had to chuckle.

Before I could reply, she continued, "Aaaaaanyhoo, the girls and I have covered that ground many times before, although it's different now that they're starting to suck you. And of course they've practiced with the rubber cast dildo lots of times, training their pussies to fit you, so they can be your perfect cock slaves."

I asked, "Is that what a 'Dando' is?"

She seemed very surprised by that question. "Oh, you've heard that term before?"

"Yeah, I heard Shelle mention it recently. She probably didn't even realize she'd used that term in my presence."

"Ah, yes. Well, that is one of their names for it. I think you can figure out why. 'Dan' plus 'dildo' equals 'Dando.'"

"Yeah, I'd figured that out. But... hold on. Something else just occurred to me. I thought they still have their hymens. You just said so. So what do you mean by practicing with dildos?!"

She blushed, which I found curious. But then she explained, "They do. To be honest, they've been training by watching ME with a dildo."

"Aaaah. That certainly would have been an interesting scene to watch."

"Shut up!" She blushed even more. She quickly added, "I didn't want to do it, but they were so worried about fitting your big cock into their tight little cunts that I felt I had to show them how you fit into me and that it's really not a big deal. I used one of the Dandos to make sure there could be no doubt about your exact size fitting. Sure, the first time it's gonna hurt like hell. The first many times, even. But eventually, their cunts will be perfectly fitted to your cock, and so long as you continue to frequently fuck them, they'll be able to enjoy it without any pain at all, like I do."

I groaned again from all this fucking talk and imagery. I could feel that I was starting to lose the battle to keep my dick flaccid.

I complained, "I just want to mention for the record that I have no intention of fucking them there. Remember the boyfriend plan?" In point of fact, it had sort of slipped my mind until she just mentioned it. It was becoming increasingly difficult for me to remember that plan amidst all the arousing sights and talk around me, but I didn't want to admit that to her.

Mindy just waved away my objection. "Whatever you say, dear. Like I said, let's not rehash that argument now. Anyway, neither of them has tried cramming that monster up their ass yet either. I haven't either, since it makes me pretty nervous too, although I've been tempted to try more than once. Never quite managed to work up the nerve to actually do it though. Sure, I've been practicing with some butt plugs, but that's not the same, not by a long shot."

It wasn't until I had to swerve to get back into my lane that I realized what she was saying. "Wait! Butt plugs?! When? I haven't noticed!"

This was big news. I was still squeamish about the whole anal sex idea. I had it fairly well ingrained in my head that the asshole was for pooping and not for pleasure. Furthermore, there was a size issue due to my thickness, since the anus is generally even tighter than the pussy. But I kept my mouth shut, since I had promised to give anal sex a try. Plus, I had to admit that I'd been anally fingered some in recent days, and it did feel good, surprisingly good. If I enjoyed it, maybe she would enjoy it too.

She explained, "I've been wearing them at work this past week or so, ever since you agreed in theory to try anal sex. Frankly, I'm frightened of the King myself, truth be told, when it comes to THAT hole! I figure the more stretched out I am back there, the easier it'll be. Boy, it's made some of those long, boring meetings at work a little bit more interesting."

She chuckled. "I think I'm as ready as I'll ever be, what with my butt plug prepping, if you want to give my back door a try."

"You have got to be shitting me!" I said, disbelievingly. My dick was stiffening in a hurry, and I felt helpless to stop it.

Mindy innocently put a finger to her lips, as if considering that. "You know, I suppose if you were fucking me in the ass, you could say, in all seriousness, that I was shitting you."

"That's not what I meant! And you know it."

"Ah..." she replied, coquettishly, "but it IS what I meant."

I swear, the woman can be diabolical. My dick had finally fully engorged, despite all my mental efforts to prevent that. "Really? Are you serious?" Now I was the one feeling a bit frightened. I'd agreed to try it eventually, with the emphasis on the "eventually" part. This was serious "where no man has gone before" territory, and I wasn't exactly raring to go in order to be the first.

"Yeah. I've been talking to Cindy about it. She's had anal sex before, you know. It's been years and years, but she used to be quite the horny little butt slut, once upon a time. So she's been really reassuring to me. I'm hoping she'll be able to talk to the girls about it before too long. They so dearly want to take you in every one of their holes that it would break their hearts if they have trouble."

"Cindy? Really? I can't imagine." That was true. She was sexy, but wholesome looking and demure. Somehow the thought of her huddling with my wife and daughters, teaching them and preparing them for anal sex (with me!) was just totally incongruous to me.

"I know. You look at her and think that she's just a really stacked and sexy housewife type. Not so. You let her loose in bed, and she turns into a real wild tigress. Back in our college days, she had quite the reputation, believe me. But with her failed marriage, her sex drive basically shut off."

Just hearing that made me feel both excited and exhausted. Good grief! I can't handle another "wild tigress" in my bed! I'm not a spring chicken anymore. Shelle and Ruby are turning out to be much more insatiable than even I ever could have imagined. They're going to run me ragged all by themselves. And that's not even figuring Sue Ellen into the equation too. Yikes! 

But I hoped that was just temporary exhaustion talking. I commented, "Well, if that's so, it's starting to revive, big time. She was really hot to trot today, with that suntan lotion incident, and so much more."

I still hadn't told my wife the details of some of the things Cindy and I had done, but I didn't want to get into it right now. I had lost the battle to keep my dick from engorging. But getting more aroused would only make matters worse, with the confrontation with Mike coming up.

Mindy replied, "Yeah, she's starting to show some flashes of the old Cindy. But she's gonna be a tough pussy to tame, if we're going to bring her all the way in to our group. She's got a lot of concerns. But don't worry, I'm working on her. You've been doing a great job with her so far, but you'll need to be even more careful and clever. We'll take her just how we're bringing Sue Ellen along: step by step. You'll fuck her mouth while I hold her hand and tell her it's okay to swallow."

After a well-timed paused, she smirked and added, "And I do mean that literally. I can almost feel the stray cum gobs hitting my face!"

That thought, while arousing, also reminded me of Sue Ellen, and thus Mike, and the problems we were about to face. I fell silent.

As we got closer the restaurant, it occurred to me that my wife's presence could be problematic. What was I supposed to say? "Mike, lay your hands off Sue Ellen, she's my girl now! Oh, and by the way, this is my wife, nice to meet you." Somehow, I didn't think that would go over too well. It would probably just inflame Mike's anger.

I explained this to Mindy, and she had to agree that I had a point. So we decided that she would pose as a friend of Sue Ellen's who introduced her to me. We even took off our wedding rings to help with the lie.

I had to wait a bit so my erection could go down before I got out of the car. That's the curse of having such a constantly arousing wife, especially one who happens to be a cucquean!

I walked into the restaurant feeling anxious, but probably more confident than I had any right to be. I'd been having so much sexual success and fun lately that I felt like I couldn't lose. Success in the bedroom was no guarantee of success in battle. I'd said it myself - I'm a lover, not a fighter. Still, confidence breeds confidence.

I walked in the front door of Mama Mia's with Mindy a good ways behind me. I didn't see Mike anywhere. (Not that I knew what he looked like, but I didn't see any hulking, brooding, young men sitting or standing alone.)

However, Sue Ellen was right there in the front of the restaurant, looking a bit worried but in her professional mode as she served some customers. She quickly saw me, and extricated herself from the customers she was with so she could come to where I was standing next to the "Please Wait to Be Seated" sign. She looked both very delighted and very worried. "Sir!" she said in a low voice as she looked around furtively.

I couldn't help myself, despite the danger. In a soft but stern voice, I said, "Excuse me, miss, but I want you to go into the ladies' room, take off your bra and panties, and give them to me." What can I say? I guess I'm just a horny bastard. I had to say that, if only to see the reaction on her face.

It was just as priceless as I'd hoped. A thousand different expressions crossed her face. She bit her lip. She started to bring a hand down to her crotch, but then stopped herself. Finally, she looked around in a very panicky fashion. "Now?!"

It was then that I found out who Mike was. I consider myself a fairly tall guy, but Mike had another six inches on me, and he was just bigger all over. It was like he was a super-sized version of me. He'd been sitting in a booth with his back turned, but he stood up and came at me with a fist cocked back. "I heard that, you shit! That's my girlfriend!" It appeared he'd been drinking, or something to that effect, and he didn't care who heard him.

I struck a fighter's stance (although, to be honest, I didn't really know what I was doing). I was ready to fight if need be.

However, Sue Ellen's friend and coworker Laura was nearby and stepped in between Mike and me. "Sir!" she said to Mike. "We run a respectable restaurant here! If you're gonna fight, do it outside!"

Then she turned to me and said in a much friendlier tone, "Sir, welcome." In fact, it was almost a sultry purr.

Mike paused. His arm was still ready to punch, but at least he didn't barrel Laura over. "Fine!" he snarled. "We'll settle this like men!"

He pushed his way past Laura and stood right before me. I glanced quickly at Mindy, who was standing behind me and looking like she was considering throwing herself between me and Mike.

I said, with a surprising amount of confidence, as if the prospect of fighting this linebacker-sized man didn't bother me in the slightest, "Fine! But before we do that, I just want to talk to you here for five minutes. We've got all day. That parking lot isn't going anywhere."

"Why bother?" He growled. "I don't want to hear your bullshit!"

I held up a hand, showing five fingers. "FIVE minutes. What's the rush? Seriously, five minutes."

He considered that, and then spat angrily, "FINE!" He stormed back to his booth, and then turned around and glared at me. "You coming, asshat?"

I walked to his booth, with Mindy trailing behind me. I tried to show a manner that mixed annoyance with mild amusement, but I was feeling pretty nervous inside.

Sue Ellen started to come with me, but I told her quietly, "Bathroom. Panties and bra. That's an order."

She was amazed, and obviously very impressed. She whispered breathlessly, "Yes, Sir!" Then she rushed off towards the ladies' room.

I didn't get how I had the cheek to do that. I was nervous. I was trying to put up a brave front, but I knew it was just a front. Still, I seemed to be overflowing with sexual confidence, due to all my recent sexual successes. If only Mike had been a woman, I had no doubt I'd be able to solve this problem by seducing her. I felt unstoppable when it came to sex these days.

Unfortunately, he was a man, a large man who was planning to beat me up.

Laura left to tend to other customers after giving Mindy and me friendly waves.

I sat down in the booth across from Mike, with Mindy standing nearby, looking uncertain as to what she should do.

Mike glared at me, but then noticed Mindy for the first time. "Who's she? She with you?"

"Yes, she's with me. Sit down, Mindy. She's the one who introduced me to Sue Ellen." I decided less was more here and left it at that.

He stared at Mindy with annoyance, although he couldn't completely hide his lust, since Mindy is very beautiful. "Oh really? Then I should pop you one too."

But he quickly turned back to me, too worked up about me to pay much attention to Mindy, as she slid into the booth to sit next to me. "So you're Dan. What the fuck do you have to say before I smash your face in?!"

"Yes, I'm Dan. Look. You lost your girl, and maybe you should know why, so it won't happen again."

"I didn't lose her! We're just having a little spat!" Finally focusing on me as more than just something to hit, he did a double take. "Jesus, you're like... old! Handsome, but old. You've gotta be, like thirty!"

I ignored that. "The point still remains. The thing is, I wasn't even trying to seduce her. I just came in here to eat a meal with Mindy here, and Sue Ellen practically threw herself at me. So clearly, you're doing something wrong, and until you fix it, things aren't going to go right."

"That's bullshit!"

"Look, Mike. I can see you're a big strong guy, and that's great for you. But how does that help you with women? What are you going to do, intimidate Sue Ellen with your muscles and then beat her up if she doesn't go with you?"

It appeared that he was finally starting to listen. He dropped his head a bit and relaxed his fighting posture. "No. Man, I love her!"

"I'm sure you do. She's a special girl. But you've lost her. From what I heard, you treated her badly. She tells me you've been putting her down, bullying her, and taking her for granted. When's the last time you did something special for her? Brought her flowers, or surprised her with a special night on the town, or something like that?"

He didn't respond, but the comment obviously hit home. His head dropped further. Then he rallied and said, "You're trying to distract me and confuse me! I'm gonna kick your ass!"

Growing in confidence that I'd be able to avoid a fight, I ignored that and said, "Look at Sue Ellen. She's a very beautiful woman, a very special woman."

Both of us watched Sue Ellen as she went about her business. She was serving customers, technically, but she was sticking close to the booth Mike, Mindy, and I were sitting in, obviously trying to listen in.

I could see her breasts bouncing around more freely than if she'd been wearing a bra. That meant that she'd taken off her underwear, just for me. That in turn emboldened me, helping me to confidently deal with Mike.

"She is," Mike admitted.

I said, "A woman like that, you have to fight to keep her. And I don't mean a physical fight; I'm talking about a daily struggle to always treat her as special as she is, and not get lazy or complacent. You slip up with a girl like that, and you're gonna lose her. You've been slipping up for a long time. I didn't take her away; she left. And she went to the first man who offered her what she needed, and what she deserves. If it wasn't me, it would have been someone else. She told me that she'd been wanting to break up with you for months and just didn't know how to do it. Have you not felt that?"

He was silent and sullen, which was telling. He started to gripe, "Look, I've been meaning to do better..."

I added, "You can't just act like a caveman and drag her back to your cave. That might have some appeal at first, but not for the long haul."

Mike looked up at me. "But you're doing the same thing. I heard that line about wanting her bra and panties. That's what women like - aggressive guys who know what they want and take it!"

"Well, yes and no. Confidence is good. Aggressiveness is good, within reason. But you have to cherish her and love her too. Most of all, you can't just take her for granted and treat her like a piece of meat. Sure, some women get off on stuff like that in sex games sometimes. But what about when the sex is over? Are you gonna boss her around like she's your maid? 'Hey, woman, where's my dinner?' You're not gonna keep a woman of Sue Ellen's quality if you act like that."

I could see that hit home, especially the 'Hey, woman, where's my dinner?' line. No doubt, Mike had used those very words with Sue Ellen before.

"So what am I supposed to do?" He glared at Mindy. "And what are you doing here?"

My wife cleverly said, "I'm here to help. I'm a woman, obviously. You've lost Sue Ellen. I feel partially responsible for that, so I want to make up for it, if only a little. But you're a big, strong, handsome guy. There will be other Sue Ellens to come along for you. The question is, will you treat them right? Will you learn from your mistakes? I can offer a woman's perspective to help you. "

He was silent for a few moments, and then nodded.

Mindy and I started giving Mike detailed advice on how to treat women. It was funny - a few minutes earlier he was about to try to pummel me into the ground, but now he was listening to us carefully like we were wise friends handing out important and useful advice. I guessed he'd never had anyone he could talk to about these things before.

Mindy and I emphasized repeatedly that he'd lost Sue Ellen through months of neglect, and there was no chance to turn that around now. However, if he wised up, he could find another woman every bit as desirable as her. It was a big help that Mindy was there as a supposedly neutral woman. She added a lot of credibility to what I said about women when she'd second my comments and add her own elaborations.

It was bizarre enough that we were even talking to Mike in a civil manner in the first place, but the conversation grew even stranger as it went on. Obviously, Mike was a "man's man" and wasn't used to opening up in heart-to-heart talks. But he was hurting badly from breaking up with Sue Ellen, and soon he was pouring out his feelings and even bawling like a baby at times.

We were there with him for over an hour. It seemed to be just the emotional catharsis he needed to finally acknowledge that he'd really lost Sue Ellen, long before I "stole" her from him.

Eventually, she came over and talked to him too. The restaurant was increasingly busy, but Laura and the other waitresses were covering for her. She sat on the same side of the booth as he did, and they hugged and talked, but she made it clear that they were over and that she was with me now.

She made that point almost insultingly clear at one point by very deliberately sliding her bra and panties across the table to me.

Mike stared at her underwear in disbelief, but the fight had gone out of him. In fact, he nearly broke down crying again when he saw that.

Sue Ellen explained, "I'm sorry, Mike. I'm not trying to be cruel with this gesture. I just want you to understand without a doubt that I have a new man in my life. I belong to Dan now, and there's nothing you can say or do to change my mind because you burned all your bridges already. You're very handsome, and you're charming when you want to be. You'll find someone else really great soon, I'm sure."

He stammered, "How... how did you get so serious about him so fast?!"

She said, "Sometimes there's a spark right from the start and you just know. You should be happy for me. If you still have feelings for me, you should be happy that I've found just the kind of person I really need. I still care for you too, and I want to see you find that person out there who's meant for you. Please listen to the advice they've given you. I think it's really wise."

"But he's so old! He's gotta be almost thirty! So what if he's all rugged and handsome and shit? Don't be swayed just by looks and a silver tongue. You and I, we-"

Sue Ellen interrupted, "Mike! It's over!" She pointedly looked down at her panties and bra on the table and pushed them closer to me. She added softly, "You're in denial. I know it's sudden, but it's been a long time coming. It's over. I'm with him now."

Mike dropped his head in defeat.

A couple of minutes later, he finally walked out the front door of the restaurant. His head was bowed down and he was clearly heart-broken and devastated, but if he truly listened to the advice Mindy and I gave, perhaps he'd end up a little wiser for next time.

I didn't hold out much hope, though. Guys like Mike don't admit faults, or change their ways, very easily.

Sue Ellen silently stared through the front windows. As soon as she saw Mike drive his truck away, she turned to me, practically blinding me with her beaming smile. "Sir! What relief that's over. You were so great! You handled that brilliantly!"

She was still sitting on the other side of the booth from where I was, still in her uniform and technically on her break. She suddenly leaned forward and grabbed my shirt, pulling me forward too, so our lips met halfway across the table. She started French kissing me with a fevered passion.

As the necking went on and on, I looked around a little bit out of the corner of my eye. We were smack dab in the middle of a crowded restaurant, and a lot of people were staring, since it wasn't every day one sees a waitress kissing a customer so intimately.

But as if that wasn't bad enough, as soon as she pulled back, Mindy grabbed my shirt and kissed me in the exact same way!

That make us a true spectacle. Even the other waitresses - in fact, especially the other waitresses - stared at us with undisguised shock.

So it almost couldn't get any more shocking when Mindy finished her kiss, and Sue Ellen leaned over and took her turn with my lips again.

Mindy's head stayed right next to mine and her body was cuddled close. She had a hand on the bulge in my shorts, but she hadn't done anything bolder than that, due to fact that we were in such an exposed spot. This wasn't anything like our special table in the back of the restaurant - the other customers could see almost everything here. A jerking arm motion would have been noticed.

As Sue Ellen as I continued to kiss, Mindy whispered to me just loud enough for the three of us to hear, "Honey! You were so manly and brave! And clever! I know you could have beat that guy up, but you didn't even have to. You ran circles around him with your brain! And then when Sue Ellen handed you her undies, that was the ultimate! You're gonna get soooo lucky tonight!"

I already was pretty lucky, because I seriously doubt I could have beat him up. There would have been a lot of pain for me before it was over, in any case. But hey, no need to pop her bubble, right? Once I was able to come up for air, I said, "Yeah, Sue Ellen, that was a bit mean. He was hurting, and that was a slap in his face. I didn't mean for you to do that right then."

Sue Ellen sat back to her side of the booth. She looked a bit abashed, but said, "It was harsh, but necessary. Mike's the kind of guy who doesn't know how to lose, or admit he's been defeated. That's one reason why I was afraid to break up with him - I was afraid he'd just keep stalking me and bothering me. Maybe he still will, I don't know. He needed a serious slap in the face to wake him up! He needed to see clearly that I'm YOUR woman now, Sir!"

Her face filled with joy and even love again. "I belong completely to you, and I've never been more happy about anything in my life!"

"All right," I nodded. "I trust your judgment. And of course you know him better than I do."

Mindy said to her, "Yeah, I don't know what you saw in that guy. He's such a Neanderthal." She snuggled up closer to me, and still had a hand on my bulge too. "Not like my man. OUR man. He's got brawn AND brains. Plus, no prominent brow ridge or heavily sloping forehead."

"Huh?" Sue Ellen asked.

"I was trying to make a Neanderthal joke," my smart wife replied. "In any case, I think our man needs a big reward, don't you?"

Sue Ellen giggled giddily. "Definitely!" Her eyes were smoldering as she said in a husky but quiet voice, "Sir, I'd like to escort y'all to a special table in back where we perform a VERY special service for our most valued customers!" She giggled some more.

But I replied, quietly, "No. Too busy. This is practically rush hour. There'll be people sitting in that back room before too long. And no, not the ladies' room, either. Sue Ellen, you have a reputation to maintain here. Just think about our kissing - how long is it going to take you to live that down, especially with your coworkers?"

"Maybe I don't want to live it down!" She said defiantly, although not particularly loudly. She straightened up proudly in her seat, and the resulting chest-quake reminded me that she was bra-less. "Maybe I want everyone to know that I'm one of your women!"

"That wouldn't be wise," I said. "What if Mike hears about that, for instance? He might do something rash. It would be wise to give him a little more time before he starts hearing any rumors about you. Come on, you two, let's use a little bit of self-control, at least!"

While we were talking, Sue Ellen was at least somewhat restrained by the fact that the table was in between her and me. She was limiting herself to running a bare foot up my leg under the table. But Mindy was all over me and seemingly on the verge of tearing my clothes off.

I could tell that both of them were too hot to trot to be put off. (It's worth noting again just how much giving me new sex partners had supercharged my wife's sex drive.) Thinking fast, I whispered to Sue Ellen, "I've got an idea! The car! Mindy and I can make it seem like we've left, and then you can take your break a few minutes later."

"But this is my break," she pointed out. "I really should be getting back to work already."

"So make it a bigger break. Call in favors from the other waitresses. Say you're still all emotionally distraught and need to go outside to clear your head."

Mindy added excitedly with a low purr, "Only really you'll be clearing Dan's head - the little one - of cum! With your tongue!"

Sue Ellen practically threw herself under the table to start sucking me off then and there. But then she remembered practical considerations, and said with a pout, "But... wait. I wish! So much! But I can't really get away at all. We're just entering the big Saturday night rush." She looked around the crowded restaurant anxiously.

Mindy said, "Talk to the other waitresses - do what you gotta do. Make a deal. Get fifteen more minutes off, at least! Your coworkers will be VERY understanding, knowing that you just broke up with your boyfriend. Especially since they're female. Just make sure to hide your happiness. Act all teary-eyed, and you'll be able to get an hour off, trust me."

"Okay, I'll try." Then with more hope, she said, "I'll see you out there in, like, two minutes! Five at the most!"

Mindy and I paid the bill (as we'd been drinking while talking to Mike, once things had calmed down). Mindy had kept Sue Ellen's underwear secreted under the table, and now she was the one to smuggle them out of the restaurant, as she and I walked away, hand in hand.




Chapter 45



"Sue Ellen really is yours now," Mindy told me gleefully once we were outside. "You've won her!" We were still walking calmly, since we could still be seen through the restaurant windows, and more than one customer was still staring at me, trying to figure out what my deal was.

"I guess I did," I replied cheekily. "Maybe I'll marry her."

Mindy punched me lightly in the arm without even looking at my face to see if I was joking. Even with our remarkable "cock slave" situation, she knew our marriage was secure.

I said, "But you know, it's funny. Giving that advice to Mike was good for me too. It reminded me that I can't just treat her or anyone else like nothing more than a sex object. I need to be caring and loving and considerate and all that good stuff that he neglected to do, or else I'm gonna wind up like him."

"That's what's so great about you though, Honey. You're a dominating sexual beast when you put your mind to it, but the love and kindness never stops shining through."

I sincerely hope that's true. And where does this "dominating sexual beast" stuff come from? That's not me. My reputation is growing by leaps and bounds, and even my wife is buying into the hype. And that's despite the fact that she's the one hyping it much of the time! 

She stopped in her tracks. We'd reached our car in the parking lot, but the situation wasn't ideal for hanky panky. The shadows were growing long, but there was still plenty of sunlight, due to those long Southern California summer days. Worse, since we'd arrived before the rush, our car was up front in the lot, close to the door, in a very exposed spot.

"I think I should re-park the car," I suggested.

"Good idea."

I re-parked the car in the most remote corner of the parking lot I could find. Unfortunately, it wasn't that remote since I didn't have a lot of options in a typical rectangular lot, but at least there were a few empty rows between us and the next closest car, and we were under some trees. Nobody would have any need to get near our car unless they specifically wanted to look inside. The lot was bounded by empty buildings and trees near where we were, which meant we only had to worry about the other restaurant customers going to and from their cars.

While I was re-parking the car, Mindy stood in the parking lot waiting for Sue Ellen. By the time I was done, Sue Ellen was already running towards us. Still wearing her uniform, she was clutching her boobs to prevent them from bouncing too noticeably.

Luckily, I'd come to the restaurant in our minivan. I quickly readjusted the two back seats to a setting that practically turned the rear two-thirds of the car into a bed.

Sue Ellen was excited as she watched the seats fold down. "Hey, y'all! You could do some serious fucking in here!"

Mindy laughed, and then pretended to be surprised. "Why, I never thought of that. What a GOOD idea! We might just do that!"

"I think we just might!" Sue Ellen laughed back. She practically tackled me as I straightened up from adjusting the seats. She took my breath away with a passionate kiss.

We were still standing outside, by the sliding door to the back of the minivan, but she boldly grabbed my hand and brought it to her left boob. "Sir! You make me so very happy! I wanna get naked for you!"

But then she frowned. "Unfortunately, I can't do much. My manager Paula is in back and she's not that sympathetic. The Bat is in her back office too. I'm lucky to get out here at all. Fifteen minutes, tops, she said."

I briefly wondered what she meant by "The Bat," but I had other things on my mind. "Okay, Mindy," I said, "set your watch alarm. Now, inside, you two!"

The three of us were already taking off our clothes as we scrambled into the back. I was the only one to leave anything on, since taking off my shirt wasn't really necessary.

Mindy asked as she stripped, "Sue Ellen, this time is a special time for you. How do you want Dan?"

"Oh boy! I wish I could have him fuck me, but there's no time! No, I want him in my mouth!"

"But you did that already," Mindy pointed out. "In fact, that's all you've done."

"I know, but I need it again! It symbolizes our relationship perfectly! I need to serve his cock! Naked!"

My wife laughed. "Okay!"

Sue Ellen was already undressed since I'd "stolen" her underwear earlier and she could quickly take off her uniform just by unzipping the zipper down her back. (Okay, maybe those uniforms weren't so terrible after all.)

Damn, she looks hot! Just sitting there on the backseat in the nude, staring at me adoringly and not caring about who else sees her like that. I love it! 

I was sitting up on my knees on the bed that used to be the two back seats, when I found her lips already closing around my cockhead.

Within seconds, she was practically lying down with her face in my crotch, but her ass was sticking up dangerously high.

Man, that was too fast! I was kind of disappointed at the speed, because it's nice to have a sexy striptease or some kissing or something like that to warm up. But that wasn't practical, since Sue Ellen was in such a hurry. I was aroused and my dick was definitely erect and enjoying her tongue and lips, but I wasn't insanely aroused. I'd been discovering lately that I get off on "my cock slaves" acting submissively, and decided I needed a little more of that.

So I acted surprised. "What do you think you're doing?"

Sue Ellen was only started to slide her lips over my bulbous cockhead, so she was able to easily pulled off. She lifted her head away from my boner a bit and looked up to my face. "Sir? Am I doing something wrong?"

I tried to act confused but not upset at her. "What, you're just going to up and start sucking me like that? Aren't you going to beg for permission first?"

"Oh! I'm sorry! So sorry, Sir!" She bowed her head low and tried to strike a sexy, submissive pose, given her limited room. "Um, Sir, may I please suck your cock, Sir?"

I glanced at Mindy, who was pleased as punch. Then I asked Sue Ellen, "Why?"

This really threw her for a loop. She spoke anxiously and quickly, knowing that every second counted. "Uh, isn't the answer obvious? It tastes so good! I love the flavor of your skin. And the taste of your seed is even better! And the feel! I just love holding it. Not like Mike's, bless his heart. Technically, your cock isn't really different from his, except a lot wider, but somehow it's completely different, if that makes any sense. Sure, it's way bigger overall, but it's still just a penis, you know? But I love absolutely everything about it, and I've only sucked it once. I'm sure I'm just going to fall in love with it more and more! Sorry, I'm rambling, but I'm just so excited!"

Again, I didn't want to be cruel, but I acted like a teacher still waiting for a student to give the correct answer. "And is that all you have to say about why you want to give me this blowjob?"

She fretted and looked all around, but her chin was literally on the carpet of the flattened seat area, so she couldn't see Mindy or much of anything besides carpet and my legs. But then it hit her. "OH! Sir! Sorry, Sir, but I suck your cock to serve you! Forget what I said before about MY pleasure; that's inconsequential! I want to serve my MASTER! Make him cum, make him cum so hard! Please, Sir, please! Please let me suck your cock! I promise I'll do the best job I possibly can!"

Since her face was already on the floor, she bowed by arching her back to press her boobs into the carpet.

Okay, NOW you could call me very aroused! The amazing thing was, I could tell she wasn't just saying that to please me. She really meant it. God only knows why, and it was probably rash and crazy to "train" her like this and reinforce these ideas of hers, but I couldn't help myself.

I said, "Very good. Yes, you may suck me now."

She lifted her head and got to work. She took a deep breath, craned her mouth wide open, and slipped her lips down my cockhead. Her eyes bugged out as she struggled with my size.

She let out some loud moans, almost like she was incoherently crying for help. It looked for a moment like she was going to give up and maybe try again, but she was determined. She started to frantically slide her mouth up and down, using great suction on the out strokes.

I was used to the size of my penis, since it had been that way all my adult life. Mindy naturally was used to its size too, and even Michelle and Ruby were fairly used to it due to their extensive dildo training. So I tended to forget what effort and willpower it took a woman to get my thickness in her mouth and keep it there.

Seeing Sue Ellen struggle like this clearly reminded me that sucking on a cock this thick was no easy thing. Frankly, that made the rush of pleasure I was feeling that much greater, because I could see such passion and resolve in her straining face.

Mindy had been observing this closely, and had paused in her undressing so she wouldn't miss anything. As she resumed taking her clothes off (while being careful to do it below the level of the car windows), she said to me, "Wow, Honey, that's almost kind of scary. Look at her suffering like that. Poor thing. Overwhelmed by too much cock!"

"I know," I started to say. "I feel bad."

But she continued, while unhooking her bra, "But it's HOT! So hot! Gaawwwd, that's hot! I just love it when beautiful, busty women submit to you. Look! Tears are starting to stream down her cheeks, but does she give up? No! She's sliding her lips back and forth like her life depends on it. It makes me feel like I'm married to a Greek god with magical powers or something! Do it some more!"

Indeed, Sue Ellen was crying from the sheer difficulty of what her mouth was doing. But I was way, way too horny to feel guilty about it. Even before she started, she said she "needed" to suck me, not just wanted, and I could believe it by the intensity of her emotions and her effort. For instance, she'd been using her tongue against my shaft within seconds of cramming my cock in her mouth, when most anyone would have stayed still for a minute or two in an attempt to adjust to my size.

I understood that Mindy wanted to me say some things to increase Sue Ellen's sense of humiliation and submission, along the lines of how I'd made her beg me for permission to suck. However, I was having a hell of a great time and I felt it would be overkill to push Sue Ellen any further. So I said, "Nah. She's doing a very good job; I've got nothing to say. Look, Min, can you see what she's doing? She's got the full-on 'lips, tongue, and two hands' attack going on."

"Impressive!" Mindy had been on the other side of me, and she tried to crawl around to get a better view. But she had to be careful about staying below a certain level. As she settled into a new position on all fours, she muttered, "Stupid windows!"

I thought maybe Mindy would just watch for a while, since this was supposed to be Sue Ellen's "time." However, my wife was extremely horny too, and in showed on her face and especially in the way she kept licking her lips.

Once Mindy got completely naked and settled in, Sue Ellen sensed the cessation of movement and popped her mouth off my dick. She also must have noticed that hungry look on Mindy's face. Lifting her head just above my waist level and turning to Mindy, she said to her, "It would be my great honor to share this cock with you. I've only known you a few days and already it's like you're one of my best friends, ever! Like the way you helped smooth things over today. That was great! Besides, I can see you're really hungry for it."

My wife stared hungrily at my engorged pole. "Are you sure? I can do that all night long, so I don't mind. I sleep in the same bed as this fleshy tree trunk, you know." She chuckled.

Sue Ellen jerked me off with one hand and tried to wipe the tears from her face with the other. "I know, but it's what I want too. It's just so fitting and right if I'm forced to share. It makes me feel so subservient, so submissive, to be reminded that I'm just one of his many sex toys, rather than his only one. I get hotter dreaming about sharing Dan's cock than having it all to myself!"

"I know exactly what you mean," Mindy replied. "That's my favorite fantasy too! I love sharing!"

That shocked the heck out of me. Have I mentioned that my life is pretty sweet? It is!

Since Mindy was on all fours already, with her sexy butt wagging back and forth in excitement, it was easy for her to sprawl down along the flat bed with her head near my crotch, lying over one of my legs. Her tongue was on my erection in seconds.

Mindy and Sue Ellen began joyously licking their way up and down their respective sides. They didn't speak at all, but they had a cooperative understanding from the very start. Naturally, they both focused on my sweet spot, and I could feel two tongues lapping on it at once from time to time, while their fingers took care of the rest of my shaft.

I pondered Mindy's words while I gawked at the two nude bodies hemmed in tightly between my legs. She dreams about dual blowjobs? My wife? Mindy?! Why? You only get half as much, right? Or you have to take turns. And there's not much room down there. Lots of head bumping. I don't get it. And she's my wife! She's certainly not a submissive like Sue Ellen, so I really don't get it. Maybe you have to be a "cucquean" to understand. 

With all my blood flowing from my big head to my little one, I wasn't in any condition to ponder that issue for very long. They weren't content to just lick up and down my shaft like a cat contentedly licking water in a bowl. No, they were going at it full on, with tongues and fingers pleasuring every part of my cock and balls all at once. Their lips often got involved too, as one or the other would slip most or even all of my cockhead in their mouths for a while.

And there wasn't a dividing of territory either, as Ruby and Michelle usually did. The two of them were going wherever their passions led them. Sometimes that resulted in the bonking of heads, or tongues briefly licking fingers instead of cock, and other minor difficulties along these lines, but apparently they didn't care.

In fact, it seemed to me that both of them were enjoying all their incidental contact with each other. I was well aware of Mindy's bisexual tendencies by now, and when their noses brushed against the other's face on the far side of my pole, or when their tongues often met on my shaft, especially right over my sweet spot, I could sometimes see the longing in my wife's eyes to kiss Sue Ellen on the lips.

They didn't kiss, but their hands were certainly all over each other. For instance, both of them kept one arm across the back of the other as they held each other to remain in a comfortable position, and of course their sides were in contact with each other nearly from head to toe. It was remarkable how comfortable and intimate they were with each other already, considering it was only a couple of days ago when they'd first met.

As time went on, it became more common that one or the other would take all of my cockhead in her lips and suck down to my super sensitive sweet spot before relinquishing this prime real estate to the other. Sometimes, both of them would try a move like this more or less at the same time, and their lips would touch while both sucked on the top of my cockhead.

I didn't know what Sue Ellen thought of that, but I could tell from years of experience the shivers of excitement in my Mindy, and she seemed to time her moves to help more "accidents" like these happen.

Then it occurred to me: This could explain why she's more into a dual blowjob than a solo one: it turns it into a bisexual experience! In fact, she's got a hand casually resting on Sue Ellen's ass, but maybe that isn't such an accidental hand placement as it first appears. After all, I remember how into Ruby's ass she was earlier. The sly fox! Heh! That's my Mindy! I just wish she'd let her lesbian urges flourish. I've got no problems with that at all. But she keeps holding back, big time. Even putting that hand there is surprisingly bold for her. 

The pleasure they were giving me was intense, and just the visual sight of the two of them licking and sucking and stroking so fervently and greedily was almost more than I could take.

I have to admit that while my wife was an excellent cocksucker, in recent days the Gruesome Twosome had been outdoing her, thanks to their off-the-charts passion and energy. But sharing with Sue Ellen did something to my wife and took her efforts to an entirely new level. I knew we only had most of Sue Ellen's fifteen-minute break, but I didn't see how I'd be able to last even that long.

I turned away from the sensory overload and suddenly remembered where I was. I'd been looking at nothing but their naked bodies and especially their faces. But I found myself looking up and all around, out the windows of the car, and even staring towards the restaurant. Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! That's pretty mind blowing, right here. I'm in a car! I'm in a public parking lot! People can see! 

I felt a rush of arousal on top of the constant thrill I'd been feeling ever since the oral action had begun. I was beginning to realize why some people became public exhibitionists. I had to work my PC muscle with all my might, because I was determined to hold out until just before Sue Ellen had to go.

Nobody seemed to be looking our way at the moment, but I tried to scrape together the few brain cells that weren't on ecstasy overload and picture what someone would see if they looked at my car. I must be the only one of us visible, since I'm sitting up and my two hotties have their heads buried in my crotch. Thank God I have my shirt on! I look perfectly normal, right? 

But upon reflection, I realized that the two of them had forgotten where they were, and since Sue Ellen happened to be lying down with her knees tucked under her, her legs were like springs and her whole body was bouncing up and down in time to her bobbing head. Sometimes, when she pushed her face deeper into my crotch to lick my balls, her ass would rise up high enough that people outside might see if they looked closely.

I couldn't tell for sure, since I'd have to calculate the viewing angle from the observer's perspective, and my brain was too fried for that. But, just to be on the safe side, I said, "Sue Ellen, watch out and stay low. People might see your ass."

That did cause her to be a little more careful, but that wasn't the main effect. Sue Ellen and Mindy were both reminded that they were sucking me off in a car in a parking lot, and that fact hit them like a lightning bolt. They'd already been acting passionately, but now they flew into a near frenzy of cock lust.

I regretted saying anything, because they were took much for me to handle. I kept staring out the window, not because I really wanted to, but as a strategy to keep from cumming, like attempting to recall baseball statistics. I was trying desperately to think of non-arousing things. I could see a strip mall across the street and beyond another parking lot, and I tried to occupy my mind by attempting to identify some of the businesses there. I could see a Vons and a Blockbusters, at least.

But far from cooling me down, observing the outside world only aroused me more. If only those poor fools knew what was happening to me! You guys are buying frozen pizzas and bread while I'm getting sucked off by my two Playboy centerfold-quality naked women! Ha! It was impossible not to feel smug.

Then I thought of Mike and how he'd react if he could see Sue Ellen right now, sharing my cock with my wife. She's MINE, you oversized ignoramus! MINE! They both are! 

It was hardly a dignified moment to be proud of, but when I'm on the verge of climax my thoughts can get away from me.

Climax! Shit! I'm about to climax and I'll bet it's only been about five minutes out of her fifteen-minute break. I have to do better. I want to impress her. What if I can't get it up again before her break is over? That would be embarrassing, to say the least. 

I suddenly exclaimed, "Stop! Stop! Stop! Almost...! Close!" I groaned and squeezed, and clenched my PC muscle.

It was touch and go, but Mindy has long known the trick of squeezing the base of my dick to hold off my climax, and she used it right then. It's not something she'd do to me very often, because it kind of makes me feel like she's squeezing the damn thing completely off. But in an emergency like this, I was grateful for the help. I would have shot my load for sure if she hadn't acted fast.

The two of them backed away from me a bit, knowing that I needed a minute or more to recover.

Sue Ellen immediately rushed to the nearest window and pressed her face against it, right at the bottom edge so only her eyes and above was poking over. She stared out into the parking lot. "Look, Mindy! There's people! People! There's a whole family, getting in their car! Come see!"

Mindy panted, "Can't. Gotta pace myself. ... You'll be gone in a few... uh, minutes... But Dan... uh... Mmmm! He'll just keep fucking and fucking..." She sat back against one of the sides of the car's interior. All she would have to do was raise her head a foot or so and she'd start to see outside, but she was determined not to do that.

Sue Ellen muttered as she continued to stare out the window, "Oh, Mindy, you're so lucky! You're livin' in high cotton, for sure! I wish I could stay with you in this little slice of heaven and slobber on my master's cock for hours! ... Hey, I think I know that guy! ... Not by name, but he's a regular customer. Wow. This is wild!"

I took a big whiff and said, "I think I'm gonna rename this the Pussymobile."

Mindy laughed. She'd recovered her breath, and joked, "Quick, Batman, to the Pussymobile! No, if it's the Pussymobile, then the owner has to be Pussywoman. She and Catwoman probably get along, although you gotta figure Pussywoman wears the sexier costume."

I wiggled my eyes suggestively. "If that's the case, I'd just like to see the Pussy Cave. I can definitely picture how that looks."

Mindy spread her legs and then used her fingers to open up her pussy lips. She joked, "I'll let you inside my Pussy Cave any time you like, Baseball Bat Man."

Sue Ellen turned away from the window to see what she was missing. "Me too! Sir, I hope I don't have to tell y'all that my pussy belongs to you and you alone."

I was too modest to know how to respond to that. Frankly, I didn't know how to deal with all the "cock slave" talk in general. It aroused the hell out of me, so I didn't want to discourage it, but it was so over the top and undeserved that I didn't want to encourage it either.

Mindy asked her, "How are you doing?"

"I'm finer than frog hair split four ways!"

I laughed heartily. "I don't know what that means, but I like it!"

Her eyes went wide as she was hit with a realization. "But... hey! If Dan's revived enough for laughing and joking, then isn't he revived enough to enjoy some more cocksucking? My time is running out!"

Mindy replied with a sexy purr, "I think Daniel needs a little extra inspiration." Staying crouched below the windows, she hefted up her big breasts with both hands.

I needed extra stimulation like another hole in the head. I was still so close to cumming that I worried the slightest breeze on my throbbing erection would set it off. But I couldn't help but see what my wife wanted to do.

Mindy said, "You know, hubby, when Sue Ellen and I were down there with our tongues lapping on your cock, our tits kept crashing into each other. Can you just picture that?" She grinned wolfishly as she caressed the underside of her left breast.

Sue Ellen quickly caught on. She ducked down and slid next to Mindy, lying down on her stomach but propped up by her elbows. She hefted up her tits as well, and pressed them in towards Mindy's. "Does this help you, Sir? Can you picture fucking each and every one of these tits?"

I had no idea what she meant - how does one fuck a single tit? I was practically out of my mind with lust and unable to think rationally in any case. My erection needed to calm down. But I couldn't resist looking at the four D-cups offered to me, all lined up in a row.

I panted. "If either of you so much as breathes heavy in the general direction of my crotch, I'm gonna scream!"

Mindy snickered. "Someone's a little bit horny." She playfully blew towards my erection like she was trying to blow out birthday candles, but her face was far enough away that I could barely feel it. She easily could have come closer and blown more intently on it, but she knew how to tease and torture me just enough.

I was pleased to see that Sue Ellen was feisty enough to join in with the blowing and was having fun with it. I was also relieved that she didn't come any closer. Slowly but surely, I was coming back from the edge of orgasm, despite their sexy titty show.

While both of them lifted and lowered their boobs in a hypnotically rhythmic manner, Mindy said to Sue Ellen, "By the way, did you know that Ruby and Michelle gave Dan a double titfuck this afternoon? His horse cock was trapped right between their big racks!"

"Oh really?" Sue Ellen replied. "That sounds great! I wish I could have seen it. Can you and I do that?"

"Sure," my devilishly sexy wife replied. "But not right" - puff! - "now." She puffed towards my erection again. "Dan" - puff - "is dangerously" - puff - "sensitive."

Need I mention that she was smirking? She loves teasing me like this.

I briefly glanced out the window past them. It was getting a little darker, but not nearly dark enough. I saw a man walking in my direction, but he stopped at his car before reaching us, oblivious of the fact I was even sitting up in the back of my car, much less that two naked women were with me as well.

I said, "Look behind you. There's a guy who almost walked all the way to where we are."

That caused Sue Ellen to reposition herself to peek out the window again. "He's not even looking at us!" she complained with a mock pout.

Mindy didn't care to look and was even more determined to keep below the windows. She said to Sue Ellen, "You know what I think? I've told my hubby this before - I think the act of titfucking is the ultimate act of submission."

I thought that was interesting, since she just said that the two of them would be doing it together. I may be slow on the uptake sometimes, but I was beginning to wonder if my wife might be a little more submissive than she let on.

Sue Ellen's eyes lit up. She turned back to me and forgot all about the windows and the stranger. "Oh really? Sir! Please! Please take my chest! Your humble sex toy begs to serve!"

I joked, "If you insist."

But Sue Ellen didn't take it as a joke. She scooted forward, surrounding my stiff rod with her ample tit-flesh. "Oh Gaawwwd!" she panted breathlessly. "The ultimate act of submission! This feels sooooo good! I can see what you mean already, Mindy! HNNNG! So divine!"

I figured there was no need to worry about lubrication since my stiff pole was already dripping with pre-cum and saliva. However, I warned her, "Take it easy. I'm not ready to cum just yet, and I'm just coming down from being on a hair trigger."

Thankfully, Mindy was well prepared. Even though Sue Ellen's cleavage was lubed up enough to manage, she found her purse and pulled out a little jar of oil. She explained, "I just started carrying it around. I think of it as titfuck oil. The way things are going with you lately, I figure we'll be having lots of 'on the go' needs like this one." She poured a heaping amount all over Sue Ellen's breasts, and even rubbed it in to spread it out evenly.

Sue Ellen squealed joyously, "Oh, bless your heart! Bless your heart! I'm so overjoyed that... I don't know what!"

This was another situation where everyone benefited, because Mindy couldn't get enough of caressing Sue Ellen's rack. Then, curiously, my wife pulled back and poured even more of the oil all over herself. She oiled her sizable rack up as she watched us.

Sue Ellen looked up to me. "Master, Sir? Are you ready for more stimulation? 'Cos I'm ready to go!"

I nodded. "Yes, but take it slow and easy."

She nodded back earnestly. This was a very, very big deal for her. It was adorable how she stuck her tongue out the side of her mouth as she furrowed her brow with intense concentration.

She was about to start, but then she remembered something. "Sir? Your humble slave asks your permission to fuck your cock with her tits! Please?! I beg you!"

I was startled, and aroused even more. I wanted to shout, "Woo-hoo! Are you kidding me? Go for it!" However, I remembered my experiment from earlier with Michelle that suggested it was good to act at least somewhat aloof. So I merely solemnly said, "Yes, you may."

She got to work right away, slowly sliding her breasts up and down on either side of my erection. She had to do most of the movement because of the limitations of the size of the flat bed, not to mention the further limitations of having to stay below the windows. And having the whole car rock with vigorous thrusting would draw attention for sure.

I just love the motion of a titfuck where the woman is doing all the work. One full orb goes up while the other goes down, and then their positions switch. I could watch all day, like observing the pistons of an engine moving. Sometimes she kept up a steady and insistent rhythm, and sometimes she varied it up.

Mindy sensed that Sue Ellen was trying her very hardest, but didn't really know what she was doing. She asked, "Have you ever taken part in a titfuck before?"

Sue Ellen replied, "To be honest, I have not. Mike pushed me to do it more than a few times. But I told him no way. It's too demeaning."

Mindy asked, "And how do you feel about that now?"

Both of them had a very good laugh over that one. Clearly, the "too demeaning" thinking had gone right out the window.

Unexpectedly, Sue Ellen froze and let out a joyous shriek.

Mindy asked, "What?"

Sue Ellen resumed her titfucking motion. "I'm grinning like a possum eating a sweet potato. I'm so happy that I never gave Mike a titfuck, 'cos it means I'm giving my master my titty virginity! Right now!"

I'm sure that my wife was just as puzzled as I was by the saying "grinning like a possum eating a sweet potato." I could only imagine that had to be some colorful Southern colloquialism. But she let that slide and merely said, "Congratulations!" Then she leaned in, pressing her newly oiled-up boobs against Sue Ellen's arm. She cooed into her ear, "So, how does it feel to be a slaaaave?"

"Sooooo goooooooood..." Sue Ellen replied, totally blissed out.

"Did you ever think you'd wind up a cock slave?"

"No! Never!"

"Would you like to live to serve Dan's fat cock? Not just for a day or a week or a year, but forever?"

"OH GOD! YES! YES! YES! SO MUCH!"

Mindy pulled back and stopped talking, because Sue Ellen was clearly getting too excited to keep the titfuck going. She tilted her head back and clenched her teeth a she obviously had a silent but powerful orgasm. Even after it ended and she resumed her tit sliding, her body was still slightly trembling all over.

I gave my wife a stern look, because I felt she was getting carried away with her submissive talk, and leaning Sue Ellen on too much.

Min saw that and nodded. She added, "Well then, keep doing what you're doing, and we'll see. Your sex slave dream just might come true."

Sue Ellen nodded and turned all her focus back to the titfucking. It appeared she was even more determined and into it than before, if such as thing was possible.

But despite the pleasurable stimulation and all the excitement, I was actually still coming down from my orgasmic close call. Sue Ellen woke up from her blissed out reverie and realized that I could handle more stimulation. She started getting more active, taking me right back to the edge.

Soon, she was purring almost non-stop. It was easy to tell just how much fun she was having by the sound she was making. But she was careful to be quiet, as if she was worried someone was listening just outside the car. Every now and then, she would whisper something, like, "Do you like that, Sir?", "Want me to suck on your cockhead a little, Sir?", or "Please Sir, I want you to lick my nipples!"

Things were good. Very good. I didn't say much, but I was continually moaning with lusty enjoyment.

After a while, I joked to Mindy, "You know what, Sweetheart? I'm beginning to think you were a pretty good choice for a wife."

She responded wryly, "You're only just starting to figure that out, huh?" But then she got serious. "Sssh. No joking. This is a very important time for Sue Ellen. This is a key step in her path to complete subjugation. Isn't that right, slave?"

She ran her hand up and down Sue Ellen's nearest ass cheek, but then seemed to get scared that she was getting too into it, and maybe couldn't stop herself. So she took her hand away.

"No," I said to Mindy. "Keep stroking her. She needs both of us to dominate her."

"That's right!" Sue Ellen replied, somehow yelling while keeping the volume of her voice near whisper level. "I'm in ecstasy! The pleasure of feeling Dan's fat cock sliding through my cleavage alone makes me dizzy with delight, but what pleases me even more is knowing my place!"

Mindy stroked Sue Ellen's back encouragingly. "Very good. And where is your place?"

"On my back with my legs spread, or kneeling between my master's thighs!"

Mindy looked at me with a happy smirk. "My, my! But isn't she a quick learner!" Then she turned back to indoctrinating Sue Ellen a bit more. "Excellent. And what does a good cock slave wear when she's between her master's thigh?"

"Nothing! Naked!" She was practically ready to hyperventilate.

"And what does a good slave do there?"

"Serve her master's cock!"

She shouted that so loudly and enthusiastically that I had to look around to make sure no one was near enough to hear it. I should have been disturbed by this type of talk, not to mention Mindy's role in encouraging it, but somehow, Mike was on my mind. I wanted to say something about how incredulous Mike would be to see Sue Ellen titfuck me when she'd always turned him down. I grunted "Mike..."

However, that was all I could say in my current state. I knew I wouldn't last long, and Mindy wouldn't be there to save me with her special squeeze at the base this time.

"Mike?!" Sue Ellen snorted. "Ha! He was okay enough when he wasn't talking. Actually, bless his heart, he wasn't that good in bed, either. Not like you! You're such a STUD!"

I laughed. "What? How?" I was too winded to say more.

Mindy happily teased me, "Some stud he is. Look at him. All he's doing is sitting there while you do all the work."

"But that's what's so brilliant!" She Ellen insisted between her ragged panting, as she repeatedly squeezed my shaft tight with her boobs. "He takes what he wants, and I'm helpless to do anything but obey!"

I was going to protest some more, but I realized I was incapable of doing more than heavy grunting.

Sue Ellen was getting too carried away to keep up her end of a conversation anyway. Her thoughts and words were making her more and more aroused and impassioned in her movements. It looked kind of like she was doing push-ups over my crotch, as her entire chest slid up and down at a rapid pace.

Another minute of titfucking heaven went past. I was clenching my PC muscle with all my might, still barely hanging in there.

Mindy announced, "Sue Ellen, you've got about two or three minutes." She was checking her watch (which was just about the only thing she still wore).

To my surprise, my wife suddenly rose up on her knees and looked out the window. She was protectively clutching her breasts (even though they were still below window level), but let go when she saw the coast was clear, at least for the moment. "She's right, you know. You are a stud!" Then she wrapped her arms around me and kissed me.

I heard Sue Ellen cry out loudly with arousal. Clearly, she was cumming again, and she couldn't keep quiet about it this time.

It was more than I could take. I sensed that I was slipping past the point of no return.

She seemed to sense this. I couldn't see what was happening due to Mindy's lips being on mine, but I felt Sue Ellen's breasts jiggle to a stop and then her lips slide over my cockhead as my balls tightened.

She was just in time for me to blast my load into the back of her throat. She was so determined that she managed to slide her lips back and forth over my shaft even as she gurgled and moaned from the cum filling her oral cavity and then sliding down her throat.

I would have cried out loudly, completely forgetting where I was, except that Mindy was still kissing me.

We all dropped down below window level as the climaxes subsided. Sue Ellen still had her lips wrapped tightly around my shaft though, and she kept right on bobbing. Apparently, she wasn't willing to stop until I went flaccid. Unfortunately, I did go flaccid a very short time after that.

"Mmmm. I had a nice one," Mindy said with surprising calmness. "I just loooove kissing my husband when he's shooting his load into another woman. I can feel and taste the excitement. How 'bout you?" She nudged Sue Ellen.

"The best! Every moment with your husband is like a dream!" She lay back, exposing all of her fit body to my view once more.

She added, "I loved every last second. Sucking him solo at first, and then sharing him with you, Mindy, and then my very first titfuck! With my master! It's like an endless perfect dream!"

Her tone switched from euphoric to sad. "Only now the dream is ending and I have to return to the nightmare reality. How can I go back to working as a waitress? I just want to stay here and suck and fuck all night long!"

Mindy said matter-of-factly, "I know you do, but we should head home. Dan has to keep his other sex toys happy."

That comment caused Sue Ellen to briefly yelp with glee.

Mindy went on, "Think of this, though: he took your bra and your panties. As you work, revel in the feel of your tits bouncing free, and remember that he's the one who made you feel so naked and vulnerable."

Sue Ellen couldn't contain herself from exclaiming, "Mindy! Don't even talk about that! Shush your mouth, 'cos I can't take it! He walked into Mama Mia's in a crisis situation and the first thing he said to me was to take my panties and bra off anyway! How great is that?! And then, as he walked to his seat with Mike breathing down his neck, he STILL insisted that I do it. How brave! How bold! I swear, I'll NEVER forget that!"

Mindy said, "That is impressive, but we're running out of time. Like I said, keep thinking of your secret nudity, of your freely bouncing tits. and then think of him. When you get the chance, without looking obvious about it, use your arms to push your tits together, and think of the fuck tunnel you're making, the very same fuck tunnel my hubby plundered with his thick cock here in the parking lot. And then, I want you to think of all the other ways that his cock is going to plunder your body!"

"Gosh, Mindy," Sue Ellen said, wide-eyed, sitting up slightly. "I'm almost sorry for saying anything to y'all. But now my problem's even worse. I'm not going to be bored, I'm going to be insanely aroused! And you don't even know what it's like to walk around in that uniform without panties on. The air's always moving, keeping my clit erect."

Mindy found Sue Ellen's uniform and handed it to her. "You know what? When you wear this, think about what would happen if you bent over all the way. Think about bending over to touch your toes in the middle of the busy restaurant with my hubby standing behind you. I don't think he could resist sliding the King into you doggy-style, and to hell with who sees you getting nailed and pounded like a wild animal!"

Sue Ellen cried out with near orgasmic joy, "Stop! Stop! I'm already gonna be a nervous wreck!" She started to put her clothes on, but then paused. She reached out and ran her finger right across one of Mindy's boobs and down into her cleavage. Then she pulled back and licked what was on her finger. "You're all oily. Kind of tastes good."

I noticed Mindy shiver with arousal. I thought, Just go ahead and do it, Min! Kiss her! Make love to her! Stop beating around the bush. You know you want to and I'm okay with it, so do it! 

But Sue Ellen went back to dressing while Mindy watched.

We finally managed to get Sue Ellen out of the car. She had to help herself out because Mindy and I remained naked. In fact, Mindy's "advice" had aroused me so much that I was hard again even before Sue Ellen left.

As I lay down on my wife, I said, "You ARE totally nuts, but I'm not going to complain. Too many benefits for me. I noticed you keep calling me 'my hubby' though. What's with that? You hardly ever do that." Holding my erection, I grunted as I slid it inside her. Hot damn, she was hotter than hell on the inside down there.

"I dunno," she admitted. "It's just that, in situations like that, I like to remind everybody that you're my husband and I'm your slutty wife. Now, my King, fuck me like a superman!"




Chapter 46



Mindy and I ended up having a nice long sex session in the minivan. It started out pretty frantic, but eventually mellowed out to be making love instead of wild fucking. That was more suitable for the situation, as I kept worrying about people seeing the van rocking. It was also nice that I'd just cum, which meant I could last a lot longer the second time around.

I noticed that nowadays, even when it was just Mindy and me having sex, it was better than it had been in years. I was always charged up, and if anything, Mindy was even more charged up than I was. She knew that while we were going at it I was thinking about the girls sometimes, but she didn't mind. In fact, I knew that sometimes she was thinking about the girls too. If her energy level flagged, all I needed to do was say something like, "Imagine that my hand on your tit is Sue Ellen's. 'Ma'am, may I have permission to lick a nipple?'" That would invariably make her squeal and go off like a rocket.

After about twenty or thirty minutes, the sky had darkened considerably, and we were getting quite hungry. We seriously considered going in to Mama Mia's to eat, but I doubted I could control myself around Sue Ellen or she around me, and Sue Ellen was probably on very thin ice with her manager by now. Plus, Mindy and I probably smelled like a walking whorehouse after all the sex we'd had.

So we headed home.

Along the way, as I drove our newly renamed "Pussymobile," I said, "I don't get Sue Ellen's attitude. She barely knows me from a hole in the ground. And yet she's gone 'all in' with this sex slave idea. How can that be?!"

Mindy sighed. "Hon, you don't get a lot of things lately. You're still playing catch up. That's okay, and it's fully understandable. Just roll with it and don't worry about the things you can't understand yet. You'll catch up by and by."

I replied, "I'm trying. Believe me, I'm trying. But I have to do better than that, because somebody needs to have some restraint, and you've shown precious little of that. Every day, every hour practically, you amaze me with the depth of your cucquean fantasies. So it's up to me to make the reality checks. Remember, the plan all along has been for me to impose some 'reasonable bounds' on all the sexual craziness."

"That's true."

"So help me here. How could she transform so quickly? For the Gruesome Twosome, it was something that built up over a period of years. But with Sue Ellen, it was practically instantaneous."

My wife responded, "Actually, I think it WAS instantaneous. I believe she fell in love with you the very first time she met you, a couple of days ago. And lust! She definitely fell in lust with you then. Such things do happen to people, you know. Don't worry about it or try to overanalyze it. Just be grateful that you happened to meet her when your confidence and boldness was off the charts and you took just the right actions."

"I suppose," I said.

"Besides, don't sell yourself short. You're a pretty impressive specimen of man." She chuckled as something came to her.

"What?"

"I was just thinking about some of the things Mike said about you. He was trying to complain or insult you, but he ended up accidentally complimenting you. For instance, remember when he said you were too old for her because you were 'almost thirty?' Or when he told her she shouldn't pick you over him based on your better looks, just because you're all 'rugged and handsome and shit?'"

I grinned. "Yeah, I do remember that, now that you mention it. That was nice to hear. Maybe if enough people call me 'almost thirty,' I'll actually get ten years younger."

"Face it, Hon. You've got movie star looks. You're like Sean Bean's long lost brother. You look like one of the plucky adventure heroes who star in your novels. You've got an impressive physique. And let's not talk about your big cock because I'm sure you've heard enough about it today, but you pretty much have the ideal cock! AND you know exactly what to do with it. AND, thanks in large part to my training these past few years, your stamina and recuperative powers are almost ridiculously impressive. Then, I could go on about your personality and smarts and wealth and charm and so forth, but I don't want you to get such a big head that we can't get you out of the car!"

She chuckled at that. She added, "Face it. You are a catch. A supreme catch. That's why I knew that once you accepted that it was okay for you to have sex with other women, the floodgates would open. Imagine a busty bombshell who looked, oh, let's say exactly like Michelle, who walked buck naked in a fraternity on some local campus and announced, 'Who wants to fuck?'"

"There would be a hell of a lot of fucking," I replied. "All the guys would line up to take their turn."

"Exactly. You're like the male version of that. But I'm totally okay with whatever happens, as you can tell. We're soul mates, regardless. I'm leaving it totally up to you to find your natural limit. Do you want four cock slaves? Five? Six? More? Other random women to fuck from time to time? 'Dates' with all our daughters' friends? The sky's the limit! You're in an ideal position that any man would envy. It's up to you to decide how much you want to take advantage."

I replied, "Whoa. That's heady stuff. Like you said, I'm still trying to catch up. And all this sex slave talk keeps me confused and reeling. I keep thinking, 'This can't be!' But it is! I know I want to be careful. There are a million ways I could fuck this up. Right now, I am just trying to roll with it all. Just reacting. I hope that things will at least settle down some soon so I can take stock and figure out what I really want."

She said, "Well, that's bound to happen before long. It's just unlucky that we've had our daughters' sexual coming out take place the same time Sue Ellen fell into your lap. And then Cindy's got sucked into this. So yeah, you've got a LOT on your plate. But don't worry, it'll settle down. Just remember that I'll support you no matter what happens."

"Thanks, Sweetheart. You're a rock. The only reason I'm willing to sexually experiment like this is because I know the loving bond between us is so strong and unbreakable."

"I know, Hon. I know." She reached out and gently stroked my cheek.

When we got home, Michelle and Ruby were there to greet us. The two of them were dressed in matching dark blue cheerleader outfits, complete with pom-poms. As soon as they saw us walk through the door, they did a quick cheer:

"Yeay! Mom and Dad are back at home! Now our tongues are free to roam!

Upon Dad's cock we wish to feed, till he squirts our faces full of seed!

Go Mom Mom, she's super cool! Go Dad Dad, and his yummy tool! Gooooooo! Go, go, GOOOO!"

Mindy and I had a good laugh at that. It was a pretty impressive little routine, especially considering neither of them had ever joined any cheerleading squad.

I have to admit that they were damn arousing. As soon as they started to move, their bouncing boobs showed that they weren't wearing bras, yet their tops were extremely tight, helping to keep those boobs from bouncing too much to the point it got painful for them. And when their short skirts flew up, it was obvious they weren't wearing panties either. I loved the hip gyrations and jerking-off motions in their brief dance too. Their "GOOOO" cheer was timed with a jump that was impressive for the sheer vertical leap they both managed, not to mention the splits they finished with.

Michelle in particular looked like the stereotypical All-American cheerleader, thanks to her long blonde hair that cascaded beautifully with her every jump. I was tempted to tell her to drop to her knees and lose the top. What astounded me was that she actually would, gladly.

But I couldn't do that no matter what, since my penis was dead to the world and my energy level was low. I was forced to say, "That's great. I love your enthusiasm. But unfortunately, the only place I'm going is upstairs to recover and rest."

"Aaaaaawwwwwwww!" they complained at once, as they stood back up.

Ruby added hopefully, "Maybe another cheer would change your mind? We've got this great one about the many joys of being a cock slave that I'm sure you'll like."

My wife stepped forward and interceded for me, "Come now, girls. your father has had a very busy day. He just fucked Sue Ellen's tits and face in the back of the car, and then he gave me a very solid nailing too. He came twice in short order. You know how he needs his alone time sometimes. Besides, the King needs a well-deserved rest from cementing his conquest of her sexy ass. Just wait until I tell you how he took care of her ex-boyfriend."

"Aaaaaaawwwwwww," they said again, but with more resignation.

Michelle complained to Mindy, "Hearing about Daddy nailing you AND Sue Ellen just wants to make me suck his cock even MORE! Look how wet I am." She flipped her cheerleader skirt up and then ran her finger along her slit. She held her finger near my face to show how wet it was.

Damn! That musky smell is nearly enough to make me give in! If only I was the sexual superman everybody says I am. 

I think she was hoping I'd suck her finger clean, but I forced myself not to react. Disappointed, she fed her finger into Ruby's mouth.

Ruby spoke while licking Michelle's juices clean. "I was hoping for Daddy to titfuck me, actually, but the idea's just the same." She turned to me. "It's almost cruel to tell us stuff like that, and then leave us alone. Look how horny I am too!" She proceeded to also wet her finger and hold it near my face.

Again, I forced myself not to react, despite the intoxicating smell. Disappointed, Ruby let Michelle quickly suck her finger clean.

On a happier note, Michelle added, "We got these cheerleader outfits just for you, Daddy! Aren't they cool? It wasn't easy, but now that the school year is over, we were able to get these from some friends. And you see how they're super-small and tight on us? We shrunk the skirts down even more, so they barely even cover our pussies and asses. See?" Michelle pulled the front of her skirt up as high as it could go.

Ruby helpfully turned around, and then bent over to show me most of her exposed ass. Her round, firm, flawless, nicely tanned ass. They were getting to me.

Mindy whistled appreciatively. "Damn, hubby. That's some prime cheerleader cheesecake right there. How can you resist all that hot, primo teenage ass?"

"I know!" I complained. "It's fucking frustrating. But my dick can only handle so much. Girls, what if you break out the cheerleader outfits some other time? We'll have lots of fun then."

"Aaaaaaawwwwwww," they said in tandem yet again, as Ruby turned back around.

Ruby said to me, "I'll just have to satisfy myself trying to imagine how you splooged all over Sue Ellen and Mom in the car. ... Wait. You did it in the car?! Whoa! That's so cool! Were you all naked? Where were you parked? Ohmigod! Tell me all about it!"

Luckily, their questions were more aimed at Mindy than at me, and my wife managed to distract them with her answers so I could be alone. I could just picture the three of them getting all hot and bothered, as Mindy gave some wildly exaggerated account of what we'd just done in the car. Although, in this particular case she didn't need to exaggerate.

I sighed, wishing I could be the endlessly erect and horny super stud they all seemed to think I was. I dragged my tired and aching body up to the shower.

Ruby ate dinner with us. She and Michelle were mercifully dressed in "normal" clothes, apparently at Mindy's orders.

As we ate, I made it clear that anything sexual, even just teasing, was off the menu for the rest of the night. To say that the girls were a bit dismayed would be something of an understatement. But they tamped down their enthusiasm, which allowed us to at least relax and enjoy the meal. I was impressed with their self-restraint, especially since neither of them were exactly well known for that trait.

After dinner, I suggest to my wife that we give our daughter Nicky a call. I usually spoke to her about once a week, if not twice, and although we spoke to her yesterday to congratulate her on finishing her last final exam and thus her first year of college, it had been a very brief call. It would be good to have a proper conversation with her.

Mindy gave me a look that suggested she had been dreading this moment. "Okay, sure, call her. But before you do, we need to talk things through. She is still going to be home for most of the summer, and that time could be upon us before we know it. We're basically falling off a cliff with no plan whatsoever. We need a plan, and fast! What is it?!"

"I know. It's bad that we let this slide to the last minute. But I've been thinking about this from time to time since yesterday. I don't see much option, so I think our plan has to be the same as the last time we discussed this. I'm too hooked on the sexual fun to stop, but Nicky being here will force us to slow down, and I think that's a good thing. I'll be able to get more writing done without sex on the brain all the time, for one. And I've been thinking that since Cindy has joined us, that'll make this much easier: we can have all our sexual play over at the McGrath house!"

Mindy nodded. "I've been thinking that too. And sure, that's a good idea. But still, I worry."

I nodded back. "I do too, believe me. Having Nicky find out would be an unmitigated disaster! The way the girls are behaving, a smart cookie like Nicky is going to figure out that something's going on right away. And even if we make it through the summer without her learning the shocking truth, what about next summer, and the summer after that, and so on, plus all the other vacations she comes home?"

Mindy sighed. "Yes. This is a problem, to say the least. Personally, I think we can manage it IF we can get the girls to act less suspiciously. Right now, they're bursting with love and happiness in a way that just can't be hidden. And what would be the reason for that? Would we have to invent pretend boyfriends for them all? That includes Cindy too. And how do we explain Sue Ellen suddenly being around a lot, all of a sudden? Because you know she will be. Just wait until she gets together with the two Hellions. They'll be thick as thieves."

I sighed too. "Those are all very good points. Although I've been thinking about these things from time to time, I haven't really come up with a good solution. I do think it'll get easier though once the initial 'I'm in love!' excitement wears off. We need to buy time by having Nicky stay away from here for a while. Hopefully, we can encourage Nicky to stay up in Berkeley for another week or two weeks, at least. Hell, an entire month would be better!"

"A delay would help a lot," Mindy agreed. "And then we could use that time to psychologically prepare and come up with good cover stories."

"Agreed. But as for right now, I still want to talk to her, since it's been a long time since I've really connected. And I'm sure you do too. This is a big time for her, and joyous time, with her first year in college coming to an end. But when I talk, I'll keep the focus on her, and encourage her to 'live it up' in Berkeley and take as long as she wants before she comes home."

Mindy nodded. "Sounds good. However, to be frank, you're not as conniving as I am. You tend to wear your heart on your sleeve. And while that's lovable and adorable, it doesn't help us now. Heck, she could innocently ask you what's new and you might reply 'Oh, nothing,' with a tone that sounds as guilty as hell. Let me take the lead."

So we made the phone call. Mindy did most of the talking, with her on one receiver and me on another. I'm not totally without guile, so I'd like to think that I didn't give Nicky any reason to be suspicious. Mindy told me later that in her opinion the phone call didn't raise any red flags, so that was a relief.

Mindy and I did encourage Nicky to stay in Berkeley longer. The problem was that the school year had just ended, and Nicky's friends were either leaving town or getting busy with jobs and internships and such. Her boyfriend Steve was leaving town shortly as well. But luckily she had a friend who had some interest in taking a week-long trip to the Sierras and Lake Tahoe, so we strongly encouraged her to do that. We told her we'd pay all the expenses, and that seemed to seal the deal for her.

It was a relief knowing she wouldn't be home within the next week. But still, I felt a sense of doom. When the call ended, I thought, At best, we're only delaying the inevitable problem. I love Nicky so much! I don't want to break her heart and have her find out all the sexual things I'm doing, including committing incest with her sister! Sisters, actually, though she doesn't know that part yet. But there's just no way I can go without the new sexual joys I've discovered for the entire summer. 

I'm between a rock and a hard place. I don't see any way out. 

But there was no point in endlessly brooding over the issue. In fact, it would be good to get our minds off it. Since it was a Saturday night, I suggested to Mindy that she and I go do something in town.

She liked that idea and readily agreed. I think she understood I needed some time away from the non-stop sexual excitement at home.

Even though we're very close to our daughters, my wife and I usually reserve Friday and Saturday nights to go out and do things just the two of us, so there was no discussion about having the Gruesome Twosome come along.

By the time we were done eating, it was too late to attend something like a symphony or a play, so we just went to see a movie instead. We went to see "Star Wars II: The Attack of the Clones," which had come out earlier in the month.

We had a good time, and a completely non-sexual quality time at that. It was exactly the break from sex that my brain and my penis needed. Like a great number of people, I was a huge Star Wars fan when I was a kid. I enjoyed it a lot, but I also had a lot of issues with what I'd seen of the prequel trilogy so far. That was just fine though, because it gave Mindy and I a lot to talk about afterwards. She was a big Star Wars fan too. We even stopped off at a gelato place to squabble over the problems with George Lucas's directing.

We hadn't discussed the recent events in our lives all evening. But as I drove us back from our night out together, I said, "You know, I just don't get it. Everybody goes on like I'm some kind of sex god. But basically, most of the time I just stand there and some incredibly sexy fox comes up to me and starts sucking my cock. I'm so undeserving, it's not even funny."

"That's not true," Mindy replied, brimming with satisfaction. "Just look at what you did today with Mike, the way you handled that situation. That really impressed Sue Ellen, and now she's wanting you more than ever."

"Okay, so she can treat me to dinner or something. It doesn't follow that she gets naked in the back of our car and blows me and then lets me fuck her tits, while going on about how I'm the greatest thing since sliced bread. I'm sorry, but it just doesn't compute."

Since I was watching the road, I could only hear my wife sigh. "We've been over this already. When we were coming back from seeing her, remember?"

"Let's go over it again. Try to explain it to me from a different angle. Just basically saying 'you don't get it yet' and 'roll with the punches' left me wanting."

"Okay, I'll try. Honey, people are different from each other. Some people are probably even hard-wired differently. She clearly needs a man like you, a dominant man who can treat her submissively. It was total luck that it was you and not someone else who came along and plucked her like a ripe, low-hanging fruit. But that's what happened. I didn't have anything to do with this one, honest."

I thought to myself, When was it decided I'm such a dominant guy? I must have missed that memo. 

"Of course," she added, "luck favors the bold."

I grumbled at that, although it was probably true. I asked, "Well, what about you?! You're the most baffling of the lot. Every time you open your mouth these days, you say something that blows my mind. Like today for instance, when you told Sue Ellen how much you like to kiss me when I'm cumming into another woman."

"Like I said, some of us are hard-wired differently," she said casually. "Besides, a lot of men are turned on by the idea of watching their wives with another woman. So why is it so strange that I like watching my husband with another woman?"

I said, "I don't have a good answer to that, since I think the idea of wanting to see my wife with another man is compete insanity. I'd rather have all my limbs sawed off with a dull, rusty blade."

"I love you for that, Hon. I love that you're possessive like that. But I'm just different. I'd been holding back that part of myself for years, because I knew how straight-laced you were, and I didn't want to offend you. About the most I ever did before was occasionally suggest something like a threesome or inviting some sexy friends over for topless hot-tubbing, and you were always so cold to those suggestions that I didn't even bring those up very often. Hell, you were such a Boy Scout that when Jane Corlin went hot-tubbing topless with me, you refused to join us!"

I grinned a bit as I thought about what a busty hottie Jane was. That would have been a sight to see! Jane had a more mature, regal beauty. She reminded me of royalty, like Princess Diana or Grace Kelly in their primes. But she was also seriously stacked!

Mindy smirked at my grin. "A-ha! See? You're starting to wise up. I can arrange another get-together with her like that, you know. I've long believed that she has the hots for you. The mere fact that she was willing to go topless with you and me says a lot."

I frowned. "Tempting, but no. I have way, way too much on my plate. Ask me again later, much later, if I haven't been sexed to death by then."

She smiled widely. "Aaaah! That's what any cucquean wife loves to hear, that my hubby is practically getting sexed to death. Anyway, when I realized how desperately our girls not only wanted but needed you, I knew that I had to let that side of myself out, so we could all be as happy as we should be. In fact, I think I need to indulge and even encourage my inner cucquean, to help tamp down any feelings of jealousy - for the girls' sake."

"Okay, that makes some sense," I conceded. "In a kind of weird and twisted way that I can't possibly understand, mind you, but at least there's some consistency there. But what still doesn't make any sense to me is how Shelle could suddenly go from normal teenager, with a normal relationship with her father, to such eagerness to be my sex slave, and bring her 'breastest friend' - who also happens to be like a daughter to me - with her?!"

Mindy cut in, "Hey, 'like a daughter?'"

"Sorry. A daughter. You know, it would almost make sense if they were homely or fat or just had low self-esteem, and they thought their dad was the only one who saw their inner beauty. But these are two of the hottest girls in their school, if not the whole town. Hell, the whole state! It's just crazy."

That earned me a tsk-tsking. "You've gotta look at it a different way. This new lifestyle probably wouldn't have worked if they weren't such stone foxes in the first place, because that gave them the courage to live out their wildest fantasies. If they were ugly, or even just average-looking, those would have just stayed fantasies. But their looks gave them the confidence to live their dreams. They knew that basically no man could resist them, including you. They figured that if they're the best, why should they settle for anything less than the best? They told me exactly that."

"Okay, that makes some sense too. But me? I'm supposed to be their ultimate fantasy? Why don't they run off to Hollywood and try to snag Brad Pitt, or Tom Cruise, or someone like that?"

"Don't give 'em any ideas," She joked. But she said more seriously, "Look at the big picture. Remember that what's happening is a culmination of years of gathering forces. Our two Hellions have been dreaming about sliding their hot and creamy cunts up and down your totem pole for YEARS now! But they held back until they'd turned eighteen and graduated from high school. Imagine the force of a pressure cooker exploding, after building up for FIVE years and then some!"

This conversation was giving me erection. But at the same time, her words were very concerning.

She went on, "You have to understand, you've been their ultimate sexual fantasy for their entire sexually-awakened lives. These are girls who have never been with any male, so in that respect at least, they've been very 'faithful' to the man of their dreams. You're IT! Brad Pitt is probably a nice enough guy, but they don't know him from Adam."

I joked, "You can't say the same about Tom Cruise though. He seems kind of an oddball to me."

She chuckled. "True, that. Nice eyes though. Anyway, they know YOU, and they love YOU. Yeah, they fooled around with other girls some to help bide their time, but their main interest is in men. Actually, I should say 'man.' All that love and lust is now, at long last, being unleashed. You happen to be the target."

"Yeah," I said, "but I feel like I've just been hit by a train. Or more like a hurricane, actually. They're like human tsunamis of sexiness. But that's just the two of them. How does that explain Sue Ellen? I mean, what are the odds we would just happen to have dinner and get served by an uncommonly beautiful waitress, and then everything else would just happen to fall in place from there? I don't believe it myself, even though it just happened to ME!"

My wife just chuckled at my predicament. "Again, fortune favors the brave. Sure, there's lots of luck involved, granted. But also, it shows the kind of person you are. You're not just standing there picking your nose when opportunity comes knocking. You've dared and you've won. Now you've got another big-titted, gorgeous, cocksucking sex slave eager to serve you and keep your balls well drained. Some people never dare, sadly enough. Compare yourself to Mike, for instance."

I commented, "Mike's probably a nice enough guy if he gets his head out of his ass and stops with the bullshit macho posturing."

She snorted derisively. "Yeah, but will he ever shape up? I doubt it. We were really lucky he was in a vulnerable spot and listened to us at all. He thinks taking advice is a sign of weakness. If he was feeling heartache, he'd probably think it was an upset stomach. A guy like him is never going to have what it takes to become the master of a harem in the first place. But let's say by some totally outrageous miracle, a harem drops into his lap. What do you think would happen?"

"He'd probably fuck it up," I admitted. "In fact, I'm sure he would. He'd start calling all the women his 'bitches,' and not just as sex talk. He'd be treating them like shit before long. He'd let it go to his head and thus drive them away."

"That's exactly what I'm thinking," Mindy agreed, nodding. "Keep him in mind as a cautionary tale. You may think you're just standing there getting your cock blown all day long, but you're not. You're saying and doing all the right things. You're keeping up your end of the bargain, which makes the whole harem deal even possible in the first place."

She went on, "For instance, I obviously get way too excited about all this stuff, and without you serving as the voice of reason, things would quickly fly completely out of control. Just as one example, had you not insisted we at least go to the car, we would have ended up doing some crazy stuff right there inside the restaurant, and that would almost certainly have gotten Sue Ellen fired."

"I don't know," I responded. "We did some pretty crazy stuff in there, like you two trading kisses with me while everyone watched. And we all could have gotten in serious trouble in the minivan too."

She faked a cough as she mumbled, "Pussymobile."

I smiled against my will. "Fine. Pussymobile. We could have been arrested for public indecency, for instance. We were taking a big risk."

"But that's another great thing about you! If you were a total stick-in-the-mud naysayer, that wouldn't work either. You're walking a fine line very well. Believe me, 99 percent of men in your shoes would fuck things up one way or another, and then it would be game over. But with you, I can let myself go and throw all these women in the mix, precisely because I know you're gonna be able to handle it. If there's jealousy issues or secrecy issues or whatever, you'll handle it with flying colors."

I sighed. "I wish I had the confidence in me that you do. I'm flying by the seat of my pants, and I'm likely to fuck up big time before too long. I'm warning you now, so watch out."

"Maybe," she said, "but it's gonna be all right. I really think that the more sex you have with the other women in your harem, the better things will be. The bonds between us will grow stronger and stronger, not weaker. Soon, for instance, Michelle is going to love you and want you so badly that she'll straighten out and behave all on her own, just in order to please you, her sexually dominant Master. You've never had that power over her before. We're re-forging a stronger, bigger, and better family. You'll see."

I replied, "I'm not so optimistic. I hear that situations like this almost always end in disaster. For instance, back in the hippie days, a lot of 'free love' communes got started with high hopes. Every single one of them ended in disaster sooner or later."

Mindy snorted at that. "Of COURSE they ended with disaster. You can't have more than one man involved. Men are power hungry. Women are better at sharing and cooperating. It's a fact. Look at all the harems down through the ages, or men with four wives in the Muslim world. The 'one man, many women' model works! That's totally different from a 'free love' commune. Imagine one woman married to four guys, for instance. It would never work unless they were forced into it because of economic desperation or something like that. The guys would end up killing each other before long. Believe me, I've been thinking a lot about this. It's going to work. You have to trust me."

I grumped, "I dunno. And besides, I wish you'd stop calling it a 'harem.'"

"What should I call it, then? It needs a name."

"We can just call it our 'family.' You said we're re-forging a bigger family."

"Awww, you're no fun. That's definitely true, but 'family' sounds boring. Everyone has one. Whereas 'harem' sounds sexy! Don't you like the sound of that? 'Dan's harem of cock slaves.'"

She pointed at a random house we were driving past, and pretended that she was a stranger looking at ours. "See that house? That's where they say a famous author has an actual harem of busty and beautiful women!"

I laughed. "Mindy, you're mental. I'm not famous either. This is crazy, and we're probably headed for disaster, but God knows I'm having too much fun to stop!"

Then, after a pause, I continued in a sadder tone, "One more thing, since we're talking so freely. I worry this is corrupting my soul. Like the thing that happened with Mike and Sue Ellen's underwear. That was cruel."

"It was," she admitted slowly, "but Sue Ellen said it was necessary, and I believe her. He needed a slap in the face like that to get over her. He needed undeniable proof that it was over between them."

"Maybe so, but the problem is I really enjoyed it. I practically came on the spot when she pulled her undies up from under the table and put them out there for him to see. That disturbs me. I'm not the same man I was a month ago. My solid Christian morals are dissolving. I'm basically letting my dick do all my thinking for me these days. The pleasure is just too great to resist. I mean: 'sex slave.' That's so wrong on so many levels. And 'cock slave' is the same, or worse. But I can't really feel much guilt, because I'm too high on lust all the time. I shudder to think what I'll be like in a month."

Mindy was silent in response to that for a little while. But then she said, "I can see it's a confusing time for you now. But don't worry, soon we'll reach a new equilibrium as the new family bonds are forged, and you'll find your feet back on the ground again. Don't worry. Right now, things are pretty wild and confusing, but they'll settle down. Remember, this isn't just about sex, it's about love."

"I hope so," I said as I continued to drive onwards in the darkness towards our home.

Grinning, she noted, "We also love to have sex with you. Just in case you were wondering."

"Really? I hadn't noticed." But then, setting aside the joking, I said, "It seems to me, though, that we're letting our lust overtake our common sense. Like that idea of having me quote, date, unquote, Michelle's friends. That was nuts!"

"But sexy!" Mindy purred in a sultry tone.

"You weren't being serious with that offer, were you? I'm thinking that was some kind of test, to see what my limits were. Right?"

I looked at her, because she wasn't replying, just grinning wider. "What?" I finally asked.

"I'm being inscrutable," she joked. "Honestly, though, I really did make that offer in all sincerity, and I was bummed when you turned it down. In fact, don't even remind me, 'cos I get hot just thinking about it! Imagine if every day, when you came downstairs to take a break from your writing, you found a bevy of nude teenage girls lounging around by the pool, waiting for you. You'd just point to a couple of 'em and they'd immediately rush to you and start sucking you off to warm your horse cock up for some serious pussy plowing. Meanwhile, the other dozen or so would just stare and fume with jealousy, and while away the time by having sex with each other. Now, then you'd have a REAL harem!"

"Mindy, that sounds great, in the pornoverse, but it's totally freakin' INSANE!"

"Isn't that similar to what's been happening in your current novel?"

She knew to ask that because I had been keeping her up to date on the plot of the untitled "swashbuckling" novel I was working on.

"Yeah, it's kind of getting there," I admitted. "But that's fiction, and rather pulpy fiction at that. We live in Southern California, not ancient Arabia. You KNOW that would never work in a million years. We'll be lucky if even our smaller group doesn't completely implode."

"I know, I know, but it's fun to imagine, isn't it? Can't you just picture about twenty naked and busty bombshells in our backyard? Probably half of them would be so hot for your cock that they'd already be kissing and playing with each other, just to take the edge off their hunger. Plus, they're all total sluts who can never get enough! Imagine them with iron collars around their necks, and chains linking one to the next, just because it looks sexy and no one's gonna stop us from doing it. Isn't that a turn-on?"

"You know damn well it is," I admitted. My dick had just gone flaccid, but now it was betraying me again, rising up in my pants at the idea. "But you might as well add giant piles of money, and heck, while we're at it, let's have all the trees in the backyard made out of magically non-melting ice cream, or chocolate."

She looked miffed. "You don't have to get all snarky. I was just expressing a fantasy."

"Yeah, but that's supposed to be MY fantasy, not yours. Besides, you seem to be actively trying to make it happen."

She jokingly acted shocked. "Damn! You found me out. I don't really work in an office; I work in a secret lab, perfecting my non-melting ice cream tree formula."

I chuckled, but said, "Joke all you want, but I still think you had some kind of sneaky plot behind that so-called dating offer. You're too clever for me. Like that dress you're wearing."

"What?" She looked down at her outfit. She could have gone to a formal ball in it, but that wasn't unusual, since she relished chances to dress to the nines.

I said, "It's very nice, but is it just coincidence that it's the same dark blue as the cheerleading outfit the girls were wearing earlier? Just looking at that color is making me horny, and you know it."

"Bwa-ha-ha-ha!" she cackled theatrically. "You got me. I'm a mad genius! But since I'm mad, and everything's crazy already, what if you just added one or two more girls to the harem? Five is good, but six is better. And seven's such a perfect lucky number. How 'bout Anjali? I really like her, and she's got a sultry, exotic face. And such big tits!"

She clutched the air in front of her with both hands, as if she was giving Anjali's hefty bust a squeeze.

I stomped on the brake pedal so hard that the tires screeched, as I pulled the car over to the side of the road.

I hit the steering wheel in frustration. "Down, woman, down! No, no, and again... NO! No means NO already! Comprende? I'm really happy with how things are, and if Cindy joins in, it'll be just perfect. Completing the circle, as you say. As for Anjali, you just wanna grope her tits and suckle on her dusky nipples."

Mindy raised her hand like she was being called on in class. "Me? I'm not a lesbian, I'm just a cucquean!" She giggled.

"Is that a joke or not? I can't tell anymore."

"I'm serious, of course. You know I'm no lesbian. Although I wouldn't be averse to a little girl-on-girl kissing or touching if it helps make everyone that much more hot and bothered. Can't you just picture Anjali lying on the bed, with me over her top half, rubbing my tits against hers as we kiss like long lost lovers? Meanwhile, you'd be over her lower half, with your Fat Elvis fully impaled in her tight pussy, drilling her, HARD! Fucking the SHIT out of her, while she screams into my mouth! And she's from India. They've got the whole tradition of sultans and harems over there too, so maybe she'd be very amenable to that."

I said sarcastically, "Maybe she'd be willing to give up her plans for college and just live in our bedroom with a chain around her ankle and one of those 'I Dream of Jeannie' type harem outfits."

My crazy wife seemed to miss my sarcasm altogether. "Exactly! Except it should be the kind that doesn't cover her tits but forms a shelf underneath to make 'em thrust out instead! Oooh! And leave her butt bare too, with leggings that go only up to mid-thigh. She's got a great butt. And she should wear a pearl necklace to symbolically show how much she loves it when you blast YOUR spermy pearl necklaces on her dark brown tits!"

All I could do was glare. "Mindy, I was being sarcastic."

That brought on a long silence, broken only by her heavy breathing. Embarrassed at long last, she sighed, "Oh. ... Damn. ... I suppose I'm... being a tad unrealistic."

"Just a tad." I rolled my eyes.

However, she wasn't easily dissuaded. "But it's FUN! I absolutely love getting carried away in these fantasies. I've never felt so alive in my entire life!"

"That's great for you, but they're just FANTASIES."

"Not necessarily; not all of them. We're living our dreams! Okay, forget Anjali for the moment. What about Laura? You've made a commitment to her. You KNOW she's gonna lose those thirty pounds, and you KNOW she's gonna wanna be your cock slave as soon as she does!"

"Hey, I made a commitment to her, but only to have sex with her once, and only if she loses that weight. That's it. Anything more than that would be nuts. I'm NOT interested. I mean, we don't even know her last name, for crying out loud!"

"I do. It's Johnson."

"Laura Johnson? What a boring name."

"Hey, you don't fuck the name. You're gonna be plowing through her tits, not the telephone book. Besides, as her master, you could call her whatever you want. Oooh, you should come up with something really sexy, and just a little embarrassing - to help her remember her place and keep her submissively aroused all the time. Something like 'Tittles' or 'Titsy,' in honor of her impressive bust. I'll bet her nipples would pop to attention every time you said that!"

I shook my head. "No! We don't even know the first thing about her, for starters. She could be a total psycho."

"Not to worry," she smirked. "Let your cucquean take care of the details. I've been talking to Sue Ellen about her, learning a lot, just to be the on the safe side. I may be a little bit unhinged with my sexual fantasies, but I'm not TOTALLY unhinged. The cool thing is that it turns out she's never been with a woman, but there are signs that she's bi-curious. Isn't that great?!"

I just sighed and rolled my eyes. "Min, I'm beginning to think that I don't have a harem. YOU have a harem, and I'm just living in it."

Her eyes twinkled mischievously at that. In fact, she looked rather excessively pleased with herself.

I growled, "Down. Back. Sit."

To my surprise, she settled down, even to the point of sitting primly in her seat, as I resumed driving the car and eased back into traffic.

I said firmly, "Listen closely. I'm giving you an order. You are to do nothing to encourage Anjali, Laura, Jane Corlin, or anyone else outside our small group. Nor can you say or do anything to anyone else along those lines, for instance having Sue Ellen encourage Anjali instead. And if there's any loopholes I missed, close them. You understand my intent. Is that clear?"

"Yes," she said. She tried to hide it, but there was a tone in her voice like a child who'd just had her favorite toy snatched away.

As we drove on in silence, I pondered my strange wife. Her behavior doesn't make sense to me. I know her well enough to know that she's on the level - she loves sharing me with other women, and she's getting off on the situation in a big way. If she has ulterior motives, they aren't malevolent. I just can't get inside her head anymore! 

After a while, I asked, "Sweetheart, don't you get jealous sometimes? And what about the risk? Don't you worry things could go terribly wrong and seriously fuck up our marriage?"

"Yes, and no. Yes, I do get jealous, and I do worry sometimes. But this is the part you can't understand, because I barely understand it myself: I LIKE the jealousy! Feeling jealous while aroused somehow makes me feel twice as aroused, if not more!"

I said, "You're right, I don't understand that. Not. At. All."

"Trust me on this. The positive way outweighs the negative. The way I look at it, a harem is MUCH more stable, at least the kind of harem we're developing. All us women are on the same page. If you fuck up in some way, imagine Ruby, Michelle, AND me seriously getting on your case! You wouldn't stand a chance. Think about it: a tricycle is more sturdy than a bike, and a car or some other four-wheeled vehicle is more sturdy than a tricycle. As long as we're all on the same page, things'll be fine. And after talking extensively with the Gruesome Twosome for months, I feel extremely confident that we all want the same things. So I don't worry."

"And Nicky?" I asked.

"Sure, add her to the harem too!" She cackled with glee. "I've seen her naked. She's way hotter than you think!"

"Don't even JOKE about that. What I mean is, we're not going to be able to keep this a secret from her forever. How is she going to deal with her sister and father being sexually involved? Doesn't that kick sibling rivalry up to a new, very unhealthy, level?"

"Don't worry about Nicky," she said confidently. "She's a grown-up. There won't be any sibling rivalry. She won't be any more upset that you and Michelle are having sex than she is than you and I are."

"No way! I call bullshit! How is that even possible?! She'd have an absolute shit fit if she found out!"

"I'm serious. That's not my cucquean side talking this time."

"How can you be so sure?"

"She's my own flesh and blood. I know exactly how she thinks. Don't worry; it might be a bit rough at first, but she'll be handling it quite well before too long."

I pondered suspiciously if she had a secret sexual meaning in her "handling it quite well" comment, but then I figured I was just getting paranoid. Even Mindy wouldn't go so far as to corrupt Nicky, our model child. "I don't believe you on that at all, but let's drop it for now. What about Sue Ellen though? Or Cindy?"

She waved her hand dismissively. "Not to worry. After talking to the girls so much, I've come to recognize the submissive personality. Sue Ellen and Cindy fit it perfectly. They not only defer to you, they defer to me. Much more so than Michelle and Ruby, in fact, since our two Hellions are such wild characters. The bottom line is, I feel MORE secure about our marriage than ever before. With all this juicy pussy being thrown your way, you'd have to be absolutely nuts to leave me."

"Hmmm. That's true," I mumbled as I focused on driving the car. "But then, that's always been true that I would never, ever want to leave you."

She smiled at me with love. "Awww! What a sweetie!"

I decided to drop the subject for now. I still didn't really understand, though.




Chapter 47



The next morning I woke up, and I was NOT immediately assaulted by Michelle and/or Ruby throwing themselves at me in a tickle attack. It was Sunday morning, after all, and I like having Sunday mornings as a time for quiet contemplation, even when I don't go to church. I was glad to see they were still respecting my feelings on that. 

I felt a sense of dread as I laid in bed trying to rouse myself. I'm sure not going to go to church this week! I'm a devout Roman Catholic, but how can I possibly reconcile my current sexual activities with Church doctrine? If I'm going to continue to commit adultery and incest on pretty much a daily basis, how can I possibly go to communion ever again? I'm screwed. 

Yet I knew that I was loving my new sexual life so much that if I had to choose between that and the Church, the Church would just have to go. That certainly didn't mean I would abandon my beliefs, and hopefully I could find a new church, or maybe practice on my own without going to church.

It was just easier to avoid the issue and stay home, since we didn't go every single week anyway.

Mindy was nowhere to be seen, as she was doubtlessly already up and about well before me. I'm definitely the "lazy bones" late riser in the family.

After going through my morning rituals and putting on my clothes, I left my bedroom to see what was happening elsewhere in the house.

As soon as I started walking down the hall, Michelle came out from her room wearing her super sexy harem outfit - the topless version.

My heart leapt to my throat, because I was so overcome by her busty beauty. She's so far above the norm that I can never get used to her stunning body or face, especially when she's effectively nude.

Obviously, she'd been lying in wait for me. Her hands were outstretched like claws, but she was walking on her tiptoes. She whispered mischievously, "Daddy tickle attack!"

But she was moving so slowly and quietly on her toes that I just had to laugh. Even so, her jutting orbs swayed from side to side provocatively.

She stood in front of me and reached out with one hand to gently tickle the side of my ribs. She continued to whisper, "Mom says we have to be quiet and contemplative, given that it's Sunday morning. So this is my quiet and contemplative tickle attack. You like?"

I laughed again, especially at the way she was tickling me. Her one hand was slightly shaking along my side, barely qualifying as a tickle.

Then she whispered, "Later!" Her voice was filled with promise as to what would come later on, but that was all, because she scampered off. But dammit, just watching her fine ass swaying back and forth as she walked away, covered by nothing but the virtually-transparent harem costume she used for pajamas, left me with a raging hard-on. It most definitely was not a "quiet and contemplative" boner, but thankfully it quickly faded after she left my sight.

We spent most of breakfast discussing "Star Wars II: The Attack of the Clones," since Michelle had seen it too. I thought the Watto shopkeeper was a racist stereotype of an Arab or a Jew. But Mindy and Michelle disagreed, claiming I was just seeing things. Michelle even argued that saying he was a racist stereotype was racist in and of itself, since that implied that Arabs and Jews were greedy and amoral.

It was a lively discussion, and almost made me forget how sexual my life had become.

After we ate breakfast, Ruby came over. I held another family meeting at the dinner table.

With my three buxom beauties sitting around the table, mercifully fully dressed this time, I announced, "As you know, we're not going to church today. One reason is that I was getting some very good writing done yesterday, before the Mike crisis came on, and I'd like to exploit my hot streak." That was true enough, but I also needed some alone time to rest and recover.

"That sucks!" Michelle complained huffily. "It's the weekend! And look outside. It's PERFECT cocksucking weather!"

"I'm afraid to ask, but what's bad cocksucking weather?"

Michelle looked at Ruby, and they had some kind of non-verbal meeting of the minds.

Then Michelle turned back to me and said with a smile, "Actually, all weather is good cocksucking weather. But if it's sunny, we can do it outside and work on our all-over tans at the same time. If it's raining, we can only do it in here." She scrunched her face up in frustration as she thought about her rainy-day limitations.

Ruby seemed equally distraught. "Bummer. Hey, Michelle, can't you just picture Daddy kicking back on a lounge chair with a piña colada in his hand, with you and me naked, collared, and bound, sucking his cock together all day long? Maybe while he's reading one of those Horatio Hornblower books he loves so much."

Michelle perked up. "Totally! I can totally picture that! While Daddy reads that, we can blow on HIS horn!"

The three women all giggled at that.

She told Ruby, "Are you thinking what I'm thinking? Our wrists should be tied together with silky rope to constantly remind us that we're Daddy's helpless sex slaves!"

"Definitely!" Ruby agreed. "Collars would be very nice too, but Daddy hasn't even given us ours yet. Hint, hint." She looked right at me, as if trying to will me to buy collars through the sheer intensity of her stare.

Call me twisted, but my dick suddenly grew uncomfortably stiff.

Michelle heartily agreed with her. "Oh yeah, you gotta have the collars. Hopefully the really heavy and thick kind that's another constant reminder of just who's the master and who are his big-titted slaves."

Ruby's eyes lit up, and I could see her nipples growing hard even through her bra and thick top. "Exactly! And with his name on it, in big letters! 'Property of Dan Cooper.'"

Michelle's face was getting visibly excited, and her nipples popped erect as well. "Sweet! And every now and then, he could tie us up and give one of us a good spanking, just to show who's boss. Or we could wear handcuffs! I have this black pair that would totally go with my favorite high heels."

I could see the two of them were going to run away with the conversation, until everyone was too aroused to even breathe. So I coughed. "That sounds pretty nice, I must admit, at least the cocksucking gist of it, minus all the uh, ropes and whatnot... Mindy, aren't you going to say something about these unhealthy fetishes they have?"

"Absolutely!" she replied with a dead serious look. She gave the girls her best disapproving mother look, but said to them, "I think you should stick with ropes, although handcuffs might be fun for occasional variety. And my vote is for heavy iron collars with 'Property of Dan Cooper' written on the front. I wonder where we can buy those." She put her hand on her chin, as if seriously pondering the purchasing details.

"YEAY!" Both girls cheered at once, high-fiving each other.

I growled at my wife. "You and I are going to have a private chat later. Can't you see how unhealthy it is to encourage them like that?"

"I was just joking," Mindy replied innocently. "Surely you don't REALLY expect them to want to wear something like that? Think about how impractical it would be, all of us sitting at dinner together at, say, the Olive Garden, with 'Property of Dan Cooper' written in big letters on both their collars, for anyone to see."

Somehow that restaurant image just made me even more aroused. I looked at the girls and noticed they seemed to be trying to hide crestfallen looks, ever since Mindy had said she was just joking.

I coughed, trying to clear my mind. "I honestly doubt that was a joke. But just to make clear, there will be NO collars of any kind. In any case, I need to do some work from time to time to make some money, Shelle. Besides, you know that regular office hours don't mean much to me. But even if I didn't have this hot streak going, I'd still be asking you to lay off the sexy fun today. Thinking about going to church reminded me this morning about the sinfulness of everything we're doing. I can't believe I've allowed myself to be swept along without really thinking about it all. I need some time to take a breather and reassess this craziness."

That didn't exactly go over well. All three women looked quite annoyed and frustrated.

Not surprisingly, Michelle was the first to complain, "Daddy, that's bullshit! Sin? That's a crock!"

I replied, "Oh yeah? You really think our priest would approve? What'll happen if I confess all in my next confession? He'd probably have a heart attack! I don't know how I can even HAVE another confession!"

Michelle groused, "Don't tell me you're listening to that religious BS. I mean, believing in God is one thing, but all that Church doctrine? Puh-lease! I know you don't agree with the Church about contraception or even abortion, so the Pope isn't infallible. Why can't they be wrong on this too?! There's no Papal Edict about sexy teasing, anyway."

"Maybe not," I agreed, "but the Commandment about adultery is pretty clear."

Mindy quickly broke in. "You can't call it adultery if I approve! It's simply not possible!"

"Perhaps," I conceded. "I need to think about that. Somehow though, I seriously doubt the Church approves of swinging in any circumstance. But the incest? Come on! Even you, Shelle, can't tell me that there's any type of Christianity that says having vaginal intercourse with my own daughter is okay. Maybe we can bend the rules on just what we call incest or adultery, but regular intercourse has to remain completely out of the question, for my own spiritual peace of mind if nothing else."

Michelle stood up in a huff. 'Daddy! Grrr! You're so... maddening!" Getting really frustrated, she threw her hands up in the air and yelled, "Dork!"

When she gets really mad, she sometimes calls me "dork." It's not because she actually thinks I'm a dork (at least, I don't think so), but it goes back to when she was a little kid and she got the idea from the name of the show "Mork and Mindy," and since my wife's name was 'Mindy,' that made me 'Dork.' It wasn't the cleverest thing in the world, but it was a family tradition of sorts.

Michelle implored, "All I want to do is love you, and make love to you, and make you happy, because I love you so much. How can that be wrong?"

Flustered, I could only manage, "It just is."

"It just ISN'T!" she replied forcefully. She started to pull her T-shirt over her head. "You talk about God, but what about THIS?" After a little more struggle with her T-shirt, she managed to shuck it off, and then dramatically stood up at the table.

I definitely didn't follow whatever connection she was trying to make. As her bra flew off, and then she wiggled out of her shorts, I was too distracted to even think about the conversation. My traitorous dick grew even harder and longer, if such a thing was possible, not caring one whit about Sundays or religion.

Finally, she stood naked, her jutting tits bouncing around wildly from all her sudden movement. She proudly put her hands on her hips. "Look! Look at this body! I'm very proud of it. It took a lot of hard work, dieting, and exercise to make it look like this. For YOU! So you would want me as much as I want you. But mostly, I'm lucky. Look at my tits!"

She sucked in her gut and pushed her rack out even more.

It wasn't like she had to tell me to look at her huge jutting melons, since I couldn't tear my eyes away from them to save my soul!

She said defiantly, "These are my natural endowments. This is what God gave me. If you want to talk about God, talk about this body! Why did He give me such a sexy body, and why did He give Ruby an equally sexy one too, if it wasn't so that Ruby and I could constantly pleasure you all day long? Huh? Answer me THAT!"

She stood there smug and proud, as if she'd completely defeated me with her flawless logic.

I looked over at Mindy and saw her trying to suppress a snicker.

I tried to explain, "Just because you have a hot, centerfold-worthy body, it doesn't follow that you have to commit incest with your father."

Ruby asked, "Hey, um... what about me? I'm not really your daughter in the same way that Michelle is, am I? In the last week I've started to feel fully accepted into the family, which I love. But I still don't feel that you're treating me as much of a daughter as you do Michelle."

"I'm sorry," I answered her as best I could, and even looked her in the eye, despite the distraction of Michelle's continued nude posing. "It's hard to just say 'you're my daughter now' and have it be so. Old habits die hard. Maybe... maybe we should rethink that. If you're not really formally my daughter, then there would be no sexual restriction between you and me, at least as far as incest goes."

Ruby frowned. "So you're saying I either get to have sex with you or get to be your daughter. Oh no! What a terrible choice!" But her face turned from anguish to happiness in seconds. "Still, I know my answer. I'll go for the sex!" She then flashed me a toothy grin.

I was suspicious at how quickly she came to that decision. I knew that wanting to be part of our family in a formal way was very important to her. So I said, "Red, you can't just have sex with me, and THEN say, 'Okay, now I want to be your daughter.'"

"I can't? Damn!" Belatedly, she looked abashed, after realizing I'd discovered her scheme. Her anguish quickly came back. "But what am I going to do then?! I want both! I NEED both! Daddy, don't make me choose!"

Michelle had sat back down (still naked except for her high heels, of course), but she dramatically stood up again, setting off another tit-quake. "Daddy, you're cruel! You just need to fuck us both, in every hole, and that's all there is to it! First this dating boys... insanity... and now this! The choice you're asking her to make is just too cruel!"

My God, she looks sexy! Those huge, jutting, torpedo tits just won't stop bouncing! And seeing her all pissed off somehow only makes her sexier. Maybe she does have a point about God having a special purpose for her special body. Truly, if any body is built for sex, hers is! Or maybe that's just my lust speaking for me? 

Ruby also stood up and glared at me. She crossed her arms under her huge rack, drawing more attention to it. At least she was still dressed - for now.

It looked like there was going to be big trouble. I said, "Hey, I'm not saying that's how it has to be for all time. I'm just saying I need time to sort through my feelings. Give me some space, okay?"

Seeing that the Gruesome Twosome weren't about to back down easily, I figured I needed to give them some perspective on where things stood for me

"Look. For you this may be something you've had years of buildup for" - I nodded at the girls - "or months to reconcile in your own mind," - I nodded at Mindy - "but consider my end of things. I've had less than a week to get used to the idea that my wife totally gets off on being a cucquean, of all things. I'd never even heard of that word before. And then, on top of that, my daughters are not only voyeurs and exhibitionists, but also sexually voracious vixens who want to do nothing more than get into my pants and basically stay there."

All three of them grinned and nodded at that part.

I continued, "Face it, girls, you've been pretty damn aggressive in your pursuit of me this week, while last week I had almost no clue how you really felt about me."

"No clue?" Michelle protested. "We'd been slowly seducing you for months!"

"Okay, maybe I exaggerate about that. But still, all three of you have fallen on me like a ton of bricks, and I'm seeing stars and reeling over here, okay? Sure, I've had an insane amount of sexual pleasure, but that doesn't change the fact that I am very much NOT comfortable with what's been going on around here of late. It shakes up my whole world view, my morality system. Where I come from, fathers just don't do ANYTHING sexual with their daughters."

Michelle mumbled something under her breath that I couldn't catch.

"What was that?" I asked her.

"I said, 'Squaresville, Lame-o Dad Land.' You know, that's where you come from."

I shot her a disapproving look at that. "I need some time alone if I'm ever going to adjust to things enough in order to be cool with all this. You're pushing me too hard, too fast. Understand?"

They nodded. They even had the decency to look a little shamefaced about that.

"So here's what I want from you today. Let me do my work and try to get my head out of this sexual fog that keeps me from thinking. Meanwhile, Shelle, you said something yesterday about going out on a date with a boy right away. If you do that, that could tip the balance in my decision that maybe we could live with a certain amount of incest without permanently damaging you."

I swear, I could see the steam suddenly pour out of her ears.

"Rrraarrggh! Dork, Dork, Dork!" She was fit to be tied, and shook her fists in frustration as she looked around for something to hit. That caused her big, bare melons to flop up and down repeatedly. She turned to Mindy. "Mom, help! Make Daddy see sense! DO something! This is a disaster! There's NO WAY I'm going to do that, EVER! It would be a betrayal of my entire cock slave life!"

When there was no immediate reply from Mindy, Michelle stomped off back up towards her bedroom, with Ruby in tow. As she left, she growled, "I'll be in my room! Fuming!"

As I watched Michelle's naked butt sway back and forth, I thought of the classic line, "I hate to see you go, but I love to watch you walk away." How true! 

Once they'd gone, Mindy said to me soberly, and rather quietly, "Honey, you've really stirred up a hornet's nest now."

"I know. But I can't help how I feel. I know I can't give up this fun we've been having, and frankly, I've been staying in the Church more through inertia than anything else. I don't like a lot of the conservative dogma, which is more and more out of step with the times. But I'm also still a religious man. Maybe we could find a different church, a more tolerant one."

"I'd like that," Mindy replied. "You know I'd never go to the church we go to had it not been for you. The only positive thing I can really say about it is that at least they don't still hold the mass in Latin. But I hope you're not serious about this stance on adultery, at least."

She pointed at me accusingly. "And Ruby! You're gonna break her heart. Whatever you decide about Michelle is one thing, but you just HAVE to fuck Ruby in every hole AND accept her completely into the family. You already did the latter, so you can't back out of that now. But to accept her into the family, and then tell her that it costs her the thing she wants most in the world - that would just be cruel!"

"Hmmm." My erection was wilting now that the girls had left, but that quickly changed as I pictured Ruby wiggling and panting underneath me while I thrust deeper and deeper into her hot box. "Well, to be honest, I'm not so bothered by the adultery, since you're okay with it. It's the incest that really gets me. And if I fuck Ruby, the pressure would be intense for me to fuck Michelle as well."

"And that's a bad thing?"

"Min! You're not helping! Please stop thinking with your pussy. I know it's tempting, but we can't live our lives letting our libidos do all our thinking for us."

"Sorry." She reached over and stroked my arm. "That's okay. I understand. You'll come around soon. You just need time to adjust, like you always do. In the meanwhile, why don't you get some rest and work on your book? I'll make sure the Gruesome Twosome won't bother you."

"Thanks."

Trying to lighten the mood, she asked, "How are things going between John and Roxanna, anyway?"

"I haven't written anything since I gave you my last update."

"Ah. Well, I'll be rooting for them. But you really should introduce a Ruby-like character. You know the girls are going to read your final draft, and Roxanna is so similar to Michelle. Ruby will be offended."

"Good point. I'll work on that. But that's likely to just make the book more erotic."

She pretended distress. "Oh dear! We know how much everyone hates that! Recall that famous saying: 'sex doesn't sell.'"

I grumbled, "Very funny. You know the problem. If it gets too explicit, the publishers will reject it."

"I'm sure you'll work it out. You always do."

I went upstairs to get back to my writing.

I found to my great joy that I could continue writing right where I'd left off the day before, and I was just as productive. I was able to put all the recent arguments and moral dilemmas behind me and get lost in my work.

Mindy thoughtfully brought lunch to my desk so I wouldn't get slowed down having to face Satan's Hell Spawn and probably argue with them some more.

She lingered to ask, "So, how are John and Roxanna getting along now?"

"Good. I'm having fun. As you know, I usually work from a detailed outline, but this time I'm totally winging it and just seeing where things go. Kind of like how my real life is going lately." I chuckled. "In fact, I'm so flexible that I already took your advice and introduced a Ruby-like character."

"Oh goody! Tell me about her."

"Her name is Morgana. She's a young, beautiful English girl who got shipwrecked and the kidnapped and wound up in a harem far from home. She has fair skin, green eyes, and flaming red hair."

"Ah!" Mindy smiled at that. "I like her already. And great big round tits, I hope?"

"Indeed. But the main thing is that she's the 'queen' of the harem. The sultan made her his favorite, mostly due to her very unique looks for that time and place, not to mention her extraordinary beauty. The sultan has grown old and sick, so he hardly sees her or any of his other harem girls. But she has great power just because everyone knows she has his ear and can get any favor she wants from him."

I further explained, "Word of John sneaking in and out of the harem and fucking her harem girls reached her ears and she had him caught and brought to her. He was in big trouble. Luckily, he's a charming, devious rogue. He's also the first other English person she's seen since joining the harem a few years ago. Naturally, they got talking about home. One thing led to another, and he seduced her too. "

"Oh dear," Mindy said, pretending to be shocked at the sailor's antics. "He really is a charming, horny rogue, kind of like his creator. What does Roxanna think about that?"

"She's surprisingly fine with it. She knows he's fucking other harem girls already, so it's not like she could claim exclusive rights on him anyway. She realized that in this case it could bring great advantage for her. Morgana's power and prestige could help her plight and even help her escape. That's especially the case when John tells Morgana his plans to escape back to England and she says she wants to escape with him. Before long, the three of them are fast friends and plotting how to leave the country. With Morgana having the ear of the sultan they have new advantages, though the sultan also is never going to willingly let her go."

"Does Roxanna know John is having sex with Morgana, and vice versa?"

"Oh, yes. In fact, soon the three are growing closer and closer as they discover the joy of threesomes. Morgana learns that Roxanna really isn't properly trained in the harem arts, though she doesn't know about the princess part yet. Before long, she's doing all she can to help Roxanna better learn how to pleasure the sultan, though that's really just code for learning how to better pleasure John. In fact, they're having so much fun doing with the 'training' that the escape plans are proceeding rather slowly."

"Nice! I hope those include a lot of double blowjobs?"

I snickered. "Of course! In fact, Morgana and Roxanna spend so much time on their knees licking and sucking John's cock that the other harem girls he's seduced are getting jealous and annoyed. They're having to go to greater lengths to make sure he showers them with his attention too."

She quipped, "And his seed, I hope."

I chuckled. "That too. Actually, there's a fair amount of that going on. He has a thing for fucking their pussies and asses and then cumming on their faces. Slowly but surely, he's working his way through all three dozen girls, marking them as his with pearl necklaces and facials, not to mention all the cum leaking out of the cunts."

"Smart man. You know the saying: 'When in Rome, fuck the hell out of the Romans.'"

I grumbled. "Things are getting way too X-rated. Anyway, luckily, Morgana has her own private chambers, and he's taken to basically living there full time as her 'prisoner' so he doesn't have to keep sneaking in and out. Instead, other harem girls keep sneaking in, to have their turns with him."

My wife snickered too. "Oh dear. The poor guy is in a real fix. It sounds almost like he's becoming the new sultan, at least when it comes to the benefits of enjoying the harem."

"Definitely. The only problem is that he feels guilty. His crew is still wasting away in a nearby prison, and Roxanna is in danger of having her cover blown at any time. But he's having such a grand old time that he's finding it hard to motivate. He's getting corrupted by too much incredible sex with too many gorgeous girls."

She grinned knowingly. "Sounds like someone I know. Someone right around here, in fact." She winked. "Except 'corrupted' makes it sound like a bad thing. I prefer 'liberated.' I like where this story is going. You are going to have them escape eventually, aren't you?"

"Of course. I'm working up to that. The only problem is that things are getting far, far too steamy. I've totally jumped the shark, but I'm having too much fun to stop. Which, by the way, sounds a lot like my personal life these days too."

She suggested, "Why don't you just do the usual 'fade to black' technique you usually do? Leave more of the sex implied, and show just as much as your publishers will let you get away with."

"That's what I'm planning on doing. A lot of books in this genre do that. For instance, you know that the 'Flashman' series by George MacDonald Fraser is one of my main inspirations. Flashman beds just about every pretty woman he comes across, married or not. He even rapes a woman once. And most of those novels were written a while back. I can get away with a lot more sexual content today. But the problem is, I'm so sexually worked up that MOST of what I'm writing is the stuff that takes place after the scene should fade to black. For instance, I just spent the last few pages detailing another sex romp between John, Roxanna, and Morgana that's arousing as hell but has almost no plot relevance whatsoever. I'm sure I'll have to cut the whole thing later, before I even let the publishers see it. But I'm having a ball writing it."

Mindy reached out and clutched my hand. She said with alarm, "Oh no! Don't do that! I have a better idea."

"What's that?"

"Write two versions of the whole story. A censored version and then an X-rated version just for you and your family. The girls will love it, I'm sure. Plus, if you let them have sneak peeks, their willingness to give you more time and space to do your writing will skyrocket!"

I chuckled. "That's probably true."

She let go of my hand as she added, "Mark the really racy stuff with a special color. Then it'll be easy for you to go back later and replace them with the 'fade to black' bits for the published version. No one will ever see the REAL version except us."

I rubbed my chin. "Hmmm. Interesting. I just might do that. I can't seem to stop writing these sex scenes anyway. Thanks to you and your cucquean ways, I've got sex on the brain pretty much twenty-four hours a day. The only problem is that time is money, and it'll take me twice as long to finish that way."

"So the fuck what? We'd do just fine getting by on my salary plus the royalties of the novels you've written already. At this point, the profits from your new works are just fattening our savings accounts. And you know your first Centurion novel has been optioned in Hollywood. If they ever turn that into a movie-"

I cut her off. "That doesn't mean anything. The odds of an optioned script being turned into a finished movie are literally worse than a hundred to one. I've told you the rumors that my script is in permanent limbo."

"True. But it COULD happen. Plus, they paid you a cool 100,000 bucks just for the right to think about doing something with it. Talk about easy money! Chances are, more of your novels will get optioned by and by, if only so plot elements can be 'borrowed' for other movies without the risk of being sued. We're on easy street, Honey. So don't worry about wasting time. If you want to stop writing completely and just devote all your time to enjoying your harem and seducing other women, you could do that."

I growled, "Don't tempt me! Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! We jokingly call our daughters 'Satan's Hell Spawn,' but you're the real agent of Satan around here. You couldn't do a better job of corrupting my morals if you tried."

She smiled brightly, but still with her trademark smirk. "Why, thank you! I consider that a compliment. I AM trying my best. Though, again, I prefer 'liberate' over 'corrupt.' Besides, I've got you pegged. You write because you love doing it. There's no way I could talk you out of it. You'll keep writing even if you don't get paid."

"That's true. How many people get to be paid for what they love to do? I'm such a lucky son of a bitch in so many ways."

She patted my back. "It's settled then. You'll keep writing the sexy scenes so we can have our private, better version. Yes?"

I complained, "It's not like I have a choice. This stuff seems to be writing itself. I'm getting worried that I'm never going to get John away from the sultan's harem."

She said with exaggerated mock distress, "Oh no! That would be so terrible! One hot and sexy scene after another! Who would ever want to read that?" She snickered, and then returned to her usual voice. "Don't worry, you'll work it out. You always do. I have a request though."

"What's that?"

"You should have a character based on Jane Corlin. You've mentioned more than once how she has a regal, sophisticated air, like a very sexy and sultry royal. You could make her a queen or the sultan's wife. Something like that."

I rubbed my chin again. "Hmmm. Interesting. That's not a half bad idea." My creative juices got flowing as I started to mull over the possibilities.

"Just don't forget to give her huge tits the size of Jane's real royal globes!" She chuckled. Then she stood up and started to walk away. "I'm going to go. I know that look on your face. That's your 'leave me alone, woman, I'm on a roll!' look. I'll check in later, okay?"

"Okay. Love you."

Sure enough, soon after she left I resumed writing with even more inspiration than before.

A couple of hours later, Mindy came in again to check on how I was doing. She was wearing a bikini, and her skin was glistening with suntan oil. Obviously, she'd been out in the sun. "So, what's up, hubby o' mine? Getting any more writing done?"

I said to her, "Things are going surprisingly well. I've been writing up a storm."

"Have you done anything with my suggestion for a Jane-like royal figure?"

"I'm working up to it, but she hasn't made her first appearance yet. I'll let you know when she does."

"Okay, good."

"I'm really on a tear. I love that I haven't had to deal with interruptions. I'm especially surprised the Hellions haven't been pestering me yet."

"That's because I've forbidden them to even come upstairs," she explained. "I've been very strict. But I should warn you, they can't be contained for long, especially Michelle. She's bouncing off the walls, and getting more worked up by the minute. Getting to be sexual with you is an extremely new and exciting thing for her, and something she's been looking forward to since... well, pretty much since dinosaurs roamed the Earth. Now, she's so worked up about needing to suck or titfuck your cock that she can hardly stand it. I can only hold her back so long. Or Ruby, for that matter."

"Is that so?"

"It is. They're climbing up the walls. They sincerely seem to believe you'd be able to write better while they BOTH lick and suck your cock the whole time!"

I stated firmly, "That's not going to happen."

I pondered that information, and came up with an idea. With everyone scheming, I figured it was time for some scheming of my own. I had to come to some kind of understanding with my headstrong blonde bombshell daughter before I could feel comfortable with what was happening. I needed proof that she wouldn't remain solely focused on me and thus fail to ever build a family of her own. If I was sexually satiated but she wasn't, I could have the upper hand in the deal making. This was an opportunity I couldn't afford to waste.

So I said, "Thanks for everything you've been doing. But with all this focus on others, I worry about the bond between you and me. We need to tend to that. How would you feel about some mid-afternoon nookie?"

"I'd love it! Those two get me so hot. They just had me explain all over again what happened between you, Sue Ellen, and me in the car last night. And I had to explain it while we were all sunbathing by the pool, wearing nothing but our skimpy bikinis, no less. Let's just say that things got a little sticky and screamy. But instead of running from their sexiness, we should use it as a catalyst to strengthen our own sexual bond."

"What do you mean?"

"This." She dropped to her knees right in front of me, untied her bikini top, and tossed it aside.

As she unzipped my fly, she started to say, "Daddy," but then she stopped. Something obviously came to her mind, because she abruptly stood up and said, "Wait just a minute." Then she rushed out of the room, clutching her big breasts as she went.

I was left puzzling what that was all about, especially her use of the word "Daddy," but I didn't have to wonder for long. I could hear her hustling down the hall towards Michelle's room, and then, less than a minute later, she hustled back.

In the meantime, my dick had fully engorged. Since she'd unzipped my fly, I let my shaft poke through. The fact that it stood up all on its own showed how very aroused I was. I couldn't wait to see what her creative mind had come up with this time.

To my great surprise, she was wearing the same dark blue cheerleader outfit Michelle had been wearing earlier, complete with pom-poms! She'd been in such a rush to put it on that her top was askew, but that made it look even sexier.

But that wasn't all. She looked shy yet lusty, and asked, "Daddy, are we alone? Is Mom gone?"

Whoa! Talk about a total mind blower! She's obviously pretending to be Michelle! 

Actually, playing Michelle was no stretch for her at all. They looked so similar, from their straight blonde hair down to their shapely legs, that they were sometimes mistaken for sisters. (Mindy's mane of hair only went halfway down her back, not almost to her ass like Michelle's did, but one couldn't tell the difference from the front.) Their voices were similar too, so all she had to do was toss in a 'Daddy' here and there, and she sounded like her too.

She was so arousing that it was scary. I said, "Min, you're evil. Pure evil!"

She snarked like a petulant kid, "I know you are, but what am I?"

That made me laugh.

She danced joyfully around the room, shaking her pom-poms. From time to time her very short skirt flew up and I could see that she wasn't wearing anything underneath.

As I watched her, I said, "Seriously! You're part of a nefarious plot to keep me so insanely aroused that I'll basically agree to... everything!"

Spinning towards me, she said happily, "True. Guilty as charged! But you say that like it's a BAD thing." She winked.

Then, getting back into the role play, she pretended confusion. As she dropped to her knees between my legs again, she asked, "But Daddy, why are you calling me 'Mindy?' You know I'm your most buxom daughter and one of your eternal sex slaves, not your wife. That's one of the things that makes it so hot when I suck your cock, don't you think?"

She pretended to notice my exposed and jutting erection for the first time. "Oh, is all Daddy cock-meat for me?! Yummy!"

She'd already dropped her pom-poms, and now she pulled her cheerleader top up around her shoulders. Then, as one of her hands started to stroke my pole, she looked up into my eyes and pleaded, "Daddy, can I suck your cock? Pleeeeeaaaase? Please, please, please? I promise I'll do a really good job. Please can I? I need it so bad!" She started licking even before she finished talking.

Getting into the spirit, I chided her, "You naughty, naughty girl. You didn't wait for my permission. I think that calls for a spanking!" I didn't want to actually give her a full-on spanking, partly because I was eager for the blowjob, and partly because I didn't want to make so much noise that Michelle and/or Ruby would come to investigate.

I could just imagine Michelle bursting into the room and finding her mother dressed up like her and getting a spanking like a naughty little girl. That thought was so erotic it was tempting to make it reality. I could practically feel the incredible dual blowjob I hoped would ensue. But I thought I had better stick with my original plan. If I was to have any hope of not getting completely ensnared in the girls' erotic schemes, I had to stay focused.

So I reached out and patted my wife's lovely ass a couple of times until she lifted herself up on all fours. Then I did my best to swat her butt while she continued to lick. However, it was nearly out of reach, and I didn't want to smack her so hard that she might accidentally hurt my stiffness, so the swats were mostly symbolic.

Still, it was great fun, and Mindy obviously loved it, judging from her passionate moans and even sexier growls.

Once my swats petered out, Mindy said between licks, "Thanks, Daddy! I'm a sinful daughter slut slave, and I deserved that! And more! I think you need to pinch my naughty nipples really hard!"

Naturally, I obliged, and that sent her into a lusty overdrive. She swallowed my cockhead and began frantically sucking up and down over my most sensitive spot.

There wasn't much talking after that. Things got more and more frantic until I was forced to grab her head with both hands and simply hold on for dear life.

She let me shoot into her mouth. She began to swallow while I was still cumming. God, it felt great! I hadn't had such an intensely pleasurable blowjob from her in a long time.

It seemed like she was much more inspired and energized than usual, just as she had been when she'd licked me with Sue Ellen yesterday. Clearly, her cucquean fantasies had sent our already great sex life into overdrive.

She had been rubbing her clit since I started to cum, and just as my orgasm started to peter out, she came loud and hard. That caused her lips to vibrate around my shaft in an extremely stimulating manner, giving me a second wind of sorts. Even after I ran out of cum, my cock continued to jerk and twitch. I stayed erect for another full minute, if not two, and she kept right on sucking until I finally started to go flaccid.

Once it was over and my shrunken penis slipped from her mouth, I dropped to the floor where she stayed kneeling and cuddled with her. After we'd both recovered, I ran a hand through her hair, and asked, "Sweetheart, that was incredible. What brought that on?"

She pondered that, and then replied, "I think you know. Pretending to be Michelle is so incredibly HOT! I swear, that'll never get old!"

'I figured. But I mean in a larger sense. Why have you been getting so wild and uninhibited lately? I'm sure we would have had a hell of a time even without the cheerleader outfit or the Michelle imitation. You've been on fire!"

She gave that careful consideration. "I dunno. Lately, you keep asking me what's come over me, and I've been giving it some thought. I think I've been long overdue for something wild in my life. You know I love you, Honey, and I love having sex with you, but we've done it so many times that it's hard to be as inspired the three-thousandth time. Not only that, but my work is boring as hell, and I haven't had that much mothering to do since Michelle started driving herself around. I guess at that point, some wives would have considered having an affair, but that held zero appeal for me."

She went on, "But you know about those Internet stories I started reading a couple of years ago? So often, the people in those stories completely let themselves go sexually. They surrender to their desires in one way or another. I wanted to do that, but in a safe way that you'd approve of. Then Michelle's crazy, incestuous harem plan came along and it knocked my socks off. I should have realized I was set up like a bowling pin, but in any case, being a cucquean is exactly what I needed to spice up my life. Sex is soooo exciting now! Did you notice the way I ran down the hall to get the outfit, or the way I went to town on your dick?"

"I definitely noticed, to say the least. Like I said, you've been on fire."

She looked up and down her body with pretend concern, patting herself here and there. "Is it out? Help me put it out! I hate it when parts of me catch on fire."

I grinned. "Don't worry, it's out. You flooded it with your pussy juices."

"Well, that's true, and that just shows how much I'm caught up in all this. It's all so exciting that sometimes I worry my heart can't take it! Sure, we've done role-plays before, but pretending I was Michelle made everything ten times more fun for me. It's like... going to Disneyland or a movie by yourself, compared to making it a shared experience."

I raised an eyebrow at that, since Michelle obviously wasn't with us.

She explained, "True, when I have sex with you, I'm with you, but nowadays, it's like whenever I have sex with you, I'm part of a team, and Michelle, Ruby, Cindy, and Sue Ellen are with me too. They're there in spirit, even if they aren't in the room at the time. A big part of that is that I can talk about it with them later and get excited all over again."

"Even Cindy?"

"Well, her situation is in flux. We need to fix that soon. But anyway, they get so excited that it's tremendously infectious. It's like everything is NEW again. And WILD! I know I've given you a million blowjobs already, but it felt like the one I just gave you was as exciting as the very first one."

She stared off into space, pondering. "It's hard to explain, the infectious, exciting energy in this house..."

"No, I think you explained it well," I said. "And I've been feeling that energy too. It's been building up for months for me, and I'm swept up in it just as much as you are."

"Maybe," she replied. "But I think I'm MORE swept up in it. True, I'm sure you've experienced a ton of physical pleasure, but I'm experiencing other things more than you. For instance, the bonding. Yes, I was always Michelle's mother, and I felt like Ruby's second mother ever since she was little, but now, it's like we're all SISTERS! In the best sense, like being the very best of friends. And Sue Ellen and Cindy are getting pulled in too, so the family is growing. We talk a lot when you're not around, and to me, that's almost as much fun as the sex."

"Hmmm. Interesting. What about the whole submissive thing? It seems like you were really getting into that when you blew me. Was that just an act?"

"No, not at all. That's the kind of stuff I'm talking about when I talk about letting go. Before, I never would have allowed myself to do something so quote embarrassing unquote, even in a role play. And even if I did, it would have just been an act. But now I can do it, and really FEEL it, and LOVE it, because the other girls are inspiring me. I'm not a fully submissive type, but it's fun to completely give in to those feelings every now and then. I don't care anymore if it isn't PC; it's FUN!"

I said, "Wow. This is really illuminating. What about the girls? Is that why they have such fun pretending to be sex slaves?"

She turned up and stared into my face with wide and expressive eyes. "Oh, no! Not at all! For them, being a slave is... well... I've probably said too much. You should talk it over with them. Speaking of which, I should go check up on what they're doing. I'm surprised they haven't burned the house down yet." She pulled herself up and picked up her discarded pom-poms.

Talk about frustrating! Just when I was starting to understand, she clammed up and left me even more intrigued and confused. But I knew her well enough to know that, now that she'd made up her mind, trying to pry whatever she was going to say out of her would be futile.

She pulled her cheerleader outfit back down over her ample boobs and then leaned over and kissed me. "Thanks, Honey. That was great."

As she turned to go, I asked, "By the way, Sweetheart, please do me a favor. Don't tell the Hellions what we did in here, okay?"

She looked crushed. "Not at all? The telling and sharing has become such a key part of the whole experience. It wouldn't feel complete if I couldn't talk to them about it."

"Well, go ahead, but later. I want you to allow Michelle to visit me in about half an hour, and when she does, I don't want her to know that I've been quite sexually satisfied recently."

"Ah. I gotcha." She tapped her nose knowingly. "Mum's the word." She smiled again, and left the room.




Chapter 48



I was still happily typing away a little after four o'clock when there was a knock on my door. "Hi, Daddy. Can I come in for a sec?"

It was Michelle. I noticed it had been just a minute or two over thirty minutes since Mindy had left my room. My penis was in an ideal state for my purposes. I still felt sexually satiated, but I'd recovered enough to get it up again. I hoped that meant I'd have greater sexual control, and thus the upper hand in any negotiations.

I replied, "Sure, my love, come on in. But no arguing, okay?"

She walked in wearing nothing but her blue "V" bathing suit. I called it that because it was made up of only one piece of fabric, which rose up from her pussy in two thin strips, went over her breasts (just wide enough to cover her nipples), then over her shoulders, down her back and finally met again just above her ass, only to narrow down into a butt-floss wide thong that completely buried itself in her ass crack.

This was a recent purchase, and I dare say it was even more arousing than her skimpiest bikini. It didn't take much for those two strips of fabric to slide off her enormous breasts altogether.

As usual, just seeing her impossibly curvy body took my breath away, but she'd really outdone herself this time. She was radiating sexiness, and the way she swayed her hips as she walked was something to behold. There even were some subtle traces of make-up on her face, which was almost unheard of for her. She was going all out to impress and arouse me.

She immediately spread her legs wide and put her hands on her head as she stood in front of me. "I'm not gonna argue right now. I'm too hot for your cock to stay mad at you. But look, Daddy! I'm behaving myself. I promise, no blowjobs... unless you want one. Or two. Or if you wanna fuck my tits. Maybe I could just run my tongue up, down, and all around your cock while you keep working. Or really, anything else you want to do to me."

I could feel my erection rising already. "Um, so what's the word?" God DAMN! How are those torpedo tits anatomically possible? So fucking STACKED! 

But it was like she didn't hear me.

"Since you're my Daddy and my one and only master, I have to obey you completely and do EVERYTHING you tell me to do, no matter how depraved or humiliating." She stared off into space and muttered to herself, "Gaawwwd, that makes me so horny, just saying that, especially with you listening!"

She refocused, and continued, "You spent so much time and energy raising me these last eighteen years that it's only right that I pay that back by being your naked sex pet for the next eighteen years. Or more! Isn't that fair? In fact, it's wrong for me to even get mad at you in the first place, since I'm just one of your many slaves. I think I need a really HARD spanking!"

She turned around, bent over, and grabbed her ankles. "I think you should probably spank me fifty times and then fingerfuck my gooey pussy as long as you like!"

I tried to remain impassive in the face of this sexual onslaught. Her pussy was covered by her wisp of the V bathing suit, but I could see its contours clearly. Since she was bent over and couldn't see me, I adjusted my erection so it wouldn't strain against my shorts so much.

She'd seemed a bit taller than usual when she'd come in, but I'd been too distracted by her ample endowments and lusty face to pay that any mind. But as I looked at her hands around her ankles, I finally noticed that she was wearing just about the highest high heels I'd ever seen.

God damn this girl! Those looked to be a good five inches tall, if not six! She really is going all out to impress me. How those black heels doesn't make her topple over when she was lewdly bent over like that was a mystery to me. Especially since her heavy jugs make it improbable that she doesn't topple forward already! 

I commented, "Since you have to obey EVERYTHING I tell you, then that means you'll have no problem obeying me on the whole boyfriend issue."

She turned around, stood up, and angrily thrust her hands onto her hips. I noticed the act of bending over had caused the straps to fall to the sides of her spongy breasts. "Daddy! You're mean!" As if to punish me for my meanness, she pulled the straps back over her nipples.

But the lust quickly returned to her eyes. "Maybe I'll be more amenable to the whole boyfriend thing if you spank me right now. Maybe you just need to spank me a lot and keep my face stuffed with hard cock until I completely bend to your will. Gaawwwd, that sounds so hot! Use me! Control me! Bend me to your will, for real! Don't just talk about it; DO IT!"

She partly turned so I could see most of her ass again. Then she ran a hand over it enticingly.

I ignored that provocation, even though it was damn tempting, and asked, "How are things going downstairs?" I'd been so consumed with my fresh burst of inspiration in my writing that I hadn't even so much as peeked out the window to see what was happening in the backyard or who was there.

She turned back to fully face me and put her hands back on her head, knowing that would turn me on even more. "That's what I wanted to tell you about. The COOLEST thing happened!"

I chuckled. "It would have to be extremely cool to win the 'coolest thing' award in my book, after everything that's happened lately."

"Okay, maybe it's not the coolest, but it's still pretty damn cool! You know how, when you've been subjugating Sue Ellen and turning her into your latest busty cock slave... Ohmigod! I can't believe I just said that, and it's TRUE! Ohmigod, this is really happening! All my dreams are coming true!"

She started bouncing on the heels of her feet in her high heels, while keeping her hands on her head. It did wonders for her massive F-cups, which swayed back and forth wildly. It only took a few seconds of bouncing like that for the thin strips of fabric covering her nipples to slide off her breasts, revealing everything again.

She pretended not to notice, but I'm sure she knew exactly what she was showing.

That knowledge didn't stop me from getting extremely horny, though. Even though I was more or less sexually satiated, I felt inspired to rush over and jump on top of her and slide my stiff cock through her cleavage. But I knew she was doing it, at least in part, to test my willpower. I forced myself to stay cool, to show her that she couldn't make me lose control that easily. I had to stay on top in more ways than one if I hoped to remain dominant over such a willful daughter. I just said, much more calmly than I felt, "Go on. About Sue Ellen?"

She will still bouncing on her high heels a little, which was sending her twin torpedoes flying in every direction. So I added, testily, "And without so much bouncing, please?"

"Oh. Right. So, do you remember when you were busy subjugating her body, mind, and soul at the end of your visit to her restaurant the day before yesterday, and she and Laura ended up taking a lot of pictures, mostly of herself and Ruby? Well, I heard about that since Ruby told me every last detail of the whole adventure yesterday. But now we can actually SEE the pictures! Sue Ellen called Mom a short while ago, got her private e-mail account, and has been e-mailing them to her. Mom's just over the moon! She's printing out nearly every one on that glossy 8-by-11 printer paper we have!"

"Well, that's cool," I said, genuinely pleased. We'd made a huge leap of faith in trusting Sue Ellen completely with the incest secret and more, so I was especially happy that she was proving herself trustworthy so far. Letting her take the photos and keep them probably had been unwise in any case, but I had been too aroused to think clearly at the time.

Michelle had stopped her bouncing when I'd told her to, but she remained standing stiffly with her hands behind her head. Somehow, she was moving her shoulder muscles in subtle ways that nonetheless managed to keep her all-natural melons jiggling. The way they went slowly up and down and sometimes side to side was hypnotic. She couldn't be giving off the "Fuck me now, Daddy!" signal any stronger if she'd tried.

I was pleased to see that she was quite aroused, because even though her pussy was (barely) covered by her bathing suit, there were tendrils of pussy juice spreading down her thighs. The stain of wetness down there on the fabric was also a rather obvious giveaway.

It was getting hard for me to keep concentrating. I wasn't even trying to keep looking at her face anymore, as her voluptuous, tanned body from her feet to her shoulders was demanding to be looked at. But nevertheless I managed to remain at least somewhat focused on the conversation, and I asked, "She's sending those pics only to US, right?"

"Definitely! Don't worry, she's not gonna let you down. She would NEVER disobey you. I talked to her a little bit on the phone earlier, and it was a real inspiration hearing just how devoted she is to serving you already. She understands the importance of keeping your great big cock still and throbbing with pleasure above all else. We got on great, and Mom was so appreciative of the photos that she invited her over here straight away."

"What?! Mindy did that? Without asking me first? You know, given how my wife is supposedly discovering her submissive side, she's been acting awfully pushy lately."

"Hey," Michelle said, still rocking on her heels to keep her shapely tanned orbs in constant motion. "Just because she's sexually submissive doesn't mean she's suddenly gonna fade into the wallpaper. She's still the same feisty and funny Mindy you love so much. Besides, she's not really THAT submissive. She told me she doesn't even want to be one of your cock slaves, if you can believe that!"

Apparently, Michelle considered that a near-blasphemous idea. "She just really likes you fucking other women."

"That's true," I conceded reluctantly. "Still, she should have talked to me."

"Well, you don't have to come down. I just thought you might want to." She was still standing there with her hands on her head, slightly rocking back and forth to keep her bare rack jiggling. "Or, better yet, you could take a break from all that hard work with a nice long blowjob. I know just who would want to help you with that too." She winked provocatively, and licked her lips even more provocatively.

Then she seemed to get an even better idea. "Unless you want me to ask Ruby up so we could do it together. We really love sucking you off as a team, and want to do it more. A lot more!" She licked her lips ostentatiously.

She was getting to me, there was no doubt about that. But I struggled to stay on top of the situation and keep the conversation going. "So... Ruby's downstairs too, huh? Anyone else there?"

"Just Mom and Ruby. Oh, and Cindy. She and Mom have been talking for over an hour. Mostly about you, I gather. But Mindy and Ruby were trying their best to get her to leave so she wouldn't interfere with all the cocky fun we have planned. You know, since you haven't fully conquered her yet. She saw Mindy printing out the erotic pictures, though, and now wild horses couldn't drag her out of the computer room."

I thought about the pictures, especially about the ones of Sue Ellen striking a pose similar to Michelle's current pose, only with her face covered with cum. "Uh-oh. Cindy saw the pictures? That's not good, is it?"

"Daaaaddddyyyy!" She stomped her foot in frustration. "How can you just sit there and talk when this body of mine demands to be fucked and used? You say you're not ready to fuck my cunt yet, but at least you could fuck my face or my tits. You haven't even vigorously fucked my face once yet, which is an outrage and an injustice! Gaawwwd, your super-human willpower gets me so fuckin' horny!"

I grinned to myself. Clearly, despite my great arousal, I still had a lot more self-control than she did at the moment. I tried to pretend indifference as best I could. "About the pictures, and Cindy?"

She grimaced with frustration. "Don't worry, it's cool. Cindy's halfway tamed by your horse cock already, so she's not gonna rock the boat. She and Mom are totally getting hot as Ruby and Mom tell her the whole Sue Ellen saga all over again. Illustrated with pictures, even! Mom cleverly made sure Cindy was in a bikini first. You should see the way the two of them are panting with desire as they wait for the next picture to come off the printer!"

Hmmm. Things sound pretty promising with Cindy, but also pretty scary. How can I handle that many women? Just handling Shelle would be a 24-7 job, although an extremely sexually pleasurable one! 

I said, "Well, I hope that whatever happens to Cindy, she sticks with me on this whole dating boys thing. I am NOT going to back down on that."

"DaaaaaaAAAAaaaaddy! Please don't start again about that. You're roaching my buzz. You know I'd never let any other guy touch my body, since it belongs to you. Everything is working out like a dream for me and Ruby, except for that. It's like that snake inside the Garden of Eden."

"Well, sorry, but that's how it is. No paradise is perfect."

She was staring wide-eyed at my crotch while licking her lips even more than before.

"What?" I asked, puzzled.

"Sorry, it's just that you mentioned snakes." She was staring right at my throbbing bulge. Somehow, she'd managed to cross the room without my noticing. She was nearly close enough to reach out and touch it.

I looked down at my crotch and could actually see the fabric twitching. "Actually, you're the one who mentioned snakes. Come on, Shelle. Take your arms off your head and get comfortable."

She did drop her arms and get down, but unfortunately for me she chose to kneel on the floor right between my legs. If anything, that was an even MORE tempting pose!

I continued talking while trying not to think about what else she could be doing in that position. All she'd have to do is open her mouth wide, lean forward, and as I unzip my fly, her tongue would come snaking out... Damn! I can't go there! As if it's not tough enough to concentrate, she has to keep licking her lips! Arrgh! 

I protested, "You can't call that position comfortable. The way you're all stiff with your hands pinned behind your back, that looks very UN-comfortable."

"Shows what you know," she snorted at me. "This is my favorite position of all. Well, not counting the use of ropes or chains. And this is my favorite spot in the whole wide world."

I tried to joke, "So you like this room, huh?"

She rolled her eyes. It was so obvious that she was referring to being between my legs that she didn't bother to explain. She just playfully muttered, "Must not kill Daddy! Need his cock too much!"

I cleared my throat and shook my head, and then tried again. "I've been thinking about this a little during my breaks in the past couple of hours, now that I've actually had some time to think without the 'fog of horniness' in my brain all the time. I have a proposal for you. Assuming you do find some boy in your school you find attractive, I want you to prove that you don't have some sexual fixation only on me. I hate to be crude about it, but I want you to take him out and show him a good time. Obviously it doesn't have to be on the first date. But eventually, get physical. Make out with him, at the very least. Prove to me that our teasing won't interrupt your normal development."

She looked up at me, a bit stunned. She didn't know how to respond to that. I could see a lot of different facial expressions slide across her face, most of them variations on disappointment, disgust, hurt, and revulsion.

I added, "I don't want you to simply tell me about what happens with the boy, because you've had a track record of tomfoolery in the past. I want you to bring the boy back here to this very house, maybe to the living room, and make out with him. No mere goodnight kiss, but a full-on, heavy necking and petting session."

"Daddy, I can't believe you're suggesting that! That's bizarre! How could you possibly ask me to do something so hurtful? Just the very thought of it turns my stomach."

She even looked a tad green about the gills, as if it really did turn her stomach. She had to be a great actress. I didn't want to think about what it would mean if she wasn't acting. How could she really be that devoted to me?

I said, "I know. But I've decided... Look, could you sit in a chair? I'm trying to have a serious conversation with you."

"Okay, but you're stressed. You sure you don't want me to at least stroke the King as we talk?" She brought a hand from behind her back and started running it up my leg.

"No." Actually, I did, but I knew it would affect my judgment. "Come on. Can you imagine how hard it is to hold a discussion with your daughter when she's topless, kneeling between your legs, and the smell of pussy is filling up the room?"

She stuck two fingers in her mouth and slid them in and out, all the while looking like an innocent angel. "No. But tell me more about how hard it is!" She stared lustily at the bulge in my shorts.

"Go!" I pointed to a chair.

She reluctantly went to sit in it.

I could breathe easier, although she was still topless, and her F-cups were still defying the laws of gravity. I couldn't avoid the smell of perfume mixing with her musky pussy aroma, either. Damn! Thank God I climaxed half an hour earlier, or I'd be a goner by now. 

She settled herself in the chair, and managed to drop her V suit down around her knees in the process. She positioned herself so I got a good look at her sopping wet pussy.

After I reminded her to sit with her legs closed, I went on, "I've been far too passive about things. I've been blindsided. I need to take charge and direct things in a better direction. We can't just do every single thing we want for the sake of our sexual urges. I can allow the physical relationship you and I have, as long as I know that you're still capable of developing normal relationships that don't involve me. I so very much want to see you marry and have children someday, but how can you do that if you're so strongly fixated on me?"

"I think I know a way," she said, giving me a very mysterious look. "Mom does too. But we'll try it your way first, if you insist. I'll be terribly painful for me, but at least it'll be somewhat hot knowing that you're getting all pervy watching me." She spread her legs wide again, showing off her sopping pussy.

She seemed to give in far too easily on that, knowing her usual bullheadedness. I had my suspicions that she was up to something. But for now I was willing to take her at her word and see what developed.

Somehow, I steeled my resolve, and continued, "Actually, it won't be like that. I'm not going to be some perving voyeur. Mindy and I will watch from a safe distance, just enough to know that something's happening. And frankly, I don't even want to meet the guy up close, at least until I know that you two are serious. In fact, it would be better if you just keep the lights off altogether."

She let out a long, sad sigh. "So fucking wrong!"

"Now, in return for this rather unusual proposal, I'll also offer you a reward. You know I've been avoiding your pussy. But if you make out with a boy for a while, I'll be willing to finger and lick you down there."

There was a pause, and then, "That's IT?! You'll be 'willing' to finger and lick my pussy?" She even made mocking finger quotes in the air. "You should be all psyched to do that anyway, not trying to use it as a bargaining chip with me. Big fucking whoop!"

She stood up over me and crossed her arms under her ample bosom. I noticed she also let her V suit fall the rest of the way to the floor as she stood. She stepped free of it for good measure.

God, this girl's bare pussy is WET! Lord, give me strength! It would be so easy to bend her over and give her the fucking she so richly deserves! I'll bet she's tight as hell! 

All she had left on were her black high heels. It's not like she needed them to firm up her legs or make her ass jut out, as she was mouthwateringly firm and curvy already. But obviously she'd found out that I had a thing for high heels.

I said, "'Big whoop?' Now I'm hurt. I thought you'd like that. And I know I'd really like that."

"Sorry, it's just... Sure, that would be nice, but I've been having girl-on-girl sex for nearly five years already. Whoop-de-fricken-do. Pussy licking is kind of 'been there, done that, woo-hoo, got the T-shirt.' Sure, I'd love it a lot if it was YOU doing that to me, especially if it was part of a sixty-nine, but compared to having to date and kiss a boy? No way! It's just not worth it. You'll have to do something better than that. Something involving your COCK! Some new way in which you defile and dominate me!"

"Sorry, that's my final offer."

"Ugh." Yet still, she was thinking it over. It was clear to me that she was more tempted by my offer than she was willing to admit.

While pondering, she stuck a finger in the corner of her mouth and licked on it a little. With anyone else, this might just have looked like a thoughtful pose, a la Dr. Evil's pinky move in the Austin Powers movies, but when it was Michelle, it was positively obscene. Add to the fact that she clutched an arm under her F-cups, causing them to spill over her forearm to the point where I practically couldn't see it!

Christ almighty! This is a serious test of my willpower. Why do I thinking back to Mindy's catchphrase: "Fuck the SHIT out of her?!" Bad! Bad! 

Damn! I have to be strong. This is a pivotal moment! 

Reading her body language, it looked like she was as resolved as I was, so I decided to sweeten the pot just a little.

"Of course," I added, as if in afterthought, "if I'm going to be licking and sucking you to orgasm, I'll need to make sure that things don't get out of hand. I'll need to tie you down first."

Michelle's entire body stiffened at that, especially her nipples. And I saw that her pussy started leaking even more freely than before. She was still struggling, but slowly losing the battle.

Finally, she said, "Define 'a while' for me. How about just lip-to-lip contact at the front door at the end of the date? One kiss like that. And then, in return, you'll never consider my pussy or ass crack off limits ever again. You'll totally have your way with me down there, running your big cock in my ass crack and up and down my pussy lips, any time you like. You'll treat every inch of my body the way a master should treat his slave!"

She ran her fingers over her bare pussy, as if in anticipation.

"No deal. Let's call 'a while' only twenty minutes. I'm being generous."

"Twenty minutes?! Daddy, you're gonna make me cry!" She huffed as she dropped back into her chair. She bounced up and down, which set her jugs jiggling and swaying despite her arm underneath.

She pleaded plaintively, "Do you know how sad I feel, exercising like a fiend for years to be your perfect sex toy? All for you! All because I love you so much! All I want to do is love you and serve you and keep you happy. You think I'm selfish, but the truth is that everything I do is for you, the only man I'll ever love! And then you don't even want me! You'd pawn me off to some worthless, filthy... BOY!" She practically spat the last word out, as if it were poisonous.

I felt bad. "It's not like that. You think I'm happy about this? It's like stabbing myself in the heart, but it's gotta be done. I'm doing this precisely because I love YOU! It's like when birds don't allow their chick to come back to the nest anymore. At some point, they've learned to fly on their own, and it would be bad for their development to keep treating them like chicks. I have to think about what's best for your future?"

For no apparent reason, she cupped her enormous jutting breasts from below and sensuously caressed them. "But what if I wanna stay your 'chick' forever? Your babe? Your piece of tail? Your totally submissive, cock slave, big-titted, sex daughter-pet who lives to get royally fucked by you on a daily basis? What if the vision of my best future is lying in bed all day with Mom and Ruby and your other sex slaves, hanging out and having fun and keeping your cock well-tended? What if that thrills me and fulfills me a million times more than that 'flying from the nest' bullshit of yours?"

"Sorry, but life doesn't work like that. We can't just stay in bed all day. You've got a career and a family of your own and many other things to look forward to. I'm gonna be jealous as hell, but it has to be done for the good of your long-term future, and fast. I'm already worried that it's too late, that you're too fixated on me."

She grinned without remorse. "Yep! It's too late! I'm a totally hopeless case, so let's just give up on this whole boy thing. And since I'm a goner, you might as well just fuck me now." She finally took one hand from caressing her tits, but only so she could run her fingers over her increasingly wet pussy lips.

I was really wishing she'd at least kept her pussy covered. Its musky smell alone could make a grown man go insane. "Not so fast. Okay, I'll make it ten minutes. Ten minutes of serious necking."

"Let's say two minutes, and immediately after the boy leaves and I wash the defilement of his touch off me in a scalding hot shower, you'll give me a long dry hump, rubbing your cock up and down my pussy lips as you ravage my tied and bound body all night long! And Ruby and I get to spend the whole rest of the night naked in your bed!" She reached a hand out towards my crotch.

I had to scoot my chair out of reach. "Five minutes, and you've gotta promise not to get sneaky and try to slip my dick in your slit. None of that 'Oops, look what just kinda happened, Daddy, you might as well fuck my pussy good now' stuff. I know how you think! We're talking outside contact only."

"Damn!" As good as she looked when she was horny and begging for it, I'm ashamed to say that she looked even more tempting to me when she got angry at being frustrated.

I warned her, "If that happens, and you slip my dick in you against my wishes, I'll pull out immediately and then make you go out on a second date with the boy and give him a blowjob before I even think about touching you again."

Now she really did look green around the gills, and there was no question as to whether or not she was faking it. "Oh, YUCK! Gross! NEVER! I'd die first! Don't make me ill!"

"Do we have a deal or not?"

She hesitated, and stared at me for some long moments. "Damn, now you've got me thinking about you running your horse cock all over my throbbing, needy twat. I've just gotta have that. And while I'm all bound and helpless too. Damn you, you sexy, clever bastard! I'm so horny! It's no fair, conducting negotiations like this, when you stripped me of my clothes and left me begging for cock!"

Talk about no fair. I was the one sweating bullets and about to crack! And she was the one who'd taken off her bathing suit, not me! I can't even begin to describe how difficult it is to negotiate with a nude teen sexpot. But, using all my willpower, I kept staring at her, waiting for a solid answer.

She finally said, "Okay, deal."

I breathed a huge sigh of relief. I still had doubts that she'd go through with the date idea. In fact, I was almost certain there would be trouble. But I felt some progress was being made anyway, and I wasn't really giving up anything in return, so long as I remained firmly resolved not to fuck her.

Besides, my pulsing erection couldn't take much more teasing. Any actual teasing she did was just bonus points, since simply being in the same room as her was a tease. I held out my hand. "Shake on it?"

"Okay!"

But instead of shaking my hand, she started dancing around, with the emphasis on shaking her topless rack. Then, as she was still shaking about, she grabbed my outstretched hand and brought it to her ass. She rubbed my hand slowly back and forth across her ass cheek.

I laughed, but I couldn't let go now that I was touching her. As I kneaded her delectable rear end, I insisted, "That's not what I meant. I want us to shake hands to seal the deal."

She pulled my other hand to her other ass cheek. Now I was effectively in an embrace with a stark naked vixen (not counting her five-inch heels). "Isn't it common to seal these kinds of Daddy agreements with a kiss? And then a titfuck and blowjob? And then another titfuck and a spanking?"

She didn't overtly hold my erection yet, as it was still in my shorts. But she was busy pulling my shorts and underwear down with both hands. (I must admit that I lifted my ass up a bit to assist.)

"No!" I couldn't resist her enthusiasm though. I stood up and I said, "Let's say a handshake and a kiss."

So she stood back from me, taking my shorts and underwear away with her, and then she tossed them to the floor. We shook hands, briefly, but our bodies quickly flew back together.

We necked and fondled for a little while, but we were so worked up that those words don't even begin to describe what we were doing. "All but fucking while standing" would be more accurate. Damn! Have I said how much I love groping her huge tits? I love her sexy moans when I do just about anything to her nipples. But firmly squeezing her ass is nearly as much fun, and is also a guaranteed moan inducer.

I happened to be barefoot while Michelle was in her five-inch heels, so she was actually a bit taller than me. Being a devious vixen, she took advantage of this to not simply jack me off. No, a normal man might have been able to just barely deal with that. Instead, she slipped my stiff rod between her thighs. My erection was covered in pre-cum, and her thighs were truly wet from her cum, so my dick started sliding around in there like a greased pig. But even that wasn't enough. She started rhythmically squeezing my shaft with her thighs!

Talk about pleasure! I nearly screamed. I have no idea how I managed not to cum. It was probably simply the fact that it felt so good that I never wanted it to end. But my erection hadn't been stimulated much until this point, so it actually was ready to withstand more of her pleasure attacks.

She spoke huskily, "You like that? You're so close to fucking me! Think how much better it'll feel when you actually ARE fucking me! Fully impaled in my tight twat! You know that Mom has trained me in the art of pussy control. Nothing's gone in there yet, obviously, since I'm saving my virginity for you, but I can do my Kegel squeezes like a motherfucker! Or, more fittingly, like a daddyfucker!" She giggled gleefully.

I growled, "Shut up! Shut up!" She was really getting to me. She knew just what to do to drive me bat shit crazy.

She pulled up my shirt to my armpits. Then, with her hands drenched in cum from having fit my cock between her thighs, she slathered her F-cup torpedoes with her own cum. She returned to her pussy a couple of times until her tits were juicy and dripping. "Mmmm, you smell that? I love smearing Daddy goo all over myself, marking my body as yours. That shows how hot for you I am!"

Then she began bouncing her whole body up and down against mine, making sure to slide her thighs about three or four inches in a silky squeeze around my cock with each bounce. It naturally followed that her slippery melons slid up and down that much on my chest with each bounce too.

And then, as a sort of coup de grace, she started talking excitedly. "Daddy! You were so clever! So masterful! So strong! I was trying hard to tempt you, to break your willpower with my fit and busty teenage body, but it was hopeless. You broke my will instead! You proved why you're the MASTER and I'm the SLAVE! Gaawwwd! It makes me so HOT and HORNY! Feel how hot my pussy is for you!"

She tried to bring my hand to her drooling pussy, but I resisted. Well, eventually. I kind of have to admit that I fingered her pussy lips a little bit before it dawned on me just what I was doing.

Even then, I probably would have kept fingering her, except that it was difficult to do, given the way she was sliding up and down all over me. My cock was soooo close to her slit. Soooooooo close!

Then, after another nuclear kiss, she panted as she rubbed, "You know what else is hot? The way you broke me and dominated me, and then claimed me as your prize, forcing me to rub my naked body all over yours, as if my sole purpose is to please you!" She squealed, as if she just had the idea for the first time, "WHICH IT IS!"

Needless to say, there was some serious revisionist history going on there. I don't recall "claiming" her or "forcing" her to do anything, especially the rubbing. In fact, I wanted her to stop before she made me shoot a load through her legs and across the room. But hey, if such ideas made her even more aroused, who was I to disabuse her of them?

Then, unexpectedly, she pulled away from me completely. Perhaps she heard the way I was whimpering with arousal and knew I would blow my load before she was done with me. Or maybe she was just distracted, because she seemed excited and suddenly introspective as she contemplated the deal we'd just made. "Woo-hoo! Excellent!"

She paced around the room energetically. "I've got to call Ruby right away and figure out the right boy for me." She put her hand on her chin in a thoughtful pose. "Let's see. I wonder if it's too late to arrange a date for tonight. Hmmm. Probably."

I sat back down in my chair. I was winded and sweaty. It was like Hurricane Michelle had blown through the room and I needed to pick up the pieces and crawl back to survive. She looked just as energetic as ever, and no worse for wear, unless one counted all the cum on her bust and legs.

Damn teenagers. I wish I could be that young again!

In response to her date comment, I gasped out, "Tonight?"

"Yeah. I might as well get this freaking hideous ordeal of yours over with. This bullshit of yours isn't going to get any easier by waiting. And then I'll be able to luxuriate in the feeling of your fat cock sliding all over my ass and cunt! I just know I'm gonna totally love it! I'm gonna want you to dry fuck me every single day! Well, at least until you start fucking me properly, the way a daddy-master needs to take his daughters and keep their vaginas basted in spermy love."

I groaned. "I should have held out for more."

"Ha-ha! Too late! A deal's a deal!"

So much for me being the invincible negotiator. She wasn't exactly being consistent in her thinking, but she didn't care. She jumped around excitedly, and then she reached for me and pulled me up out of my chair. She hugged me some more while continuing to bounce around, which meant her twin torpedoes practically pushed me down to the floor.

Suddenly, before I realized what was happening, she had slipped down to her knees and had my erection inside her straining mouth.

I have to admit it was impressive how quickly and easily she was learning to wrap her lips around my unusual thickness. But still, each time she did so, her eyes bugged out with a shocked and overwhelmed expression, like she couldn't believe she'd really just managed to do that.

She moaned around it with loud arousal. She sucked on it frantically yet with great skill.

"Oh, man!" I complained, although it felt so good I didn't have the will to push her away. I should have known that it would come to this - she was just too sexy to resist!

Time passed. I don't even know how much time, because I was so far gone into lust that it was almost an otherworldly experience. I was happy to just sit there with both hands on her long blonde mane of hair and watch her big melons swing back and forth in time to the bobbing of her head. Of course, I had to clench my PC muscle non-stop, but it seemed that as long as I did that, we could keep doing this indefinitely.

Then I heard Mindy's voice and looked up to see her standing at the door. She was dressed in nice clothes. (She didn't really do "casual wear" unless it was a bikini, or a sports outfit, or something like that.) She smirked. "Having fun yet?"

I moaned erotically. "Good GOD! It's too much! Too much!"

"Let her have her fun, Honey. That's her favorite way of saying 'I love you' now."

I gasped out, "Boy, she must really love me then, 'cos she's giving me an out of this world blowjob!"

Mindy suddenly dropped all pretense of playfulness. "She does. Never forget it. To her, sucking your cock really is like one long, slurpy, yummy 'I love you.'"

I didn't know what to say to that, especially since she was almost certainly right. Plus, I felt really odd just sitting there with my daughter on her knees and bare-assed naked between my legs, sucking me off, while my wife just stood there and smiled approvingly.

But she took it in stride to the point of actually saying to Michelle in a casual voice, "Nice heels! Are those new?"

Michelle managed to sort of moan a "Mmmm hmmm!" answer. She nodded her head extra vigorously to distinguish an affirmative reply to Michelle's question from the usual head bobbing of her continued cocksucking.

Mindy, though, was all smirks and seemed to enjoy prolonging the moment. She asked, "Where did you get them?"

Michelle tried to reply, but was too hot for cock to be able to pull off or even slow down. She was sliding her lips back and forth over my sweet spot and a couple of extra inches besides, and frigging her clit too. "MMMM! MMMM!" She briefly threw her hands up in the air to express her frustration in not being able to speak.

Mindy pretended like she was having a normal conversation, and even leaned against the doorway like she was getting comfortable. "Black looks good on you. I like how it matches your, uh, your... Hmmm, well it would seem you're not wearing anything else at all, you naughty little Daddy lovin' slut, which I guess makes it hard to accessorize. Still, they say black goes with anything, or in this case, with nothing. Plus, it contrasts nicely with your long blonde hair and your richly tanned skin."

She chuckled, greatly amused with the whole situation.

I asked her, "How long have you been standing there?"

"Long enough. I pretty much heard the whole conversation. I finally managed to get Cindy to leave, and then I came up here. She was very keen to see you again, but I told her you were working hard and she'd have to come back later. Ruby's still here, though, and she can't wait to see Sue Ellen again."

"Oh," I replied. My brain had more or less shut off once Michelle started flicking her tongue on my frenulum, so I wasn't exactly in a talkative mood. I was under the impression my wife had just arrived, but that shows how much I know.

Mindy smiled benignly as grimaces of pleasure crossed my face. "Now I can see why you had me suck you off just a half an hour ago, and then not tell Michelle about it. Actually, it was more like an hour ago by now. Did you realize she's been sucking you for at least ten minutes? Time flies when you're having fun."

Michelle's eyes went wide with surprise. She pulled her mouth off my pulsing cock, and exclaimed, "Daddy! You did that?! Ohmigod! I should be mad at you for tricking me like that, but I can't be! That's just TOO HOT, the way you totally manipulated and tricked me! I don't stand a chance!"

She turned to Mindy. "You see, Mom? You see? Can't you see why I have no choice but to eternally serve as one of Daddy's many sex slaves?"

Mindy chuckled and appeased her. "Sure. I see that. Sounds like a typical situation horse-cocked daddies have with their sex slave busty daughters." She winked at me.

Michelle didn't see the wink, because she was already frantically bobbing up and down on my cock again.

Mindy sighed happily. "Aaaah! Don't you just love that loud, blissful moan whenever she slips her lips over your fat knob? And the look on her face when she's overwhelmed by your sheer size all over again. Priceless! Daughter, I'm SO proud of you. You've been bobbing on him for a good ten minutes now, and taking good care of his balls to boot, and you're still going strong."

Michelle mumbled a word or two. I couldn't make it out since her mouth was crammed full of cock after all, but I guessed it was something like "Thanks" or "My pleasure."

Then Min said to me, "Our daughter is a difficult case, isn't she? She's a tough negotiator too. I think you should give her a firm spanking right now for making your life hard. And other things hard too." She winked.

It wasn't like I had to ponder if Michelle liked the spanking idea or not. She was too busy sucking my cock to talk, but she firmly spanked her own ass several times to show how much she approved of Mindy's idea.

Mindy reminded me, "Remember what you did to me when I was sucking you earlier?"

Michelle mumbled some kind of question, but she was bobbing on my cock so intently that it came out as another unintelligible mumble. Still, it was easy to guess that it was something like, "What did he do to you?"

Mindy explained to her, "I was a baaaad wife. So Daddy gave me a good spanking, even as he forced me to keep sucking him off."

Not surprisingly, Michelle was dumbstruck. Then she squealed excitedly. I could actually feel her squeals on my boner better than I could hear them.

The spanking sounded like a nice idea, so I briefly reached down and gave Michelle's ass a firm whack.

"MMPPFFF!" Her whole body tensed up, including the muscles on her face. At the time, her lips were up over her teeth, or I wouldn't have tried it, but still, her lips clamped down on my shaft pretty hard. I made a mental note to never slap an ass while receiving a blowjob. I watched her body tremble and shake as a big orgasm swept through her.

Then her body went limp. The sweat was pouring down her face, and she was gasping for air, but she was such a trooper that she still didn't pull my cock out of her mouth. I couldn't help but admire her tenacity, because she grasped my thighs with both hands to prop herself up, and went right on sucking as soon as she caught her breath.

I decided a spanking was a good call after all. I could do what I wanted. Besides, I figured it would actually give my erection a break.

"No, that's not going to work. Come here, Michelle," I said in a stern voice as I began to stand up.

"I agreed to finger you and dry hump you as a reward for obeying my wishes and going out with a boy," I lectured. "But then you tricked me into doing both those things already. That was very naughty," I said, as I began to spank her lush and so spankable bottom.

Michelle moaned her objection and kept her lips tightly sealed around my erection until I stood up completely and backed away while carefully pushing her off my boner altogether.

She looked up at me in hurt surprise, but I just pulled her up and led her back over to the chair. Her surprise turned to shock and her hurt expression vanished, to be replaced by something approaching rapture as I forced her over my knees.

As soon as I gave her a hard swat, I was surprised to her hear shout out, "One! Thank you, Master!"

While I was still trying to figure out how to respond to that, she turned contemplative. "Hmmm. I wonder if I should I say 'thank you, Master,' or 'thank you, Daddy. What do you think, Mom?"

I was so taken by the spanking idea that I'd completely forgotten Mindy was in the room.

My wife also turned contemplative, as if this was a matter of great import requiring serious thought. Finally, she concluded, "I think either is acceptable, and you should use one or the other depending on your mood. But you could also use both: Daddy-Master!"

I couldn't see Michelle's face, but I'm sure it lit up upon hearing that. I even felt a ripple of excitement run through her body, causing it to jerk up a bit. "Mom! That's fucking brilliant! You're a genius!"

"Not true," Mindy replied, "although a surprising number of people do tell me that every single day." She winked at me and grinned.

I was a bit distracted, with one hand groping a dangling tit and the other running up and down a very juicy slit (hell, I'd already broken that taboo, so no harm in breaking it some more).

Michelle humped her ass up repeatedly, trying to coax more contact with my fingers, and believe me, that was VERY deliciously distracting.

In fact, I was so horny and distracted that I even forgot about the spanking. After a minute or two, Michelle reminded me, "Daddy, I totally LOVE what you're doing, but can you keep doing that and spank me too?"

So I continued with ten hard swats on each cheek. Michelle's voice was positively dripping with orgasmic sensuality each time she was "forced" to say "Daddy-Master."

I could feel her body shudder to orgasm twice, and her leaking pussy practically turned into a fountain. She cried out so loudly I was sure Ruby would come running up any second. Hell, I actually found myself wondering if Cindy would hear it from down the street.

Mindy was trying to act amused and detached, but she wasn't doing a very good job at it. She was getting increasingly flushed and fidgety as the spanking went on.

"That's not your punishment, by the way," I added. "That was your extra reward - one you didn't have to bargain for. Your punishment is that you have to make it ten minutes. And you have to make the boy believe you're really enjoying it."

She tried to pout and complain as she panted, but she couldn't pull it off. For once, she was just too blissed out to pull off anything at all.

Michelle was so worked up that she seemed unable to speak or move after the spanking obviously ended. I took advantage to finger her pussy some more, this time actually pumping my fingers in and out a little bit while being careful of her hymen.

She just whimpered helplessly.

Mindy whispered in breathless, almost teary awe, "Honey?! Is that the first time you've touched her hymen? The hymen that she's been saving for you to rip right through?"

I felt chills of pure pleasure race down my spine as I realized she was right. I'd been too carried away to really think about it. I said, "Why, I do believe you're right."

My wife gasped, and whispered with even more awe, "Oh my God!"

I closed my eyes and concentrated on one of my breathing exercises meant to calm me down. This wasn't giving my dick any rest at all, and I remained dangerously close to cumming.

But the exercise helped, even though my hands never stopped their fondling. I resumed gazing at my voluptuous daughter writhing in my lap, and commented to her, "I have to say, you have quite a tight cunt, little girl. Why, it's so much fun to play with, I almost forgot to play with your nipples too. Almost."

I chuckled, because nobody could miss the way I was pinching her nipple as I said that.

Michelle whimpered louder, and with much more frustration. Obviously, she had a lot to say about my "tight cunt" comment, but she was too far gone to say it.

I looked up at my wife and noticed her playing with her nipples and pussy through her clothes, in clear imitation of what I was doing to our daughter.

Michelle humped her ass up and down some more until she came for a third time (at least). Again, her screams were so loud I was surprised that nobody came to see.

The three of us were quiet and mostly still for the next few minutes. I still hadn't gotten my orgasmic satisfaction, but I wanted to recover a bit so I could thoroughly enjoy it.

At one point, my wife told me, "Hon, you've really outdone yourself this time. I can't believe you still haven't cum yet! I watched all of the blowjob she gave you, and that was no ordinary blowjob. She was worked up to a fever pitch and gave you no quarter, no respite whatsoever. And then the spanking. You played with her pussy and even touched her hymen! That's such a crucial, historic breakthrough that I can't even tell you how giddy I feel. And yet you're STILL going!"

I said, sincerely, "I can't take much of the credit. You're the one who systemically trained me to increase my stamina. Boy, did that work! Plus, you took the edge off with your little role-play routine. That was key. And Shelle just inspires me so damn much that I do absolutely everything I can to hold out to keep the pleasure going. It's tiring, but it's worth it."

"I'll bet! In any case, these are such glorious, wonderful days. I feel like our family is coming together like never before, one slurpy, sloshy cocksuck after another!"

I was reluctant to admit it, but I agreed with her. We were growing closer. Plus, maybe this was what was needed to bring the Gruesome Twosome into line.

Michelle didn't say a word. She was still dead to the world from her powerful orgasms.

I carefully guided Michelle's limp body down to the floor, back into a kneeling position, and guided her mouth back onto my still very hard cock.

I decided that I deserved a reward that I didn't have to bargain for too. Plus, I can't deny that I wanted to flaunt my improved stamina in front of her and my wife.

Michelle seemed incredulous that I was having her suck me off some more, given her half dead state. Hell, she could barely remain kneeling. But she found a new burst of energy and immediately began to suck me again. Remarkably, she was nearly as enthusiastic as before. I guessed that one couldn't be complacent about having an object as large of my erection in one's mouth. That immediately set off the body's alarm bells and one had to struggle to just keep breathing.

Reveling in my situation, I thought I'd blow Michelle's mind even more by engaging in casual conversation with Mindy as if I wasn't paying any mind to the way Michelle was bobbing on my erection. I asked, "So, Sweetheart. What's the plan for later?"

Mindy had more or less calmed down by now, and replied calmly, "I dunno, but since Sue Ellen's coming over shortly, I sure hope you dip your wick in her a little bit. At least maybe I can watch that. And I'm talking about fucking. There's no reason to hold back with her. All this cocksucking and titfucking is well and good, but I want to see you doing some downright hard-core regular cunt fucking of someone other than me!"

I shook my head in wonder. It's not exactly every day that a wife tells her husband that.

Michelle suddenly came up for air. "Good GOD, people! Mom, do you have any idea what you're saying? Even as I kneel here naked blowing Daddy's fat cock, you're talking about another beautiful, busty teen slave coming over to get fucked deeper into her enslavement? Stop! Stop talking! Just SHUT UP! I can't take any more arousal! My heart is about to pound out of my chest, and I can't breathe! Daddy's simply an unstoppable sex machine!"

I had to chortle out loud. I was hardly "unstoppable." True, I did have my improved stamina, but I was rarely the instigator. It was these women who kept unilaterally declaring their devotion to me and throwing themselves at me. But I was too far gone with arousal to say anything.

Mindy, though, knew just how to press Michelle's buttons, and she took delight in pressing them. "Sorry. Daddy has his stable of cock slaves now, and as a good master, he keeps them all well fucked." Then she remembered my restriction on fucking Michelle and Ruby, and rather lamely added, "Well, most of them at this point, anyway."

Michelle was miffed at that last bit, even though she licked her way around my cockhead as she talked. "No fair! Daddy gets to fuck everybody but me and Ruby! And we have to DATE stupid good-for-nothing, wretched, yucky BOYS! No fair! What an outrage!"

Mindy said, "Michelle, since you somehow managed to take your mouth off your father's thick cock, can you leave him and me so we can talk alone for a while?"

Now she was even more miffed. "Boy, that was a big mistake. I'm gonna have to learn how to suck and talk at the same time. Sheesh. Talk about MEAN parents."

I said, "Um, Min? Nice thought, but if I don't cum in the next minute or two, I think I'm gonna die!"

Mindy looked at me sitting there, with a sticky chest and an even stickier crotch. Sweat was pouring down my skin, especially my face, and my heart was pounding. I pulled my shirt down from my shoulders back on to my chest to at least restore some shred of dignity.

She sighed, pretending to be all put out by my comment. "Very well. Honey, you do look like you're in a bad way. Now, daughter of mine, which of the four cock slave rules do you think would apply best to this situation?"

"Oh! I know! 'Share the cock!'" For some reason, she hefted up both her perfect tits as she said this.

"That's right." Mindy was all smiles as she crossed the room, bent down, and took her place next to her daughter. Strangely, she kept all her clothes on, while Michelle remained buck naked kneeling beside her, and I only had my shirt on.

Just before she started licking, Mindy told Michelle, "Since you did most of the work, I think it's only right that you get to take his load. Swallow it or take a facial, I don't care, but try not to get it on my clothes, okay?"

"Sure thing. Thanks, Mom!" She leaned back in and got busy licking my sweet spot.

The minute or so they spent getting sorted out had given my boner a bit of a break, but not much.

Still, with the two of them going at it like one single-minded and relentless licking and sucking machine, I wasn't going to last long in any case. It only took a minute or two before I yelled, "I'm close!"

Mindy backed off to just fondling my balls as Michelle took over.

Then my climax came. Good God, did I cum! Michelle painted her own face with the first couple of squirts, and then greedily swallowed all the rest, letting me blast straight into her mouth.

Mindy waited until it was all over. Then she stood up and straightened out her outfit. "You know, I needed that. I wasn't anywhere close to cumming; in fact, my pussy is moist at best. But sometimes one just needs a little cocksucking action, you know what I mean?"

I don't know who that was directed to, but Michelle stood up and said, "I do! Mom, that was awesome! Sharing IS best. You know what? You're pretty cool, for a mom."

Michelle wanted to give her mother a hug, but she could see that she'd worked up a good sweat (mostly from thrashing around on my lap), and Mindy's clothes were expensive. So instead, she leaned forward and kissed her on the lips without touching her elsewhere.

When the kiss ended, Michelle protested, "Mom, you have to open your lips wide."

Mindy looked a bit nervous as she replied, "Sorry. Despite all the craziness, you're still my daughter, and it doesn't feel right. Besides, you know I don't lean that way."

I thought, Yeah, right! 

"But Mom, just open lips for a sec, 'cos I've got a special gift for you." She stuck her tongue out, showing it was still covered in my cum.

Mindy's eyes widened, and I could almost sense her heart racing. She blushed shyly as she muttered, "Oh. Well, that's different."

The two of them kissed for a minute or two, snowballing the cum back and forth. Call me crazy, but it sure looked to me like the two of them ended up putting a lot of passion, and tongue, into it.

I had put my shorts back on by this time, and was more or less recovered. I stood up to see my daughter go.

Michelle came up to me and wrapped her naked body all over me again. She kissed me once on my right cheek. "Thanks."

"For what?" I asked.

"For everything. For the deal. For the spanking. For letting me suck your cock when I really needed to, and for so long. For tricking and dominating me, even. You're the best!"

Starting again, she kissed me again on the right cheek. "Thank you, Daddy, my father." Then she kissed me on my left cheek. "Thank you, Daddy, my lover." Then back to my right cheek. "Thank you, Daddy, my master." Then the other cheek. "Thank you, Daddy, my owner, my love, my reason to live."

She pulled back and elaborated, "You're tough and blockheaded sometimes, but you do have my best interests at heart, and I love you for that. That's why I feel so good being owned as your slave. I know you won't abuse your total power over me. Well, at least you won't abuse me in a BAD way. I kind of hope you'll abuse me in a good way at least a little." She winked.

I started to protest, "But I'm not REALLY your own-"

My words were cut off as she kissed me on the lips. That kiss went on for a while.

It even threatened to escalate as hands started to roam. I couldn't get enough of kneading her ass cheeks, but her big tits demanded attention too, so I switched back and forth. Since she knew my penis would stay flaccid for a while, she generally fondled my ass in return.

Mindy was forced to cough a bit until Michelle got the message.

Michelle exclaimed happily, "Look, Mom! Daddy's totally hefting my tits with both hands, again showing his ownership of my body! Isn't that too cool for school?"

"It is," Mindy patiently replied. "But on a different note, I have to say I'm impressed with your generosity. In the middle of your negotiations, you got Dan to agree that you AND Ruby would get to spend a night in his bed."

Michelle pulled away from me and stood up. "Oh yeah! I did! Ohmigosh! But how could I not include Ruby? We're the bestest, breastest friends forever. I'd better go tell her! She'll be so psyched! Bye, Daddy. I love you!"

Finally, Michelle skipped off, picking up her V bathing suit and carrying it off as she went.

I was impressed at the way my wife managed to get our willful daughter out of the room.

Mindy closed the door after Michelle left, although I almost asked her why she bothered, since it seemed that someone or another was always spying on me these days.

Now, I had a chance to be the one who was smug. Making an obvious reference to the passionate snowball kiss she'd just shared with her daughter, I asked her, "So, still having trouble getting your panties moist?"

She blushed, but then immediately changed the topic. She folded her arms under her rack (a very popular gesture around the house these days, I'd noticed), and gave me an amused smile. "Interesting idea, Honey, that whole 'kissing boys for pussy access' trade. However, it didn't really go as you planned, did it?"

"No." I pulled my shorts back in place. I noticed that my fly was still unzipped, so I zipped it up. "In fact, I think it kind of backfired. ... You heard what happened. That girl has issues. I don't know how it happened, but her feelings for me are way too intense! She's so into this whole cock slave idea that it's just crazy. It's seriously warped!"

Mindy walked up to me and held my hand. "True, but she is who she is. She never does anything half way. And I admire you for your concern about her future welfare, misguided though I think it is. Keep up your carrot and stick approach and see what happens." She grinned mischievously. "You know, a little bit of her sucking on your 'carrot' here, some jacking off your hot 'stick' there."

"You really are as bad as she is."

She grew deadly serious. "Speaking of carrots, I have a confession to make. A very important, deep sexual secret that I've been hiding from you for years."

"Oh crap. Not another one."

"I'm only attracted to two things. You, and... goats. I've got a thing for them. I want to have sex with goats."

"WHAT?!" I stood up in shock.

"Kidding! Just kidding! Truly, I'm only attracted to goats." She laughed hysterically and waved her hands about, motioning for me to return to my chair and calm down.

I sat. "Damn! You seriously scared me for a minute."

She snickered. "I love how gullible you are. Like that time I totally had you convinced I'd been abducted by aliens. Man, that was hilarious."

"For you," I complained, even though I was still smiling against my will at her goat joke.

She grinned a lopsided grin that usually told me more jokes were on the way. "By the way, I think it's time to tell you that I also have a thing for sheep. In fact, I need to come completely clean: I've been having this torrid affair down at the petting zoo for months now. His name is 'Baa Baa,' and he's a baaaaaahd boy. You know what they say about how well-hung black sheep are."

We both had a good laugh about that.

I shot back, "Yeah, the women always fall for the rebellious, black sheep types, don't they? I just didn't think you'd take that quite so literally! ... Plus, that explains the three bags full of wool in the back of the house. And why you've been knitting me so many sweaters lately!"

She laughed loudly.

How cool is it to have a wife who's not afraid to make jokes about sex with animals? Nothing is off limits for her. Still, I'll be happy to go without any more sex-with-goats jokes, thank you very much. 

Just then, we heard the doorbell ring, far away downstairs.

"Perfect timing," Mindy said. "That must be Sue Ellen. Can I ask you a favor?"

"Sure. What?"

"With Sue Ellen, you've been building up a certain reputation with her. You're not as jokey and loving as usual, you're more lusty and demanding. Can you keep that up with her, more than you otherwise would?"

"I can't believe I'm saying this, but sure, anything for you. What a weird favor to ask a spouse! But what am I supposed to do with her? There's no official point for her coming over, is there?"

"Aside from her getting to know us better, especially Michelle? And rewarding her for sending those pictures? No. And as for what to do with her, hell, you're the man around here! Anything you damn well please! That's the point of having cock slaves; they serve you!"

She laughed at my question, as if everybody knew that about cock slaves, seeing how they were so common everywhere.

We headed downstairs. I thought, Man, I hope Sue Ellen isn't expecting any sexual fun and games with me, because I just shot my wad. Literally. I'm done for the day after THAT Michelle attack! At least for a good while anyway. Plus, that was my second climax in less than an hour. 




Chapter 49



As I came down the stairs, I saw Ruby and Michelle standing at the foyer and talking excitedly to Sue Ellen. It was quite a stirring sight to see all three of them together for the first time! My head was filled with visions of our shared future together if Sue Ellen really did become a part of our gang.

My two daughters were dressed in their bathing suits. Michelle still wore her blue V one and Ruby wore a more conventional red bikini, although it had a strapless top, which seemed to contain her breasts through a magical combination of compression and friction. Ruby's cleavage was practically bulging out the top of her bikini top in a way that simply made even the simple act of breathing an erotic invitation.

By way of contrast, I was amazed by how "normal" Michelle looked, considering she'd been naked and on her knees enthusiastically sucking my cock as though her life depended on it only a few minutes earlier. True, her V suit was outrageously revealing. But she'd gotten pretty sweaty and bedraggled near the end there, and now she somehow looked as clean and fresh as a daisy. I know all that sucking and spanking and such had to have worn her out, but appeared positively energetic.

The problem was, now when I looked at "normal" Michelle, in the back of my mind I could easily picture and remember the sexually adventurous Michelle shamelessly worshipping my throbbing rod with her eager mouth and body. The feeling that her burgeoning libido was somehow thinly suppressed within her and was ready to erupt again in my direction at any moment, made her relatively "normal" appearance almost disconcerting for me.

Compared to the other two girls, Sue Ellen was surprisingly covered. She looked mundane in an ordinary brown blouse and olive green skirt. It was then I realized that this was part of our developing tradition.

I stopped halfway down the stairs, before they noticed me, and listened to them talking. Michelle was jabbering, "And there I was, bobbing up and down on the King, trying my reverse lollipop move on him, and then I heard a voice, and it was Mom! I looked up towards the door with cum and saliva drooling down my chin, and she was standing there, fully dressed, just smiling with approval. That made me feel even MORE naked than I already was!"

"Weren't you ashamed at all for your mom to see you like that?" Ruby asked, breathlessly.

"Totally! There's nothing better than being completely humiliated by Daddy! It really teaches me my place. You know that feeling of having the King completely filling your mouth, and you're struggling just to breathe because it's so impossibly thick, and you're totally naked, and you look up, only to see Daddy fully dressed and triumphantly looking down on you? It's like, at that moment, you just KNOW that he's the master and you're the slave! You're fated to serve his horse cock forever! It's so shameful, but it's so HOT! And so right! You know what I mean?"

"Totally!" Ruby and Sue Ellen said in unison.

"I just LOVE being naked when he's all dressed up, feeling his eyes on my big bouncy titties! It kind of felt like that when Mom walked in on us too. Anyway, so there I was, licking my way around the ridge of his crown, when Mom said to Dad, 'Let her have her-'"

Somehow, Michelle sensed my presence at that moment, so I didn't get to hear the rest of her sentence and understand what she meant. She turned up towards me, and said casually, "Oh, hi Daddy! We were just talking about you."

I waved hello.

As I walked down the stairs, Sue Ellen looked at me with some obvious fear and anxiety. She stiffened up, like a soldier getting ready for an inspection. "Sir!"

I reached the bottom of the stairs and, remembering Mindy's request to keep up my reputation with her, I didn't smile at all, but just stared at her with something approaching menace. I held out my hand, palm up. "Sue Ellen, I believe you owe me something."

"Sir?" she asked, nervously.

Without giving away the nervousness I felt inside, I simply said, "Your panties and bra, please."

"Y-y-yes, Sir!" Her face started to blush.

Mindy was coming down the stairs behind me, also in a bikini. That left Sue Ellen surrounded by three bikini-clad beauties and me. Aside from myself, Sue Ellen was way overdressed for the company she was keeping. Nonetheless, she seemed intimidated and afraid to strip.

I think the others caught on to the intended vibe, because they weren't their usual smiling and joking selves. They all stared at Sue Ellen intently with expectant poker faces.

Slowly but surely, the demure waitress reached into her blouse and undid her bra without taking her blouse off. She shyly handed her bra to me. Only then did she look around at the hefty bosoms on the others, and muttered, "Holy Toledo! How can I compete with all THAT?!"

Staring right at Michelle's enormous and very nearly bare chest, she added, despairingly, "I've never even SEEN breasts that big in real life! And they point straight out!"

But I ignored that attempt to deflect my attention to Michelle, and just said to Sue Ellen, "Shake 'em."

"What?"

"You heard me. Shake 'em. Show what you've got." I was standing in between Ruby and Michelle, so I reached out and cupped their nearest ass cheeks to further assert my authority.

Sue Ellen saw me do that, and it made her eyes bug out. But it also seemed to motivate her. Tentatively, she raised her arms and started shaking her bra-less breasts.

Michelle could see that Sue Ellen was so nervous that she was practically trembling with fear. As a gesture of sympathy, she murmured quietly, "Look, it's starting already! Daddy's taking control! Sue Ellen, face it: in a matter of minutes you're gonna be stark naked and sucking on the King! We all are! In fact, I'd better take off my bathing suit now, before he takes it from me!"

My blonde daughter was being overly dramatic, hamming it up. She pulled the V strips off her nipples, but otherwise kept her bathing suit on - for now.

As Sue Ellen continued her lewd bra-free titty dance, Ruby's strapless bikini top "accidentally" fell off. Obviously, she'd been inspired by Michelle, although whether she was trying to help Sue Ellen feel more comfortable or just wanting to get naked or some combination of the two was hard to tell.

Seeing that I didn't say anything about it, I watched as Ruby's bikini bottoms were "accidentally" pulled all the way off as well.

Mindy and Michelle were inspired to have "accidents" of their own, and before long all three of them were naked from head to toe.

An increasingly red-faced Sue Ellen shrieked, "My God! Sir! The control you have over these women! They drop their clothes at the drop of a hat!" Clearly, the idea greatly aroused her. She raised her arms and started shaking her chest with more passion.

I had to chuckle at my so-called "control." What would have been impressive is if I'd somehow managed to keep their clothes ON. As usual, they were beating their own drum, and then crediting (or blaming) me for it.

Michelle could tell that Sue Ellen's fear was morphing into lust. She knew which buttons of Sue Ellen's buttons to push, since similar things aroused her too. So she said, "Look around. We're all naked. Soon, you'll be naked. Dancing nude. Because our master wants it that way. It doesn't matter if you do or not. You have no say in the matter. There's no limit to what he might make us do. The only thing that matters is what our MASTER wants!"

"Oh God!" Sue Ellen cried out lustily. "That's so true!" She started to unbutton her blouse, but then stopped after a few buttons when she realized she hadn't been told to do so. But with her whole body into the dance now and her blouse unbuttoned to her belly button, her tits were exposed more often than not. It was very arousing.

Still playing the tough guy role, I stood impassively, as if unmoved by everything. I had my hands on Michelle and Ruby, and I was fondling Ruby's bare ass while stroking Michelle's long blonde mane. Even though I'd climaxed only a short while ago, I could feel my dick had suddenly grown erect.

I was pleasantly surprised by that. My arousal emboldened me even more. I decisively told Sue Ellen, "Now, the panties."

"Yes, Sir!"

I watched as Sue Ellen stopped dancing and then bent over and pulled her panties over her feet. I was pleased to see that she was wearing sexy black high heels, even if the rest of her outfit was bland. She stood back up and bowed slightly while she presented her panties to me.

Looking closer at her panties as she put them in my hand, I was also pleased to see that they, and her bra, were just as lacy and fancy as the ones she'd had on the day before yesterday. They looked quite similar, except these were red and those were black.

I sniffed deeply at the crotch, noting how tremendously soaked and pungent they were already. There was no way she could have gotten that wet since she'd come in the door, no matter how turned on I'd made her these past few minutes. She had to have been leaking like a faucet before she even arrived, incredibly aroused by the anticipation of what I was going to do to her.

That made me feel good, that I could get her that horny before I'd even seen her. It also made my "job" a lot easier. I also liked the fact that she had resumed her slow dancing.

I handed the panties to Michelle. I wasn't sure why, except that she happened to be standing right next to me and I didn't really want to hold them. As I put them in her hands, I said, "Smell the crotch and then pass them around. Let everyone see how wet she is."

A fully blushing Sue Ellen was having trouble breathing already. "God, this is SO humiliating!" she complained as she saw her soaked panties get passed around and sniffed. She was still grooving around in a slow grind, since I hadn't told her to stop.

I waited silently until her underwear reached Mindy.

I turned to my wife and said to her, "You should put that somewhere, for later. You know what I think? Sue Ellen obviously will not be allowed to wear those again. But Sweetheart, you're basically the exact same height and size as Sue Ellen, aren't you? I know your breasts are the same size - I can feel that in my hands. So I want you to wear panties I take from her the next time you wear underwear. And you can't wash them first. I want you to walk around your office knowing that your pussy is sitting in her juices. Can you do that for me?"

Mindy was biting her lip and her face was flushed. She nodded, trying not to show just how much she loved that idea. Keep in mind that these weren't just damp panties; their crotch was seemingly as wet as if they'd just been dumped in a pool.

My wife was turning out to be a lot kinkier than I'd ever imagined. I guess I was too, come to think of it.

I turned back to Sue Ellen. "I want you to take your finger, stick it in your pussy, and then put your finger into Ruby's mouth. After she's licked it clean, do the same for my other two women."

She'd had an open, cherry red face and big eyes already, and now her eyes grew even wider. But she did as she'd been told. Her grooving finally came to an end as she rushed to implement her latest instructions.

First, her cum-soaked finger went in between Ruby's lips.

Ruby made her delight and arousal obvious, really luxuriating in licking the finger clean. I have no idea why she still insisted she wasn't bisexual, because it was so obvious that she was.

Then Sue Ellen did the same thing to Michelle. As she pumped her finger in and out of Michelle's sexy, puffy lips a little bit, she said to Michelle, "I can't believe I'm doing this to you. Even though we've talked a lot on the phone in the past day or two, I just met you in person for the first time, like, five minutes ago!"

I thought it was amusing that the first in-person conversation between the two girls was Michelle describing the most recent blowjob she had given her father. But I couldn't chuckle, as I had to look severe and domineering. I unzipped my fly and pulled my erection out. I made a brief jacking-off motion with my fist, and then nodded at Michelle and Ruby.

Both of them quickly dropped to their knees to each side of me. They began stroking it at once, each with one hand on it, but their hands moving perfectly in time with each other.

Sue Ellen was shocked and impressed. Her jaw dropped.

Hell, even I was shocked and impressed. What a powerful rush! And I do use the word "powerful" on purpose. I truly felt a surge of power soaring through me.

Sue Ellen was staring at Michelle's pumping fist especially, and muttered, "But she's your..."

I appeared calm on the outside, but on the inside I was wildly aroused and my heart was pounding like a big bass drum. "Yes," I said coolly, as if I'd been asked something mundane, such as if I needed silverware to eat with. "She's my daughter. You knew all about that already."

"Yes, but to see it in person is another thing..."

I ignored that as unimportant, and simply said, "You still haven't offered your pussy to my wife."

She tried to stop gawking at the incestuous contact and follow instructions. "Sorry. Sir."

Now, this is interesting. What's my sweet wife going to do?! 

As my daughters jointly jacked me off in perfect unison, I watched closely while Sue Ellen reached under her skirt to finger herself briefly and then pull out a freshly cum-soaked finger. Then my eyes followed her finger as it headed up towards Mindy's face.

Suddenly, my wife's face was nearly as red as Sue Ellen's. She looked at me with a panicky expression, as if she was begging, "Don't make me do this!" 

If she had said that out loud I would have called a halt. She knew that. But despite pleading with her eyes, she didn't say anything. So neither did I.

Mindy closed her eyes and opened her mouth wide as the finger drew closer.

The most interesting thing was trying to figure out who was more insanely aroused, Mindy or Sue Ellen. It was pretty much an academic point, since both of them were way off the arousal scale, but I think Mindy had the slight edge.

This was a big moment for her. She kept pushing me into having sex with more and more women. Maybe I was being foolish, but I really wanted to do the same and see her sleep with women too. Not just any women, certainly, but definitely those in our small group. I knew that was part of her motivation for creating this situation in the first place, and I felt she deserved her "reward" for being so great about sending my sex life into the stratosphere.

Mindy closed her eyes and opened her mouth. When Sue Ellen's finger came in, she closed her lips around it and sucked hard on it. The look on her face was one of pure ecstasy.

In fact, she was so ecstatic that after a few seconds of sucking, she dropped to her knees, and then down to all fours. She was incapable of standing. She was panting heavily and seemed in danger of collapsing the rest of the way to the floor.

With her boobs nearly drooping to the carpet, she yelled, "Daniel Cooper! How could you do that to me?! Do you have any idea how arousing that was?!"

I chuckled. "Sorry, Sweetheart. My bad." I couldn't help but laugh a bit, even though I wasn't "supposed to." I decided that while I liked being totally dominating with Sue Ellen, there was no particular reason why I had to be stern all the time. Why couldn't I smile and laugh some too?

Turning back to Sue Ellen, I said, "Take off the rest of your clothes, but keep the heels. I like those. Then sway and dance for me some more. Try to make my cock hard. I know it's hard already and that my daughters are stroking it, but make it harder. Longer. Make it throb with need for you!"

"Yes, Sir!" Sue Ellen's clothes quickly fell to the floor and she resumed dancing. She couldn't really "rock out" due to her high heels, but she tried to make up for the relative lack of movement in her legs by doing more with her upper body.

I noticed my wife had managed to stand back up again, and she'd gone to the stereo. She helpfully put on a lively Wilson Pickett album - classic soul with a good, steady beat.

I muttered to Michelle without looking down, "Shelle, she's got nice tits, don't you think?"

Michelle nodded as she admired Sue Ellen's dance. She continued stroking me as she answered, "VERY nice! Her whole body is SO impressive! I thought I worked out regularly, but geez! That's what I call a HARD body. She's totally worthy of being one of your cock slaves. I'm going to have to step up my game."

I thought, Seriously? Shelle? Step up her game?! How could she possibly be any more sexy and tempting?!

My daughter continued, "I love her big tits, and I also love that they're not as big as mine!" She chuckled. "But her tits aren't her best feature. Check out her muscular legs! Watch out, Daddy, when you put your face between those thighs. She could crush you!"

Sue Ellen beamed with pride.

"Yeah," I chuckled. "I've thought about that. Sue Ellen, you don't have to be silent as you dance. What's on your mind?"

"I'm thinking about... serving, Sir!" She had her hands on her hips and was shifting her shoulders to make her round breasts fly around in circles. "Serving YOU, Sir! Master! Can I call you 'Master?'"

Michelle yelled, "Rock ON! Definitely! Sue Ellen, I love you already!"

I turned to Michelle and smirked as I watched her roll her nipple between her fingers with her free hand, and then I stared at her other hand jacking me off, just above Ruby's.

Then I said to Sue Ellen, "You'll have to earn that. How would you serve me?"

"Any way, Sir! Every way! I don't wanna work, I don't wanna study, I don't want to play volleyball, I don't even wanna eat! In the hours and days since I've met y'all, I can barely think of anything but YOU and making your COCK happy!"

Michelle and Ruby high-fived each other right in front of my erection, even as they kept stroking with their free hands. They obviously were happy they'd found a kindred spirit.

How did things ever come to this? It's crazy! I looked at Mindy and shook my head in amazement. I laughed, more just in general euphoric glee at the whole situation than any specific thing that was said.

But then I went back into my domineering mode, and said, "That's good. So, are you prepared to be my exclusive personal cock slave and sex toy?"

"Sir, I AM your exclusive personal cock slave and sex toy already! I already feel that way in my heart! Well, one of them! Right?" She looked down enviously at Ruby and Michelle, since they were happily stroking away.

"Do you mind sharing?" I asked.

"Mind?! Are you kidding?!" She was staring wantonly at my dick and the two hands from different girls wrapped around it. "I love it! Just look at those hands go! It's so darn HOT! I've never seen anything hotter in all my born days! I wish so much I could be down there with them right now, with my jaw stretched open wide and the smell of manly cock in my nostrils!"

I looked down and nodded my head in agreement. God, she's so fucking willing. A girl with her face and body should not be this easy to conquer. Look at her! She should be a centerfold, not a waitress! I wonder just how far I can push this. Besides, after what she'd said already, is there even a too far? 

Sue Ellen sensuously ran her hands over her bare boobs as she swayed. "Do you know why I really broke up with Mike? You! You, all YOU! I was happy enough with him until y'all came along, even though he put me down all the time, because I didn't know what I was missing! But now, now I could never go back to him. I could never put up with someone who doesn't rule my heart like you do!"

She hadn't stopped swaying and grooving yet, despite talking so much, but apparently she couldn't take being separated from my cock anymore. She fell to her knees and crawled the very short distance to it.

Michelle and Ruby gave way a little bit as Sue Ellen brought her lips to the tip of my hard cock. I say a little, because Michelle continued to stroke the lower half while Ruby switched to fondling my balls instead.

Sue Ellen didn't ask for permission. Her face drew closer and closer until she was able to start licking around my cockhead. But that only lasted for a couple of licks, because she apparently needed, and I do mean needed, to have the entire thing in her mouth.

She swallowed my cockhead in a flash.

Funnily enough, not only did she let out a loud moan as her lips managed to slide past the widest part of my bulbous cockhead, the others all let out an equally loud moan in sympathy. Even Mindy. Her eyes opened almost comically wide, and she looked positively fearful, like she was in danger of choking to death. But within seconds, that fear turned to joy.

Then she sat on her heels and began bobbing her head back and forth while staring beseechingly up at my face.

I heard Mindy behind me squealing with delight, like a girl at a Beatles concert. Clearly, she could see it all. I'm sure she was getting off on the rapturous look on Sue Ellen's face.

Michelle also was loving the situation, possibly even more than I was, even though she'd just lost access to most of my cock. She gushed as she stroked down at the base, "Daddy! Sue Ellen is just so GREAT! Her body's a brick shithouse, and she barely knows you, yet she already lives to serve and suck your cock!"

Ruby was similarly enthused. "Yeah! This is so inspirational!" She was jilling herself with her free hand. "And I love girls with big titties! I can tell she's going to be my new breast friend." She experimentally ran a hand over Sue Ellen's nearest boob.

Sue Ellen either didn't mind that or was so preoccupied with her blowjob that she didn't care enough to complain right now.

"Me too!" Michelle agreed with Ruby. "We'll be breast friends together. I see what you mean. She gets it! She's not just sucking his cock; she's putting her entire heart and soul into it!"

But Mindy complained to her daughters from behind me, "It's easy for you two to enjoy yourself so much, when you're still fondling cock and balls. But it sucks for me, just hugging my hubby from behind. ... Well, at least I can do this." She put one hand on one of my ass cheeks and then stuck the thumb of her other hand into my asshole.

We'd been doing a little bit of anal play in recent days, but not much, so this was a big surprise for me. My wife knew what she was doing though, as she never messes around with anything when it comes to sex, and she began expertly massaging my prostate gland.

My God, man! Three girls and my wife, all working as one to arouse me! Could life get any better than this?! 

Tears were starting to leak from Sue Ellen's eyes due to the great difficulty of keeping my thickness in her mouth and actively licking and sucking on it. I was reminded that she didn't have the practice with my size the way the others did. But she was a real trooper. One could easily see the look of determination in her eyes. She kept rhythmically caving her cheeks in with every thrust of her head forward and then again on every thrust back.

I could tell the others were impressed. Heck, I was just as impressed. The pleasure was out of this world! The blowjob alone was more than I could take, but Mindy was continuing to wiggle her finger deeper into my asshole. It really was getting extreme.

It was growing harder for me to talk, to say the least, but I said, "So, girls, what do you think? Is Sue Ellen worthy of being my newest cock slave?"

I was going to say more in a similar vein, but Mindy immediately shouted, "YES! TAKE HER! Fuck, Dan! Let's see some ACTION already! Don't just fuckin' putz around; skewer her CUNT!"

I laughed. "Well, at least one person seems to approve."

I looked down to my daughters, but couldn't see much other than Sue Ellen's bobbing head of dirty blonde hair. My heart was spinning and my heart was pounding, making it hard to focus. Still, I asked, "What do you girls think?"

"What Mom said!" Michelle replied passionately. "Do it, Daddy! Gaawwwd, just look at the tears she's crying! That's so hot! You need to reward her. Even though you can't fuck me, I wanna see you fuck her so badly!"

"Yeah!" Ruby added. Her head was so close to Sue Ellen's bobbing head that her breath blew directly into Sue Ellen's ear. "DO IT!"

Both of them were intently watching Sue Ellen suck me off from just a few inches away while they stroked and fondled me - and themselves - so they weren't in much mood for talking. But after a minute or two of just lewd slurping and sloshing noises, not to mention lots of heavy breathing, Michelle added, "I can't wait to share sucking Daddy's cock with you every day, Sue Ellen! We don't even need to think about rule three, 'cos sharing's so much fun!"

She reached out and cupped the underside of Sue Ellen's closest boob, perhaps not even realizing that Ruby was still doing the exact same thing to her other boob.

I doubted that Sue Ellen knew what the "rules" were yet, but it didn't really matter at that very moment. Then again, it occurred to me that she probably did.

To my surprise, Ruby hotly whispered right into Sue Ellen's ear, "I want to see Daddy ENSLAVE you! Permanently enslave you to a life of endlessly serving and worshipping his great big cock! Get used to that feeling of having your lips stretched as wide as they can possibly go, because once he's fucked you, you'll never be free!" Then she licked that ear very sensuously.

Sue Ellen stumbled in her bobbing, and then moaned and shivered all over. I think she had a nice orgasm that was mostly triggered by Ruby's words. She shut her eyes tight with a pained expression on her face, and her lips vibrated against my shaft.

But she quickly recovered. She opened her eyes and stared up at me adoringly while her lips and tongue resumed their tiring work. Her cheeks even resumed their repeated caving in, guaranteeing vacuum-strength sucking power.

The stimulation I was experiencing was indescribably great. It felt like she was going to suck my dick clean off, but in the best possible way, if that makes any sense.

This full-on lusty assault had only been happening for a few minutes, but the only reason I hadn't climaxed already was because I had cum twice so recently. First Mindy had made me cum, and then Michelle had drained my balls just a few minutes before Sue Ellen got here.

Still, I knew I couldn't take much more, especially with the insanely arousing prostate stimulation Mindy kept doing to me. So I said, "Okay, everybody, stop everything! Need... a break!"

Mindy withdrew her finger from my ass, while Ruby and Michelle let go of their hold on my balls and shaft. But Sue Ellen just kept sucking. She too knew all about the importance of focusing on the frenulum, my so-called "sweet spot," and she was very intent on doing that.

She was not allowed to go much longer, however. Soon, Ruby and Michelle gently but firmly pushed her back until she was sucking air.

Oh man! Look at her! As if I wasn't aroused enough already, the crestfallen face on Sue Ellen as she was denied my cock was priceless. "You've been bad," I said, my chest heaving and my head spinning from the close call.

Sue Ellen boldly proclaimed, "I'm sorry, Master, but I can't help it! I love you, and the King, too much!" She blushed some more as she realized what she'd just said in front of everybody. She added with an adorable, shy look up at me, "I know it's too soon to say 'I love you,' but I can't help myself!"

She was still on her knees before me, hefting her big tits up towards my crotch. "Remember what you did to these the other day? I'll never forget! They miss you!" With her tongue roaming all over her lips to search for stray cum, she tried to bring her rack up to my crotch.

But Ruby put her hands in the way. "Uh-oh. Um, sorry Sue Ellen, but this is called a cock block. Part of being a good sex toy is ALWAYS obeying Daddy, even when he says no."

Frustrated, Sue Ellen halted her advance, for now. She was hot to trot, and kept trying to entice me by constantly moving her tits about with both hands, and churning her hips too.

I turned to Mindy. "Sweetheart, could you please get me a drink? Actually, it would be great if you could get all of us drinks. This dominating stuff makes a guy thirsty."

She laughed. "Sure thing. My boss tells us the same at work all the time, especially after he's spanked his entire staff."

I quipped, "If your boss is spanking his staff in front of everybody, you should file for sexual harassment. And I don't care if he spanks just half of it or all of it. It's not right!"

She laughed some more. "Good one. And keep YOUR staff stiff until I get back."

"Believe me, that won't be a problem!"

I watched my wife's sexy ass swaying its way through the living room towards the kitchen. I thought, I may be in an increasingly powerful position in this family due to recent events, but I'm not going to suddenly start bossing people around. Well, in non-sexual situations. That's not what I'm about, or what the Cooper family is about. We love each other, first and foremost. 




Chapter 50



I just stood there recovering, while the three girls did the same, except they remained nude and on their knees. Not only was I trying to give my dick a break, but I also didn't want Mindy to miss anything important, since she was having as much fun as I was, if not more. Thankfully, I was in reach of a handrail that helped keep me standing. 

I closed my eyes until I heard the sounds of my wife coming back. Sue Ellen was doing far too effective a job kneading her breasts in an effort to make me lose control. If I had not shut my eyes, I might have blown into sweet oblivion without her even touching me.

My newly minted sexy waitress was saying to the girls, "So, did Mindy tell you all about how Dan took my cleavage virginity in the back of his minivan?"

"That was your first titfuck?" Michelle asked, surprised. "With tits like those, and a long-time boyfriend, I just figured..."

"I know," I heard Sue Ellen reply, mournfully. "These tits need to be fucked, and regularly, I know that now! But Mike's not like Dan. I thought titfucking was undignified and I never let him do it. But I can't deny my Ma- my Sir, anything. What Dan wants, he takes!"

Ruby said, "Phew! That was close call."

"I know! I would give anything to have my hymen still intact, like you two do. I feel dirty that I ever let another man touch me. I'm so glad that at least he'll have two of my four virginities, 'cos my ass is virgin too."

Michelle shot back proudly, "Daddy's taken two of my four virginities too, but he's gonna take all four! Mouth. Tits. Cunt. AND my ass! He's the only man who will EVER touch me!"

Ruby said, equally proudly, "Me too! The main thing is, he's gonna OWN my cunt. I don't just mean fuck it, I mean he'll fucking OWN it! From clit to fornix, he will OWN every fucking inch of my cunt with his big fat cock!" She even spread her thighs and made humping motions with her hips as she said this.

I thought, Oh no, not again. What am I gonna have to do to get them to date boys? However, this obviously was not the time to discuss that. I was afraid to even take a whiff of the air, knowing the smell of aroused pussy would just further inflame my lusts.

Mindy came sashaying her way back, really swaying her hips and her bouncy breasts. She had such a sexy walk, even when carrying a tray full of drinks, that I'm sure the girls were envious.

I laughed as I realized something. "Look, Sue Ellen, look how she's walking!"

Sue Ellen got it immediately. "Oh yeah! The walk. Thanks so much, Mindy, for teaching me that." Mindy was walking in the "cat walk" style she'd taught Sue Ellen, putting one foot directly in front of the other to create a straight line of footprints, which made her hips gyrate in a boner-inducing fashion.

I suddenly realized that Mindy had been doing little sexy things for me, like walking that walk, for years, but I'd never consciously known the mechanics or the details. Lately I was learning a little bit as I heard the girls talking about these things amongst themselves. For instance, Mindy had stimulated my frenulum who knows how many thousands of times, yet I never knew the technical name for that spot, or that it even had a real anatomical name.

Mindy then left us again to go get the video camera and the tripod. In case it hasn't been made obvious already, we're very big on videotaping and photographing our lives. (And I was also very big on watching her sexy ass walk away!)

In any case, by this time I'd recovered sufficiently, so I wouldn't have to worry about losing it at any second. I didn't want to wait too long though, and I struck while the iron (and Sue Ellen) was still very hot.

I said, "Sue Ellen, you told me you've been with three men. Have you ever been with women?"

"No." She blushed a little and then looked nervously back at her left ass cheek, which was being stroked familiarly by Michelle. Her blush deepened and she clutched at her breasts.

Mindful of Mindy's advice on how I should act towards Sue Ellen, I said, "That will change. I can see you enjoy it. If nothing else, you will do it for me."

She looked up at me anxiously, and then nodded shyly. "Yes, Sir."

I added, "Now, you've been very bad. You failed to stop sucking me when I ordered you to stop, and you called me 'master' again without permission. You will be punished."

It was only then that I realized we were still standing in the foyer. Not wanting to do everything right here, I looked into the next room and pointed. "You see that couch over there in the living room? I want you to go over there, hold onto the arm of the couch with both hands, and then stretch your arms out perfectly straight. Actually, I want your entire body stretched out straight with your arms. Then I want to see your legs straight and stiff, and spread out wide. Finally, keep your ass as high as possible while you're doing that."

When I finished giving her her instructions, she let go of her breasts and gave me a cute little salute. "Yes, Sir!"

She carefully wiped her face clean of her remaining tears so she'd look her best. Then she started weaving her way through some other furniture as she headed to the couch in question. I loved watching this girl walk! I could see good portions of her tits swaying back and forth as she walked directly away from me - she really knew how to get those puppies to sway! Even better, I saw she was now walking in the sexy "cat walk" style Mindy had taught her without being asked.

Not only that, but when she got to the couch she immediately got into the exact position I'd requested, and it looked even better with her actually doing it than I'd imagined. Her body was surprisingly muscular, but not overly so, much like a sexy aerobics instructor. And the way she was stretched out showed off her fitness well, especially her firm legs. She had a lovely all-over tan as well, especially for a natural blonde. Her private parts were only slightly fairer, and there were no obvious tan lines. Somehow, she still wore her high heels, but in her stretched-out pose they didn't have much contact with her feet.

The girls were impressed too. I heard some whistles. One of them even muttered, "DAMN!"

I heard Ruby say, "Lucky slut! Daddy's gonna fuck her!"

Then Michelle said breathlessly, "God! God! It's too much! I want that to be ME! She's about to get Daddy's horse cock right up her tight CUNT!"

"Maybe Daddy'll come to his senses and fuck us all tonight," Ruby replied hopefully.

Michelle gripped Ruby's hands and held it tightly. "We can only hope. And pray!"

I gestured at the Gruesome Twosome, telling them to shush. I yanked my shirt and pants off and tossed them aside. Then I walked up to a spot right behind Sue Ellen and her fantastic and nicely tanned ass.

The other girls trailed me, finding good spots to watch from. Mindy took a little longer as she repositioned the video camera in order to capture all the action.

Michelle, though, didn't sit down immediately. She liked being the center of attention and didn't want to be outdone in the walking department. She walked in a straight line from one end of the living room to the other. "Look, Daddy! I'm walking just like Mom and Sue Ellen! How's this?"

I gulped as I saw my nude daughter shamelessly sashay her way back and forth across the room, wearing absolutely nothing, not even a ring on her finger. All my efforts to calm my dick down had seemingly been in vain. The sheer size and weight of her F-cup breasts meant that she had to do her catwalking at a different, slower rhythm than the other two, if she were going to maximize the enticingly drool-worthy swaying motions of her jutting monsters. It was plenty clear though that Michelle was thoroughly enjoying wobbling her knockers like that, as her boobs bounced and rolled as if storm-tossed on the waves of an ocean. She was proud of her big rack and enjoyed showing it off to me.

Even Sue Ellen, splayed out in her lewd position, had to turn her head and watch Michelle strut around. "Holy Toledo! She's so STACKED! Those can't be real!"

Michelle purred proudly, stroking the sides of her massive mammaries with her hands, keeping them from wobbling too much. "Believe it. They're all real, and they're all Daddy's." She honked them with both hands from below as she continued to proudly strut around the room.

Ruby saw my stunned reaction. "Daddy likes it! Just look at his face! Oooh, my turn! Michelle and I are gonna walk like this ALL the time!"

I watched Ruby start to walk, and she was as good at it as Michelle was. Truthfully, it didn't seem that difficult, but was more a matter of putting in the extra effort. Michelle and Ruby, though, were definitely putting in the extra effort now, turning the simple act of walking around the room into an orgasm-inducing sex act.

Ruby also held her big tits as she went around the room. She was less holding them and more fondling them.

Meanwhile, Sue Ellen was forced to stay in her stretched-out pose, waiting for me to focus on her again.

I glanced at my wife. Her face was contorted in a lusty grimace, like she was struggling mightily not to do something. She certainly wasn't fighting the urge to cum though, because she was leaning up against a sofa and frantically frigging her slit.

There were so many sexy sights in every direction that I hardly knew where to look. However, I remembered that I had a desperately needy sexpot bent over right in front of me at an obscene angle. She was doing all she could to wiggle her way back into my attention.

Without any further ado, I spanked Sue Ellen hard on her left ass cheek. I hoped some spanking would give my erection a chance to recover a bit.

I was about to do the same to her right, when I heard her loudly cry out, "One! Thank you, Sir!"

That surprised me. I thought I was taking her for a complete surprise and that if she made any sound at all, it would be some kind of shriek.

Caught off-guard, I asked, "What was that? Have you done this before?"

"No, Sir, but I've read stories. I guess I kind of liked submissive-type erotic stories even before I met y'all, and in the stories the girl being spanked usually cries out the number of the spank and then says, 'Thank you, Sir.' If she fails to do that, the spank doesn't count."

Well, blow me down. She's really into this! I was spanking Shelle recently, and she cried out the number and then "Thank you, Daddy-Master!" after each blow. It's so similar. Could they have talked? Maybe, but I think it's just the general tradition. I should stick with tradition. 

I was way out of my depth, but I acted like I'd merely forgotten to mention the proper spanking protocol. I said, "That's right. Very good. Please continue." Then I spanked her harder on her other ass cheek.

She joyfully shouted out, "Two! Thank you, Sir!"

Michelle and Ruby had stopped their strutting and come close to get a good view of the spanking.

Ruby muttered, "What did I tell you? Does she get it or does she get it? She's a natural born sex slave!"

Michelle replied, "It is pretty inspirational, I must admit."

Soon, I started spanking faster, alternating ass cheeks. I was really horny, so I was getting into it. She barely had time to gasp out her four words before I'd smack her again.

I thought back to about a week before, when I'd spanked Mindy for the first time. I was so reluctant, so afraid. Man, things sure can change in a week! This is a blast! God, and when she clenches those powerful ass cheeks of hers... Shit! I wanna fuck her NOW! 

I was swinging hard, really giving it to Sue Ellen. Of course, I never wanted to hit a woman with the intention of taking pleasure in watching her suffer. But even though Sue Ellen was obviously feeling pain, she was even more obviously feeling a greater pleasure. Before long, it was a great struggle for her to maintain her precarious position, especially with her black high heels, because her body was trembling almost violently with need.

I spanked her twenty times, and then I stopped.

As I bent over (with my nose practically in Sue Ellen's high ass), I heard Ruby and Michelle talking as they sat next to each other on a nearby couch.

My blonde goddess of a daughter said, "That was SO hot, Ruby! I dreamed for so long about our nice and 'reasonable' Daddy turning into a dominant slave-spanking stud, and now he really is!"

"Ohmigod! I KNOW! My ass is getting hot and needy just from WATCHING!"

"Oh, me too!"

"Me too, more!" Michelle giggled. "Getting spanked, it's like that feeling of pure blowjob joy, only on my ass!"

Ruby replied, "Yeah! No offense, Michelle, I love when you spank me, but the hand of a MAN! The hand of DADDY! Wow! That's what my body craves! To be tamed by my master! Oops, I'd better not call him that, or he's gonna spank me too!"

There was a pause, and then Michelle and Ruby both started screaming in unison, "MASTER! Master, Master, Master, Master, Master!"

Even Mindy joined in, though she was mostly laughing.

I laughed too. "Hold on, you two. I'm making a new rule now: I'm gonna spank any of you whenever the hell I feel like it, and NOT only after you've been bad. Otherwise, that'll just encourage your devious Satan's Hell Spawn ways. I may make up some excuse about you doing something wrong, like I just did with Sue Ellen here, but that's just an excuse so I'll have something to pretend to complain about. Obviously I was going to spank her anyway, and I just picked the first two excuses that came to mind. Is that clear?"

Michelle replied, "Yes, Master. But Master, what if I'm just really annoying, Master, Master, and I just keep pissing you off so much, Master, Master, Master, that you just can't help yourself and you totally want to whale on my ass with your big Master strong Master manly Master hand, Master? Master, Master, Master, Master, Master, Master, Master!"

Seeing that she had my attention, she leaned forward and hefted her huge tits up towards me.

I laughed at the way she was hoping to use 'Master' as the spanking trigger. But I said, "In that case, I'll just ignore you and have fun with my other cock slaves."

That brought her up short. "Oh. ... Oops. ... Hey Daddy, you know all that 'Master' stuff you just heard? That was Ruby's idea."

"WAS NOT!" Ruby immediately complained, and the two of them started a childish "was not" and "was too" back and forth argument.

Mindy, sitting on another couch, laughed some more at their antics.

Sue Ellen had recovered by this time, and was wiggling her sweaty, ruby red ass, trying to get my attention. "Sir? Are you going to spank me some more? How many more times are you going to spank me?"

I replied, not angry, just answering matter-of-factly, "As many times as I damn well please."

Mindy suddenly shouted out, "FUCK MY TITS, I love that! Did you hear that? I love it!"

That got a lot of laughs, and resulted in a lot more "fuck my tits" cries.

Only Sue Ellen was confused, but the others quickly explained the meaning of this new slang term. She seemed impressed, especially when she found out some of my daughters' friends also used that term with me.

I finally stepped up, put both my hands on Sue Ellen's ass cheeks, and said, "I'm gonna start spanking you again, but that's not all I'm going to do." I held my erection in one hand and, scooting a little closer, started rubbing it up and down her pussy lips.

"Oh! Sir! YES! Please! PLEASE! Are you gonna fuck me? Oh, please!"

My boner could have used a longer break, but I just couldn't resist what I was seeing. Incredibly, her legs and arms were still ramrod straight. I thought that she'd have to break that position soon, as she had to be getting tired, but she was holding out remarkably well. As a result, her ass was up high, almost too high for my erection to reach. But once I started rubbing her pussy with it, she bent her knees slightly and tried to push her ass back onto it, hoping that would help me skewer her.

That skewering idea was looking mighty good to me. Why delay? But I felt the need for a certain amount of ceremony. Plus, any delay would help to calm my overexcited cock some more. I asked, "Mindy, can you come here?"

"Sure." She was by my side in a flash, since she'd only been sitting a few feet away to begin with. She said, "By the way, did you know Sue Ellen is crying again?"

"Is she really?" That surprised me greatly. I hadn't heard any sobbing sounds, plus, there didn't seem to be any reason to cry whatsoever. I couldn't see Sue Ellen's face from where I stood, so I quickly walked around to her front side. Sure enough, although she wasn't sobbing, there were fresh tracks of wetness running down her cheeks.

She saw my concerned face, and hastened to say, "Don't worry, Sir! I'm not crying because I'm sad, or even because you spanked me so hard. I'm crying because I'm so happy! This is turning into the best day of my life!"

With that, she closed her eyes tightly and started to sob a little. More tears began pouring out.

I heard Michelle mutter, "God, I love this girl!"

Ruby muttered, "Me too. Like I said, we're all gonna be breast friends forever."

I held Sue Ellen's chin, and asked her gently, "What can I do to get you to stop crying?"

She searched for an answer, but came up blank. "I dunno... Stop being so great!"

That got a good laugh from everyone, including Sue Ellen and me. Somehow, the funny part was that she meant it.

I decided there really was nothing I could do, and maybe this was a rare case when I shouldn't try to stop the crying. So I walked back around behind Sue Ellen and resumed my pose between her legs.

I said to Mindy, who stood just outside Sue Ellen's left leg, "I'm gonna fuck Sue Ellen in a minute. But first, since you're my wife, my best friend, and my soul mate, and this is the first strange pussy I've fucked since I married you, there's a couple of things I want you to do before I start. First, I want you to stick two fingers in her pussy and check to see if it's ready."

Of course Sue Ellen's pussy was ready. If she got any more wet than she was already, we could use her to water the lawn by just walking around over it. I couldn't begin to conceive how she could possibly be any MORE ready or willing than she was right now. Obviously, I was just giving my wife an excuse to root around in Sue Ellen's snatch, but it was also her last chance to change her mind before our lives changed forever.

Mindy had never done this with another woman before, but she seized the opportunity with both hands, or perhaps I should more accurately say with both fingers. "DAMN YOU, Daniel Cooper! I love you so much that I totally want to do SOMEthing to show it, but I don't know what! What do you want? A new car? A new house? More busty and beautiful cock slaves? You got it, baby! You're just the best husband ever!"

She pushed her fingers into Sue Ellen's gooey hot snatch, which elicited a loud lusty moan. "OH! Mindy!"

As my wife started to quickly pump her fingers in and out, she told me, "Hubby, you're gonna LOVE fucking this gash! It's TIGHT and it's HOT and Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick it needs a big fat fucking COCK to fill it! My fingers are burning up inside! They're getting squeezed soooo tight. I don't know how your horse cock is going to fit in here!"

Addressing Sue Ellen, she added as she rammed her fingers in more vigorously, "You like that, slut? You like it? Well, that's nothing! Just wait until you have a real man's COCK in you! Dan's fat, throbbing, cunt-claiming COCK! He's gonna fuck the SHIT out of you!"

Sue Ellen panted, "NO! Too... too... much!"

Ruby and Michelle were sitting behind me now, so I couldn't tell what they were doing. But they were moaning with such breathless passion that I was pretty sure they were frigging themselves, or possibly each other, to more climaxes.

Mindy was getting a little too much into her assigned task - she'd given Sue Ellen at least one orgasm already, and I was afraid Sue Ellen was going to be all fucked out before I even got started. But what was more dangerous was that Sue Ellen seemed on the verge of falling to the floor from her precarious position. Her arms and legs were bending now, because she was doing well to simply remain on her feet at all, in her overheated and shaky condition. That also lowered her pussy, making it more of a straightforward thrust for me. But she didn't look like she could stay that way for long.

I didn't want to spoil Mindy's fun, but I was pretty sure that she would be disappointed if she brought Sue Ellen off and made her unable to fuck me. Plus, I thought that Mindy should take her own bisexual awakening a little more slowly before her brain exploded from being simply sexually overwhelmed. So I said, "Sweetheart, another favor. Can you please put a condom on me? They're in my pants."

I'd been carrying condoms around with me lately just to be on the safe side, since things had been so unpredictable lately. I assumed that Sue Ellen was on birth control, since she'd been a serious relationship until days ago, but I didn't know anything for sure.

My pants were back in the foyer, but Mindy hurried over to them, got one of the condoms from a pocket, and quickly put it on my needy cock. Happily, it was a flavored, lubricated condom. She knelt down and immediately started stroking it on my shaft, and even licking it.

My plan to delay things so my cock could recover a bit wasn't exactly working out!

While Mindy was doing that, I asked Sue Ellen, "Are you on birth control?"

She answered, "Do you wanna do me bareback?! Please! You HAVE to do me bareback! That's the only way to take your cock slaves!"

Ruby unexpectedly shouted to Sue Ellen, since Sue Ellen couldn't see what was happening behind her, "Mindy is licking and stroking Daddy's cock right now! Getting it ready to enter you!"

Sue Ellen squealed, "NO! Too hot! I'm gonna DIE!" She gasped, "God! This is just the... UGH! AH! AAAAIIIIEEEE!"

It sounded and looked like she'd had another climax. But she resolutely maintained her position.

It was hard to think with all the tanned naked bodies around me, not to mention the smell of those sexually aroused women in heat filling the room and inflaming my nostrils. But I persisted in asking Sue Ellen, "Are you protected?"

"Who cares? I'm yours!" She wiggled her ass with desperate need.

Sensing my pregnancy concern, Mindy clarified as she kept on licking her way around my plastic-covered cockhead, "She is. She told me on the phone a couple of days ago, when she wasn't delirious with fuck lust."

"So you can take me bareback!" Sue Ellen shouted. "I wanna feel you shoot your seed deep inside me!"

"Maybe next time," I replied hesitantly.

Frankly, I'm still not completely sure if I could trust her. What if she's so crazy for me that she's lying just to have my baby? Better to be safe than sorry, and find out more about her before the next time. 

And, oh yeah, there definitely IS going to be a next time! And many times after that! Sue Ellen is one hot fuck! I say that already because I'm absolutely sure she'll feel tight and fantastic when I fit inside her. As fit as she is, she has to have amazing muscle control. 

My heart was pounding like a hammer as I psyched myself up for the big event. Finally, I said, "I'm ready. Wife, please hold it and guide it in."

That resulted in loud and lusty groans from all the women there. Again, I couldn't see them, but I strongly suspected both Michelle and Ruby came hard, judging from their impassioned cries. Probably the one reason Sue Ellen didn't climax too was because she was still recovering from the one she'd just had.

The only sour note was from Michelle. Right as Mindy had my pole pushing up against Sue Ellen's nether lips, ready to plunge in, Michelle complained, "No fair! That should be ME! Daddy, I want you to fuck me so bad! I wanna be your first new fuck in twenty years!"

But luckily, Ruby came to my rescue (while Mindy rubbed my cockhead up and down on Sue Ellen's lips). "Michelle, it's better that you aren't."

"What? Why?!" she wailed, clearly unconvinced that she shouldn't be the one in Sue Ellen's place.

"Think about it! You have NO CONTROL! Daddy's in total control! He fucks who he wants, when he wants! We have no say! We're just his fuck toys! We can bitch and complain all we want, but it doesn't matter. Even though he's only fucking Sue Ellen, in doing that he's showing his total domination over all of us! By NOT fucking you first, he's putting you in your place!"

That resulted in an oddly pregnant total silence. I couldn't see Michelle's facial expression because my eyes were roaming all over Sue Ellen's slightly swaying red ass and down to her drooling pussy, as well as my busty naked wife, kneeling right there next to us.

Then I heard Michelle say, "You got a point there, kiddo. DAMN! And I've been forgetting Rules Two and Three too. 'No jealousy' and 'share the cock.' Double damn! Okay, Daddy, go ahead. Don't listen to my crazy ramblings. But you WILL fuck me soon! You and you alone, now and forever!"

Ruby said to her, "Not only that, but just imagine that Sue Ellen is YOU! Look at her, and imagine Daddy's sliding into YOUR tight little pussy! It'll build up the anticipation and make it that much better for when your big day comes. That's what I'm doing to do."

There was another long pause. Finally, Michelle said, "Oh. My. God. Ruby, you're a fucking genius! Okay, Daddy! Go right ahead and fuck me! Er, I mean, her." She giggled. Still, her enthusiasm sounded somewhat forced.

I understood her problem. Michelle had loved me literally her entire life, and had lusted after me for much of it. She was suppressing her natural jealousy in order to make her entire cock slave harem plan work, but she couldn't mask her true feelings completely. And unlike Mindy, she was also feeling left out and somewhat pushed aside.

Plus, she was still my little girl. I loved her in a special way that I could never love anyone else (just as I also loved Ruby and Nicky in special ways). I wasn't ready to fuck her - not yet, at least - but I didn't want her to feel that she was being replaced. Ruby was probably feeling the same way, but, like always, she was less vocal in expressing her feelings.

So I said, "Ruby, why don't you come over here and pull on Sue Ellen's nipples while I fuck her. And Michelle, you come around to the other side of Sue Ellen and help your mother guide me into her." I spoke these as orders, rather than requests.

Both girls squealed with joy and raced to their appointed tasks the same way they raced to open their Christmas presents just a few years before. Clearly, my guess that the more involved they could be, the better they'd handle it, was a good one.

Sue Ellen whimpered helplessly hearing my orders. It seemed she was already worried about getting too aroused to go on.

As soon as the girls were situated, Michelle and Mindy carefully held my cock and pulled me forward, causing the cockhead to slide inside Sue Ellen, just a little.

Having mother and daughter cooperate this way was such a turn-on that it was all I could do to keep from cumming the moment they touched me, but I held on with Herculean tenacity.

"Hold it!" Mindy cried to Sue Ellen, referring to her position. "Don't fall! Be strong!"

"I'm trying!" Sue Ellen yelled back.

I scooted forward, pushing the head the rest of the way in. Gaawwwd, it feels good! SO TIGHT! My first new pussy in all these years of marriage! 

Michelle and Mindy had to let go of my shaft as I slowly pushed in to the hilt. But they continued to massage my balls and anus. I even felt someone press against Sue Ellen's pubic mound, trying to massage my cock through the wall of her vagina!

"GAH!" Sue Ellen screamed. This was followed by a lot of very loud and incoherent noise coming from all around, since the Gruesome Twosome were yelling just as loud and excitedly as Sue Ellen.

Pressing my advantage, I spanked my new dirty blond slave hard on one ass cheek, and then spanked her just as hard on the other. There was no need for me to wait for her to shout out, "Twenty-one! Thank you, Sir!" because she was no longer capable of coherent speech. There was just a constant agonized scream coming from her lips as she came over and over again.

I really like taking a woman to the heights of ecstasy, and then doing something that pushes her even higher, into the realm of pleasures she didn't even know were possible.

That's what was happening to Sue Ellen right now. She was totally maxed out on lust, already cumming over and over, and THEN I started to thrust!

That finally caused her muscular legs to give way.

But Mindy, bless her heart, had anticipated that. She was right there for her, helping to hold her up. Soon, she was even whispering encouraging things in her ear, although Sue Ellen may have been too far gone to understand them.

The only downside to my current situation was that Sue Ellen was in no shape to do anything fancy by squeezing her pussy muscles, or even by moving her hips. Her butt was still up high, though not as high as before since her knees were on the ground now, and she was still clinging to the arm of the couch for dear life. That was her whole world. Well, that and the feeling of my cock in her cunt, filling her up like she'd never been filled before (based on what she'd said about the endowments of her three previous lovers). She seemingly couldn't manage anything else beyond merely holding on for dear life.

So it was up to me to thrust back and forth, and thrust hard, and that's what I did. Occasionally I looked around at the other girls, all on their knees surrounding me and Sue Ellen. They were all either caressing me or Sue Ellen, frigging their pussies, or doing both.

Mindy had one hand in her slit while her other one was on Sue Ellen. What had started as supporting her from falling had turned into an all-out body grope and exploration. All of Mindy's inhibitions about sexually touching another woman had collapsed in the heat of the moment, and her hand was roaming freely. Mostly, that hand was exploring Sue Ellen's glowing pink ass, which I still occasionally smacked whenever the mood struck me.

But sometimes she'd reach right into the thick of the action and fiddle with Sue Ellen's clit, which hung down ripe, exposed, and bloated. She had to be careful, though, since my erection was pressing against the clit with each new thrust.

In the middle of all this, Ruby asked me out of the blue, "Daddy, so what happened to your rule against so-called adultery?"

I knew she was feeling snarky about this, deliberately asking me this question when my body had already given the answer. I replied, "Obviously, I've changed my mind!"

Surprisingly, Mindy really loved that. "Did you hear that, kids? That commandment doesn't apply to my hubby anymore. He gets to fuck whomever he wants, and I can't stop him! Even you, Michelle, you're not safe from the King!"

Naturally, Michelle squealed excitedly at that.

Then Mindy said, "Oh, and while we're on the subject, Honey, whatever happened to your insistence on waiting until Sue Ellen was tested for STDs before fucking her?"

I groaned in frustration. OH SHIT! How could I be so STUPID?! Of course, I knew how I could let that slip my mind when there were so many arousing distractions all around me. It irked me that Mindy probably was aware the whole time, but only brought it up after it was a done deal and I was too insanely aroused to argue about it. Hell, I could barely even string a few words together at this point. I certainly wasn't going to stop fucking her now.

Sue Ellen was in the same condition, but she gasped out, "I'm clean! Clean, clean, clean! Totally clean! Please, Sir, please! Don't stop!"

Mindy chuckled a little bit. "Go on, Honey. After all, you've got the condom on."

Phew! I do! That's good. Okay, I'm gonna do it! 

I couldn't even bear to look my wife's way, or anywhere else. It was all too exciting. With everyone this hot and this aroused, I knew I either had to slow down considerably or I'd be cumming into the condom soon. The condom had helped me hold back some, but not much.

I decided, Enough with trying to hold out forever. Sue Ellen's already had a ton of orgasms. I want my satisfaction, now! 

So I let loose. I shouted out, "I'm cumming!" I always try to do that, to give Mindy fair warning. Now, in my new life, I'd be giving my other women fair warning too. That right there was a pretty mind-blowing thought: my OTHER women!

The cum started to blast out of my steely-stiff boner. The feeling was more than enough to overload my senses and cause me to pass out if I wasn't careful, but I managed to hold on. I grasped Sue Ellen's reddish ass cheeks tightly and rammed my erection up and down and back and forth, driving as deep and as hard as I could to make sure she came at the same time as I did.

That was another habit I'd developed with Mindy - it was a big letdown for me if Mindy didn't cum with me, and she wasn't the type to fake an orgasm just to satisfy my ego. (If nothing else, she wanted me to know when I'd succeeded with her and when I'd failed, so I could learn and get better.) But with Sue Ellen, that was a moot point, pretty much. It seemed she was having orgasms on top of orgasms.

She'd been screamed even before I let go. Then, everyone was screaming at once, including me. I was glad that we didn't have any close neighbors or else they certainly would have been calling the police. It probably sounded like a mass murder was taking place, because the screams of pain and ecstasy don't sound much different from each other.

Thrust, thrust, thrust - damn, it felt good! Thrusting and driving, deeper and deeper. I was going so deep that I practically expected my dick to create a bulge on her other side. I worked myself up into such a fever pitch that it hardly mattered whether I was using a condom or not.

Finally it was over, and somehow I wound up lying on the floor, with Sue Ellen lying next to me.

After a while, Sue Ellen's head started to clear and she looked over at me. She'd been giving me some adoring looks already, but this time I was walloped by the intensity of her emotion. As if looks didn't speak her feelings clearly enough, she spoke loudly and proudly. "I love you, Sir. I'm in love with you!"

I replied, "Um, is that a problem? You can't have me all for yourself, you know. I'm married."

Here's where the trouble starts. She'll get increasingly clingy, obsessed, and possessive, and everything will go to hell in a hand basket. Shit! 

But she said, "No, Sir. Mindy's explained the four rules to me already. I love 'em, especially 'share the cock!' I wouldn't try to get all of y'all. Heck, I wouldn't even WANT all of you to myself, except maybe in my dreams; that would be too scary! I couldn't handle the pressure. I have no idea how Mindy managed all these years - just one woman and all that huge cock to try and keep happy! Wow. That's too much. You're clearly a man who needs a LOT of hot pussies to unload into! I'm just so thankful that mine can be one of them."

Yeah, right. Like I really "need" that. Hey, but why should I disabuse her of her delusions? Let her think I'm that great. 

She crawled over to me. I was still prone on the floor, but she started kissing her way up my leg. "Master! That was the best fuck of my life, by a mile! And with a tail on it! No, that was the best experience of my life of any kind, hands down! Even better than the titfuck last night!!"

As she kissed her way to my crotch, she reviewed her words and then giggled. "Oops! Sir, I'm not supposed to call you the 'M' word, even though I feel it in my heart. I guess you'll just have to spank me some more!"

Her lips reached my flaccid penis. She pulled the condom off and started to kiss it. "I'm your sex toy and your cock slave, and I think a good slave cleans her master's cock every time, no matter whose holes he's been sticking it in!"

Apparently, she forgot about using the "M" word again, but I didn't mind at all. And flaccid though it was, she began worshipfully licking my member all over, just as if I was still iron hard and about to shoot off at any moment.

I looked over at Michelle and Ruby.

They were on their asses too, but their fingers were idly pumping in and out of each other's pussies. They appeared wowed by Sue Ellen's behavior.

Michelle even said, "Sue Ellen, you're an inspiration to us all. Again!"

Mindy laughed in wonder. "Honey, I think we lucked out with our choice of waitresses the other day!"

I could only laugh at that too.. "Yeah, talk about... quality service!"




Chapter 51



I wanted to have some alone time with Mindy to talk with her about some things that had been bothering me in my otherwise amazing new life.

I thought, I can't believe I just fucked another woman! Worse, it was probably the most amazing fuck of my life! All this "cock slave" playing around is fun, in the heat of the moment, but what about the rest of the time? I really need to check it with the "Mrs." and make sure she's okay with everything. Although I'll bet she's over the moon, but it's good to check anyway. Besides, the girls need to get some grip on reality before they fall too far into their "cock slave" way of thinking, and I need Min's help with that. 

Unfortunately, there was no time for us to be alone. There already was a plan in motion to have Sue Ellen stay over for dinner so we could all get to know her better. Furthermore, Sue Ellen pointed out that it was unclear when she'd see me again due to her working hours, and she basically wanted to spend every second near me, preferably within close range of my crotch, while she was here.

That girl is just as sex-mad as my two daughters are! Hell, from the way she's been looking between my legs, you'd think she wants to go on a diet that consists of nothing more than my cock, balls, and cum. And I can't say I'd be entirely opposed to that. I'm so bad lately. 

Happily, there's no need for me to always be stern and dominating around her anymore, now that we've shared that explosive experience. Well... at least no need until we had the next one like it. I know how to get her all worked up and I definitely plan to use that in the future. I don't care if she sees us with our hair let down a little, and frankly I'm glad to see her that way too. I want to get to know her as a person and not just as a fanatically devoted cock slave. 

My day had been so full of activity that I was surprised to find the sun was still fairly high in the sky, as it was only five o'clock (I love those extra long summer days). That meant we had a good deal of time before dinner.

So I took a shower to clean off - with Sue Ellen. I figured, What the hell? If everyone keeps calling me "master" I might as well start acting like one. Hell, I could shower with all three girls at once, and I have no doubt I'll be doing that soon. But Sue Ellen deserves a special reward after being so great. 

Not surprisingly, she was ecstatic when I asked her to join me for a shower. She even told me "it would be an honor."

Funnily enough, Mindy asked me to "be a dear" and take Sue Ellen into the shower with me, not realizing that I'd already asked her to do just that.

Our shower was rather mellow, because we were both tired out from the epic fucking. It was cozy and intimate, like we were two brand new lovers who simply couldn't stop touching each other, even when we were dog tired.

Naturally, I soaped her up and she soaped me up. It was a good opportunity to get familiar with every last inch of her.

Again, I was nearly in awe at the fitness of her body, and I asked her how she got that way. I wasn't surprised to find out that she was heavily into running, biking, swimming, volleyball, AND several sports on top of that. In fact, she also was able to pay for college due to an athletic scholarship.

All the while we were showering, I kept thinking about my wife. As I ran my hands over Sue Ellen's slippery, soapy ass, I thought, First, Min allows me to fuck Sue Ellen in the middle of the living room, and even cheers me on while our naked daughters watch! Then, thinking I was going to go shower by myself, Min insisted that Sue Ellen join me. She even said it was wrong for me to shower by myself from now on! Talk about a great wife! 

Sue Ellen didn't manage to get my dick hard in the shower, although it certainly wasn't for a lack of trying! I was simply too worn out. Still, we had great fun "cleaning" each other and making out.

As the shower neared its end, Sue Ellen dropped to her knees in front of me. "Master, may I please service you?"

"First of all, I already told you there's no way my penis is gonna revive soon. And secondly, I'm not your master yet. You're not allowed to use that word."

"Sorry. But I can't help it!" She brought her face to my penis and just lovingly nuzzled against it, since it was still flaccid. "Whenever I think of you now, that's the first word that comes to mind. You're not even 'Dan' to me anymore. You're just... 'Master!'" She gushed this like I was her first love, and maybe her last and only love too.

Then she added, "You've made me so very happy. Happy as a clam at high tide!"

"What?"

Realizing what she'd said, she exclaimed, "Sorry, I'm from the South. I've been living here for a long time, and I try to hide my accent and my slang, but when I get all excited it kind of comes out."

As she continued to nuzzle her cheek up against my flaccid dick, I said, "Well, don't try to hide that so much. I love your accent, and I like your expressions. I have no idea why a clam at high time would be so happy, but it sounds good."

"Thanks! You're so great. Everybody here, in fact, is totally great. This whole house has it going on!"

Her nuzzling of my penis was already starting to turn into licking. That sounded great in theory, but the fact was, I just couldn't take it. I'm sorry, but I'm not a teenager anymore! In fact, my penis was actually hurting a bit from overuse.

However, I didn't want to ruin Sue Ellen's apparent image of me as some kind of sexual superstud. So I said, "I've had plenty of that already. Let me do you." Then I dropped to my knees so I could eat her out.

She protested heartily against this, saying things like, "Masters don't do that for their slaves! It's just not done!"

However, I silenced her by saying, "If I'm your master, I get to do whatever I want with you, right? And I want to do this."

She made some further mumblings about how she wouldn't enjoy it, but she dutifully stood up and let me bring my face between her strong thighs.

Although she might have tried not to enjoy it, seeing it as a perversion of proper master-slave behavior, her body betrayed her. Soon enough, she was screaming like a banshee and begging for mercy as a nice orgasm ripped through her.

Ah, I love taking a nice shower! It feels good to make her feel good. She's so kind and adorable. She deserves it. 

Returning back to the group downstairs, there was some arguing back and forth about what to wear. Basically, the three girls all wanted to stay naked, and I wanted them clothed. (Again, my penis can only take so much!) We compromised, and the girls wore bikinis while my wife and I got fully dressed.

The girls then made a big show of being scandalized over wearing bikinis, since apparently they covered up too much! Sue Ellen fit right in, like the three of them had been a cock teasing team for a long time.

It was beginning to dawn on me that my penis was going to be in for a seriously exhausting sexual workout for a long time to come. I can't even begin to tell you how boner-inducing all three of them looked, even in bikinis. But after quelling that mutiny of sorts, our group moved into the computer room to look at the pictures Sue Ellen had sent us, as well as the newly recorded video we'd just made of me fucking her.

I was the only one who hadn't already seen the pictures taken in Mama Mia's. So while I was admiring them, Mindy went to get the video camera and showed Sue Ellen some of the neat features it had. Downloading the video of the nuclear fuck we'd just finished, Mindy showed Sue Ellen how to use computer software to isolate individual frames and save them as snapshots.

Sue Ellen was over the moon, and she and the girls got so engrossed in that, and in watching the video in general, that I finally saw my chance to sneak off with Mindy and talk to her, one on one.

So that's what we did. We went to the back deck, way out past the pool, which always was a good spot for privacy. Plus, if we stayed there for a while, we were likely to enjoy a nice sunset over the ocean.

Ironically, after my insistence about wearing clothes, the two of us stripped all of our clothes off without saying a word and then cuddled up together naked. We both wanted to cuddle and we knew from long experience that no neighbor would ever be able to see us there.

My wife was very horny, although she realized that I was in recovery mode and so she tried her best not to go wild all over me. Still, she was almost too excited to simply cuddle. She marveled, "Honey, did you see the way Sue Ellen and Michelle were kissing and fondling each other when we left?"

"It was kind of hard to miss," I replied, as calmly as I could. In truth, that was a major reason why I'd moved to the backyard. The three girls were getting so excited about the pictures that they had stated rubbing themselves all over me and each other, and starting to French kiss each other too. I was half-convinced that some kind of lesbian orgy would break out soon after we left.

Mindy enthused, "She's so HOT! I dare say she's as sexy as Ruby and Michelle, in her own way. Fuck me! Her tits aren't as big as theirs, but what an ass! She might even have the very best ass in your harem, not counting mine of course." She laughed. "And did you check out her legs?!"

"Um, yeah." I thought back to how my face was squeezed between Sue Ellen's powerful thighs not that many minutes earlier, lapping away at her musky slit. Mindy didn't know about that yet and I was trying not to mention such details at the moment to prevent her from getting even more worked up. But that seemed to be a losing battle in any case.

Besides, it seemed she didn't need any encouragement. "I'm totally over the moon about how well she's working out, and fitting in. Or, I should say how well you're fitting into her, my horse-cocked hubby! Tell me: was her cunt tight? Was it nice and tight and oh-so-fuckable?"

"Oh God! Yes!" Perhaps I should have said "Not as tight as yours, Sweetheart," but I wasn't thinking.

I needn't have worried about her being offended. She gushed, "Mmmm! I'll bet! Especially with the hard body she's got. I hope it's really fucking TIGHT and HOT, so you'll fuck her over and over again! And I'll bet the three of them have their bikinis off by now. Can you just picture what the three of them must be doing to each other?"

"Um, I can."

"Gaawwwd! And she's such a great cocksucker! Probably not as talented as the rest of us, since I haven't had a chance yet to teach her all the little tricks I've learned about what you love best. But I will. She makes up for it though with her determination and passion! Your daughters are going to have to step up their efforts! And just think when the three of them will lick and suck you together. Which probably will be a daily occurrence, if I have anything to say about it. Mmmm... I can already picture the three of them kneeling naked between your legs, jostling for position..."

I frantically tried to change the subject, before my dick simply fell off from over-stimulation. "Speaking about nudity..."

I launched into a discussion about breast sag issues. I pointed out that sag could become a problem if we suddenly started living as nudists, or near-nudists. Acknowledging Michelle's uniquely gravity-defying attributes, I said that I had no interest in seeing Michelle's magnificent monsters slipping down her front until they reached her belly button.

Mindy teased that I should just "hold them all day long to help keep them gravity free." But then she grew serious (briefly!) and pointed out to me that she and the girls were going to start wearing special bras at night that provided support from the underside, but still left most of the "goodies free to play with," as she put it. She said she would end up wearing a bra just as many hours as before that way. Much more than before, actually, since she was still going to wear a bra at work.

That sounded good for Mindy, and I supposed it would suffice for the likes of Ruby and Sue Ellen too, but what about Michelle? Her jutting torpedoes were unique and remarkable, but how long could they defy gravity on their own, without much support? I made a mental note to think up solutions and have a talk with Michelle about it later. Since she was always going on about how she wanted to "submit" to me and so on, perhaps I could leverage that somehow so as to keep her in heavy-duty bras whenever I wasn't playing with her tits.

So, with that issue taken care of for now, I brought up my main concern. "Sweetheart, I love you so much, and you know I love everything that's happened lately. You've made me the luckiest husband in the world. I know a lot of husbands say that, but I think I can actually make the claim for that really being true!"

She smiled at that, before starting to lick and kiss her way around my neck and jawline. She was still hot to trot, and barely managing to restrain herself from doing more.

"But still, I'm bothered by the vast scale of the conspiracy you plotted against me. I mean, you got more than a little carried away! You could have just kind of nudged the girls along, and we would have pretty much ended up where we are now. You didn't have to secretly meet with them for three solid months! Speaking of which, I can't even figure out where and when you had all those sex training classes with them. Am I missing something?"

She sheepishly confessed, "Remember that big work project that had me staying late for quite a few weeks there? Well guess what? There was no such project. I'd go over to the McGrath house and spend an hour or two up in Ruby's room, showing her and Michelle all my secrets."

"You see? That's exactly the kind of thing I'm talking about. You went too far. You know how jealous I get about the thought of you having an affair. Talk about eroding my trust in you on that!"

"I know. I'm sorry. I've been trying to make it up to you by throwing even more pussy your way."

"Now, that's not really true, is it? You'd be doing that anyway. You just can't get enough! You'd be happy to see me fuck an entire female volleyball team!"

She joked, "Volleyball team? Yes. Water polo team? Certainly. Soccer team? Not so much. Lacrosse team? I'm kind of iffy. They've got some real lookers, but some dogs too. Maybe you should work your way through all the female varsity players before you settle on your favorite sport."

She rubbed her hands together in her usual mad scientist routine. "Yes, it's all coming together now! What a great idea. I'll have to tell the Gruesome Twosome. Bwa-ha-ha-ha!"

I realized that I almost couldn't tell if she was joking. If not for the "bwa-ha-ha-ha," it sounded just like something Mindy might actually approve of! "Ha-ha. Very funny, zis Amerikanski humor. Ve bomb now."

My wife just chuckled and snuggled in closer to kiss my chest.

I said, "Look, love, my point is, we can't have any of that kind of scheming around in the future, okay? Our marriage is going to be under a lot of unusual strain over these next few months if we keep going with these 'cock slave' and 'harem' ideas, and you and I are going to have to pull together and strengthen our marriage bond even more than before. We don't have room for that kind of 'sneaking around' Mickey Mouse stuff, okay? We need trust and honesty."

Feeling chastened, she replied, "You're right. I'm sorry, Honey."

"In the 'coming clean with complete honesty' department, then, tell me about how Ruby and Shelle have peeked into our bedroom and watched us making love. With you talking about sex with them for so many hours, I can only assume you found out about that."

Mindy sighed and adjusted her position slightly, so she could look up at the darkening sky while holding my arms around her.

"Yes I did, and it's just like their lesbian love-making - I only found out very recently. It's true that there was a hole for them to peek in, but I don't think it's as bad as you fear. You see, the hole led from our master bathroom through our big closet into our bedroom. The thing is, the conditions had to be just right for them to use it. The bathroom door had to be closed, so they wouldn't be seen sneaking in and out of the bathroom door that leads to it directly from the hallway, and the closet door had to be left open, so they'd be able to see something. Since you generally leave the bathroom door open and the closet door closed, and I do the same, it was a rare night when the stars aligned and they could look in."

"Well, that doesn't make me feel a whole lot better, actually. It's somewhat like if you told me you'd been cheating on me for three years, but you didn't do it very often."

I felt her squirm uncomfortably in my embrace. "Yeah, well, I was miffed too! I'm all for this voyeuristic stuff, as you're finding out, but consent is key. I didn't like being watched like that without my knowledge, or yours. They didn't willingly tell me about it either, actually, but I slowly figured it out when I was teaching them about sex and they kept dropping hints about knowing sexual things that they could only know from having watched us go at it. And the two of them are so sexually excited and adventurous, they didn't seem to even understand that what they did was wrong - just playful. When I finally got them to confess, several weeks ago, they were surprised when I went and filled up the hole. I can show you what remains of it later, if you're curious."

"Sure. I am curious. And I'm glad you covered it up, at least. How did the peephole get there in the first place?"

"That was the work of our chief Hellion troublemaker, from what I understand. Michelle used your power drill. It's covered up brilliantly when it's not in use, by the way. It's behind a picture frame, but you wouldn't even notice if you took the picture frame off. She used some wood stain to make it look like a natural knot hole in the paneling."

"Damn. She's sneaky. How long do you think that hole has been there?"

"They confessed to putting it in two years ago. I don't know how many times they were able to use it, but when they did, they certainly had a great view! I gather that when they really wanted to see us, they'd sneak in earlier in the evening and open the closet door. If they got lucky and it stayed open, then one of them would come up with some excuse to use our bathroom instead of the one next to Michelle's room, and that would give them the cover to close the bathroom door. Sneaky!"

I thought back to what I'd found out about how they let their friends peek in. Having other girls over using the hall bathroom would have given them a perfect excuse for needing to use our bathroom. It figures they would have especially tried their tricks to put the doors in position on the nights their friends slept over. Or nooners! How many times did I had sex with Mindy on the weekend in the middle of the day while the Gruesome Twosome had some friends over?! A lot! I feel violated. 

I said, "You say two years ago, huh? It seems to me that a lot of things started to happen two years ago. Isn't that when you said that woman, what was her name? DL? Isn't that when she started e-mailing you out of the blue with erotic stories?"

"It was, now that you mention it." Her randy mood was quickly dissipating.

"Some unknown person tried to send me some erotic stories too around that time, but I kept deleting them and eventually they gave up. You know what I think? I think that was Michelle and Ruby!"

She frowned, with narrowed eyes. "You think? ... Now that you mention it, that would make sense. They basically were trying to indoctrinate us, to shape our fantasies, by feeding us certain stories!" She shook her fist angrily, which did wonders to her jiggling bare breasts. "Arrrggh! I feel used!"

"Welcome to the club. Even though it worked out in the end, it's pretty aggravating, isn't it?"

"Yeah!"

"Now you know how I feel about you conspiring behind my back, even if it was for a 'good cause' and all that."

"Awww. I do. I'm sorry, Honey." She turned over again and hugged me tightly.

It wasn't meant to be a sexual hug, but both of us were naked, so I had to will myself not to get aroused. I complained, "Those girls! They seem to take 'Satan's Hell Spawn' as a job title they're striving to maintain. So willful and spoiled! How are we ever going to control them? Especially Michelle. You know Ruby would never have done most of that stuff on her own."

"Don't worry, that's taken care of," my wife responded confidently, while still hugging me tightly and rubbing her hard nipples against my chest. "Or rather, the King will take care of that. Trust me on this one. Did you see how obedient Sue Ellen is towards you now?"

I chuckled. "Um, that's kind of hard not to notice."

"Yeah, well, that's how Michelle and Ruby are starting to get, maybe even more so. Being sex slaves - specifically YOUR sex slaves - has been their fantasy for years. The King will fix everything."

"So you're saying we can use my dick as a parental tool? 'If you don't do your chores today, no cock for you tomorrow.' That kind of thing."

She laughed. "'Parental tool!' What a perfect choice of words! Yes, I want you to use your 'tool' on her. Don't spare the rod. The more often, the better. Whip her into line with it! Oooh! I like the sound of that, and the mental image too!" She laughed some more.

I have to admit that I kind of liked that too, even though it was wrong, so terribly, morally wrong. That's not how a normal father should discipline his daughters, by depriving them of sexual contact with his genitals. But all I had to do was think of Michelle and Ruby kneeling side by side on their knees between my legs, their huge tits wobbling back and forth, their tongues snaking out eagerly towards my erection, and my moral reservations crumbled.

Mindy continued, "But seriously, it really is changing things. Previously, we truly didn't have anything to hold over her. Ever since you stopped spanking her, there really hasn't been any method of discipline she would consistently respond to. But now, she's naked and on her knees, and you're holding your big fat cock over her!" She laughed. Obviously, the same kind of visual images that aroused me aroused her as well.

Then she stopped and sobered up abruptly. "Sorry, that just kind of slipped out. Every sentence is coming out sexual, somehow. Hell, 'slipped out,' even. That makes me think of you pulling your shrinking King from Michelle's trembling slit as your cum gushes and drools out of her well-used hole!"

Mindy's hugging and cuddling was getting a little bit more aggressive. Nothing serious yet, but her hands were starting to wander over me.

"Hmmm. Someone's getting a little horny," I teased. "I wonder who that could be."

"Sorry for that too. As you can see, I just can't get enough of thinking of you with your women. And I don't think I'm gonna grow tired of it, either. Ten years from now, we'll still be having this same conversation. You'll inadvertently use the words 'tool' and 'Shelle' in the same sentence, and I'll both burst into laughter and get really horny!"

"Great," I said with chagrin.

"But seriously, the power dynamic in our family has changed, and not just 'cos Ruby's a family member now in a formal way. You're in charge, and everyone knows it. This 'sex toy' and 'cock slave' stuff may mostly be just sexy talk for you, but the fact is, you're the one with the cock. You've got it, and we all want it like you wouldn't believe! Michelle and Ruby will behave, as long as you use that enormous power cleverly and wisely."

She continued, wearing more of a smirk, "The only problem for you is that power HAS TO BE USED in order for it to remain effective. You can't just hoard your Man Powaah, keep it all to yourself, and not show your favor to the ones who adore you most. Which I guess means that even you need to 'Share the cock' as we haremettes like to say... because the more you share, the more they'll behave."

I needed clarification. "So wait. What do you want me to do? Walk into Michelle's room, see that it's neat and she's made her bed, and then whip out my dick and have her blow me as some sort of reward for her?"

My wife's eyes lit up. "Exactly! You've got the right idea, although I'd recommend adding that she needs to fall to her knees and beg for it first. She'd love that. Then she can show her fealty to the King with some talented tongue work. That way she can receive a tasty load of her daddy's cum as her reward for a job done especially well."

She squirmed against me suggestively. "Oooh, that sounds so sexy!"

My penis twitched with signs of life as I thought about that. What kind of bizarro universe is it where a blowjob would be a reward for the woman, not the man?! Especially a woman, no, a girl, as hot and insatiably horny as my blonde vixen daughter! 

My penis twitched some more. "That may be, but where does that leave you and me? I don't want to 'lord' over you. Okay, maybe in bed, since that's fun sometimes. But the rest of the time I want the same Mindy as always. We're a team, an equal partnership, and I love you."

Before answering, Mindy leaned in and lovingly kissed my chest again. "Don't worry. True, I'm a bit wowed by the King these days too. Even though I've known him, and you, so intimately all these years, I can't help but look at you in a brand new light and with even greater admiration, when so many other women love you and lust for you so much. It makes me think, 'Boy, I'd better hold onto this guy! I've got a keeper!'"

I replied, "I feel the exact same way about you. The way you're willing to share me? How cool is that? Whenever I look at you now, I think, 'I've got the hippest, coolest, most understanding wife on the planet!'"

She laughed, and kissed me on my cheek, but then she joked, "'The hippest?' Now you're saying my hips are fat?! Sheesh! Men!"

I punched her arm lightly. I ran my hand down to her nearest bare hip, stroking it back and forth to show her how much I loved it. I joked, "You misheard. I said 'the hippo-est.' As in the most like a hippo."

"Uh-oh! Now you're in for it, buster! No strange pussy for you for, oh, the next thirty minutes!" She had a good laugh at that.

Then she said more seriously, "Hell, I'll get off on being called your 'sex toy' too, make no mistake. That's sexy talk that works for me too, and I hope you'll do that some more. I've noticed you've been holding back with me on that. But as for those moments when we're not totally aroused-"

I interrupted, "Those very few moments these days. Are there any moments like that anymore?"

She grinned. "One or two, maybe, in a week. Just about!" She giggled with glee. "Anyway, for those moments, I'm still your same ol' wife. You know, there's a thing about wives, and women. The man typically was the caveman with the club, getting his way in typical crude, straight-forward 'man' ways. We women, though, we get things done in a more roundabout way, using our feminine wile and charm. If we're really clever, we not only get our way, but we make our husband think he was the one who made the decision all along."

I snorted, but happily, "Yeah! I've noticed a fair deal of that around here, lately! Actually, for my whole marriage, now that I think about it."

"And you're going to notice a lot more too. The more serious 'cock slaves' you have in your life, the more we're gonna be teaming up to get what we want. Frankly, you don't stand a chance!" She cackled like a B-movie villain again.

She went on, "So, while you have more power in one way, you have less in another. It'll be interesting to see how that all shakes out. The bottom line is, our marriage is still strong, and it'll survive whatever twists and turns come along, just fine. I wouldn't be throwing all these women at you if I feared it would jeopardize our marriage. No erotic high is worth that risk." Her hands were still running all over my bare chest.

"You think? I hope it's that strong. I get worried. Like with Sue Ellen. When I was taking a shower with her earlier, I realized that I'd normally be taking that shower with you, but you were using another shower, all by yourself, at roughly the same time. So, more Sue Ellen time meant less Mindy time for me. I really don't like that."

"Sometimes that may be true, but I don't mind. The truth is, the vast majority of the time, we take our showers alone. So, if you suddenly find a busty teenage babe adoringly soaping up the King in the shower almost every day, that really doesn't take away any time from me now, does it?"

"True," I conceded, "but it's the principle of the thing. Everything's changing, and I worry."

"The way I look at it, I'm not losing a bit of you with Sue Ellen, I'm gaining a whole new family member. This is moving beyond just you and me. We're developing a little hive or harem or whatever you want to call it. For real."

I griped, "Do we have to use that word?"

"Yes! It is what it is, whether you like the word or not. Our marriage is the principal link, but there are new links, and all the links are growing stronger. Soon, we're gonna look like a model of a complex molecule or something. Maybe I'll be spending a little less time with you, and you with me, but I'll be spending a whole lot more time with the girls, and the same with you. Plus, Cindy is coming along nicely. There'll be more love all around. More sex. More friendship. More everything!"

"So, you're really seriously aiming for a whole harem thing, huh? I don't know what to think about that."

"You could look at it that way, but don't freak out. It's not really much different. I see it as the family we've always had... plus more. The same core family relationships, except with a whole lot more boner polishing and thrusting going on. The same people who have always been close, plus. Ruby was de facto family all along, and Cindy's really not that much different. We're just drawing them closer in, tightening and strengthening the bonds that were already there. Sue Ellen's really the only completely new factor, and maybe that'll deepen and last, maybe not. Maybe she'll fall into the long-term affair category, maybe more. We should let that play itself out."

Call me greedy, but my vision expanded to include Sue Ellen kneeling naked right next to the Gruesome Twosome, all three of them taking turns pleasuring my penis. Man, I certainly could live with that kind of situation for years and years to come! If my Catholic priest has a problem with that, he can go take a walk! 

She went on, "But I agree with you that we don't want this to get too big. I also agree with you that it's not exactly a harem in the traditional sense, like the one in the swashbuckler novel you're working on. It's more like a very sexualized family. We're lucky that we just have one male in the family, so there are no sticky complications, although there are lots of other sticky things."

She licked my ear and ran her fingers along my flaccid penis, but more just tickling it than trying to arouse it.

One of my hands drifted to her hefty rack. What is it with me and boobs? I don't know, but I never seem to get tired of playing with them. I especially love the way I can get Mindy to pant or moan or just shiver with arousal, depending on what I'm doing. 

I couldn't reach her nipples, since they were pressed into my flesh, but I knew a lot of other sensitive spots, particularly on the underside slopes.

She added, "We're a family that's organized around your cock, and trying to arouse it and pleasure it. In return, we know that you'll give us all an endless series of powerful orgasms and keep us constantly wet and horny. Which by the way, is more than most women can ever dream of finding in a lifetime, let alone managing to hold onto. It's simple and easy. There are only four rules. We're not gonna mess them up. We're all having too much fun!"

I was starting to love those rules, now that my morals were flying out the window. But I said, "Speaking of family, and sticky things, what about Nicky? That's definitely a sticky situation."

I saw my wife bite her lip at that, which concerned me. Shit. Poor choice of words. I hope she's not thinking about my sticky stuff on Nicky! I felt my dick twitch. Damn! Now I'm thinking about it. What if she had the exact same attitude as her sisters and wanted nothing more than to... NO! I can't go there! 

After clearing my head of those taboo thoughts, I said, "I've been living in the moment so much that I keep forgetting that she'll be home in just a week or so. When she gets back from her Lake Tahoe trip, we should find a way to stall her for another week, if we can."

Mindy nodded. "Good idea. One week isn't enough. Big changes are happening here, and we need to let them play out."

I said, "I know you said we can hide things from her, and we can, at least for a while, but what about long term? It's not just the secrecy, which by the way will really eat away at me because I've always been all about honesty in this family. It's about these bonds. What's going to happen is that the 'sexualized family' will go in one way, and Nicky will go in the other. She'll be left out, more and more, in big ways and small. I don't like that."

Mindy appeared thoughtful. She'd stopped fondling me, although her hard nipples still poked into my chest. "Hmmm. HMMM! ... What to do about that? You know what I'm almost thinking?" She paused before whispering hotly, "I'm thinking you're just gonna have to fuck her too!"

"WHAT?! NO!" She went there! Corrupted morals or not, that's going too far. Way too far! 

"Come on! Why not? You know that she's totally hot, busty, and sexy too, even though she hides it more than your other genetic daughter does. We have very good genes in this family!"

I shook my head vigorously. "No, no, no, a thousand times no!"

She persisted, "Did you see how much her body developed when she came home for Christmas? You probably didn't fully notice because she stays bundled up around you, but let me tell you, she'll really filling out in all the right ways!"

I felt extremely aroused and extremely disturbed at the same time. My dick didn't know what to do. "So what?! Do you even realize how WRONG what you're suggesting is?! Michelle, okay, I'll make an exception for her because she's been obsessing about me for years and went to such great lengths to seduce me. I'm kind of bowing to the inevitable here with her. And hell, because her body is so amazing and arousing, from head to toe. Okay? I admit it. But Nicky? She's totally normal! She's got a nice, normal life there at college, and she's very happy with her normal boyfriend, Steve. No way! We can't corrupt her. We can't! I won't even begin to consider it. And you!"

I hoped with all my might that my traitorous dick would behave itself. I carefully repositioned, to make sure she wouldn't feel the way it was starting to twitch with life.

I looked down at my blonde bombshell wife, nestled in my arms, and poked her on the shoulder. "No scheming! No plotting! No conspiring! You got that? Do NOT try to get Nicky sexually involved in any way! I want a very clear statement from you on that."

She looked and sounded very disappointed. "Fine, fine. I won't say or do anything to Nicky that could potentially get her sexually involved with you in any way. How's that for a definitive statement? I was just brainstorming, anyway, just throwing out an idea. Although I think you'd be amazed at just how arousing her body is too, if you saw her completely naked, or even just in her undies, like I did. My God! She's turning into a centerfold-worthy sex bomb!"

"Moot point," I replied defiantly. I was still mentally willing my penis not to engorge.

"I've seen her that way. Would you believe her boobs are nearly as big as Michelle's? And she's totally fit. You know how she exercises regularly, and loves-"

I was getting far too aroused picturing my innocent daughter in the nude, but I wasn't about to give in an inch on this issue, no matter what she looked like. I cut my wife off. "Moot point. Again. Mindy, seriously, knock it off."

"Fine. But consider this: maybe she needs to know about what the rest of us are doing. If she simply had a general awareness, then there wouldn't be the need for all the lying and sneaking around, which you hate so much. She wouldn't have to SEE anything with her own eyes; she could just know in a general way. That way, we wouldn't have to be constantly fearful of her discovering what's going on and disapproving."

I had to seriously ponder that slightly less insane suggestion. "Hmmm. Wow. Tough call. ... On one hand, I wouldn't want to keep this huge secret, maybe for years, which would slowly push her away from us. But on the other hand, confessing to her would be so shameful, and it would break her heart. I'm not really proud of what I've done, especially with Michelle. Maybe she'd completely freak out and have nothing to do with us ever again!"

"Oh, come on. No she won't. She'd probably be a lot less surprised than you think. I'll bet she's known all about Michelle and Ruby's crushes on you for a long time now. She's the wise big sister in this family, after all. Heck, it seems everyone but you knew about the Gruesome Twosome's designs on getting into your pants. You could just kind of drop some subtle hints and see how she takes it."

"Yeah... Maybe... Maybe I'll feel her out a little bit when she gets back..."

I looked over at my wife's face. She was biting her lip again, trying hard not to say anything about that. The double entendre finally hit me. "Hey! Don't even start! Don't tell me the image of me feeling up innocent Nicky's pussy and breasts is getting you turned on?!"

She looked away with a very guilty expression. "No, it was probably something else. ... Okay, I'm not gonna lie to you. Maybe, just a little."

I sighed. "You're a case! Don't go there! Just don't! She's nothing but purity and innocence. I don't want to touch her with a ten-foot pole!"

She knew she shouldn't be telling a joke, but just couldn't help herself. "How 'bout with a ten-INCH pole? Sorry! Sorry!"

I laughed, despite myself. That's just Mindy being Mindy. And even though I'm not that long, it was pretty damn funny.

She looked down at my crotch and saw that my erection was suddenly at full mast. I had lost the battle to keep it flaccid after all. She had to know that this talk about Nicky must have caused it. I think it started to rise when she reminded me that Nicky is "totally hot, busty, and sexy too," and forced me to picture my innocent daughter naked. But thankfully, my wife had mercy on me and didn't point out the obvious connection, or even joke about it.

Instead, she simply said, "Looks like the King has risen."

"Oh no, spare me please. Please, no 'dick as Christ' jokes. I'm declaring that off limits."

"Actually, I was just picturing Elvis waking up from a nap, but okay, fine. The girls and I decided we like to think of your King as the fat Elvis with the white suit, sunglasses, and the big sideburns, instead of the young Elvis, since your cock is so fat and thick most of the time."

I laughed. "You're weird. The whole lot of you." I was secretly very relieved to be moving on from talking about Nicky, especially with my erection just hanging there like an incriminating murder weapon.

"That may be. But I was thinking: Sue Ellen's here, and while she's probably still having fun with the pictures and the video, plus quote 'talking' unquote to the girls, I'm sure she'd rather be with you. I was thinking I could go get her and have her help make sure the 'Fat Elvis' doesn't go back to sleep any time soon. Then I can go mix up some Sangria and bring that out here. I'll get some more clothes for us too, since it's starting to get chilly."

She stood up and swept her arm out towards the ocean. "Look at this view! We never hang out here enough. We should take advantage of this deck and this view more often. You and I can kick back and enjoy the sunset while Sue Ellen sucks your cock or you fuck her big tits. How does that sound?"

"Yep," I replied, "that confirms it. You're the best wife in the entire history of humanity!"

She was somewhat surprised. "So you like the idea?"

"Why not? I'm a horny man, after all. And I've got to do something with this damn thing." I glanced down at my boner. "But are you sure you're okay with it?"

Frustrated, she flopped her hands in the air like a bird. "I'm the one who just suggested it! Like, twenty seconds ago!"

I chuckled. "Okay. I'm just double checking. One thing though: warn Sue Ellen in advance that this is just gonna be some mellow cuddling-type stuff. Maybe she can jack me off some if she wants, but I'm in a mellow mood and still tired from what happened before. So she shouldn't expect a replay of her incredible blowjob from earlier, or the titfuck from last night. I get tired just thinking about how emotionally intense those were. And no Gruesome Twosome. Now's not the time for their boundless energy, let alone their raging hormones."

"Of course. I'll make all that clear. I think the girls know enough to give you some space now, anyway. Besides, we've gotta keep your energy for later. Remember how I was saying that my butt plug preparation has me ready for anal sex? Well, I'm game if you are." She winked.

I felt like she could have waved a feather in my direction and I would have fallen out of the lounge chair. "Whoa. Are you serious?"

There was no mistaking the fire in her eyes. "Very."

I looked at my wife standing in front of me in her birthday suit. What can I say? I can't even begin to describe how sexy she is, how looking at her makes me want to make love to every single part of her body for hours and hours.

Thirty-eight, my ass! She looks twenty-two! The only reason Michelle and Nicky are such hotties is because they got their genes from their hottie mom. Combine that with how much I love her and I practically want to cry for joy. Even though I have to admit that technically Ruby and Michelle have slightly more voluptuous bodies and Sue Ellen has a slightly more fit one, if I could only make love to one woman for the rest of my life, it would have to be my wife. No question. She's my soul mate and my partner in everything. 

I'd kind of lost track from just staring at her for a while. That had the side effect of keeping my dick very firmly at attention.

"What?" she said finally, smiling from ear to ear and cocking her bare hips, posing a little.

"Sorry, I spaced out from staring at your fantastic naked body. What do you say we forget about Sue Ellen for a while and just make love right here, right now?"

Her answer really surprised me. "Nope! Sure, I'd love to. But with great cock power comes great cock responsibility. Didn't they say that in Spiderman?"

"Yeah, but without quite so many cock mentions in it."

She laughed. "Only one cock mention, huh? But seriously, you need to take care of all your cock slaves now, not just your wife. You need to constantly pump them full of cum. Emphasis especially on 'pumping'! Pump them long, hard, thick and deep! That's the 'price' you pay for having a family harem."

I stared at her in disbelief.

She saw my look, but she went on unfazed, "And Sue Ellen is really emotionally needy for you right now. She needs to be close to you. And you need to complete her total submission to serving your cock with all her heart and soul. You and I, we can cuddle, fuck, or make love pretty much any time, 24 hours a day, but she needs you NOW, and her opportunities with you are limited, due to her job. It would be selfish of us to ignore her on this rare occasion of her visiting us."

"Hmmm. You've got a point, even though I have a sneaking feeling that her visiting here won't be all that rare for long. Okay. Bring her out here."

She snickered as she turned to go. "See what I mean? We women, we're unstoppable. We always get our way. And you men, you just have to take your lumps." She winked again as she added, "While we stroke them, of course."

As I admired her firm ass sashaying away from me, I said joyfully, "It's terrible! I'm suffering horribly!"




Chapter 52



A few minutes later, Mindy came walking back down the path through the trees to the deck area where I sat. She was wearing an Indian sari-style blue and purple wrap around her body. But it was strategically positioned so it went around and below her tits without covering them, while also hanging so low on her pussy mound that I could see her clitoris. She was carrying a tray with a bottle of Sangria and several glasses on it, and she also had a large bag hanging off one shoulder.

She wore a great big smirk-smile all the while. She stopped a few feet from me and put the tray on the bench next to me and then the bag on the deck.

I peeked into the partially opened bag and saw that it contained clothes for if or when we got cold. That was smart.

Then she held her arms up like a circus master. "Ladies and gentlemen, I present to you Daniel Cooper's next cock slave - Sue Ellen Miller!" Then, with a wave of her hand, she turned to look back at the path.

I realized with a start that was the first time I'd heard her Sue Ellen's last name!

But I didn't have time to think, because that was Sue Ellen's cue. She came into view walking the special sexy walk Mindy had taught her. I'd come to the realization that she blushed easily, and sure enough her cute face was cherry red.

And she had good reason to be blushing: Mindy had let her wear a sari just like hers, but it was worn around the back of her neck much like a boa. The thin piece of orange and red cloth was long enough to reach her knees, but it fell down her sides and covered absolutely none of her private parts. It make her look even more naked than if she'd been totally naked.

She wore high heels for good measure. But despite the heels and her great embarrassment, her sexy strutting seemed to give her confidence. She came right up to Mindy and me and then dropped to her knees and bowed low in my direction, right at my still very stiff erection. "Sir! How can this humble would-be sex toy serve you and your mighty cock? Sir?"

Mindy sat on the bench with me and whispered in my ear, "I didn't even tell her to say that. That comes from her heart!"

I was very impressed, and even more aroused. I spoke regally. "You may raise your head. I will let my wife tell you how you can best serve me." I figured if I passed that task on to Mindy, I couldn't be accused later of taking things too far in case she had a change of heart. Such a change seemed extremely unlikely, however.

Sue Ellen raised her head expectantly. Her eyes immediately locked on my stiff boner and she licked her lips. Repeatedly. And hungrily.

Mindy saw where she was looking and immediately began jerking me off. "Come here, my dear. I want you to hold it with me."

Sue Ellen eagerly scooted forward on her knees until her body was between my knees.

Without speaking, Mindy wrapped both of Sue Ellen's hands around my shaft, then she put her hands on top. The two of them just pumped their hands over it for a minute or so, while Sue Ellen slowly relaxed and also grew more and more aroused.

I thought about how I'd told Mindy to tell Sue Ellen that I just wanted some mellow cuddling and nothing too sexually intense. I had my suspicions that Sue Ellen never got the memo. It would be up to me to prevent this from being another epic, heart-pounding adventure.

As Mindy kept on guiding Sue Ellen's hands up and down some more, she said, "Your goal isn't to get him off or to even bring him close to that. Instead, I want you to get comfortable with having his cock in your hands and especially your mouth for long periods of time. For starters, just get to know the King better, like a good personal sex slave should."

A wide-eyed Sue Ellen nodded.

Mindy took her hands off Sue Ellen's and pulled the orange-red sari all the way off, leaving my teenage sex bomb in just her high heels. Then she gently tilted Sue Ellen's head forward until her lips were pressed up against the side of my shaft, right at my sweet spot. Naturally, Sue Ellen started to lick there while continuing to jack off the rest of my length.

I thought, So much for telling Mindy just to keep it at a handjob! 

Mindy continued to explain to her, "This is something you'll be doing a lot of from now on. A good cock slave can keep her master erect and throbbing with great pleasure literally for hours on end. Naturally, you'll have to build up to that over time. For now, let's see you just suckle on it with one hand playing with his shaft or his balls. Use your other hand to finger yourself and generally play with yourself when you want. Remember, it's not selfish for you to cum. In fact, a good cock slave cums over and over. All those orgasms will help you love your master's cock even more."

Sue Ellen's blushing face looked up at me hopefully. "Mas- Sir, may I please have permission to suck on your great thick cock?"

"You may." She looked so adorable yet submissive and ravenous that I couldn't tell her no. But I did add, "However, remember what my wife just told you. This time, aim for duration, not intensity. We've got plenty of time until dinner."

Sue Ellen nodded. She closed her eyes and seemed to silently mutter a little prayer.

Mindy noticed that, and gently ran her hand through Sue Ellen's medium-length, dirty-blonde hair. "Don't be afraid of it. I know it looks impossibly thick now, but remember that you've gotten your lips around it a few times already, and you've managed to breathe through your nose just fine. Sure, you may cry a little and feel some pain from your stretched lips and wide-open jaw, but remember how much greater the pleasure is. If you have to pull off, don't worry, pull off and take a big breath, and then swallow him all over again. Okay?"

Sue Ellen nodded obediently again. Then she craned her mouth open remarkably wide and engulfed my entire cockhead.

Like last time, she seemed overwhelmed at first, but she quickly recovered. Then her determination kicked it. I knew she was having a much harder time with my size than anyone else, but she simply would not be denied the cocksucking she craved.

Mindy watched attentively until Sue Ellen worked up to a good, steady bobbing motion. A few tears leaked from her eyes, but not nearly as much as last time. She was taking it significantly easier on me. For instance, her cheeks hardly caved in at all. That was good, since this time I really didn't want an experience that brought me practically to the verge of a heart attack.

After a minute or more of careful observation, my wife seemed satisfied that Sue Ellen was doing well enough. So she plastered her body against mine and tilted her head up so we could share a long French kiss.

We shared a few divine kisses. Then Mindy turned her head and looked out over the ocean. "Isn't this nice? No one can see us here, but we have a great view of everything. And the Sun is slowly going down, but it's still far from cold. You'll get to enjoy the sunset while Sue Ellen trains herself how to best serve you. Like I said, we need to do this more often."

What could I say to that? I merely nodded.

I'll tell you, if you want to relax, nothing beats kicking back on a patio hundreds of feet above the Pacific Ocean, drinking a Sangria with your naked wife, while your equally naked and much more enthusiastic new "sex toy" sucks on your cock as though it contained the elixir of life. But incredibly, that's what my life had come to.

Min asked me, "So how is she doing? Is she using a lot of tongue?" As she spoke, she reached across my body and poured a glass of Sangria for herself and another one for me.

I replied, "Oh yes, she's using a lot of tongue. She's showing a lot of potential." That was true. She'd been using her tongue ably previously, but now that she was bobbing a lot slower, she was able to do a lot more with her tongue. I could tell she was "untrained," but she was learning fast, all by herself, just trying out different techniques.

I was sure Sue Ellen had heard my answer over her noisy slurping, but Mindy repeated it for her. "Did you hear that? He says you have a lot of potential."

Sue Ellen responded with a loud and happy erotic moan.

Mindy moaned erotically too. "You hear that, Honey? That's music to my ears. She loves your cock!"

I chuckled. "You're weird."

She smirked impishly. "I know."

I looked down at Sue Ellen. She had her eyes closed and I couldn't see much of her face with the way her head was tilted. She still seemed very shy about what she was doing, as indicated by her seemingly permanently blushing face. Yet she also seemed to be enjoying it greatly.

Time passed. Sue Ellen was content to lightly lick or suckle away on my pole while lazily fingering her pussy at the same time. She seemed keen on doing that for as long as possible, if allowed.

Meanwhile, Mindy was cuddled up against my side and telling me all about her latest activities at work while sipping on her Sangria, as if it was the most ordinary thing in the world to have a centerfold-worthy teenager steadily sucking me off at the same time. Mindy had done the same thing before, with Ruby in the kitchen, but the two of us hadn't been quite so languidly intimate at the same time.

That casual air of affected indifference seemed to be quite the turn-on for Sue Ellen, since it put her in such a decidedly sexually subordinate position. She appeared to get off on the fact that most of the time, my wife wouldn't deign to acknowledge her presence, even as she slavishly gobbled the erect cock of her husband into her mouth over and over and over again without shame, regret, or restraint.

I played along and ignored her as much as I could. I remembered how being aloof seemed to be a turn on for Michelle, and that was turning out to be true for Sue Ellen as well. About the only time I'd acknowledge she was there was when she'd start to get carried away and I'd have to remind for the slow down. I turned out I needed to give her a reminder every few minutes.

Mindy and I were very mindful of the fact that Sue Ellen was listening to every word that we said, and in fact we were deliberately picking topics with an eye to letting her learn more about our everyday lives. For instance, I talked some about my writing, and especially about how the novel I was working on had taken a sudden turn in a remarkably pornographic direction.

Sometimes I'd play with Sue Ellen's dirty blonde hair while her head bobbed gently above my crotch, since that was the only part of her I could easily reach in the position I was in. She seemed to particularly enjoy having her hair petted and stroked just like a real pet.

After a while, the topic turned to Sue Ellen herself, causing her to become directly involved from time to time. She didn't say much, mainly because she liked to keep her mouth otherwise occupied, and it was always tough for her to get her lips back around my thick shaft. She did occasionally pause from her licking and sucking to speak when she was asked something point blank.

Mindy did most of the talking about Sue Ellen, since she had already questioned her at great length in a series of phone calls. It seemed very strange for me that my wife generally talked about her like she wasn't there, even as she sat on the wooden deck between my knees happily slurping away.

Frankly, I was a bit surprised that my boner was holding up to this much activity, since Sue Ellen just kept on sucking and sucking. But apparently my wife had toughened up the little guy through our many years of frequent use, and her stamina training was paying off in a big way. My hard-on was still a bit tender and sensitive from all the recent activity, but nonetheless ready for more.

I found that both awe-inspiring and disconcerting. How much sexual attention from my cock slaves was too much? Was I taking advantage of them, or were they having as much or more enjoyment as I was? Was I getting corrupted by too much sexual pleasure? It just seemed wrong to get my cock sucked this very much.

But Sue Ellen truly seemed to be having a great time. She kept up a good pace, using her lips, tongue, and fingers, while sometimes taking one hand to play with herself. In fact, the only problem I had was still having to remind her from time to time not to get carried away.

The mental image that I could, if I wanted, spend many hours a day sitting in my office chair in front of my computer, writing sex scenes for lurid pornographic novels, while one of my buxom teenage sex slaves knelt submissively under my desk and kept the King in her mouth the whole time, slowly sucking me and obediently drinking down my cum whenever I happened to climax as I typed... well, let's just say it was a mighty tempting fantasy!

It was certainly something my dick seemed eager to try, apparently, although I wasn't mentally ready to do something like that (yet?). I was starting to think that Mindy would downright adore that scenario. However, I still found it too demeaning to the women I loved, even if they claimed to greatly enjoy it.

I noticed that Sue Ellen seemed to become even more aroused whenever we talked about her in the third person, as if she weren't even there. I suspect that it appealed to her submissive nature, and ironically it had a certain voyeuristic appeal. It was as if she were a fly on the wall, listening to our private conversation.

Sue Ellen did mention one interesting thing, though, during one of the rare times she talked.

She was taking a short break from sucking but still lapping her way around my cockhead while she spoke. "By the way, I forgot to mention. Remember Laura?"

"Of course," I replied. My legs were stretched out on the deck chair, and I was feeling as content, lazy, and blissed out as can be. Having a sexpot half your age pretty much literally worship your cock with her mouth can kind of do that to a guy.

"Well, yesterday she went and signed up at a health club. ... Started jogging. Bless her heart, she damn near killed herself too. ... First day, overdid it. ... Arms, legs, completely sore! ... But that's not all..."

Her sentences were short and choppy because her main focus was on licking my shaft. Finally, she seemed to give up speaking altogether, as she discovered a renewed interest in licking my sensitive sweet spot. She did that for a good half minute before remembering to finish her thought.

"That's not all, either. She..." She licked her way up and down a couple of times, and then went on, "She started... Mmmm! ... She started..."

Mindy was listening too, although she had practically fallen asleep in my arms, she was feeling so mellow. But Sue Ellen's inability to complete her thought was starting to annoy her. "She started what?"

"Oh, sorry," Sue Ellen said. "It's just that..." She licked some more. "It's just that your husband's cock is so yummy. Mmmm." She licked and licked. "Oh, where was I? Oh yeah. Laura." She paused to focus on licking for a bit. Then she continued, "She's gone on a huge crash diet too. Big diet. ... So funny! ... Trying to lose 30 pounds in one day! As if!"

She was glad she'd finished her story, so she could return her full attention to my thick shaft before her. She immediately engulfed my cockhead yet again and resumed bobbing on it.

It seemed as if she wished she had two sets of eyes, because she was trying to spend all her time gazing up into my eyes, yet she often had to look at my slicked up pole to see what she was doing there. I found it slightly distressing yet also arousing that even after she'd been at it for so long tears sometimes leaked from her eyes, especially shortly after she re-engulfed me. It seemed that coping with my thickness wasn't getting much easier on her.

"Hmmm," I mused. "I wouldn't want her to injure herself. And that kind of obsession with losing weight could turn into an eating disorder. I have an idea. Tell her I'm putting you in charge of her diet. She needs to eat what you say and only what you say for the next two weeks, or the deal's off."

"Ohhh," Sue Ellen moaned, after pulling her lips off my boner yet again. "Putting me in charge of her... It's almost like... you'll be dominating her by remote control!"

I smiled, and said to Sue Ellen, "That's cute, but I hope you make it clear that she shouldn't expect cock slave status if she does all that. I promised to fuck her. Once! But that's a far cry from cock slave status."

She replied while she just adoringly rubbed my wet cock against the side of her face. "Mmmm! Master, this is a dream come true for me, just getting to lick and suck you for so long like this! Mmmm! Laura would be soooo jealous... Anyway, I haven't told her much at all about the slavery stuff. I'm being kind of vague about what goes on over here, due to what I know about Michelle. Plus, word might get around."

"Good. Well, now you can make the point clear to her about what she can expect. I'm not saying I'll never fuck her again, but I'm only promising the single time. I know this sounds harsh, but frankly, she's not worthy of cock slave status. On a one to ten beauty scale, she'll maybe be a nine after she loses that weight. But that's not good enough. I know I'm being kind of an ass about it, but in my position, why should I ever settle for second best?"

Sue Ellen brightened when she heard that. I had obviously implied that she was a ten and the very best. She liked that so much that she engulfed my cockhead all over again and got busy bobbing on it.

Mindy looked down at what Sue Ellen was doing and smirked happily. Then, with her head nestled on my chest, she said, "That's interesting, Honey, that you have certain cock slave standards. You know what I think? I think you should set up three categories. First, there's just the women you take a fancy to and decide to fuck. They wouldn't have any special title. They're just women you fucked. But out of the best and most worthy of those, the ones you want to fuck more often, those can be your cock servants. Those would serve you exclusively, but only every now and then, whenever you feel like it. Of them, only the very best of the cock servants get to be full-fledged cock slaves."

I laughed. "You're so into this! You're more into this than I am. But sure, we can use that system. Why the hell not? And while you're at it, make me Emperor of the Universe too."

Mindy sighed, saying, "Joke about it all you want, but I'm working to make this system real." She looked down knowingly at the way Sue Ellen was twisting her head while bobbing on me with corkscrew motions.

"Look, I told you already that five women will be more than I can handle. I really mean that." It was hard to think, what with the way Sue Ellen was slathering my erection with her tongue inside her mouth, and sliding her lips over it in a corkscrew motion for good measure! Although she was taking things nice and easy most of the time, she was getting better by the minute and arousing me more and more.

That made it increasingly difficult for me to reject any sexual suggestions from my wife, no matter how implausible they were.

My wife huffed, "Okay, fine, but don't you want the occasional fresh new pussy? Like Laura. Why not go over to Mama Mia's once in a while and fuck the shit out of her? Hell, and do Sue Ellen too while you're at it. Wouldn't you like that, Sue Ellen? How would you like Dan to take turns fucking you and Laura in the ladies' room during one of your breaks?"

"MMMM!" the naked waitress replied as she flicked her tongue all over my sweet spot like a hummingbird's wings, and kept her lips sliding too.

Where had she learned to do that?! I wondered. I think that's new, since she didn't do that the first couple of times she sucked me. She's getting so good that she's putting me in danger of cumming. She's even fondling my balls in a delightful way! 

Mindy asked me, "What's the harm? If you don't want Laura as your cock slave, then you need different categories."

"Not really. She's just the one temporary exception."

"Fine. But humor me. Let's say you can choose some top-of-the-line cock slaves. What qualities would you want in them, exactly?"

I decided that humoring her was a good idea. I'm determined to just stick with our small family group and Sue Ellen. And that's assuming that things work out with Cindy, which is still a big assumption. I'm going to need to see her after dinner, because I don't want to leave her hanging. 

What's happened lately with Lisa, Anjali, and Nina has driven home the point that playing around with others can be extremely dangerous and almost certainly won't work. But talking and fantasizing about it? Sure, why the hell not? Maybe that'll satiate Mindy's "fresh new pussy" urges until she finally calms down a bit. 

Besides, I thought this could be an enjoyable exercise, especially with Sue Ellen sucking away happily on the King, so I played along. "Okay, well, the first thing is that my cock slave would get my boner hard if I just took one look at her. She would need to look gorgeous, the elite of the elite. Beautiful face, good-sized tits, nice round ass, fit, tanned... Hell, basically hot all over."

Mindy looked down at Sue Ellen, and said, "Check, check, check, check, check, check, and check. Oh, and check."

Sue Ellen's blush deepened from hearing that. (She'd never really stopped blushing because she seemed to never get over the humiliation of what she was doing to me.) It was an interesting sight, given that her mouth was stuffed full in a perfect "O" shape and her cheeks were caved in from her intense suction.

I smiled at her, and reached down and ran a finger along her jawline to show that I approved of her efforts. even though I probably was going to need to remind her yet again not to get carried away.

Somehow, my simple touch made her even more bashful. She closed her eyes and tilted her head down a little. She probably would have turned her head away as well but for the fact that she couldn't as long as she kept right on bobbing and sliding with her sweet lips.

I looked back to Mindy and told her, "That said, looks aren't enough. She needs to have the raw sexual talent and desire to put that talent to good use. I don't want some cold fish. And I guess it would be pretty key that she's submissive, or else she probably wouldn't go for the idea in the first place. But that's not all. She'd need to be kind and loving. The kind of person I'd like to hang out with and talk to when we're not having sex. And not all stuck up. Most gorgeous women are stuck up and full of themselves. That's all I can think of, off hand, but there's probably more. As you can see, I'm very demanding."

"That's seven more checks for Sue Ellen!" Mindy then asked, "What about loyalty? Don't you think your cock slave should be loyal only to you, and exclusively serve your cock forever?"

"That would be pretty incredible," I admitted, "but with the caliber of woman I'm talking about-"

Mindy interrupted, "But she's a SLAVE! A slave works exclusively for her master. It's part of the definition of the word, isn't it?"

"I suppose." Again, it was really hard to argue against that kind of logic when you're enjoying a great blowjob.

Sue Ellen pulled her lips off my shaft. She said in a dreamy voice as she lovingly rubbed my cock across her cheek, "She sounds amazing. That's what I'm going to try to be someday; one of your cock slaves!"

"But you already are," I pointed out. I nearly gaped at the way she was caressing my cock against her face yet again, as if she'd fallen in love with it. "Don't you remember the ceremony from yesterday?"

She froze. "Wait a minute. Are you saying that all those things apply to ME?! I'm really one of the 'elite of the elite?!'"

"Of course!" I replied.

"Ohmigod! Master! Sir! I'm so happy!" Normally in such a situation she probably would have thrown her arms around me, but Mindy was draped over most of my top half and Sue Ellen still held my shaft in her hands (and against her cheek). So instead, she turned her enthusiasm to my erection once more. She swallowed the cockhead yet again and then paid a particular focus on my sensitive spot with her sliding lips AND her tongue.

It was devastatingly effective! I was going to have to warn her soon to ease up some before she really did make me cum. I was finally having to steadily use my PC muscle trick, which meant I was getting dangerously close to the edge. But I didn't want to interrupt her celebratory mood just yet.

Mindy smiled as she looked down and admired Sue Ellen's efforts. She joked to me as she languidly licked my neck, "Looks like you've got to be careful what you say around here."

"You're not kidding," I replied, grunting lustily. Finally, I had no choice but to warn, "Sue Ellen, please! I'm supposed to be relaxing here. I love what you're doing, but if you keep doing it much longer, I'm going to blow my load."

She mumbled around my cock, "By bohnd bhaaand."

Somehow, I figured out she meant "I don't mind." So I put a hand in her hair and chided her, "But I do. I want to relax a bit longer. Remember, I'm asking you to focus more on duration than intensity here."

Sue Ellen reluctantly pulled my bulbous head out of her mouth. "Yes, Master. It's just that it's so hard. And difficult too!" She giggled. "After sucking you for so long, I want to feel your cum blasting onto my face so much that it makes me want to cry. And not just a few silly tears from dealing with your thickness. But I'll try my best. My only desire is to please you! I'm going to show you that I'm worthy of being one of your slaves, even if it takes me the rest of my life!"

Mindy quipped, "Did I mention how much I like her attitude?"

After that, Sue Ellen intently lapped her tongue all over and around my cockhead. She even kept using her lips sometimes, but from the side instead of the top, like she was trying to give my boner a hickie. Both her hands were busy jacking me off too, slipping around in the copious pre-cum. She seemed almost incapable of following my instructions to go slow and make it last. Clearly, she couldn't wait to get a big cum load on her face!

She muttered as she licked, "Sorry, Sir, can't stop! ... Too much... cocky goodness! ... Mmmm!" All the while, she was staring up into my face like she was deeply in love with me.

She's really big on eye contact during sex acts. And unless she's good at faking, I think she's falling in love with me AND my cock! I hope that doesn't turn into a problem. 

To stop her from taking me over the edge, I suggested, "Sue Ellen, that's still too intense."

Her eyes lit up as she apparently ignored that and continued to think about what I'd said before. "Master! Uh, I mean, Sir! Are you really truly saying I'm the 'elite of the elite?' You like me that much?!"

I nodded, almost afraid of how good she'd make me feel once I did cum.

"OH!" That excited her so much that she couldn't resist and she swallowed all of my cockhead and then some still one more time. She bobbed her head frantically up and down, causing her relatively short, dirty-blonde hair to fly about. (Her hair went down to just below the bottom of her neck in back.)

But even that wasn't enough. She grabbed my right hand and brought it down to her chest, trying to get me to play with her nipples.

"Please don't," I moaned, even though I really didn't want to. "I'm gonna be cumming before long, if you keep that up."

"That's the idea!" Mindy said happily. "Isn't it time by now? You deserve it. I'm sure she can make you erect again shortly, so it's all good."

I wasn't nearly as optimistic about my recuperative abilities. That's why I was fighting hard not to cum.

Sue Ellen moaned but obediently relented a bit, even going so far as to release my cum- and saliva-soaked erection from her mouth. "Master, I mean Sir, can I at least stick your hot cock in between my tits for a while? I'll bet you can handle that without cumming for a good while. Ever since Mindy said that titfucking is the ultimate act of submission, plus how divine my first titfuck with you went, I can't stop thinking about your big dick plowing through my tits some more!"

I looked to my wife and saw her smirking. Good grief! She truly loves the way Sue Ellen is treating me. God knows why! 

"Well, I don't know," I said, as a naughty idea came to me. "I think it would help if your tits are properly lubed up for that. I like really slippery tits." I held up the bottle of suntan lotion and looked at my wife. "Sweetheart, can you do the honors?"

Mindy's smirk was wiped right off her face. She stared at me with the deer-in-headlights look she'd been showing most any time I suggested she do something sexual to another woman. She was afraid, but her desire won out. "Me?! Are you sure?"

"Positive." Now it was my chance to smirk, for once.

"Can't you do it? I know how much you love playing with big titties."

"True, but I'm tired."

She sighed, as if she was really put out. "You're a difficult case, you know that?"

With Sue Ellen leaning back to let Mindy have full access to her chest, I got a little respite to allow my erection to recover. However, it was a physical break but not really a mental one, given the hesitant yet sensual way Mindy started fondling Sue Ellen's breasts. Mindy's obvious desire made the scene hot. But somehow, her reluctance made it even hotter!

And watching Sue Ellen's adorable face was just as arousing. She was blushing and biting her lip. Clearly, she was horny as hell and worried that she'd cum loudly and obviously while Mindy fondled her.

To be honest, I got a thrill out of making her blush, and I'd noticed that she blushed a LOT. At least around me, that is. But I refrained from stroking myself while I watched the two sexy ladies interact. I desperately needed the break if I was going to maintain my studly reputation with Sue Ellen.

Freed to talk, Sue Ellen asked me, "So, Master. Uh, I mean, Sir. What would some more of your cock slave requirements be? I want to hear more about your ideal woman and how I should behave to become one. I mean, er, how she should behave." Her face turned redder still at that slip-up.

"Hmmm. Good question. When I see her mouth open to speak, I should find it hard to think about anything but sliding my cock between her lips. Especially if she has ideal cocksucking lips like yours. And then, chances are I WOULD put my cock in her mouth. I'd fuck her face for my satisfaction all the time!"

Sue Ellen groaned with lust at that. She parted her lips sensuously, and shot me an intense and hungry look that nearly knocked me off my lounge chair. As if that wasn't enough, she opened her mouth into a perfect "O" shape, and kept it like that while staring at me with narrowed, inviting eyes.

I was sorely tempted to cram my boner right back into her gaping maw, but my dick really needed this rest. So, instead, I continued, "She needs a big shapely rack. Did I mention that already?"

Mindy laughed. "You did."

Sue Ellen looked down at her bosom and then over to Mindy's. Clearly, she was wondering if she was endowed enough, since she "only" had D-cups. It was hard for anyone to size up to Ruby and especially Michelle.

Sue Ellen was plenty stacked for me, but I decided it would be good to leave her with a little uncertainty, so she'd try to please me that much more. She was off the charts enthusiastic so far, but I didn't know if that would last.

I went on, "Hell, she should have a perfect body all over, fit and tanned. The kind that would make for a popular centerfold poster. A whole lot like yours, as a matter of fact. And the sexual talent to put it to good use. But personality is important too. Not a brainless bimbo. She should be kind and loving, and fun. I'd want to enjoy talking to her the times I'm not busy fucking the ever living shit out of her."

I knew I was probably repeating myself somewhat, but with so much sexual stimulation going on it was no wonder my thoughts were scattered.

Plus, Mindy was taking an inordinately long amount of time to oil up Sue Ellen's breasts. She'd covered them three times over already, at least. And just watching that take place was keeping me so aroused that it threatened to make the rest I was giving my dick nearly worthless.

"And do y'all think I could be all that?!" Sue Ellen asked eagerly.

I decided to encourage her while still leaving room for doubt. "So far, from what I know about you... it seems promising..."

Mindy let out a soft moan. It looked like she was having the time of her life. She'd probably keep applying suntan lotion to Sue Ellen's breasts for the next hour or two if left to her own devices.

But Sue Ellen suddenly yelled out, "FUCK MY TITS!"

I thought she was just using our latest funny catch phase, but she wasn't. She lurched forward, heedless of what Mindy was doing to her. She grabbed my stiff erection and slid it into her cleavage. "Master! You make me so happy that I want to cry all over again! That keeps happening to me ever since I met you! Please, please! Please fuck my tits!"

That sounded like a great idea to me, especially since my dick had been getting a decent rest for the past few minutes. Sue Ellen's enthusiasm was infectious, plus there was the fact that my shaft was already enveloped by her luscious, soft tit-flesh. My only concern was to avoid getting too excited and accidentally shooting my load. I conceded, "Well, I'm still supposed to be resting. But maybe we can just kind of stay like this for a while, without moving."

She was panting hard. "Okay! I can do that. I'll... just a little... Just... A bit of this..."

She started licking the tip of my fat knob, even as she squeezed the rest of my shaft by subtly sliding her firm and oiled-up breasts back and forth and up and down. It felt so great that it almost would have been less arousing for me if I'd vigorously fucked her tits. Clearly, my break was over, but I didn't want to let her know that for fear that she'd go hog wild, arousing me even MORE!

Mindy had been listening carefully to what I'd said about my ideal cock slave. She asked me, "Honey, what about Cindy? Would she meet all your requirements?"

"Certainly! I don't even have to think about that one. Well, she may not have an all-over tan, but that's hardly very important."

"So you'd be willing to cut her some slack because you know her and love her so well?"

"Definitely, but the thing is that I wouldn't have to. A tan is way low on the list. That's easily changed anyway. Her body is just as impressive as, say, Sue Ellen's or Ruby's. I really mean that."

"Ooooh!" My wife whistled with appreciation. "That's high praise indeed."

I'm sure it was noticed I didn't put her on the same level as Michelle. I had to be honest and her body had something a little bit extra sexy all over, not just her enormous tits.

I went on, "She might be thirty-eight, but I don't see any signs of age on her. She could hold her own with any teen or twenty-something. I've told her that, and I really mean it. The same goes for you, Sweetheart. We would start to have a problem with this sharing thing if I found these other women more attractive than you, but I don't."

I meant that too, even including Michelle this time. My buxom blonde daughter might have the slight edge in beauty by some objective standard, but Mindy was still my wife and soul mate, so I looked at her through rose colored glasses.

Mindy smiled at that. "What else would you like to see in your ideal cock slave? Anything else?"

"Probably, but I can't really think right now, especially with Sue Ellen looking at me like that." Indeed, she was staring up at me adoringly as she nibbled on my knob and kept squeezing the shaft with her boobs with increasing vigor. Her devoted, lusty gaze was practically doubling my arousal.

Mindy prodded me while gazing longingly at Sue Ellen's boobs as they started gyrating around my hard-on, "What about bisexuality? Isn't that pretty important?"

Had I been completely honest and blunt, I would have said, "More for you than for me." It was becoming increasingly clear that one big reason why Mindy was so keen on having me explore other women was that it was a door allowing her to start exploring her own bisexual side. If I could have sex with amazingly gorgeous women, she could ride my coattails in a big way with the same women. That made me wonder what her feelings for Michelle were, exactly.

But I ignored all that for now, and just said, "That would be a nice plus."

"I agree," Mindy said firmly. "In fact, I think it's better if ALL your sex partners are bisexual. It just feels right to me."

I had a hard time not making a sarcastic comment about that. Right! As if she just had this random intuitive vibe that has nothing to do with her own bisexual desires! HA! 

But seeing that Mindy was looking at me anxiously for an answer, I looked straight into her eyes and said, "Indeed, that would be a very nice plus." I made it sound almost, but not quite, like a command. I didn't want to be too firm on this issue though, in case Sue Ellen turned out to not be bisexual. There wasn't much chance at all of that though, given the way I'd already seen her kissing and having fun with the Gruesome Twosome.

My wife shivered lustily, and then visibly relaxed.

I looked down to Sue Ellen. Her face was scrunched up in intense concentration, like she was taking a calculus test. it seemed she was just exceptionally focused on servicing my cock. I had to tell her, "You're doing great, but please! Take it easy. You're doing TOO well."

"Yes, Mas- Sir."

Things calmed down for a while. I relaxed and took another sip of Sangria, as Sue Ellen worked on perfecting a simultaneously relaxed yet very satisfying titfuck and/or blowjob.

Time went on and the sun was starting to set. It was getting chilly.

Mindy finally broke out the clothes she'd brought in the bag from the house - such was they were. She had a bathrobe for me and another one for herself. We both put ours on. I left mine wide open in front. I'd be a lot warmer now that the sun was going down, but Sue Ellen would still have full access to my privates.

I noticed only two robes. I asked, "What about Sue Ellen? She's bound to get cold too."

"Don't worry; I've got her covered too." After standing up while leaving her robe wide open in front, she held up the bag enticingly. "Sue Ellen, if I could tear you away from my husband's cock for just a minute, I've got something in here that'll double your cock slave pleasure."

Sue Ellen stopped and looked at the bag skeptically. "I can't possibly think of anything that could make me happier, unless you've got some magic dust in there that could make my tits as big and gravity-defying as Michelle's."

"No, I'm all out of magic dust. But you'll like this, I'm pretty sure. Come and look."

Sue Ellen reluctantly stood up and looked in the bag. I saw her frowning as she held up some black and white clothes, but then her frown turned to a big smile. "Mindy! This ROCKS!"

She wrapped her arms around my wife and kissed her on the lips.

The kiss went on for a minute or so, which was quite interesting. She held Mindy's breasts and Mindy held hers. Since Mindy had oiled hers up so very thoroughly, before long the lotion spread to Mindy's rack and they really got busy rubbing their tits together!

When the kiss ended, Mindy seemed to want to come up with some excuse for her wanton behavior. So she told Sue Ellen, "Sometimes it's good to take part in a little girl-on-girl action to make or keep his cock hard. Remember, there's nothing more important for a cock slave than making your master's cock feel good! Nothing! His pleasure should always be on your mind."

Sue Ellen nodded in understanding, like she was carefully memorizing every word. Then, I think she surprised Mindy by initiating another French kiss even while their visually spectacular tit rubbing continued! I loved the way they were not only holding each other's tits in place, but fondling them at the same time.

Clearly, Sue Ellen either had bisexual tendencies, or sometimes she just got so aroused that she lost all control.

My curiosity was growing about what else was in the bag, since I hadn't had a good look at the clothes. All I knew was that there were some black and white clothes in it that Sue Ellen really liked. When their third or fourth kiss ended, I said, "So what's in the bag already? And by the way, as far as I'm concerned you two can rub your chests and nipples together like that for hours."

Mindy broke away from Sue Ellen, both happy and a little bit embarrassed at her bisexual behavior. Her face was flushed and her heart obviously was pounding hard. She looked almost dizzy with confusion and delight.

Sue Ellen grabbed the bag and held up some of the clothes in it for me to see. "It's a French maid outfit!" She was beside herself with excitement at the opportunity to put it on. She said, "Master, I mean Sir, it's just the perfect outfit for cocksucking, or titfucking! Or getting fucked! Or just pleasuring you in general!"

I had to agree with that, but I said with a smile, "Maybe, but there's really only one way to know for sure..."

Mindy laughed at that, and especially at Sue Ellen's reaction, since the adorable, horny girl tried to put the outfit on and suck me, or at least jack me off, at the same time.

My new cock slave quickly realized that wasn't working. She took a minute to stand up, put the outfit on, and then model it for me.

The outfit covered up a good deal of skin at first glance, especially the white-laced garter and stockings were included with it. But the black skirt failed to cover any more than half of her pussy or ass, and if Sue Ellen sat in a bent-over position, her ass would be completely exposed. Furthermore, the dress came up to a supporting shelf under the breasts, but that only served to push them forward and did nothing to cover up the nipples or really any other part of the breasts except for an inch or two on the underside.

She squealed with delight. "It's so naughty and revealing! It makes me feel like a totally wanton and shameless slut. I love it! I can see my life is never going to be the same. THIS is what I want to do. Live this life, wear these clothes! If and when I wear any clothes at all! It's so... me! The new me!"

Mindy said, "That really fits you, girl. In more ways than one. Don't you feel even more like a slave, wearing that?"

"Oh, so much! I'm all tingly everywhere, and it won't go away! Y'all are too kind to me. Too kind!"

Seeing that I was visually inspecting her and her outfit, she slowly turned around, showing off every angle to me.

I said things like, "Bend over," or "Spread your legs wider." Whatever I said, she would do, eagerly.

After a couple of minutes of this, she covered her chest and squealed, "Mas- Sir, you're making me so wet! I'm drenched!"

I was all grins. "I'm sorry, that can't be helped. Bare your breasts again, then let's see you strut around in that sexy way Mindy taught you."

Sue Ellen was still in her high heels, and she started to walk around in them with practiced ease. But at the same time, she protested, "But Sir! My skirt doesn't even cover my pussy, and it covers only half of my ass, at best! With my tits hanging out too, I'm so horny that I might hyperventilate!"

I couldn't help but grin even more. "I'm willing to take that chance."

"Oh, Mas- Sir. You're so mean!" But she clearly loved it, since she was smiling from ear to ear. She began not just walking but strutting around with an extra oomph in her swaying hips.

She made two circles around the deck area, and then suddenly stopped a few feet from me. She stood straight and tall like a soldier on parade. "Sir! Permission to cum, Sir?"

I was having a field day with this. I prolonged her orgasmic torture by asking, "Why do you want to cum?"

She was nearly breathless as she explained, "Sir, strutting around in this outfit while you and your wife watch is so deliciously demeaning that I can't stand it! All I can think about is how hot and needy my cunt is. I've been trying to rub my thighs together as I walk, but it's not good enough! I need your cock in me! Preferably in my cunt, but my mouth will do too! And, lacking that, I just have to finger myself to a huge orgasm!"

"Sorry. Permission denied! Not yet!"

Her eyes went wide. "Oh, Master! I mean, Sir! I'm dying!" She seemed devastated, but somehow I knew this was the way she wanted and even needed to be treated.

I could see that she was struggling with the desire to simply finger herself despite what I'd just said. But she gathered her willpower and resumed her strutting. However, her need to cum was so great that she didn't glide around sexily like before. It was more like she was shuffling like a drunkard. It seemed she needed to consciously remember how to take each step.

Seeing that she was suffering, I said, "You may halt now."

She staggered a few more feet until she stood in front of me. Then she resumed standing at attention with her legs straight and wide.

I let her stand there for a minute or two so she could recover her breath. I was fine with letting the time pass because I needed to recover too.

Mindy had been in a daze since her kissing and tit rubbing encounter. The focus on Sue Ellen and the French maid outfit had given Mindy some time to recover while she sat next to me. Now that my wife was alert again, she asked her, "How do you like your outfit?" (Not that she didn't know the answer already!)

"Ohmigod! You're right. I feel like such a SLAVE!" Sue Ellen twirled around with giddy abandon, suddenly finding new energy. "Just wearing it, I feel so totally DOMINATED and SUBSERVIENT! It's so short everywhere that I feel totally like your husband's sex pet! And somehow, it makes me even MORE hungry for his cock!" Facing away from me, she bent over, showing me every last inch of her incredible tanned ass, and her muscular thighs.

Mindy said, "If you like it, it's yours."

Sue Ellen turned back, and exclaimed, "Ohmigod, thank you! This is the best surprise ever!" She rushed to Mindy and gave her a quick hug and kiss. Then, realizing she could go further, she gave her a much longer mouth-to-mouth kiss.

After standing up for another giddy quick twirl, Sue Ellen dropped to her knees between my legs. She took my boner in one hand and my balls in her other, ready for action. "Mas- Sir, permission to suck your cock some more? Sir? A special French maid suck?" She held her breath as she waited for my response.

I let a long dramatic pause hang in the air. Even then, I said slowly and carefully, "Permission... granted."

She immediately engulfed me deep enough for her to gag and choke on my pole a little bit. Again, I found it adorable how her eyes always bugged out, like she was rediscovering my shaft's thickness for the very first time. I also liked how she would always quickly recover, her fear getting replaced by steely determination.

She slid her lips as far forward as she could manage, until she was choking and gagging a little bit. She held that position for a surprisingly long time, as if she was trying to permanently remember how it felt to have her mouth so jam-packed full of hot, throbbing cock. Finally, she pulled back and resumed sucking me with a slow but steady rhythm.

Mindy didn't even bother to comment about that. Instead, she said, "Honey, the fact that Sue Ellen and I pretty much wear the exact same sizes could come in handy in the future. Very handy." She'd bought this particular outfit a few years back and wore it for me the first time as a birthday surprise, but it had never left our bedroom, and understandably so.

I grunted in agreement. My focus was on Sue Ellen's wonderful oral skills. I had my hand on her head, trying to gently encourage her to slow down a little.

More time passed. Mindy and I made some more small talk while we watched the sun set. All the while, Sue Ellen just kept on sucking, licking, and stroking my cock!

At one point, I addressed her. "Sue Ellen, the sky is getting quite colorful and beautiful. The clouds are turning orange and red. You ought to take a break for a few minutes and enjoy the view." Because of the bench and fence around this part of the deck, she needed to sit up as high as Mindy and I in order to watch the sun set.

After a pause, she reluctantly pulled her lips off my boner yet again. It was evident that she was loathe to do it, but she was obliged to reply to my comment. "Is that an order, Sir?"

"No, it's just a suggestion."

"Then can I please keep having fun with your cock? I'm having the time of my life, and I'm learning so much about how to suck you! I can watch a sunset any ol' day. But how often do I get to tangle with a giant cock monster like this?"

I chuckled some more at her enthusiasm. "Okay. It's up to you."

There was silence without her doing anything to me except hold my shaft. I was thinking she'd changed her mind, but instead she asked me, "Um... Sir? Am I allowed to cum yet?"

I felt bad. I'd totally forgotten that I'd told her she wasn't allowed to cum! So I said, "You've been a very good teenage sex pet for me today. So, yes, you may cum."

"Ungnrh! Thank... UH! Thank you!" Needless to say, she started playing with her privates and began cumming almost immediately.

But as soon as she recovered, she went right back to servicing my cock. Mindy and I went right back to chatting and watching the sunset.

Eventually, needing another break from Sue Ellen's relentless lips and tongue attack, I asked her, "So, what do you most like about the outfit?" I knew she'd have to stop for a while to respond.

She pulled her mouth off my shaft and lifted her head up. Her face was practically beaming like the sun. "EVERYTHING! I LOVE it! Thanks, Mindy! It makes the whole cock slave thing so much more REAL! With this on, I feel so much more... objectified! It makes me feel like a piece of art and a piece of meat at the same time. I think that's what I love the most."

"Um, 'objectified?'" I asked with genuine confusion. "Isn't that a bad thing? Everybody knows that objectification of women is bad."

She slowly jacked me off, so I wasn't really getting much of a break, but at least she couldn't blow me while we were talking. "Well, normally, Master, I mean, uh, Sir, I'd agree. And I was always arguing with my boyfriend about that. But... Mindy, help me here. With Mas- Dan, I want to be objectified. I NEED it! My goal is to be his perfect sex toy!"

Mindy smiled and said, "Maybe it's like if some creepy stranger pinches my butt and says 'nice ass,' my response is to turn around and slap him. But if Dan pinches my butt and says 'nice ass,' I'll probably turn around, pinch his, and then kiss him. It all depends on the situation."

"Exactly!" Sue Ellen agreed emphatically. "Or, if Mas- Dan pinched my ass, I could drop to my knees, tear off my clothes, and suck his COCK! Speaking of which..." She leaned forward and stuck her tongue out towards my crotch.

"Wait!" I said, needing more of a break. "What is it you like about the outfit?"

She paused, torn between answering my question and the untended inches of my erection hovering before her lips. But she replied, "Well, for starters, Mast- Sir, the symbolism is GREAT! One look at me like this, and anyone can see that I'm here to serve you. But what's even better is the way all my private parts are exposed. It constantly reminds me of how exposed I am to your eyes, even more than if I'm completely naked. And I LOVE how it pushes my tits up and out to nearly Michelle-esque levels!"

She giggled, and added, "Mindy, it's almost like you DID have that magic dust in there. With all those parts exposed, anyone can see at a glance that I'm not merely a maid, I'm a SLAVE! A sex toy! Gaawwwd! For my... my... for Dan! Just talking about it makes me wanna suck him so much more!"

She bent forward again and brought her lips to my cockhead. She craned her mouth wide open.

But I wasn't ready; I needed a longer break. So I shouted at her, "Wait! Wait! Wait! Don't do that just yet. Please. One more thing. I don't understand your mindset. I'm not submissive. I can't relate. What's the appeal?"

She looked really frustrated at that, as she clearly didn't want a long talk. But she tried to answer as she squeezed my erection rhythmically with all ten fingers. "Oh geez. Where do I start? I can't explain, I just know how I feel. It makes me feel good to make you feel good. And feeling owned makes me feel wanted and loved. I feel this sense of belonging, of family. Plus, everything is wonderfully simple: you're my Master, I mean my, uh, Sir, and your pleasure is all I want or need. I get tingly and giddy thinking about how you grimace and groan when you're close to cumming, and I just know that you're loving it! It makes me so happy!"

She paused, and grew more thoughtful. "I've never felt like this with Mike at all. Or anybody else. I didn't even know I could feel like this. From the moment y'all came into Mama Mia's and ordered me to take my underwear off, I just knew that you were special, and that I belonged to you somehow. Some people are meant to rule, and some people are meant to serve, Mas-, er, Sir. That's just the way it is."

I complained, "I'm just an author, not some dictator! Anyway, that doesn't really explain things. Is there any more reason why you feel good serving me?"

"Well, there's a certain bliss in having no freedom. It's the ultimate freedom!"

My confusion must have been all over my face. "Come again?!"

Sue Ellen sighed, as if this were the most obvious thing, but it was hard to explain to someone who didn't get it already. "I've been discovering this in the past few days. Freedom comes at a cost. One always has to make decisions, and worry all the time that you've made the wrong one. Not having to make decisions is... if you're with the right person... it's profoundly liberating! It allows me to just be myself without having to worry or fear that I'm making the wrong choice! Normally that would be bad, but here I'm surrounded by trust and love, so I don't have to worry or think about complicated things - what's right, what's wrong, what will I do with my life, how can I make ends meet. You know, seriously un-fun reality stuff."

She added brightly, "But when I'm with y'all, it's easy and fun, and usually involves lots of orgasms for everybody! Better, it usually involves me getting hammered by the fat King in some way. All I have to think about is pleasing you and obeying you, my Master. And keep your cock throbbing with pleasure. It's so easy, so fun. Oops! I mean, my, uh..."

I waved a hand dismissively. "Go ahead and call me 'Master' for today, if you insist. Otherwise, I'm beginning to think my name is Masdan or Massir."

"Oh! THANK YOU, MASTER! Woo-hoo!" She leaned forward and started vigorously licking her way around my cockhead while continuing to jack off the base. She gasped out while licking, "So much cock! So much domination! I'm in heaven!"

I was pretty blown away by her answers. I sat back in my deck chair to contemplate that. "Wow. What do you think of that, Sweetheart?"

Mindy replied, "I think you've got a pretty special cock slave there. Like Michelle said, she's an inspiration to us all. She's a keeper! I can kind of relate to what she's saying, especially the part about feeling happy by making you happy, but I guess it's one of those things that's different for each person. Obviously, she's discovered that she's a natural submissive and she's quite content with that. I'm not so big on losing my free will though, to say the least."

To be honest, that was quite a relief to hear - with all this submissiveness going on, it was nice to know my wife was still relatively "normal." I guess I can only handle so much change and shock at once.

I'd had my break to recover (well, kind of), and now I was thoroughly enjoying myself. Sue Ellen was still working on her joint cocksucking and titfucking techniques, and she was getting quite good at it. I felt close to the edge, but for some reason I wasn't worried that I'd actually climax any time soon.

Mindy and I were discussing submission and freedom when Michelle suddenly appeared through the trees on the path down from the pool.




Chapter 53



Despite the chill of the evening, Michelle was still dressed in her blue 'V' bathing suit that she'd had on earlier.

The alarm at being intruded upon like this was dulled by the fact that I was so astounded by my daughter's hourglass-shaped body. She never failed to wow me all over again after I hadn't seen her, even if just for a little while. Some things you simply never get accustomed to.

She appeared to be in a hurry, and spoke out as soon as she could reasonably be heard. "Hey, you guys! I thought I should warn you. Cindy's coming! You might want to get yourselves presentable."

Sue Ellen didn't slow her cocksucking in the slightest, but turned her head a bit towards Michelle and gave her a friendly wave.

"What, she's coming back here?" I asked with concern.

Michelle kept on walking towards us. She was staring at what Sue Ellen was doing to me, but she didn't seem surprised or bothered at all. In fact, she managed to remember to give her a friendly wave back.

Michelle stopped right in front of us. She seemed to be waiting for instructions. She was concerned enough about the situation that, for once, she wasn't even trying to strike an overtly sexy pose for my benefit. Of course, that simply meant that she was being inadvertently sexy as all hell because she wasn't "trying" to be as alluring as possible.

Damn, my little girl is fucking HOT! Just watching her shift her weight from one leg to another is about the most orgasm-inducing sight imaginable, believe me. Especially in her V bathing suit, which constantly threatens to fall off at any moment! Add that to the fact that Sue Ellen had my cockhead in her mouth and was rubbing her lips over my sweet spot, and it was amazing I didn't just blow my load down Sue Ellen's throat then and there.

My blonde bombshell daughter said to me, "Yep. Ruby's stalling her in the house, knowing you're probably indecent, but she can't stall her forever. She's VERY keen to see you, Daddy. She's been climbing the walls all day."

Smiling at Sue Ellen, she slyly added, "You look really sexy in that outfit, by the way. I love how it shows off your ass."

Sue Ellen ran a hand over the fabric of her erotic French maid outfit down to her ass, but still didn't pause in her sucking. She managed to mumble through her stuffed mouth, "Thanths!"

It was a real kick for me that everyone treated as normal and even expected that Sue Ellen would continue her cocksucking without pause. The only change was the blush on her face reddened even more.

I looked at Mindy. "What can we do? We're lucky we've got these robes on." I tightened mine around me, covering up almost everything except Sue Ellen's bobbing head.

Mindy tightened hers too, but she remained draped all over my upper body. And as soon as she finished tightening the sash to her robe, it loosened back up some, and her big tits more or less completely spilled out of the robe again.

"Well, we'll just have to be careful with our robes," my wife pointed out, even as one of her bare breasts pressed against my bare chest where my robe had opened back up. "There's not much we can do for Sue Ellen, though." She was referring to the fact that Sue Ellen's French maid outfit wouldn't cover her nipples, pussy, or ass, no matter how much one attempted to pull parts of it up or down.

I conceded very reluctantly, "I suppose we could ask her to stop sucking me off."

"Yeah, in theory. But that sounds pretty drastic. Are we really in any kind of hurry to do that?" Mindy winked at me.

I had some ideas for how to deal with this predicament. Perhaps, for instance, Michelle could sneak back into the house and get some more substantial clothes for us. While I was thinking, my daughter asked about the maid outfit. "Sue Ellen, where'd you get that? I totally want one."

"Minmy gave ee tho mee," Sue Ellen mumbled nearly incoherently as she bobbed up and down.

"Mom? Can I have one too? And Ruby? That should be, like, the official cock slave uniform! Can't you just picture all three of us wearing that at the same time? Kneeling in a row and awaiting orders from our master? Sweet!"

But before Mindy could answer that, I had a question that I was dying to ask my daughter. It seemed more important somehow than my worries about Cindy catching us in a compromising position, and it seemed like we had a few minutes to spare. "I've got a theory, Shelle. My theory is that you're the one known as DL. Before you answer, remember how important it is for me that we are all honest with each other and stop telling each other lies and sneaking around." I stared at her hard.

Michelle looked at me like her pet dog had just been run over by a car. That look alone made it clear that my guess had been right. She stared up into the increasingly dark sky. She asked in a very small and quiet voice, "How did you know?"

Mindy peeled herself off me and stood up. "WHAT?! What did you say?! You just admitted that you're DL!"

"I am. Or I was. Oh shit." Michelle's face had guilt and sorrow written all over it.

Mindy was shocked and appalled. "How could you?! How COULD you?! DL's one of my best friends! I've talked to her about everything! Wait... But, she doesn't exist?! Michelle!"

Michelle dropped her head. "I'm sorry, Mom."

Mindy turned to me, standing there with her robe wide open and her hands on her hips. "Honey, do you realize what this means? My own daughter manipulated me and even brainwashed me for two years! We would never be here today with Sue Ellen sucking on your cock if it weren't for DL. And even though I love the outcome, I HATE the way I was tricked!"

I should have been ashamed of myself for feeling so smug about it, but it wasn't that often I got to say "I told you so" about something to my headstrong wife. "Join the club, Sweetheart. Now you know how I feel about that kind of stuff. Remember how you keep saying that secrecy and trickery is justified if it's for a good end, like arranging a surprise birthday party?"

"Damn!" Mindy stomped her foot in anger. "You're right. This sucks!"

I should have been more concerned about the whole DL deception, but I was deep in a sexual fog, with Sue Ellen still devotedly sucking on me, although more slowly than before. Seeing my wife angry, I found myself thinking, Mindy looks really HOT when she's mad! Not only that, but I love it when she stomps her feet and sets her wobbly tits shaking! 

An irate Mindy walked right up to Michelle and stood nearly nose to nose with her. Since they were the same height, their noses in fact nearly did touch. Of course, that meant that Mindy's bare breasts were now being mashed into Michelle's only-ever-so-slightly-covered jutting monsters, but the intensity of their mutual eye contact told me that any tit-on-tit rubbing was purely incidental, for once.

Mindy obviously was trying to stare Michelle down, and succeeding. She barked, "How DARE you! I hate you! Absolutely HATE you! DL meant a lot to me!"

Michelle cowered and seemed genuinely aghast, especially at the "hate you" comment. So I think she was more surprised than anybody when Mindy suddenly brought her face even closer, and then, incredibly, they were kissing on the lips!

Mindy clearly was the instigator. She brought her hands to the sides of Michelle's head and kept her daughter's head pinned in position, so her tongue could probe its way inside of Michelle's mouth.

Michelle didn't know what to do and just kept her hands up in the air, afraid to touch her mother sexually.

I'd seen this "anger turn to lust" thing in the movies, but I'd never known it to happen in real life. It was a blast to watch, especially since Mindy was looking very confused about what she was doing but seemed strangely powerless to stop herself.

Sue Ellen looked over from time to time at mother and daughter, and obviously felt inspired by the sight. But, as usual, she mostly liked to gaze up at my face while continuing to bob on my boner. She'd moved her body a bit, so there was less titfucking and a lot more cocksucking going on, which was just fine with me.

But just as suddenly as the unexpected mother-daughter kiss began, it ended. Mindy pulled back and complained, "You SLUT! You immoral, evil, sexy slut! I didn't want to do that. You made me kiss you by being so god-damned sexy and... fucking busty!"

Her eyes dropped to Michelle's jutting tits, which were still pressing into her own nearly-as-big spongy orbs, even though she had pulled back somewhat. "Look at these things!" She pulled the straps of her daughter's V suit away and stared like she couldn't believe what she was seeing. "They're not even anatomically or gravitationally possible! What the hell did I feed you over the years to grow these monsters?! If they ever sag they're gonna end up down around your knees, but somehow I don't think they ever will! The Tit Fairy just loves you too goddamn much!"

Her hands were madly groping and twisting those twin torpedoes as her breath grew ragged and wild. Sometimes, her hands sank in so deeply that her fingers seemed to completely disappear in the tit-flesh. "And the feel! Dammit! They're so firm yet so soft! I could play with these all fucking day and... and it's all your fucking fault!"

I don't think Mindy's words even made sense to Mindy, much less anyone else, but she was riding simultaneous waves of lust and anger. She didn't seem to be in control of her mouth or her hands.

Michelle, though, was just so naturally hot to trot that it didn't take long for her to go from guilty and befuddled to "ready to rock and roll" with her mother. She grasped her mother's breasts in the same way her mother was still grasping hers, and squeezed them in such a way as to make sure their nipples were rubbing against each other. At the same time, she managed to wrap a leg around one of Mindy's legs so she could grind her wet, bikini-clad pussy up and down a thigh.

Mindy shrieked, "YOU SLUT! You're trying to seduce your mother!" Then she kissed her daughter hard on the lips again.

I had no doubt that the two of them would go all the way right there on the deck, and that was just fine with me. Mindy's lesbian urges had obviously been right there under the surface for a long time, especially her desires for our sexpot younger daughter, and now her lusts were exploding in action like an erupting volcano. She needed to explore that part of herself, which was fine with me. Plus, I figured it would help bind us even closer together sexually as a group.

Not only that, but what better way to enjoy watching your wife and daughter mash their tits and lips together than to do it while lying on a comfy deck chair with a desperate-to-please brand new cock slave sucking you off the whole time? And with my robe mostly pulled closed, I was as comfy as can be, despite the growing darkness now that the sun had just set. The only thing I was missing was a box of popcorn to enjoy the show.

Mindy had gone quickly from a mother scolding and berating her daughter, to passionately embracing and kissing her, to practically dry humping her! And Michelle had matched her mother like a practiced dance partner - at first submissively accepting her well-deserved punishment, then taking the lead and guiding her mother towards a wild session of incestuous lesbian sex. Even with all my recent sexual adventures, I don't know if I had ever watched anything so arousing! I began to understand the thrill Mindy got from just watching me with other women - especially Michelle and Ruby.

My perfect show was interrupted as I heard the sound of someone walking down the path to our deck. I saw a shape moving through the trees, and then saw Cindy suddenly burst into view. She was dressed in short shorts and a turquoise sleeveless blouse that showed off a lot of cleavage. Furthermore, it was completely unbuttoned and tied in a knot right at the top of her belly. This provided enough material to cover her ample breasts, but little else. Judging from the way her boobs bounced after each step, she wasn't wearing a bra.

It was really quite a sexy look, and all the more so since it was such a contrast from her more usual dowdy attire.

Cindy wasn't wearing much clothing in terms of square inches of skin covered. However, she was - if just barely - covering up all her private parts, which was more than any of the rest of us could say. Sue Ellen was fully decked out in her French maid outfit. However, it covered almost everywhere BUT her privates. I was lying down in a long robe, but it had opened all the way in the front. About the only part of me that it actually covered were my arms. Mindy had been wearing the same kind of robe, but it had gone from being merely open in the front to lying on the ground behind her, due to the aggressive way she was, um... well, I guess you could call it "chastising" Michelle.

Michelle's V bathing suit had a habit of falling off either or both of her strategic frontal tension points if one so much as looked at it funny. Or if she breathed. The insubstantial straps were forgotten down around her knees and were on the verge of falling off her altogether, pulling the rest of her crotch string of a suit down between her legs. I figured the stickiness of her juices was the only thing holding it up right now.

So we didn't exactly present a very wholesome family image as Cindy came upon us! We had gotten distracted and clearly were not prepared for her to show up so soon.

However, as shocking as what Michelle and Mindy were doing, I think she only gave them a quick glance and didn't actually notice what they were doing to each other. That's because her eyes were locked on watching Sue Ellen's head bobbing up and down over my crotch.

She looked even angrier than Mindy, which was saying quite a bit. (Though, at this point, Mindy's anger had been tempered and almost pushed aside by lust.) She stormed down the rest of the way to the deck with her hands clenched into fists. "What the hell is THIS?!"

Now, at this point, if I were a more considerate guy, I would have immediately gotten up and apologized profusely, just as I should have gotten up when Mindy and Michelle started arguing. Normally, I was that considerate guy. But Sue Ellen had me close to cumming, and dammit, I really, really needed to cum! Maybe I was getting corrupted already by all this cock slave stuff, but I was more amused than alarmed by Cindy's arrival and reaction.

Cindy walked right up to me and pointed dramatically at Sue Ellen's bobbing head. She yelled again, "WHAT IS THIS?!" Her face was red, and her chest was heaving in a very enticing manner.

I brought my hands up into a placating gesture. But like some kind of hopelessly lazy bum, I made no move to actually stand up. "Please! Calm down!"

"Calm down? Calm down?! I've tried to have some sympathy for your new ways over here, I've tried to keep an open mind! I've even pushed aside my fears about you having sex with my daughter! But YOU. GO. TOO. FAR!" She looked at me like she was contemplating ripping my head off with her bare hands.

Sue Ellen, bless her soul, didn't even take my cockhead out of her mouth. She just kept on bobbing up and down like Cindy wasn't even there. She seemed to have endless faith that I'd be able to take care of any situation.

Cindy's eyes looked like they'd doubled in size as she continued to gawk. Clearly, she could see most of my erection, because Sue Ellen was favoring long sucks that nearly took my boner all the way out of her mouth with each pass (probably on purpose, to show off to Cindy, the little minx!).

Then an increasingly incredulous Cindy suddenly twirled around to where Mindy and Michelle were standing.

Both of them had deer-in-headlights looks on their faces, because they'd been hurriedly trying to get decent but they hadn't had enough time. Thank God they weren't still rubbing and kissing each other, or Cindy's head might have simply exploded. But Mindy was buck naked and bending over to pick up her robe when Cindy's glare froze her in place. Michelle's V suit had finally fallen to the ground, despite the adhesive viscosity of her pussy juices, and she was in the middle of pulling it back up her legs (which put her dangling breasts on magnificent display) when she too was practically bowled over by Cindy's gaze.

Cindy obviously suspected something was up since both Mindy and Michelle were naked. She'd missed what they were doing before, but one could tell from her face that she guessed it was something they weren't supposed to. Her eyes narrowed dangerously. "What are YOU two doing?"

To her surprise, Mindy shouted angrily, "I'm giving my daughter the dressing down of her life!" Then Mindy turned and slapped Michelle across the face, hard. "She LIED to me! For TWO YEARS!" She slapped her on the other cheek.

Cindy suddenly realized that Mindy was well and truly angry, and not just play acting. (Luckily, not all of Mindy's anger had morphed into lust, and things like her flushed face could be interpreted either way.) Cindy quickly realized that her own anger couldn't compete with Mindy's towering inferno of raging mad. She'd never seen her friend act like this before, and that dipped Cindy's hot head into ice water.

"What did she do?" she asked Mindy in a quiet and much more contrite voice.

I could tell that Mindy was greatly exaggerating her anger. I'm sure she knew a temper tantrum could be very useful in distracting Cindy right now. "She's been sending me e-mails for two years, pretending to be someone else, that's what! Trying to trick me! It's a scandal! A conspiracy!"

Cindy had no idea what Mindy was talking about, especially since Mindy apparently had never told her anything about the DL e-mails. But it sounded pretty serious, given what she knew about our family's attitudes about being honest and open with each other.

She started to back away, back towards the path leading to the house. "I have no idea what you're going on about, but obviously this is some kind of family matter you need to work out. I'm gonna go now and gladly wash my hands of this whole sexy scene." She looked back towards Sue Ellen's bobbing head with disgust.

All this yelling and finger-pointing had kind of ruined my erotic mood. Sue Ellen was still eagerly slurping away on me, but my urge to cum was rapidly receding, and even my erection was in danger of fading. But there was an upside - the combination of all that at least restored my free will. I managed to gently push Sue Ellen's head away from my lap and stand up. I closed my robe around me and tied the sash.

While I was doing that, Mindy stomped over to Cindy and glared at her from inches away, just as she'd done with Michelle mere moments before. I half expected Mindy to suddenly kiss her too. Frankly, I'd never really seen my wife this upset and had no idea what she'd do next. But instead, she growled right into Cindy's face, "Where do you think you're going?"

Cindy recoiled in fear. "Um... Back to the house?"

"WRONG! You're staying right here! I need to talk to you about Sue Ellen before you get the wrong idea!" Her tone was still all anger.

Cindy looked at Sue Ellen, and I'm sure what she saw didn't exactly ease her concerns that we'd gone too far into sexual debauchery. Before, although there had been no doubt that Sue Ellen was bare-assed and blowing me, one might have thought that her dress had just ridden up. But now, with Sue Ellen standing, there was no disguising the fact that her French maid outfit left her pussy and breasts completely exposed, by deliberate design. Sue Ellen's hands and arms trying to cover that up could only do so much.

The outfit was obviously Exhibit A that we'd premeditated some sexual hijinks. I couldn't begin to imagine what Mindy could possibly tell Cindy that was the "right idea" and somehow explained all this away.

But Cindy was obviously cowed. "Um, okay, I'll just, uh, stay here, then."

"GOOD!" Mindy glared at her nearly nose to nose like an intense and angry drill sergeant. But apparently she decided to turn her wrath back at Michelle.

Michelle had just finishing putting her V suit back on as Mindy barked, "Take that off! Dan is gonna spank you and he's gonna spank you good! None of that wimpy sexy spanking, either! He's gonna give you a hard-core PAINFUL spanking! And a real serious ass walloping will just be the start of your punishment!"

I noticed a sparkle of eagerness in Michelle's eyes, but at least she didn't smile, and luckily she was smart enough not to say anything in front of Cindy.

I had just been walking over to where the others were standing, hoping I could smooth things over. But Mindy looked at Michelle with fire in her eyes and pointed to the deck chair Sue Ellen and I had just vacated. "There! You're getting spanked right there, bare-assed naked on your daddy's lap like naughty little girls deserve to get royally spanked!"

Michelle and I both wandered to the spot Mindy had indicated, confused and in a daze. I had NO IDEA what was going on. Mindy was a sweet thing who never got angry. I remembered a couple of years ago when I totaled the family car (but luckily was unhurt), and when I told Mindy about it, her first reply was some joke about the quality of my driving skills. Also, I'd thought her anger had turned to lust when she started kissing Michelle and she was mostly just putting on a show for Cindy, but now I was starting to think there was still plenty of genuine anger mixed in with her lusty desires.

As Michelle submissively lay her nude body across my lap, I looked up with befuddlement at my raging Amazon of a wife.

To my surprise, she gave me a knowing wink.

I realized then that all the attention was momentarily upon Michelle and me, so I'd been the only one to see her winking at me. She was sending me a message! This was all an act, after all! Or at least most of it was - I had no doubt she was genuinely very angry at and hurt by Michelle over the whole DL revelation.

So what was this about then? Why the spanking, of all things?!

Then it hit me: this was a show for Cindy! Obviously, Cindy was close to a tipping point. Would she succumb to her lusts and join us in our sexual games, or would she "come to her senses" and turn her back on us in complete revulsion? It could go either way, and finding a total stranger blowing me in front of my naked wife and daughter was tipping her in the wrong direction. Something needed to be done, and fast.

Cindy had shown signs of being a submissive, and she'd seemed extremely interested in spanking when she'd talked to me earlier in the day. Mindy hadn't been there to hear most of that, but Cindy did mention that she knew I'd been spanking Mindy lately, so obviously it was something they'd talked about too.

So my mission became clear. Obviously, Mindy was pissed at Michelle and would love it if I gave her a strong spanking. Michelle loved being spanked, or at least she had so far, so a strong spanking would please her too. But those were mere bonuses. The main thing was that I needed to use Michelle's spanking to get Cindy hot and bothered. Then hopefully she'd tip back towards joining us in our sexual games.

I realized all that in a matter of seconds. I subtly nodded knowingly to Mindy to show her that I fully understood.

She smiled conspiratorially and slightly nodded back.

It's amazing the kind of non-verbal communication a couple can have after they'd been married a long time. Somehow she knew I'd come to not just any realization, but the exact realization that she'd wanted me to reach, and I knew that she knew that. Even if we could have spoken with Cindy hearing it wouldn't have been necessary because it was like we were telepathic, we understood each other so well.

Meanwhile, even Michelle was clueless as to what this was all about. No doubt, she was just focusing on her own role in this whole affair, and she was wondering what kind of spanking she'd get.

There was silence for about a minute as Sue Ellen, Mindy, and Cindy found seats and pulled them close to where Michelle and I were. Mindy's anger, feigned or not, had visibly dwindled down to a mere simmering boil.

Cindy's anger had disappeared almost entirely, replaced by fearful curiosity - curiosity and barely-contained excitement. There was no doubt that she was turned on by this, though I doubt she would have admitted it even to herself. She commented in a meek voice, "That looks so... lewd."

She was referring to the fact that Michelle's naked body was sprawled all over my lap now. But she didn't know the half of it. True, I was wearing a robe, but it was only held together loosely by a sash. A good portion of my chest was visible above the sash, and the robe was just as open below the sash, although Cindy and the others couldn't really confirm that or see what was going on down there. In fact, my erection was jutting out and happily pressing against Michelle's taut and oh-so-deliciously smooth belly!

Michelle obviously knew that and could clearly feel it. She was squirming about, which probably looked to the others like she was trying to resist, when it fact she was fervently trying to increase her contact with my hard-on.

That got me to wondering: Just what does Cindy know about Michelle and me?! I forced myself to ponder the subject and ruefully concluded the answer was virtually nothing at all. She saw Min and Shelle naked when she arrived, but now that can be plausibly explained that we were about to start the spanking. She's still having all kinds of issues about me having sex with Ruby, and even though she's been receptive I haven't actually won her yet. If she knew I was having all kinds of incestuous fun with my own flesh-and-blood daughter, she would probably completely freak out and be lost to us. I'll have to tread very carefully lest I step on a land mine and doom us all. 

Mindy appeared to be of a like mind in understanding that Cindy couldn't know about the incest yet. She replied to Cindy's "lewd" comment, "Yes, Cin, I realize it looks lewd, but you have to realize that a spanking is as much psychological as physical. As the dominant parent, you simply MUST spank across the lap and the spankee HAS to be nude, at least from the waist down. Psychologists call it 'infantilization.' Psychologically, it's putting Michelle back into a baby mindset. When you're naked, your sense of humiliation and submissiveness is greater. Believe me, Michelle is one girl who NEEDS to submit graciously to her daddy."

"I can understand that, I guess," Cindy reluctantly conceded, still looking as sexy as ever in her short shorts and turquoise sleeveless blouse. The remarkable thing was that she was so busy thinking about the spanking that she seemed to have practically forgotten Sue Ellen's blowjob that had gotten her so upset in the first place.

"It's all about shaming," my wife continued confidently. "Just imagine it was YOU who was stripped naked and forced to lay across Dan's lap so he could teach you some manners with his strong hand until you properly behaved and did whatever he told you to do. Don't you think that would be extra effective, if it was done that way?"

Cindy looked fit to be tied. She was biting her lip hard, and looked so horny she was about to pass out. Obviously, she was imagining that very scenario quite vividly. She managed to ask, "B-b-but... what's the point? I'm an adult! Er, I mean, she's an adult!"

Mindy answered confidently, "There's a whole psychology about adult spanking, which is much more common than you think. The point is not just to punish, but to reinforce the complete dominance of the spanker over the spankee. With an adult spanking an infant, the dominant role is clear, but with two adults, you need to do all you can to show who the boss is. Michelle has to be taught to obey, not just because the spanking hurts, but because she knows Dan has all the power, and she has none. Resistance is futile!"

Where's Mindy coming up with this stuff? It actually sounds thought out and semi-plausible. I looked up at her, puzzled.

Sue Ellen and Cindy were transfixed at the sight of Michelle nude body writhing about on my lap, and Michelle was facing in the opposite direction of Mindy. (She actually had a good view of the ocean, we were so close to the edge of the deck.) So Mindy was free to wink exaggeratedly at me. She even brought a finger up to her mouth and pretended to gag on it, making it clear that her whole 'infantilization' explanation was inspired spur of the moment bullshit.

Cindy exclaimed to her, "But that's Michelle! She's your daughter. I know she's willful and could definitely use a good spanking or two, but shouldn't she at least wear panties or something?! Look at the way her legs are splayed out like that. I mean, Dan can see, well... EVERYTHING!"

Mindy began to reply, but I missed what she said because I leaned down and whispered in Michelle's ear at the same time. I very quietly told Michelle, "I know you find this kind of thing really erotic, but you can't let on. I need to seduce Cindy, and she's not ready to handle the incest just yet. So I want you to make out like you're suffering terribly. I'm gonna hit you extra hard to help you not look all horny. Can you do that?"

She whispered back, also very quietly so that only I could hear, "I'll try, Daddy, I'll try. I'm totally rooting for you to tame her. But it's tough, especially with Mom talking about your 'complete domination' of my sexy ass! I wanna cum already! I want you to fingerfuck me and then stuff my pussy with the King! I NEED to cum! I wanna hold your great big cock and stroke it! It feels so good on my tummy that I wanna scream!"

"Sssh," I replied, since her whispers were getting excitable. "Once I start really whacking you, I don't think you'll wanna cum anymore. But if you do, mask it with lots of crying and complaints."

She nodded.

Cindy asked Mindy, "What's he saying? What are they talking about?!"

I looked up and replied, "If you must know, I was assuring her that I still love her despite having to do this. You'll find out exactly what I mean when I say that soon enough, because it's your turn to get spanked next."

Cindy blanched and defensively drew her hands to her barely covered chest. "MY turn?! What on Earth did I do?!"

I looked over at my wife, who was all smiles at that, and even gave me the okay sign with her fingers to show how much she approved of that idea.

I didn't want to get in a big discussion with Cindy over why she deserved a spanking, especially since any such excuses would be pretty feeble. So instead, I raised my hand up and let it come crashing down.

My eyes followed my hand and I watched Michelle's bare ass cheek bounce and jiggle a good deal, which was quite a feat due to just how firm and strong her ass was. I knew that the spanking would turn Michelle on, but I wanted it to also be a well-deserved punishment, so I'd smacked her extremely hard. The sound of the smack reverberated and echoed in the sudden silence, only to be drowned out by the distant sound of the ocean waves below us rolling into the beach.

Michelle, though, was ready for something like that. She grunted loudly, but managed to avoid screaming. Then she immediately shouted out, "One! Thank you, Sir! May I please have another?"

I looked over at Sue Ellen. She was trying to remain inconspicuous and not get too aroused from watching. She was continuing to be prudent about the whole incest secret. But she couldn't help but flash me a big smile in response to Michelle's words, since that was a tradition in our group that she had started.

Cindy gasped. "Oh my GOD! That looks like it really HURT! And why did she say that?"

Mindy, acting blasé, said, "Oh, the 'thank you, Sir' thing? That's all part of the spanking power dynamic. You have to realize that Dan is not your enemy, he's trying to help you. Giving you a spanking is giving you a gift of love. So, naturally, you need to say 'thank you.' Furthermore, it's reinforcing that you must obey him and submit to him, so you need to say 'Sir.' And of course you need to acknowledge your punishment by keeping count. If you fail to say the number and 'thank you, Sir, may I please have another,' then the smack doesn't count and you have to do it again."

I noticed that Mindy was cleverly describing this to Cindy in terms of 'you' instead of terms of 'Michelle' and 'she.' She was prepping Cindy to the idea that she, Cindy, would be next. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Cindy squirming in her seat at the thought of it.

I brought my hand down again. If anything, I struck my daughter even harder this time. I really didn't want Michelle to suddenly blurt out something like, "Oh Daddy, I love it! Fuck my cunt!" Needless to say, that would destroy all the progress we'd made with Cindy. So my plan was to make this a truly painful spanking instead of a pleasure spanking.

Michelle took it with another loud grunt and then, "Two! Thank you, Sir! May I please have another?"

With the goal of making this as quick as possible, I picked up the pace. If there were any delays between smacks, I'd be tempted to caress and soothe Michelle's incredible upturned ass cheeks with my bare hands. So I would strike, wait for Michelle to say her line, and then strike her defenseless butt again.

I quickly worked my way up to twenty. By that time, Cindy's eyes were bursting out of her head, Roger Rabbit-style. I'm sure she was in disbelief that I was spanking Michelle so hard (and that she was going to get the same treatment next!).

Mindy was still sitting next to her, muttering into her ear. I'm sure that whatever she was saying was helping to arouse her even more, as well as convincing her that she had to "take her punishment" next.

Michelle had gone from grunting after each slap to unabashedly screaming. She was continually crying now too.

All the while, my erection was still poking proudly out of my robe and continued to rub up against my daughter's underside. It was a good thing Michelle's body kept Cindy from seeing it. I felt extremely naughty, being exposed like that right in front of Cindy's clueless eyes. But I could deal with the level of stimulation I was getting, since my dick wasn't pinned down. It mostly just bounced a little after each blow, and then it generally wound up resting against Michelle's tummy, since it was jutting up and out so stiffly.

I was glad that we had a large backyard with lots of trees all around. I wondered though, about the houses directly below us. Would they hear her cries and call the police? I was keeping an occasional eye on the backyards down there to see if anyone was coming out to investigate where the screams were coming from. So far so good, though.

When I reached smack number twenty-one, Cindy cried out to me, "Good God, aren't you going to stop?! Isn't twenty enough?! You're not going to do THAT to me, are you? I couldn't take it!" Yet while there was fear in her eyes, there obviously was a great deal of lust there too. She was wiggling in her chair so much that it was a wonder she didn't fall out of it altogether.

Mindy was happy as a clam now, all signs of her anger gone. She explained, "You don't know what Michelle did to me. I'll explain it to you later, but suffice to say that it was the most low-down and sneaky thing she's ever done. So this is an extraordinary spanking. You on the other hand, you're going to get a very different kind of spanking."

Cindy again brought her hands up to her bountiful chest defensively as she considered that. "What kind of spanking?!"

With Mindy and Cindy intently talking and looking at each other, I finally had a chance to briefly slip a hand between Michelle's legs and bring it up to her pussy. I leaned down to her head and whispered very quietly, "Good GOD, girl, you're sopping wet! Did you cum yet?"

She incredulously whispered back, "Are you kidding me? I've been cumming practically the whole time! This is how I fucking NEED to be spanked by you every single fucking day! Not like those pathetic little love taps you did last time. Now you're really showing me who's boss and who's the big-titted cock slave!"

Thank God Cindy couldn't hear that!

I wished I could bring my cum-soaked hand over to her mouth to let her clean my fingers off, but there was no way I could do that unnoticed. I briefly fingered her pussy while Cindy was looking away, but the way Michelle responded with loud, erotic moans made me decide that was too risky. I didn't want to blow it now, since it looked like Cindy was being successfully reassured by my wife.

I raised my hand up and brought it down again, as hard as I possibly could. My hand was actually starting to hurt by now, and I'm a fairly strong guy. I couldn't imagine how much more Michelle's ass cheeks had to hurt by now. Judging just by the heat that was radiating from them, I was amazed I wasn't bathed in a cherry red glow that would light up my features like some sort of evil mad scientist!

I kept going up until to thirty hard spanks, which was my final goal. Any more, and I felt like my hand would fall off. But the spanks came slower, because it took longer and longer for Michelle to say her number plus "thank you, Sir, may I please have another" line each time. She was having great difficulty just breathing, and she was bawling unabashedly and continuously now. I was glad I'd found out that she was cumming so much, because otherwise I wouldn't have been able to go through with making her suffer that much.

Cindy was staring in disbelief like she'd just watched me chop Michelle's head off! If nothing else, we were definitely succeeding in distracting her from thinking about the Sue Ellen blowjob.

Finally, it was done. "Thirty," I said. I gently ran my hand through Michelle's long blonde mane. "That's it. You've been a good girl."

"Thank you, Daddy!" Michelle gushed, even as her tears continued to fall. "Thank you, thank you, thank you! That was so..."

I was afraid she'd say something like "great" or "fantastic."

But it seems she caught herself in time and said, "Necessary! I'm gonna be such a good little girl from now on, you'll see! I'll obey you completely! I love you so much!"

Phew! That was a close call! Nice save, Shelle! 

But now I was in a bit of a fix. Michelle's pussy had been a real gusher throughout the spanking. At first, my robe had been directly under her wetness, and there was a large wet spot on it. As the spanking went on and I'd readjusted several times, the robe had opened up even more, and now there was an even larger wet spot on my thigh. How could I hide all that from Cindy, especially if she was going to be lying across my lap next?

Furthermore, my insistent erection was twitching and throbbing to my heart beat. Things were so arousing that going flaccid anytime soon wasn't even an option! My aroused state would be pretty hard to disguise as well, even if I managed to cover it with the robe as my daughter got up.

I don't know if Mindy was one step ahead, or if it was just a lucky break for me, but she and Cindy got into a big discussion. Cindy was protesting that she couldn't possibly go through something like that, and why should she anyway, while Mindy was trying to argue that she could and she had to. But their voices were low and I could only catch bits and pieces.

With the two of them fully preoccupied, I muttered to Michelle, "Quick, you need to make yourself scarce. I'm gonna do Cindy next, and if you're still here and watching, that'll freak her out. Have Sue Ellen take you back to the house and put some lotion on your ass. Oh, and hand me that towel over there."

She muttered back, "Should she just apply the lotion, or can we play around?"

"Play around if you want. But not too much; I don't want to miss any more firsts with her. And upstairs in your bedroom, please. We wouldn't want Cindy to wander by and see or hear."

"Oh, goody!" She bounced up with surprising vigor and wiped the tears from her cheeks. I could tell she wanted to do a lot more, starting with posing and preening her naked body for me, but she reluctantly went to get a big white towel for me that was on another chair.

She bent over me as she handed it to me, causing her huge, jutting, bare breasts to practically bounce off my face. She whispered, "You're the greatest, Daddy! I was cumming pretty much the ENTIRE time! Being your cock slave is living my greatest dream, and it never ends! I can't wait until you fuck me in every hole, every single day!"

"Ssssh!" I looked around, but Mindy and Cindy were still arguing. "Go! Quick, go!"

Mindy and Cindy were so involved that they didn't even notice Michelle talking Sue Ellen into leaving, and then both of them actually going. They also didn't notice my hasty attempts to use the towel to dry my erection, thigh, and robe, not to mention the puddle on the ground. I was fairly successful with the penis and the thigh, but not so much with the robe. Worse, my whole body smelled of pussy. But there was only so much I could do.




Chapter 54



Cleaning up allowed me to stretch my legs a little bit. It was also much darker now, which probably explained why Cindy didn't notice the others leave. Making sure to keep my robe closed around my waist, I walked over to a light switch in a box at the side of the deck and turned the night lights on.

That finally caught Cindy's attention, and Mindy's too. Both of them stopped talking and looked around. Their eyes had to readjust to the light, and everything outside of the lights faded to an inconsequential blackness. Suddenly, the focus was on me.

I quickly sat down again to help hide my raging erection, but I picked a different chair to sit in. That way, I could put some distance between me and the remnants of Michelle's puddle of suspicious origin, not to mention the obvious aroused pussy smell it still gave off. I carefully adjusted my stiff rod to be less conspicuous and again made sure the robe was fully closed in the front (although I knew it wouldn't stay that way for long, given there was just the one sash).

Cindy had a deer-in-headlights look again now, knowing it was her turn. I had no idea how Mindy had even justified that Cindy required a spanking, and I hoped I didn't get asked, in case my explanation was wildly different from Mindy's. The best way to avoid that was to take charge of the situation.

She asked me, "Where did the others go?"

I completely ignored that. I said in my most commanding voice, "Cindy, come over here. Now."

Cindy protested in a pouty little girl's voice, "No. I don't wanna!" But she said it in a way that made it clear to me that she had already given in to the idea and was just going through the motions.

I said even more sternly, "Cin, if you don't come here right now, I'm going to have to add more spanks to your total." I'd never called her 'Cin' before, even though Mindy called her that all the time, but I liked it for this situation. I especially liked the similarity to 'sin.'

Mindy pushed Cindy into a standing position. "Go. Now. You don't want to make him angry."

Cindy was suddenly blushing, but she managed a step or two in my direction.

Mindy physically and verbally prodded and pushed her along, until Cindy was standing right in front of me.

Cindy's eyes were closed and her head was bowed. "This is so... I'm a grown woman!"

Smirking, Mindy said, "Are you? Let's just confirm." Then she reached around to Cindy's front side and undid the knot over Cindy's cleavage that was holding her top together. In a flash, she had the blouse in her hands.

Cindy opened her eyes with alarm. "Hey! Give that back!" But she was torn between using her hands and arms to cover her now exposed chest and trying to reach out to grab the blouse back. As a result, she didn't do either very well.

Mindy held the blouse just out of reach with one hand.

Cindy saw her opportunity and tried to grab it.

But Mindy was one step ahead, as usual. She pulled the blouse further away, and then used her other hand to yank Cindy's short shorts (and panties) down her legs.

"HEY!" Cindy cried out. She brought her hands down to protect her decency, but it was too late. Her pussy and bush were exposed, and she had to use one hand to cover that up. So her other hand was no match for Mindy's two hands as Mindy continued to pull Cindy's shorts and panties the rest of the way down her legs.

Mindy pointed out, "Remember, the spankee needs to be completely naked."

Cindy accepted that as if it was fact. No doubt, this was influenced by how aroused she had become from watching Michelle's spanking. Her nipples were hard, her pussy was obviously wet, and one could see from her heaving big tits just how heavily she was breathing.

Also, it didn't seem like Cindy was really fighting THAT hard to keep her clothes on. This was especially obvious when Mindy brought her shorts and panties down to Cindy's feet. Cindy lifted up one foot and then the other so Mindy could finish her task.

But then, pretending she hadn't just cooperated, Cindy turned to me and complained angrily, "Look what you've done! I'm totally naked! I hope you're satisfied!" One of her hands covered up her crotch, but the other was on her hip to help show her righteous indignation. That was fine with me, because it left her impressive D-cups bouncing free in a very enticing way.

"I am," I replied, leering openly. Awesome! I'm getting to see Cindy completely naked! She's such a babe, such a stacked and sultry babe! Why some other guy hasn't snapped her up already is beyond me. But I'll be glad to have her. I'll almost be like having another Ruby, who also happens to be a good friend! 

I forced myself to stay calm and appear in control. "Now, lay yourself across my lap, tits down and ass up. This is going to be a different kind of spanking than the one I just gave Michelle."

Cindy looked to Mindy, and waved her over. She leaned forward and whispered right into Mindy's ear, "There's a problem. A big problem!"

"What?" Mindy whispered back.

I should point out that although Cindy thought I couldn't hear, she was standing right next to me and it was dead silent except for some chirping crickets, so I just managed to make out her words.

"I'm horny!" Cindy whined quietly. "Really horny! He's gonna know. I'm all... wet!"

"Tough luck." Mindy started physically bending Cindy over me.

In truth, Cindy wasn't nearly as reluctant as she tried to make out to be. It was increasingly obvious that she was extremely aroused. In fact, the smell of her wet pussy was so strong that it drowned out Michelle's lingering smell, allaying my worries that she'd detect it. I could hear her panting wildly as she thrashed about.

I said to my wife, "Sweetheart, she's being difficult. Can you stay here and hold her arms behind her back?"

"Certainly!" Mindy obviously liked that a lot because it would keep her in close contact with Cindy for the duration of the spanking. She held Cindy's wrists firmly as they rested on her lower back. In truth, Cindy wasn't putting up any resistance to this at all, as she'd been wiggling not to escape but because her highly aroused body couldn't keep still.

Mindy's robe was still closed for the most part as she knelt with her breasts pressed up against Cindy's side, but I figured her robe wouldn't stay that way for long.

I didn't want my robe to stay closed either. Seeing just how hot to trot Cindy was already, I'd loosened the sash while Cindy settled down on top of me. It only looked like I was keeping the robe closed, but as she squirmed about it opened widely. By the time she'd finally calmed down, my robe was completely off my legs (which nicely solved the problem of her detecting the robe's wet spot).

"What's this?" I asked. "I feel something wet on my skin."

Cindy whimpered with arousal and embarrassment. She knew there was no hiding the way her pussy juice was gushing out all over my thigh. "Oh Gaawwwd!" she whimpered. "Please have mercy on me!"

Just then, I felt her body shiver all over. I had a pretty good feeling that she'd just climaxed, but she was trying her damnedest not to show it. And this was before I'd really touched her with my hands!

"Someone's been naughty," I said as I ran my hands over Cindy's back and down to her wonderfully bare ass. "Did you get all hot and bothered watching Michelle get spanked?"

"NO!" she protested. "Besides, I'm not the only one aroused here. What's that thing poking up towards my belly button?!"

I wasn't even trying to hide my erection, and I'd been counting on her noticing it resting against her skin. It wasn't like she was going to flee, not now. She was ready, even eager, for her spanking. Every movement of her body made that perfectly clear. "You know what that is," I said without a hint of shame.

That made her shiver and gasp.

I continued, "By saying 'I'm not the only one,' you admit that watching the spanking made you horny."

She whined unhappily, "No! Really! It didn't!"

"Then what did?"

Cindy thought frantically, but obviously couldn't come up with even a vaguely plausible alternate explanation, so she kept her mouth shut.

I could scarcely believe that I was sitting with my robe open and my erection jutting out, and with my wife's good friend laying naked across my lap while my wife held her down on me!

For years, I'd consciously denied any sexual attraction to Cindy, but the desire had been there, and it had been strong. She really was a curvy, redheaded stunner. It was hard for me to restrain myself in this position and not just up and fuck her. Okay, Dan, control yourself. I've gotta be patient if I want to reach the promised land. I'm so close to winning her! One wrong move now, and I'll wind up like Moses, seeing that fertile valley lying so lush and beautiful in front of me, but forever forbidden to enter. 

Mindy was rubbing Cindy's back now with one hand. She only needed one hand to keep Cindy's wrists "bound," and that was more a symbolic reminder than anything, as that hand just lightly rested on Cindy's arms now. She said, "Don't deny it, Cin. We all know. We know you need a good spanking. Not so much because you've been bad, but just to show that Dan's in charge. You've needed this for a loooong time, and now you're going to get what's been sorely lacking in your life. Isn't that right?"

"No!" she protested. "I really, I really..." What she meant wasn't clear, because she didn't get any farther than that.

Mindy could sense her words were having a good reaction, so she persisted, "You need a strong, virile man like Dan to take charge, don't you? You need him to spank your sexy, naked body. There's no point in resisting him, is there?"

"No!" Cindy replied, but then realized that 'no' might mean 'yes,' due to Mindy's last question. So she reversed herself. "Yes! ... I mean, no! I mean... Gaawwwd, I dunno what I mean!"

Both my hands were resting on her ass cheeks now. I was tempted to run my fingers through her copious cum flow, but I didn't want to go too far too soon. I said, "Okay, Cin, it's time for your spanking. You've been a BAAAAD girl. I'm thinking twenty will set your ass straight."

She churned her hips in frustration. "NoooOOOOoooo! I'll be a good girl, really! I promise! Please!"

I'd assumed that Mindy's earlier explanation about "infantilization" was a bunch of BS, but now I wasn't so sure. Maybe she'd stumbled onto something true, because Cindy was acting a whole lot like a little girl who had been caught misbehaving. She was even going so far as calling herself a girl. Whatever was happening, it seemed to be working on a sexual level. Cindy was already reaching a new level of orgasmic ecstasy before I'd even begun spanking her.

"Look," I said to her impatiently, "I'm not going to start until you admit that you deserve a good spanking. Admit that you've been bad!"

Her naked body was wildly wiggling, her legs kicking uselessly in the air. "NO!" She cried petulantly.

"Ciiiiindyyyy..." I said just like a disapproving parent.

She panted, "I... I... I admit it. I've been bad!"

That pretty much blew my mind, since I didn't even know what excuse we were using to justify this. Did Cindy even know? Somehow, that turned me on even more.

"Sorry," I said, and then I smacked a hand down onto her ass.

Now, I certainly was having a ton of fun, but I wasn't looking forward to doling out more swats. I'd gone all out with Michelle, and my spanking hand was tired and, to be honest, sore. So I decided I wasn't going to spank her all that hard and there would be a lot more fondling than spanking. I'd been thinking about doing that for a while, which was why I'd told her earlier she would get a different kind of spanking. The goal wasn't to punish her (what did she do wrong, anyway?!); it was to give her so much pleasure that she'd want to be spanked - and more - again and again.

"Ouch!" she said, although it couldn't have hurt her that bad.

"What do you say?" I chided.

"Oh. Um... One! ... And uh... Oh yeah. Thank you, Sir. May I please have another?"

"Well, I'll suppose we'll count that one, even though you forgot. What do you think Mindy? Should we count it?"

"Well, maaaaybe..." my wife replied.

One great thing about our current set-up was that Mindy was across Cindy's body facing me, while Cindy was lying face down over my lap, facing the ground in front of her. So it was very easy for Mindy and me to share non-verbal communication with no chance of Cindy seeing.

If I just leaned forward a bit, we could even kiss each other over Cindy's prostrate body. So that was exactly what I proceeded to do, partly because I was so filled with love for my sexy and oh-so-generous wife, and partly because, with Cindy's little-girl act going, I knew it would turn her on even more to know that Mommy and Daddy were kissing each other over their little girl, while she lay helpless over Daddy's lap.

Mindy was in another one of her "smirks-a-go-go" moods because she saw that I was stalling for time. My left hand tenderly stroked the side of her face, while my right hand had drifted down to Cindy's gooey snatch and had gone for her jugular: I was busy twisting and pressing her clit. If that didn't drive away the last shreds of Cindy's self-control, then nothing would.

Cindy was trying to pretend I wasn't doing that, but her whole body was showing that she was being wracked with pleasure. I could practically see the shivers of excitement racing up and down her spine as her body twitched wildly.

I can't believe I'm getting to spank and freely fondle my wife's best friend! Such a long time coming. She's not even protesting that I'm touching her clit and the rest of her! There's no going back now. I started seducing her earlier, and tonight I'm going to finish making her mine! 

Mindy was loving how we were stalling for time so I could play with Cindy there. She said, slowly, "I don't know. It's a tough call. I think she forgot. But on the other hand, you are a nice guy, and it is her first time. Well..."

"Please!" Cindy begged. "Please!"

It was very unclear what she was begging for. I don't think she even knew.

I raised my hand up and struck her other ass cheek.

"OH! YES! God, yes! YEEEESSSSSSS!" Her cry was pure ecstasy this time. There was a pause, and then she remembered. "Two! Thank you, Sir! May I please have another?"

Since it was clear that she wasn't going anywhere any time soon, I brought one hand back down to her dangling breasts, since I'd had such fun with them earlier in the day. I went straight for a nipple, figuring that would arouse her too much for her to put up anything but a feeble, token protest.

She didn't even do that, but just moaned lustily.

Then I brought my other hand back to her clit. Seconds later, I pushed two fingers into her wet slit and started fingerbanging her. Hot damn! I've lusted after Cindy's body for years, and here I am, finally able to explore it to my heart's content! This is even better that our hot kisses earlier. She's giving me total free reign! She's got a really hot, tight cunt too. Is there any doubt I'll be fucking her soon?! WOW! 

She resumed her cries of, "Please! Please! Pleeeasssse!"

I still didn't know what she wanted. But it seemed to me that she was struggling mightily not to cum. So, as I worked her clit and nipple, I said, "You've been a naughty girl, but you have my permission to cum. One time only!"

I don't know if she was waiting for my permission; probably not. But she had been holding back, possibly as her last effort to show some kind of resistance. But my comment had some kind of effect, because she immediately screamed, "AAAAOOOOHHH! YEEEEESSSSSSSS!"

Imagine that "yes" in banner headline size - I've never heard such a loud or emphatic "yes" in my life! This woman was having one very powerful and overwhelming orgasm! I could feel as well as hear it, because I dropped my fingers into her drooling slit just in time to feel new gushes come flooding out.

As Cindy recovered, Mindy dropped her head down close to hers. She whispered, but loud enough for me to hear, "Look at you, Cin. Just look at you. Only two smacks, and you've turned into a shameless slut who cums like a fountain all over my husband!"

"No!" Cindy protested, despite all the blatant evidence against her. I loved when she protested, because she usually wiggled her hips all over my erection in frustration.

"Where are my husband's hands?" Mindy pressed.

Cindy was silent while I continued to probe deeper and deeper into her cunt with my fingers, and also switched from one nipple to another. She finally said, "This is NOT how things were supposed to go! And what about that French maid girl, sucking his huge cock?! It's not right!"

"Where are my husband's hands?" Mindy asked her again.

I barked at Cindy, "My wife asked you a question!" Suddenly, I raised my newly wet hand and slapped it back down.

"Oh!" Cindy gasped. "Uh... Three! Yeah, uh... And... Thank you, Sir! May I pleases have another?" She was so aroused that she was having obvious difficulty remembering what she was supposed to say.

Mindy still pressed, "Answer the question!"

"Um, he's, uh... One hand is groping my... My..."

Mindy added helpfully, "Your big, round, needy tits. Say it."

"It's, uh, his hand is..."

To encourage her, I let loose with another loud slap.

"UGH! GOD!" she moaned, her voice dripping with lust. "Um, four! Four! Thank you, Sir! May I please have another?"

Mindy said testily, "I'm waiting..."

I noticed that Mindy's robe had come open. Her own sizable tits were pressed up against Cindy's side, just above Cindy's hips. I could see the top swells of my wife's boobs, and figured that her nipples had to be pressing pretty deeply into Cindy's flesh. Cindy still had both her arms crossed at her wrists over her lower back, but Mindy wasn't making any attempt to restrain them. Instead, one of her hands was gently stroking Cindy's hair while the other one was stroking her bare back.

Cindy finally replied, "He's, uh, his hand is groping my tits! He's playing with my nipples!"

"Good," Mindy said firmly. "What kind of tits?"

She panted wildly, "My, uh, my big, round, needy tits!" Her voice was dripping pure lust.

"Good answer. What's his other hand doing?"

"Oh!" Cindy gasped. "It's too embarrassing. Do I have to say?"

We all knew that it was in her pussy, as I generally fingered her there between spanks. Mindy suggested to me, "Honey, show her who's boss."

I spanked Cindy again, a little harder this time, and then brought the hand right back to her slit.

"Five! Sir! Thank you, Sir! May I please have another?"

If nothing else, she was getting better at saying her line. But then there was a very long pause, broken only by the sound of my fingers' squishy noises as I plunged them in and out of Cindy's burning hot pussy.

My wife chided her, "Don't make me have to ask you again..."

Cindy knew what we were waiting for, and finally she said, "He's... playing... Oh, it's too shameful! ... He... He has his fingers in my pussy! There! I said it! Are you happy? This is so humiliating!"

"It is," Mindy agreed. "But get used to it. You're not just any ol' slut now, you're one of Dan's sluts, and his sluts get regularly spanked and humiliated."

Cindy squealed even louder upon hearing that.

Mindy slowly slid to the side along Cindy's back, dragging her bare breasts over Cindy's nudity and in the process managing to get her open robe to even wider for greater skin-to-skin contact.

My devilish wife kept going until she could lean down and whisper into Cindy's ear, hotly and loudly so I could easily hear her. "You know what you need? You need Dan's cock. My husband's big, thick, throbbing, hot... COCK. You need to spread your legs and feel that huge hard man-meat open you up oh-so-wide as he fucking stuffs it in you! You need to feel it in you, fucking you deep, and long, and good-God-so-incredibly-fucking-THICK! You need it, don't you?"

Cindy didn't say anything this time. Maybe she'd realized that all her earlier "No!" protests only made her look foolish, or maybe she was having such trouble just panting and gasping for air that she was nearly incapable of speech. I hoped that it was because she worried that if she started talking, she'd scream, "YES!"

In any case, Mindy upped the ante by reaching under Cindy and between my legs. My erection was as stiff as ever, but had been mostly merely poking into the air. I couldn't keep it poking into Cindy's stomach without a guiding hand, but my hands had better things to do.

I was over the moon that my wife was helping out. She firmly held my erection and brought it up to Cindy's underside. Making sure to keep her fingers mostly out of the way, she pressed it deeply into Cindy's skin. "Feel that? That's my husband's enormous thick cock, the one he's been stuffing me with, daily, all these years. That's the cock your daughter loves to suck. Can you just picture that? Can you picture Ruby somehow managing to cram this gigantic slab of manly fuck-meat into her hungry little mouth, struggling to engulf the sheer size of it? Can't you see her red lips straining to surround it, sliding up and down, up and down?"

Cindy's eyes were wide as saucers as she slowly nodded her head.

Mindy continued, "In case you're having trouble visualizing that, remember how Sue Ellen was happily bobbing on it not that many minutes ago. Can you put that picture back in your mind? Can you recall her lips sliding, sliding, relentlessly sliding, up, down, and all over it, just like you will be doing from now on?"

Not surprisingly, Cindy let out another passionate moan. She seemed too ashamed to speak.

My wife was rubbing my erection back and forth across Cindy's lower stomach as much as she could, and Cindy was totally focused on feeling that at the moment. Pre-cum was dribbling out of my cockhead, and while most of it fell downwards, some of it smeared against her skin.

Mindy nodded at me, indicating it was time for another smack.

So I let loose with another one. Like the previous one, it was a hard blow.

Cindy could definitely feel the sting and the pain, I'm sure, and her ass cheeks were slowly turning red. But it was nothing like the full force I'd used on Michelle.

"YEOW! ... Uh... six? Yeah, six. God, is it only six? Thank you, Sir. May I please have a... ugh! ... another? Will this nightmare ever end?!"

I thought it would be droll to have her cum again after complaining about it being a nightmare. So I brought my fingers out of her sticky depths and resumed working her clit. "Cum for me again, you slutty, big-titted bitch!" I normally don't use the word "bitch," but I was in an unusually aggressive mood.

Mindy was still sliding my erection from side to side over Cindy's stomach, slowly coating the whole area with pre-cum. And as she did that, she continued, "What do you think about your daughter submissively sucking on my husband's cock? Is that wrong or is it right?"

"Ummm..." Cindy closed her eyes tightly, struggling with her answer.

"Think about it," Mindy pressed. Not only was she sliding my cock back and forth over Cindy's skin like some kind of hot and fleshy pendulum, but she was managing to stroke it in such a way that Cindy could feel her fingertips on either side moving up and down it. "My husband's enormous cock is insatiable, you know. I need help! As soon as he cums down your throat, he gets hard again! In fact, sometimes it never goes soft at all. Can you imagine that, sucking on it for such a very long time, having him blast a load in your mouth, and then you feel that it's not going flaccid at all? You just have to keep sucking and sucking!"

Cindy moaned and groaned helplessly.

My devilish wife added, "It's not enough just for you and me to stroke it and suck it and get fucked by it all day long. We need Ruby's help, don't we?"

Surprisingly, Cindy suddenly exploded, gasping out, "YES! God, yes! So help me God, but it's true!"

"Ruby doesn't need a normal boyfriend, does she? Does she?"

Cindy didn't answer at first, so Mindy smacked her hip.

"No!" Cindy finally conceded. "No, she doesn't!"

Mindy triumphantly continued, "Correct! It's better that she helps me and you keep Dan's thick cock well taken care of, don't you think?"

"OH GOD! Lord, help me!"

I continued to steadily pump two fingers in and out of Cindy's hot box, hoping that would help her give the "right" answer.

My wife told her sternly, "That's not an answer. Don't you agree that her flawless teen body is meant to serve my hubby? Isn't that her true calling?"

"So help me God! Help me! It's TRUE! It's so true! UNGH! HNNNG! Gonna... gonna cum!"

Mindy could help but snicker a little bit. "You don't have my husband's permission to cum yet. Hang in there! And what about Sue Ellen? Was it wrong what she was doing? Or does my hubby's insatiable cock need her help too?"

"Uh..." Cindy seemed on the verge of passing out from too much stimulation.

Mindy simplified the question. "Is it wrong, that she helped him?"

"NO! NO! He... he needs it! Help! So much help!"

Mindy stroked Cindy's reddish hair. "Correct, again. Sue Ellen doesn't need a normal boyfriend either. And she doesn't want one. Already she's found her happy place, serving my hubby's cock. You don't need a boyfriend or hubby either! No other man, ever! You need to work here full time, serving my husband's relentlessly commanding cock! Isn't that true?"

"Work here?" asked Cindy, confused.

"We know how much you hate having to depend on the money from your ex-husband," said Mindy. "That money should be just for playing with, or given to charity, or burned. It is beneath contempt. But you've never been able to hold down a job on your own. You need to come to work for me and Dan."

"How?" she asked.

I couldn't help but wonder myself. I kept right on fingerbanging my hot neighbor.

"As our maid, of course," said Mindy. "You'll work right here as a live-in maid, serving Dan of course, helping to keep his hot horse cock constantly throbbing with pleasure, but also taking care of the house, and me and Michelle and Ruby. We'll even get you a uniform like the one Sue Ellen was wearing. Won't that be nice?"

I didn't like that at all, aside as a fleeting sexual fantasy. I respected Cindy too much as a mature and intelligent mother and woman to actually want to see her as a maid. I frowned disapprovingly at my wife.

Since Mindy and I were in position to make faces to each other without Cindy seeing, Mindy gave me a reassuring look. Then she mouthed the words I could easily read and understand: "Don't worry. Just a fantasy."

Cindy gasped out, "I... I... I don't know! That sounds so... wicked! So wrong! Gaawwwd, I need to cum so bad!"

"I told you you don't have permission. Hang in there!" Mindy nodded at me again.

My hand flew down, striking Cindy's beautiful ass.

Cindy panted, "Seven! Thank you, Sir! May I please have another?"

I noticed a difference in Cindy's voice. Before, she was saying "thank you, Sir" with the emphasis on the "thank you." Now, the emphasis was definitely on the "Sir," which she said nearly reverently.

Mindy brought one of her hands over to Cindy's chest. Figuring she was taking care of business over there now, I brought both of my hands to Cindy's ass and pussy. I started to probe deeper, hoping to find her G-spot.

As Mindy fondled Cindy's nearest tit, she said, "Picture Ruby sitting topless, on her knees. Picture her huge and bouncy tits enveloping my husband's thick cock. Imagine your daughter bending her head down, straining to lick the tip of it for him. She loves to do that. She LOVES it when my husband fucks her tits! Isn't that right? Isn't that how it should be?"

Cindy shook her head negatively. "Stop! Stop! Too hot! I can't... can't take it! Gonna... gonna die! Can't breathe! Gotta... gotta cum!"

But Mindy didn't stop. "I said you can't cum yet, or he'll spank you like he spanked Michelle! Now, picture yourself serving them drinks and cocktails in your wickedly sexy uniform. And then Dan invites you to sit next to your daughter, waiting for your turn. He's going to fuck YOUR tits next, isn't he? Or maybe you and Ruby will suck his cock together!"

"YES!" Cindy replied, practically delirious, and completely winded. "To-to-together!"

"Don't you want him to fuck your tits too?! Don't you want him to spear your cunt, just like he fucks your daughter? Don't you want him to spread and impale your ASS?"

"Yes! Yes! Yes!"

Was that one yes for each question or just an all-around emphatic yes to the last one? I didn't know, but either way, it was getting me damn horny!

I brought my hand down yet again, because suddenly I was eager to get the spanking over with. Between the sexy talk, my relentless fondling, and Mindy's handjob of sorts, I was getting dangerously close to cumming.

Cindy gasped breathlessly, "Eight! Thank you, Sir! Mayipleasehaveanother?"

Having two hands on Cindy's ass was nice, because now I didn't have to take my fingers out of her pussy each time I needed to spank her again. This allowed me to make more progress on finding her G-spot, and soon my fingers detected the bump that had to be it. I worked that for a while until she was going out of her mind, teetering on the edge of another climax.

Meanwhile, I listened to Mindy continue to say all kinds of filthy and arousing things about Cindy and Ruby and what they'd do to my erection. I noticed that Mindy constantly used "my husband" or "my hubby" when referring to me. I figure she was thinking that this frequent reminder of adultery would get Cindy even more aroused than she already was (if such a thing were humanly possible!).

My wife was being very clever (which hardly surprised me). She was trying to get Cindy used to me having sex with Ruby and me having sex with her. She would say something like, "Cin, keep your eyes closed and picture Dan's fat cock sliding through Ruby's tits. Picture her blissful face as he fucks the hell out of her big, soft fun bags. Then picture him fucking YOUR tits! Can't you just see it? Can't you just feel it? Can't you? Can't you?"

Mindy was careful to always prod Cindy until she got a positive answer.

"Yes! Yes! So help me God, but YES!" Cindy finally admitted. It wasn't hard for her to imagine getting titfucked, since my slicked-up erection was poking into her skin mere inches below her tits at that very moment.

The more Cindy admitted, the more aroused she got. She was resistant, but Mindy was battering her defenses with descriptions and questions while my hands helped keep her lusty fires burning like a raging inferno. "So, you admit that you're one of Dan's sluts now?"

"Yes." This time, her voice was so tiny that I heard the breath of it more than the word.

"Repeat that," Mindy insisted.

"Yes. I'm one of Dan's sluts." Her voice was still whispery. She shivered all over yet again. I suspected she was having "illegal" orgasms from time to time. She was trying very, very hard to disguise them.

Mindy apparently decided that answer was good enough, because she moved on. "And what about Sue Ellen? When you came out here, you were upset that she was sucking my husband's cock. Why were you so upset?"

"I... I... I wanted that... to be, to be, me!"

Mindy smirked. "I suspected as much. But it wasn't you, it was her. Is that wrong, that Dan has other beautiful and busty sluts sucking his cock?"

"Yes!"

"WHAT did you say? Wrong answer! Honey, spank her again!"

The ninth and tenth spankings followed relatively quickly while the G-spot probing continued. I noticed too, that Mindy had yet to let go of Cindy's tits. She wasn't just casually stroking them like she'd been stroking Cindy's hair earlier - she was full-on groping and kneading them. However, she only had one hand to do that, since her other hand was busy sliding all over my throbbing rod.

I don't know if Cindy even fully noticed, though, because of everything I was doing to her ass and pussy. However, it was hard for her not to, since Mindy kept her hand against Cindy's body as much as possible, just so that she'd know.

Cindy's body was constantly trembling now, sometimes more than other. I suspected she was having more "illegal" orgasms that she could count.

Mindy spoke as she continued to knead Cindy's rack from below. "Let's try that again. Sue Ellen loves to suck Dan's cock. Is that wrong?"

"N-n-no."

"Good answer. Honey, spank her again!"

"But, but, I gave the good answer that time," Cindy breathlessly complained.

"Doesn't matter," Mindy said, starting to get a little winded herself. "Dan's gonna spank you whether you've been bad or good, whether you've been naughty or nice. There's no escape!" Chuckling to herself, she added, "Think of him as a demanding Santa, only with a fuckin' huge cock! Smack her, Honey! NOW! Smack that sexy ass!"

So I did.

Cindy screamed to the high heavens and thrashed about like she was having a seizure. I worried about the neighbors calling the police, she was so loud. It took her a good minute before she managed to say her required line.

After the eleventh spank, I worked her clit and pussy until she exploded with her biggest orgasm yet. There was absolutely no way she could hide that one. Her whole body shook wildly atop my lap, making me feel like I was sitting through a major earthquake. In fact, she very nearly knocked my chair over. I discovered firsthand that Cindy was multi-orgasmic, because it took a lot of "aftershocks" before her body was finally more or less stilled.

She completely forget to say her required post-smack line this time. I decided not to press her about it.

While her orgasmic aftershocks were still continuing, Mindy kept talking, making sure that Cindy never had a chance to come down from her dizzying lusty heights. "I told you that you weren't allowed to cum without Dan's permission. But you've been bad. You've cumming off and on for a while now, haven't you?"

"I can't help it! I'm sorry!"

"You should be sorry. Hubby will have to properly punish you later."

Cindy wailed, her voice wavering, "Oh Gaaaaaawwwwwwd!"

Then my wife switched gears. She purred to Cindy, "You feel that? You feel my fingers? Can you tell what they're holding and stroking, just underneath you?"

Cindy gasped. She'd realized in a hazy way what was happening to my cock, but she'd been too involved in her own lusts to think much about anything else. Now that it was explicitly pointed out, it was like she was discovering it all over again. "You're... you're jacking... jacking him off! Mindy! You can't!"

"I can, and I am," my blonde beauty of a wife replied, very pleased with herself.

As much as I was enjoying everything, I had to say something soon or else the handjob would push me over the edge. I told Mindy, "I don't know if we're gonna make twenty spanks. I really need a break here. And please release the King or he's gonna blow!"

Mindy didn't exactly let go of my erection, but she stopped stroking it so much. She made sure to keep rubbing it against Cindy's bare skin though.

She cooed into Cindy's ear, "Did you hear that? Dan's cock is gonna blow soon. And you know WHERE he's gonna blow? He's gonna splatter his seed all over your tummy! How would you like that? Would you like to dip your fingers in your belly button and lick up all the baby juice you find there? Or would you rather have him cum on your face? Or all over your big breasts? Or in your mouth? Hmmm? I'll bet you'd love that, wouldn't you? The taste of a REAL man in your mouth, on your tongue, feeding your face the kind of meat and hot sauce you've been missing out on and craving all these years..."

Poor Cindy, she'd barely recovered from her latest orgasm and already Mindy was getting her hot as a furnace again. Cindy moaned with great lust after virtually every comment Mindy made.

I shook my head disapprovingly at Mindy, indicating she should be quiet for a while. For one thing, she was getting ME too horny. For another, Cindy was already so horny that arousing her any more was pretty much overkill. Cindy had barely recovered from her last big climax and already her nude body was rocking back and forth over my knees, heading for another one.

Mindy did quiet down, and she also stopped stroking me completely. However, instead of stroking, she spent more time pressing my hot and hard tube of flesh into Cindy's cum-soaked skin. It was almost like she was jacking me off but using Cindy's body to do it. It wasn't as effective as fingers (which was good for me, since I needed a break), but it kept Cindy boiling with lust (which was also good. See? My wife is smart!).

We rested for a minute or two, catching our breaths. The rubbing of my wet cockhead against Cindy was the only action.

Then I said, "Cindy, I imagine you're pretty wiped out at the moment. Why don't you stand up and stretch your legs?"

She liked that idea, and got up off me. I think she needed to get away from my hot cock on her skin more than anything else. She was so out of it that she staggered around a bit before she managed to lean up against another chair and steady herself.

Frankly, I wanted to stretch my legs too. Plus I found I needed to pee, and I was thirsty besides. My boner also needed a longer break, or I probably was going to cum just about the next time someone touched me. I said, "I'm going to pop back to the house and get myself a Coke. Do either of you want anything?"

Cindy almost imperceptibly nodded her head. She looked so drained that to say or do anything more was beyond her current abilities. She closed her eyes, sat down on the deck, and curled up a bit as she continued to recover. She seemed oblivious to the fact she was nude in the cool night air.

Mindy also nodded as she smiled up at me triumphantly. She didn't say anything, but I could pretty much read her triumphant facial expression. It said, "We did it! Cindy is ours now!" 

I wasn't quite as confident. We still had a long way to go, especially since Cindy didn't know about the incest factor yet. And would she go all the to "cock slave" status? But I was very pleasantly surprised nonetheless. I hadn't expected to get so far this fast with her, and I don't think Mindy had been expecting that, either. We'd pushed, and found next to no resistance, so we'd pushed some more and still found no resistance, and so we kept pushing.

It was quite dark as I tried to make my way back to the house. Thank goodness that it was summer and an unusually warm night at that, or we would have all been forced to go inside already, which could have ruined the mood. As it was, I didn't mind being a little chilly, thanks to all the fun. And the robe was helping, even though it was wide open in the front nearly all the time.

As I got to the house, I wondered what had happened to Sue Ellen and Michelle, or Ruby for that matter. It was a good guess that at least two of them were upstairs in Michelle's bedroom, having lots of naked fun. I was tempted to go up there and peek in, but I knew I shouldn't. If I did, the odds were good I would get sucked in (in more ways than one!) and it was more important to continue the progress with Cindy.

Walking through the first floor to go to the bathroom, I listened for sounds from upstairs but I didn't hear anything. My penis went flaccid, and I considered that a small blessing. I quickly did my business and made my way back outside with three Cokes in hand.




Chapter 55



I wasn't quite sure what to expect when I got back to the patio. I'd only been gone for three or four minutes, but I worried that Cindy might have developed second doubts during that time, once she cooled down some.

Luckily, that wasn't the case. As I came back through the trees, I saw Mindy and Cindy both sitting on their knees face to face so close that their knees were touching. They practically looked like mirror images of each other, except that Mindy was still in her robe, though it was open in the front and only covered her back and arms, and Cindy was completely nude. I have to say, it made a very attractive picture, and I wished I had my camera.

Both were leaning towards each other like they were about to kiss, but as I continued to walk closer without being noticed, it became clear that they were not. There was a heavy sexual tension in the air, certainly, but they were very busy talking, not kissing.

I don't know what they were talking about though, since they stopped and turned my way once they heard the sound of my footsteps drawing near.

"What'cha talking about?" I asked as I bent down and put the three cans of Coke on the ground.

"What do you think?" Mindy replied with a happy smirk. "I'll give you a clue: it's a name that rhymes with 'van' and 'tan' and begins with a 'D.'"

"Oh, I know," I said. "You're talking about the 'Damn Taliban.'"

That got a chuckle from both of them. "No," Mindy said.

I'd managed to get flaccid in time to pee, but my dick was already fully engorged again. How could it not be, just from seeing Cindy's centerfold-worthy body alone?! Knowing that there was no reason to hold back much anymore, I let my cockhead "accidentally" poke through the front of my robe.

I told Cindy, "Stand up."

She was confused, but she stood up. I liked that she didn't even ask why. She seemed distracted by what she could see of my boner in any case.

I said, "It occurred to me that you forgot all about our tradition, our hello kiss tradition."

"OH!" She gasped with lusty alarm, meaning a combination of arousal and distress.

"Luckily, it's never too late to fix that." I stepped forward and wrapped her in my arms.

She and I kissed with abandon for the next couple of minutes. Clearly, her inhibitions were all long gone. My robe was mostly closed and I made sure it stayed that way, because I didn't want my boner to get into the picture just yet. The poor still needed more of a prolonged break.

But I greatly enjoyed that Cindy was naked from head to toe, and I took full advantage. I made a particular point of aggressive running my hands all over her like I owned her. Which, in fact, I was hoping would soon be an established fact. Naturally, my hands spent most of their time playing with her tits, ass, and cunt. Generally, one hand alternated between her tits and ass while my other hand steadily diddled her clit or probed into her wet slit. I wanted to bring her back up to a very horny level, since she'd almost certainly cooled down some in the short time while I was gone.

From time to time, I peered just past Cindy to see how my wife was reacting. It was almost comical. Mindy made sure to get into my field of view and gave me two thumbs up, a vigorous head nod, and every other positive, non-verbal signal she could think of. It looked like she was on the verge of skipping and running around, she was so charged up with excitement.

Cindy was putty in my hands and I could have easily taken things to another level. She did rub my erection some, but only through my robe. I was confident that if I told her to drop to her knees and start sucking, she would. But I wanted to find out what kind of deviousness my wife had been up to, and I wanted to work up to something like that.

I abruptly broke away from all the kissing and groping and took a few steps away to where I'd put the Coke cans. I bent over and picked them up.

Walking back to my two beautiful women, I opened my Coke. I downed half of it with one long chug.

I blatantly ogled their incredible bodies. Mindy still had her robe on, but she let it wide open in front. Wow! Mindy AND Cindy! So similar to each other. Even their names are almost the same. Look at their bombshell bodies. How lucky am I? I love my wife so much. Cloning her is impossible, but Cindy is pretty damn close, at least from the neck on down. They practically could be twins! And they're just so fucking sexy! Hot busty teenage girls are hard to beat, but I like a voluptuous and hard bodied MILF just as much. Soon, both of them will be mine! 

They knew they were being ogled, and they tried to show me their best side. Well, at least Cindy did. Mindy was happy to just smirk and revel in the whole situation. Whereas Cindy stood straight and tall, but with a hand on a hip and the most provocative "come hither" look she could muster. I loved that she was trying so hard to impress me.

Mindy finally broke the silence. "My hubby is quite the kisser, isn't he?"

"You said it! Good grief! If I wasn't naked already, the heat of his kiss would have burned my clothes off! My entire body is ON FIRE!"

Mindy chuckled. She teased, "Luckily, you won't be wearing clothes around him much from now on."

I finally handed their Coke cans to them.

After taking the can, Cindy mock pouted, "Dan, I bet you think you're going to have you way with me with kisses like that whenever we meet from now on."

"Yep!" I happily agreed.

She let out an exasperated sigh, but it was obvious that she was just pretending to mind.

Neither of them opened their cans, and I soon learned why. It seemed they had a prearranged plan to impress me, knowing that I would be bringing the cans back. Mindy held her can to her chest and started rubbing it all over her breasts. The cans had just come out of the refrigerator and were cold and covered with condensation. The way she was rubbing the cold can all over one nipple and then the other would have certainly gotten those nipples rock hard, except they were already.

She said, "Oh, we're just talking about what it means to be a good neighbor. Good neighbors help each other out. Like, if there's an uppity big-titted neighbor who needs to be spanked, then we really ought to help them out by spanking them. Right, Cin?"

Cindy was still just holding her can in front of her, staring at Mindy in wonder.

But Mindy grabbed Cindy's hand and pulled it to her bare chest. She held on until she was satisfied that Cindy was rolling the can around her D-cup sized tits in a sufficiently erotic manner.

As Cindy started to get into that, she replied teasingly, "Oh, yes. Definitely! I'm learning so much tonight. Did you know, there's only one way to properly spank a full-grown woman? She has to be naked and across your lap. And she has to say the number of each smack and 'thank you, Sir, may I please have another' after each one. Or else she just doesn't learn." She grinned lustily.

"What doesn't she learn?" Mindy prodded. She was smiling, confident Cindy would give the right answers.

"She doesn't learn who's boss. She doesn't learn who's got the big cock and knows how to use it, and who's there to pleasure said, uh... big cock." Her smile grew as she ran her Coke can up and down through her cleavage. Clearly, her powerful lust was emboldening her. She was too nervous to look my way though, and kept gazing at Mindy instead.

I love the cute red blush on her face.

Mindy reached around behind Cindy as if to hug her. Except, instead of hugging her, she set her Coke down and brought her left hand up to the right side of Cindy's right breast. Then she brought her right hand up to the left side of Cindy's left breast, and squeezed those ample breasts together.

This created a tight fuck-tunnel, perfect for a great titfuck. It was far too tight for the Coke can to fit in, but Cindy ran the can up and down it as best she could.

I sat down in a deck chair right in front of them. I undid the robe's sash altogether and let the robe open wide. I spread my legs to make my fully erect pole easily visible to both of them.

"Mmmm, look at that," Mindy said. The hand that had been pressing into Cindy's closest breast moved a bit, enabling Mindy to pinch her friend's nipple at the same time. "Talking about big cocks, check out my hubby. That sure is a nice one!"

"The nicest!" Cindy agreed, not hiding her true desires any longer. "Dan, you have no idea! You have no idea how looooong I've dreamed of you and making love with you. I've heard all the Dan stories. Mindy's told me EVERYthing for years! My own love life died out long ago, and I've been living vicariously through your wife."

That made me feel a little awkward and shy, so I tried to change the subject. "How does your ass feel?"

"It feels great!" Cindy exclaimed, seemingly surprising herself. She tilted her bare butt my way and wiggled it a little bit. "It hurts a bit, but it's so tingly now, and alive! At first, I was really afraid when I saw what you were doing to Michelle, but... I... I wanted it too!"

She looked away shyly. "Even though I knew it would really hurt, I wanted to see you take control!"

She reached back and gingerly ran a hand over her butt cheeks, thrusting her big tits forward in the process. "And then when you spanked me, you weren't nearly that rough, after all. It was like this constant tidal wave of pleasure washing over me, and the occasional painful spank just somehow made it even better. I can't... I can't explain!"

I commented, "It's like Arlo Guthrie once said in a song: 'if you have a light, you need a dark to stick it in.' He said something like that, anyway. The point is, the contrast of the pain heightens the sense of pleasure. Am I right?"

Cindy nodded enthusiastically. That would have set her flawless globes jiggling, but for the fuck-tunnel Mindy was keeping in place, with the Coke can resting over it. The condensation was running off the can and making rivulets down the round lower slopes of her firm melons.

Mindy replied, "Exactly. Boy, Dan, it sounds like you're hankering for a spanking."

I chuckled. "No thanks. But I can imagine. It's like when we play around with ice cubes in bed. The freezing cold somehow makes the pleasure more intense. Am I right?"

Mindy nodded.

Cindy said, "You play around with ice cubes? Mindy, you never told me THAT one."

"Hey, I don't tell you everything. You get the sanitized version."

"You mean all those countless stories told down the years, those were the sanitized versions?! Dear God! Be still my beating heart!" She suddenly looked my way, and flashed her eyes mischievously. It was breathtakingly sexy. She glanced at my exposed boner, but then she grew shy and looked away again.

Mindy laughed. "Hey, what can I say? I picked a winner of a handsome hubby. I'm telling you though, he really is too much man for me to handle alone."

My eyes were glued to their bouncy chests. Both of them were again rubbing the cold Coke cans on their skins now, only Mindy was rubbing hers over Cindy's breasts and Cindy was rubbing hers over Mindy's breasts. It was really inspiring to watch! Cindy was too timid to do much to Mindy, but Mindy was lovingly tracing the outlines of Cindy's perfect orbs with the can.

Mindy went on, "Speaking of handling men, and especially handling certain parts of my man, what else do good neighbors do, Cin?"

"Well, that depends, Mindy. If they've got big tits and narrow waists, and needy cock-hungry lips, they need to show their appreciation when their friends let their husbands spank them." Cindy was clearly referring to herself since she had an unusually narrow waist.

Mindy flashed a nearly wicked smile at me as she asked her, "And how do those cock-hungry lips show their appreciation?"

"It's hard to explain." Grinning, Cindy started crawling towards me while remaining on her knees. "Dan, I think it's better if I show you. Oh, wait." She still held the Coke can. Looking at it, she pondered out loud, "Which is thicker, this can or the King? Hmmm."

She stopped half-way and opened the can with a loud fizzing sound. She sat up on her knees so I could see more of her nudity. Then she tilted her head way back and slowly chugged the drink.

It was an incredibly erotic sight watching her do something as simple as chug that can, while on her knees no less. Just the sight of her throat working to swallow everything down made me easily envision her thirstily swallowing something else, thicker and more satisfying, down her gullet. Everywhere, from her dripping pussy, on up her taut stomach, past her thrust out chest, and on up to her shapely neck and hungry lips suckling on the can, she was a vision to behold.

What a body! She looks like she's 23 and has just finished practice with the rest of the Olympic volleyball team. Okay, maybe that's a bit of an exaggeration, but not much. She's so fit and athletic! And stacked! And she wants me! 

Mindy obviously liked what she saw, too. She crawled behind Cindy, placed her hands on Cindy's hips, and then slowly stroked her way up her sides. (I think by this point Cindy had finished her drink, but she was still purposely holding the pose to tease me even more.)

Mindy then cupped the undersides of Cindy's breasts and hefted them up for my benefit. She said, "Cindy and I aren't bisexual. Well, not exactly. But we both agree that playing with each other can help get you hot. Don't you agree, Cin?"

"Oh, yeah!" Cindy surprised me by turning around in place so she was face to face with Mindy, and then she did almost the same thing to her. She reached forward and cupped the undersides of my wife's breasts too. "These are nice!"

Mindy reached out and resumed playing with Cindy's melons from this angle. "These are nice too!" She laughed. Then she explained to me, "While you were getting the drinks, I was explaining my breast fetish to Cindy, amongst other things. I think she has one too."

Cindy's grin turned into a toothy smile and she turned her head back my way and flashed me a sultry look. "These are very nice!" she repeated, while hefting my wife's big tits up and down to indicate what she was referring to. She licked her lips while brazenly staring at my cock. And she kept on running her hands over Mindy's breasts and lightly pinching her hard nipples.

"But Mindy, dearest, I need more than that right now." Slowly, she slid her hands downward from Mindy's breasts, all the way down her legs, as she bent further and further forward.

For a moment, I thought that she was going to go down on Mindy!

I think that Mindy thought so too, and she got a nervous, though still lustful, look on her face.

But that was not Cindy's intention. When her hands touched the ground, she only barely brushed the top of her head against Mindy's bush, teasing her and me with the implied promise that she would be up for some future lesbian action. Instead, she handed her empty Coke can to Mindy, turned away from her, and began to crawl slowly and sensuously over to me.

Mindy was delighted beyond belief. "That's it, crawl! A big-titted slut crawls naked on her hands and knees! You gotta work for that cock!"

I loved all this, naturally, especially that Cindy and started crawling on her own volition. But I was confused. The smart thing would have been to not worry about it and let Cindy crawl closer. But my curiosity got the best of me and I asked, "Cin, one thing. Earlier, you were so angry when you found me with Sue Ellen. But now you're like a different person."

"Oh yeah." She frowned at the reminder of her earlier mood. "It just seemed wrong. But that was before you... um... showed me who's boss, and spanked me for getting jealous over Sue Ellen."

I thought with amusement, So that's why I spanked her! I guess that's what Mindy told her. Good to know, after the fact. Wild! 

Cindy remained on all fours right in front of me, like a tiger ready to strike. "Now, I see everything in a new light. Sex is good! It's great! It's only right that a manly man like you has several women to please him. And like I said when I was getting spanked, I was also jealous. I wanted that to be me!"

She stared at my crotch with renewed hunger. "And now it can be." She resumed crawling my way.

I spread my legs wider, allowing her to crawl between them.

But before she reached my crotch, Mindy exclaimed, "Holy smokes! STOP! Cindy, look at yourself! You're naked and on all fours, crawling to Dan's cock! We need to draw more attention to that fact. What does that make you?"

Cindy's face was already flushed, but now she blushed profusely. She muttered unhappily, "Thanks for pointing that out, again! As if I wasn't humiliated enough!"

Mindy insisted, "Sorry, but what does that make you?"

Cindy dropped her head shamefully, while still managing to eye my boner. "It makes me hungry for his cock, that's for sure!" After a longer pause, she added, "And I guess it makes me a slut. One of his sluts. Along with you, Sue Ellen, and... even... my own daughter!"

Saying that seemed to push Cindy up to an even higher level of arousal. Her entire body was trembling. She took my stiffness in both hands and kept her eyes on mine as she began to hungrily lick her way around my cockhead. I heard her quietly mutter, "I can't believe it! I'm really doing it!"

But Mindy came up behind her and resumed playing with Cindy's breasts, then proclaimed, "Wait! Not so fast!"

Cindy pulled her tongue away, but continued stroking me with both hands. "What?" she asked, the annoyance at being interrupted obvious in her voice. "Don't you know how long I've been waiting for this?!"

Mindy said, "I know. But don't think you can suck my husband's cock just any ol' time." She giggled. "Oh wait. Actually you can." She giggled some more. "But before you can do that, you have to pledge your obedience. We don't know where else that tongue might go. Right now, Dan has four sex toys. Me, Ruby, Sue Ellen, and one other. Are you willing to join us?"

"Yep!" Cindy quickly resumed licking her way up and down and all around my cock. She was so very horny and needy for my boner that I don't think she paid any mind to the "one other" mention. She just wanted to lick and suck!

Mindy let her lick all over my boner for about a minute, just to make sure she was really into it. But then she interrupted again. "Wait. Not so fast. Stop."

Cindy didn't stop. In fact, she started to swallow more and more of my cockhead, although she didn't take all of it in. She seemed to have some doubt as to whether she could get the whole thing into her mouth, and she was working up to giving that a try.

Strap on your seatbelts and brace yourself! Let's rock and roll! Cindy, bombshell Cindy, Ruby's MILFy mom Cindy, untouchable, forbidden fruit Cindy, has half of my knob in her mouth and she's straining for more! This is gonna be great! 

Mindy happened to be kneading the fleshy undersides of Cindy's breasts, but she quickly brought her fingers up to Cindy's nipples and pinched them, hard. Then she yanked them back away from me, forcing Cindy to pull back.

"Ouch!" Cindy complained, taking her lips and tongue off my hard-on and turning her head around towards Mindy. She was really miffed at the interruption.

I was getting annoyed too, but I could understand what my devious wife was doing.

"Hey, I'm just getting your attention," Mindy explained with a naughty grin. "Don't be so flip about being one of Dan's sex toys and cock slaves. It's a big time, serious commitment. Before you resume your cock licking, remember, there can only be one man in your life. We don't want any sexual diseases in our group, and it's a matter of dedication and loyalty anyway. Before you commit, are you prepared to give up all dating, and swear off all other men, possibly permanently, if this works out in the long term?"

Cindy thought about that for some long moments and finally nodded her head. She turned back to my groin and resumed lightly licking my cockhead as she answered. "Sure. It's an easy choice, actually. Dating sucks! It's not like I'll ever find a man half as good as Dan, anyway. I'd rather have one-fifth of him than all of some other guy. By the way, who's the other woman in our group? Do I know her?"

She closed her eyes, so she could luxuriate in the licking.

"Later," Mindy said. "Right now, we're having a ceremony of sorts here. So you're saying that Dan is the one cock, the only cock in your life, and you'll strive to serve him. You'll never so much as kiss another man. Your body will belong to my husband! You may never marry again, because you'll be fully devoted to serving my man!"

Cindy growled, "I know already. Don't rub it in. It's fucking humiliating enough already!"

But Mindy wasn't done. "I just want to be clear, because once you get hooked on bobbing on his cock, there's no going back. 'Dan's slut,' 'cock slave' and 'sex toy' are not just words, they'll describe what you will be from now on. You won't be a wife, you won't even be a mistress. You'll be a sex slave, living to serve my husband's fucking cock!"

I thought Cindy might freak out over that, now that the "sex slave" and "cock slave" bombs had been dropped. That was an extremely serious demand.

Indeed, Cindy stopped licking and sat up to seriously ponder that. With my erection still in her hands, she replied, "Wow. 'Slave' is a pretty heavy word. Do we have to use that?"

"Yes," Mindy replied matter-of-factly, with no explanation.

Cindy sighed heavily. But then she looked up into my eyes, and said with renewed fire, "Yeah, well, I already AM a slave to your cock, Dan, and have been for years. I tried to act cool and normal around you, but you've been the subject of nearly all my fantasies for YEARS! My poor husband could never hope to compete with you. And that's probably why I never put much effort into dating after the divorce. You've enslaved my heart for years already! Hell, I'd rather be a slave up close than a slave from afar." She leaned forward and resumed licking.

I was astounded to hear all that. I'd had no idea she'd felt that strongly about me, and for so long! Actually, upon reflection I'd had a small inkling but I had dismissed it as a product of my overactive imagination. I remembered back when she was married. There were some awkward times at dinner parties when she seemed much more interested in me than him.

"Wait!" Mindy had to physically pull Cindy's shoulders back this time. "I know how much you want it and how good it feels. If you think the spanking was great, just wait until you fit that whole thing in your mouth! I swear, it'll be just as great as I always told you it would be. But before you commit, I want you to fully understand the rules. I don't want you feeling regretful tomorrow and backing down."

Staring up into my eyes hungrily again, Cindy asked my wife with considerable impatience, "Rules? There are rules?"

"Yes," Mindy continued while still playing with Cindy's nipples from behind. "So far, we have four rules. Remember them well. Are you ready?"

"Yes, already! Hurry!" She was actually gulping from salivating so much.

"Here they are, in order of importance: 'pleasure the cock,' 'no jealousy,' 'share the cock,' and 'wives get first dibs.'"

"That's it?" She licked her lips as she stared longingly at my thick boner.

"Hey, it's a work in progress. We may add more later. But can you agree to those? I know the first one seems easy, but it's about having the right attitude. It doesn't just mean pleasure his cock now and then, whenever you feel like it. It means you're dedicating yourself to making that a MAJOR priority in your life! That's why it's the number one rule. You ARE a cock slave. Period!"

Mindy decided that was too important not to have eye contact, so she let go of Cindy's breasts and scooted to the side far enough for them to look at each other.

Cindy reluctantly tore her gaze away from my erection. She kept on licking her lips even as she paid attention to my wife.

Mindy explained. "Pay attention, because this is serious. If you commit to being a cock slave, his cock will control you and rule your life. His pleasure will always be your top priority. Ask Ruby if you don't believe me."

Something clicked for Cindy. "Holy shit! She babbled something about being Dan's 'cock slave,' but I thought she was just trying to shock me."

"That was no joke. She's one of his cock slaves... and she loves it! But I warn you, it's a serious commitment. It's NOTHING like being a wife, because you have no power whatsoever. You an honest-to-god SLAVE!"

Cindy was paying full attention to Mindy's words by this point. "My God! That's serious!"

"It is! If you think he might be getting erect, you don't think 'I'm tired,' or 'I've got a headache,' or whatever. You drop to your knees, open your mouth... and suck! You suck and you suck, and you lick and you lick, until you're rewarded with a tasty, creamy load. Or you spread your legs for him to enter you, or encase his boner in your tits, or do whatever else it takes to make him feel like the king of the world. So really, that one's a pretty tough rule. Do you understand?"

"Yes. Absolutely." Cindy seemed dead serious.

Mindy went on, "I'm warning you, at times, it'll practically feel like he's ripping you apart with the size of his powerful cock. You'll probably cry from the sheer effort of it all when you suck him off for the first time. The others did. And it might get a little bit easier with practice, but not by much, 'cos his cock ain't getting any smaller. This isn't all fun and games. You'll scream, you'll sweat, you'll cry, you'll beg for him to stop, but he won't stop! Your jaw will ache, your tongue will ache, your lips will ache from the stretching, and even your hands will tire from so much stroking. He'll ruin your pussy for all other men, guaranteed! You think you're sexually experience, and you are, but forget it. Nothing can prepare you for the size of the KING!"

Cindy gulped, and glanced back at my hard-on with fear on her face. But she looked back to Mindy and spoke resolutely. "I can handle it."

Even with his other women, he's going to use you a LOT! You have to be in top physical shape to handle it."

Cindy growled aggressively, "I said I can handle it!"

I was finding this very entertaining. Of course, I couldn't wait for Cindy to give me her very first blowjob, especially since she was kneeling naked right in front of me. But Sue Ellen had sucked me for a long, long time a little while ago, and seeing my wife help Cindy succumb like this was fascinating. I have to admit that it was a heady power trip seeing her willingly submit to me.

Mindy asked, "And what about the rest of the rules? For instance, the sharing? What'll happen when Dan or I ask you and Ruby to blow him together?"

Cindy sighed heavily. "Oh, Ruby! My darling little girl! I don't mind much throwing away my future to be with your husband and just have fun all day long, because I don't have good prospects anyway. And it's been my greatest fantasy for years to be his official mistress or something like that, and this is close. But Ruby's future? She's so young and beautiful and full of promise. She could marry anybody she wants. She could marry a handsome and kind millionaire, easy."

I spoke up. "Cin, I agree. That's why I keep pushing the idea about having her and Michelle date. You're with me on that, right?"

A light of understanding appeared in Cindy's eyes. "Hey! The fourth woman! It's Michelle, isn't it? It IS! Oh. My. God! But it fits! God, she's so hot and incredibly stacked! Of COURSE!"

At first, I thought this was a great disaster. I'd pretty much blown it with that comment. But rather than suddenly bolting away, Cindy just leaned forward and resumed licking my shaft!

In fact, she only did that for a few seconds before she felt even more inspired and managed to fit my entire cockhead and some of the shaft inside her lips!

I couldn't believe it! It seemed the realizing Michelle was one of my cock slaves actually sent her lust for me off the charts!

I was reminded how Sue Ellen's face looked every time she had engulfed me earlier. Cindy's eyes opened wide and her whole face registered alarm, almost terror. Clearly, she had underestimated just how difficult it would be to get my thickness in her mouth and keep it there.

It looked evident that she was sorely tempted to pull off and give up. But she hung in there. She hardly moved at all, but she kept her lips stretched just past the ridge of my cockhead while she worked on breathing through her nose.

Mindy was right there with her hand on Cindy's back. "You GO, girl! You can do it! Don't give up! I told you it would be tough, didn't it? But the pleasure makes it worth it and then some! Just keep at it and you'll soon learn why we all love it so much!"

Cindy managed to make a small nod. She wasn't going to give up without a fight. But still, she kept her mouth still.

Then, apparently, she had an idea. She managed to cram about another inch into her mouth. That put all of my super sensitive "sweet spot" inside her mouth, and within easy access of her tongue. Her intention became clear when she stuck her tongue out and began licking. She focused nearly all her attention right there, right where I loved it most. Damn!

I can't believe that Cindy of all people has my cock in her mouth! She even agreed to by my cock slave, just like that! She must be so aroused that her lust is completely overriding her morals and common sense. How will she feel later? That's the big question. I need to do what Min just said and make the pleasure worth it all and then some. But right now it's up to her to see if she can handle my size. 

Mindy apparently didn't realize that Cindy was starting to lap against my sweet spot, since it was all happening in my mouth. But she wanted to be encouraging. She patted her back, and then ran her hand all over her backside. She seemed oblivious to the incest revelation crisis. "You did it! You took all of him in your mouth! If you can do it once, you can do it any time. Remember, keep breathing through your nose. It WILL get better, much better. I promise! Soon, you'll be cumming even more than when he spanked you!"

Cindy seemed to nod in understanding at that, but it was hard to tell since her head was bobbing just like nodding anyway. Plus, her entire body continued to tremble with excitement. Her jaw was straining so greatly that tears came to her eyes, but she clearly had overcome her initial fears and the determination could be seen in her eyes.

At first, I just put my hands on her head and basked in the waves of pleasure. But after a minute or two, I bowed to the inevitable and decided to bring up the incest directly. I figured this was the best time to address it, while Cindy was almost insane with arousal.

I said, "You're right. You're right. It is Michelle. But it wasn't my doing! She threw herself at me, over and over again, until my resistance was all worn out. She and Ruby, they had an elaborate conspiracy to seduce me. I might have resisted one of them, but both of them together? Who could resist that? But I agree with you that it's not right. That's why I'm insisting that they have to date boys, so they can have normal futures."

I could feel Cindy's tongue still sliding all over my sweet spot, but then lips began moving too. She started to actually bob back and forth, even as her tongue stayed busy! That really blew my mind. Not only way the talk about Michelle not distressing her enough to stop, it seemed to actually inspire her to start sucking!

Mindy definitely noticed the new movement. "That's it, Cindy! You're doing it! Not just holding him in your mouth, but really sucking!" My clever wife noticed that the incest revelation actually aroused Cindy even more, so she added, "Don't be afraid of his size. I've managed to suck him for years. Sue Ellen already loves to suck him, as you saw. Ruby have fallen in love with sucking his big cock too. And yes, even Michelle! She loves to suck her daddy's cock like you wouldn't believe! She can't get enough of it!"

Cindy's eyes had closed, as that apparently helped her concentrate on her difficult task. But her eyes popped wide open again after hearing that, and her lips froze in place. She let out some muffled noises that might have been words or might not have.

Then, after a few seconds, she closed her eyes again and resumed bobbing on me, and with greater intensity than before! So far, she'd only been bobbing back and forth a little bit, not more than an inch. But suddenly she tried to cram as much cock into her mouth as she possibly could. She got far enough to almost trigger her gag reflex, and immediately pulled back after a brief gagging noise. But that allowed her to establish how deep she could go and she started sliding her lips back and forth about three inches with each pass, just shy of her gag reflex each time.

Mindy was obviously impressed, and said so. "Cindy! Look at you! You're going at it like an old pro! You're doing it as well as your daughter does already! As well as HIS daughter does it too!"

The mention of Ruby caused Cindy to let out a sort of muffled roar, and then the same thing happened after the mention of Michelle.

Mindy was still running her hand all over Cindy's back. I wasn't sure, but it looked a lot like her other hand was fondling Cindy's ass! She got back to the "dating boys" controversy, but used it as an excuse to titillate her some more. "As for the girls, they MAY date boys at some point. We'll see. In any case, I have a strong feeling that Michelle is gonna be pleasuring her Daddy's powerful cock for many years to come. As will Ruby. So Cindy, you need to fully accept all that too, before you commit."

She added in a husky tone, "Chances are good you'll see both of them naked and kneeling and bobbing on cock most every time you visit. Probably doing it together! Ditto with the way he's just recently taken control of Sue Ellen. You saw her. She'd been sucking and titfucking his cock for the last hour! Sure, there are plenty of other sex acts, and the girls all love those too, but they just can't get enough of sucking his cock!"

Cindy acted like she hadn't heard all that, because she kept her eyes closed, her head tilted down, and her focus on bobbing on my cock. But she was blushing profusely and making curious whimpering noises to go along with her loud slurpy noises, so those words were making an impact.

I lifted my head for a better look and confirmed that, yes, my wife was wantonly fondling Cindy's bare ass! Plus, her other hand was still roaming all over Cindy's back. Clearly, she was helping to keep her hot as an oven. How could Cindy really object to the incest with Michelle and all the other shocking revelations when was practically out of her mind with lust?

I couldn't be sure from where I was sitting, but it dawned on me, Holy cow! It's entirely possible that Min is fingering Cindy's pussy from time to time! I doubt it, but it could be. How far is my wife willing to go to keep Cindy aroused enough to agree to nearly anything? And how much would she do that just because she wants to? But she's probably afraid to for fear that I'd notice. 

This going my curiosity going, and I tilted my upper body until I got a good direct look at Cindy's crotch. It turned out that Mindy wasn't touching her there at all. But so far Cindy was sucking me without using her hands, and I discovered that both of her hands were at her crotch. I couldn't be sure, but it looked a lot like she was diddling her clit with one hand and fingering her pussy with her other one.

Mindy cooed near Cindy's ear, "You've got a lot to accept and adjust to, but think of the benefits. I know you've been lusting after Michelle for a good long while now."

Cindy let out a distressed muffled sound, and started to pull her lips off me.

But Mindy stopped her with a hand against the back of her head. "Don't try to deny it! I've seen how you look at her sometimes. Don't feel bad! Who doesn't? Everybody wants her, everybody! I swear, man, woman, straight, gay, everyone. She's just THAT sexy!"

That seemed to put Cindy at ease somewhat, because although her blush had turned cherry red, she resumed her bobbing. I noticed that tears were steaming down her cheeks and had been for a while already, but she seemed to have putting all thoughts of giving up behind her. In fact, I could tell she was getting into it from the vigor of her long lunging bobs and the way she kept her tongue actively lapping against whatever slid past.

I thought, Not again! God! Fuck! Another fucking awesome cocksucker added to my stable! Like mother, like daughter, actually. Her cocksucking style is actually similar to Ruby's! Fuck me! How lucky can one guy get?! It's more than I can take! 

Mindy went on, "Just think of getting your hands on those twin torpedoes of hers while you kiss her hot mouth! And don't worry, that won't make you weird; we all do it. Sometimes we might have to do that kind of thing to get Dan's cock good nice and stiff and keep it that way. In fact, it's kind of required. Think about all the fun we'll ALL have together!"

Cindy could have pulled her lips off at any time to protest, but she kept on steadily bobbing. In fact, I felt her lips vibrate and quiver as she moaned loudly around my shaft. I suspected she'd just had a climax, no doubt helped by the way she was playing with herself.

Whoa! I'm learning new things all the time. Cindy lusts after Michelle? How great is that? That could explain why she didn't totally freak out about the shocking news. And it exposes her earlier comment about neither of them being bisexual as a lie. Maybe I should do something about that. Cindy might not be the only woman here who needs to learn the proper way to get spanked. Why don't I spank even my wife too?! God, this is fun! I'm out of my mind with lust too! She just keeps on sucking me so good! 

During all her cooing, Mindy had draped herself over Cindy. Now she was sliding her tits up and down Cindy's back while a hand continued to work Cindy's breasts. Her other hand was down by Cindy's ass, but I couldn't see what it was doing there.

I thought, Not bisexual? Yeah, right! 




Chapter 56



Mindy asked Cindy, "So, what'll it be? Can you abide by the rules? Can you deal with the incest? Do you have what it takes to be one of my husband's exclusively adoring and devoted cock slaves?"

Cindy mumbled something, but her face was so stuffed with cock that it just as easily could have been Swahili as English. However, she also nodded her head up and down to show agreement, even as her lips kept sliding back and forth over my cock!

That wasn't good enough for Mindy though, or maybe she was just working to firmly seal the deal. She continued, "Are you ready to suck Dan's cock every single day of your life, if need be? Can your mouth even handle his thickness?"

"MMMRPRF!" An incredulous Cindy briefly lifted her hand and pointed it at the way her lips were tightly sealed around my shaft as if to say, "What do you call this?!" 

Mindy chuckled. "Okay, you've got a point there. But are you also ready to get FUCKED by his huge, thick cock whenever he so desires?"

My wife had to pause speaking because Cindy moaned so very loudly. I detected more trembling, and she even had to stop her bobbing for a few moments, suggesting she'd just had an even bigger climax.

As soon as she could, Mindy resumed, "Will you eagerly spread your legs at his slightest whim? I'm talking about a whole new you and whole new life, one based on total dedication to sexually serving my husband! Will you love and adore him with every part of your body, and take his thickness in every hole, including between your tits and up your ass? Yes, even your ass! If Dan wants to shove his rampant cock into your tight and tiny asshole, he will!"

Predictably, Cindy moaned and trembled again.

She continued to slide her lips back and forth over my sweet spot with impressive suction, and she was doing some pretty talented tongue work there too. In fact, she'd had a busy tongue almost from the very start. Clearly, she was a talented and eager cocksucker!

All the while Mindy was talking about fucking, Cindy's head was nodding up and down in agreement, at least as much as my stiff rod would allow. It appeared that lots of fucking was one thing she had no trouble agreeing to.

When Mindy got to the part about the anal commitment though, Cindy squeal of assent was much louder and emphatic than after the talk of vaginal fucking. It was an impressive amount of noise, considering the total occupation of her mouth. It made me remember my wife's comment about how Cindy had been "quite the little butt slut" back in the day, before marrying Ruby's father. If I'd doubted my wife's word on this subject at all back then, Cindy's rather obvious excitement at the prospect of surrendering her ass to me settled the matter convincingly.

I was getting dangerously close to cumming. I'd lusted after Cindy for a long, long time, but I never would have acted on my feelings in a million years, due to my stance against cheating. Now, not only was she sucking my cock like a pro, she was dedicating herself to me! I wanted to squirt my cum all over her and in her in joyous celebration. She was really getting to me with her sucking enthusiasm, and the sexy talk on top of it. But I strained with all my might to hold out until Mindy was satisfied at Cindy's full agreement.

Mindy said, "Sorry, Cin, nods and mumbles aren't good enough. If you really want this, you've got to pull off and speak coherently. Only then will he give you his cum load."

Cindy did just that. Once her mouth was free, she turned her head and just breathed for a bit. "Damn!" She brought her hands from her crotch to my shaft and marveled at the size comparison. "Look! I can't even get my fingers all the way around it! I don't even know how I wrapped my lips around it!"

She exclaimed to my wife, "How do you manage so often?! That fuckin' cockhead is just too damned big and wide! It's a JAWBREAKER! I was afraid that once I'd got my lips past it, I'd never be able to get it out again!"

Mindy laughed. "I warned you, didn't I?" She wiped some of the tears from Cindy's cheeks, and pointed out, "That's why you've got to work hard to get him to shoot his load. Then he'll go flaccid - some of the time. Briefly." She chuckled.

"Damn!" Cindy was still amazed, and just looked at my erection in hands in awe. "It's right here, after all these years!" She hadn't made eye contact with me since pulling her mouth off, and I think she was too ashamed to.

Mindy was insistent. "Come on, Cindy, focus. You can marvel at his size all you want later. I'm asking you some important questions here. Do you REALLY agree to everything I've said?"

"Yes already, sheesh!" She fondled my balls with one hand and resumed stroking my shaft with her other. Then she bent her head down and got busy licking near my cockhead for good measure!

Hot damn! She doesn't want to talk, she just wants to lick and suck! 

Mindy couldn't help but crow a little bit, "I told you you'd love it. Was I right or was I right?"

Cindy replied while lapping on my sweet spot. "I don't know if I love it. At least not yet. He's just too big. I was suffering! And talk about humiliating. My face must be as red as my ass." She lapped and lapped as she searched her feelings. "But... it's like... I couldn't stop! Somehow, it got me SOOOO horny! Like never before!" She licked still more, and then exclaimed, "Motherfucker! I STILL can't stop!"

Mindy chuckled gleefully. This had to be a cucquean fantasy made real. "Sounds to me like you love it. But anyway, I need an answer from you."

Cindy spoke with obvious irritation. "I told you already. I've agreed to absolutely everything! I can't fall any lower. So please, leave me the fuck alone. I've got years and years of repressed cock lust I've got to work out!"

I was somewhat irritation too. I had been spiraling up towards an epic orgasm, but progress had been stalled since Cindy's pulled her lips off me. She was licking me just enough to keep me on edge, but I longed to let go and splooge all over her face. However, I felt I couldn't give in until Mindy got whatever agreement from her she needed.

Mindy said to her, "Oh come on, it can't be that easy. I thought it would take WEEKS before I could even ask you these things. I'm talking about being a cock slave, a sex slave! That's not just sexy talk; it's a whole way of life. This is a major, major commitment! Aren't you shocked by what you saw with Sue Ellen, and what you know now about Michelle? Not to mention your daughter Ruby. And yet you're easily agreeing to be his sex slave."

"I know!" Cindy stopped her licking so she could turn her head to make eye contact with Mindy at her side. "But you don't get it, do you? I'm in LOVE with your husband! And not just a little!" She started to get emotionally worked up. "Since the truth is coming out, I'll just admit it: I've been head over heels in love with him for YEARS! Even when I was married, I wished I'd been married to him instead! I've been living a lie, hiding my true feelings for so long. It feels good to finally let it all out!"

Once again, I was shocked. How can she be in love with me like that?! She never let on! Well, maybe some, but never overtly. She never even flirted. And my Hellions say they love me, and even Sue Ellen says she loves me. They can't ALL love me! I'm not THAT great!! Is this all about sex and lust, or is it really "love" love? 

Cindy was confessing to Mindy, but of course she knew I could hear every word. I think it was much easier for her to pretend I wasn't there. She didn't even look my way.

Cindy waited for some kind of reaction to that, from me or my wife. But when we just stayed silent, she went on, "I would never have tried to steal him away from you - no way! I'm not that kind of woman. But damn! Given this opportunity, I'll grab it gladly with both hands and wrap my legs around it too so I can hang on for dear life! Just like I'm holding his dick with both hands right now!"

Her focus on Mindy was suddenly interrupted as she turned back, closed her eyes, and resumed her sensual licking. "MMMM!" A blissful look returned to her face.

"Wait, wait, wait!" Mindy said. "Hold it! Look me in the eye. There'll be plenty of time for that later, believe me. PLENTY! You'll be doing that every day. The damn thing never goes down. And I'm glad that you love him. The girls love him too, and they've fond of expressing their love by frequently pleasuring his cock. Mostly with their stretched-open sliding lips and wiggling tongues."

Cindy moaned loudly yet again. Except this time I could tell if she was jealous or upset or further aroused or what. Her mouth was free to explain, but she chose not to.

Then Mindy asked her, "But tell me: are you really okay with the rules? You're older, and once married. The girls are young and innocent and have never known any serious relationship." (She was skipping over Sue Ellen's relationship with Mike to make a point.) "It's bound to be a lot harder for you to adjust to your new slave lifestyle."

Huffing with impatience, Cindy turned her head. "Yes, already! I'm really okay with the damn rules!"

"What are they?"

"'Pleasure the cock,' 'no jealousy,' 'share the cock,' and 'wives get first dibs,' in that order. There, are you happy? I have the biggest, fucking, most amazing cock I've ever seen in my hands, and it belongs to the man I love. Enough talking! I NEEEED to lick it and suck it and love it! Please, let me enjoy this moment that I thought would never come!"

I noticed that Cindy still refused to even come close to looking up at my face. Her hands continued fondling my cock and balls as she stared at Mindy and all but glared at her in annoyance.

My wife asked, "And you're okay with all of that? You don't have issues with coming here and seeing Ruby wantonly kneeling naked between his legs in the living room and bobbing on his knob? Or taking it between her big fat tits until her face is pearly and shiny with his cum? Because that's gonna happen. You wouldn't have issues with sharing it with, say, a threesome of you, her, and Michelle? That'll happen too!"

"Of COURSE I have issues!" Cindy barked with annoyance, twisting her body around to get a good look at Mindy. "I have all KINDS of issues! This whole evening has been one big issue after another. I'm ashamed and embarrassed to be a fully-grown woman who got spanked like a little baby. I'm mortified that Dan fondled my tits yesterday for what seemed like five fucking hours while a whole crowd of impressionable nubile girls watched, including my daughter! I'm constantly disturbed that you've kept me completely naked or nearly so ever since I came back here. I hated watching Sue Ellen serving his cock, knowing there will be many more like her, now that you've opened the doors. I'm scandalized by the incest! I'm deeply disturbed that I so quickly agreed to allowing Ruby to be a part of this. My whole brain is reeling, reeling, reeling!"

She continued in a softer voice, "But you know what? I love it too! All that WRONGNESS, it just makes me more aroused! God help me, I know it's wrong, every last bit! No self-respecting woman should agree to become a sex toy or cock slave, much less eagerly agree to do so. But no woman with a libido and a pulse would refuse it either, not with THIS man on offer. He's a fucking dreamboat with a perfect cock!"

One could hear the lust and enthusiasm growing in her voice. "I love it! I love Dan! I love you! I love everybody except for Sue Ellen, but God help me I'll probably love her too soon enough, and in more ways than one. She's certainly easy enough on the eyes, to say the least. Basically, I'm a goner. This is so WRONG, but it feels so RIGHT!"

She shook her head with saucer-sized eyes, scarcely believing what her mouth was telling Mindy. "I know tomorrow I'll probably wake up and feel like shit for agreeing to all this, which is wilder than my wildest imaginings. But then I'll see Dan strolling by with that great big fucking KING swinging in his shorts like it always does, and DAMN! I'll be so fuckin' happy that I can finally live my dreams and fuckin' shove that huge damn thing down my throat at any time, just like I've always masturbated about, and do it for real! You know Rule Number One? 'Pleasure the cock?' That's all I want to do, all day long! Now, is that a good enough answer for you, and can I finally get back to the business at hand?! I can't fulfill Rule Number One while you keep pestering me here!"

Mindy chuckled. "That's a pretty good answer." She plastered herself all over Cindy's back again as Cindy turned back around to my cock, and then she looked up at me. "What do you think, Honey? You've been pretty silent."

I still was dying to cum, but there were words that needed to be said first. "What do I think? I think I don't need to speak much because you've been handling everything so well, Sweetheart. Naturally, duh! I think it's great. Cindy, don't be afraid, I want you to look up at me."

Her hands were stroking my cock and balls again, and that's where she was staring. She mumbled, "I can't."

"Why not?'

"It's too humiliating! What you must think of me now... As long as I can keep my focus on your horse cock or Mindy talking, I can handle it. But to see your eyes would... it would make it too, too real!"

"Cindy!" I barked. "Look at me. That's an order!"

She reluctantly looked up. I could feel her fingers shaking as they slid all over my cum-soaked shaft. She managed to maintain eye contact, but her flushed cheeks turned a deeper red within seconds.

I said in a strong voice, "Cindy, I think you're an amazing, kind, beautiful, and smart person. I think I could fall in love with you easily, if I'm not kind of in love with you already. And I certainly am in lust with you, and have been for ages. You have the body of a college-aged porn star, but more than that, we've been friends a long, long time and I really like you as a person. I know what Mindy is making you agree to is embarrassing. She gets carried away. But the bottom line is that we'll be able to be together and love each other as man and woman."

I could sense Cindy's fears fading away. She looked up at me with renewed hope and desire. Yet at the same time I think she found some strange confidence from holding and fondling my privates. She slowly pumped down by the base of my shaft while rubbing my sweet spot with her other hand.

She was keeping me close to the edge, but I could still speak clearly through my heavy breathing, perhaps due to Mindy's stamina training. "I can't say I've lusted after you as much as it sounds like you've lusted after me because I've had Mindy. And let's face it: if you had someone as great as her at home, you wouldn't be spending so much time lusting after me either. But I've definitely thought of you pretty much since the day I met you. I always wanted you."

"Really?! No way!" Suddenly, she was giddy and energized, like a teenage girl.

"Really, Of course I couldn't act on it then so I buried those feeling down, but they were there. If Mindy actually agrees to it, then hell yeah! I'm all over this."

Cindy and Mindy both grinned and snickered a little bit, because what man in my shoes wouldn't approve?

Mindy even said, "A-ha! I knew it! I totally knew you had the hots for her all along, Honey! That's so GREAT! It's like this is meant to be!"

I acknowledged, "Yeah, I'm a man, so no surprise there. How could I not lust for a curvy sex bomb like her? Still, I know this is something we're all going to enjoy and love greatly, not just me. You wouldn't be so keen if you didn't know that already." I looked right into Cindy's eyes as a said that.

She nodded.

"But Cindy, you have to understand that Mindy is my wife and my soul mate. Rule Number Four is key. She not only gets first dibs to my cock, she gets first dibs to everything. She gets first dibs to my heart. Please don't be trying to muscle in on that relationship. She's still my wife, as a sex slave you should know not to challenge her position. If you have any possible question, clear it with her. Is that understood?"

Still resolutely looking up at me while playing with my boner, Cindy nodded. "Yes it is. Dan, Mindy, I have to come clean about my nature. I can't deny that I'm basically submissive. Getting spanked tonight was hands down the most erotic and arousing thing that ever happened to me, with the possible exception of the blowjob that followed. And it wasn't just the sexy way you did it. I've been horny since yesterday, when you vowed that you would spank me if I was naughty."

She looked around into the darkness and seemed startled to realize where she was. "The fact that we're even having this conversation while I'm out here naked and kneeling between your legs and holding your hot cock... HNNG! Shivers all over! UGH! It's so wrong and unfair, but it makes me so horny that I want to scream!"

I actually did see her shiver as she said that.

She turned to Mindy. "Basically, what I'm trying to say is, your marriage is safe because I love to submit. I'll submit to Dan and I'll even submit to you. Just the way you're running your hands all over my totally nude body to heighten my pleasure... It's... God! ... I think I've been more aroused today than all the rest of my life combined!"

Mindy was pleased to hear that. "I thought so. That's one reason why I'm so okay with this, because I've pegged you to be a serious submissive since a long time back."

She looked up at me. "Honey, I'm 100% sure she's never going to challenge my position as your wife. Otherwise we wouldn't be doing this, believe me. There's nothing to worry about here."

Mindy's hands had never left Cindy's body, and now that she had Cindy's verbal approval, she fondled her even more vigorously.

The hot redhead just closed her eyes and "endured" what Mindy was doing to her, while she went back to licking and stroking my cock, and playing with my balls.

While all this talking and fondling was going on, I managed to look around a little bit. It was very dark outside by now, but we were in a cone of brightness, thanks to the lights covering the deck area. I couldn't see anything beyond that except for the moon and the stars in the sky. It was like we were in our own little world, even though we were outside.

However, now that I was more attuned to my surroundings, I sensed something out of place. I paid closer attention and realized what it was: there was some rustling in the bushes or the trees! It was very faint, but I could definitely hear something coming from the direction of our house that wasn't just caused by the wind.

This line of thought was interrupted when I heard Mindy say, "Okay. Well then. I think Cindy is ready to formally submit. Cin, any last words in your remaining moments as a free woman?"

Cindy looked up at me. "Yes. Dan, I love you!. My life has been so unhappy for a long time now. Miserable. My joys have been few. My brightest joy has been Ruby, followed by my friendship with Mindy and you. I can't believe you're actually interested in this old bag of bones, but the fact that you are fills me with such life and happiness!"

She smiled so brightly that it seemed to lighten the entire night sky. "In these last few days, I've started to hope again. I know most people would probably think I'm crazy about the choice I'm making, but I'm not scared of being a slave to you and your cock. In fact, I eagerly leap at the chance! This could be a whole new start for me! I have a feeling this is going to be the greatest thing that's ever happened to me. Hell, judging from how much fun I've had today, I KNOW this is the best thing to ever happen to me. I'm DETERMINED to show that I have what it takes to be a slave, a good slave. So..."

She let go of my still very erect dick and bowed low before me. Her forehead nearly touched the ground. "So I formally submit myself to be your sex toy and cock slave. Will you accept me?"

I felt like a king on a throne bestowing knighthoods. Pretty heady stuff! "I do," I replied in a formal voice. "Arise." I almost had to guffaw at that: "arise!" I must have sounded pompous, but it seemed like the thing to say at the time.

Riffing off the typical marriage vows, I brought Cindy's hands up to my erection and held them there as her fingers curled around my pole once more. "Do you, Cindy McGrath, take this cock to be your lord and master, to stroke and to hold, to kiss and to suck, to lick and to clean, to take into your body and worshipfully cum all over, until death do us part?"

I didn't really mean that literally, I was just having fun riffing off the well-worn "to have and to hold" line and getting a bit carried away.

But Cindy looked very serious as she replied, "I do. And I take all the rest of you, too, to do the same." She tilted her head down and kissed the top of my cockhead. Her tongue swirled around it several times. I thought that sealed the deal, ending the ceremony of sorts.

Then she surprised me by lifting her head back up and resuming eye contact. With her fingers sloshing all over my shaft, she said to me, "And do you, Daniel Cooper, take this big-titted 'MILF' to have and to hold, to fuck and to fuck and to fuck some more whenever you feel like it, and then fuck a little more" - she grinned at that - "to use and abuse, to spank and control, mind and body, heart and soul... mouth, tits, cunt, and ass... not as a wife, but as merely one of your devoted cock slaves, until death do us part or until you feel like replacing me?"

A lot of that seemed way too over the top. But that last phase especially disturbed me, and I said, "Now Cindy, scratch that last bit. You don't mean that."

"No, I do. You're the master, I'm the slave! It's your right to do anything with me at all, including getting rid of me at your slightest whim. Whereas I have NO free will whatsoever!"

Damn! She STILL hadn't stopped jacking me off. What if I punctuated this conversation by suddenly rocketing a hot blast of cum right at her face? That certainly would be a rude surprise. Even though she wasn't going all out with her stimulation efforts, she'd been going pretty much non-stop for a good while now, and the cumulative effect was getting to me. I really, really, really wanted to cum! I was having to continually clench my PC muscle to stop that from happening just yet.

I realized that the vows she was making were arousing her even more by further emphasizing her submissive position. But these vows would be remembered later, and I didn't want her to feel she had to commit to something just because it made her really hot and bothered at the time.

So, despite being right on the edge of orgasm, I told her with surprising calm, "Sorry, I can't agree to that, if you include that last bit. I was just joking about the 'death do us part' bit. But you're taking this too seriously. And literally!"

She stared up at me with a serious intensity while still jacking me off. "I am! And you have to agree to every last word. You HAVE to! It's important to me."

I said, "That's just your lust talking."

"NO! Well, yes, some of it, but I really mean it too. I prefer it this way, where the rules are clear and absolute. I really do. It'll make me try harder to please you. Besides, this way, I don't have to wrestle with my conscience about the incest, or Ruby, or anything else. If you have ALL the power and I have none, then those things don't matter. It'll give me great peace of mind. Please!"

I gained a new understanding: all this cock slave stuff WASN'T just sexy talk to her, it also allowed her to duck responsibility. She couldn't be blamed if she had no control whatsoever. If that's how it was, then that was fine by me.

I looked past her to Mindy, who nodded at me, urging me to agree. In fact, she was straining, like she was trying to summon magical powers to will me to agree.

So I said, solemnly, "Very well. I do."

Cindy let out a long sigh of relief.

Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! THAT just happened! I can't believe how much things have changed in such a short time! Where did all her reluctance go? 

Mindy had been still for the duration of the "ceremony," but she immediately resumed her tit play and other fondling of Cindy. She teased into Cindy's ear, "I now pronounce... Wait. I see you're still having trouble with his size. Here's a tip: relax your jaw. Pretend like your jaw is dislocated and just dangling there. Don't stress, don't worry, and it'll fit in much easier. Plus, that'll help when you start learning to deep throat him."

I saw a look of fear cross Cindy's face at the thought of deep throating me. Of course it scared her, considering the difficulty she had just getting my cockhead in her mouth. But she wasn't about to back out now. She nodded with understanding and determination.

"Good!" Mindy smiled from ear to ear. "I now pronounce Master and slave. Cindy McGrath, you may now suck the cock!"

Submissively, Ruby's gorgeous mother obeyed Mindy's instructions. She gaped her mouth wider than seemed physically possible. Even she seemed surprised. Then she tilted forward and engulfed my cockhead much easier than before.

She soon found that, indeed, she could take my thickness much better. It was still quite a strain, but her eyes didn't bug out in alarm this time. She adjusted quickly and even gave my wife a thumbs up. She began bobbing with a lot of tongue work.

I thought! Uh-oh! The talking is over. Now I'm going to cum soon, for sure! And it's about damn time! 

As Cindy relentlessly slid her lips back and forth over my frenulum while somehow licking the same, Mindy asked her, "Is that better? Feel more comfy now?"

Cindy was unable to speak, but she purred with contentment as she bobbed and sucked. She seemed newly relaxed in a way which somehow heightened her enjoyment of having my thickness in her mouth. It distressed me to see her actually suffering.

Mindy patted her back approvingly. "Good. You like it, don't you? No, you love it!"

Cindy wiggled her eyebrows eagerly. That was about all she could manage in reply, given that she resumed taking deep lunges down my shaft. Just like she did earlier, she slid her lips as far as she could go without gagging.

Mindy seemed as happy as a clam. "Me too! I get all hot watching you suck him off. I know I'm weird, but I do. And I LOVE that you're a cock slave now! That makes you a part of our family. We're going to be SO much closer than before. Best friends forever!"

Cindy wiggled her eyebrows some more. She was concentrating intensely on her sucking, despite having to pay attention to Mindy talking. It looked like she was determined to get me to cum right away. I'm sure that she could see the strain in my face and hear my increasingly loud moaning and panting. She had to know that she was very close.

Thank God my wife had decided that little ceremony was over. Now that we seemed to have resolved everything, I was more than ready to blow my load. I simply stopped clenching my PC muscle and braced for what was coming next.

Mindy obviously knew my body, and she could read my face well. As soon as I made that mental decision, she quickly purred into Cindy's ear, "Dan's gonna blow! He's gonna blow NOW! I suggest you take half on your face and half in your mouth. That way, we can all see the slimy proof of your new owner, and you get to taste it too. Oh, and can I play with your clit some more? I want you to cum with him!"

Cindy nodded emphatically at that.

A-ha! "Some more?" I was right; she HAS been playing with Cindy's pussy at some point! I held out a couple of seconds more until Mindy started diddling with Cindy's clit. I figured that would guarantee that Cindy would cum with me, and that it would be a nice one too.

Finally, I let go. Man, what a build-up! What a release! A tidal wave of erotic pleasure washed over me as I felt my hot jets of cum squirting into the back of Cindy's throat. She kept right on suckling and coaxing my cum out with her tight lips.

But then, halfway through my orgasm, Cindy followed Mindy's advice and quickly pulled her head back. Still holding my erection with two hands, she directed the ropes towards her face, painting her forehead, cheeks, chin, and nose. She expertly managed to get some everywhere except in her closed eyes.

I cannot tell you what a thrill it was to see my ropes of cum landing in long strands all over Cindy's face. I'd be thrilled to death by all this talk about her becoming my newest sex slave, and of course all her work on my hard-on felt fantastic. But it seemed like some kind of role-play dream or fantasy. She couldn't really be like that and mean it, could she? Seeing her not only willing to take my cum on her face but actually luxuriating in the experience brought home the fact that she was serious!

Having Cindy as my cock slave was too exciting to contemplate! I'm sure my sheer joy caused my orgasm to last even longer than usual, allowing me to blow an extra large load on her.

When it was done, I slumped back in my chair, satiated and exhausted. I closed my eyes and focused on breathing so I wouldn't pass out.

But Mindy didn't give me any rest. She immediately turned Cindy's head her way. "Let me get a good look at you. ... Oh God! That's so HOT! Honey, look at her, just look at her! Oh my God!" She turned Cindy back my way.

I briefly opened my eyes. I had to agree that it looked pretty damn hot. I wasn't in any shape to talk, but I let out a load groan and I hoped that sounded like strong approval.

Mindy continued enthusiastically, "You see, Cin, the more you tease and arouse, the bigger the load. And that's a HUGE load, not even counting what he shot in your mouth! Did you have a good orgasm too?"

Funnily enough, Cindy could only groan in approval too. But her groan sounded more incredulous, like she couldn't believe Mindy even had to ask.

I had to take another peek. I saw Mindy swiping her index finger across Cindy's nearest cheek, leaving a clean stripe through the many cum streaks there.

She said, "Oh my. We have to get you a mirror. Your face just screams, 'I am Dan's cock slave.' Oooh! Can I lick it off? No, wait. First, we need you to see this. Oooh! And take a picture. You never let your ex-husband or anyone else cum on your face. I remember you told me is was 'disgusting and demeaning' what I told you how Dan did it to me. And now, just look at you! Any regrets?"

Cindy just shook her head, weakly.

Mindy continued to relish the moment. "Wow! Your very first facial from your master. Your first of countless thousands, we can hope! Oh, and you can call him 'Master' now. Are you ready for that?"

Cindy still didn't speak. It looked like she was the same as me and barely able to do more than breathe hard.

Mindy seemed to finally realize that she was the only one capable of talking. She shut up and sat back. I could tell that she was brimming with energy.

Just look at her. My wife. My wild cucquean wife. I've given up on expecting her to be jealous about sharing me. She positively lives for this kind of thing. Look at her facial expression. It's like Christmas has come early for her! ALL the Christmases at once! I hope she doesn't have any regrets later, because there's no coming back from this. All our lives will be changed forever. 

The next couple of minutes passed in silence.

I still had my robe partially on, remarkably enough, since I hadn't moved much since this all started. Mindy had her robe partially on as well. However, Cindy was still kneeling between my legs, completely buck naked. She had to be getting colder since we didn't have a sexual heat practically burning us up anymore. I closed my legs around her, hoping that would help to keep her warm.

She cuddled in closer and actually rested her face right on my flaccid penis. I suspected that was very deliberate, for symbolic reasons if nothing else.

Mindy gave us a couple of minutes to rest, but she was getting cold too. She stood up and pulled her robe tightly around her. "Okay, that was great, guys, but I say we go into the house now. Dan, Honey, it's cold. Can we go in?"

I stretched my arms and started to stand up. I was feeling much better. In fact, I was energized by everything that had happened, because it promised so much for the future. "Sure thing. I'm ready, at least. How do you feel, Cin?"

"Like I died and went to heaven," she mumbled dreamily. Her face could only be described as blissful, almost beatific.

I heard some more rustling in the bushes that didn't match the wind. I would have dismissed it except for the rustling I'd noticed earlier. Then I realized that Mindy had just mentioned going inside. Someone had been watching us and now they're making their escape! 

I immediately got up and started running. "See you inside," I shouted to Cindy and Mindy, trying not to alarm them by my unexpected burst of activity.

My robe flapped behind me, in danger of flying off me altogether. But I was determined to catch whomever it was, especially if it was... well, not a thief. A thief wouldn't just watch us have sex. But a neighborhood pervert, very possibly.

I ran up the path through the trees, back into the pool area. The vegetation was so thick on both sides that I figured the person almost certainly had gone up the path.

I looked towards the screen door leading back into the house. The house was dark and all the lights were off, but there was enough light for me to see three figures rushing into the house and closing the door behind them. This would have alarmed me greatly except that I could see they were feminine figures, and outrageously curvy feminine figures at that.

I stopped and laughed. But of course! Obviously, it has to be Michelle, Ruby, AND Sue Ellen. Peeping Tom perverts? Yes. A threat? No. 

I casually walked into the house, tightening the robe around me. Some naughty cock slaves are in serious trouble! 




Chapter 57



I walked into the house and didn't see anyone. I kept on walking until I made it to Michelle's bedroom upstairs. 

There, I found the tempting teens, Michelle, Ruby, and Sue Ellen, in a naked pile on Michelle's bed. They were obviously trying to act like they were just hanging out, but each one was breathing suspiciously hard.

I said sternly, "And just what have you three young ladies been doing?"

"Oh, hi Daddy," Michelle replied for the group, trying hard to sound casual. "Just fooling around and talking. Sue Ellen's great! We've officially named her a 'breastest friend' already. And you?"

I just glared. "All three of you, downstairs. Now. And don't bother with clothes, I like you just the way you are. Oh, except put on some high heels, of course. And come down single file, Sue Ellen style. I want to see a lot of swinging hips and tits."

They immediately understood what I meant by "Sue Ellen style" - I was referring to the method of putting one foot in front of the other, like models on a catwalk, that Sue Ellen had just learned and loved so much.

I picked up a camera and a hand-held mirror from my bedroom and hurried back downstairs just in time to see Cindy and Mindy walking into the house. I was pleased to see that they hadn't bothered to dress either. Mindy was carrying her robe and Cindy's clothes as well. That made me the only one wearing anything in the house, since I still had my robe on.

First, I turned the dining room and kitchen lights on. Then I walked up to them and handed Cindy the mirror and Mindy the camera. I kissed Cindy on the tip of her nose, which was just about the only part of her face that was cum-free. "My newest cock slave is looking very lovely tonight," I told her.

She grinned in an 'awww, shucks' manner, "Thank you, Sir. Oops! What should I call you? Should I call you 'Sir?' Or even... 'Master?'"

I recalled how Mindy had told her that she could call me "Master." But I wasn't ready for that, and I doubted if she was either. Even 'Sir' seemed too much.

So I said, "Nah. I don't want this to go to my head more than it already is. Don't feel obliged to call me something like that just because Mindy wants it. Just keep calling me Dan, please. I want our friendship to continue as it always has."

Mindy quipped to Cindy, "Except that you'll be spending a lot more time with your legs wrapped around him or your head in his crotch."

Cindy laughed as she stood there naked with the cum dripping down her face. She seemed in no hurry to get clean. I could see a few places where Mindy had run her finger through the pearly mess.

Just then, we heard the click, click, click of high heels as the three nude teens walked out onto the hardwood floor, emerging out of the darkness of the unlit living room and into the bright dining room. Michelle, naturally, was first; her absurdly jutting jugs swaying wildly as she walked. Clearly she was proud of her superior endowment, and was practically glowing at being able to show off her naked body to me.

I was going to tell that that everything was okay and Cindy knew all about the incest and the rest, but then I realized they knew that already, since they'd been eavesdropping for a while. Michelle certainly didn't act like she had anything to hide.

Then I realized that Mindy and Cindy probably weren't aware. So I whispered to Cindy, making sure the Mindy heard as well, "They know. They've been eavesdropping. They know everything already."

Cindy's blush had finally faded, but upon hearing that, it returned with a vengeance. However, to her credit, she stood her ground and didn't even turn her head away. She just nodded slightly and then resumed watching the girls coming our way.

Mindy, Cindy, and I gawked in admiration as we watched nude girl after nude girl strut into the room. At least I did, and without checking I'm sure Mindy did too.

Sue Ellen swayed her hips and tits the most - she'd obviously been practicing recently and had finely honed her strutting skills. Michelle was utterly shameless, despite the obvious implications of her being nude and with the others. Ruby brought up the rear wearing just a great big smile.

All three of them pretended not to notice the cum on Cindy's face. Only when Ruby was fully in the room with the rest of us did she look up into her mother's face and pretend to be shocked. "Mom! Look at you! Your face! You're naked too! What happened?!"

I laughed. "That was an adequate acting job, I'll admit. But I saw you three naughty little sluts scurrying back to the house. I know you saw and heard everything, so don't try to deny it. And there WILL be spankings! Not tonight because my hand is sore, but soon enough."

I wasn't following my rule that spankings would not be tied to bad behavior for fear of encouraging more of that behavior. But I thought, What the hell? I'm basically the king of the household now, and... well... it's good to be the king! 

Seeing that the jig was up, they didn't try to hide what they knew.

Ruby immediately rushed up to her mother and hugged her tightly. "Mom! You're a cock slave too! I'm so psyched and relieved that you've joined us so fast! Oh my God! We're going to be slaves together! And cocksuckers together! I saw the way you sucked him! Isn't it the BEST?!"

She kissed Cindy's lips, but only briefly. I wasn't sure if that was because she didn't know if that was okay to do yet or if she was being careful to preserve the cum on her mother's face, or both. However, the rest of their bodies certainly did connect, skin rubbing skin from nipples on down to their knees.

I noticed how Ruby's nipples pressed exactly against Cindy's, tip to tip, while they kissed. That couldn't be an accident since, in her high heels, Ruby's nipples should have been a bit higher than her mother's. I was impressed at how Ruby made that picture-perfect scene look unrehearsed, even unintentional. I was also glad to see that Mindy caught the moment on film (or rather, memory card).

Ruby pulled back slightly to look at her mother's face. Clearly, she expected some kind of reaction.

Cindy chuckled. She seemed relieved the others knew, since that probably limited the additional embarrassment of having everything explained. "It IS pretty cool. I was filled with worry at first. I mean, for crying out loud, I'm a SEX SLAVE now! A COCK slave, which somehow sounds even more extreme! What does that mean?! Is this for real?! But it hasn't been ten minutes and it already feels almost... natural. I feel much, much better after getting spanked and then sucking his cock. I assume you saw all that."

She looked my way and smiled bashfully. Then she swiped a finger though the cum streaks on her face and stared at me as she sensually sucked that finger clean.

Ruby continued to squeeze her happily, and their big pillowy breasts pressed against each other in the most delightful ways. "We did! You were GREAT! Sucking his cock is just THE BEST, isn't it?! And I know what you mean. It's like a whole new outlook! But it feels good! It's like being married to the man you love, but even MORE intense, because there's no divorce option. But Mom, I love that you and I will be his slaves together!" She began bouncing excitedly in place while continuing to hold Cindy tightly.

That jostled Cindy around, but she looked so euphoric in general that I don't think she minded much. She also looked extremely embarrassed, but she must have had a "par for the course" feeling about that by this time.

Ruby said, "Look at us! We're both sexy and nude and hugging each other in front of our master! We're going to be waaaay closer than before, bonded together by the love of our man and the love of serving his insatiable horse cock. We're going to spend so much time together kneeling between his legs, taking turns bobbing on the King, licking it together, loving it... I can't wait!"

Cindy only managed a slightly chagrined, "Yeah, well..."

She didn't have time to say more, because Michelle came up and hugged her from behind, trapping her in a "big tit sandwich" from both sides. "Congratulations! Welcome to the club! I think I'm as excited as Ruby is. I've been rooting for you for longer than you know!"

"So, you don't mind?"

"Mind?! Not as long as you don't mind me, since I'm his genetic daughter and all. But that doesn't seem to be a problem, does it?"

Cindy shook her head no and started to form a reply.

But again she didn't get a chance, because Michelle exclaimed, "Oh my God! I love that when you found out about the incest, you moaned into his cock and sucked it with even more passion than before! And each time it came up, you got hotter and hotter until you were practically choking on all that fat cock! That PROVES to me what your true feelings are! I love that you know I'm one of Daddy's slaves and you're okay with it. That means no hiding! This will bring us ALL much closer together."

Mindy joked gleefully, "Hell, if you and Ruby are taking turns bobbing on his cock, I wanna be there too!"

Michelle said, "That's SOOOO going to happen! Maybe not the very next time, but soon, and often! Remember Rule Number Three: 'share the cock!' I love sharing. The more the merrier! I can't wait to share with you!"

Ruby added while hugging from the other side, "Me too! Mom, you're like a REALLY GOOD cocksucker! I could tell! That's SO COOL! I had no idea! I can't wait to lick him with you! Just you wait! It's SUCH a great bonding experience!"

She pulled back again to get a reaction, and was startled all over again by the sight of the cum splattered all over Cindy's face. "OH! And bonus! Just wait until he cums on our faces or our tits! That's even MORE of a bonding experience! This has to be the BEST NEWS EVER!"

Cindy was more restrained and just said, "I'm really happy too." She pull led her daughter in for an even tighter embrace. Their huge racks mashed together in a very visually appealing manner.

Mindy had been taking lots of pictures. She lowered her camera and pointed at me almost accusingly. She was smiling from ear to ear as she pretended to be angry at me. "You are SUCH a lucky bastard! You don't deserve all this, you know. The next time you find yourself covered in naked cock slave bodies, take a moment to remember your super cool wife who made it all possible!"

I tipped an imaginary cap at her. "That is very true. I'm not worthy." I bowed in her direction.

She wagged her finger at me, still pretending to be upset. "Hey, no bowing for you. You're the master now. You have to act like one."

Sue Ellen had been standing back, waiting for Michelle and/or Ruby to end their hugs with Cindy so she could congratulate her too. But the hugging showed no sign of ending anytime soon, so she walked up and held her hand out for a handshake. "Congratulations, Cindy! He's only just enslaved me, so I don't know much about how these things work. But I think having you as a kind of sister slave is gonna be pretty great. Like they said, I hope we all get to be really, really close, united by our love and lust for our master."

Mindy had gone around the counter to the kitchen to get something. But she shouted back, "Hey! Sue Ellen, don't just stand there waiting for a handshake. Pile on to the group hug. Don't worry about the nudity; you're all going to be naked around each other more often than not. Get friendly! Give her a kiss! A real kiss!"

So Sue Ellen put herself at Cindy's side and hugged her between Ruby in front and Michelle in back. Cindy had only shared short, closed-mouth kisses with those two. One was her daughter and the other she knew nearly as well as her daughter, so a truly erotic kiss would seem strange.

However, that wasn't the case with Sue Ellen. Both of them were game since they were so very hot to trot in general. They French kissed for a good minute.

Meanwhile, the other two kept on hugging and even fondling some, plus there was no way the big racks of Ruby and Cindy could stop rubbing against each other. I was particularly intrigued to see Ruby give her mother's ass an exploratory squeeze or two.

"Woo-hoo!" That was Mindy. She was standing nearby with her camera again, snapping more pictures. "Nice! Sue Ellen, I like how you licked some cum off her cheek halfway through. Did you snowball that back and forth with her?"

Sue Ellen pulled away and bowed her head shyly. "Yeah, kinda. I thought it would be symbolic. I wanted to show that I'm totally down at sharing our master's cock too. Not to mention, it's tasty!"

The others laughed at that. Then the group hug broke up.

Cindy didn't stand alone for long, because Sue Ellen came back for a one-on-one hug with her. They French kissed again, and grinned at each other like delirious idiots. A lot more tit rubbing ensued, and a lot more deliberately.

Cindy had refrained from fondling her daughter's ass, and had just kept her hands around the middle of her back. But with Sue Ellen, she brought her hands down to Sue Ellen's ass just as quickly as Sue Ellen did the same to her. They seemed to really get into it, even probing into the other's ass crack.

While still in a loose embrace with her, Cindy asked Sue Ellen, "So, what's it feel like for you, being enslaved to Dan? How do you like it?"

"Like it?! I love it! I really do! You won't regret this, I promise you. The sex is hotter than blazes, but that's just a part of it. It's the love. It's the family. It's... everything! For instance, I have this sense of belonging that just... MMMM! So good!"

Cindy laughed giddily with Sue Ellen, more from sheer, shared exuberance than anything funny. That caused even more tit rubbing between them. "I like the sound of that. So, you feel different?"

Sue Ellen's eyes widened. "Oh, yeah! Every minute of the day! Everything is different. It starts with thinking first and foremost about your master. It's like, the first thought in my mind is, 'Where's Dan's cock and is anybody taking care of it? If not, can I?'"

Michelle was standing right there, so Sue Ellen asked her, "What do you think?"

My ultra-busty daughter replied, "Oh, totally! I've been thinking like that for ages, but now I can actually DO something about it! Oh, Cindy! It's such a good feeling, serving your master. Feeling his cock in my mouth is great in and of itself. You know how it's so THICK, and the only way to cope is to totally surrender to its power? You know that feeling of sweet surrender?"

"Actually, I do," Cindy said, surprising the others. "I felt some of that already."

Then Sue Ellen said, "Me too! I feel that all the time! The only way I can suck him at all is to go into 'the zone' and completely let go of all my inhibitions!"

"Exactly!" Michelle said brightly. "Think was a wonderful, warm feeling that is. But even better than that is this sense of contentment I get knowing that he's being properly taken care of. In fact, I feel that good buzz almost as much when I'm just watching someone else suck him!"

Sue Ellen practically bounced on her heels in her eagerness to agree. "Ohmigod, that's so true! But it's good both ways. If he's untended and it's my turn, then... WOW! But if someone else is taking care of him, that's pretty hot too. Yeah, there's some disappointment that I'm missing out on the fun, but more than that, I feel relief and contentment. Ya know?" She looked at Ruby.

Ruby nodded. "I agree! And by the way, I love that 'sweet surrender' feeling too! But the point is, we've gotta remember that the task of keeping him constantly throbbing with pleasure is bigger than any of us. We need to act like a team, and my mom now is an equal part of that team. 'Share the cock!'"

I'd been standing just a few feet away, feeling strangely ignored. God, it's so strange! Who knew that the act of cocksucking could bring them so much joy? I think it's a lot more than the physical act though. The love the submissiveness of it. It's like they're all submissiveness junkies. They get off on being dominated. That's probably a big reason why they actually seem to prefer sharing my cock, since that's such a very submissive thing to do. 

I cleared my throat to get their attention, then asked, "What about all the times when I'm not aroused?"

All five women laughed knowingly, while I just stood there looking puzzled.

I had to ask, "What's so funny?"

Michelle explained, "That happens so rarely that it's not much of a problem. That's what's funny. We've all known you for years except Sue Ellen, and even she's caught on, I'm sure: you have a boner simply ALL THE TIME!"

Sue Ellen nodded with a silly grin. She was continuing to hug Cindy, with all the ass fondling and tit rubbing that entailed. Clearly, they were enjoying each other's bodies.

Mindy had been hanging back, but she walked to the middle of the group. She said to me, "It's true. Why do you think I need so many cock slaves to help out?"

I opened my robe in front and looked down at my flaccid penis. I protested, "But that's not true! I'm just an ordinary guy with an ordinary libido!"

That cracked them up even more, like I'd told them the funniest joke in ages.

I decided to keep my mouth shut for now. Obviously, they'd all hyped me up to an absurd degree, and nothing I could say would change their minds when they were all feeling excited and victorious.

Mindy came closer to Cindy and gave her a thorough look over.

Cindy finally pulled away from Sue Ellen, then lowered her head. She appeared to be self-conscious about her body. That was understandable, given that she was in the same room as three nude teens who all deserved to be Playboy Playmates.

Bringing a hand underneath Cindy's chin, Mindy gently lifted Cindy's face up to better admire the cum splatterings there. "Look at that, girls. Just look at that. Is that not a work of art? For any wife out there who doesn't want to share her husband, I would just show her a picture of that. Look! Really look! Does that not get you hot? Dan's just marked his territory, and claimed my best friend!"

"If you think that's something," said Ruby, "look at it from my point of view. My master has just claimed my Mom, and made her a slave! Are you kidding me?! That's a heaping double helping of piping hot awesome sauce!" She brought the back of her hand theatrically to her forehead and pretended to swoon like a scandalized lady in an old-time movie.

She added with undisguised eagerness, "Seriously, is that awesome, or what? If I were any hotter, I'd glow red!"

Mindy gave Ruby's short, spiky, and very red hair a curious look, as if she'd never noticed it before. "Are those flames coming out of your head?"

Ruby giggled. "No, that's my hair, silly!"

"Oh. My bad." After more merriment, the attention returned to the cum on Cindy's face.

All the other women thought that Cindy's cum-marked face was just the greatest thing in the history of the world. Each of them had to make comments and pay compliments. They ooohed and aaahed at her face like they were admiring a newly-discovered $80 million Picasso painting.

Then Michelle remembered that Mindy was holding a camera. "Hey, Mom, don't just stand there; take more pictures! Let's get close ups of Cindy's face. Then we should get pics of each of us licking her cheeks. Oh! And then we can rub some of it on my tits, and take pictures of that! And then I can rub tits with Cindy, and we can get pictures of that too! And then..." She went off, describing a seemingly endless number of photo opportunities.

And that's before the others chimed in with THEIR suggestions!

A very prolonged photo session followed. Everybody wanted a picture of everybody else. Photos of girls licking cum from Cindy's face were especially popular. All the girls got a taste, including Mindy.

However, by some unspoken agreement Ruby was allowed to lick up most of it. I'm not sure why, but that's how it was. They never quite kissed, but it was extremely titillating to see Ruby sensuously licking her mother's face all over. And doing that caused their enormous racks to press together. Cindy was fairly passive, but Ruby seemed to make a point of sliding her big tits up and down against her mother. And while Cindy was content to just hug her daughter in the normal way, Ruby was fascinated to fondle her mother's ass. She even gave it a few compliments for being so firm and round.

Then came the group photos, some of which were done with a timer so all six of us could be in it.

The women were all so relentlessly naked and naturally sexy that eventually my penis revived. I sat in a nearby sofa, since I had a gut feeling this was going to go on for a while. Sure enough, this new development led to a whole other series of photos, with each of them wanting a photo of them licking it, stroking it, and/or swallowing it down as far as they could manage.

That in turn led to a lot of "harem talk" about my erection and how to "properly take care of it." For instance, Michelle complimented Cindy's cocksucking technique, saying that it was clear even from a distance that she had a real passion for it. But she also pointed out that Cindy only used her mouth and never her hands.

Cindy responded that she was concentrating mostly on her tongue work, which Michelle and the other girls obviously couldn't see or appreciate, and since it was her very first time it was an accomplishment to even do that much.

However, Michelle countered that holding the shaft was a good idea anyway, and while you're holding it was really no harder to stroke it too.

Cindy in return said that she would try to do that, but she was using her hands to masturbate.

Michelle said that it was easy as pie to masturbate while doing everything else, and the proceeded to immediately demonstrate, bobbing on my cock while stroking it and fingering her pussy.

And so it went. All the while, it was rare when at least two of them weren't at least fondling my hard-on together. I was more common for one of them to be stroking the shaft while another bobbed over the cockhead. That led to yet more excitable talk about the joys of sharing.

Time passed, a lot of time. It seemed to me that the photo session was just a thin excuse for all of them to have more fun playing with my cock. I was tired out from so much sexual activity all through the day, so I mostly just sat there and "took it." But the pleasure was so extremely fantastic that I certainly wasn't about to tell them to stop. I can't even go into the details much because it was such an endless blur of arousing events and combinations.

I told them not to arouse me too much since my dick was still feeling tender and I didn't want to shoot another load, but they didn't pay much heed to that. In fact, with my cock being passed from mouth to mouth, to mouth, to mouth, to mouth, with some of them having two or three "photo sessions" with it, or even sharing it with other mouths for certain shots, it was a near-Biblical miracle that I didn't blow another load before very long. I think they were all hoping I would, so another face could be painted, which in turn would lead to yet another long series of photos.

It was a digital camera that could take hundreds of pictures. But I was finally "saved," at least for a while, when the batteries ran out and Mindy had to go scrounge up some more. They left my erection alone until she came back.

All the while, the five of them talked about how great it was to be a cock slave, as if they'd been doing it for years instead of days (or, in Cindy's case, literally a matter of minutes!). They all agreed that it was just about the greatest thing since sliced bread, and they couldn't imagine ever going back. Mindy was praised to the high heavens for her pivotal role in allowing the whole thing to happen.

I was mostly silent, and tired. Their seemingly endless energy and enthusiasm was tiring me out. I was starting to get serious qualms over how I'd have the energy to keep all five of them sexually satisfied, as well as emotionally satisfied. At a bare minimum, I was going to need to step up my game and devote more time and energy to them and less to everything else. It was a very lucky thing we were financially set and I didn't have to keep to the usual business hours.

Mindy came back with fresh batteries and the photo session continued. Typically, three of them sat around talking and providing shaft stroking and ball fondling help while one of the others sucked me off and another took pictures of the cocksucking.

At one point, Sue Ellen asked Cindy about her opinion regarding Michelle and incest. She clarified, "We all saw how it drove you to some kind of orgasmic sucking frenzy in the heat of the moment, but now that we've all calmed down some, what's your more sober assessment? Don't hold back. Be brutally honest!"

I didn't see how we'd "all calmed down some." I certainly wasn't. In fact, even as Mindy said that, Cindy was jacking me off while Sue Ellen bobbed on the top of my shaft and Ruby and Michelle BOTH played with my balls! Everyone wanted to at least have some involvement with my privates, except for Mindy who was taking most of the photos.

Cindy replied, "If I had found out even ten minutes earlier than I did, I would have been outraged. As it was, I was so intent on sucking Dan's fat cock and having him paint my tonsils, like, NOW, that I was ready to agree to anything! But they tricked me with spankings." She looked at Mindy with mock-anger.

Mindy tried to look clueless, but was smiling too much. Still, she said, "'Tricked?' Whatever do you mean?"

"You know exactly what I mean. You two got me so horny that I didn't know up from down. Then, a few minutes later, well, you heard me. I wanted Dan to take total control, 100 percent, leaving me with no free will to worry about such matters. And he did. So that's a relief. But of course I still have my opinions. The funny thing is, it's what... ten more minutes after that? Twenty? Thirty? I've lost all track of time."

Mindy glanced at the kitchen clock. "More like thirty."

"Whatever. My point is, sitting here with the rest of you, I just feel so good about this cock slave thing. My jealousy is gone." She looked down at her sliding fingers, just below Sue Ellen's sliding lips. "I love that we're sharing like this. Just watching each one of us take turns bobbing on him during this photo session... I don't feel miffed when it's not my turn. I LOVE watching how all of you suck him with so much love and care! I'm learning so much. I feel like we're part of a team."

Cindy let go of my boner and dramatically stood up. "I feel ALIVE! Can I get a 'hell, yeah' for the TEAM?"

I hadn't seen Cindy this worked up about anything in years! Her spirits really had been beaten down, especially since her divorce.

Sue Ellen of course was still "posing" with my dick in her mouth, her tongue sliding around one way with her lips moving another way, but she got up with the others. All five women stood in a circle near me. They raised their fists and pumped them in the air. "HELL, YEAH!" they yelled as one. That was followed by lots of affirming hugs.

I'll tell you, there were so many sexy sights in every direction that I didn't know where to look!

Mindy on her knees between my legs and started slurping on my erection. Nobody bothered to inform me, but apparently it was her turn next. Sue Ellen took control the camera and Ruby was the one to stroke my shaft. Michelle surprised me by licking my nipples. That hardly ever happened to me. I tended to forget that was an erogenous zone for men too.

Cindy resumed talking while also idly fondling my balls. "Anyway, getting back to the incest, since we've come back inside, Michelle, I've seen you kissing your father and sucking him off, what, three times already?"

"Four," Michelle corrected, pausing with her nipple licking. "There were the two series of photos of just me, then the series of me and Mom licking up and down each side of his yummy thickness, and then the one of me and Sue Ellen doing the same. Oh, and that doesn't count the stroking photos. Oh! And the bunch of pics where Ruby was really going to town on him and I licked his balls from between his legs. Has this been a GREAT evening, or what?!" she giggled.

My F-cupped daughter put a hand on her chin, and pondered. "You know, Ruby, I just realized that we don't have any pictures yet of you and me sucking him off together, and that's just WRONG."

Ruby agreed emphatically. "I KNOW! I want you and me to be his favorite cocksucking duo of all! Since we're the two cock slaves here the most, and very breastest friends, we have the inside edge of at least doing it the most often. In fact, we need to do that photo series next, once Mindy's done. ... HEY! Nobody's even taking pictures of Mindy, she's just sucking him willy-nilly anyway! Mindy, your turn is over. I'm next!"

Sue Ellen had just been standing there and watching instead of holding the camera. "Sorry! It's so easy to get distracted." She leaned in close with the camera to her face and clicked away.

Cindy chuckled. "You see, Michelle? My point is, you've been doing it a lot in just this last little while. This has been like some kind of total immersion therapy for me. I can't really get mad about you falling in love with him while being his daughter. In fact, now that I'm looking at things through a new perspective, since you're around him the most, I can't understand how you could NOT fall in love with him!"

Michelle said emphatically. "Exactly! Yes! Right on, sister. You get it. Having to grow up in this house, with Mom and Dad carrying on like porn stars through closed doors and looking like movie stars, and his enormous wang threatening to burst out of whatever unfortunate, stretched clothes he was wearing, it would be humanly impossible not to fall in love and in lust with him at least a little!"

I thought, If that's true, then what about Nicky? She wasn't affected by any of that at all. Or was she?! Shit! I can't even go there! The fact is, Shelle is some kind of sex-obsessed nympho. She and Ruby became "breastest friends" probably in large part because they share that nympho bond. Nicky is just normal, and thank God for that! 

Cindy continued to happily chat away, even as she kept on fondling my balls. "That's precisely my point. I can't hold it against you for falling in love with him. And if I did, it would be the pot calling the kettle black. And I certainly can't blame him for succumbing to your charms! If your body isn't built for sex, and lots of it, then nobody's is. It just feels like you belong there, on your knees, with that gigantic cock of his fucking its way down into your throat. You seem so happy and at ease serving him sexually. It's actually a beautiful thing, to witness the sexual connection you two share."

Michelle was ecstatic. "Thank you! Cindy, you're my new favorite person! It's like you understand me better than anybody! I AM built for sex, and I DO belong there on my knees, slurping and bobbing on the King! It's what I do. It's who I am! It's what fulfills me. Anything else is a waste of time! And you should see me with his cock in my big tits. Talk about BLISS!"

She gasped in dismay. "Oh Lord! We haven't taken ANY titfucking photos yet! That's just WRONG!"

I saw five eagerly nodding heads, as all of them apparently thought that was a big injustice that needed to be immediately corrected. Since Mindy was still the one bobbing on my hot pole, she did so more emphatically and also let out a loud affirming, "MMMM!"

I pointed out, "Oh, for the love of God! We can save something for the next photo shoot, can't we?"

That more or less quieted them down, because they liked the implication that there would be another photo shoot like this.

Mindy suddenly pulled her lips off my cockhead and wiped her chin clean. She looked at Michelle and said, "Darling, I understand you too, and you have my full support. In fact, in cerebration of Cindy having no problem with your role, I want you to take the rest of my turn."

"Wow! Thanks, Mom! Ruby, your house has competition for 'Coolest Mom of the Year' award." Michelle immediately replaced Mindy between my legs and got busy slurping and sucking.

Ruby was still the one stroking my shaft. She leaned in very close, like she wanted to do some licking too. She waited until she saw a bulge in Michelle's cheek that was the head of my cock, and she smiled in satisfaction at the look of intense concentration on Michelle's face.

Seeing that I was being well taken care of, Ruby let go and walked over to her mother, who apparently had pulled away from the group to take a mental and/or physical breather.

I was listening in as Ruby told her, "I'm glad you're not being a hypocrite about Dan and Michelle, Mom." She stressed the word, 'mom,' as she ran her fingertip from Cindy's hip, up the side of her body and around her tit to catch a remaining drop of my cum from her mother's face, which she then brought to her lips. She rubbed the cum on her lips, and then kissed Cindy briefly but obviously with some tongue.

Cindy just stood there like a deer caught in headlights while Ruby overtly ran her hands over her tits.

Perhaps Ruby sensed that Cindy was uncomfortable about her very first mouth to mouth kiss with her daughter, because she broke the kiss fairly quickly. Then she said to her, "I heard Mindy tell out on the deck that some girl-on-girl action is going to be an essential part of keeping our master's cock stiff. I don't think it's fair for you and me to have a special exception to that just because you're my mom. In fact, the taboo factor should arouse him more, which means we should do it MORE!"

With that, Ruby kissed Cindy again. So much for Ruby trying to be understanding!

Cindy was stunned again at first, but it wasn't long before she was clearly kissing back with much more passion and much less restraint than the previous kiss not that many seconds before. She also fully cooperated while their erotically rubbed their breasts and especially their nipples together.

Cindy gave a small shudder at one point when Ruby was pinching both her nipples at once. Her eyes half-closed and her lips parted longingly when Ruby finally withdrew.

I found the sight of them doing all that highly, highly arousing. I wasn't that surprised by Ruby's behavior, since I knew she was already some kind of a nympho vixen. But it was encouraging to see Cindy let go and positively respond. Of course, the fact that my cock was getting stroked and blown at the same time certainly helped me enjoy the scene!

The whole time I'd known Cindy, she'd been restrained and emotionally reserved. In retrospect, it appeared a large part of that was because she'd been hiding her secret feelings for me. Whereas this night she seemed to have completely let go of ALL her inhibitions. She was very much like "one of the girls," and she even looked significantly younger than usual.

Ruby looked over at me, especially at how Michelle was rhythmically bobbing on my boner. "You see, Mom? Look how extra stiff and hot he is in her mouth! He loves it! Don't you, Master?"

I didn't want to put Cindy in a spot in case she had some regrets later, so I grunted in a manner that could mean whatever one wanted it to.

Ruby pulled away from her mother and returned her attention to my crotch. She simply knelt down right next to Michelle, with my blonde daughter making room. I recalled their distress that there had been no pictures taken yet of the two of them going to two on my cock, and it looked like they were working on immediately fixing that.

The others all pulled back, leaving everything to the two Hellions. They started taking turns bobbing on me. The one who wasn't sucking from the top usually licked from the side. At one point, Michelle remember to say without looking up, "Who's got the camera? Whoever it is, please take lot of pictures of this. Lots and lots of pictures!"

Mindy was back to manning the camera, as she'd been doing most of the time, and she took enough pictures from every angle and distance to even satisfy Michelle.

I wondered if some kind of collective insanity was taking over our group. They really did seem to be bonding through lots of sexual activity, and lots of blowjobs specifically. The more they talked, the more they all supported each other's feelings and strengthened them. It was an amazing process to watch, and almost a bit scary.

I still couldn't get over Cindy's near-total transformation from how she'd been 24 hours ago. What a turn of events! Yesterday, she'd taking baby steps towards getting physically involved with me. She was still reluctantly coming to grips with the fact that her daughter had any kind of intimate relationship with me. And now, somehow, she just took a dive into the deep end of the crazy pool! Or maybe it's the sex pool. The crazy sex pool, probably. We're all gone insane! 

For crying out loud, she was just making out with Ruby, and loving it! I never, ever thought I'd see that in a million years. Hell, she's changed dramatically from just an hour ago, prior to the spankings! It's like she's a whole new woman. No, make that a whole new girl. She's acting just like the teenagers, and having the time of her life! 

To be honest, I couldn't be happier for her, and not because I'm sexually benefitting so great. Well, not JUST that. I still don't know about this "cock slave" stuff. I go along with it, sometimes enthusiastically, but a part of me worries that we really have gone off the deep end. Yet with Cindy it's hard to mind. She had REALLY been beaten down in life. I can only realize just how much now that I see the contrast with her new, radiant persona. She deserves to be this happy all the time! 

The thing was, I was getting sucked up in all the craziness too (and literally "sucked up" much more than ever before in my life!). It seemed like my morals were changing by the hour, if not by the minute, to justify the evolving sexual situation. I was starting to come to believe that having a bunch of cock slaves was not only right and desirable, but almost normal and natural, as if it had always been that way. At the same time, I was constantly thrilled and drunk on power, like I was riding an ego high that never seemed to end.

Meanwhile, Mindy kept on taking pictures of Ruby, Michelle, and my cock. In one, Ruby would pull out all the way until just the tip of her tongue was licking at my piss hole, while I'd hear a few clicks from Mindy's direction. Then she'd swallow half my shaft but keep it pinned close to my thigh so Mindy could get some good shots of it and the side of her face. Then after sliding her lips back and forth on it a few times, she'd hollow out her cheeks and open her eyes wide, pretending to be shocked as if I'd just blown a nut into her mouth (which I very nearly on the verge of doing anyway!). Meanwhile, kept on licking whatever wasn't getting covered by Ruby, and her face was usually in the picture as well.

Then the two of them resume licking near my sweet spot together, resulting in a whole other round of photos. And so on. There were even more pictures taken with Michelle on top.

The thing is, I knew they would be more than happy to literally do this for hours! Sure, it felt beyond great, more pleasurable than I could possibly put into words, but I was hitting some kind of orgasmic overload, and my dick was crying for mercy. It wasn't used to this level of extremely intense stimulation for so long and it was actually starting to chafe and hurt from so much friction.

I was thinking about calling for a prolonged break when my cock decided it couldn't wait that long. I started to cum, hard!

Michelle happened to be the one bobbing on me. I didn't give her any warning because I was surprised as well, so she swallowed a good portion of my load before she remembered to pull off and share the spermy bounty with Ruby.

Unfortunately, my cock had had a "busy day" and I'd shot a particularly big load with Cindy out on the deck a short while ago, so I didn't have much left to give. I painted Michelle's face some, but by the time I went back to Ruby's I was nearly tapped out.

Still, once the others realized what had happened, you'd have thought I'd shot out a couple of gallons' worth!

There was an immediate call for more pictures, and lots more cum sharing. Michelle was the new center of attention when all the others wanted to lick her face and share snowball kisses.

But after just a few clicks, the camera's memory card finally ran out. That bummed everyone out, because they all wanted lots of pictures of the cummy faces.

But then Mindy said, "Wait! I know! We can download the pictures to my computer and then erase the memory. And then repeat as necessary! We'll be able to take as many pictures as we want!"

Michelle said, "Oooh! Nobody touch my face, or Ruby's until we have the memory card good to go again! Then we should start a whole other series of photos dedicated JUST to two-on-one cock sharing, like what Ruby and I were doing!"

Ruby added, "We should do that in every possible combination! And once that's done, let's do another memory card focused on titfucking!"

I had to put my foot down. "No! I said NO! Hellooooo? Is anybody listening?"

They were all talking so excitedly to each other that it took a bit before they stopped jabbering and realized I was talking too.

Michelle and Ruby were still kneeling between my legs. I had them get up and stand with the others.

"Wow," I said, looking at all five of them standing there in a row. "You're hot!"

They immediately began striking cheesecake poses, touching each other all over in the process, even though the camera's memory was still full. They just liked to pose for me, apparently.

Mindy smiled, but said wryly, "Is that your big announcement?"

"Yes. I'm very happy to announce that, because it's true. But there's more. First off, there will be NO more photos tonight."

All five immediately started to protest at once.

But I held up my hand. "Hear me out. Not now. Some other time, okay. Right now, my dick needs a break. A looooong break."

"What about the cum on my face?" Ruby asked. "And Michelle's face! I'm still saving some in my mouth too. We can't let that go to waste!"

"Then don't. Snowball it and share it all you like. It's just that I won't be involved. I probably won't even watch. Right now, I need a break, as I said. Plus I need to eat."

I realized with a start, "Whatever happened to dinner? Wasn't that supposed to happen like an hour ago? Doesn't anybody eat food around here, besides me? Do you all live on cum?"

Michelle's eyes brightened at that. "Oooh! Now, there's an idea! What if Daddy ate for five and we all lived on nothing but his cum?"

Mindy joked, "Instead of 'Eat All You Can,' we could call it the 'Eat All Your Dan' diet."

Ruby bounced on her heels excitedly. "Sweet!"

"And savory!" added Sue Ellen, prompting groans all around for her bad joke.

"Hey, come on," I complained. "A little bit of a reality check here? Please? I know you're all very, very excited. It's like you're all members of a new and elite club and I'm sure you could talk for hours and hours and hours about it. And you can. But not tonight! I have a plan that's been forming in my mind."

One could hear a pin drop as they all eagerly awaited to hear it.

"Dancing," I said.

That didn't go over as well as I'd hoped, probably because no beds were involved. Their faces were still blank, as they wanted to hear more before deciding if they liked the idea.

"Okay, here's what I'm thinking. Staying in the house with all of you, I'm kind of... overwhelmed. Maybe in time I'll be able to deal with all five of you at once, but right now I'm on erotic overload, especially with all the non-stop cocksucking. We could do that for hours and hours and hours until you've sucked out every single last sperm that's in me-"

"Now you're talking!" Michelle cut in. She crowed happily, obviously motivated by the notion. "I'm all in favor of doing that! Who's with me?"

I saw ten hands go up, two on each woman.

Hell, just watching these nude nymphos raising their hands above their heads was coming close to making me bust a nut. A "mental nut" anyway, since my dick had curled up and died of exhaustion. That kind of motion did wonders for their upper torsos. And call me weird, but I find the underarm area sexy.

"Ha-ha," I said, trying to think unsexy thoughts. "But seriously, I need a change of pace. Besides, I've just climaxed twice in a short period of time."

Mindy pointed out, "Actually, that's not true. The photo session has gone on for well over an hour. And yeah, we did miss dinner, kind of, since we'd all rather be doing this. But I can whip up something really fast."

I groaned. "Please do. That's the sound of my stomach crying mercy. Okay, so I didn't cum twice in short order, But getting stimulated that much for that long must be some kind of record. Five at once is too much! My dick has raised the flag of surrender and gone to sleep for the night."

They all sighed sadly as one.

I had to laugh at that. "Good grief! I think I've created a monster, a five-headed, cock-hungry monster. I can guarantee you I won't be getting erect again for a while. I'm mentally worn out from too much sex anyway."

I looked to Mindy and smiled. "So I was thinking I could take my wife out for dinner and dancing, since nothing's been cooked yet anyway."

This led to a collective moan from everybody, including, to my surprise.

Even Mindy was annoyed. "Honey, you can't do that! Any other night, yes. Tomorrow night, sure. I'd love to. But tonight is absolutely pivotal for the cohesion of the harem. We're bonding together so much that it's like a living dream for me. You just can't DO that! Especially for Cindy. Can't you see how she's opened up like a flower?"

My wife was going to say more, but I interrupted. "Hold on. You didn't let me finish. I was already one step ahead of you. I'm thinking, since Cindy is a newly-minted cock slave, she should come too and I can get to know her a little bit better. But the next thing I was thinking is that Michelle should definitely NOT come."

Predictably enough, this made Michelle nearly contort with anguish as she pouted and stomped her feet, setting off a lovely tit-quake. "DaaaaAAAAAaaaddyyy! Why not?!"

"First off, I can't be seen dancing with my own daughter, especially the slow and close sensuous kinds of dancing I'm looking to enjoy. I'm thinking we should go to a dance hall on the other side of town so we won't be known. I've got one in mind, but even that one isn't totally safe. But more than that, remember how mad Mindy and I were at you earlier? Mindy? Remember the whole DL deception?"

"Oh yeah!" Mindy said, as it came back to her. "Thanks for reminding me. So much has happened since that I totally forgot about that." She pointed an angry finger at Michelle. "You're definitely staying at home, young lady! There'll be no more Daddy cock for you tonight!"

"But Mom!" Michelle groused.

I said to her, "None of this 'but Mom' stuff. You're my cock slave now and your obedience is total, and that's final. As you can see, I have a lot of lovely ladies to choose from, so if you complain too much you'll face a serious cock drought."

She blanched at my not-so-subtle threat, and stammered, "But, but... What's to stop you from doing that any time I do something you don't like?!"

"Absolutely nothing. And that's just what I'm planning on doing when you misbehave. You will obey me TOTALLY or you will be cut off from any sexual fun until you change your ways."

Michelle's eyes were wide as that threat sunk in. "That's so... mean, and yet... it's so... HOT! ... Damn! Especially the 'obey me totally' part." She crossed her arms behind her back and thrust her bare torpedoes out.

I chuckled. "That may be. It is what it is. And this could just be the first of your punishments on this matter. Shelle, that was a very serious betrayal of trust. I'm going to talk to your mother about this and we'll decide what's fitting."

Mindy commented, "She looks fit to be tied. Which, actually, would be a fairly delicious thing to do to her this evening while we're gone." She bit her lip, trying without much success to hide how arousing she found that idea.

Michelle threw her arms up in the air and kept them that way as she struck a sexy pose. Perhaps she'd noticed my lusty look when all of them had raised their hands. "Yeah! I'm fit, as I hope you can see."

She twisted this way and that, and even made some poses typical for bodybuilders, to show off her fitness. "And as for 'fit to be tied,' I think I need to be tied up a LOT! Daddy, bind my arms and force me to suck your cock. That'll teach me!"

I laughed. "Yeah, right. If it's a punishment, you need to at least pretend to be upset about it."

She glowered unhappily.

I said to the others, "I have also decided that Ruby will be coming with us and Sue Ellen will be staying here. In case you're curious why, I want someone to stay here with Michelle so she doesn't burn the house down in frustration while we're out having fun."

I looked to my favorite sexy waitress to hopefully mollify her hurt feelings. "Sue Ellen, I want to spend a lot more time with you and get to know you better both out of bed and in it. But the way I see it, this is kind of Cindy's special night, and having you there would hinder me from focusing on her. Plus, I figure you two can download the pictures that we just took and have a blast printing them out and, er, 'admiring' them."

Michelle took Sue Ellen's hand and looked at her hopefully. "That doesn't sound too bad, does it?"

Sue Ellen replied, "Not at all. Sure, I'd love to dance with my master, but we can do a lot of 'admiring.'" She smiled, and even seemed a bit excited by that prospect.

"One more, no, two more conditions," I said. "First, Shelle, no orgasms for you while we're gone."

"What?!" she exclaimed. "That's impossible! I'm going to be looking at dozens upon dozens of close-ups of your cock getting serviced! And Sue Ellen and I have already been getting wonderfully touchy-feely. I'll be cumming non-stop!"

"You're being punished, remember?" I said. "Plus, I like the idea of you being even more worked up and desperate for relief when we get back. I've found that seems to make you a better cock slave."

The other girls all nodded knowingly.

But Michelle looked like she was about to go into shock. She stood there and stammered. She breathed heavily, going "ha, ha, ha," like she was panting or hyperventilating. Finally, she managed to breathe out the word "Hot!" as she sank down to her knees in front of me. She placed her hands in the small of her back, thrust out her chest and bowed her head in acceptance.

It was tough for me to keep my cool and not totally ravish her right there and then. Somehow, I managed to merely smile and keep talking. "Second, I don't want you and Sue Ellen touching each other's pussies while we're gone either. I don't know if you were planning to, but I suspect you were. If you're going to do that, I don't want to miss the first time. If you two want to be my cock slaves, then you need to save up things like that to give your master a show."

Sue Ellen looked nervous when I said that, and I wondered if maybe I had pushed her a little too far by being so demanding.

But then she very precisely imitated Michelle's actions, from the heavy breathing all the way to the final pose. She wound up kneeling beside Michelle, so close that their sides looked glued together. Four big heaving tits were lined up in a row.

But Sue Ellen only bowed her head for a moment before she nudged Michelle, and they turned their faces to each other. Then they began to French kiss. Apparently, they were so very worked up that they were compelled to release their sexual energies somehow, and they were the first available targets for each other.

"Whoa!" I complained, worried again about mental overstimulation, as well as the two of them breaking my "no orgasms for Michelle" rule even before I left. I told them sternly, "Save that for later. Stop! Stop already!"

They reluctantly pulled their heads apart and bowed their heads submissively.

Good God! They're trying to tempt me, and succeeding. Or is that just how they ARE now?! 

I told them, "I'm desperately trying to let my dick take the rest of the night off and that is definitely NOT helping. Besides, when did every woman here suddenly decide to become bisexual? Did I miss some secret memo?"

Mindy chortled at that. "Yes, you did! That's all it takes, just a piece of paper, and then any woman becomes bisexual. What a great idea!"

Cindy said in a serious vein, "I think I can speak for the group when I say it's not so much bisexual this or that. It's just that there's an air of SEX and EXCITEMENT in the room! It's any port in a storm! By God, I'm so horny that if it's got lips, I'm gonna kiss it!" She giggled a little and then added saucily, "On the face OR down below!"

That earned an appreciative "Oooh!" from the rest of the women.

"Dibs," said Ruby, almost too softly to be heard.

Despite Cindy's words, I suspected there was more than just "any port in a storm" logic going on for her. She was far too easy and willing, even with her own daughter. Either that, or it was one hell of a storm!

I ran my hands through my hair. "Oh man! But I think you have a point about the air of excitement. It's filling the room like a fog, a thick fog. That's why I feel the need to get out. Right now I'm so deep in this sexual fog that I can barely see or breathe. It's so intense! Not to mention the SMELL of excitement. Literally. This place smells like sex, and for good reason. Look at your wet pussies!"

Michelle and Sue Ellen were still down on their knees, but she got up, and Sue Ellen followed. She cocked her hips and said, "Sorry, Daddy. You're just going to have to get used to that. Being a cock slave pretty much means 'all wet, all the time.' My pussy is always lubing up, always ready for a good Daddy poke!"

I gave her an exasperated look and ran a hand through my hair. "Shelle, you're going to be the death of me. Death by overworked heart."

I tried my best to ignore my busty blonde daughter (Ha! Good luck!) and turned my attention back to Sue Ellen standing next to her. "So, if you can stay here and keep our wildest Hellion entertained, that'll be good. Think of it as kind of a test of your willpower, and hers too."

She nodded gravely. "I'll try my best, Master. It's gonna be tough, really tough, with all those close-up, sexy pictures of your big cock getting pleasured in every possible way by so many different hands and mouths. I kind of get dizzy just thinking about it! But I'll be strong."

I could tell she was going to take it as a serious responsibility to make sure Michelle wouldn't cum. I noted, "If it gets too much, you could simply elect to stop looking at them."

She grinned impishly, showing a mischievous streak. "I could, but I know I won't! I just can't resist!" Then she asked, "By the way, is it okay if I cum?"

"That's fine by me. Michelle is the only one being punished here."

Michelle clenched her teeth and shook her fists in front of her. That set off a wobbly F-cup adventure. "Garrgh! Daddy, you're so aggravating! These past few days have been the very best of times, but sometimes the worst of times too!"

Ruby stepped up. "What about me? How do I fit into your evening plans?"

"Good question, Red. I want you to come with us because I want you and your mother to get better acquainted. I know, I know, who do you know better than your own mother? But I'm talking about seeing each other in your new sexual roles, not as mother and daughter, but as sexually liberated women and fellow cock slaves. That'll take some getting used to."

She nodded thoughtfully at that.

"Plus, a foursome will be good for this, I think. Call me greedy, but I don't want anybody else dancing with MY women. So, we can make two pairs of dancers whenever we like."

Everybody seemed to agree to that plan.

Even Mindy said, "Honey, I stand corrected. That sounds like a good plan. Four slaves and one wife on your cock all at once was a little too much for you. We'll have to work up to where you're used to that. And I love your idea of some special mother-daughter slave-y bonding time. Your plans for the other two are brilliant too. It's times like this that makes me confident that we've going to make this new harem life work. You have some kind of natural knack."

I rolled my eyes. "Yeah, right. I'm riding a wild sex roller-coaster, just trying to catch my breath every now and then."

The group quickly broke up after that.

Sue Ellen and Michelle went to the computer room to get started on downloading the pictures It occurred to me that they couldn't have eaten dinner yet either, but apparently that was a higher priority for them than making dinner for themselves.

Meanwhile, Cindy, Mindy, and Ruby went upstairs to dress up in fancy outfits. It was one of those times when it proved useful that all of them were of roughly similar heights, weights, and bust lines (with the rather breathtaking exception of Michelle in that last category). Actually, Ruby was closer in size to Michelle, especially her bust, which seemed more like F-cups than E-cups to me, so she went to borrow her clothes. Cindy and Mindy sorted through Mindy's clothes.

With my dance partners all getting dressed, I told Sue Ellen and Michelle to put on some clothes as well, at least until the rest of us left. I didn't want them tempting me too much.

For once, I was glad that women can and often do take quite a long time to prepare to go out on the town, because I was wiped out, both mentally and physically. I needed a break to recharge my batteries. I went into the living room, which was still dark, and lay down on a long sofa.




Chapter 58



Sue Ellen and Michelle didn't stay in the computer room for long. Ruby needed some help finding some of Michelle's things that she wanted to try out, which drew Sue Ellen and Michelle up to Michelle's bedroom. Before long, the three of them were playing 'dress up,' while Cindy and Mindy did much the same in our room.

I ended up taking a power nap for about half an hour. When I woke up, I went upstairs while still just loosely wearing my robe. I warned both groups that if they weren't dressed and ready at the foyer in ten minutes, I was going to cook up some macaroni and noodles and go to bed early. I knew that if I didn't put my foot down, they could literally be trying on clothes for hours.

But that got action. I took a shower, and then I picked out a suit and put it on in all of about two minutes.

They didn't make my ten-minute deadline, but at least they were close. All FIVE of them eventually came downstairs dressed to the nines. Sue Ellen explained, "Master, I know we can't go, but Michelle and I wanted to have fun dressing up too, especially since you told us to put some clothes on anyway."

I said, "Wow. Stand in a row, ladies. I want to admire you."

They did so.

"Wow," I said again, in genuine awe at their beauty. "Each one of you looks more delectable and beautiful than the next." All of them were wearing short, silky dresses that showed off cleavage by the acre. Taken together, the whole lot of them were like a rainbow of erotic beauty because each dress was of a different color.

I stood in front of Sue Ellen. "Are you wearing underwear?"

"Yes, Master." She grinned from ear to ear, realizing what was coming next.

I held my hand out and just gave her a look of, "Do I even have to say it?" 

Clearly the answer to that unspoken question was "No," because Sue Ellen was positively giddy as she took her underwear off for me from under the rest of her clothes.

The others peppered her with all kinds of teasing comments, mostly about how she'd need to find some better quick-release undies in light of this new tradition, and how she might as well save time and just turn over the entire contents of her underwear drawer to me.

Mischievous Michelle, though, disagreed, saying that it was a far better thing to have underwear to surrender to my hand, than to own nothing at all.

Sue Ellen reveled in all the attention and seemed to be inordinately pleased with herself for having to surrender her unmentionables to me. She bent far forward so I could see all of her firm orbs dangling in her dress, and said, "I feel so naked around my Master! Even when I'm wearing clothes, I just know he's going to rip them off and have his way with me! It's like I'm completely defenseless all the time!"

I decided that her "rip them off and have his way with me" idea was pretty good (although I didn't want to actually ruin the dress). I stepped forward, pulled the thin straps of her dress off her shoulders, and then hefted up her bare breasts with both hands while we necked for a minute or two.

As we kissed, I heard Michelle complain, "Damn. I wish Daddy would always rip MY clothes off and then ravage MY big tits."

Mindy commented, "Shush. You can't have everything. Consider yourself lucky enough as it is. For starters, how many daughters get to suck their father's cock on a daily basis? Especially a horse cock that's almost too big for anyone to wrap their lips around."

Michelle grumbled loudly. "Now you're just making me salivate."

I could have kept necking with Sue Ellen for a good while. But mindful of the time, my growling stomach, and the other four women I was keeping impatiently waiting in line, I stopped myself.

I left her panting for more, and almost literally swooning like she was about to fall over. "Dan! Master! I love you!"

I stared at her jiggling tits until I was sure she'd be able to remain standing with assistance. Then I just smiled and walked on down the line. Without looked back her way, I told her, "Oh, and strip the rest of your clothes off. Then assume the position. You know the one, hands on your head."

Maybe one could say I was letting the power go to my head, but dammit, why the hell not?

Sue Ellen groaned lustily. I loved how easy it was to arouse these women!

Then I came to Michelle and I stared at her hungrily. "Hmmm. Yummy. I think I'll unwrap this one myself." I yanked her black dress down to her waist and then saw she was wearing a strapless bra. As I undid that, I asked the group, "If anybody else is wearing a bra or panties, take them off now. We're not just going dancing, we're going to make it a commando raid."

Cindy looked down at herself. "But my top is so loose! I chose this one so you could have lots of peeks, but it NEEDS a bra! If I walk, it'll be like two kittens fighting in there!"

I just smiled and said, "That'll be interesting to watch."

Michelle shimmied the rest of the way out of her dress and panties while I French kissed her and played with her jutting torpedoes.

It had been a while since I'd touched them. Actually, I'd been playing with them not long before my nap, but I missed them already anyway. I was once again surprised at just how great it felt when she thrust her enormous breasts into my hands, her warm tit-flesh easily overflowing my cupped palms and fingers. I delighted in their unique combination of silky smooth skin on the outside and softly yielding yet erotically firm pliancy within.

She's utterly irresistible. I can't believe half of her genes came from me. No doubt about it, the Tit Fairy loved my youngest daughter! 

Once Michelle was fully naked, I told her, "Assume the position."

She knew which one I meant from what I just told Sue Ellen. She put her hands on her head and spread her legs wide.

I really liked the way her body stiffened all over and her face changed to one of immense pride. It was like she considered herself supremely honored to be in that position, as if I were about to pin a medal on her or something (not that there was any cloth to pin it on!). I didn't understand her attitude, but I wasn't about to complain. I went right back to kissing her and playing with her body.

I fiddled with her engorging clit and pussy lips. She liked it at first, but then she started to get very upset and agitated. Suddenly on the verge of tears, she cried out, "Daddy, no! Please no!"

I stopped momentarily, and asked, "What's the problem?"

"Daddy, you said I can't cum! But I'm so close! I'm about to explode! I'll never made it through the evening. I'm such a bad slave!"

I cupped the undersides of her tits and hefted them up, leaving her guessing for a few moments. Then, as I pulled a little on her nipples, I said, "I said you can't cum while I'm gone. I'm still here."

"Oh! Oh, oh, oh, aaaaaiiiiieeee!" And just like that, she started a climax.

I was surprised, because the only thing touching her private parts at the moment were my fingers rolling her nipples. But apparently she needed to climax so bad after valiantly holding back that any touching pushed her over the edge.

When it ended, she wobbled about like she was stone drunk. She was barely able to remain standing in her hands-on-head pose.

Seeing her like that, I gave her a hug to help her stand. But she continued to tremble and shake like she was still climaxing. I couldn't understand it.

She suddenly gasped, "Daddy! Please! Permission to lower my arms?"

"Permission denied."

I think that nearly made her climax again! She bit her lip so hard I worried she was going to draw blood. I relaxed my hold on her, and resumed playing with her pussy lips and clit.

While I was still doing that, Mindy commented to Cindy, "Is that not the hottest thing you've ever seen in your life, or what?"

"IT IS!" Cindy replied emphatically. "Well, unless I could see what he was doing to me earlier. Michelle is just so unbelievably voluptuous and beautiful, and with her in that position, and Sue Ellen still posing in the nude with her hands over her head right next to her, it's just so terribly... obscene! It REALLY brings home the fact that we're all his sex slaves! Sorry, excepting you, of course."

"Don't sweat it."

"And the way he stands there - fully clothed, cool and in control, casually inspecting them - you can feel the power he has. It's so sexy that I can't stand it! Normally, I'm against objectifying women, especially for their big breasts, but I have to make an exception. Look at the way her anatomically awesome breasts are still wobbling all over the place! I don't care how straight you are - that's gotta make you hot!"

"It does," Mindy admitted, as she stared hungrily at her naked and increasingly sweaty daughter. "But what about the incest factor?"

Cindy replied, "I told you earlier, and I'm still not going to change my mind. Not only am I okay with it, but it makes everything that much more delightfully debauched. ... Can you believe it? I mean, ONE man, with FIVE women?! It makes me want to cum, just to say it out loud!"

Mindy replied, "To be honest, I've seen the gist of this coming for months, but now that it's actually here I still have trouble believing my own lyin' eyes. Dan has always been such a stick in the mud when I tried to bring up threesomes. Yet, here we are! Not three, but six of us, together! I still have that 'pinch me, I'm dreaming' feeling."

Giggling, Cindy pinched her upper arm.

The sound of the two women giggling together was music to my ears. But I thought, I can definitely relate to Min's "pinch me" feelings. I mean, having five women head over heels for me is remarkable enough, but the sheer busty beauty of these women defies description! I'd have to spend a while flipping through porn magazines to find even one that aroused me as much as ANY of these five. Is that just rose-colored glasses, because I've known and loved most of them for so long? I honestly don't think so. 

I pulled back from fondling Michelle and looked at all five women. Sue Ellen and Michelle remained naked and standing "in position" side by side with their legs spread obscenely and their hands on the back of their heads. But surprisingly, Ruby was in that same position too, although still fully dressed. It looked like she was eagerly waiting her turn for me to manhandle her. By contrast, the two fully-clothed mothers were standing in casual and relaxed positions a few feet in front of the others.

As I admired my three "girls," I heard Cindy ask Mindy, "And what about you? Don't you feel some jealousy, seeing your HUSBAND standing there, running his hands freely all over two nubile centerfold-worthy sex bombs, with their hands held up high, their bouncy tits fully exposed, and their legs spread so lewdly like that? They couldn't be any more ready to get their pussies porked, and you know he'll do just that soon enough!"

"Jealousy? I don't think about that. ... Ah, fuck it! Why should I lie? The truth is, it does bother me, but I actually kind of LIKE that it bothers me! It's kind of a 'hurts so good' thing. I know that's kind of fucked up, but I guess that's why they call me a cucquean."

That confession had gotten my attention, so Mindy was looking into my eyes when she continued. "But Honey, please, don't push it and sneak around behind my back, okay? That would cross a line that would bring about a VERY different reaction from me."

"Look." I nodded towards Sue Ellen and Michelle. Both of their faces were red from a mix of embarrassment and lust, and their bodies were trembling slightly with excitement. I was standing between them, and hefted up a tit from each of them. "I'm in heaven. Why on Earth would I do anything to mess this up? And why would I want for more?" I took a big whiff of air and luxuriated in the smell of aroused women.

I gave Ruby a glance that told her I'd get to her soon. She was still standing stiffly at attention, and it looked like she was dying of anticipation.

Then, turning my attention back to Michelle, I knelt in front of her and started licking my way down to her slit. Just exploring the gentle, muscular curves of her tummy and her belly button area was a treat.

As I got to the top of her pussy area, Michelle suddenly exclaimed, "Oh no! Daddy, I'm gonna cum so hard! AGAIN!"

Luckily, that snapped me out of my reverie, and I remembered that I wasn't supposed to get intimate down there again until she fulfilled her part of our "dating boys" deal. My tongue was only an inch or so from her clit, but I suddenly pulled back and stood up. Seeing the orgasmic look on her face, I didn't want to leave her hanging. I kissed her neck and yanked on both her nipples.

That did the trick. She yelped in short bursts, trying her best to restrain her cries.

She ended up slumping against me, as she couldn't remain standing by herself. That led to an intimate hug.

"Daddy," she cooed, "I love you so much! You know that, don't you? It's not just that I worship your big fat cock; I love YOU! Every inch of you, everything about you. You're the best daddy ever! So many of my friends can barely stand their parents, but I'm totally IN love with my very own daddy. I wish I could marry you in some alternate universe."

She smiled at Mindy, probably making sure she wouldn't take that the wrong way. "But I've got a super cool mom too. I love YOU, mom!" She nuzzled her head into my neck and remained like that, with a blissed-out smile.

Mindy stretched her arms wide like she was ready for a big hug from her daughter, and jokingly exclaimed, "Marry me!"

Michelle chuckled and rolled her eyes. "Mom, please. I know I can't even do that with Daddy, even if he wasn't already married, but I just feel that way sometimes. Sorry, Dad, I know that'll freak you out, but I can't help my feelings!"

It did freak me out, but not nearly as much as I thought it would. Heck, after everything else that had happened, not much could shock me anymore. Or so I thought, anyway.

Ruby coughed. "Um, I hate to be a party pooper, but I've been like, super patient, waiting here..." She had drifted even closer to me, perhaps hoping that would increase the odds that I'd fondle her soon.

She had a good point about the time passing. I whispered in Michelle's ear, "I love you too, more than you can imagine. But we can't keep everyone waiting..." I reluctantly pulled away from her.

Michelle had recovered from her latest orgasm. To my surprise, she immediately resumed her position with her legs splayed wide and her hands on her head. She thrust her chest out with new resolve. "You see, Daddy? You see what a good cock slave I am for you? Mom, I'm kind of like you. Knowing that my Daddy is my master and that I'm nothing but one of his sex slaves makes me burn with embarrassment sometimes, but it's a 'hurts so good' kind of thing."

At the mention of "master," I was reminded of Sue Ellen, and I looked back her way. She was still standing in that same provocative position too. It seemed she had endless patience. Seeing that I was looking at her, she said, "Me too. I think 'hurts so good' says it perfectly."

Mindy joked, "I guess we're gonna have to break out the John Mellencamp records tomorrow."

I was puzzled for a second until I remembered he had a hit with "Hurts So Good" as the title. I smiled and nodded at that, while continuing to admire Michelle and Sue Ellen standing in their subservient positions.

Feeling very satisfied with my women and myself, I turned towards the front door.

Ruby coughed again. She looked like she was fit to burst.

I said to her, "Don't worry, you're coming with us. We'll have plenty of time to play later. In fact, I want to keep you so hot and bothered all evening that we'll be able to cook an egg off your tummy. I just wanted to give those other two something to remember me by while we're gone."

That seemed to mollify Ruby, although she still looked disappointed that she wasn't stripped and fondled in front of the others.

I gathered the three women who were still clothed around me, and soon proceeded with them out the front door.

It was pretty hard to leave those two buxom and naked teens behind, believe me. As I turned back to look at them one more time, I realized something. I walked back to Sue Ellen. "You haven't cum yet, have you?"

"No, Master, but don't worry about me. My pleasure is unimportant."

"That's so untrue. Never say or think that again, and that's an order. I'm not happy unless my women are happy and have lots of orgasms, and don't forget that the no-cum ban is just for Michelle tonight. I want you to cum a lot, and that's an order too!"

"Yes, Master!" She giggled with glee.

I groped her tits again and played with her stiffening clit for about a minute. I wanted to speed things up, so I said to her, "Now, are you two going to be good, or am I going to have to keep you buck naked and chained together until I get back?"

That pushed Sue Ellen over the edge. She bent over and cried out. I was proud of how I was getting better at figuring out what turned them on, even though I found their attitudes bizarre.

Dammit, my cock is like an iron bar, and it hasn't been getting any attention whatsoever. But now is not the time. I wish I could stay and play, but I'm hungry for actual food. 

As I walked through the door, Cindy asked, "Um, Dan, you really weren't thinking of chaining them up, were you?"

"Don't be silly," I replied. "As if I even had chains to begin with!" I chuckled.

Cindy just said, "Oh." But to my surprise, she actually looked disappointed about it. Frankly, that surprised me more than Michelle's marriage comment.

"We do have plenty of rope and a couple of pairs of handcuffs, though," I said casually. I forced myself not to look to see how she reacted to that, but I heard a sharp squeaking intake of breath followed by increased panting. I might have been alarmed, but I was amused.

I finally stepped through the front door, with Mindy's arm in mine. I spoke over my shoulder to Michelle and Sue Ellen, "Okay, you two, be good. Don't wait up for us. Sue Ellen, you have to work tomorrow I believe, so I imagine you won't be here by the time we get back. Have a good night. I'll figure out a way to see you again soon."

"Yes, Master!" Sue Ellen replied, her voice saturated in lust and devotion.

I was glad to see the two of them adopted casual positions as the rest of us started to go. I was half-afraid they'd remain standing like that until I told them otherwise. The intensity of their feelings for me was a bit hard to handle at times, to say the least.

I snickered to myself, Good luck with Shelle keeping to that "no orgasms" rule. I'll be amazed if Sue Ellen can really restrain her. 

The door closed behind me and I walked along with Mindy, while Cindy and Ruby trailed closely behind us as a pair in our wake. The walkway wasn't wide enough to walk four abreast.

For some reason, the thought popped into my head of just how wide the walkway would have to be for my five women to walk side-by-side without their breasts touching. Clearly Michelle would need the greatest amount of "clearance" to be a part of such a procession.

Ruby brought me out of my revelry by exclaiming to Cindy, "Is it just me, or was that the hottest thing you've ever seen? Well, since the photo shoot anyway."

That got a good laugh from all of us, since that had ended less than an hour ago.

She went on, "It's like, Daddy just totally took control of all five of his women! Even though I was just standing there watching, I felt like he was doing that to ME! My pussy's totally soaked. I feel like a piece of meat, and yet, I love it! And yet, I don't. It's so totally humiliating, you know? My face still burns with shame. But the key thing is that I never stop feeling loved. So maybe it's that 'hurts so good' thing for me too. It would be totally different if someone evil humiliated me, or if it was someone who looks down on me instead of loves me... Am I just babbling here, or do you know what I mean?"

Cindy said, "I know EXACTLY what you mean. With each minute that passes, I'm feeling more and more like I just won the $100 million lottery. Ruby, I have to admit that, until a few minutes ago, I was feeling kind of guilty about just letting Dan totally dominate you and use your body, well, like his sex toy, and even his sex slave. I mean, what kind of mother willingly watches her daughter fall into slavery, let alone explicitly sexual slavery? But the more I think about it, the happier I am. It's like we BOTH won the lottery! I see nothing but a future of night after night of insanely lusty pleasures that'll blow our socks off!"

Ruby said, "I KNOW! And all the rest of our clothes off too!"

Mindy smirked and said, "That's my hubby, cocked and loaded. Crotch, socks, and cock smoking barrel!"

Ruby giggled at that. Then she said proudly as she tilted her head up and thrust her chest out, "Daddy likes to see me naked!"

I thought, Yeesh. Talk about stating the obvious! Heck, I get horny just looking at her face and her flaming red hair. 

We were already standing right in front of the minivan, but Mindy suddenly raised a hand dramatically in the air and shouted, "To the Pussymobile!"

Ruby and Cindy raised their fists triumphantly and seconded that notion. "To the Pussymobile!"

I opened the doors and escorted the women into their seats one-by-one like a gentleman, and then I settled into the driver's seat.

Mindy sat in the front seat next to me, which I supposed was a reflection of her superior status in the group.

As soon as the minivan started to move, Cindy asked, "Cool name, but why is this minivan called the Pussymobile, aside from the obvious fact that it's filled with lots of fuckable pussy tonight?"

I was shocked at Cindy's language. Normally, she was quite demure, but it looked like she was having a ball letting it all hang out.

Mindy explained, "Because the other day Dan titfucked Sue Ellen and then fucked me in the parking lot of the restaurant where Sue Ellen works, and it seemed like the thing to say at the time. You should have smelled the upholstery after we were done. Hell, I think it still smells like pussy in here."

"That's probably me," Ruby said gleefully. "I'm seriously wet!"

"Or me!" Cindy said even more gleefully. "I feel like I have an incontinent pussy. I've been dribbling and drooling down there all day, even while Dan kept me in limbo for hours and hours. Gaawwwd, I can't believe I just said that." She giggled. "I feel like I'm sixteen again."

"What, you're not?" I was pleased to make a joke that was also a compliment. Running with the compliment idea, I added, "You know, to be honest, with the three of you wearing shimmering and shiny dresses like that, I feel like I'm escorting the Supremes to the Grammys in 1966 or something. You all look like classic divas ready to walk out on stage and belt out a song."

Ruby raised her hand, which was a bit silly, especially in a minivan. "Oooh! Oooh! Can I? I have the perfect Supremes song for the occasion."

I nodded. I explained to the others, "In case you don't know yet, Ruby's had a hobby lately of taking famous songs and making the lyrics more... sexual."

She started to sing the Supremes song "You Keep Me Hangin' On," almost before I could finish talking.

"Tie me up, why don't cha, Dad? Rip off my dress, why don't cha, Dad?

'Cos you don't really need me, you just keep me sucking cock

You don't really want me, you just keep me sucking cock

Why do you keep a-coming around, playing with my tits?

Why do you slip your fat thing into my mouth, and make me suck on it?

Let me cum all over you, that way you'll cum all over me"

I was glad to see Mindy and Cindy both surprised and amused. As Ruby came around to the chorus again, this time, the two mothers joined in as well (although they said "Dan" instead of "Dad.").

It was more than a bit difficult to keep driving through all this, especially because whenever they'd get to the line "Rip off my dress," they'd all motion like they were ripping their clothes off.

Talk about a surreal situation! My life has gotten so fucking INTERESTING lately! 

At least they never stopped giggling and laughing as they sang, which showed they saw the absurdity of it all.

I'll mention Ruby's other verses too, since it led into the subsequent discussion:

"You say although you're my dad, you want me to be your slave

But how can I be one of your slaves, when all your ropes and chains and spanks you save?

And there ain't nothing I can do about it

You claim you still care for me, but my heart and soul needs to be chained

Now that your daughter's your slut, you're cummin' down my throat again

I love being your whore, but chain and use my body more! Hey!

Why don't you be a man about it, and fuck your slut?

Now, if you care a thing about me, you'll fill my slit and my butt

Go on, get in, get into my cunt, and fuck me hard all night

You don't really want me, you just keep me sucking cock"

I can't tell you how arousing it was, looking through the rear view mirror and watching Ruby passionately sing with her fantastic voice lines like "fuck me hard all night." The fact that she was wearing a dress Diana Ross might actually have worn in her heyday made it that much better, and hearing the two mothers join in on the choruses was a hoot too. I couldn't stop chuckling about the whole things.

However, I was a bit chagrined as well, because her lyrics obviously had an agenda behind them. Because of that, I thought she might have come up with her lyrics on the spot. But upon reflection, I decided the lyrics were too clever (for instance, the way she ironically replaced "set me free" with "tie me up" or "you want to set me free" with "you want me to be your slave"). Still, the lyrics were so "topical" that I figured she had to have come up with them in recent days.

Mindy and Cindy were still giggling and laughing almost more than singing, and when the song ended, they burst into cheers. But then a silence descended as they actually thought about the lyrics they'd heard.

Cindy said, "Wow. Ruby, I didn't know you could be so clever with song lyrics. But do you, uh, do you really mean all that? I mean, not just the fun fucking part, but the chains and slavery stuff?"

"Of course, Mom! I mean, I don't want to be chained ALL the time. Duh! But I think bondage and spankings should be a regular part of our sex play. I love it when Daddy asserts his total control over me. Over us! Don't you think that's hot, Mom? I saw the way you reacted to how Daddy spanked you, so I know you agree with me."

There was a long pause as Cindy considered that. "Well, kind of... But that's different..."

"Oh, come on, Mom! Tell me you wouldn't love it if Daddy pulled over by the side of the road RIGHT NOW, ripped your dress off, sat up on the hood of the car, pulled your squirming body over his lap, and gave you the spanking of your life while all the cars whizzed by. You'd love it! I know I would!"

Cindy blushed. "Well..."

Ruby pressed, "Sheesh! Come ON! Can't you just picture it, having your voluptuous body across his lap like a little girl's, your high heels kicking up in the air as you struggle uselessly, your big tits pressing into the cold metal of the car hood? All the other cars slowing down, most people honking and hooting their support for Dan, but some outraged women staring in disbelief as your ass practically glows as red as your face after twenty or thirty hard swats?"

Cindy's eyes were wide. "My God! Do you have to be so... vivid? I can practically feel the cold metal on my hard nipples!"

Ruby was triumphant. "A-ha! You're totally soaked from just thinking about it. I can smell the proof. And your thighs are rubbing like you're trying to start a fire. You might as well play with your pussy; you know you wanna!"

Cindy was even more flustered, and the blush was spreading down her deep cleavage. "But that's not... Not... Not in a car!"

"Geez! Do I have to do EVERYthing?" Ruby leaned over to Cindy's side of the backseat and pulled Cindy's dress up.

Cindy squirmed around even more, and protested, "No! What... What are you doing? Stop that! You're my daughter!"

But I noticed that she lifted herself up at just the right time, so Ruby could pull her dress up past her ass. Cindy brought her hands down over her pussy, ostensibly to cover it, but within seconds one could detect some rhythmic moment in her hands as she tried to secretly frig herself.

Amidst all this excitement, it was a near miracle I didn't crash the minivan. But things more or less calmed down for a little bit. All the women tried to simply sit there, but the smell of their excitement was so thick in the air that one could cut it with a knife. Cindy in particular had a glazed look in her eyes. Every now and then I'd look in the rear view mirror, and even sometimes adjust the mirror to get different views. Her dress had fallen back down over her pussy, but her hands hadn't moved from there. It was clear that she was having a very nice erotic buzz as she continued to subtly finger herself.

After a while, Mindy looked at my lap, and said, "Honey, is that the Empire State Building in your pants, or are you just happy to see me?"

"Ugh," I replied. "I've been so hard for so long that I'm practically ready to cry. I regret that 'inspection' at the door before we left. But don't touch me! I'm having enough trouble driving as it is."

My wife looked at me skeptically. "Oh, come on. Any man who says having his dick get as hard as it can get in the face of extreme arousal isn't one of his favorite things in the whole world is a liar."

I looked like I was pondering that comment, but her "favorite things" comment reminded me of the song "My Favorite Things" from the musical "The Sound of Music." Inspired by Ruby's recent efforts, I quickly ad-libbed some new words: 

"Daughters who're cock slaves and a wife who's a cucquean

Neighbors who need fucking with great tits that need suckling

Getting head while I'm driving, as my whole harem sings

These are a few of my favorite things."

I turned my head back briefly and looked right at Cindy during the "neighbors" line, causing her to blush.

The others all laughed and clapped when I finished singing.

I was particularly proud of myself, since Ruby had spoofed that song for me recently. I asked her, "What do you think? Should I quit my day job and challenge Bob Dylan as world's best lyricist?"

She was smiling widely, and looked very pleasantly surprised at my parody. But her analysis was more critical. "Not bad. The 'cucquean' - 'suckling' rhyme needs a little work, though."

"Hey," I said defensively, "You gotta cut me some slack, given the rather distracting conditions I have to work with."

"True," she agreed with a happy smirk.

Mindy turned her head to the back seat and said, "Cindy, ropes and spankings and such are just playing around in the bedroom. There's no harm in that. But Ruby obviously takes this cock slave stuff pretty seriously. It goes a lot deeper than just playing with ropes, doesn't it, Ruby?"

"It does! I wish Daddy would see that when we say we're his slaves, we actually mean it! I can tell he still thinks it's mostly sex talk. He's such a friggin' blockhead sometimes. Heck, all of the time. Daddy, what more do I have to do to convince you? This isn't just some momentary fixation. I'm not gonna change my attitude next week and start, I dunno, getting totally obsessed with reading Harry Potter books or something stupid like that. This is IT! Michelle and I wanna sex you up all day long, every day, day after day after day. Forever. Period! Duh! Heeelll-lllloooo? Sheesh!"

Mindy asked Cindy, "What about that? Are you okay with all that?"

"I am. I know I shouldn't be. But Ruby is so obviously happy about it that I can't get upset. And frankly, I'm loving it all too. So I know exactly how she feels."

Surprisingly, Ruby said, "No you don't. You just dipped your toe in. It gets a lot deeper than that. Deeper and deeper and better and better, the more you submit. You're just starting to understand!"

Cindy thoughtfully replied, "Maybe so. You could be right. We'll see. But I've experienced enough to sympathize."

Mindy suggested to Cindy, "Let me play Devil's advocate here for a minute, because I don't want you backsliding later. What about Ruby's future? Everybody knows that a girl like Ruby - a stunning bombshell, fun, personable, smart, and with tits out till next week - everybody knows that she's a prime catch. She could marry some heir to a big fortune or a millionaire sports star or whatever. How do you feel about her missing out on that?"

"She could write her own ticket," Cindy conceded. "But why do people want money except because they think it'll make them happier? And Ruby, what do you think will make you happier, serving as one of Dan's cock slaves or marrying some preppy rich boy?"

Ruby replied, "Preppy rich boy!"

That caused a pair of sharply indrawn breaths of shocked surprise.

Then after a perfectly timed pause, Ruby added, "Kidding!" She burst into laughter. "Just kidding! Mom, you should have seen the shocked look on your face. See? You couldn't even believe it when I said it, 'cause it was so stupid! DUH!"

After getting that out of her system, she continued in her normal voice, "Sucking Daddy's cock and getting spanked daily, then spreading my legs to take his big fucking cock DEEP in every hole I have... Seriously, I ask you: what could ever be better than that? That's the only future I want. I'm like you Mom in that Daddy hasn't dicked me yet, and I can't even IMAGINE what that'll be like! Just thinking about it gets me wet like you wouldn't believe!"

Cindy though was surprised and taken aback. "Dan, you haven't porked her yet?! What's WRONG with you? That means she's still a VIRGIN! She's told me repeatedly over the years that she's been saving her cherry just for you. I know you told me you didn't do her yet, but I just assumed that was because I wasn't ready for the full truth."

Ruby added, "Sadly, it's true. Tragically true. Ditto with Michelle. See what I mean? He's a total blockhead. Unfortunately, his head is as thick as his dick. Which is really saying something."

Cindy chided me, "I hate to be rude, but get your head out of your ass! If I were a man, I would fuck her so fast and so hard that it would probably open up a wormhole!"

I laughed along with the others at that, because we got the sci-fi physics reference. Mindy added, "Good one!"

Ruby pumped her fist. "Right on, Mom! Righteous McGrath power!" They high-fived each other.

Then Cindy turned her ire to me. "Seriously, defend yourself. What kind of master has sex slaves and doesn't even fuck them? Every day that you don't fuck her is a day wasted that you'll never get back. And the same for Michelle? What a shame. I want answers!"

"Remember the whole thing about having her date boys?" I pointed out. "Both of them, actually." I briefly turned my head to the back seat to look at both of them better.

"Screw that!" Cindy said emphatically.

I started to say, "But you-"

"No arguments! The only argument you need is right here in front of you." She cupped the underside of Ruby's nearest (barely covered) tit and hefted it up.

Mindy laughed. "Cindy, you sound like you're pimping out your daughter. This is fun." Sometimes my wife blurts out stuff like that, because she doesn't think first when she's greatly amused.

Cindy retorted, "Not pimping out; I'm just pointing out the obvious. Just look at my precious daughter." She was still hefting up one of Ruby's boobs with one hand, while her other hand remained under her own dress, almost certainly frigging away. "This is no ordinary body, and I'm not just saying that because I'm her mother."

Making eye contact with me through the rear view mirror, she said, "Dan, it's great that you're slowly coming around and letting her suck your cock, as well as plowing her tits, but that is totally NOT good enough. This is a body that was born and bred to be FUCKED! She needs to be properly plowed by the King. It's your prerogative, if not even your duty, to keep her pussy swimming in sperm!"

She said sternly to her daughter, "Ruby, show our master just what kind of fuckable hot body you have. Show him what a worthy cock slave you are!"

Ruby looked at her mother to make sure she understood. "Mom, again, I've gotta say I totally adore you new attitude." Then she pulled her dress over her flaming red hair, leaving her sitting in the back seat wearing nothing but high heels, make-up, and jewelry!

Whoa! It was a good thing I didn't drive the minivan off the road! Luckily it was night time, so the other drivers were highly unlikely to see into the backseat, or I would have had to stop the minivan to make sure she got presentable.

"Now, that's some prime pussy, if you ask me," Cindy said. "To enslave her and not fuck her is like having a canteen in the middle of the hot Sahara and pouring it out onto the sand. It makes no sense!"

Mindy said, "She makes a good point."

Feeling defensive, I retorted, "The only reason I'm not fucking her or Michelle is that I really do love them and I'm trying to be responsible and look out for their futures. We can all have fun with the master and slave lifestyle for a while, but ultimately they'll want to move on and have their husbands and children. I want some proof from them that they'll move in that direction."

Ruby groaned. "See, Mom? He's like an idiot savant. Sometimes so smart, and sometimes so stupid! This is why we had to wait until we were eighteen before revealing our true natures. He also would have tried to do the 'responsible' and 'moral' thing."

Cindy didn't verbally reply. Instead, she brought a hand back to the underside of her daughter's nearest breast and hefted it up again. She moved it around more this time, since she didn't have clothes impeding her. She looked down at Ruby's pussy, and looked like she wanted to touch her down there, but chickened out.

I was watching through the rear view mirror and driving erratically all over the road. I caught Mindy just in time, as her hand was reaching for my slacks. I slapped her hand away. "Come on, everybody! Not in the minivan. Ruby, put your dress back on right now, and that's an order. Do you want all of us to get killed? Thank God it's dark outside, or who knows what other people might see and do. Come on, people!"

That seemed to sober them up a little bit.

I went on, "And Cindy, what's with your attitude? You ARE kind of hawking your daughter like a pimp. Let her work it out on her own. And besides, there's no way I can fuck Ruby without also fucking Michelle. And I'm just not ready for that. Are you? Are you ready to go all the way with your own daughter?"

Cindy was a bit abashed at that question and finally let go of Ruby's breast. "I know. It's weird. It's hard to explain. It's like... It's just... Everything's so damn HOT around here. I... Can someone roll down the windows?"

I wondered if she'd feel the same when she wasn't horny, especially since it appeared that Cindy was still playing with herself. I pointed out, "Don't you remember dinner at our house the other night, and how concerned you were when you found out Ruby was becoming physical with me?"

"Yeah, well, I was wrong. I'm just so into this whole cock slave role. You know, women can have all kinds of weird sexual fantasies, just like men do. For instance, normally, I hate prostitution. I think it would be great if it were wiped from the planet. But sometimes I have these really hot fantasies about being a prostitute. I'm sure that in real life it would be horrible to actually be one, but in the fantasy it allows me to get completely wanton and wild. No restraints. Just live for sex!"

She continued, "I never thought that kind of all-out totally wanton fantasy life could exist in the real world. In reality, there's usually a pimp who beats up the prostitute, or she's strung out on crack or something like that. But with this cock slave thing, I'm living the fantasy! I really am! I HAVE been letting go of all my inhibitions, and I've never felt more free and alive! I can go totally overboard with my desires, but it's okay. I'm safe. I'm loved. I'm surrounded by good friends who will look out for me. I can be a piece of fuck-meat and LOVE it!"

Ruby, wearing her dress again, said, "Mom, you're a frickin' genius with the way you explain things. That is SO TRUE! That's exactly how I feel. It's like what I was saying when we were leaving the house. I feel like a piece of meat, and yet I love it, but I also feel so loved too! This whole arrangement is just PERFECT. It's like we're living the totally uninhibited sex life most women only dream about, on a 24/7 basis! I'm psyched! Ironically, being enslaved actually FREES me up to go completely wild!"

Then Mindy spoke. "Finally! Somebody's put into words what I've been feeling. Sometimes lately, I've been questioning if I've gone mad wanting to share my husband so much, but Cindy, I think you just nailed it exactly on the head for me too. Alone with Dan, we've had lots and lots of great times; really erotic and fun times. But there's kind of a limit; certain rules and boundaries. And physical limits too, on what two people can do. But with a whole harem of cock slaves, there really are NO boundaries!"

She looked into the back seat and smiled at Ruby to illustrate her point.

She continued, "There's this freewheeling 'anything goes' atmosphere at all times. There's no telling what might happen next, but I've decided that all bets are off. Even if I'm just alone in my bed with my husband now, I'm feeling this extra buzz, this extra thrill. I'm not just a wife. Every other woman on the street is a wife. That's nothing so amazing. But I'm a wife AND a part of a harem! That's endlessly amazing! He could call Michelle into the bedroom at any time and order her to strip and then suck. Even if he doesn't, the fact that he COULD and that she'll do it gladly is such a turn-on!"

She went on, "This arrangement has just kind of evolved somehow. I don't really know how we got here exactly. I guess it was mostly Michelle's scheming, and yours too, Ruby. But I'm so glad about the results that I can't complain. Honey, I can't even get too mad at her about the whole DL deception thing. I'm loving the results too much."

Then, looking to the back seat, she added, "And Ruby, I agree. The arrangement now is perfect. Five is a great number. It's small and personal enough that it doesn't feel like a crowd. But it's big enough to be totally WILD! ANYTHING can happen with five horny big-titted hotties and one very well-hung, lovable, sexually insatiable, and all-around fun-to-be-with man that we can trust completely. It'll take us YEARS to even begin to work through all the permutations and combinations of partners and sex acts!"

She sighed with deep contentment. "And the LOVE! I feel like we're gonna end up being the best family ever. I just love everybody. Sue Ellen was the total wild card, and I was worried about her, but she's turning out great. Ruby, before long, I'm thinking that you, she, and Michelle are gonna be like three peas in a pod. Don't you think?"

"Totally!" Ruby agreed emphatically. "It's started already. You should have seen the three of us when we were spying on you guys when you did Mom's whole cock slave acceptance ceremony thing. Which, I must add, was just SO FUCKING HOT! Damn! We were totally jilling each other and making out and stuff. The only reason we had any self-control at all was that we needed to keep real quiet, so we could hear all the sexy stuff you were saying."

"And so you wouldn't get caught," I pointed out.

She giggled, adding coyly, "Yeah, that too. I think... Although it would have been kind of hot to have you find us and punish us with a hard spanking... Especially after what we saw you do to Cindy here, hint, hint..."

I said, in a happy yet sarcastic tone, "So this is a fine turn of events. It's bad enough having to endure the Gruesome Twosome all these years, but now you're telling me I'm gonna have to put up with a 'Gruesome Threesome?'"

"Yep!" Ruby giggled. "Pretty much. Sue Ellen rocks! She's like my new breastest friend forever, though of course Michelle always is too. And her totally submissive attitude is so sexy. It's an inspiration to us all. Daddy, you should hear her talk about you when you're not around. It's SOOO orgasm inducing. She goes on and on about how great it is to be a cock slave and how important it is that we strive to fully live up to that name. Michelle totally loves that talk even more than I do, I think. Boy, I almost wish I could stay home tonight just to be a fly on the wall and see what those two get up to. I don't know what they're gonna do, but I know it's gonna be super sexy!"

I groaned with arousal. Needless to say, my erection was showing no signs of going away. I said, "It's great that we're all in the middle of some kind of sexual supernova, but can we be normal every now and then too? We need to have some normal good times too, you know. I have a proposal. We're almost at the restaurant. During dinner, I want us all to just try to be normal. Nothing sexual. No hanky panky under the table or in the bathroom. I know everybody's flying high as a kite on lust, but let's put that aside and have some non-sexual good times for an hour or two. I would like to give my overexcited penis a chance to be flaccid for a while. Then, with the dancing, we can let it all hang out a little bit again - within reason! How does that sound?"

Everybody agreed that would be a good idea, especially since if we continued like we were going now we'd be kicked out of the restaurant before long. We weren't going to Mama Mia's, after all.




Chapter 59



We went to a top-notch Thai restaurant. To my surprise, Mindy, Cindy, Ruby, and I actually did end up having a very enjoyable yet non-sexual dinner. Sexual energy was coursing through us like we were all made out of electricity, but such a high level of arousal can't be maintained 24 hours a day, and I think we were all glad to take a break, relax, and eat some food.

It was nearly miraculous, especially given the sexy, bra-less dresses the women were wearing, but my penis even managed to remain flaccid for most of the meal.

Mindy was a total crack-up with her jokes, even more so than usual. Everything that came out of her mouth seemed to put the rest of us in stitches, probably because we were quite giddy with general euphoria about recent developments to begin with.

As we walked back to the car, I rubbed my stomach contentedly and said, "That was great. I can't remember ever having a better time."

My wife seemed to find that comment amusing. She said, "Think harder. What about before the meal? The blowjob photo session? The endless series of different mouths going down on you while even more hands stroked and pumped? Wasn't that fun?"

"Well, yeah," I admitted. "I mean, hell yeah!"

"And what about my cock slave ceremony before that?" Cindy asked. "Wasn't that great?"

Ruby started to say, "And what about-"

"Yeah," I admitted, cutting in. "Wait. Stop. Don't remind me of any more recent memories. I'll cut to the chase and conclude that the whole day has been totally fantastic, and yesterday, and the day before... Hell, the whole last week or two has been one non-stop joyride. Let me amend my statement. I can't remember ever having a better meal at a restaurant. How's that?"

Mindy pointed out, "Sue Ellen would be sad to hear that. Are you telling me you had more fun just now in that restaurant than when you played with her, stripped her, and then fucked the shit right out of me in the Mama Mia's ladies' room?"

I laughed. "Okay, I take that back too. The poop was really flying out your ass that time, wasn't it?"

Mindy laughed, but playfully punched my arm.

I tried again. "This is the most fun I've ever had in a restaurant in the last hour. How's that? Did I offend anybody?"

We all had a good laugh at that.

As we continued walking to the car, Cindy had a great big smile on her face, even more so than earlier (which was saying a lot). I asked her, "What are you thinking?"

"I've never felt so happy. Ever! I've never felt so FREE! This is freedom! I worried that feeling would fade when I came down from my orgasmic high, but it hasn't much at all. Like, right now, I'm walking across a parking lot, and my breasts are completely unsupported. They're swinging around and crashing into each other like I'm topless, and I... I don't care!"

To prove her point, Cindy did something with her shoulders to make her boobs sway even wilder than they already were. "They were like that all through dinner, and people were staring at us, and I don't care! Everyone could see the points of my hard nipples, and you know what?"

Mindy blandly quipped, "Let me guess: you don't care!"

Cindy giggled at that. "Bingo! I don't care! I'm still totally ashamed because this goes completely against everything I've been taught, but I just keep thinking 'hurts so good.' And it's true! The shame actually fuels my constant erotic buzz! I love it! And all through dinner, every now and then, a mind-blowing thought would pop into my head, like 'I've agreed to be Dan's sex slave.' Or, 'My daughter is now one of his sex slaves too.' Or 'My God, Dan, my fantasy dreamboat Dan, my best friend's husband, is gonna fuck me soon!' It's like I'm constantly being jolted by electric shocks. But it's good! It's freedom!"

Mindy wryly noted, "Freedom is slavery, huh? I think George Orwell would agree with you." She obviously remembered that was one of the slogans in Orwell's classic novel "1984."

Cindy glared at Mindy. "Fuck you! You're not being helpful. Not Big Brother-type slavery; I'm talking sexual slavery. Total submission through devotion to the one you love. It's completely different, and you know it." Cindy looked quite cross.

"Sorry," Mindy said. "I've got a bad case of diarrhea mouth tonight. Speaking without thinking. But you're right. It is different, and I do know what you mean."

Ruby chimed in, "So do I. Freedom actually IS slavery. Because heck, let's face it, I love to toss the word 'slave' around as much as anybody else in our harem, but we're not really slaves in any normal sense of the word. Dan here is a big pussy cat, and he loves us all up. Daddy, being a slave to you is about as tough as a billionaire being 'enslaved' to his or her fortune. Or like Jeannie being 'enslaved' to Major Nelson on 'I Dream of Jeanie,' except I'll never ever do anything mean to you like she used to. You know, that show was a real inspiration to me and Michelle. I bet you could guess that by our harem outfits."

"Oh no!" I groaned. "I went to all that trouble putting porn filters on the computers, when I should have been protecting you girls from Nick At Nite!"

The women all laughed at that.

Then Ruby pretended to cough, but muttered, "Not like those filters worked."

She continued in a normal voice, "The truth is, we're free to live our normal lives, except we have this profoundly sexual thing going on that's just so extreme and wonderful that I want to use an extreme word like 'slave' to describe it, but even that isn't enough. I wish there was a term even MORE shocking and taboo to describe our relationship."

She stopped walking and dramatically held a fist up. There was a burning fire in her eyes. "I wish I could go back in that restaurant, stand up on a table, and shout, 'I'm this man's bitch! His slave! His slut! His sex pet! He can strip me and ride me like a pony right through this restaurant if he wants to! That's how much I love him and love to serve him!"

Ruby turned to me. She stared intensely with her beautiful green eyes. "Dan, I love you. I really do! It's not just some intense but fleeting crush. I know I'm shockingly young for you, but I've felt this way for YEARS. Every time I say I'm your cock slave or sex slave, I mean that, but I also really mean that I love you so much that I'd do anything for you. Just like there's no limit to what a master can order his slave to do, there's no limit to what I'd do for you, sexual or not. I want our love to grow and deepen in every possible way as the years go by!"

She added, "And our relationship is naturally imbalanced, just like a master-slave relationship, because there's only one of you and there's five of us. But that's good! That's how I want it. I'm submissive, for one thing, and sharing you with Michelle, Mindy, Mom, and Sue Ellen is half the fun. Really! So, whenever you hear me call myself your 'slave,' remember that what I'm really saying is 'I love you.'"

At this point, Ruby and I were staring deeply into each other's eyes, and our faces were drawing closer for a kiss.

But I heard some sniffling from Cindy and Mindy, and one of them muttered, "That was beautiful!" I realized it was Cindy.

I whispered to Ruby, "I love you too, slave," and then I closed in for the kiss.

Ruby and I shamelessly necked for a couple of minutes, while the other two stood by and quietly talked to each other about how moved they were by Ruby's little speech.

Cindy commented, "Ruby dear, if I had ANY lingering doubt about you enslaving yourself to Dan and his big cock, those doubts are gone! And you've boosted my confidence that I'm doing the right thing totally submitting to him too. My only hope is that your loving vision will come true for me as well!"

Mindy said, "Dan has a big, big heart. There's room for all of us to love him and for him to love us back just as much. That's why I don't worry about sharing. Although I'm always going to assert those special wife privileges."

Eventually, out of the corner of my eye, I noticed an older man and his wife walking past us towards his car. I couldn't see the wife's reaction, but the man certainly looked puzzled and a bit scandalized by our kissing. It occurred to me that, even in the darkness, it was clear that I was an older guy kissing a teenage girl. That was fairly unusual, but having two other women stand by and happily watch probably added to his confusion. I just hoped he didn't notice the startling resemblance between Ruby and Cindy, especially with their similar red hair and large busts.

Feeling a bit chastened, I broke the kiss and herded the group to the minivan.

When we got there, Mindy had her keys out first and insisted she drive. I walked around to the front passenger's seat, but Mindy asked, "Where do you think you're going, buster? Into the back seat, you beast."

I complied, but asked, "'Beast?'"

"Beast," she nodded firmly as she started the car. "Because I have no doubt you're ruthlessly going to have your way with Cindy and her poor, defenseless, but oh-so-busty-and-wantonly-slutty daughter before we even get to wherever we're going."

Hmmm. Obviously, this means I'd be sitting in the middle of the back seat with Cindy on one side and Ruby on the other. Foolish me. How silly of me to think that my slaves would give me a break and let me drive again. Since it feels like I haven't climaxed in about twenty years, that sounds like fun! 

I let myself get dragged into the back.

As soon as we were all seated, Cindy picked up my hand nearest to her and slipped it into her dress so I could fondle a soft yet firm tit. But apparently that wasn't wild enough for her. She draped my arm around her back and slipped her dress off her shoulder on that side, exposing the full roundness of her breast and a good deal of skin below it as well. "Beast!" she mockingly complained as she put my hand back on her now bare tit.

Ruby hiked her dress up to her belly button. "Beast!" she complained as she started to play with her pussy lips. "Mom, look what he's making me do to myself!"

"You MONSTER!" Cindy gasped in an over the top theatrical voice. "My helpless, oh so FUCKABLE daughter! Ruby, I'd better distract this fiend before he pops your cherry right here in the back seat!" She unzipped the zipper to my slacks and fished out my erection.

"Which cherry, Mom?" Ruby asked happily. One of her hands was busy frigging her pussy, while her other hand was crawling up my leg like a spider. "My vaginal cherry or my anal cherry? They both need some Daddy popping."

"Both, I assume. Only your Daddy gets to fuck those holes!"

"Duh, Mom! It goes without saying that my body is for Daddy only. No other man is going to so much as kiss me, if I can help it. ... Ohmigod! Mindy, we totally need to add that to the list of rules, don't you think?"

"Nah," Mindy replied. "It's like you said, it goes without saying. Besides, Dan is still holding on to this crazy idea about you and Michelle dating boys, so we have to disabuse him of that idiocy first."

"Oh yeah. Damn." Ruby slumped down in frustration after getting that reminder. She wagged a finger at me. "Beast! Idiot beast!"

As Cindy's hand slid up and down my pole, I commented, "Um, we're about to leave the parking lot. Min, do you even know where we're going?"

"No. Not that it matters, you beast. Have you noticed we haven't even left our parking spot? I'm having too much fun watching you back there to actually drive."

"Oh great," I said, "we're all gonna die. Note to self: keep sexual fun in the house, so we can all live to a ripe old age."

"I'll be good, I'll be good," Mindy said. She tilted the rear view mirror away so it wasn't pointed towards the back seat. "Look. Now I can't even be tempted. I'll just look out back through the side mirror."

I decided it was actually safer that way, but I pointed out, "And you, Cindy, you're just letting it all hang out. I don't want other guys to see you like that."

"Goodness gracious!" She looked down at her exposed breast. "I'd better duck down to be safe, then."

She ducked down, which "just so happened" to put her mouth over my cockhead. Needless to say, she was happily sucking away on it within seconds.

I was impressed at how she managed to slide her lips over my cockhead without any hesitation or visible doubt. I knew that she was like Sue Ellen in that they didn't have the extensive practice the others did (with dildos or the real thing). But Sue Ellen had the recklessness of youth, when anything seems possible, while Cindy had been emotionally beaten down and jaded over the years.

It appeared that she simply really, really wanted it. Within seconds, her lips started sliding while she resumed the excellent tongue work that she'd shown last time. However, I noticed that she'd also took the criticism of the others to heart and she used a hand to jack me off as well.

Ruby giggled. "Beast! Look what you made my mom do!"

"Why is everyone calling me a 'beast' all of a sudden?"

"Because that's what you are," Mindy replied. Then she put on a look of pretend horror. "Oh no! If he's this much of a beast now, dare I say... he could turn into..."

Ruby finished the thought. "King DONG! Oh no!" She tried to look horrified, but she was smiling too much to be at all convincing.

Mindy gasped with mock-shock. "YES! The one and the same! Be afraid! Be very afraid!"

Cindy was happily sucking my cock, and her lips were going back and forth over my sensitive spot. But she pulled her lips off to ask, "What's this about King Dong?"

Ruby immediately dove her head down to my crotch, shouting, "You snooze, you lose!" After getting a bit pushy with her mother, she managed to fit all my bulbous cockhead into her own mouth, and she proceeded to employ the exact same move over my special spot that Cindy had been doing only moments earlier.

Cindy was miffed, but not completely deterred. Not wanting to be too greedy, Ruby left the rest of my privates untouched. Cindy still had her one hand wrapped around my shaft, and she kept on jacking it off. But since her head was still close, she also began licking her way up and down whatever her fingers weren't busy with. She was so into it that she even fondled my balls as well.

After I recovered from the rush of another mouth engulfing my cockhead, I settled down and tried to calm my breathing. I pointed out, "You know, Red, that's not very sporting. What about, what is it? The third rule? 'Share the cock,' I believe."

Ruby let out a muffled noise that sounded a bit like "I'm sorry," but I couldn't be sure.

Cindy said to me, "Don't worry, it's alright. I understand her youthful enthusiasm. She just can't help herself. Besides, there's a LOT left here for me to lick and stroke, and I have no doubt that I'll be busting my jaw on you a great deal before this evening is over. Plus, I'm thrilled to be sharing your cock with my daughter for the very first time!"

Mindy asked from the front, "Did you do some of that during the photo shoot?"

Cindy replied as she licked, "A little, but not really. It wasn't the same because there were other hands involved. And it was only for a minute. But this, we could go for a long time, trading his fat knob back and forth! I'm really excited!"

I could see my wife's radiant smile through the rear view mirror. "That sounds like a plan. And this is a special moment! Your very first mother-daughter blowjob! I wish we could take a picture or two. I'm sure this is going to be one of my hubby's favorite combinations from now on, for so many naughty reasons. Just looking at your two heads of red hair bobbing all over his horse cock like that is a visual treat!"

Cindy groaned lustily. "Gaawwwd! I wish there was some way we could be suck on all of his cockhead at the exact same time!"

Then she had an idea to try what was apparently the closest practical thing. She tilted her head until her mouth was perpendicular to my shaft. Then she tried to get as much of my cock-meat between her lips as possible. It wasn't a total success, but it felt pretty damn great as she slid her lips up and down on me like that for a while.

Mindy was actually driving the car forward now, so the conversation halted for a minute while I gave her directions on where we should go. It was a dance hall in a hotel I'd come across once that was a good thirty minutes' drive away, and most of that on fast highways.

It had some advantages that were good for our situation in addition to being far away. For one, I knew the dance floor was open nearly all the time, even though it was only really busy on Friday and Saturday nights. It was one of those hotels that wanted to have various facilities open every day of the week, even if they didn't make money. Then they could boast about having more facilities always open than the other hotels.

What was even better for my "nefarious" plans was that they tried to hide the lack of people dancing by keeping the place quite dark. That way one could see hardly anything, let alone how few people were dancing.

Once Mindy had the car headed in the right direction, she said, "Now, let's get back to King Dong, so you won't get blindsided when it attacks you. Cin... By the way, is it okay if I call you 'Cin?' I heard Dan call you that a couple of times today and I really like it."

Cindy didn't bother to look up, since she kept right on licking and stroking with two hands. "Certainly! I'd like that! We've been good friends, best friends even, for so long, that it would only be fitting. But I'll only allow it if you let me call you 'Min' in return."

"Deal! I love it!" Mindy laughed, apparently just too overcome with delight not to. "See? This is just further proof that our new lifestyle is drawing us all even closer than ever before. Seeing you slurp all over his outrageous donkey dick like that, even as your daughter stuffs her face with the rest of it... that does something to me!"

Cindy just moaned in approval, since she was loudly slurping away.

So Mindy resumed, "Getting back to King Dong, Cin, picture a giant cock: hard, throbbing, angry, and horny, 100 feet tall, rampaging through Tokyo, knocking down tall buildings, and generally terrifying the populace. Run, or get fucked to within an inch of your life! That's what happens to pretty women near Dan when he gets in one of his King Dong moods."

I rolled my eyes and made a sour face. "Now, wait a minute. There was only one so-called King Dong incident. And talk about blowing things out of proportion! There's no such thing as King Dong." With a smirk, I added with a bit of levity, "Besides, what you're describing, with Tokyo and all, doesn't sound like King Dong at all. That's more like his pal Dongzilla."

Ruby started choking, because she couldn't help but laugh hard while her mouth was stuffed full of cock. She was forced to pull off it to laugh and breathe. "'Dongzilla!' Priceless! I love it!"

But no sooner did her lips break contact with my dick than Cindy replaced her. She was so quick that she didn't have time to say anything more than a triumphant "Ha ha!"

However, Cindy didn't take my cockhead in her mouth. She just kissed, lightly sucked, and licked all over my sweet spot.

That gave Ruby a chance to come back. She started sliding her lips down over the very tip. Within seconds, she was monopolizing the top half of my boner again, and bobbing over all of it, well below my sweet spot.

That left Cindy feeling miffed as she licked down to the root of my shaft. She groaned unhappily while she danced her fingers up and down my thickness too. "Damn! I missed my chance!"

Checking the action in the rear view mirror, Mindy said, "Now, now, you two behave. Like Dan was saying, remember the 'share the cock' rule. I want both of you to act as one seamless cock-pleasuring machine, and that's an order."

Ruby bobbed up and down a little bit more, until Cindy made some impatient throat-clearing noises.

Ruby pulled off, and said, "Here's the plan, Mom. Let's both avoid swallowing the whole cockhead, because I don't want to be greedy, but once I get past that and start bobbing up and down his sweet spot, I just can't stop, and I think you're the same as me. We're just too hot and bothered! It's just SO THICK, you know? It completely fills my mouth and stretches my jaw and lips so wide, that... well, I don't have to tell YOU how good it feels to lose yourself totally succumbing to its power and size!"

Cindy nodded while licking her lips. Both of them were topless, but hunched over. It would be hard for anyone to see them, unless a truck or big SUV was right in the next lane and a light shone into the back seat.

Ruby continued, "So I say let's just lick and stroke willy-nilly, like our lives depend on it. We can't be so greedy about that. If we get him to cum, we'll share in the sperm shower, and make sure it sprays across both our faces. Agreed?"

Cindy nodded eagerly. "What are we waiting for?"

The two of them got busy. They went straight for my cockhead and the spot just below it, and concentrated on lapping and licking there. I felt two tongues and too many fingers moving all over my cock, from my cockhead all the way down to my balls. They were driving me crazy with pleasure! Sometimes they were as far apart as my cock would allow, but often they would come together, so that I could feel the tips of their tongues touch each other where they touched my cock. Then they would move away again. It was as if their two mouths were dancing on my throbbing boner!

Mindy adjusted the rear view mirror, angling it and pointing it down so she could check out the action. "Now, that's more like it," she finally proclaimed. "Isn't that better, girls? Isn't sharing fun?"

Ruby's mass of spiky red hair and Cindy's longer reddish-brown mane both bobbed more than their tongue work required, and they let out particularly lusty, slurpy noises, showing they heartily agreed.

"And look at you," Mindy said to me, as she adjusted the mirror some more, using it to examine the backseat almost like a flashlight. "You're not just kicking back and enjoying the work of your two cock slaves, you're playing with each's nearest nipple at the same time. That's going the extra mile. That's why we can't get enough of you."

I just grunted in pleasure. She was right: even though I was dangerously aroused already, I couldn't resist tempting fate and playing with both of their heavy racks at the same time. And if Mindy didn't realize that I was fondling their luscious tits for my pleasure as much as theirs, I wasn't in any hurry to correct her. I just wished she'd do a better job of keeping her eyes on the road.

I was glad that we'd somehow gotten distracted from the "King Dong" conversation, and I hoped nobody remembered to bring it back up.

Cindy and Ruby kept me well entertained the entire way to our destination. It was pretty amazing, actually. It was just like Mindy had said - they acted exactly like "one seamless cock-pleasuring machine."

Just about the only time both tongues weren't on me was when one or the other would pull off to briefly discuss "strategy." For instance, they concurred that it was essential to keep me on the edge, just short of cumming as long as humanly possible, so there were periodic decisions to "go slow" or "take it easy."

Meanwhile, Mindy kept up a running commentary and tried to watch the action in the rear view mirror as much as she could without crashing the car. She'd say things like, "Cin, what do you think you're doing, pulling off for a breather like that? Get your tongue busy! Or do I have to stop the car so Dan can take your naked ass to the car hood to give you a good spanking? In fact, lift your ass right now so he can give you a good whack!"

She did, and I did. I'm pretty sure she climaxed from it too. We were all having lots of fun.

Then Mindy said to Ruby, "Hey! Red! Are you slacking off back there? Are you loving Dan's cock like a good cock slave should? Are you ready for him to splatter his hot, sticky cum all over your beautiful face? Or do you need Dan to give you a good spanking too, to remind you of your place? Lift up your ass just like your mother did, so my hubby can remind you just who owns your sexy body!"

Naturally, she did too, and I then smacked Ruby's delectable bubble butt. Hard.

In fact, it seemed as if every couple of minutes, Mindy brought up an excuse for me to give another swat to one of them or the other. It was a bit tricky with the way they were sitting on either side of me and trying to bend over my lap, but we managed. And, encouraged by Mindy's comments, not to mention her orders, the two of them really went to town on my cock like there was no tomorrow.

It was great fun. And it occurred to me that this wouldn't be the last time I got to enjoy a drive such as this. The incredible benefits of being a harem master were starting to sink into my stubborn head.

We were lucky to survive the ride, the way Mindy was paying so much attention to us instead of her driving.

By the time Mindy pulled into the hotel parking lot, we were all so hot and horny that there was probably smoke rising off our bodies.

As Mindy turned the car engine off, she asked, "Now, Honey, I've got a very important question for you. If you cum now, will you have enough... energy... for later?"

I nodded like a complete moron. That was about all I could do, because I was so insane with lust.

Mindy said, "Girls, since you two are too busy slurping his fat cock to look up, know that he just nodded. So you know what to do."

My pants and underwear had been pulled down to my knees a while back. I didn't really need any help to cum, since I was so close already that all I had to do was relax slightly. But I felt hands lifting my ass up, and then I felt a finger suddenly plunge into my anus. I couldn't tell whose finger it was any more than I could tell whose mouth was presently over my cockhead, since my eyes were closed and my whole world was spinning as I tried to deal with the intense pleasure running through me.

But that finger up the ass shattered whatever resistance I still had. I felt like my dick was a firehose blowing a river's worth of liquid forward. The surge of pleasure as the cum shot out of me was so intense that I bellowed like an angry bear and struggled not to pass out.

I could feel two hands on my pulsing erection, both belonging to the same woman. That woman directed the stream of cum this way and that - I was too out of it to pay attention to details. With what tiny shred of free will I had left, I at least tried not to yell out too loud, because this one was a real screamer.

Finally, the surge of joy passed, and I recovered enough to realize I was still alive and breathing!

I kept my eyes closed, but I could hear Mindy say, "Great job, girls! You made him scream! That's really unusual. That's like a grand slam home run when it comes to his orgasms. I'm impressed!"

I opened my eyes to look around and see what was going on.

Mother and daughter seemed to be in no shape to respond to Mindy's praise anytime soon. Cindy was slumped in her seat on one side of me, and Ruby was equally slumped on my other side. Their eyes were closed and they looked even more wiped out than I was.

But the really remarkable thing was the cum dripping down their faces. It didn't seem possible that both their faces had been painted with that much white goo, especially since they were sitting on either side of me. I remembered my last orgasm hadn't been that long ago and I had less cum than usual, even though I'd been excited beyond belief to cum on Michelle's and Ruby's faces. Yet, since that photo shoot not that long before dinner, it seemed my body had been working overtime to make more.

It turned out that even Mindy had gotten in the act, because she'd managed to crawl between the two front seats and was still awkwardly sprawled between the front and back. There was a lot of cum on her face too! I had been far too gone seeing stars and trembling all over to even notice the repositioning.

She was more alert than the other two, and she caught my eye. "They let me hold and direct it. That was fun!"

We sat hidden in the darkness of the parking lot for quite some time, simply breathing and recovering. Who knows how long, because I lost all track of time.

Eventually, I ordered us all out of the car and forced us to just stand there for a while until we slowly returned to normal. There was a good deal of tidying up that needed to be done, both to wet spots on car seats and wet spots on thighs. (The dresses actually weren't wet at all though, since they had so rarely covered pussies or asses.)

Mindy had anticipated such a thing would happen and had thoughtfully brought air freshener, perfume, cologne, and a variety of other helpful items, including moist towelettes. I saw Ruby carefully cleaning off one finger in particular with a separate towelette, clueing me in as to who had stuck their finger up my ass.

Mindy cleaned her face up relatively quickly. However, neither Cindy nor Ruby cleaned the cum off their faces. To make matters worse, some of it had also dripped down to their chests, and they seemed to want to wear that as a badge of honor too. Cindy even kept one strap of her dress off her shoulder, leaving her right breast exposed in the ancient Greek style, because a line of cum had dripped down there.

I finally had to point out, "You do know we're going in to dance, and you can't go in there like that. Right?"

"Why not?" Ruby asked with a surprising intensity. "I want everyone to know that I belong to YOU! What better way to do that than having a cum-covered face? That'll keep the smelly boys away for sure. I don't want them to so much as touch me!"

Frustrated, I turned to Cindy. "Can you talk some sense to your daughter?"

Surprisingly, and with more than a little embarrassment, she replied, "I know she's being silly, and we can't go in there like this, but what's the big rush, anyway? I must admit, well..." She blushed, deeply.

Ruby helped. "Mom's trying to say that she loves being covered with your cum and doesn't want to get cleaned up just yet either. Isn't that right, Mom?"

Cindy's eyes were closed and her head was bowed. But she nodded slightly, and then a bit more emphatically. I watched with fascination as gobs of cum slowly slid down her cheeks and chin, until she lifted her head back up.

Ruby explained to me, "I know it's a cliché, but it's just like you're marking your territory. And as long as the cum is on my face and tits, there's just no denying that I belong to you. That makes me feel so good that I want to sing out, like I'm in some cheesy Bollywood flick!"

I wasn't willing to wait here outside for who knows how long, just so they could luxuriate in their cum baths. There was always a chance someone could come by close enough to take a really good look at us. I said, "That's nice, but I'm getting cold standing here. I want you two to lick the cum off each other's faces and chests. Now. That's an order."

That finally broke the impasse of sorts. In fact, the two of them soon really got into it. Between them kissing, feeding cum to each other, and mashing their hefty racks against each other, I even found my weary dick again stirring a little bit.

Cindy let out a low moan with her eyes closed and her face lifted high when Ruby followed a trail of cum down her neck to lick it off her right breast just millimeters above her nipple.

Mindy watched intently. It looked to me like she was ruing her quick action in cleaning her face of my cum. Plus, she was beside herself with delight. After about a minute, she commented, "Doesn't that just inspire you all to pieces? Look at the mother-daughter love, shared in a new way! Just like they're sharing your cum. Lately, I've been feasting on moments like these. Feasting!"

Feeling like some sort of pornographic Wizard of Oz, I said, "Wait a sec. Don't hog ALL the cum. Speaking of feasting, save some for Mindy. Min, please dive in and take your share."

She protested, "No. I couldn't! I shouldn't!"

Cindy ignored that. She simply pulled her in so the three of them were all pressed tightly together, as if trying for a three-way kiss. Then Cindy firmly French kissed her.

In a way, that was a dumb thing for me to involve Mindy, because my penis was so sore that I was being downright cruel to it, forcing it to stir even more. But it was worth it just to see how excited my wife got, especially with her big tits pressed against both Ruby's and Cindy's at the same time.

But when Ruby started pushing shoulder straps off so they could rub nipple to nipple, I was forced to say, "Okay, that's enough, girls! Pull those tops back up already. I know this parking lot looks empty now, and it's dark, but we ARE in a public space, and anyone could be looking."

"Let 'em look!" Ruby exclaimed proudly, just before she started her own tongue duel with my wife.

I said in a louder voice, "Ruby, am I your master or not? If I am, then you'd better obey my orders, and I say pull back and get dressed now!"

I was fairly surprised when Ruby actually broke the kiss and pulled back.

The three of them drifted apart, and then started tidying up their clothes and hair - their faces looked to be thoroughly licked clean by this time. I thought, Wow, now here's a great upside to all this master and cock slave stuff. I can give an order and even Ruby obeys? This is... new. Now, if Shelle will obey too in situations like this, then we'll really be getting somewhere. Fat chance of that, though. 

It was very dark, but make-up bags appeared out of nowhere, and the women began prettying themselves up and checking their faces in their compact mirrors.

Knowing women, I knew better than to interfere, or ask how they could see what they were doing in the darkness.

As I relaxed by leaning against the car and staring up into the stars, Mindy asked me, "Remember what I was saying earlier about how having all these cock slave helpers allows us to break through all the boundaries?"

"Yeah?"

"Well, this ride here is a case in point. Sure, you and I have had a lot of car fun down through the years. But I'll bet you've never had a ride like that!"

"No, I haven't," I conceded.

"That's right, because it just wasn't physically possible. If I wanted to blow you, we had to pull over to some creepy rest stop first, and the whole thing gave me bad vibes. What if there's some crackhead thief or axe murderer out to give us trouble? Whereas, with two cock slaves helping out, look what happened. Again, the possibilities are endless. I feel like I cloned myself twice over. Even though I didn't take part directly - well, except for enjoying your sperm shower there at the end - I was totally loving it. Hell, Cindy could have taken the wheel and you could have fucked me silly as we rumbled down the road, if you wanted. That's efficient. And no worries, since there's safety in numbers. You'll see what that means in the dance hall too."

"What do you mean?"

"You'll see. I have some ideas."

There was just enough light for me to see her wink in her usual saucy way.




Chapter 60



One worry I had about this dance hall or any other dance hall was the "sex bomb" factor. In short, there's no end of trouble one might face walking into a public place with one sex bomb, much less three. I had serious fears of some gorillas with bulging muscles trying to steal away one or more of my women. 

I realized with a start, I'm already thinking of them as 'my women!' In fact, it's getting harder and harder for me to picture Shelle or Ruby with some boy rather than with me. And it's getting easier and easier to think of Cindy and Sue Ellen as being just as much mine as Mindy is. So much has happened in just the last 24 hours! But I can't get overly possessive. That way lies heartbreak, because I can't keep them forever. 

Upon further reflection, the potential "gorilla" problem didn't bother me much. One thing I'd remembered about this hotel was that it catered to an older crowd, as it was located in the center of an area filled with retirement communities. Most of the guests were either senior citizens or family visiting senior citizens - not exactly the biker gang crowd. I was pretty confident we'd be okay.

As we walked into the dance hall, we found a mere seven people there. One was the "D. J.," but that term was a stretch. "Muzak selector" might have been a better fit. She sat in front of a keyboard, computer, soundboard, and some other equipment I didn't understand. Her main and seemingly only job was to take requests and probably get some tips in the process. Otherwise, she just sat around and watched people dance.

The dance hall was connected through a door to a bar, and from there one could walk on into the restaurant, or to the bathrooms. The restaurant was just closing, but the bar looked to stay open for a while, as there were some customers in it here and there (probably mostly bored and lonely travelers). The door to the bar swung open and closed as you passed through it.

I gathered my ladies together and told them that I should be the only one to walk into the bar. I didn't want any of the single men there to get curious over a beautiful lady and decide to wander into the dance hall. I also explained that if they needed to use the bathrooms, which were past the bar and through an empty lobby, just outside the closed restaurant, that they should walk out the main door to the dance hall first and come to the bathroom through a longer route, again to avoid drawing the interest of anyone at the bar.

That settled, I took a closer look at the other dancers. There were three couples there. Two couples were clearly senior citizens, or close to it. The last couple was younger, but looked harmless. The man, who was obviously the husband, could charitably be described as "pear-shaped."

Mindy whistled with mock appreciation. "Honey, you really pick the hoppin' happenin' spots. This place is ON FIRE! What are they playing, Benny Goodman? The Andrews Sisters? I don't know any of the artists from back then. I can't even make a joke about the song, because it is a joke. A lullaby would be livelier."

I replied, "Okay, so the music is some crap from the fifties, or maybe even the forties. And this place is deader than a doornail. But that's the beauty of the thing. I could have taken you to any of a dozen places that we've been to before and I know you like, but this isn't one of those kinds of nights. I wanna get a little crazy here. Look how dark it is. We can do what we want, and who's gonna stop us? The Human Pear over there? Or that guy? The Civil War veteran?"

Mindy laughed. "Good point. I hadn't looked at it that way. It's so small, though."

She had a point there. It was only about fifty feet by fifty feet, but at least it had a fairly high ceiling. I said, "If you want big, we're going to get all kinds of yahoos."

She nodded at that. "Well, then, what are we waiting for? This place looks like it could close at any minute, or maybe morph into a mortuary. Let's dance while we still can."

I led Mindy out to the dance floor and danced with her while Cindy and Ruby danced together.

The other couples looked at Cindy and Ruby a bit quizzically - perhaps they wondered if they were a lesbian couple. But nobody bothered us or said anything. And yes, it really was as dark as I'd remembered. If it had been any darker, people would have been constantly stumbling about and bumping into each other.

Mindy held me close, really close. After we'd been dancing for a minute or two, she purred in my ear, "Honey, I'm soooo happy. Do you remember our honeymoon?"

"That's a silly question. Of course I do! Like it was yesterday. There was a tragic lack of cock slaves at the time, but I suppose it couldn't be helped."

She laughed heartily. "Good one! Well, this last week or so, it's felt to me like we're having our second honeymoon. True, it's not just you and me in a Mexican hotel room, but it's similar in that I'm high on life all the time. And horny! I'm walking on air, just like when we were honeymooners. I can't tell you how happy it made me to watch Cindy and Ruby suck your cock the whole way here."

I wanted to ask her why on Earth that dual blowjob made HER so happy (it was no mystery why it made ME deliriously happy!), but I was too worried about some of the other dancers overhearing. Instead, I whispered, "Ssssh! People might hear."

"Whatever." But she lowered her voice. "I know they were sucking YOUR cock, but it made ME so giddy that I just might have enjoyed it more than you did! And I've gotta say I totally got off on giving them orders about how to do it, such as your marvelous ass smacks. I guess I'm weird. I like it when you get all aggressive and order me and the others around, but I also get off on ordering your cock slaves around myself. Does that make sense to you?"

"No, but can we please talk about it some other time? I'm getting nervous that someone like Pear Man will overhear."

She chuckled, and then kissed my cheek. She cuddled in closer as we danced and soared around the room.

When the song ended, I walked over to the D. J. She was young and fairly cute, and therefore seemed wildly out of place. As she started another ancient song that I'd never heard of before, I asked her, "So, what on Earth are you doing here?"

She eyed me suspiciously. "Excuse me, but do I know you?"

"No, I just mean that, before my group arrived, you were about fifty years younger than anyone else in the place. I take it this isn't your favorite job."

She frowned. "No, but it pays."

"I assume you have some funner gigs than this?"

"Yeah, but at least here I can get some reading done."

I leaned over and saw that she had a lamp next to her computer and it was shining down on a book. It looked big and seemed to be a college textbook. That fit, since she looked college-aged. "Ah. I see. ... Hey, I've got a question. How late does this place stay open?"

She looked up and around. "On a night like this? Midnight, or when the last person leaves. Whichever comes first." Seeing I was still curious, she added, "Ninety-nine percent of the time, we don't make it to midnight. People go to bed early around here."

"Ah. ... Hey, do you have any better music you can play?"

"I take requests. However, with those other dancers out there, I hope you don't ask for disco or something like that."

"No, I don't need that. But could you at least play some songs from the fifties and sixties that everybody knows? My group is practically half your audience now. Some ballads would be good. Slow Beatles tunes like 'And I Love Her' and 'Michelle,' plus classics like 'Earth Angel' and 'Love Me Tender.' I think the older crowd could live with that, don't you?"

"Yeah, I suppose." Even though I was talking to her, she appeared to be struggling to stay awake.

"I'm a really good tipper." I handed her a ten-dollar bill. "Here's something for starters. Oh, and my friends and I sometimes get a little wild. So if you see us doing anything we shouldn't be doing, please talk to me first before you do anything else, okay?"

She looked up at me and really examined me for the first time. Then she looked over at the women I was with, but the room was so dark that they appeared to be little more than female-shaped blobs. I think she decided that by "a little wild" I probably meant dipping a dancing partner lower than usual, and that I was harmless. "Okay, sure. Thanks for the tip." She went back to her book.

I figured that I more or less had my ass covered for a while, and we didn't have to worry about getting kicked out as long as I kept the girls from going too crazy. Walking back through the darkness, I saw that Mindy and Cindy were dancing together while Ruby was standing to the side, looking uncomfortable.

I immediately swept Ruby out onto the dance floor and started dancing with her.

"This place is weird," she grumbled as we danced closely together to the very slow tune. "And boring." I hoped that dancing with her would cheer her up, but she still seemed unhappy.

"It is, Red," I agreed. "Boring as hell. However, I think things are about to get a little more interesting."

Ruby's red dress not only showed a lot of cleavage, but it was cut even lower on the sides. So low, in fact, that I was able to pull her tightly up against my chest, and the hands that normally would have been resting on her back reached around her body as far as they could go until both were on the sides of her breasts, nearly to her nipples.

Her eyes lit up, and her winning smile returned. "Hmmm. Indeed. A LOT more interesting. But where's the King?"

"I don't know. Why don't you check? Unzip my fly and see if he wants to come out to play."

"No way! You'll let me do that?! HERE?!"

I nodded.

"COOL! Things definitely got a LOT more interesting!" She reached down and fumbled with my fly in the darkness. She commented, "I thought you were going to press him against me or something like that. Maybe even let me dirty dance and grind all over him. But I can really HOLD him?!"

"Sure, why not? Who's gonna know in this darkness? Just try to be subtle about it. Keep our bodies close together and keep one hand on my back."

She purred sexily as she grasped it and pulled it out, "How 'bout one hand on your ass?"

"Actually, no. That'll be ten times more noticeable to the other dancers than what you do to my dick."

"Darn. Okay. How's this?" She had my erection pressed up towards my stomach and was slowly sliding the fingers of one hand up and down it, while nervously looking around.

I was looking around too. Nobody cared. The Human Pear at least was showing he was heterosexual, since he was paying some attention to Cindy and Mindy instead of his wife, but neither he nor his wife had really even looked my way, partly because I was trying to dance away from them.

Ruby couldn't get over her excitement. "This is soooo cool! I can't wait to tell Michelle. OH! And Sue Ellen. Now, I have TWO breastest friends!"

I asked, "What does that mean, 'breastest friend?' You and Shelle have been joking about it off and on for a while now, but you've been using it a lot more lately."

The smile was wiped off her face, and she looked slightly ticked. "It's NOT a joke! It's essential to how we see ourselves. It's complicated. I don't think you're understand, because your head is as thick as your cock." She seemed unwilling to say more about it, at least for now. The smile returned to her face as she refocused on furtively jacking me off.

I soon realized that holding Ruby's breasts like a human brassiere after reaching all the way around her back first wasn't satisfying enough for me. I just didn't have long enough arms to grab enough tit. So I brought one hand down to her ass and the other up between us, slipping that hand through one side of her dress to fully cup the underside of one of her tits. That way, I could feel flesh on flesh, and pinch her nipple for good measure.

"Hey," she complained, even though she loved the treatment, "I thought you said ass play was too obvious."

"It is. But call it one of the perks of being the master. I'll take my chances."

"Mmmm." She molded her whole body against me. "I love you! I love belonging to you like this, with your strong, controlling hands. I wish you could take me right now and pop my cherry! Instead of me just holding and stroking your cock, imagine if it was sheathed in my hot, wet cunt!"

Her voice grew sexier and huskier with each new word. "Would you like that? Would you like to carry me around, my high heels a couple inches off the ground, as I'm held up by nothing but your great big cock?"

I hummed approvingly. The image was very tempting when I was all aroused like this, and my resolve to resist that temptation was weakening by the day. Hell, by the second!

Just then, the song came to an end. A new one started up, and I noticed it was "Earth Angel," one of the songs I'd requested. I didn't particularly love it, but at least I knew it and kind of liked it, and I figured it was "square" enough to be palatable to the Lawrence Welk lovers in the room.

Cindy came in close and said to me, "Excuse me, handsome stranger, may I have this dance?"

"Yes, you may," I said.

Ruby grumbled, "Drat. Just when the going was getting good!"

Cindy looked down, as the gap between Ruby and I widened, and saw my hand in her daughter's dress and Ruby's hand sliding up and down my shaft. She pretended to be a mildly surprised stranger. "Oh my! Mister, I'm not familiar with this kind of dancing. Is it popular around here?"

"Very," I replied. "Here, let me help you, ma'am. You put one hand on my lower back... Yes, like that. Then you put the other hand on my raging boner and stroke it up and down."

"Oh my! That's unusual," she said as she started to stroke my shaft in time to the music. "What do you call this dance?"

"Um, we call it... uh... The Jerk."

She smirked and giggled. "Ah, yes, 'The Jerk.' Good name."

Ruby said, "I'm gonna tell Mindy about this. 'The Jerk!' Ha! She'll just die!" She rushed off into the darkness.

Cindy and I were posed as if we were dancing VERY close, but she had yet to move to the music. Only her hand was sliding in time to the beat. I tried to get her started, but she stood stock still.

She whispered, "I can't believe I'm standing here, stroking your cock in a public place! This is so hot that I'm gonna die!" Her face was already burning red.

"Don't die, please. You might set off a chain reaction, looking at some of these old fogies around us. Just groove to the music. Come on, follow my lead."

"Well..." She was afraid. In fact, I could feel her hand trembling around my stiff pole. She'd lost some of her uninhibited wildness she'd been displaying during the photo shoot and earlier. Clearly, she worried that once we started moving around, what she was doing to me would be a lot more noticeable.

I told her, "Don't worry. As long as our bodies stay plastered together, no one can see what your hand is doing. Trust me. And that's an order."

"Yes... M... Dan."

I sensed she'd been on the verge of calling me "master," but then changed her mind. Somehow, even the thought that she'd considered calling me that thrilled me greatly.

She finally started to move her hips a little bit. We danced around to the slow song for a minute or so, moving our feet to new spots only occasionally. It was more of a swaying in place and holding your partner kind of thing, which was fine with me.

After awhile, she started to relax. I could tell she went from being frightened out of her mind about jacking me off in public to positively enjoying the stroking. She kept on blushing, but then again she blushed easily. I noticed Ruby hadn't blushed at all from doing basically the exact same thing.

In fact, soon she began to jack me off so vigorously that I had to warn her, "Watch out. You can keep your fingers moving without moving your arm. Right now, your arm is jerking in a really obvious way. Just stroke up and down my sweet spot with a couple of fingers."

She followed my suggestion. "How's this?"

"Better. Much better. Feels good."

"I still can't believe it, though! This is making me so hot that I'm really gonna die!"

"I already told you not to die. Now I'm making that an order. No dying on me!"

She laughed, and her whole body relaxed. She'd been pressed up against me tightly yet stiffly. Instead, her body melted into mine in a loving way. She purred with contentment. "You know what? I'm not gonna worry about what could happen, because my big strong man is here to protect me."

"That's right."

"With his big strong cock. I figure that if anyone gives us trouble, you can just use that to club 'em to death!"

I laughed. But I could tell she was still nervous, and her blush wasn't lessening at all. "Just relax. You're in good hands."

"And so are you!" She squeezed my erection to make her point, and then she chuckled. "But speaking of good hands, aren't you forgetting something? You're not playing with my tits."

"Oh, excuse me, madam, for my unforgivable rudeness. What happened to you being all worried?"

She looked around nervously, and whispered, "I'm still worried, but you're my master. I may not call you that all the time, but that's what you are. I'm your cock slave, and you'll take care of me. Besides, I love it when you play with my nipples so much that I don't care if we get caught!"

"I'd love to do just that. However, your dress, lovely though it is, is cut differently than Ruby's. I don't see an easy way that wouldn't be too obvious."

"Well, I'm sure you'll find a way." As she said that, she made a little dance motion with her shoulders and one of her shoulder straps started to fall down her arm. That exposed her nipple on one tit, and a good deal more besides.

I pulled her dress back up into place. "My God, are you crazy?"

She laughed. "No, just really, really, REALLY horny! Besides, how can you say that when you're having me stroke your cock as we dance?"

"That's 'cos nobody can see what's happening down there."

"Oh, well in that case..." She looked all around with some devilry on her mind. "You know my dress is really short. What would happen if I lifted it up like this?"

She lifted the hem of her blue dress up to her belly button and then brought it back down. Nobody could see what she'd done because she'd only pulled a little bit away from me for the few seconds needed to do that. The result was that my erection was pressing up against her bare lower stomach instead of against cloth! One side of her dress was raised slightly higher, draping over her wrist, because she still had her fingers tightly gripped around my shaft.

"Please don't stroke so much," I requested through clenched teeth. Things were suddenly getting dangerously arousing. "You know, if I cum, I'm gonna squirt all over your stomach and maybe even up to the undersides of your breasts, since your dress is so loose."

She laughed. "That's supposed to make me want to slow down instead of speed up? And as for my loose dress, that's all your fault. How was I to know that you'd strip the undies off all your slaves before we left? Look what happens when I pull away from your chest a little."

She did just that and put a little extra motion into moving her arms. That set her big breasts shaking just as surely as if they were a plate of Jell-O being tipped back and forth. .Her dress was so low-cut to begin with that not only was she frequently flashing nipple, but at any given moment one or both of her spongy orbs appeared on the verge of popping out of the dress altogether.

"Looks good to me," I said, so pleased with the sight that I didn't care about other people seeing as well. Well, didn't care much. "I have an idea though. Let's maneuver so that Ruby and Mindy are between us and the rest of the dancers."

"You're a total tit perv, you know. I have half a mind to smother your face in my boobs, while Ruby smothers your cock in hers, and Mindy, Michelle, and Sue Ellen oil theirs up and rub them all over your body for good measure! That'll teach you!"

I laughed. "Yep, that'll sure cure me of my evil ways. You really think that'll teach me?"

"Not really," she admitted with a frown. Her face brightened immediately, though. "But it sounds really HOT!"

Clearly, she was getting over her fear. Maybe even too much!

I laughed. "Cin, you're hilarious. I've gotta admit, you're way-"

I was interrupted by Mindy, who tapped me impatiently on the shoulder. "My turn," she said.

I looked around and realized the song was over and a new one was beginning. I also noticed that one of the two older couples had left.

But Cindy prodded me as she continued to stroke, "I'm way what?"

"Oh. You're way sexier than I ever imagined, before this all started. I knew you had a great fuckpot body, but I thought you might be kind of a cold fish. But you're hot-blooded for sure!"

She beamed, and explained, "That's 'cos I was always trying to keep my cool around you. I didn't want to tempt myself and have things get out of hand."

I pointedly looked down to where her hand was grasping my erection, and then arched an ironic eyebrow at her.

Undeterred, the corners of her lips curled up as she tried to suppress a smile, as her fingers worked my stiffness with a little extra vigor before things really "got out of hand" (or at least, out of her hand, anyway). She turned to an impatient Mindy and whispered something in her ear.

Then she handed me off to my wife and went to dance with Ruby. She and Mindy moved so quickly and smoothly that it was like one body replaced the other in a blink of an eye. I'd been concerned about my erection being exposed during the transition, but that wasn't even an issue. Somehow, Cindy's hand was gone, and Mindy's was wrapped around my pole instead. Mindy even managed to keep her dress up in the front enough for my erection to press against her bare skin, just like Cindy did.

But Cindy wasn't in a big hurry to leave, especially since Mindy and I were more standing in place and wiggling a little than really dancing. Remaining draped all over me, she said to Mindy, "Isn't he a living doll? He made me stroke his cock the whole time, and Ruby did too. He's such a beast!"

Mindy replied, "I'm telling you, just wait until you see him in one of his King Dong moods. He'll literally split you in two! He'll skewer your from your cunt to your throat!"

"I can't wait!" She squeezed my ass. "I'll be seeing you - and the King - later!" She finally pulled off me and walked away.

Mindy wasn't content with just jacking me off. As soon as Cindy was gone, she used her free hand to guide one of my hands to her lower back. She grinned and said, "Check this out. I wore this dress for a reason. You feel how it's completely backless and a bit loose to boot? Look what happens if you slide your hand down."

Her hand guided mine down her lower back, and suddenly I found I was clutching a bare ass cheek. I liked that a lot. I quickly brought my other hand around and did the same with her other ass cheek. This was probably blatantly obvious to the other dancers, but I was getting increasingly worked up and thus increasingly reckless.

Mindy said, "Aaaah! I feel totally naked! Between going without undies, your hands on my bare ass, and your cock in my hand and on my tummy, I might as well BE naked!"

I asked, "How do you think we look, though?"

She glanced around furtively. "Don't worry, no one can see. It's too dark, and why would anyone suspect? I wish I could see myself from my backside, though. I'll bet I could see every one of your fingers through my dress."

That gave her an idea. Since we were standing right next to Ruby and Cindy, as they did little more than hug and sway back and forth, Mindy leaned over towards them and said in a low voice, "Hey, girls, check out my ass."

Ruby and Cindy immediately danced their way right behind us.

Ruby gawked, and exclaimed, "Too cool! Damn, I wish I was wearing a dress like that!" She reached out and touched one of my hands on Mindy's ass, although Mindy's thin dress separated us.

"Hey!" I complained. "Don't you dare stick your hand in there too."

But Ruby said, "Who's gonna know? We're practically backed up to a wall, so no one can tell."

I looked around again and saw that was true. Somehow, we'd drifted away from the center of the dancing area and no one was within twenty feet of us. Because the air was misty or smoky, I could only see dark people-shaped blobs through the haze. I figured others could only see the same of us.

"Look, Mom. Look what's going on down here." Ruby lifted up Mindy's dress, completely exposing my ass-groping hands to the air.

That move really shocked me. Mindy's dress went below her knees, so Ruby had to pull up a LOT of fabric. I felt panicky, especially since the dress was staying hiked up. But then I forced myself to remember where we stood, and how dark the room was, as well as how far away everyone else was.

Cindy said, "Oooh, that's sexy! Is somebody wet?" She swiped her hand through Mindy's legs and kept them on her bare ass, just below mine, for some long moments. Cindy was still blushing and embarrassed, but bolder when she wasn't the center of sexy attention.

I could feel Mindy's body trembling all over, and I'm pretty sure she silently climaxed, because I had to hold her tighter just to keep her standing. The way she was clenching her teeth was also telling. However, somehow she managed to keep fondling my hot and needy boner.

Cindy brought her fingers up to her nose and sniffed. "Mmmm. Yum. Ruby, someone here is very juiced up."

"That would be me!" Ruby said happily.

Cindy chuckled. "No, I mean besides you and me. Mindy, you should see Dan's hands wandering all over your ass like big spiders. I assume you're still stroking his cock against your belly, using the fingers-pressing-into-the-frenulum move?"

My shameless blonde wife replied, "I am. That was a great idea, girl! Only now, since we're in a more private spot, I'm pretty much jacking him off with my whole fist!"

That was true - she really was going wild on my cum-soaked hard-on. I was getting so worked up that I cared less and less what the strangers here might think.

"Oooh, I gotta see that," Ruby said. She moved so she could try to see the action in the tight space between my wife and me. In so doing, she finally let Mindy's dress fall back down.

Cindy also moved to a better view of the space between me and my wife. She concluded, "You two are basically fucking standing up!" This seemed to alarm and arouse her in equal measure.

I saw a mischievous twinkle in my wife's eyes as she thought about that comment. "I don't like that word. 'Basically.'" She lifted up the front of her dress and pulled away from me by a few inches. I could feel my cockhead suddenly pressing against her at a different angle, and wetted at the top by her pussy lips. Then, while holding my shaft, she lifted herself up on one leg and came back down.

She let out a slow grunt as she impaled herself down on my erection!

HOLY SHIT! I can't believe it! Did she really just do that?! FUUUUCK, it feels so great! She did! 

"Mindy!" I practically shouted. "What do you think you're doing?!"

"What does it feel like?" She smirked triumphantly.

I was panting hard and clenching my PC muscle like my life depended on it. "God, it feels good! ... But no. We can't!"

"We can!" she insisted. "Why not? What's the worst that could happen? They'll kick us out? So what? If someone gets upset and calls the police, we'll be long gone. Anyway, no one's gonna see. It just looks like we're snuggled up close. In fact, it's actually less obvious than when you were getting jacked off under my dress."

I meant to put up more of a fuss, but it felt too good. Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! Fuck me! I'm a goner! What can I say? My wife has a pussy to die for and she knows it. So tiiiiight and hot! Besides, she has a point. This doesn't LOOK any worse that what we were doing already. 

I ended up not saying a word in protest. I was too busy fighting the urge to cum. Luckily, an initial surge of panic and pleasure slowly dissipated and I was able to recover my breath and my sanity. My heart still raced a mile a minute though.

Mindy is a couple of inches shorter than me, like basically all "my" women. But since she was wearing some moderate heels, we were almost exactly eye to eye. That also meant that our groins lined up just right to be able to fuck while standing.

I poked my wife in the chest about an inch above her nipple, which was also about an inch above the top of her dress. I watched my finger sink into her spongy tit-flesh. "Min, don't move! Don't say a word! And whatever you do, do NOT grind my dick to a pulp with that squeezy trick you do so well! I'm too close! If I feel any more stimulation of any kind, I'm gonna blow my nut right into you!"

Mindy waited some long moments, while lightly swaying to the music. Then she asked, "Girls, did you hear that?"

Ruby and Cindy were right behind Mindy. I was too distracted to even notice until now.

Cindy stopped dancing with Ruby and placed her hands on Mindy's shoulders and put her head right next to Mindy's. "We heard every word! I can't see too well here, but I can still hear. Is he really filling you up?!"

"Is he ever!" Mindy exclaimed breathlessly.

Ruby gushed, "I'm fucking SWOONING! I'm creaming! By fucking you, it's like he's fucking me too! I'm gonna lose my hymen just from my thoughts!"

Mindy giggled gleefully. "Don't do that! And I'm not allowed to say too much about it. But I do just have to say that I've been fucked by this incredibly handsome and kind husband of mine countless thousands of times, and I STILL never get used to how fuckin' FAT his cock is! Every time, it's like my pussy says, 'Oh no! Not THAT thing! That won't fit in here! Have mercy on me!' But she opens really wide as he spears it on in, and then she screams, 'YES! This is perfect! This is what I was made for!"

Ruby commented, "WOW! It's kind of like taking the King in my mouth, I'll bet! I know I've only been doing it a little while, but I just know that it's something you never get used to. I'm sure that, years from now, I'll be sucking Daddy's cock for like the ten-thousandth time - under the table wearing nothing but my slave collar while he eats breakfast - and I'll still be thinking, 'Damn! This thing is so big and wide; how the hell do I manage to get his entire fat doorknob in my mouth so many times a day?'"

"Exactly!" Mindy replied excitedly. "But at the same time, years from now, when you start sucking on it, and you joyously unleash your tongue to-"

I interrupted, panting, "Um, Sweetheart, what happened to the no sexy talking?" I thought I would go cross-eyed from the struggle to hold my orgasm back.

Mindy laughed. "He seems to think that filling my cunt up with his creamy seed is a bad thing somehow! Honey, you have no idea how hard it is for me not to grind my hips and squeeze my cunt so you could fill me up good. My insides need a serious sperm bath! But I'm trying to be good, I really am."

Cindy was draped all over Mindy's backside now. I suppose from the perspective of the two other dancing couples it looked like she was a friend leaning in close to make some small talk, and thus it was no big deal. That was especially true since our dance moves were just a tad more energetic than swaying in place.

But appearances were deceiving. Cindy had turned us so that she was using Mindy and me as a shield from the other dancers, while Ruby stood nearby, probably feeling a bit left out. My hands were still inside Mindy's dress and directly clutching her ass cheeks. I was squeezing those cheeks damn hard because I was using her as a handhold while I struggled not to cum.

So far, so good. That much I could just manage to deal with.

Then Cindy lifted up Mindy's dress way up, uncovering all of her ass again, and pressed her own body against it. I could feel Cindy's wet pussy pressing down on the back of my left hand, grinding against my knuckles just above Mindy's ass.

Cindy said, "You know what sucks? Being a cock slave and never even getting dicked by your master. Not even once!"

I laughed. "Cin, you've been a cock slave for all of what, two hours?" I was starting to come down from my close call, thanks to my wife actually staying still for once. I breathed a big sigh of relief.

Still, I thought, She's got a great point! Cindy needs to be fucked! Unlike the Hellions, there's nothing stopping me. I'm going to fuck her tonight, that's for sure! I've been wanting to do that for YEARS! 

Mindy quietly warned me, "Why don't you say 'cock slave' a little louder, so everyone can hear you?"

I figured the music would cover what I'd said, but I dropped my voice just to be on the safe side. "Oops, but it's true. Cin, I'm amazed. You're taking to your role like a duck to water."

"It's not really a very complicated job, is it?" Cindy replied huskily as she slid her drooling pussy roughly over my knuckles. "Four simple rules, and I love 'em all. Besides, I'm having the best day of my life, by far! Hey Ruby, don't just stand there. Dan's back side is looking sadly neglected."

Ruby was happy to hear that. She walked behind me and enveloped me in a bear hug. This would look even more suspicious to anyone else in the room, but by now we were pretty much beyond caring.

Cindy said to her daughter, "You know, Mindy SAYS she's getting fucked right now, but I don't believe it. I say we find the proof for ourselves with our hands."

Ruby brought her hands around to my front side. One hand shot straight down and felt the juncture of where my shaft was stretching open Mindy's pussy lips. I felt her thumb and forefinger wrap around the base of my cock. She whispered almost reverently, "Wooooow! So that's what it's like! The real deal! Once he gets over his little boyfriend snit, I'll have him in me there nearly as much as my mouth! God, I think I'm gonna cum again!"

She gave the few remaining inches of my shaft a few short strokes, making it that much harder for me to keep from cumming. I was more aroused by the fact that my daughter was jacking me off while I was impaled in my wife than the actual physical sensation. Her other hand kind of got lost along the way and fished its way down into Mindy's top, cupping a bare breast.

She said back to Cindy, "You know, Mom, I think we should just get wilder and wilder and see just how far we can go before they kick us out! Let's get totally wild all over our master's cherry-popping cock!"

"Ruby, you're brilliant!" Cindy replied. Her pussy was still churning over the backs of my hands, but her arms enveloped Mindy and snaked down to my shaft too.

I have no idea how I managed to last as long as I did. I think fear of cumming in a public place was a big factor. But when Cindy's hands found my balls and started hefting them and tugging on them, I'd had all I could take. Ironically, my sex-mad wife was still behaving, and it was everything else that was too much for me.

"I'm cumming!" I hissed quietly, praying the strangers in the room were still oblivious. Four people clumped together like this had to look suspicious, even if only seen as a big blob from across the room.

Mindy brought a hand up to her mouth and tried to cover it. Her eyes were shut tight and she looked incredibly pained as she struggled not to scream out.

I didn't see what happened after that though, because I too was forced to shut my eyes and fight with all my might not to yell at the top of my lungs.

However, I heard Ruby's voice coming from right next to my left ear, as she scraped her enormous boobs up and down my back and continued to hold onto the juncture between me and my wife. She quietly urged, "Do it, Daddy! Nail her! Flood her cunt! Knock her up! Squirt that master Daddy sperm in her!"

I'll tell you, I don't know if it's possible to actually die of orgasmic overstimulation, but I came awfully close right then, especially with Ruby's "Knock her up" comment coming out of left field and surprising the hell out of me. I hoped she didn't really want me to sire any more children at my age.

Our four bodies seemed fused to each other in one big group hug-fuck, and that turned out to be a good thing, because I think Cindy and Ruby's supporting arms prevented Mindy and me from completely collapsing onto the floor. My legs were like jelly. This would have been a "screamer" orgasm for me, if I'd only been allowed to scream. Mindy must have felt the same way.

As the orgasmic wave passed, I found myself still standing there with three busty knockouts draped all over me and panting hard. My dick was still fully sheathed in Mindy, although the overworked guy was starting to go soft, and Cindy's hands were still working my balls.

Wow! Amazing! I know I said I wanted to get wild, but I can't believe we just did THAT! And the fact that we did it in public made everything twice as intense. We may even get away with it too. Did anyone see?! I looked all around as I regained some awareness of my surroundings.

I was just in time to see the Human Pear and his similarly lumpy wife walk out the door we'd come in. I could only see their backs so I had no idea what kind of mood they were in as they left. Are they pissed off? Did we cause them to leave? Or is it just coincidence? 

I couldn't tell, although it was pretty hard to see how they could have missed our four-body fuck grope.

What happened to the other couple, the remaining older one? I looked all around and didn't see any signs of them in the dark haze. Phew! Well, that's a relief. Are we all alone? Sweet! Now we can REALLY get wild! 

However, as I finished scanning the room, I did still see the D. J. through the darkness. Her head appeared to be pointed down, and I hoped that meant she was still busy reading her book. It concerned me that I could see as much detail as I could from this distance, because that meant she could see the same.

I said to the others, "Okay, that was... I don't know what that was. But we've got to watch out! Did you see that the last of the other couples just left? They could be going to complain to the management! We need to get presentable, and fast!"

We untangled ourselves. I pulled my soaked, flaccid dick out of my wife, with a loud schlorping POP that I knew from experience was damn well unavoidable, and then tucked the King back into my slacks.

Mindy kissed me briefly on the lips. "I love you, Honey! That was so great. Our best fuck in hours!" She laughed at that. "I'm just bummed the others left."

"Why?"

"I wanted to blow their minds. I was hoping to dance up to the younger couple with you fully impaled in me and ask them for the time.. for starters." She grinned impishly.

I laughed. "You're evil! But hey, where's your bag?" She hadn't brought her purse in, nor had the two others brought theirs, but she did bring a special small bag to help with sexual cleaning emergencies. It was most of the same stuff she'd used to clean up the car with: air freshener, moist towelettes, spare panties, and the like. When I'd taken a peek I'd noticed condoms in there too, which was telling since I never used them with her.

I could hear her sniffing the air, which was thick with the smell of sex, at least right around us. "Oh yeah. The bag. I'd better use the air freshener. We really sexed this place up."

As she walked to the table where she'd left the bag, I looked between Cindy and Ruby and asked, "Which of you is more presentable? ... In other words, which of you isn't dripping pussy juice down to your knees?"

Ruby stepped forward. "That would be me," she said, sounding grumpy and dejected. "I found the whole thing hotter than the heart of a supernova, but I missed having a hand in most of the action."

"Sorry. I'll make it up to you. Now, please go to the D. J. and see if she's suspicious. Give her a big tip. Oh, and since we're the only ones left here, we can FINALLY have some decent songs. So let her know some good ones, but stick with ballads, 'cos I'm liking this slow dancing."

"Okay," Ruby replied. Then she smiled. "So you call it 'slow dancing,' huh? I prefer calling it 'doing the nasty.'" She giggled. "I'll be happy to 'slow dance' with you next!"

"Red, chill. There's gonna be actual dancing from here on in. That's why we need to make requests.

"Very well. Do you have any faves?"

"Um, how 'bout 'The Sea of Love' by the Honeydrippers?"

Mindy was back with us with her air freshener and towels, and she and the others laughed.

"What's so funny?" I asked.

"Just that name," Mindy explained. "I think we're all honey drippers tonight."

"That's making me so horny!" Ruby said. "I wanna drip a lot more honey, AND get a big honey injection straight from the bee hive. Daddy, can you fuck me next?"

"First off, no. Remember how you have to date boys? Second, don't use the 'D' word in public, not after you were just fondling my erection as I fed it into my wife. And third, why are you still standing here? Another lousy song just started."

"Oops." She wandered the twenty or so feet to the D. J. booth.

I shook my head in amazement. I face Mindy and Cindy as I said, "I still can't believe that just happened. Sweetheart, we've fucked in some exciting places, but nothing like this. You tricked me! But the irony is that I was hoisted by my own petard, since I was the one who started the sexual shenanigans."

The two beauties covered their mouths and tried to hold back, but when I was done speaking they burst into uproarious laughter.

"What?" I didn't get it.

Cindy finally managed to calm down enough to explain, "It's just that you said 'hoisted by my own petard!' After you just skish-ka-bobed your wife with your jumbo-sized petard!"

I had a good laugh as I caught on. "Okay, maybe not the best choice of words!"

Mindy kept on laughing a little longer, she was so amused. I was glad because I figured she otherwise would be making lots of "petard" jokes at my expense.

I remembered the bar next door, and I was feeling thirsty. So I took drink orders from Cindy and Mindy. Then, after checking my body and especially my crotch for any noticeable wet spots, I went to the D. J. booth to find out what she wanted to drink too.

Ruby said as I walked up, "Oh, good. I just realized that I don't have any money to give to Cynthia here, seeing as I don't have any pockets."

I walked up to the D. J., whose name apparently was Cynthia, and fished my wallet out. I handed her a twenty. "Here. I'll give you more as the evening goes on. I realize you'd probably be packing up right now if it weren't for us, and I appreciate it."

"No problem," Cynthia said as she took the money. "It's my job." She paused, and then looked at me critically, studying my face. "Um, it's probably not any of my business, but I thought I just saw all three of your friends hugging you, um, intimately. Are they your um... your..."

Ruby stood ramrod straight, thrusting her chest out. She proudly announced, "Yep, we're his lovers. All three of us. I hope that doesn't shock you."

"RuuuUUUUuuuby!" I groused. "You don't go telling strangers that!"

Cynthia said in a surprisingly unfazed manner, "It's okay. I pretty much knew that already. I couldn't see everything from here, but I saw enough."

"I hope that's not a problem," I said with worry. "We get pretty, um, affectionate with each other."

Cynthia waved her hand dismissively. "That's cool. Believe me, in my other D. J. jobs, I see all kinds of stuff. You should have seen what it was like at this one rave two weeks ago." Then she perked up, seeming to show genuine interest. "But, um... I know this is kind of personal, but... I'm so curious that I can't help myself. How exactly are you, er, connected?"

I was glad, because if Cynthia had noticed we were actually fucking, I'm sure her reaction would have been different.

Ruby shot me a look that basically asked, "Can I handle this? I can do better than last time." 

So I gave her a subtle nod.

Ruby looked back to where Cindy and Mindy were standing. "You see the busty woman with the long blonde hair? She's his wife. The other redhead and me, we're two of his mistresses."

"TWO OF?!" Cynthia said, shocked. She was intensely interested in us now.

"Um..." Ruby started to say, looking like she wanted to backtrack.

"I think you've stepped in it enough," I said to Ruby. I turned back to Cynthia. "She exaggerates. Let's just say that we all have fun together, and my wife fully approves."

Cynthia could see it was a sensitive subject, and merely asked, "Which one's your wife? They're both extremely busty, so that doesn't help, and I can't see hair color from here."

"That would be the one on your right," I explained, as I pointed to my wife. Turning back to Cynthia, I said, "Look, this isn't going to be a problem, is it? You're not going to kick us out or anything like that, are you?"

"Are you kidding me?" Cynthia replied with a smile. "This is the first interesting thing I've seen at this job in, well... basically ever."

She looked over Ruby head to toe with something approaching awe. As she gawked at Ruby's massive yet perfectly shaped rack, she said, "I've just gotta say though that you're one lucky man!"

"I know." I smiled. "I'm so lucky that it's not even funny. I have to warn you though, we do get pretty... affectionate. Like I said earlier, if we do anything too out of hand, please just let us know and we'll stop right away."

She nodded.

I felt pretty great. Cynthia was a looker, a pretty college girl in her physical prime, but compared to my jaw-dropping Ruby she was uglier than Quasimodo. I almost wanted to bring Cindy and Mindy to where I stood, so Cynthia could get a good look at them too and be even more floored. Maybe later.

I took Ruby's drink order and walked to the bar. I also stopped by the men's room to take a leak. I was glad to see the bar was really dead too, with just two people in there watching television.

Walking back to the dance hall, I briefly conferred with Ruby before meeting the others. I handed her her drink. It was a Shirley Temple since she wasn't of legal age yet. I could have gotten her something alcoholic, but it turned me on to give her this instead. I guess it reminded me of how young she was. Age-wise, she really was "barely legal."

I asked her confidentially, "Did you discuss Cynthia with the others yet?"

"Nope, I just got back from talking to Cynthia myself."

"Good. Don't." I didn't want Cindy or Mindy to know just how cool Cynthia was about the whole situation. If they were more afraid, they'd be more aroused too. Plus, they'd be less likely to do something totally crazy.

"Okay, but I have to confess: Cynthia kept asking me questions and I tried not to say much, but somehow all our names slipped out. And I complimented Cynthia on her name, saying how I liked it and that it was almost like my mom's. I think she put two and two together."

I pondered that. It would be pretty hard not to connect those dots, especially once she saw how much alike Ruby and Cindy looked.

She added, "So she knows you're regularly boning a mother-daughter combo."

"Yeah, I kind of figured that out," I said with mild sarcasm.

"Although you need to add some actual boning to the boning, if you know what I mean, hint, hint."

I ignored the hint. "Oh well. In the future, please be more careful about what you say though, okay? Here it's not so bad, since we're far from home and won't be seeing her again, so I don't mind too much, but still."

"Sure. Sorry. It's just that I'm so proud and excited! I wanna tell everybody in the world that I'm my Daddy's sex toy! One of 'em, which is even better! I know I can't, but I still wanna, if you know what I mean. And the more you dominate us, the more I wanna tell everybody! Like the way you just nailed Mindy. That was soooo cool! It makes me so proud to be your personal property! But don't worry, my lips are sealed."

She brought a hand up to her face and pretended to zip her lips shut.

I joked, "That's too bad your lips are sealed. I was just thinking I could use a nice blowjob."

"Zzzziiiiiip!" She brought her hand back across her lips, pretending to unzip them. Her tongue flickered out, like a snake tongue searching for something to eat.

"Sorry, just kidding."

"Awww! You can't tease me like that! Now my mind's gonna be fixated on thoughts of your fat cock plunging deeper and deeper down my throat as my tongue and lips desperately battle to get you to squirt out your yummy jets of hot cum!"

"Sorry, but we'll have fun. And once I put these drinks down, let's do some actual dancing."

"Grrr. You're a... what's the word for it, the opposite of a cocktease? You're a tongue tease. You're leaving my cock-hungry tongue and lips all needy for you-know-who's you-know-what." She poked me playfully in the chest several times to emphasize her words.

The music was definitely better now. "Wonderful Tonight" by Eric Clapton was just finishing up, and "Every Breath You Take" by the Police was starting.

Since I liked that one, I quickly handed drinks to Cindy and Mindy and put mine down on a table. Ruby followed me and put her drink down as well.

As soon as I got within talking distance of my wife, she said with an amused smirk, "Looks who's back. It's Captain Petard!"

I had a good at laugh, since I got the "Captain Pickard" of Star Trek reference combined with my misguided "hoisted by my own petard" comment.

The other laughed too, and then Ruby quipped, "Awww, Mindy, that joke was petarded."

That led to more laughter. Mindy said with chagrin, "Bummer. You beat me to that one."

I took Ruby's hand and said, "Come on, Red. Let's get out of here before they start thinking about 'hoist' jokes too.

Cindy pretended distress. "Dan, you can't leave now! Not after you just made my pussy hoist!"

I chuckled and rolled my eyes. I pulled Ruby out to the dance floor, out of joking range.

As I took my flaming red haired beauty in my arms, she yanked the top front of her dress down so her bare tits were spilling out.

"Ruby!" I started to complain. I looked down at her immense globes, and just like that, my dick started to engorge again! I couldn't believe it. The danger of public exposure seemed to do something extra to me.

She pointed out, quietly, "My dress still looks the same in the back. And besides, who's gonna know except for Cynthia, and she's cool. Also, you owe me big time for being a tongue tease."

"You don't like that, huh?"

"I love it! I actually love it when you deny me. Not all the time, but some of the time. It reminds me who the master is, and who's just one of your many cock slaves."

I honestly couldn't even begin to understand her attitude. I asked, "Um, can you not use words like 'master' and 'cock slave' in public?"

She laughed. "Let me get this straight: it's okay that I'm dancing with you topless, and you just fucked Mindy in this very room, but I can't say a couple of harmless words?" She sensed my dick growing stiff and was already rubbing sensuously against it.

"You're not really dancing topless," I pointed out, feeling a bit foolish by her comment. "You just pulled the front of your dress down some, and between the darkness and the way our bodies are pressed together, who could tell?"

"Good point. Maybe some other things need to come out for some air, for the very same reasons. Let's see... What's our good friend Mr. King up to these days?" She was busy unzipping me and fishing out my still stiffening dick as she spoke. Once she did that, she pulled up her dress to her belly button and it somehow stayed up by itself. (I later found out Mindy's bag of supplies also had some safety pins in it.)

Holding my erection as it finished reaching maximum size, she pressed it up against her stomach. "Remember when you were doing this to me not that many days ago?" she said quietly. "And remember by the front door, how you kissed me and rubbed your great big cock all over me with Michelle right there?"

Boy, did I ever remember and enjoy that! The memory inspired me to French kiss Ruby for a while as she rubbed her bare tits into me and stroked my erection,. My hot pole remained pressed against her skin just above her pussy. I realized I needed to be careful that she wouldn't try to fuck me standing like I'd just done with Mindy.

I looked over and saw Cindy and Mindy in each other's arms. They were pretending to dance with each other, but really they were just coming over to scope us out.

Closely examining the space between Ruby and myself, Mindy said to my dance partner, "Nice work!"

"Thanks!" Ruby replied proudly. "I'm having a ball hoisting my hand up and down Captain Petard here." She giggled.

"I feel inspired," Cindy said as she pulled the top of her dress down in the same way Ruby did, so her bare breasts were spilling out.

The problem was, Ruby was pressed closely against me, but Cindy bared herself in the open!

My heart started racing much faster. I looked around frantically through the dark haze to see if anyone could see. But the only one in possible range was our D. J. Cynthia.

Then Mindy said "Me too," making security matters that much worse. Except, since her dress was backless, there wasn't much point in keeping her dress up at all. She let the straps fall down her shoulders and the fabric in front fall all the way to her waist.

My heart raced even faster while I just gawked. I felt like we'd done some wild things so far, but they were things that had a very low chance of being noticed. Whereas now they were throwing caution to the wind because they were just that hot and bothered.

My borderline insane wife winked at me, "Don't worry. I met Cynthia a couple of minutes ago when I was requesting some songs. She knows I'm your wife, so I think she'll cut me some slack."

"Look," I complained to Mindy incredulously. "You and Cin can't just stand there topless! You need to cover up! I can't believe the D. J. won't mind, but even so, what if someone comes in?"

Cindy and Mindy began urgently whispering to each other. I couldn't hear what they were saying, but I saw Mindy shake her head no a couple of times.

Then they stopped whispering and started rubbing their bare racks together in a very obvious and erotic manner, making sure to do it in such a position that I'd have a good view. If I danced a little away from them, they'd quickly follow.

"What are you doing?!" was all I could manage to ask.

Mindy calmly replied, "I'm teaching Cindy the importance of teamwork. Remember Rule Number Three: 'Share the cock.' Ruby's the lucky slut jacking you off, so we want to help with visual inspiration."

I closed my eyes and whimpered helplessly. They were still putting on a titty show and I couldn't bear to watch. "Don't help so much! Please!"

Mindy pretended not to hear me. "Honey, you really like it when two of your cock slaves rub their big tits together, don't you? That really turns you on."

Cindy said, "Point of clarification, Min. Are you formally a cock slave, or wife, or what?"

I listened closely, because this confused me too. That distracted me from the heart-pounding fear of getting caught, for a little while anyway.

"I'm the wife, of course, with all the benefits of Rule Number Four. 'Wives get first dibs.' But I also consider myself to be an honorary cock slave too. I doubt I'll be willing to go through the full ritual, or wear his collar in public, or his leash in private, but I just love saying my hubby has five cock slaves."

She pointedly looked down at Ruby's sliding fingers on my boner at me as she kept talking. Then she resumed eye contact with me. "I've talked it over with the girls, and they're okay with me being a de facto cock slave in spirit, even though I don't have full slave status in practice. Is that okay with you, Honey?"

I just nodded, completely blown away and insanely aroused yet again. I seriously wondered what my wife was talking about when she said "the full ritual" or talked about wearing my collar or leash. I had a sinking feeling it was something she'd talked over with the Gruesome Twosome, at least. Maybe they even figured that all out months ago as part of their planning and scheming. But I was actually a bit afraid to ask. I'd had too many shocks lately to seek out new ones.

Mindy smiled, then leaned forward and kissed me, even as she looked down and got a good look at Ruby stroking my erection with one hand. "Thanks, dear," she said to me. "I knew you'd understand. It feels good to be part of a team."

"We are a team!" Ruby said happily. "High-five for the five!" She held up her non-stroking hand.

I chuckled and shook my head as my three topless women all high-fived each other. "You're weird."

Ruby suddenly pulled about six inches away from me. "Check this out, everybody!" She changed the angle of my erection and started rubbing it up and down her pussy lips, while still holding and guiding it with her hand. "I know, I know," she quickly pointed out. "He hasn't decided to properly dick me yet. But he can still do this, can't he?"

"Of course, he can," Mindy said, "but damn, girl, what you're doing is so obvious. When you were close, nobody could really tell what was going on, but now... Jesus! Even I'm starting to worry. And look! Cynthia is definitely looking up and looking this way!"

Oh shit! Things are spinning totally out of control! This wasn't part of my evening plan. But I'm too horny to really put my foot down! 

Cindy pointed out, "Even in this poor light, I'll bet she can see the silhouette of Dan's erection, not to mention Ruby's unfettered bosom bouncing! We need to get in the way and block her view!"

"It's too late!" Mindy wailed with worry. "She's seen! And if you and I get too close to her, she'll see our little topless tit mashing party too!"

I was glad to see that Mindy was joining me in feeling concerned. I was helpless with Ruby simultaneously jacking me off and rubbing my cock against her pussy mound, but I suggested to my wife, "Why don't you pull your top back up?"

She giggled, and replied, "I'm worried, but not THAT worried! At least, not until a man comes in." However, even as she said that, she and Cindy both pulled their tops back up to at least nominally cover their nipples.

Furthermore, they danced their way around Ruby and me until they were blocking Cynthia's view of us "dancing" (which was more like us standing still with Ruby playing with my cock).

Mindy joked about her repositioning, "This brings a whole new meaning to the term 'cock block.'"

I looked around and confirmed again that we were all alone, except for the D. J., who I could barely see through the dark haze. But I nonetheless thought, I'm so fucked. The girls are out of control, and my wife is the chief enabler. Tonight is gonna end in disaster! 




Chapter 61



The song that had been playing finally ended, and "I'm on Fire," by Bruce Springsteen started I guessed this was a Mindy request since I knew she really liked that song. So I pulled away from Ruby and swung back into my wife's arms instead.

"Sorry, Ruby," I said sympathetically. "Time's up. But you can rub tits with Cindy."

"Oooh, gross," Ruby complained, as she pulled her dress up over her nipples and started dancing in place. "She's my mom."

I'd actually forgotten about the relevance of that. But I was so aroused that I shot back with a challenge, "And aren't I your dad?"

"Yeah, but that's different." She rolled her eyes, as if I was being slow.

I wondered, Is she really turned off at the thought of sexual contact with Cindy? It doesn't seem that likely, especially in light of some of her earlier comments and what had happened so far. They've even French kissed and fondled each other some already, so what's the problem now? Hell, now that I think about it, they even briefly rubbed their tits together during the photo shoot! 

So what's the deal?! Is she just nervous about it when she isn't feeling as horny as before? Maybe she just wants to take it slow? Or does she actually want me to 'force' her to do something with Cindy? That last one seems possible. Ruby has a strange desire to be forced into things, stripped, tied up, spanked, commanded... enslaved, even! 

I didn't have time to ponder all that at the moment though, especially since Mindy wasted no time and immediately impaled herself back onto my dick. She unilaterally decided that we were going to fuck in public again!

I would have been pissed at her presumption, except as I felt my thick cock plunging into her, I realized I wanted to fuck her badly, and damn the consequences! God, it felt so fucking great!

As soon as I deeply penetrated her, I discovered that she had cleaned herself up as little as possible after our last round of doing this. I've fucked my wife after giving her a hot load many times before, so I recognized the uniquely characteristic "extra lubricated" sensation that only happens when we both go for second helpings.

I decided this was a good time to further impress my girls with my "studly" persona. (Interestingly, I was starting to think of Cindy as "one of the girls" because she was acting more like them than my wife.) They seemed to get off on my seeming aloof and in control, so I pretended like a hot fuck hadn't just started and attempted to carry on the conversation from before.

The last thing I remembered was that Ruby was saying that she didn't want to rub her tits against Cindy, and it was somehow different from doing it with others because she was her mother. So I resumed from there.

"Different or not," I said to Cindy and Ruby, struggling to sound commanding while I was being assaulted with waves of pleasure, "I still want you two topless a bit longer." I managed to give them a hard stare, just long enough to see them lower their tops again, before my eyes rolled into my head as I completely succumbed to my lust for Mindy.

I celebrated in my mind because they looked shocked and impressed that I gave no verbal reaction to the fact that my cock was balls-deep in my wife again. I even saw their breathing grow heavier.

Some moments later, I recovered somewhat from the "pleasure attack" and managed to look around. I noticed that Cindy and Ruby had started more or less dancing with each other, and although they weren't touching in a particularly erotic fashion, it was still incredibly hot to see such a beautiful mother-and-daughter pair dancing topless together.

Much closer to me, I saw that Mindy's top was sliding back down her chest again. That was to be expected since she hadn't properly pulled it all the way up in the first place, since her shoulder straps were far down her upper arms.

But even as I was noticing that, she surprised me by fixing her straps and completely pulling her top into place this time. I didn't understand why she was being conscientious about that while we were literally fucking on the dance floor. In fact, we were only making the slightest pretense to appear to be dancing.

But before I could ask her about it, she just smiled knowingly and said, "You'll see, soon." She also started squeezing her pussy around my erection.

It was strange, because our bodies soon found a rhythm where we were actually starting a sort of dancing motion, but at the same time we were most definitely fucking. It was tricky, and hard to explain, but sometimes when she boogied down, I would boogie up, and my erection would slam all the way into her tight sheath. Then we'd start to come apart as we kept moving about, and then I'd be slamming into her again. And again. It only worked because we knew each other's bodies and reactions so well, and we kept our bodies tightly pressed together.

My devious blonde wife further complicated things by starting to move me towards the desk where Cynthia sat with her computer and all her equipment. It was in the corner of the room furthest from the main entrance and the door to the bar.

I didn't even realize where we were being steered towards, even though there was soon a lot less fucking and a lot more walking, because Mindy kept me fully preoccupied with her occasional pussy squeezing and her topic of conversation. "Honey, I can understand how, in your foolhardy and misguided sense of morality, you want to refrain from porking Ruby for the time being. I can't say I agree, but at least I understand where you're coming from."

She stopped all her movement and looked at me reproachfully. "But Cindy! What's holding you back with her? She needs you now. She needs you to pound the King all the way into her! She needs a good fucking to complete her enslavement. I think you should 'dance' with her just like you're dancing with me."

She gave my boner a few extra-strong squeezes with her pussy to make her meaning clear.

Hot damn! What a great wife! She really has a talent with her pussy squeezing. And talk about being cool about sharing me! Jesus! 

She resumed fuck-walking me towards the D. J. It was possibly less arousing for me when we were making lots of herky jerky motion than when we were standing still and she was able to do her pussy squeezing tricks.

I was slow on the uptake. I looked around for Cindy and noticed we were dancing away from her and Ruby. I assumed Mindy was trying to steer us away from Cindy so we could privately discuss this, so I still didn't notice how she was relentlessly steering us towards Cynthia. I can plead temporary insanity though, because I was too overcome by pleasure to think clearly.

But feeling free to talk in private confidence, at least, I said, "That's nuts! I definitely would love to fuck her, and I will! Believe me! But not here! Not now! Things are moving too fast! She's only been initiated a couple of hours."

My smirky wife responded, "If, by initiated, you mean a willing cock slave eager to use her body to serve you, then yes, it's only been a couple of hours. But that's all the more reason you need to bone her NOW! She's gonna wake up tomorrow and think, 'What the HELL did I get myself into yesterday?' And she's gonna have regrets. You know it and I know it. In fact, I think that's the main reason why you thought up this dance excursion, isn't it? You thought this would be a good activity to help cement her new status."

"As a matter of fact, I did," I admitted.

"I figured. And I'm glad I have such a clever husband." She beamed at me. "And it's worked brilliantly, heating things up in one way and cooling things down in another. Even bringing Ruby and me but leaving Michelle and Sue Ellen makes a lot of sense for what you're trying to do with her. But you HAVE to fuck her tonight! That will seal the deal. Believe me when I say that once a woman has had the full Dan Cooper fucking experience, there's no turning back!"

I gave her a skeptical look, since I detected a lot of hot air. "I understand the exaggerated sex talk. But when it's just between you and me, we don't have to keep up the 'horse cock' hype."

"It's true! You don't know, and you have no way of knowing what it's like to get fucked by you. Obviously. But trust me, you'll simply melt her brain! When she wakes up tomorrow, her doubts and regrets will immediately be replaced by that sore pussy feeling, followed by a hungry 'where can I get me some more of that?!' feeling. Believe me, I know. I go through that just about every single day. Your cock is more addicting than crack! She's a cock slave now 'cos it's so much fun. But after you nail her, she'll be a cock slave forever because she'll have no desire to be anything less. She'll be a true slave, wanton, willing, and waiting to worship your wondrous wand!"

She giggled at her last sentence. "Sorry, but alliteration is fun!"

All the while that she was purring these words to me in her sultry voice, she was squeezing my cock over and over with her talented pussy, and running her hands all over my chest or back, like she couldn't get enough of me. It seemed we weren't moving, but we were still slowly drifting towards the D. J. table.

In response to all the great stimulation, my cock was throbbing anxiously inside her pussy, and my own hands had somehow wandered down to her ass and gotten stuck there. I could spend all night playing with her ass cheeks, and that's exactly what I was doing.

She had me deliciously close to orgasm, but she knew just when to ease up a little bit if need be to keep me on the edge just about as long as she wanted me there. She was the undisputed expert at that, due to our many years together.

I should mention that for the past couple of minutes, I had completely stopped trying to thrust into her. For one thing, I wanted to last as long as possible, and my arousal was reaching dangerous levels. For another, I didn't want to be too obvious about what we were doing. But I wasn't getting and respite because Mindy kept up her amazing pussy squeezes, and even used them to punctuate her words. For instance, as she said, "Worship your wondrous wand!" she really let loose with a series of squeezes that damn near pulped my overtaxed dick!

As a result, I hardly knew if I was coming or going, and my resistance was pretty much completely gone when I heard my wife say, "Oh hi, Cynthia. How you doing?" It didn't exactly sound like she was shouting that across a vast room, either!

I suddenly turned my head around (without pulling my cock out of my wife) and realized that we'd gone from being about 20 to 25 feet away from Cynthia's desk to only about five feet away! Worse, Cynthia has a little lamp there, plus there was the glow of the computer screen in front of her and many tiny lights on the sound equipment. Her corner was noticeably brighter than the rest of the room, which meant the visibility was better.

I wondered if Cynthia could have overheard the cock slave discussion between Mindy and me, but I realized my sneaky wife had been speaking in especially hushed tones, and I of course had matched her in that. Now I understood why.

But while that was a relief, the fact that Mindy quickly closed the remaining few feet to Cynthia's desk was not. I squeezed Mindy in a tight hug, hoping to draw her body so close to me that Cynthia wouldn't notice what we were up to. But that seemed to be a case of too little, too late.

Our bodies were in side profile to where Cynthia was, no doubt as part of some fiendish plot by my wife to embarrass me! I felt helpless to get out of this fix, because any sudden movement would give the game away completely.

I quickly glanced Cynthia's way and saw that this was not the same woman who was bored out of her mind and reading her college textbook to help pass the time a few minutes ago. In fact, she was standing up and showing obvious interest in us.

As Mindy continued to sway and take small dance steps in time to the slow song, she said to Cynthia, "I just wanted to ask: can you play 'The Sea of Love?' That's kind of 'our song,' my hubby and I. We danced to that at our wedding, so many years ago."

She looked to me and smiled just like a normal, loving wife. But all the while, her pussy was squeezing around my boner and there was nothing I could do to stop her!

"I already requested that," I pointed out, still clinging to Mindy for dear life and trying not to show any separation between our groins. I was trying my best to sound and act like a normal husband NOT in the middle of getting fucked.

"Yes, that's coming up next," Cynthia said, cocking a curious eyebrow at us.

"Oh goody," my smirky wife replied. "I'm sure you get lots of old couples like us, asking you to play the music they had at their weddings, so their bodies can move together the way they did all night long on their wedding nights."

I almost choked at her obvious innuendo. Shit! I'm too afraid to look down and see how obvious our continued coupling is. If I look down, Cynthia might look down too! Are we about to be thrown out, or even arrested?! 

Mindy continued, innocently, "Oh, and speaking of songs sung by Robert Plant, can you also play 'Big Log'? I love that song too. Isn't 'Big Log' great? I don't know why, but whenever I think of that song title, I think of my husband."

I couldn't help but chortle at that, despite my predicament.

Mindy had been trying to keep a straight face, but she cracked up as well.

Cynthia obviously got the joke. She looked a little chagrined and amused as she commented, "Hmmm. I wonder why." She stared blatantly at my groin.

Mindy added, "He's a captain, you know. Captain Petard."

There was no opportunity for me to laugh at that inside joke, because I could see that Cynthia was starting to figure things out. Apparently, the "Big Log" joke had been the final straw.

I was distressed as I saw Cynthia's eyes go wide when she took a really close look. "Oh my God! Are you...? No! You CAN'T be! But you ARE!"

Mindy snickered and smirked, very proud of herself. She continued talking like there was nothing out of the ordinary. "Well, that's all I wanted to ask. Thanks. Hey, Honey, why are you being bashful with your hands?"

While I'd been clutching Mindy's ass cheeks this entire time, I'd been doing it over her dress, not under it. However, she'd frazzled my mind so much with everything that had happened in the last few minutes that I offered no resistance as she reached back and slid my hands inside her backless dress and then back down onto her bare ass cheeks.

She did this all in full view of Cynthia, who just gawked with amazement.

Cynthia didn't appear as if she was going to call the authorities on us, at least not quite yet, thank God. But she couldn't help but ask, "Excuse me, but what's your guys' deal? Honestly!"

She looked right at me as she said, "I saw some pretty interesting outlines a few minutes ago, of you and the one called Cindy. I was tempted to call the manager!"

"Oh, that reminds me." I pulled out my wallet and handed her $100. I hoped that it was true that you could buy just about anything with money. "For your discreet understanding."

She looked at the money, and said, "Look, I'm not going to get you in trouble. I just want to know what's going on! I've never seen anything like this!"

Fearing how my wife might explain things, I said in a deliberately calm and steady voice, "What you heard before is true. Mindy here is my wife. The other two are my mistresses. That's all there is to it, really."

Mindy added with a happy smirk, "He's so bashful. He has more mistresses at home."

Cynthia exclaimed, "Oh God! Really?!"

Mindy nodded proudly.

looked away in embarrassment. My heart was pounding like a jackhammer. My only relief was that Mindy sensed how close I was to cumming and had paused with her pussy squeezing. That left me torturously hanging on the edge. We could get in actual trouble if I just started cumming willy nilly in public, like some crazy hobo!

Cynthia didn't realize my plight, and carried on talking to me like I was capable of a fairly normal though excitable conversation. "That's wild! These are like the most beautiful women I've ever seen! Are you, like, a billionaire or something?!"

Mindy, having a good idea of my true condition, replied for me, "No, not hardly. We're merely comfortably upper middle class. It's just that he's hung like a horse, and he can fuck like a superman! If you could see his cock, I think you'd understand a bit better. ... Wait. You can!"

To my utter horror, Mindy started drawing her body back away from mine, causing my erection to slowly pull out of her pussy. I looked down and saw that the sight of the damn thing was outrageously obscene! My emerging erection was absolutely drenched and glistening in a coating of pungent, hot, thick, and gooey cum - mine and hers - which was dripping heavily down my shaft, over my balls, and even onto the floor. And although there was music playing, I definitely heard a lewd wet sucking sound arising from my wife's nether regions as her pulsing pussy reluctantly yielded up the thickness of my shaft in sufficient inches to be plainly visible between us.

"HOLY CHRIST!" Cynthia actually made the sign of the cross over her chest as she stared at my erection. It was like she was trying to ward off a vampire or some other monster.

Mindy saw Cynthia's reaction and thought it very amusing.

The thing is, my dick really isn't that huge. Honestly! I understand there are penises out there that are ten, twelve, and even thirteen-plus inches long. Mine barely reaches eight. But it IS very thick - I can't deny that. The thing is, Mindy cleverly pulled it out until just my cockhead remained in her. As a result, Cynthia had no idea how long it really was and probably mistakenly assumed there were even more inches hidden from view and thrusting upwards into Mindy's pussy before finally reaching my cockhead some unfathomable distance deep within my wife.

"Holy Mother of God!" Cynthia whispered in awe.

Just then, the song ended. Cynthia obviously had some songs programmed in advance already, because she didn't do anything as the new one started. It was "The Sea of Love," finally.

Mindy smiled at me and said, "They're playing our song! Come on, Honey." She winked at Cynthia (who still looked gobsmacked), and started dance-fucking me back to where Cindy and Ruby were. As we made our way back, my dick was slowly jostled back into Mindy, returning to its more comfortable fully impaled position.

Cindy and Ruby had been dancing together while trying to keep an eye on us too. They had both turned their heads to face us as they danced. And they looked gorgeous, standing and swaying there cheek to cheek and bouncy bare rack to bouncy bare rack. However, I found out that Mindy had been shielding the view of that side, because they had no idea what had just happened. They'd stayed away because they didn't want to get too close to Cynthia.

"What was THAT all about?" Ruby asked once we were back within hearing range. Seeing where my eyes were gazing, she ostentatiously rubbed her nipples into Cindy's.

Mindy just replied, "Ssssh! Later! This is our song."

So I "danced" with my cock-crazy wife until the song came to an end, and all the while, my hard-on remained deep in her squeezing pussy. By then, I was so horny that I couldn't think straight.

Even the lyrics were all messed up. Instead of hearing, "Come with me, my love, to the sea, the sea of love, I wanna show you just how much I love you," my mind was hearing, "Cum with me, my love, to the sea, the sea of cum, I wanna bone you, fuck your mouth, and own you." I think Ruby's sexual lyric alterations were getting to me.

I was fucked up! Everything was sex, sex, sex! And it was all Mindy's fault, in my opinion. She had made me far too horny to function in public. After the encounter with Cynthia, my rational thinking had completely shut down!

So when the song ended and Mindy handed me off to Cindy, I hardly even thought about anything at all. Without knowing exactly what I was doing, I simply assumed the same position with my new "dance" partner. What this meant in practice was that I settled Cindy down onto my rampant cock until she was fully impaled too!

It dawned on me that I was fucking Cindy for the first time!

However, I was so far gone that I didn't even think about the details. For one, my cock was too thick for me to simply impale Cindy while standing up without additional help. She was a very willing participant though, and Mindy got behind her, lifting her up and then helping her settle back down onto my penetrating stiffness, while Ruby actually held my throbbing rod and guided it into her mother's wetness. I was so out of it that I barely even noticed that! All I knew was that my cock needed a tight, fully-ensheathing cunt to lie in to feel at home. Once I was all the way in, I sighed and hugged Cindy to me tightly.

I was also completely oblivious to Cindy's struggles or her loud screams, as I unthinkingly proceeded to feed inch after inch of my throbbing cock into her. All I cared about was how great it made me feel. She repeatedly yelled "Have mercy!" as we all tried to cram the whole of my thick pole into her tight box.

Mindy was forced to cover Cindy's mouth with her hand, in the hopes that would stop people from running in from outside the room. But I hardly even noticed that either, thanks to my dazed fuck-lust.

Cynthia, though, heard everything. Apparently she didn't realize that this was Cindy's first time with me. She assumed that I was fucking Cindy regularly, and that Cindy always screamed like she was being cleaved in two, every single time she was given another heaping helping of my meat. I didn't realize it at the time, but Cindy kept on screaming and screaming, for a couple of minutes. Mindy's attempts to cover her mouth were only partially successful, since Cindy was writhing wildly and needed to breathe anyway.

Even a few minutes prior to this, Cynthia had merely been very curious. Now, she was as horny as a whole herd of Viagra-fed goats. She was still standing and staring, and looking like she wished she had binoculars so she could have a closer look.

The one advantage of being lost in a sex-mad daze was that I wasn't mentally overwhelmed by the realization that I was fucking Cindy for the first time. I knew it, but it was like it was I was watching a movie starring somebody else. As a result, I managed to make it through her scream-fest without cumming.

Things slowly calmed down over the next several minutes. Once I was in Cindy, I was content to just stay impaled in her for a while, and that's all Cindy wanted too. She later explained that she'd needed the time for her pussy, not to mention her brain, to adjust to my unusual girth.

I gradually came out of the thick erotic fog I was in, to a slightly thinner one that at least gave me some awareness of my surroundings. It occurred to me that this was hardly the ideal setting for my first time with Cindy. There wasn't even a bed in sight, for starters, and the situation was about as unromantic as can be, not counting the romantic song.

But it wasn't like I could do anything about it, now. I was committed. Then I thought, What the fuck?! WHAT. THE. FUCK?! Why not just throw caution to the wind? What is it Ruby said earlier? Something about let's just push our luck as far as we can until they kick us out? Hell, yeah! 

Cynthia knows EXACTLY what's happening. She knows I'm fucking multiple women, and she knows I'm literally fucking them on the dance floor right here, right now, and she's not calling the police! This place is completely dead. Odds are very good no one else is gonna come in. So, seriously, what the fuck?! I'm just gonna do whatever the hell I like and make Cindy's first time one for the ages! 

With that in mind, I looked over Cindy's body like I was seeing it for the first time. I liked what I saw, and I wanted to see more. She and Ruby apparently had pulled their tops back up while Mindy and I were talking to Cynthia, and I didn't like that. I yanked Cindy's top down and grinned like an idiot as I watched her boobs bounce free.

But that wasn't good enough for me. I kept pulling her dress down until it hung down to her hips. However, there I ran into a problem. I couldn't keep pulling it down due to my hard-on, which was starting to thrust in and out, seemingly on its own volition, but had no intention of pulling out all the way.

Mindy and Ruby were hovering around us, though, so I said to them, "Help me take her dress off. All the way off!"

"All the way off?!" Mindy asked, astonished.

I was extremely pleased to be feeling even more reckless than my wild cucquean wife, for once. "All the way off! Now!"

"NOOOO!" Cindy squealed in shock as those words finally registered in her brain. It was one thing to expose this or that part of her body in the darkness. If some stranger showed up, one could always pull the fabric up or down and be at least technically legal within seconds.

But with the dress completely off, that was a whole different matter! It might take a minute or more to cover up, and who knows how long, if a panic ensued. Cindy would be completely helpless. To be honest, I liked the idea of Cindy being completely helpless, and I know she liked it too. Mindy had been absolutely right about her submissive nature. But it still had to be frightening to her.

Hell, it was frightening to me too! My heart was pounding wildly and sweat was pouring down my face. Every nerve in my body was tingling, and I was horny beyond all imagining.

Cindy was resistant and squealed and squirmed about (which by the way, had unbelievably arousing consequences down around groin level!). I noticed tears streaming down her face, and that would have caused me to stop, except I realized her face was so wet she had to have started crying well before I came up with the "get totally naked" idea. I decided to deal with one thing at a time and get her clothes off first.

Cindy stood no chance of keeping her clothes on. Ruby helped by grabbing her arms and held them above her head. Then Mindy pulled Cindy's bunched-up dress up and up and up until it was finally off.

Although Mindy was obviously wondering if I'd lost my mind to my rampant lusts, she was nonetheless too far gone with her own lusts to really care. Taking an "in for a penny, in for a pound" attitude, she dramatically tossed Cindy's dress away. It landed in a heap on the floor a good ten feet off.

"NoooOOOOoooo!" Cindy cried out, her arms futilely stretching out in the general direction of her discarded dress.

"Now Cindy," I said sternly, "you had better start behaving yourself, or I'm going to stop this dance right now, put you over my knee and give you the spanking you deserve!"

Cindy suddenly stiffened in shock at my words, causing her pussy to convulse around my erection, almost causing me to cum right then and there.

I couldn't believe I had Cindy buck naked and I was fucking her in public! With one stranger watching, for sure! I decided not to even look Cynthia's way, because I didn't want to know what she was doing. I might see her calling the police on a cell phone or something like that, and lose all my nerve.

I quickly recovered from the excitement as best I could, and kept thrusting in and out more and more. I was also slowly walking her towards the nearest wall.

With things settling down, sort of, I returned to the issue of the tears streaming down her face. "You're crying? Why? Is it bad?"

I was going to say more to reassure her, but she exclaimed, "You're kidding, right?! How could I NOT cry?! First off, just getting your huge donkey cock in me was a painful ordeal."

I began slowing my thrusting, intending to pull out.

"NO!" She reached towards our joined privates. "Don't stop! Don't pull out! For the love of God, no! Let me finish, okay?"

I nodded. I kept to a slower, gentle thrusting pace, just to be on the safe side.

"It's an ordeal, but the very best kind! I came hard the first minute and it's been like one endless orgasm since! I wear these tears as a badge of pride, just like I cry when I suck your cock! But more than that, I'm crying tears of joy! Tears of ecstasy! Tears of rapture! Don't you dare stop, or I'll get mad!"

Showing she meant it, she took more of the lead, thrusting and gyrating until we were going at a faster and deeper pace. She hugged me tightly. "That's better!"

"The Sea of Love" just came to an end, and a new song was beginning. It was a very lively and funky song. It took a few seconds, but then I recognized it: "Sex Machine" by James Brown! How fitting! 

With the crying crisis resolved, I looked around to make sure nobody else had entered the room. In so doing, I ended up looking over to Cynthia without really wanting to. I couldn't see her face in the darkness, but I could see her giving the thumbs up in our direction.

I gave the thumbs up back. How cool! Phew! A lucky break! We might not end the night in a jail cell after all. 




Chapter 62



I quickly recovered from the excitement as best I could, and kept thrusting in and out more and more. I was also slowly walking her towards the nearest wall.

With things settling down, sort of, I returned to the issue of the tears streaming down her face. "You're crying? Why? Is it bad?"

I was going to say more to reassure her, but she exclaimed, "You're kidding, right?! How could I NOT cry?! First off, just getting your huge donkey cock in me was a painful ordeal."

I began slowing my thrusting, intending to pull out.

"NO!" She reached towards our joined privates. "Don't stop! Don't pull out! For the love of God, no! Let me finish, okay?"

I nodded. I kept to a slower, gentle thrusting pace, just to be on the safe side.

"It's an ordeal, but the very best kind! I came hard the first minute and it's been like one endless orgasm since! I wear these tears as a badge of pride, just like I cry when I suck your cock! But more than that, I'm crying tears of joy! Tears of ecstasy! Tears of rapture! Don't you dare stop, or I'll get mad!"

Showing she meant it, she took more of the lead, thrusting and gyrating until we were going at a faster and deeper pace. She hugged me tightly. "That's better!"

"The Sea of Love" just came to an end, and a new song was beginning. It was a very lively and funky song. It took a few seconds, but then I recognized it: "Sex Machine" by James Brown! How fitting! 

With the crying crisis resolved, I looked around to make sure nobody else had entered the room. In so doing, I ended up looking over to Cynthia without really wanting to. I couldn't see her face in the darkness, but I could see her giving the thumbs up in our direction.

I gave the thumbs up back. How cool! Phew! A lucky break! We might not end the night in a jail cell after all. 

 

 

But Cindy didn't know that. She was reeling and hanging on for dear life, while I was thrusting into her more and more. She had her eyes closed, now that we'd stopped talking, so she'd missed the thumbs up signal altogether.

She was still crying profusely, though it was more of the silent kind than all-out sobbing. I wasn't used to that and it was disconcerting, even though the joy was clearly written all over her face. Mindy hadn't cried during sex for years and years, but then again she was well-accustomed to my unusual size. I decided I'd just have to grin and bear it and hope that Cindy (and Sue Ellen) adjusted soon as well.

I'd been trying to fuck-walk us to the wall, in hopes of using that as a crutch to hold her up, since there was nothing even remotely approaching a bed in the room. I soon got us there, to my tremendous relief.

With Mindy and Ruby's help, some readjustments were made that amounted to turning Cindy around on my cock until her totally nude body was bent over at a ninety-degree angle with her hands outstretched on the wall in front of her.

Mindy commented, "What an OUTRAGEOUS position! Could Cindy look any more like a total, shameless slut?! We're in the middle of a public dance hall! But you know what they say: in for a penny, in for a pound.' Although in this case it should be 'in for a penetration, in for a pounding!'" She chuckled at her own word play.

Cindy wasn't amused at all, since she was so utterly humiliated, as well as nervous, excited, and out of her mind with lust. But I knew my devious wife, and I realized her words were deliberately designed to arouse Cindy (and me) even further by heightening her sense of slutty humiliation. It was definitely working.

My hands ended up on Cindy ass, and I remained fully sheathed in her, doggy-style. With her head and big breasts dangling down and her arms outstretched to the wall, she looked completely submissive, completely defeated. Clearly, she didn't want to be totally nude in a public place, but she had no choice in the matter.

Yet at the same time, she seemed fully energized and aroused. Despite her tremendous humiliation, she was craving to get fucked some more right here, right now! She spread her legs wide and braced herself for my renewed assault.

I started to thrust in and out to the funky rhythm of James Brown.

I saw Mindy kneel down, still fully dressed, and bring her head right up next to Cindy's. She brushed away some of Cindy's red hair covering her ear, and started whispering. I have no doubt that her words were meant to make Cindy still more wildly aroused, but there was no way I could catch a word of it.

Then Ruby draped herself against my back and started doing a similar thing to me. She started with a simple fact, but said it with great excitement. "I love that you're fucking my mom! You're really fucking Mom!"

As I pounded Cindy, in and out, Ruby went on, "This is soooo cool! I can't wait to tell Michelle! Mom is TOTALLY gonna be a life-long cock slave now. Just look at her. She's toast! Look! I think she's cumming! You see how her whole body's shaking? Daddy, you're FUCKING her into SUBMISSION! This rocks!"

Ruby was bouncing up and down so much that she had to hold her bare breasts in place. "I can't believe you're fucking Mom while she'd buck naked, in PUBLIC! And you're fully clothed and in total control! Oh, it's so perfect! Then you're gonna bust my hymen next! And then Mom and I are gonna be your slaves forever! Your latest big-titted sex toys! You'll fuck us both daily, in every hole! And Michelle too! Oh, and Sue Ellen! Oh my God! Just listen to that passion! Isn't it beautiful?"

She was referring to the cries of passion Cindy was making.

Cindy didn't just feel like she was being split in two, she sounded like it! All we could do was hope that there was nobody in the nearby bar or anywhere else within hearing range, because she had lost the ability to restrain herself. She was gasping, grunting, and panting non-stop. That wasn't so bad, but occasionally another orgasm would hit her and she'd let loose with more full-throated screaming. Even over the loud funky music, her screams filled the room.

Ruby had to talk louder to be heard, even between the screams. I heard her saying, "...your sex toys all lined up! All in a line, your SEX SLAVES, ready to be taken, and tamed, and controlled! Just like you're controlling Mom, bending her to your will with your massive COCK! Oh my God, I'm so hot, I'm cumming too! But look at Mom! She's cumming non-stop! Non-stop! I want that! I'm next!"

It continued like this for who knows how long. Ruby continued with an increasingly breathless torrent of lewd observations while Mindy no doubt did the same to Cindy. I did have just enough awareness after a while to notice when "Sex Machine" ended and "Tear the Roof Off This Sucker" by Parliament / Funkadelic came on. (It's the song from the 1970s that goes: "We want the funk, give up the funk, we need the funk, we gotta have that funk.")

I was praising Cynthia in my mind because the tune turned out to have a really great fucking beat and vibe. I was having the time of my life as I pounded deeper and deeper and faster and faster into Cindy.

How could a situation be even more arousing than this one was for me? I sure don't know the answer to that, because I was higher than the highest high! I was truly totally drunk on lust!

When my orgasm finally came, there was no sudden surge of great pleasure, because I was already feeling that much pleasure! It was literally business as usual, as I started to shoot my load into her. That might make it sound like my orgasm was some kind of let-down, but it wasn't. I grunted and thrust and yelled and exulted as I felt rope after rope cannon out of my erection and into Cindy's tightly sucking tunnel.

It was at that moment that it somehow occurred to me that I was most certainly NOT wearing a condom, and Cindy probably wasn't on birth control since she hadn't been on a date in over six months. MY GOD! I could be knocking her up! I could be creating a new life! While fucking my wife's naked best friend, with her standing by and approving! And in a public place, no less! 

I thought that my feelings of pleasure were maxed out, but with those new thoughts I discovered I could feel even MORE euphoric and aroused! In my mind, I'd just impregnated Cindy, while my cum continued to forcibly pump its way out of my cock in powerful jets.

Cindy's body had been slowly sliding down during the fuck, despite Mindy's best efforts to prop her up, and she'd wound up on her hands and knees by the time I started cumming into her. When it ended, she simply collapsed, as if dead, and sprawled out on the floor, nude and drenched in sweat and cum.

Mindy knelt down beside her and stroked her hair comfortingly, while Ruby practically staggered over to pick up her mother's dress from where Mindy had tossed it. All the women seemed dazed, like they'd just survived a hurricane.

By contrast, I still felt great! I was standing straight and proud, feeling pumped up, and high on life! I was almost ready to say, "Bring on another one!" although to be honest I wasn't quite THAT ready. My flaccid penis might have had some protests about that. But I was mentally cranked up, at least. I had just fulfilled another long-held fantasy, and the pleasures were so great that my objections to living a harem master lifestyle were fading away.

Ruby and Mindy looked surprised as they watched me stroll over to the table where I'd left my drink, my long-forgotten glass of rum and Coke that I'd gotten from the bar in what seemed like several lifetimes ago. I took off my jacket as I got to the table.

Damn, I'm hot and sweaty! Fucking tight Cindy cunt is hard work! I snickered to myself.

However, after another minute or so, exhaustion started to catch up to me. My dick went flaccid, and I tucked it back into my pants. Then it seemed like my whole body went flaccid as well, and suddenly I was having a hard time just standing. There were no chairs in sight, and I was too proud to sit on the floor, but I leaned a hand on the table and struggled to keep looking "cool," as my knees seemed to turn to jelly.

I suddenly remembered Cynthia, but I was afraid to look her way and see what she was doing. I want really worried anymore that she'd get us in trouble; it was more that I wasn't ready to deal with anything else just yet.

Somehow, I managed to stand there alone, nursing my drink for a couple of minutes, while Mindy and Ruby were still helping Cindy recover. But all the while my body continued to come down from its adrenalin high. I still felt great, overall, but I had to realize my body had limits. I wasn't a kid anymore.

From time to time, I looked over at Cindy, still being dressed and held up by the others. She looked soooo sexy, even after they'd managed to redress her. People talk about a "just fucked" look - THIS was a "just fucked" look, from head to toe.

At one point, Mindy turned my way and stared at me like I'd grown an extra head. It seemed she was still incredulous that I'd let things go so far. After all, I was the one supposed to put a brake on the sexual craziness. She seemed to be looking at me in a new way, as if she was recalibrating just how far I'd let her go in fulfilling her cucquean fantasies for me. Uh-oh! 

It occurred to me that Mindy was right: there's no way Cindy would ever back out now, not after an experience like that. She was in this - whatever "this" was - for the long haul.

But the next time I looked at Cindy, I realized she was no longer staring lovingly at me, but rather looking at something or someone just past me. I turned to look at what was transfixing her.

There stood Cynthia, standing just a few feet behind me. She looked abashed as she realized she'd been discovered, and she shyly waved hello to me. Her face was flushed, but she appeared to be relatively calm.

I'd been in a kind of denial about what we'd been doing, and just how far we'd gone, but a wave of guilt hit me then. I said to her, "Uh-oh. You must be angry. I'm terribly sorry."

"Sorry? Why should you be sorry? That's easily the most fun I've ever had at this job. You guys are a scream!" She laughed.

"But we broke every rule you must have, not to mention at least a couple of laws, I'm sure. We didn't really mean to go that far, but things just got out of hand." I winced as I recalled fucking a completely naked Cindy.

"That's true," Cynthia conceded. "But you were the ones running the risk, not me. No one else is in charge but me. I'm sure my boss is in bed fast asleep. The room's so dark that if someone came in I could just pretend I didn't see what was happening. So it's no skin off my nose."

"Really?" I finally gave up the fight to stay standing and sat on the edge of the table. "So there was no risk?"

"I wouldn't say that. There's a lot of risk, you crazy man, but it's mostly on you and your group. Still, the odds of anyone coming in at this hour is very low. It's 11:30 already."

I was glad to hear that, because I'd lost all track of time. Cynthia was smirking and smiling, much as my wife loved to do so much these days, and that made me curious about what was on her mind. I asked, "So, did you want to ask me something?"

"No, not really. I just wanted to thank you for the free sex show and then find out what you have planned as an encore. I'm beginning to understand why you have all those mistresses."

I thought to myself, That's it?! She doesn't have any problem with this? She's not gonna get us in trouble or even ask us to leave? She actually enjoyed watching it? I really am the luckiest fucker in the universe! 

I told her, "Sorry, there's not gonna be any encore. We're going home. Again, I'm really sorry for having bothered you like this." I took out my wallet, peeled off a bunch of big bills, and handed them to her. Even though she said she was okay with what had happened, she had mentioned something about considering calling the authorities. I figured some money could only help ensure she didn't complain to anyone, now or later.

"Thanks!" she said as she looked at just how much money I'd given her. "A free show, AND my biggest tip ever! You're definitely welcome back, anytime." She flashed me a big smile.

"Are you kidding me? Our crazy bunch? We're so out of control that we're a disaster waiting to happen. I mean, imagine if there had been more people here."

"Then you probably would have been more careful," she sensibly pointed out. "But if that worries you, you could rent this space for a night and I could be your private D. J. Then you'd have complete privacy. We'd lock all the doors. And it wouldn't cost you much more than what you just paid me in tips." She looked happily at her pile of money, and then put it away.

"Well, that's an idea," I said, although I wasn't sure about it. The risk of discovery is half the fun. We could always dance in the living room, after all. However, it might be interesting if I know it's rented out and my cock slaves don't. Hmmm. 

I added, "But I'm too tired to think right now. Can I call you and discuss it some other time?"

"Sure." She handed me her business card.

We talked some more, and I confirmed that my group really was leaving now. So she finally walked off to start packing up her gear.

I knew I didn't want to think about it just yet, but the more I considered it, the more I liked the idea of renting out the room, and hiring Cynthia as a D. J. What I really liked is the possibility that I could fool my women into thinking it was still a public and open space. Then they'd be the ones all worried while I could go completely wild and know there was no real danger.

I also considered that might give me a chance to fuck Cynthia too. She wasn't an improbably voluptuous sex bomb like my women were, but she definitely qualified as a cute and very "shaggable" college coed. If my women were a perfect ten on a one to ten scale, she was still a respectable eight or thereabouts.

But then it occurred to me, What am I thinking? I'm getting greedy. I have to draw a line in the sand. I don't want to give Min any encouragement with that kind of thing, or she'll run amok with all kinds of crazy plans. Dealing with my lovely bunch of cock slaves will keep my dick completely wiped out in any case. They're the best of the best, and I love 'em! 

After another minute or two, I recovered enough energy to walk over to my women. I noticed Cindy was standing on her own, and looking fairly recovered too. The music had stopped, so as I got near, Mindy said to me, "What's going on? Tell the D. J. to play some more tunes. The night is just getting started!"

"No," I said authoritatively. "The night is over. We're going home. Now."

"What? Why?" Mindy complained.

Cindy and Ruby seemed to be of a similar mind as her, which seemed odd to me, because all three of them looked bedraggled, sweaty, and tired.

"Because we went way too far, that's why," I replied. I lied, "Did you see me talking to Cynthia the D. J. just now? She was really upset, and I had to pay her a huge tip to smooth things over." I held up my hand, with my index and thumb less than an inch from each other. "You see this? We were thiiiiis close to having the cops bust us!"

That seemed to sober them up and stop their protests. We gathered up our things and made to leave. I made sure none of them had a chance to talk to Cynthia (who was still packing up her gear), as that could have easily exposed my lie.

I didn't really need to lie, but I wanted them all a bit frightened so they'd be more careful the next time we started to get a little wild in a public place. Besides, I was already thinking about coming back and renting the place someday soon, and it would help those plans if they didn't know what Cynthia and I had actually discussed.

We soon left and walked out through the hotel. The place was well lit, but as empty as a ghost town. We didn't see a single other person, not even at the reception desk.

Mindy noticed a clock on the wall as we made it to the front door. "11:40," she said.

"Is that all?" I asked, even though I already knew the time. "It feels like it's two in the morning." I added that because I really meant it.

Mindy joked, "You know the saying: time flies when you're fucking your cock slaves into oblivion."

Ruby said to me, "That's not a real saying... YET! It will be for you from now on! Gaawwwd, I still can't get over what an epic, historic, spectacular fucking that was! And you fucked my mom!"

Cindy said with a sly grin, "Imagine how I feel! My pussy will be feeling that pounding for a WEEK!"

The four of us were all alert as we walked to the car (although I could tell it wouldn't stay that way for long, since we were all on the verge of crashing). Seeing that I had their attention, I said, "You know, you talk the cock slave talk, but can you walk the cock slave walk? All three of you were very naughty tonight. You got me so horny that I lost my mind, and it was only sheer luck that we didn't find ourselves in serious trouble. For that, you need to be punished. Each one of you has a hard spanking to look forward to."

"What? Tonight?!" Cindy asked.

"No, it doesn't have to be tonight. I admit I'm pretty tired myself right now. But tomorrow, definitely! Do any of you deny that you deserve it? And I'm not talking about some kind of namby pamby sexy spanking, I am talking about a seriously painful spanking to teach you all a lesson."

I noticed their expressions all changed from lusty anticipation to distress.

But before I could say more, Mindy spotted our car in the lot, and shouted, "To the Pussymobile, Cockman!"

I remembered the "Pussymobile" line when we'd gotten into the car earlier. But no one had mentioned the "Cockman" part, which was a nice riff on the "To the Batmobile, Batman!" line, usually said by Robin on the old Batman TV show. I wryly asked my wife, "How long have you been waiting to say that?

She grinned between her yawns. "About two hours."

Ruby said with more energy, "Hey, Daddy, if you're Cockman, I wanna be Bobbin."

"I'm Pussywoman," Mindy added cheerfully, playing off the Catwoman name.

"Oh great," Cindy replied, "I guess that leaves me as Harlequim."

That last joke nearly went over my head. It took me a moment or two to remember that there was a superheroine named Harlequin, and that "quim" was British slang for pussy. I was impressed at the word play. Cindy always had a good sense of humor, even during her worst times, although she wasn't a constant joker like my wife.

All these names resulted in a lot of laughs from everyone, and that helped raise the energy level ever so slightly. There were some more comments from the others to Ruby that they too wanted to be "Bobbing" (clearly said with the 'g' at the end). But it was just talk, since they were yawning and dragging their feet.

I said to them all, "I want you all to tell me, in complete sentences, how you deserve the spanking, because I don't want you to try to back out later."

Cindy spoke first. By this time, we'd reached the car. She leaned up against it, and hung her head down. "I'm sorry, Dan. I really am. I'm not sorry that you fucked me the way you did. That was the hottest thing to ever happen to me, BY FAR! If it costs me a spanking, then so be it. It was a once-in-a-lifetime experience, and I wouldn't change a thing about it for the world. But I certainly helped provoke you, and I sincerely apologize for that."

Still with her head down, she admitted, "I guess I'm not sounding very repentant, but I can't help how I feel. I promise I'll try to be more careful in the future." She finally shyly looked up into my eyes.

I nodded at her, and then looked at Mindy.

She leaned up against the car next to Cindy. She sighed, and also shamefully lowered her head. "This is so hard. Honey, you and I have always had a more-or-less equal marriage partnership. But now the power has shifted, and you're gonna spank me like a child if I'm bad. I can't say I'm happy about that. In fact, it's pretty upsetting. But I understand it's a price I have to pay so we can have all these other changes in our lives. I hope we still have a mostly equitable marriage, but there needs to be a boss of the harem, and you're the boss."

She looked up and stared at me intently. "I fully confess my guilt for provoking the situation at every turn tonight. I let my lust rule me. I also fully accept that I'm deserving of a painful spanking. I'm truly sorry. I'll try to do better next time."

That was a very important statement from Mindy, and reflected a major shift in our marriage. I wasn't totally pleased with change, since our marriage had worked so well so far, but in my heart I knew that she was right. If we had a harem, there needed to be one boss. Although I didn't doubt who would win if they all ganged up against me. I had a long ways to go before I could establish that position of authority in reality and not just in theory.

I nodded, and said, "I agree for the most part, Sweetheart, but we'll need to discuss this some more later."

She nodded back at me, looking nearly as shy as Cindy was.

I turned to Ruby.

She was looking more energetic, thanks to her youth and fitness (and the lack of being on the receiving end of a good hard fucking), so she didn't prop herself against the car. She also didn't bow her head, but continued to stare right at me. However, before she started to speak, she pinned both arms behind her back, spread her legs wide, and thrust her chest out.

Her tone was very different than the two mothers, and there was the promise of sex in her voice. "Master, I am sorry, terribly sorry. As one of your cock slaves, my greatest responsibility is obeying your every wish. It pains me to know that I failed you, but your cock was just so thick and hard and tempting that I couldn't control myself. I promise I'll try to do better, so I can be the kind of big-titted, wanton, and eager sex slave that you truly deserve. Of course, I'll accept any punishment you give me in the spirit you give it, and I'll try my best not to cum too hard when you do. In fact, I already know it won't be enough to teach me a lesson, because I'll enjoy it too much."

"I'm gonna spank you as hard as I physically can," I pointed out. "If that's not enough, I may even use a paddle."

Ruby just smiled knowingly at me. "But you don't understand, Daddy. I'll be insanely horny no matter how much it hurts, just because it's YOU spanking me."

I realized her stiff pose was starting to arouse me too much mentally, even though my penis was down for the count. I said, "You don't have to keep standing like that."

She didn't move a muscle, except perhaps to stiffen even more proudly. She also didn't reply.

We simply stared at each other for some long moments. I was hungrily eyeing her provocative, submissive pose while she reveled in my attentions.

After a long pause, she said, "I already feel like I'm going to need additional punishment, above and beyond what I had coming to me. There's nothing worse than a disobedient sex slave, and the discipline needs to be severe, to firmly remind me of my place! I think you should strip me naked and keep my legs, arms, and tits thoroughly bound with rope for 24 hours, at least, so I have time to think over my misdeeds."

I looked deep into her eyes, and decided out loud, "No, I can already tell that would be more of a reward for you. Dammit, I don't know how I'm gonna punish you, or Shelle when she needs it - which is pretty much always in her case - but I'll think of something. We'll start with a serious paddling tomorrow and see if that works."

There was a fire in her eyes. "Yes, Master. Permission to suck your cock? All this talk of spanking and ropes has me seriously hot and horny!"

"Permission denied!" I didn't have much choice but to say that, since I knew nothing could possibly revive my penis tonight.

I looked Ruby over, and thought, What happened to the cute little girl I used to know? She's turned into such a... well, a devout cock slave. I guess I must win some kind of slow-on-the-uptake award, but I'm beginning to think she might really be serious about this kind of stuff and isn't just going through a phase. Wow, this is going to mean an entirely new life for us all. I can't continue to fool myself that it'll be like before, only with lots of handjobs, titfucks, and blowjobs added in! 

I stepped back and said to everyone, "Now, let's all get in the car and go home."

I was actually the most wired of the bunch, so it was only natural that I drive.

As I took the wheel, Ruby said from the back seat, "That Cynthia was something, wasn't she? I think she needs a BIG reward for being so understanding."

As if the sexual innuendo wasn't obvious enough already, Cindy added, "A big, THICK reward."

Mindy, sitting next to me, nodded happily. "Most definitely. A big, thick, HOT, throbbing, wet, stiff, and fleshy man-meat reward that happens to be attached to Dan's crotch! Honey, are you catching on to our meaning yet?"

The women all had a good laugh at that.

I joked back, "Yes, you're saying you want me to buy her a bouquet of flowers. Duh! I'm not as clueless as you think I am."

After more laughter, my wife added, "And that can also serve as an audition, to see if she's worthy of being Dan's seventh cock slave."

"Seventh?!" I exclaimed. "Wait a minute." I was so beat that I had to use my fingers to help count. "Ruby, Michelle, Sue Ellen, and Cindy. Min, even if we count you as one, that's only five. So don't you mean the sixth?"

"Oh, yes. That's what I must mean." But she had a knowing smirk - even more so than usual - that made me suspicious. In fact, I looked around the car, and the women all seemed to be sharing some kind of private joke.

I asked warily, "Who are you thinking about? Anjali? Nina? One of our daughters' other friends?"

A smirky Mindy said, "Something like that."

I sighed. But I was too tired to deal with it.

I said, "It's a moot point in any case, because I'm not gonna fuck Cynthia, and I'm CERTAINLY not going to try to add her to the harem. I hate to sound elitist, or mean, but the fact is, she's pretty. Maybe she's even bordering on beautiful. But she's not drop-dead gorgeous like the rest of you are, and she's not stacked like you are. So why should I fuck her when I can fuck all of you instead? It's harsh but true."

Ruby revived somewhat and clapped her hands together. "Ohmigosh! That's the best news all night!" She purred like she was about to have an orgasm on the spot, "Yeeeesss! You need to fuck AAAAALL of us!"

I stared at her through the rear-view mirror, and griped, "You know what I mean. Not counting you or Shelle."

"Oh. Shoot." She slumped down and closed her eyes. "But still, that's so sweet, that you find us that sexy. All those years of exercising to perfect our bodies for you have paid off. Yes!"

Mindy closed her eyes too. "But poor Cynthia. She'll never know how close she came to living in a heaven on Earth."

Ruby added, "Yeah. She'll never know the joy of being a slave... or feeling totally sexually dominated... Or trying to cope with Dan's cock like fighting a giant anaconda, feeling his thickness totally dominate her painfully gaping open mouth... Sad." But her eyes were closed and the word "sad" trailed off into a yawn.

I thought, "Giant anaconda?" Yikes! They're so over the top with their praise that it's ridiculous. But they act like they really believe the hype. That's the weird thing. Talk about boosting my self-confidence though. I've probably been praised more in the last week than in the rest of my life combined! 

I vividly recalled the ride over. As glorious as that had been, I worried about more hanky panky going home, since my penis had died and I was driving. But that turned out to not be an issue since all three women were sleeping within five minutes of getting in the car. Cindy was the most fucked out, in more ways than one, and fell asleep the fastest.

The drive home was blissfully quiet and uneventful. I was going to drop Cindy and Ruby off in front of their house, but that seemed kind of impersonal after all we'd gone through over the last hours. Besides, they were so zonked out, it seemed like it would be a challenge for them to wake up and get themselves inside.

So instead, I pulled the car into our garage. I remained the only one awake. I opened the doors and lifted Cindy out. I kind of hoped she'd wake up, but she didn't. So I carried her into the house and laid her on the couch in the den. She still didn't stir. Then I did the same with Ruby, depositing her on the couch in the living room.

After that, exhausted as I was, I wasn't looking forward to carrying Mindy inside as well. My back was aching and I was starting to sweat. But luckily, Min woke up as soon as I touched her, and she was able to get up on her own.

As we walked through our house, Mindy noticed Ruby covered in a blanket, sleeping on a couch. She rubbed her eyes as if trying to rub away a hallucination. "Wait a minute. How did she get there? She was with us all night! Right?"

I explained how I'd carried Ruby and Cindy inside and tucked them in.

She smiled and kissed my nose. "Awww, how sweet. You're going to make a great harem master. I already knew it, but this helps prove it. Boy, just wait until they wake up. They'll be so hot to suck your cock!"

I joked, "Really? I figured they'd be hot to play golf. What is this 'suck cock' thing you speak of? I've never heard of it before."

Her only reply to that was a tolerant smirk.

I put my arm around her. "Come on. I'm gonna help you get upstairs."

She nodded, but she didn't move. As she continued to stare at Cindy's sleeping form, she commented, "You know, letting them sleep here tonight was a nice gesture, but it brings up a bigger issue. We should do something about having those two move in with us permanently, don't you think?"

I furrowed my brow as I mulled that over. There were minuses as well as plusses, especially since I liked having a lot of "alone time" to write or just enjoy myself. "I dunno. What about Sue Ellen? If they move in, then she'll want to move in too."

"Oh, she does already. That's a capital idea too."

I couldn't help but groan in aggravation. "You see what I mean? Before long, our house will be like Grand Central Station. I need peace and quiet to write. You know, I'm not even that social a person, maybe because I was an only child. I need my space. I don't want to have a house with dozens and dozens... Hey, that reminds me of something very important. You know, I wasn't wearing a condom when I fucked Cindy."

"I know! God, that was hot! That really made me burn up, like my pussy actually was on fire! I kept reminding Cindy of that while you were fucking her, whispering things into her ear. She'd been cumming a lot already. But she truly orgasmed non-stop once I got into talking about you knocking her up among, well... other things. I was like a cheerleader rooting for your sperm to hit a home run right into her needy egg!"

I frowned. "But that's the thing! Did I do it?! Is she on some kind of birth control? I don't want more kids at our age. No way! And if I did, YOU should be the mother, not Cindy. And don't even give me some kind of line about how you'd find it sexy if I knock everybody up. There's fantasy and there's reality."

More calmly and unperturbed than I'd been expecting, my wife replied, "Of course. I'll tell you what. I'll find out first thing if she's on some birth control. I'm sure she is, but if she isn't I'll make sure she takes a 'morning after' pill. I already know that she has no kind of moral objection to that, and that she doesn't want any more kids either. Well, okay... she doesn't want any more kids, except when she's being fucked within an inch of her life by a certain handsome, hunky, horse-hung, husbandly, harem-head honcho."

She winked. "Sorry, that just kind of happened. The honest truth is that when she's not actively screaming your name at the top of her lungs, with her legs kicking up in the air and her ass humping back like wild, she has no interest in being a mother again. We're getting too old to go through that all over again, especially since it's really hard work that in reality isn't all that sexy. Changing diapers again? ... Ugh! Babies are little poop machines. So you're in the clear with her and me on that."

I noticed she didn't say I was in the clear with Michelle, Ruby, or Sue Ellen. But then again it would be totally improbable for a woman that young to rule out pregnancy already, so that didn't worry me much. I would have to be extra careful in the future though.

I said, "Phew. That's a relief. I was half-way thinking you had some kind of pregnancy fetish too."

"I don't, so don't worry. Although... You have to admit it WAS pretty hot in the moment, to think you were breeding her."

"Yeah, I'll grudgingly admit that it got me going too. But remember that whole fantasy vs. reality thing. Okay? It's not like we need to make things more arousing in the first place, especially when it was my first time with her. Talk about overkill. That was a HOT FUCK all around!"

"It sure was. You're my stud." She kissed me on the nose.

She took another step toward the stairs, while still loosely holding onto me. But she thought some more, and added, "In the spirit of trying not to keep any secrets from you, I must admit that I do have a bit of a pregnancy fetish lately."

"A-ha!"

"But don't worry. It's not bad. I like the IDEA of you knocking up all your cock slaves, and all their sexy friends for good measure. I mean, look at Cindy there, sleeping so peacefully. Wouldn't it be fun to pull her blankets down and find a beachball-sized belly there?"

"Um, no."

"Come on! You know she'd be extra sexy pregnant."

"Okay. Maybe, a little. But just as a fleeting visual."

She smirked triumphantly. "See? But at least on this point, I fully understand the difference between fantasy and reality. I most definitely mean it when I say that the absolute last thing I want is to deal with being a parent all over again. Besides, being a mother to any more kids would put a huge crimp in our new sexual lifestyle. But it IS kind of hot to just THINK about it sometimes. That's all."

"Well, if that's all, I can live with that. But don't blur the line between fantasy and reality on this, as you seem to be doing with everything else, okay? This is way too important an issue. I'm counting on you to be a responsible adult and not a sex-mad cucquean on this one, at least. Show me you still have some self-control!"

She smiled, and nodded. "Tomorrow, I'll have a talk with all your slaves about birth control. I know the others are taking measures. They actually love doing all that birth control stuff, because they see it as a hopeful sign that your cock will be sliding into their tight pussies soon, filling it full of creamy sperm. I'm not totally sure about Cindy, because she hasn't been dating for a while, but we'll take care of it."

After a smile and a brief kiss, we continued upstairs.

As we headed to our bedroom, I realized that I hadn't seen any signs of Sue Ellen or Michelle since we'd gotten home. That was just fine with me. I'm sure they'd managed on their own, and I was way, way, overstimulated already. Just the thought of Michelle's name now automatically put images of her wobbly, tanned, and bare jutting breasts into my brain, and of course that always threatened to give me a hard-on. Hell, it usually succeeded.

I did wonder how they'd fared with Michelle's punishment, but I was willing to wait until tomorrow to find out, especially since they were almost certainly sleeping already.

Within minutes, I was happily under the bed covers with Mindy curled up naked beside me.

As she kissed my nose again and then turned off the light on her side of the bed, she asked playfully, "It's a tough life, being the master of a harem, huh?"

I knew it was meant as a rhetorical question, but I chose to answer her seriously. "Yeah. It really is at times, surprisingly enough. Especially since I'm more of an introvert than an extrovert. I'm so glad that I'm sticking with five women, because even that's gonna be hard for me to handle. I mean, each of you alone is more than a handful."

She said in a saucy purr, "And Michelle is beyond more than two handfuls, if you know what I mean!"

I rolled my eyes, pretending that didn't arouse me. "Yes. Somehow, I can guess."

"It will be HARD for you to HANDLE her, don't you think?" Despite the darkness, I could see her hands eagerly clutching air in front of her, like she was honking Michelle's hooters. Her enthusiasm was infectious, even though I was dog tired.

Trying to get the conversation back on track, I said, "I most certainly am not letting you sneak any more in. Jesus Christ, woman, you'd drag in every woman we met, if you could. I mean, Cynthia? You don't know her from a hole in the ground, but you like the idea of her joining in the harem because she's female and she has a pulse."

Mindy frowned. "Sorry. Forget her. You're right: at that moment I was so horny that I didn't care who she was or how worthy she was, just that your harem would grow larger."

I sighed. "We need to talk about that habit of yours some time soon. Five is really too much. Five! Christ Almighty, what are we thinking?"

"Yeah, I know. It'll mean major changes in our lives. But would you give any of them up now?"

That hit home. "No way! I love 'em all too much, even Sue Ellen already. She's so sweet and cute."

My wife gleefully pointed out, "Not to mention busty, fit, stunningly beautiful, submissive, and constantly horny to serve your cock in every way she can."

"That too," I agreed with a grin. "I'm just saying that all of this - it's great, but it's physically and mentally draining."

She chuckled. "In case you haven't figured it out yet, 'draining' you is kind of a big part of all this."

"Yeah, somehow I noticed," I said, stating the obvious. "I just wish that your draining of me wasn't so, well... draining."

My wife just splayed her fingers out on my chest and lazily stroked me there. "You'll do fine, Honey. Don't worry. We're forging a whole new kind of thing here, you and I. You'll see."

I briefly thought about what tomorrow might bring, especially tomorrow morning. It was Monday, but also the holiday of Memorial Day. Nonetheless, Mindy would be gone to work before I woke up anyway, since she usually works on "minor" holidays like this one. Sensing the conversation was winding down, I reached over and turned off the lamp on my side of the bed, plunging the room into complete darkness.

But then I told her, "Oh, by the way, please explain to the Gruesome Twosome that there will be no tickle attack tomorrow, or put a note on the door if they're still sleeping. I have a feeling I'm going to sleep in a good long time. And besides, we're beyond that now. I can think of much better ways to be woken up."

"Mmmm. I can too. I can just picture what they might do to rouse you into consciousness, with their hot little mouths and eager lapping tongues. And with Cindy sleeping here, you're liable to wake up to find yourself in the middle of a full-blown orgy! You could easily wind up spending the entire morning fucking their tight little pussies, one after another, while I have to slave away with my boring office work!"

She seemed to grow more excited. "Morning? Hell, Sue Ellen could come over and then you could bang all of your harem girls for the entire DAY! My goodness! When I come home, I might find nothing but big-titted babes sprawled out all over the furniture in every room, the smell of your potent sperm thick in the air, sperm on their faces, sperm glazing their tits, and more fertile sperm steadily drooling out their slits and down their legs! That would be a real howdy-do welcome home!"

"Um, Sweetheart? You're starting to pant excitedly."

"Oops. Am I? I wonder why." She giggled, and seemingly calmed down. "But don't worry, I'll take care of it. G'Night, Honey. 'Wife,' 'Sweetheart,' 'head harem girl,' 'de facto cock slave,' or whatever else you want to call me, never forget how much I love you."

"Night, Sweetheart. I won't. I love you too."

And with that, I closed my eyes and fell asleep almost instantly, despite the arousing imagery she kept putting in my head.




Chapter 63

 

"Good moooooorning!"

I found myself waking up to the sound of three sing-song female voices coming from somewhere nearby.

But the words barely registered because my prevailing thought was: What the hell is happening to my penis?! 

It felt like my genitals had been dipped in some kind of liquid ambrosia of pure pleasure fit only for the gods. It was akin to a blowjob, yet so much more. There had to be at least a dozen tongues on me!

I opened my eyes and raised my head just enough to look down. My initial feeling was partly correct: there WERE lots of tongues on me. True, it was "only" three, not a dozen, but three is a damn lot of tongues on a dick at once, no matter how one looks at it!

Taking a closer look at the three bobbing heads, I saw one head in the middle full of very long light blonde hair. Aaah! That has to be Michelle! On the right, there was a head of spiky short fire-red hair. Yesss! That could only be Ruby. My Red! It took me a couple of additional seconds to realize who the dirty blonde head on the left belonged to. Excellent! None other than Sue Ellen. But what is she doing here, in my house, at this hour? 

However, I couldn't speak. Heck, I could barely breathe, the pleasure was so intense! Just watching those three heads bobbing steadily all over my cock was almost enough to push me over the edge, never mind the sheer physical pleasure they were giving me!

I also discovered that the girls had tossed the sheets away before I'd even woken up, allowing me to see their entire tanned and shapely bodies. They'd taken advantage of the fact that I was lying in the middle of my big bed, positioning themselves more or less equidistant from each other. Each ass was held up high, bobbing to the same rhythm as their heads on the other end of their bodies.

I could see that their asses had been covered, to use that word very loosely, as each of them was wearing diaphanous lingerie, but the frilly pieces of cloth had slid down after they'd moved into blowjob position. From where I was looking, each ass had the outline of a perfectly shaped upside-down heart.

I challenge any human on earth of any sexual persuasion not to get aroused beyond belief by what I was seeing and feeling!

It wasn't JUST that there were three tongues working their way up and down my pole, because there were three pairs of lips that were equally busy on me. And the hands! It seemed like it couldn't be physically possible for there to be room on my shaft for that many lips and tongues and still have some room for fingers, but somehow they were managing.

My God! What a way to wake up! Total pleasure rush! I don't think there's any part of my boner's surface that isn't being directly stimulated in some way! On top of that, even more fingers were playing with my balls! 

Plus there's that smell, such a wonderful, feminine smell. The three of them are all wearing perfume, but I can tell each one only has a bit, so they didn't have an overwhelming combined effect. And they must have coordinated, because their perfumes blended together perfectly. How thoughtful. And the touch! Silky hair sliding over my legs, soft female flesh pressing into me here and there - it's all too much! Gaawwwd, I'm in heaven! 

Thank you, Mindy, for allowing this! 

I was completely awake almost instantly - this was the erotic equivalent of waking up to find a ten-ton truck crashing through the wall and about to slam into your bed. There was no way to remain in a dreamy half-asleep state when confronted with such an overwhelmingly arousing sexual onslaught. I didn't know what to say, but I suppose my increasingly loud groans and moans of pleasure expressed better than words just how overjoyed and appreciative I was feeling.

I simply laid there and "took it like a man" (so to speak) for the next few minutes. All was quiet except for the sounds of the girls giggling, lapping, and slurping. No one said a word. I kept my eyes closed, but it was like I could hear their jubilant smiles.

Things had happened so fast and so dramatically that I hadn't had a second to think. But as their extremely stimulating actions at least settled into a kind of steady groove, I did have a moment to take stock. Then it hit me: OH GOD! LAST NIGHT! JESUS H. CHRIST ON A POGO STICK! LAST NIGHT! 

I just about had a heart attack as a recalled some of the wild events of last night. Fucking Cindy for the very first time in the middle of a public dance hall was first and foremost on my mind, but I remembered other events, such as spanking her and the prolonged Sue Ellen cocksucking complete with cuddling wife and ocean view. Good Lord! And that was just last night! The whole day went like that! One thing after another! 

My head was spinning so much that I clutched the sides of my heads, as if that would make the spinning stop. Between the erotic recollections and the fact that I was in the middle of getting pleasured by three teen girls at once, the fact that I seemed to have actually become some kind of harem master in the last 24 hours hit me like a grand piano dropping on me! It was heady, heady stuff! I was so very extremely aroused that the only reason I could think of as to why my hard-on hadn't blasted off a load was that my body was still too shocked to properly function.

Between the way I was clutching my head and the lusty noises I must have been making, the girls had to have been thinking they were successfully driving me wild.

Ruby giggled and breathed onto my erection, "He likes it! He really, really likes it!"

I didn't even know which one of them was sucking me yet. But upon further reflection, I recognized Michelle's unique style and realized her mouth had taken in my cockhead before I even woke up. (That wasn't too surprising, given the way the other two somehow always seemed to defer to her.) She was continuing to vigorously bob up and down. But she was still capable of giggling and saying, "Duh!"

Suddenly, I found my voice, opened my eyes, and shouted, "STOP! STOOOP!"

That surprised them so much that they all lifted their heads as one and made eye contact with me.

"Gee, Daddy," Michelle said, "What the heck? Don't you like?" The unrepentant saucy vixen then had the nerve to wiggle her tongue at me. There was cum and saliva smeared all around her mouth.

I was panting hard. "I like. I like!" It took me some more moments to recover enough to continue. "But... Jesus! ... I don't want to cum, like, two minutes after I wake up!"

Michelle and Ruby just exchanged "That does not compute" looks.

Clearly, these girl have no problems making me cum within two minutes of waking up. They probably assume I'll get hard again right away and they could keep going. They must think I'm an endless fountain of cum, able to orgasm dozens of times a day. If only! My reputation is getting out of hand. 

Sue Ellen commented, practically bragging about me, "That was more like five, Sir. Heck, at LEAST five." She added to the other two girls, "Y'all were right - his stamina is incredible! I still can't believe my luck that I'm enslaved to such a powerful and magnificent cock. Not to mention to such a powerful and magnificent man. I wonder if he'll breed me!"

"Probably," Michelle said casually, like it was already a done deal. She was staring at her thumb that was still rubbing my sweet spot. It was like she couldn't completely stop herself.

I tried to still my pounding heart with some mental exercises Mindy had taught me. There was still far too much stimulation for anyone to cope with, especially first thing in the morning. Luckily, my "stop" command at least gave me a fighting chance to gather my wits.

Sue Ellen looked around the room and especially at me while beaming with joy. "I can't believe my luck. I always thought I was kind of ordinary, you know? But here I am with the beautiful movie star-type people, and I even feel accepted. I feel like I'm on the set of a porn film and I'm one of the stars. Where are the cameras?" She looked around and giggled.

Michelle pounded a fist into the bed, a move that sent her jutting torpedoes flying. "Damn! Cameras. I knew I forgot something! Can you two hold it right there? Better yet, DON'T hold it. Not even one lick. I don't want to miss out on anything!"

She got up off the bed, but then had another thought, and turned around. She told the other two girls, "Okay, you can still breathe on it. Hot, needy, heavy breaths. But that's it!" She hefted up her heaving breasts with both hands and ran out of the room, no doubt to get the video camera.

Michelle has always had trouble with running, by the way. Her extraordinarily protruding F-cups are not exactly conducive to any intense physical activity (with the exception of sex, of course). When she goes on her morning jogs she's forced to wear an industrial strength bra so tough that it might as well be made out of steel with supporting structural beams. Suffice to say that when running naked from one room to another in the house, like she was now, she was forced to clutch her breasts with both hands unless she wanted to get whacked in the face by her own massive mammaries.

Just being so graphically reminded of that fact made my boner twitch and throb a bit more than before, while my balls churned alarmingly. However, the lack of any active stimulation allowed me to calm my breathing some. It helped that I tried hard not to think sexy thoughts, especially about anything that had happened yesterday.

With the chief Hellion gone, I looked down at Ruby and Sue Ellen lying between and on my legs with their faces pointed towards me. Both had their heads propped up on their elbows as they stared up at me, grinning from ear to ear. It was only then that I fully realized just how enveloped my upper thighs were by soft tit-flesh. I took a whiff, and was reminded that they smelled as good as they looked.

I asked Sue Ellen in my still panting voice, "So what are you doing here? Not that I mind in the least. I just assumed you'd gone home last night."

"I was going to, Master, but Michelle and I kind of got..." - she had to pause and blush - "er... involved. We downloaded those pictures that were taken and got so hot that, well, we kind of, um, wore each other out. We actually fell asleep in the computer room in each other's arms, and then we slept the rest of the night in Michelle's room."

As I watched the rosy tint of her blushing embarrassment creep down from her face to envelop the rest of her, I was thinking: What pictures? 

And then it came to me, memories of the "photo session" with all five of my women before we left for dinner and dancing. My entire body actually jerked like I'd felt an electric shock, it was such a powerful memory.

Whoa! The photo shoot! Out of everything that's happened lately, that might just be the most extraordinary! It seemed less a photo session and more of an excuse for them to take turns in ones and twos and threes stroking and sucking me off! 

At the time, it had felt like one big blur of non-stop pleasure and I don't think I'd really appreciated it as much as I should have. It was like overdoing it with way too much sweet dessert. Still, it brought back some incredible mental images and made the fact that I was really the master of a five-woman harem hit me like a punch to the gut.

I wondered if Michelle had broken my command not to cum while we were gone. But I wanted to ask Michelle that first, to see if she'd lie to me. I sensed Sue Ellen would have a very difficult time lying to me, so I could get the truth out of her later.

Ruby, seeing that she didn't need to talk, started to breathe heavily over my erection, since Michelle had allowed that. If she thought that was necessary to make sure I didn't go flaccid, she was totally mistaken. In fact, my shaft was pointing nearly straight up, even though no one was holding it!

Sue Ellen was continuing to explain, "When we woke up, Michelle was on top of me, I guess because of her ass."

It took me some seconds to realize what she meant by that, but I realized that she had to be referring to the hard spanking I'd given Michelle yesterday. Probably it still hurt for my daughter to sit or lie down on her tush. I hadn't paid particular attention to the color of her ass so far though, and now I was curious. She had such a lovely all-over tan that it took a lot for signs of a red blush to show up.

Ruby was listening to Sue Ellen talk, but her eyes were fully focused on my erection, which was standing nearly straight up only a few inches from her face. She hadn't been touching it since Michelle left, but she playfully reached out and poked it with a finger. "Boooiing!" She giggled as she watched it sway back and forth after her poke. Then she resumed trying to see just how much pleasure she could deliver simply by breathing on it from an inch or so away.

Sue Ellen glanced briefly at my erection and then resumed staring lovingly up into my eyes. "It turns out it was a really good thing, though. I found out Michelle and Ruby have almost the EXACT same morning workout schedule that I do. So we worked out and went jogging together. Even Cindy joined us, before she had to leave for work. It was great! I already know I'm gonna absolutely love living here with y'all!"

"Wait a minute," I said, still trying to fully regain my wits. "I didn't say anything about anybody living here. In fact, last night before I went to sleep I made it clear to Mindy that it's not in the cards."

I might as well have told her that she was going to be drawn and quartered at dawn. Her big blue eyes went even wider and started to water, and her lips began to quiver. "But... Sir! I thought...!" The tears started to flow like a faucet was turned on. "I knew this was too good to be true! Master doesn't care for me!"

"No, that's not true!" I said emphatically, sitting up and reaching out for her. "I care for you a lot!"

But the situation was getting worse. "You, you only think of me as a pussy, tits, and ass! And even though that makes me totally hot, and eager to get fucked and to serve, it's... Well, I'm kind of sad you'll never love me like I love you!" She really started crying now.

"That's not true!" I protested again. "It may be a little early to call it love, but my feelings for you are strong and real, and growing stronger every day!"

She was already crying so hard that I could barely understand her. "But... but why? If that's true, then why? Why?! Why do you, do you, let all your other cock slaves live here but me?! I'm not... not the same... Not as good! Not as busty! Not as beautiful!"

"Hey! Hold on!" I scooted forward and took her in my arms (which stopped Ruby from continuing to blow air on my hard-on). "That's not true at all. Cindy and Ruby won't be moving here either. It's just that I'm kind of a solitary guy and I don't like to have a lot of people running around."

Ruby's eyes narrowed dangerously and she said in a frosty tone, "What do you mean, 'Cindy and Ruby won't be moving here either?' Is that some kind of joke?!"

"No, no joke. I was telling that to Mindy last night too. She's okay with it. Ask her."

Ruby sat up, forgetting about my hard-on for the moment. She barked angrily, even as tears started to come to her eyes too, "I don't care what she thinks, I care what YOU think! You're my master! I've dedicated my heart to you, my body to you, my LIFE to you! I LOVE you! How can you say I can't live here?! I'm your COCK SLAVE and FUCK TOY, for crying out loud! How can I serve you if I'm not even here?!"

Just then, Michelle came skipping back into the room, happily clutching her bouncy twin torpedoes with one arm and holding the video camera in her free hand.

This gave me a good opportunity to check out all of her front side. I could see that she was wearing a very sexy lingerie outfit that, by design, covered a whole lot of nothing. There was a little transparent curtain covering the lower half of her big breasts (and not even making it up to her magnificent nipples) and an equally tiny curtain around her waist that was almost ridiculously small - maybe eight inches high, if that. Damn, she looks hot! Even more so than usual! 

Ruby and Sue Ellen wore similar outfits. Sue Ellen was wearing frilly white underwear that thrust her naughty parts to the forefront of my attention (and in the case of her bra, served as a shelf that literally thrust her tits forward). Ruby was wearing virginally white stockings and a garter belt, and... that was it! Sure enough, as I looked her over, I could see that was all she had on.

Unfortunately, her crying, and Sue Ellen's, ruined the overall erotic effect.

Michelle's gleeful, toothy smile turned to a distraught frown. She said incredulously, "Daddy, what did you do?! I'm gone two minutes and you've turned this place into a funeral!"

I was still hugging Sue Ellen, leaving Ruby unhugged. So the foxy redhead opened her arms and threw herself at Michelle, pulling Michelle back onto the bed. "He doesn't love us!" Ruby wailed directly into Michelle's soft orbs.

"HOLD ON!" I shouted loudly and authoritatively. "This is getting out of hand. Stop crying already, all of you, and listen to me before this unnecessary misunderstanding gets any worse! I love you all! Ruby, I love you as much as my two natural daughters, and I did even before the sex started. That's a fact. Sue Ellen, I may not know you well yet, but I feel myself falling in love with you too."

I was already hugging Sue Ellen, but she squeezed me so tightly I thought she was going to crush me to death. "Oh, Dan! Master! I love you too! It's not just that you have a huge cock and you fuck me and let me suck you until I'm delirious with joy! It's not just that you tame and control me like I NEED to be controlled! It's EVERYTHING! You're such a GOOD MAN! Not like Mike. You're the anti-Mike. I'm SOOO in love!"

She kissed me hard and passionately, and for a minute or two the misunderstanding was forgotten as she swept me up in her outburst of lust and love. Somehow, I found myself clutching two bare peachy ass cheeks. Then the next thing I knew, I discovered that she wasn't just sitting in my lap, she was fully impaled on my erection!

I have no idea how that happened, as I certainly wasn't making that kind of move on her. This was not exactly ideal, because I wanted to make sure Ruby's ruffled feathers were smoothed over before things got too carried away. But Sue Ellen was too worked up to control herself.

I knew that fitting my shaft into her pussy was no easy task for Sue Ellen, since her pussy hadn't had a chance to grow accustomed to its thickness yet. To do it so quickly was a remarkable feat, and showed just how very emotionally worked up she was. Her resulting scream pierced my ears and the pained look on her face was frightening to behold. I worried that she'd seriously injured herself. But fortunately, that pained face quickly morphed into a rapturous one.

We started fucking in earnest as primal urges took over, even though Sue Ellen continued to sob. She wailed between desperate gasps for air, "Daniel Cooper, I love you so much! I'd marry you in a heartbeat! Although I know it would never be the place... for a lowly slave like me... to even THINK about being married to... to such a stud like you!"

Apparently, the idea of marriage really turned her on (or maybe it was thinking she was NOT allowed to marry me that turned her on even more), because she churned and gyrated her hips in an extremely energetic and athletic manner, giving my erection indescribable pleasure.

I couldn't believe how much had happened in the relatively few minute since I work up. This had to have been the most emotionally and physically intense start of a day I'd ever had!

I was fully energized and eager to fuck. But before we could really get into it, Ruby practically tackled me to the bed. "No fair!" she cried out. "I love you too! I'd be your wife in a heartbeat too! Fuck ME!"

Ruby couldn't dislodge Sue Ellen from getting speared over and over, but she did manage to push my upper body back down to the bed while Sue Ellen remained sitting up (and suddenly found herself fucking me cowgirl style). Ruby immediately covered as much of me as she could, smothering my chest with her large spongy E-cups and covering my lips with her hungry lips.

It was a good thing I was adept at breathing through my nose after years of practice with Mindy, or Ruby could have kissed me to death!

I heard Michelle complain, "Oh man! This sucks. I'm missing out on everything!"

I had no idea where Michelle even was since I couldn't see beyond Ruby's kissing face, but as the fucking and kissing attack went on, I soon found out. My arms had been shooting up at a forty-five degree angle to knead Sue Ellen's heaving breasts, but eventually I grew tired from reaching up.

As I dropped my hands down to fondle Ruby instead for a while, one of my hands was intercepted by Michelle and brought to her pussy. I couldn't see her because of Ruby, but from the position of my hand that found itself rubbing her wet slit I could tell she was kneeling up on the bed right near my face.

Before long, the sobs faded away, replaced by lusty moans.

Between kisses, I finally managed to get a word in edgewise. "Ruby, I love you! Sleeping arrangements are just a practical issue. They're not-"

I didn't get any further because she liked those words so much that she was immediately inspired to lock lips with me some more.

I felt my arousal ramping up and up, and I seemed helpless to keep things on a steady keel. The emotions were running too high and the fucking felt too divine. I didn't even have to do much, given the way Sue Ellen was churning on me. It wasn't long before I felt myself right on the cusp of a big climax, but Sue Ellen beat me to it. She had such an intense orgasmic experience that she lost her perch high above me and fell down onto Ruby.

I took advantage of that to lift her ass off of me and pull my stiffness out of her before I blew my load. I had to be careful to pace myself, if I wanted this day to even faintly reach the frequent dizzying height of the day before.

I found myself thinking, Well, if anyone was still asleep anywhere in this house, Sue Ellen's screams just took care of that! Man alive! If this keeps up, I'm gonna have to buy earplugs. It does feel pretty awesome though, knowing I made her scream like that. And all I had to do was let her bounce and grind down on me! 

With some subtle nudging, I made it clear that I didn't want to be crushed by the weight of two women on top of me, so Ruby and Sue Ellen rolled away, forcing me to disengage from Michelle too.

For a moment or two, I found myself almost untouched, with only a stray hand or two resting on me as I started recovering for another round of incredible fun.

I thought that fucking had turned Sue Ellen into a rag doll, and that's how she looked at first. But she recovered surprisingly quickly and curled up to me on one side.

She proclaimed, "I don't care! I don't care if you love me or not! You just rocked my world! AGAIN! I don't care if you treat me like shit or treat me like a princess, 'cos I'm gonna love you just the same! I'm totally, hopelessly in love with you, Master! SLAVE is exactly the right word for what I am, and I adore it!"

Ruby cuddled up on my other side. She said, "Me too! Only I love you even MORE! Sue Ellen can't possibly love you as much as I do, 'cos I've known you so much longer! My whole life!"

"Hey," I protested, "This isn't some kind of contest. Right now, we've got a problem. Both of you want to live here, but I'm not ready for that. I'm feeling smothered..."

Both of them grumbled as they started to pull away from me.

"No," I clarified. "I don't mean that literally. I love the feel of your fit and firm, yet soft and oh-so-sexy bodies."

There were big smiles all around as Ruby and Sue Ellen cuddled up even closer than before. Sue Ellen threw one of her legs over one of mine, so she was practically lying on top of me.

But I continued, "I mean smothered in the abstract. I do need my space to write. What if you both come over here as much as you like during the day, and go home to sleep at night? Is that so bad?"

I looked from side to side, and I could practically see the wheels turning in their heads as they considered the possibilities.

Sue Ellen asked with barely contained excitement, "I could come over here as much as I like? Except for sleeping here, that is?"

"As much as you like," I confirmed. "Well, within reason. If Mindy or I have a problem, we'll let you know."

Sue Ellen groaned lustily. "Oh God! That's making me SO frickin' horny! Getting to see Dan and the King every day! But I don't even have the right to sleep here, because I'm just a lowly fuck slave! That's so hot!"

Suddenly, my mind flashed back to when I'd first met Sue Ellen. There she was, standing in her ugly waitress uniform, holding a pen and pad and waiting to take my order. Her face had been expressionless, if not bored. Who could have ever imagined that she could change so drastically, so fast?! I recall it like it was yesterday... and it almost was! Holy Hell! 

Sue Ellen looked towards my crotch and saw that my erection was poking straight up in the air but was completely unoccupied. She repositioned herself to get closer to it, but Michelle and Ruby saw where her eyes were going and quickly scrambled to get back to my nether regions too.

There was a brief face-off. Sue Ellen was the winner, since she'd acted first. She took my cockhead in her mouth while the other two found spots licking and fondling the rest of my cock and my balls.

All three let out erotic moans as they started to lick and suck, but naturally Sue Ellen's moan was the loudest. She was a real trooper. To quickly cram my cock in her mouth so soon after fitting it in her cunt showed some real determination. Even better, she began licking and sucking like a pro!

I had to wince when I thought how difficult it had to be for her to engulf my size and keep it in her mouth. But she never complained, and actually seemed to relish the challenge.

I lost track of time and space for a while as I blissed out over the three mouths working together on my privates. It'd had much more exciting moments in recent days, such as the dance hall fucking of Cindy and Mindy last night, but in terms of sheer physical pleasure all over my cock and balls, this was probably the greatest stimulation yet!

After a while, I seemed to come back to Earth. I looked around and realized that we were in much the same position as we had been in when I'd first woken up. It was just as great as before, and the fact that I'd fucked Sue Ellen's pussy a little bit since then hardly helped my endurance. I had to ask them to slow down some.

Happily, they complied.

With the three of them lazily and lovingly slurping, and with Sue Ellen on longer frantically bobbing her head up and down, things actually grew relatively calm after a while. I liked this better, because it felt nearly as good and it was much more sustainable. Fighting with all my might not to cum got physically and mentally tiring fast.

Since I wasn't panting hard anymore, I thought I could try to restart some conversation. Because Ruby hadn't had a chance to express her opinion about the idea of coming over during the day only, I asked her, "Well, Ruby, what do you think about that? Coming over as much as you please?"

As her tongue lovingly lapped its way up and down one side of my shaft, she said in a mildly miffed tone, "I was doing that already!" After a few more laps, she added, "I want to SLEEP with you. Naked! Under the sheets and in your arms, with your big, fat, throbbing cock resting where it belongs. In my CUNT! Daddy, I want you to FUCK me all night long!"

Her passion died down a bit as she added, "But it's okay for now, I guess."

Michelle suggested to Ruby between her own licks, "Don't you find it totally hot that you're just a lowly cock slave, not even worthy of sleeping here?"

"Well, kinda," Ruby said with a frown. She paused in her licking as she seriously considered the issue. "It IS hot. But it would be way hotter sleeping in the same bed as my master, either helplessly bound with ropes all night, or with my arms around him. I wanna reach out in the night and stroke the King at any time, just for reassurance. I wanna wake up in a tangle of naked bodies, with a sore pussy and sperm drooling out of my every hole, proving that he took me and used me at some ungodly hour, just because he could! That would be perfect. Besides, I feel like this is my home, more than my own house. I wanna live here!"

Done with her answer, she bonked her head against Michelle's as she unsuccessfully tried to work her way back up to my cockhead towards Sue Ellen's still sucking and sliding lips. She quickly shrugged it off though, and added, "As long as I can do this every day, starting with helping to wake you up like this, I'll... I'll get..."

Apparently, she found herself so absorbed with her licking that she lost her train of thought and closed her eyes as she devoted herself to the taste, touch, sounds, and smells of her lips and tongue savoring my rampantly rigid flesh. I couldn't say I minded her distracted condition, though.

That seemed to be the end of the conversation, since all three of them were far more consumed with the licking or sucking now. Thankfully for my endurance though, they were still taking it at a much more relaxed pace than when they'd first woken me up. They were no longer working as one relentless cock pleasuring machine, and were each just enjoying what pieces of fleshy real estate they had access to.

It was especially key that Sue Ellen was containing her exuberance, since she still held the prime sucking position over my cockhead. She was taking the exact pace needed to keep my arousal simmering at a high but safe level while also continually trying out new things to learn what I liked the best.

She really seemed emotionally devoted to slavishly serving me with her mouth! Whoa!

For the next minute or two, I let my eyes wander all over their nearly-naked bodies. The three of them were once again lying side by side with their heads centered over my crotch. My legs were getting a bit uncomfortable trapped beneath their bodies, but I didn't mind too much.

I especially enjoyed admiring their perfect bubble butts, lined up in a row. Ruby's ass seemed even more naked than naked, since it was framed by her stockings and garter belt, but left uncovered. Michelle's little see-through "curtain" was bunched up around her waist, and Sue Ellen seemed to have lost all of what little clothes she'd had.

Damn, what a sight! They're all so young, so full of life, so free of blemishes and imperfections! Perfect teenage twat! No, I can't think that of my own daughters. Sue Ellen deserves better too. She's a real sweetheart. They have beautiful minds too, not to mention hopes and dreams. I love them! It just so happens their hopes and dreams are pretty much focused on serving and pleasuring my cock until I die! 

Shit! It's literally too good to be true, because it would be far too selfish of me to let them go all the way with that. I can't lose sight of that. 

I was forced to close my eyes, because I couldn't handle their mellow-but-oh-so-stimulating tongue and finger work AND gawk at their bodies at the same time without spewing a hot load. Eventually, I was able to reach a state just shy of climax and stay there for a while. I could even open my eyes from time to time to admire their naked beauty before it got too much and I had to close them again. It was perfect.

Time passed. There was an alarm clock near the bed, but I deliberately avoided looking at it. This was an experience to be thoroughly treasured, not measured by minutes or orgasms or anything else.

At one point, Ruby appeared to tire. She sat up and said, "This is too cool! I hope we can keep going, and suck and lick and stroke the King for hours! We've been at it for such a long time. Michelle, it's just like we always dreamed, don't you think?"

Michelle was still consumed with her cock licking work all over my balls, so she merely grunted.

Ruby went on, "But my tongue needs a break, and I need to pee. I'm gonna get a drink too. Does anyone want anything?"

Michelle didn't even stop licking my sweet spot or look up, but she said, "I'll take a glass of water. Get one for Daddy and Sue Ellen too. He needs to make more cum, and we need to make more saliva and pussy juice."

Surprised, I commented, "Shelle, that sounds almost mercenary. You're so single-minded!"

She began licking up towards my cockhead, since Ruby was out of the picture. She couldn't quite make it there though, due to Sue Ellen still having it all in her mouth. She sounded slightly exasperated as she responded, "This is what I do! I'm gonna keep saying it until it starts to sink in. Pleasuring you with my body defines me! Especially cocksucking, because we can do it for so long and share the joy. Do you get it yet?"

"I still find that hard to believe. Nobody does that. Nobody. I've never heard of anything like it! Especially a total bombshell like you."

She let out a heavy sigh and stopped licking my shaft altogether. "Ugggh! The fact I have a bombshell body is a big reason why I have such a desire for this. My body is built for sex! I want to get fucked A LOT! By you! Arrrgh!"

Still standing nearby, Ruby said to her, "Don't let him get to you. We knew all along he was going to be like this. We'll get to him eventually, one fantastic blowjob after another!"

That seemed to cheer Michelle up and she resumed her happy licking and contented purring.

Much more time passed.

The girls sometimes got up to do this or that, but always came back to my crotch. We switched to titfucking for a while sometimes, but usually not for long, because it was hard to keep all three of them involved while doing that.

But as much as I loved the treatment, something was nagging at the back of my mind, and had been pretty much since they'd come into the room. Then, with my eyes closed and forcing myself to think un-sexy thoughts, I remembered what it was. Hey! They're not supposed to be here! I'd explicitly told Mindy to tell them or leave a note for them that they should stop the tickle attacks and leave me alone until I woke up. It had slipped my mind due to the extreme pleasure I was feeling, but now with this lazier pace it seems there's a part of my brain that's still capable of at least SOME thinking. Even if it takes me this long to get there! 

Unfortunately, my timing wasn't good, since I wanted to talk to the "ring leader" Michelle, and it happened to be her turn bobbing on my cockhead. But I gave it a try anyway. "Um, Shelle? It almost slipped my mind, but why did you all wake me up, anyway? Didn't you get a message from Mindy to let me sleep?"

"Nuh-uh," she said as she slurped the King inside her mouth without remorse.

"She didn't talk to you or leave you a note?"

"Mmmm-mmmm." Her head went from bobbing up and down to moving side to side, so I took that for a 'no.'

"How did you know not to launch a tickle attack, then?"

"Mmmmmm!"

She was busy trying to go deeper down my shaft, so she wasn't very coherent. However, I gathered from her intonation that she was saying something like, "I dunno." Or maybe it was, "I'd love to talk, but I'm much too busy trying to cram all of your eight inches down my throat!" 

I suspected she'd chosen this moment to pick up the pace and go deeper precisely so she wouldn't have to answer my questions. It looked very suspicious. Sue Ellen and Ruby looked miffed, because she'd left them very little to play with.

It occurred to me that, despite all the sexual activity going on, I was within arm's reach of our bedside telephone and I could call Mindy and get her side of things. In fact, I was pretty sure she'd love to find out what was happening in our bed in any case.

Mindy was at work, even though today was Memorial Day. That wasn't a surprise, since she preferred to work through the "minor holidays" so she could bunch her vacation days together in a way that allowed us to go on long trips.

Michelle stopped her near deep throating after I closed my eyes for a while and stopped asking her questions. In fact, she switched to licking my balls and left my cock entirely to the other two for a while, perhaps to make up for the greedy moves she'd just concluded.

That only strengthened my suspicions. But rather than confronting her directly now she could talk, I wanted to go straight to "the queen." Michelle had already staked out her position, so if she was lying I was just going to get more lies.

I picked up the phone and dialed Mindy's number, even as all three girls continued their contented moans and licking. "Hey, Sweetheart," I said once my wife answered her cell phone. "Is this a good time to talk?"

"Anytime's a good time to talk to you, Honey," she said sweetly (although she would have told me otherwise if she were in a meeting or something like that).

"Good. I've got a question for you."

Michelle had been so absorbed with washing my balls with her tongue that she didn't realize at first I was even talking on the phone. But she eventually caught on to what was happening, and lifted her head up in alarm. "No!" she cried out ineffectually. Her big tits swung about wildly as she got on all fours on the bed. She was nowhere near the phone though, so she was helpless to stop me.

That right there told me what I needed to know already. I asked into the phone, "Did you speak to Shelle this morning, or leave her a note?"

"Mom, don't answer that!" Michelle cried out. She crawled over Sue Ellen, trying to get to the phone to disconnect it before Mindy could answer.

I don't know what good she thought that would do, though, as I could just call Mindy right back, and her attempted action was totally incriminating anyway. She probably just hadn't thought things through yet.

But she was too slow to get to the phone in any case, and Mindy replied, "Sure did. I had a good chat with her and made it very clear that you were not to be woken for any reason and that you needed your rest. She, Ruby, Cindy, and even Sue Ellen were just on their way out to go for a jog when I caught up with them, by the way. You should have seen the four of them in their Lycra jogging outfits. Damn! They must have left a trail of boners and car crashes in their wake as they went jogging 'round the neighborhood."

While my wife was talking, a catfight was breaking out in front of me. Sue Ellen had been in the way, and when she looked at me and saw I was trying to hold the phone out of reach, she began to physically restrain Michelle from reaching it. I loved how Sue Ellen loyally took my side, and without even needing to be asked.

Michelle didn't take that too well, and the two of them were pushing and clawing at each other angrily. The funny thing was, both of them were as quiet as they could manage, apparently not wanting to talk over my call. It was like I was watching a silent movie of a catfight. (Well, if they'd made porno versions of naked, busty teen girls fighting back in those days, which I somehow doubted.)

Ruby looked up and apparently decided she didn't want to take sides. Seeing that my cock was unoccupied, she happily slurped her way all over and around my cockhead while keeping an eye on the fight to make sure she wouldn't get kicked in the head or something like that.

Michelle was determined though, and Sue Ellen was restraining herself somewhat - it was obvious she wasn't going to go to extremes, such as punching her. So it looked briefly like Michelle was going to make it to my phone after all. Sue Ellen had her arms wrapped around Michelle's torso and was trying to hold her back, but Michelle was slipping away as Sue Ellen's hands slowly slid down her.

But Sue Ellen turned lemons into lemonade, so to speak. Seeing her hand sliding down towards Michelle's pussy, she suddenly grasped Michelle's clit between two fingers and began pulling on it.

Shelle's eyes went wide. Her facial expression was priceless: a mix of lust, anger, and frustration. She froze there for some long moments while Sue Ellen rapidly worked the unhooded clit, while launching a second attack on her pussy lips too.

I decided at that moment that catfights were extremely hot and sexy. Okay, that sounds like a no-brainer, but it's one thing to think it in theory, and another to see it happening right in front of you, so close you could feel the sweat hitting your skin. This was my first seen in person of any kind.

Michelle looked at me and finally realized her effort to get to the phone was too little, too late. Mindy had obviously had the time to tell me what she didn't want me to know, and she assumed she had done so. Frustrated, my buxom blonde daughter tore herself away from Sue Ellen with an annoyed grunt and moved to the other side of the bed. She sat cross-legged there and buried her face in her hands, as if she thought that if she weren't hearing or seeing anything, then nothing bad could happen.

This entire struggle lasted less than a minute, while my oblivious wife was still casually describing how my four cock slaves had gone jogging around the neighborhood together.

I chuckled at Mindy's description and easily pictured the skin-tight clothes on their athletic bodies that she was describing in lusty tones. (It helped that three of the four bodies being discussed were essentially naked right in front of me!) However, I said, "That's what I figured. That's not what Shelle told me, though. She still thinks she can trick us and lie to us to get what she wants."

Mindy replied huskily, "Sounds to me like that naughty little slut needs to be seriously disciplined. I hope you spank her ass good, for starters. That disobedient, tanned, bubble butt of hers needs a good solid pounding. Bend her over, spread her hot cheeks apart, and give her what she's got coming to her with strength and verve! Seriously, that daughter of yours needs to learn her place!"

I held the phone away from my head and said to my girls, "Min says that Shelle has been bad and needs to learn her place." Looking right at my most troublesome daughter, I added, "She says you need a good spanking."

Sue Ellen was watching intently from her side of the bed, and she firmly nodded her head. Clearly, if that was the command from on high, she was going to do what she could to help make it happen.

Michelle looked at her and stuck her tongue out defiantly.

I spoke into the phone, "I will. I'm gonna whack her until her ass turns as red as a fire truck. I'm not in any big rush, though. Although I don't like that she woke me up early, I can't complain about how she did it."

My "red as a fire truck" words seemed to have turned Michelle from despondent to relentlessly horny (again!). She sat up and turned around, practically thrusting her ass into my face. Apparently she was showing me that her ass was still slightly red from her last spanking. Either that, or she was trying to get me to smell or even lick her sopping wet pussy lips.

"What's she doing?" Mindy asked breathlessly.

"What's she doing?" I repeated, loudly, so Michelle could hear. "Let's see." I was stalling for time so I could tell Mindy that Michelle was doing something more active than just seductive posing.

Michelle immediately got the message and scrambled back over Sue Ellen to retake her spot near my crotch.

Still stalling for time, I said into the receiver, "It's hard to say, because I can't really see my crotch from here. There's too many heads in the way."

I could hear Mindy's breath suddenly grow more labored. "NO!" she nearly shouted.

By now Michelle had started licking my balls, while Ruby and Sue Ellen shared my cock. So I said, "Yes. I think they call this a triple blowjob, although it would be more accurate to call it a single blowjob with two helping mouths. And it's been like this for what seems like hours."

"NOOO!" Mindy shouted into the phone. She was so loud, I wondered if her coworkers in other offices could hear that (although I knew her office was thoroughly soundproofed). "You BASTARD! That's too HOT! Just a sec!"

I waited a few long moments until she came back on the phone. "Sorry, I had to lock the door. From now on, whenever you call me at work I'm just gonna lock the door and start masturbating even before you start talking, because I know you're gonna tell me something tasty, nasty, and HOT! Tell me every word about that, and I do mean every word! Tell me more!"

"What are your fingers doing?"

"I've just pulled my dress up to my waist 'cos I know I'm gonna make a huge drippy mess! But I'm already working on my clit! Yeah! Oh...! Yessss! Mmmm!"

I could hear squishy sounds through the phone as she purred contentedly.

However, Mindy complained, "Hey! Don't just sit there listening to ME! What's happening to YOU?! Tell me everything! NOW!"

"As you can imagine, the King is getting the royal treatment by three sexy cock slaves: Michelle, Ruby, and Sue Ellen." (I was trying not to call my dick "the King," as that seemed too immodest, but in that context it was just too tempting to resist.)

I added, "They woke me up with an all-out lips, tongues, and fingers attack, and then I fucked Sue Ellen's cunt for a while." I tried to sound nonchalant, like this was a typical morning, even though it had been the most exciting "wake-up call" I'd ever had.

"You did?! Hot! So hot! Did you cum in her?" my wife asked eagerly. "Or did you cum on her face? Hell, did you cum on ALL of their faces? Oh my GOD! That's HOT!"

I had to agree with that, but I admitted, "No, I haven't even cum once yet. I've been VERY careful about pacing myself, so I can have a sexually eventual day. I figured you'd like that."

"Oh yes! Yes, yes, yes! Like the Hamburglar loves hamburgers!"

I chuckled at her off the wall comparison. I joked back, "The damn Hamburglar should just get a good job so he can BUY all the hamburgers he wants. Sheesh! But I digress."

"No, shit, Sherlock, and it's my fault. Get back to the sexy action! Please!"

"Things were kind of frantic before, but now they're more taking turns gently nursing on my boner, which is why I'm able to talk to you instead of screaming at the top of my lungs or cumming all over the place like an unmanned fire hose. Their faces are smeared with cum and saliva, and sometimes they have to take breaks from sucking or licking so long!"

"That's too HOT!" Mindy panted. "Damn! You bastard! Why is everything so fucking sexy all the time? And I have to WORK! ARGH! I wanna be there, with you! Right in the middle of it! I wanna be the fourth! Can you picture all four of us sucking and licking you at the same time? Or five, with Cindy! We should do five tonight!"

"Calm down, Mindy, calm down," I said, because her voice was getting so loud and excited. I had to hold the receiver away from my ear due to her shouting.

"That's easy for you to say, you horse-cocked STUD!"

"Ssssh!"

"Don't ssssh me, fuck me, you MAN, you! I need to get FUCKED!"

I knew Mindy had said that perhaps a bit too loudly because suddenly all of the lips and tongues working on me seemed to be giggling knowingly. I realized that holding the phone from my ear was making it easier for the girls to hear what she was saying.

So I put the phone against my ear again, and said, "I'd better go before you cause an incident with your coworkers. Are you sure you're going to be okay? You're not going to up and fuck some strange guy?"

"Are you kidding me? No way! I never would have before, and now even less since the stakes are higher."

"What do you mean?"

Still panting wildly, she said, "Now that you've got a harem, I've really gotta be on my toes all the time or you'll just replace me with another knockout sexpot or two. Or three!" Judging from her panting, she seemed to find even her own words too arousing to stand.

"Are you kidding me? You're my soul mate!"

"I know, but don't tell me that right now. It's good that I stay on my toes given how hot I'm getting lately. I now have a new rule for when you call me: NOTHING gets through my locked door until I've fully recovered from my orgasm! But you know what's really crazy?"

"I can't possibly imagine," I replied, trying to sound calm and brace myself. If she said it was "really crazy," it had to be truly totally nuts.

"I must really be a cucquean, because I'm actually getting off on the fact that I'm here at work and having to slave away all day to bring home the bacon, while you're kicking back in bed with three busty teens, getting a triple blowjob! Have you even taken a step out of bed yet?"

"Now that you mention it, no."

"GOOD! How debauched and delicious! And as it should be! I actually LIKE that you're, well, cuckolding me. Or cucqueaning me, or whatever they call it. I'm burning with jealousy, but I'm so hot that any little spark will literally make me BURST INTO FLAMES!"

"I dunno, Min. That sounds kind of disturbing to me. Do you have a fire extinguisher in your office?"

She chuckled. "I need one! But don't worry, Honey. It's not like I'd get off on denying myself to you. I love our fuck-fests far too much to even think about that. It's just that the fact I'm working makes what you're doing that much more debauched and balls-to-the-wall, out-of-control sexual! You know what I mean? But it's okay, because you know I approve. Now, if you were cheating on me with strangers, well, that would be different. I'd rip your balls off!"

It didn't seem that different to me, but who was I to try to understand her mind?

She added, "I especially love the fact that you FUCKED Sue Ellen already, while I had to work! I was probably listening to some boring conference call, or writing a sleep-inducing memo, or just nodding off from the sheer drudgery of it all, and at the very same time you were balls-deep in your newest cock slave, making her scream for mercy at the top of her lungs, while the Gruesome Twosome just sat there, playing with each other's hot little clits, and wishing, desperately wishing, that you'd drill them next! Or was she screaming for more, begging for you to plow her even deeper and harder and faster!"

She was panting so hard that it was getting hard for me to understand her. "And all the while, your clueless wife sits in her office - AH! Working hard - ah! So you don't need to work at all! OH! And you can just do nothing but, but... UNGH! Just... sit around and fuck your enslaved sexpots! NRRGH! One after another, all day long! OH! OH!"

There were a few inaccuracies in her comments. For instance, Cindy was my newest cock slave, not Sue Ellen. And I actually made more money than my wife, although not by much. But since she was on a roll, I didn't want to stop and correct her.

In fact, she didn't even wait for my answer about what Sue Ellen had been screaming. "It's going to be soooooo hard to work, knowing that while I'm filing a requisition, you're probably pumping another load of baby batter into her tight snatch! Sure, they're your slaves and I'm not, but in a way, I'm the most enslaved of all, drowning in drudge work all day while you drown them in sticky, tangy cum!"

I started to protest, "Sweetheart, if that bothers you-"

"Are you kidding me?! I love it! It'll keep my pussy tingling all day long." She asked me eagerly, "What's happening now?" I could actually hear the squishy sound of her fingers plunging in and out of her pussy.

"Still the same," I replied with surprising calm, considering everything. "You should see it: I literally can't see my dick or even much of my groin because of one head of long blonde hair, another dirty blonde head, and one spiky redhead."

"It sounds like... you're getting... a lot of head," Mindy joked.

I was amazed at her ability to joke even when she was huffing and puffing so much she could barely talk. I laughed. "I am. It's a sight that has to be seen! ... So sexy!"

Now I was starting to have a little trouble talking as well. Although technically the girls were still doing the same thing, I suspect they heard most of what Min was loudly saying into the phone, and that was making them all wild. The passion and inventiveness of their efforts had gone up a notch or two. Or three.

Mindy gasped, "You know what? What... you need? A brunette, to complete the... the picture! OOOOH! AH! Ah, ah, ah, ah! AAAAIIIIIEEE!"

I heard some more panting, and some clunking sounds, which I guessed meant she'd dropped the phone. But she quickly came back on the line. "Shit, I gotta go! The walls are super thick here, but even so, someone might have heard my screaming because I'm so fucking loud and excited. I need to get... presentable..." - now I heard what sounded like her struggling with her clothes - "in case someone comes in. But you keep on going! Keep on getting fucked and sucked while I have to work! I want those three to pleasure your cock ALL DAY LONG!"

She tried to calm herself a bit so she could keep talking. "Now, I know you say that's impossible, but how do you know until you try?! At least try! Call me later with an update or two, and let me know all the fun and sticky stuff I'm missing out on!"

"I do have to work too, you know," I complained.

"I know. That sucks. We've gotta fix that, and soon. I wish your cock slaves could just- Wait! Someone's knocking. Gotta go! Love you!"

She hung up the phone on me before I even had a chance to say good-bye, or protest that I loved my job.

Man, things are getting weirder and weirder. I definitely don't understand how cuckolds or cucqueans think. What will she demand a few months or years from now, when she wants even more extreme thrills?! We've already gotten close to how extreme things can get in just a short time. It would scarcely be physically possible for me to be more aroused than I've been in the last couple of days. So I sure hope she doesn't take a "what can we do to top this" attitude, or we'll all wind up in prison or dying of heart failure! Seriously! 

I sat there trying to make sense of it all, but who could think over the sound of so much lapping and slurping? I know I sure couldn't!




Chapter 64

 

I would have taken the time to ponder my wife's perplexing cucquean mentality, but my three busty teen vixens easily distracted me.

Michelle had once again taken the top spot on my erection, and she had really picked up the pace. I could see how hard she was trying by the occasional tears leaking from her eyes. But I didn't need to see that to know because I could feel it so intensely.

She'd probably been inspired by the phone call, since she'd heard most of it. After all, my wife had been so excited that she'd practically shouted into the phone. Actually, I think all three of them were inspired from overhearing the call, because they were going all out. My balls and dick were practically drowning in saliva and pre-cum.

I was more than ready to blow my wad, but I realized that if I did I'd end up shooting into Michelle's throat, and she didn't "deserve" that at the moment. So I barked, "I'm gonna blow. Line up!"

I was in no state to give a better explanation than that, but luckily they immediately understood what I meant. The three of them sat up on or between my legs, leaned forward, and pressed their faces together.

Man, what a sexy sight!! FUUUUCK! I'M LOSING IT! 

The way they all had their eyes closed but their mouths open wide, hoping some of my cum would fly inside, was incredible enough, but I really loved how they were all hugging each other and pressing their sexy faces so close that they were literally cheek to cheek to cheek. Even with their eyes closed, their facial expressions were adorable. Their anticipation and eagerness to be painted with my cum was obvious. And I can't even begin to describe how arousing it was to see six big, fat, round tits all lined up in a row as well, each set of them jiggling like Jell-O.

No wonder I had to cum! The big mystery was how I'd held out this long.

With a great yell, I shot off into Sue Ellen's face, since she happened to be on the right and I needed to start somewhere. But I guided my erection so my next rope hit Michelle square in her face, and then more of it splattered onto Ruby's as I kept on firing. As I continued to squirt, I worked my way back to Sue Ellen, and then back and forth, back and forth, between the three of them.

My girls looked like baby chicks being fed by their mother bird. If anything, they shut their eyes tighter and craned their mouths open wider as they eagerly enjoyed the way my hot cum painted their faces.

When I stopped, I felt well and truly finished. My penis needed a break, but my brain needed some time for relief just as much, if not more.

As soon as the last bit of my cum dribbled out of my piss hole, the three of them turned to each other and began licking each other's faces clean. I knew that a lot of kissing (with cum swapping) and rack rubbing would follow, and it was literally more than my oversexed mind could handle. I was forced to close my eyes. I also cupped my package to make sure none of them licked me clean while my penis was still in a hyper-sensitive state.

But while I couldn't see, I could still hear. Mostly, it was just sexy moaning, slurpy licking noises, and the smacking of satisfied lips, but every now and then they'd speak to each other a little bit too. "Mmmm, your chin is yummy. So much cum!" or "Daddy really tagged your nose!" or "Can someone lick my eyelids clean, so I can see?" or "I can't believe how sexy your face looks. Daddy really marked you and claimed you." Someone replied to that, "Daddy marked and claimed all of us!"

No one actually spoke to me. It was like they were so into licking each other clean that they forgot I was there. Yet, at the same time, I sensed they knew I was at least listening and they were "playing to the gallery" to some degree.

I particularly liked it when Sue Ellen said to Michelle between slurpy kissing noises, "I should be mad at you, you know. ... Mmmm. ... You dared to defy our master! ... Mmmm! Yum. ... But how can I stay mad... - Mmmm... - when your face is so spermy?"

That was followed by some particularly long and emphatic moans. I snuck a peek, and saw Sue Ellen and Michelle necking and fingering each others' pussies. Ruby was a bit of a third wheel at the moment, but she was busy enough licking the cum off both of them.

Aside from that peek, I only dared to open my eyes when the sounds of licking, puckering, and moaning tapered off. Even then, the three of them were still kissing and hugging each other, and there were fingers in all their pussies (but all the fingers belonged to someone else). I saw Michelle lick up a stray line of cum that led to Ruby's left nipple, and then she switched to suckling on the nipple.

Shit! Too arousing! Their faces are all so heartbreakingly beautiful, and doubly so with streaks of my cum on them. I can't bear to look! 

It was true: seeing remnants of my cum still blasted all over their perfect features really did something to me. I felt incredibly possessive of them, for one thing. How could I have ever thought it was a good idea to let my daughters date boys? They're MY slaves, and I love it! This wasn't the mental break I needed, that's for sure.

But then, as Ruby stopped French kissing Sue Ellen and tilted her head in an apparent attempt to lick up some stray cum on Sue Ellen's neck, she happened to see my eyes were open. She nudged Sue Ellen, and then nudged Michelle a couple of times until Michelle finally pulled off the nipple she'd been enjoying.

Then all three looked at me with a loving looks that nearly blew me away all over again. As one, they crawled up me towards my head. However, this time they were looking for comfort, not more sex. Michelle cuddled up to me on one side, Ruby on the other, and Sue Ellen lay down on top of me. They managed to press six erect nipples into my chest and upper arms. I felt like my entire upper torso was surrounded by marshmallowy, feminine softness.

They were all very blissed out, and much of the cum on their faces were licked clean. Michelle spoke first. "Thank you, Daddy. Thanks for letting me suck your huge horse cock, and then thanks again for blowing your creamy load all over my face. Well, our faces. That really hit the spot!"

"Yeah, Daddy," Ruby added. "A big thanks for letting me suck you, but an even bigger thanks for painting my face with your sticky goo. God, I love it! That alone makes all the seeming hours of tricky licking and tight suction worthwhile. It makes me feel so loved!"

Sue Ellen commented as she stared into my eyes. "Thank you, Master, for giving me the chance to serve you again with my mouth and the rest of my body." When I didn't reply, she tilted her head towards Ruby and added, "I know just what y'all mean. When I feel Dan's hot cum splashing on my face, it's like I can hear him saying, 'I love you. And you belong to me. You're mine and mine alone. No other man will dare kiss you with the smell of my cum so powerfully strong on your face. You're one of my cock slaves now. Now and forever!'"

Ruby joked, "Wow, he says all that with just a few ropes?"

"He does!" Sue Ellen replied while squeezing me tight. "Thank you, Master, for putting up with my clumsy attempts to suck your cock, and for all the yummy cum. I promise I'll get better. I haven't been training for months on how to best serve your cock, like they have."

I was blown away that THEY were thanking ME for that experience! Any even remotely sane and straight man would have gladly paid $10,000 or more, probably much more, just to experience something like that once in their lives. But if they wanted to think that way, I wasn't going to go out of my way to correct them. Not only were my personal benefits enormous, if I wanted to ever bring the Gruesome Twosome into line, it would help it they had a reverential attitude.

I kidded around, "Well, it wasn't like I had much choice in the matter, seeing how you woke me up with that surprise. And Sue Ellen, don't apologize. You did great. Already, you're sucking like a good cock slave should."

She beamed and looked away in her adorably bashful way. Clearly, my opinion mattered greatly to her.

My hands had wound up on her ass cheeks somehow, and I gave them an encouraging squeeze or two.

She was blushing as she protested, "Shush it! You can't mean it. You lie like a rug! You're going to make me too happy!"

I chuckled. "That's just a risk we're going to have to take." I ran a finger up and down her ass crack, making her shudder a little.

"Did you like how we all worked together, Daddy?" Ruby asked. "If you do, we can wake you up like that every single day, no matter who happens to be living here! The three of us will make sure to be here bright and early, after our morning run."

Michelle said, "Ohmigod! Can you imagine how great that would be?! Exercising hard, keeping our bodies in tip-top shape for our master, knowing his tasty cock was waiting to fill our throats as soon as we were done... What motivation!"

I said, "I loved it, of course, and thank you too. But I'm NOT pleased how you woke me up against my express wishes. We'll talk about that later."

"Uh-oh," Michelle said with worry as she cuddled closer, fitting snugly against me.

Sue Ellen hastened to add, "Master, I'm so sorry! I didn't know you weren't to be woken. They tricked me!"

"Figures," I grumbled, even as I gently fondled her ass. "And you, Ruby?"

She mumbled, like her mouth was full of marbles, "Er, I uh, kinda knew."

I sighed. "That figures too. Sue Ellen, you have nothing to be sorry about, since you didn't know. As for these two Hellions, I'll deal with them later. I need to rest."

In truth, I was enjoying their bodies too much to get into an argument just yet. It was remarkable that all three of them managed to find a way to comfortably cuddle up to me, but they did. Tits were shamelessly mashed into me from every side, and I could still feel six erect nipples poking into my skin. Those damn things never seemed to go down.

And with my hands lazily draped over their luscious, tanned bodies, I had a choice of six ass cheeks to fondle, all within easy reach. I focused on Sue Ellen's ass the most, since she was directly on top of me, but I made sure to play with all three of my girls. My dick wasn't erect anymore, but I sure was enjoying myself. I'll bet even Hugh Hefner never had a chance to fondle three peachy asses as nice as these, all at once.

The earlier differences we'd had about Ruby and Sue Ellen not being able to move in were forgotten for now as we cuddled in a contented silence. I was surprised at first by how quickly they acquiesced. However, it dawned on me that the issue would come up again... and again. I didn't know Sue Ellen well, but I knew how Michelle and Ruby worked, at least. The reason they dropped the issue now was because they knew it was far from settled.

I knew I'd be in for trouble for a long time to come if I didn't put my foot down on that. It was going to be a huge challenge for me to ever get my way when my five women were united against me. (I figured that as soon as Cindy got used to her role in things, she and Mindy would both be strongly in favor of having everyone live together too.)

There was a lot of talk about me being some kind of supreme master and them being my slaves, but I knew that was more sexy talk and sex games than anything. They were all still going to do all they could to get their way, and Mindy especially was very good at pushing my buttons to get what she wanted. Hell, Michelle was almost as talented at doing that. It just so happened that what they wanted was more sex with me, so our conflicts weren't so bad lately. But I figured that, at the very least, I could delay any "moving in" notions so as to have some time to adjust and also work out the details to my advantage.

We all just laid there for a while. I finally spoke. "You know, Sue Ellen, you mentioned something earlier about how you worried you didn't deserve to be here with the 'beautiful people' and you felt like you'd stumbled onto the filming of some porn flick. Well, I feel like I'm in the same position. I know it probably doesn't seem believable to you, since it's been non-stop sex and wildness since you showed up in our lives, but things were actually fairly normal around here until just a few days before you arrived. I was a pretty average husband, living my life like any other guy."

"No," Sue Ellen said firmly. "Not true! Look at you. You are one of the beautiful people." She ran a hand up to one of my nipples, and pinched it playfully. "I would consider myself lucky to date someone as handsome and nice as you, if I wasn't already enslaved to you. Besides, people have been telling me all kinds of stories. Last night especially, Michelle filled me in on a lot of the 'Dan legends.' Those go back, like, years!"

"But that's just it," I said. "They're 'Dan legends,' not 'Dan truths.' Most of them would more accurately be called 'Dan exaggerations' - kernels of truth that got blown way out of proportion. For instance, you were the first woman other than my wife that I've had sex with since my wedd-"

"AAAAIIIIEEEE!" The room erupted into chaos as the three girls were suddenly screaming, squealing, high-fiving each other, and generally bouncing their voluptuous, nude bodies all over the bed.

I didn't understand what the big deal was. I figured they knew I'd had sex with Sue Ellen and they knew I'd been loyal and faithful to my wife, so what was the surprise?

But they carried on like Sue Ellen had won the lottery. The other two kept hugging and kissing her, and saying things like, "What an honor!" and "I'm so jealous!" and "Can you believe it?!"

After things died down a bit, I asked, "What's the big deal? Didn't you know that already?"

Sue Ellen replied, "No, Sir! I just assumed that a handsome and virile man like you would be boning most every beautiful woman you met. After all, remember how y'all met me. One minute, I was just your waitress, taking your order, and the next minute, you had me naked and on my knees, sucking your big fat cock smack dab in the middle of the restaurant, and totally loving it!"

That wasn't exactly how I remembered our first meeting, but she was so ecstatic that I didn't want to pop her bubble. Besides, I could see her overall point. How could she have known that was the first time Mindy and I had done something like that?

I asked the other two, "What about you? Certainly you knew I was loyal to Mindy."

"True," Michelle conceded. "But still, it's so exciting. And such an honor! Just think, Sue Ellen. He COULD have fucked hundreds of women. But you were the first one he saw he just couldn't resist!"

That led to more squealing and bouncing. I was surprised a pillow fight didn't break out. Sue Ellen protested heavily that "that dog won't hunt" (which I took to mean they couldn't be right), and she must have known that our Cooper family sexual rules had only changed dramatically in the last week or two, but she had the biggest smile on her face just the same.

Again, Michelle's comment was serious revisionist thinking, but if it made them that happy (especially Sue Ellen, who looked to be on the verge of tears of joy), I wasn't going to rain on their parade.

After another minute or two, order was more or less restored, and they settled back down on me. I continued, "Anyway, so during all those long years of monogamy, things WERE pretty normal. It's just that Mindy and I both have pretty active libidos. I'm just as amazed by everything that's happened lately as you are. I mean, look at me!"

They didn't understand, and looked up into my eyes in confusion.

I looked back and forth at the three girls who literally covered all of me with their naked bodies. "Look at me here, with the three of you on top of me. Then look at you, your flawless, curvy bodies, and your beautiful faces. How did I ever get this lucky? Shelle, even you in your wildest dreams and schemes couldn't have ever imagined it would wind up like this, could you?"

"Actually," Michelle replied smugly, "I did. Sue Ellen is a very pleasant surprise, which admittedly I hadn't anticipated at all, but I figured we'd end up with a harem about this big, if not bigger. I mean, there's Ruby, Mom, you, and me, and I was fairly certain Cindy would join us."

"Really?!" I was surprised by all of that.

However, she thought I was only surprised by the last comment about Cindy, and so she explained, "She was just too busty and sexy and nice to be left out, and of course we kind of complete the circle with her since she's Ruby's mom. And everybody but YOU knew she's had the hots for you since forever." She thwacked my forehead, but playfully and lightly.

She continued, "So that's five already. I was hoping for Lisa at one point, but that didn't work out. There's still Anjali, and Nina too, along with some others whose names I won't mention," - she winked knowingly at Ruby - "and who knows what the future may bring? Heck, I'd even welcome Jane Corlin, despite her age, just because she's so hot and stacked. But so far this has been working out rather nicely." She rubbed her hands together eagerly. (I think she's influenced by Mindy, who loves playing the mad scientist.)

"'Some others?!'" I exclaimed, both alarmed and aroused by the prospect. "Are you crazy?! Don't you understand I'm kind of a loner?"

They all laughed at that. Admittedly, having three naked teens cozied up to me and all but covering me undermined my words more than a little.

Michelle said, "Don't worry, Daddy. I know you need your alone time, and your work time. That's why I'm willing to let go of the big harem idea. But think about it: how much of your time have we actually taken today? Not that much. You might have been lazing downstairs reading the newspaper for just as long. And we'll still respect your privacy."

I highly doubted that, especially coming from her. It wasn't like she had a good track record with that. I asked, "Were you SERIOUSLY thinking about adding all those girls?"

"It's true," Ruby replied easily, as if she were talking about picking out different shirts for me, not picking out real, live human beings to be sexually enslaved. "We were thinking inner harem and outer harem. Unfortunately, you pretty much nixed the whole outer harem idea. It's not that big a loss though, if you ask me. That was mostly Mindy's idea, something we knew was probably just a fun fantasy to think about, but not that realistic. Besides, Michelle and I don't want you to be spread TOO thin, especially when we like you the best when you're exceedingly thick!"

They all giggled at that.

She continued, "We weren't all that unhappy when the King decided that we were all the sex slaves he'd be needing." She reached down and gave my flaccid penis a single, friendly squeeze. "Well, not counting another one or two you'll be adding soon."

"What?!" I exclaimed. I saw her wink at Michelle as she said that, while Michelle looked back at her with annoyance, like she'd said too much.

Naturally, this made me worried they had some very specific schemes in mind. But being too distracted by their smiling, still partially cummy faces and their caressing hands, I failed to follow up with questions about that before Ruby kept talking.

She continued, "After all, we don't feel the need for you to 'paint the town' the way that Mindy does... We're happy keeping every thick and meaty inch of you all to ourselves."

"Yeah, Daddy," Michelle chimed in. "Less painting the town, and more painting our faces!"

All three girls laughed and whooped it up after that.

"I agree," Sue Ellen chimed in as she purred contentedly and snuggled closer. "A harem of five, with you as the master, is perfect. This is my new family." She closed her eyes. She was so blissed out that she looked ready to drift off to sleep, and yet I knew she was brimming with excitement.

Michelle tapped her. "Around here, we always say that 'family comes first' and 'there's nothing more important than family,' because it's true. I know I'm only starting to get to know you, but sharing our master's cock together makes me feel so very closely bonded to you. I've told you already that I consider you my second breastest friend, and I mean that."

Sue Ellen opened her eyes to say, "Thanks! That means a lot to me. And I can tell y'all value family a lot, because I already feel a lot more part of a family here than with my real family!"

I thought, Sue Ellen's been fitting in so well that it's almost hard to believe. I wonder if she's so enthusiastic about everything because she has trouble with her own family and wants a new one? Hmmm. Probably. 

I was distracted from my thoughts because Michelle and Sue Ellen shared a very soulful, sensual kiss, and I couldn't help but watch. It was hard not to, since they were kissing over my chest.

Then Ruby tapped Sue Ellen and said, "I think you're going to make a great addition to this family too. It's true that we're a harem, bound to our master by our love and devotion to him and his great cock, but we're a family too, bound together by love."

Sue Ellen showed how much those words meant to her by kissing Ruby even more passionately than she'd just kissed Michelle!

But Michelle didn't want to be left out, and she fondled Sue Ellen's top breast from behind while also slipping a hand between Sue Ellen's legs.

I figured I needed to say or do something before a lesbian orgy broke out right on top of me! I still had something to say about harem size.

So even as the three of them kissed and fondled each other, I said, "Well, I have to agree with that too. The size of the harem now is ideal. But even dealing with this many is going to be a stretch. Shush, Shelle!" I warned, seeing her ready to crack a joke, undoubtedly about how I could stretch her in all kinds of indecent ways.

She and the others snickered a little, obviously thinking it anyway. At least they stopped with their kissing and caressing to pay attention to my words.

I continued, "And it's gonna be a big challenge for me. It's not all just shared blowjobs in bed, you know. Making any relationship work takes time and effort. This whole thing won't work if everybody's busy pursuing their own agendas, much less selfishly working at cross-purposes. There has to be a boss, and I'm the boss. Any objections?"

I didn't really expect any, and was of course rewarded with a trio of affirmations of my primacy. That was a nice ego boost.

Not surprisingly, Sue Ellen, the most submissive of all, exclaimed, "I love to hear you say that! 'There has to be a boss, and I'm the boss.' Wow!"

She asked the other girls, "Isn't that just the sexiest thing y'all have ever heard? It's hot as blue blazes! It's like he's saying, 'I'm the one with the cock around here. Get down on your knees and suck it, slave-slut! I'm in charge here, and your only role is to serve me!'"

Ruby grinned at her. "I like the way you think!"

That caused another giggle attack from the three of them.

It was hard for me to reconcile how cute and innocent Sue Ellen looked, and even how adorable she sounded with her Southern accent, compared to the actual lewd words coming from her mouth. She was the prototypical sweet and cuddly 'girl next door' type, but she was also so foxy that you couldn't help but want to fuck her into sweet oblivion.

Sue Ellen shyly asked me, "Master, did I do wrong trying to hold back Michelle from taking your phone, and even fighting with her about it?"

I patted her head and stroked her silky, dirty-blonde hair. "You did well, very well. Shelle was being her usual Satan's Hell Spawn self. She's definitely earned another ass whooping for her little stunt there."

"Sweet!" Michelle briefly pumped her first, before realizing she wasn't supposed to be happy about the spanking. "I mean, dammit! You meanie! How dare you?"

Everyone else laughed, because her supposed change of heart was so obviously faked.

I added to Sue Ellen, "And thank you for defending me. You'll get a special reward for that."

She beamed so brightly that her face would have lit up a dark room. She happily snuggled in closer to me. I heard her quietly mutter to herself, "Mmmm! Master!"

Thinking about unfinished business, something else came to my attention. "By the way, Sue Ellen, last night I gave you the job of making sure Shelle didn't cum. Did you do that?"

"Oh, definitely!" Michelle cut in before Sue Ellen could answer. "She was great, a real big help! Thanks, girl. Sure, we played around some, but it was all very light. Just some necking, cocksucking practice with dildos, nipple suckling, and the like. We mostly just talked, actually. Right?" She stared hard at Sue Ellen, as if trying to will her to agree.

Sue Ellen, though, looked at me mournfully, like she was about to cry. She blurted out, "I tried, Master! I really tried!"

A suddenly distressed Michelle nudged her in the ribs.

But Sue Ellen continued, "We did talk a lot, and Michelle brought me up to speed on what it means to be a Cooper family slave. You know, detailing the responsibilities and duties, but mostly telling me all about you. We talked for hours, from about how much you like to have your toes sucked, down to what kind of toothpaste you use. Because the more we know about you, the better we can please you. And that was all good."

Michelle clapped her hands a single time, trying to draw my attention away. "There you have it. End of story. It was all good, she says. Moving on, you know one neat thing Sue Ellen told me last night? She said she'd love it if you'd just take your fat cock and rub it all over her face, and trace every single one of her facial features with it. Tease her with it so very near her mouth, but don't let it touch her lips. She says she'd love that even more than deep throating it. Isn't that kinky?"

I did find that interesting, and I stored that information for later. But I said, "Go on, Sue Ellen. There's more, isn't there?"

She nodded sadly (while Michelle groaned with frustration). "I didn't mean to let her cum, I really didn't! I tried so hard to make sure things didn't get out of control. But we were naked, and talking about YOU! That proved to be a deadly combination." She said that completely seriously, like she was talking about events that led to a murder.

I kept a straight face too. But it was pretty fun and cute for me, thinking about how seriously they were taking all this.

She continued, "When Michelle started telling me how you regularly bone Mindy, and in great detail no less, it was just too much for me to take! She thought it would be instructive for me to know more about just how impressive your stamina and prowess is. She was literally telling me, thrust by thrust, how you powerfully drive into your wife, day after day, night after night, keeping her cunt constantly overflowing with your hot seed! It's no wonder Mindy's cried 'uncle' and needs four or five busty teens to help take care of you!"

She continued, regretfully, "It was just too hot, especially when I imagined how it could have been ME with a constantly sore pussy! And then there were the pictures from the photo session! Oh, dear me, the pictures! Oh, my heavenly days! We'd made a promise to each other early on not to look at them at all, but once we got THAT hot and bothered, we couldn't resist! I don't even know what happened after that, because it was all one big blur of endless pleasure! But Michelle brought out this big dildo, and we pretended it was the King, and we started practicing jointly licking you, and one thing led to another, and..." She buried her face in her hands. "I'm so sorry! I let her cum! Several times!"

I sat up and pulled Sue Ellen into my arms. I kissed her cheeks and nose, even though there were cum streaks here and there all over her face. "It's okay. It's okay. You tried your best, and that's what's important."

Michelle stared at me and complained, "Why don't you ever say that to me?! I tried my best too, but like she said, it was just too hot to handle! I mean, how do you expect us to spend the whole evening talking about you and how to best serve you, knowing all the while that you're out there pumping your other slaves full of cum in a public place, and not get too horny about it all? It's just not possible! And I really did only cum a few times. I could have cum dozens of times, with those damn photos tempting us!"

She waved her hands around emotionally. She seemed truly exasperated by the situation. "Not to mention the very fact that your prohibiting me from climaxing while you were gone was incredibly arousing in and of itself! You weren't even there, but I couldn't cum. You were demonstrating that your control over me was so total that it transcends all space and time. There's literally nowhere on Earth I can go to escape obeying your sexy commands!"

I had to suppress the urge to chuckle, because she was getting so overly dramatic. And yet, I couldn't escape the feeling that she was being completely heartfelt.

She poked her finger at me aggressively. "I DARE you to tell that to any of your slaves, and not have them cumming all night, like gushing fountains! Besides, Sue Ellen came way more than me! I only climaxed three times. Four at the most. I really, really tried my best to be good. But she did it, like, NINE times! At least!"

Ruby allowed me to save my breath. She pointed out, "But there was no restriction on HER cumming. It was all on YOU!"

Michelle waved her hands in the air, emotionally carried away. "You see? You see?! Even that right there, is too arousing to resist! You singled me out! She could cum all night long, and I couldn't at all! Daddy, do you have any idea how wonderfully ENSLAVED that makes me feel?! You don't! You can't!" She folded her arms under her big melons and stared at me petulantly.

Both Sue Ellen and Michelle were all worked up and on the verge of tears. Ruby was happy as a clam and looking on the dispute with detached amusement.

But I needed the other two to calm down. I said, "It's okay. I understand that things can get out of hand sometimes. I'm not that upset. First, you two need to forgive each other. I want you two to kiss one another until you're at peace with this whole thing."

That changed the mood entirely. Before long, all thoughts of crying were forgotten, as the two hot teen sluts got carried away kissing each other. Sue Ellen had shed a few tears already, but Michelle literally kissed them away in one of the rare moments their lips weren't locked together. I loved how their hands went to the other's big tits and they generally fondled and rubbed their tits together in the most visually arousing manner imaginable.

Ruby didn't want to be left out though. Since my penis was still down for the count, she sat up with them, and soon all three of them were taking turns swapping spit with each other. More than once, all three pairs of lips were touching at the same time. There was yet more tit rubbing and tit fondling, with their three great racks sometimes all touching at once!

I thought things might heat up until they started to sixty-nine and climax all over the place, but they seemed to be deliberately avoiding any pussy or clit touching to prevent that from happening.

Michelle eventually turned to me and said, "I think we're good now. We're at peace. No hard feelings, right, Sue Ellen?"

Sue Ellen answered her while still in the middle of a three-way titty sandwich. "Yes, but... This is hard for me so say, because I crave your acceptance so much. I want to be a part of this wonderful family so very, very much. But... I won't have you disobeying Master! You can't expect me to just stand there and watch. He's our master! Do I need to say more? Letting it happen makes me as guilty as if I did it myself. And that goes for you too, Ruby."

Michelle and Ruby looked down and nodded like naughty children getting lectured by a teacher.

I was delighted that Sue Ellen was falling into some kind of enforcer role. That could make my life a lot easier.

I patted my upper chest. "Come on, you three, let's cuddle back up and just relax for a while."

The minutes passed after they got into position, as we just chilled out and cuddled up together. Michelle was on my left side while Sue Ellen had the "prime spot" right on top of me, but Michelle still seemed like their natural leader.

Unfortunately, my penis still stayed flaccid. That was a reflection of how thoroughly they had sexually satiated me, because normally I would have recovered already, thanks to getting to play with their sexy, naked bodies to my heart's content.

Eventually, I said, "I'm going to have to think about what kind of punishment I'll have to give to whom because of last night. But I know one thing. Sue Ellen, I think you just cancelled your own special reward, since you let Michelle cum."

She looked glum about that, but just said, "Yes, Master. That's only fair. I'll do better next time, I promise."

To be honest, I hadn't even figured out what the special reward was going to be yet. I added, "On the other hand, you tried, and I appreciate your overall attitude. So I'm not going to punish you either."

She nodded in understanding.

Could I be crazy? It seemed like she was almost disappointed by that! Man, I've really got to clarify the difference between a reward sexual spanking and a painful punishment spanking. 

As Michelle lazily traced the grooves around my collar bones, she asked, "Daddy, is there anything else you want to make clear? Maybe... orders you want to give us?"

"There is, in fact. Needless to say, my wife is the co-boss." I looked at Sue Ellen and told her, "You and even Cindy are going to be treated in some respects as if you're our children, just like Ruby and Michelle. Actual ages be damned, or else there will never be any order. We'll just fight, fight, fight. These arguments today are a case in point."

All the girls started to protest that they wouldn't fight in any case, but I held up my hand to silence them, and continued talking to Sue Ellen. "But I'm not so worried about you or Cindy. I know you both have pretty mild-mannered and easy-going personalities. I'm mostly worried about the Gruesome Twosome, and especially... YOU." I very deliberately poked my finger right at the tip of Michelle's nose.

"Me?! I'm good. I'm totally good. I've completely changed." Michelle tried to look angelic and innocent.

A couple of weeks ago, I most likely would have been affected by that look. But I was getting wise. Now, with her right here, naked in my bed, and no doubt the instigator of the plot to wake me up, I wasn't buying it. "Yeah, right. Like the way you disobeyed orders and woke me up."

"Hey, it was already eleven. Just how late were you planning to sleep in?"

With all the non-stop action since I'd awakened, I hadn't actually bothered to look at a clock. I looked at one now and saw that she was right about the time, since it was already past noon. (Surprisingly, I wasn't hungry yet, maybe because all this cocksucking and cuddling felt so good that I didn't want it to end.)

That did put their actions in a new light, so much so that I felt sheepish. But I didn't want to go easy on them, since they were far too willful already. "Well, that's true, you do have a point. But you're still not off the hook. Mindy can make those kinds of judgment calls but not you, you little Hellion. You're not to be trusted with that kind of stuff until you're a confirmed recovered ex-Hellion. You should have called Mindy and gotten her okay first. You do have her cell phone number memorized, you know."

"Yeah," she agreed glumly. "I'm sorry. I guess I got a little too excited. It's just that I knew we were facing a very dire situation."

"What's that?"

She smirked mischievously. "There was just way too much cum in your balls and not nearly enough going down our throats and into our bellies! And that's STILL true. I figure you need to start the day off right, with a complete draining of your balls into whichever of your cock slaves are around. After all, we need a hearty breakfast too, you know! Fuck-meat and cock cream are very important for growing girls. In fact, they're essential!"

The others giggled and ostentatiously licked their lips at me. Their faces still had a few streaks of cum here and there, and a shiny glaze in other places. I suspected they'd left themselves a little messy because they enjoyed looking slutty, as well as knowing it would further titillate me.

Earnestly Sue Ellen asked the others, "Is it true that cock cream makes one's tits grow bigger? Is that how both of your bosoms got so huge?"

Ruby replied, "To be honest, probably not. But wouldn't it be AWESOME if it was true? Gaawwwd, just think! With the amount of Daddy's cream we'll be guzzling down daily, we'll all be H-CUPS before long! Or bigger!"

The three of them all got aroused, but also dreamy and contemplative, as they imagined that. At the same time, without looking at each other, each one cupped her big tits from below. "Yeah," Sue Ellen sighed longingly.

It was a pretty damn weird thing to watch, believe me.

Sue Ellen suggested, "I think Master should paint us with pearl necklaces every single day and keep our tits shining like glazed donuts, just on the off chance it IS true!"

The others loved that, and enthusiastically agreed. Michelle said, "Hell, he should do that even if it's not true!"

Staring off dreamily, Sue Ellen continued, "Can you just imagine, walking around with H-cups, sloshing with milk on the inside, and shining with Master's special cum on the outside? Even walking outside, so everyone could see! And... My Gosh! Can you imagine how INCREDIBLE it would be to have the King sliding though my watermelons like that?"

She playfully slapped Michelle's nearest globe, setting it wobbling. "Not you, naughty girl. You don't get to fantasize, since you're almost there anyway!" She giggled.

Michelle grinned widely.

Sue Ellen added, "I can't believe those are JUST F-cups. They look even bigger!"

Michelle said, "Well, it's all how you measure. My jutting 'torpedoes' get squished down some when they get measured, by the tape measure pulling tight. The same thing happens to Ruby on a lesser scale. As a practical measure, I wear a G-cup bra and she wears an F-cup."

That was news to me! But I wasn't sure if she was really sincere or just trying to further arouse and impress me. I suspected she was exaggerating.

Sue Ellen said, "No wonder! I swear, I'd always considered myself well-built, but next to you two... Ruby, even your breasts are DOUBLE the size of mine!"

Ruby tried to cheer her up. "That's an exaggeration. Besides, it's not so much size but what you do with them. You're plenty big enough to titfuck him, and that's the main thing."

"Thanks." But it was clear Sue Ellen was more than a little envious of the natural endowments of the other two.

Michelle switched topics by suggesting to me, "Daddy, I was thinking we could spend the next hour or two just lazing around in bed, a little cocksucking here, a little titfucking there... Maybe two of us could put on a nice lesbo show for you while the third one polishes your knob... We could rotate positions, and keep it up, and the King up, for hours! Then we'll be all sweaty and we'll need to take a shower... together!"

That led to a round of high-fives and hollers from all three girls, as they seemed to particularly like that idea.

But Michelle wasn't done. "And then, all through the day, at any sign you're getting an erection, we'll be right there to keep your balls about as thoroughly drained of cum as they can possibly be."

The other two vigorously nodded their heads in hearty agreement. Ruby added, "Welcome to your new life!" She high-fived the other two girls.

"Thanks for your concern" - I said this sarcastically - "but I think I'll survive even if my balls are less than fully drained at all times. It's time for a big reality check. Life outside of sex has to go on. Mindy's at work right now helping to pay the bills. I need to work each day just as many hours on average as she does. Just because I work at home, and just because I've been slacking off lately, doesn't mean I get to play all day."

Michelle griped, "'Pay the bills?!' Come on! You should and could take the whole rest of the year off! Besides, today is a holiday. So there! You CAN'T work!"

I replied, "I'm working today, even though it's Memorial Day. If I stay away from my writing too long, I lose track of the plot and lose inspiration. I happened to be on a pretty good writing streak, judging by what I accomplished yesterday. This is what I mean about needing my space. If you want me to even THINK about letting Sue Ellen, Ruby, and/or Cindy move in with us, you need to leave me be when I'm working and NEVER interrupt. Is that clear?"

"Yeah," Michelle said, but with less than full enthusiasm.

Ruby said happily, "Don't worry, Daddy, I'll help her toe the line on that one." She giggled and added with surprising honesty, "At least until I move in!"

"Me too," Sue Ellen said. Clearly, my comment had raised her hopes.

"Oh, great," Michelle pouted glumly. "You don't know how he gets, Sue Ellen. Sometimes Daddy gets on these writing binges, these hot streaks, and he doesn't come out of his den all day! And even into the night. It could go on for days or even weeks! These last couple of months, Ruby and I have dressed up in some super sexy bikinis, hoping to get the King all hard and fat and throbbing, and there's been times when he's hardly even noticed us and basically never left his computer. It sucks! He stays flaccid for hours at a stretch, and you know that's not right."

Sue Ellen stared in dismay, like Michelle was describing a gruesome murder.

"Some days, we're lucky to see him for dinner. Do you really want to go THAT many hours without being blasted in the face, on your tits, and down your throat with hot Daddy cum? I don't! Things have to change around here to prevent that from happening!" She swiped a finger through one of the cum gobs still on her face and sucked it into her mouth, as if all that talk about my cum had made her hungry for more.

"Don't worry," I said, "knowing you all are around, so sexy and eager, I'll be taking more breaks than before. Remember, back then I was doing all I could to resist you. But I AM only human. Blasting every one of my sex slaves, in three places, means ten cum shots a day for me-"

"Fifteen," Michelle corrected me, with resolve and conviction. "Five slaves, tits, face, and throat for each. I know you're probably thinking you could paint tits and face at once, but that's not nearly as good."

Ruby hefted up her bare, jiggly melons for me and pointed out, "Our tits are so big, they really need a separate spraying to get properly covered." She thoughtfully added, "Including Sue Ellen's!"

Michelle nodded at that. "Besides, you're free to fuck Sue Ellen, Cindy, and Mom any way you want, so I'm sure you'll be keeping their pussies topped off with cum. And someday soon I'm SURE you'll be fucking Ruby and me too. So that's twenty, at least!"

Belatedly realizing that was completely biologically impossible, she conceded, "Okay, twenty holes over two days. You can do that; I know you can!"

Rather than respond to the steely challenge in my daughter's eyes (and to better let her know her place), I simply pretended not to hear her ridiculous assertion and deliberately avoided the look she was giving me. It didn't help, though, to feel both Ruby and Sue Ellen nodding in agreement, although (thankfully) not without hesitation at the sheer biological impossibility of it all.

I said, "Look, I know there's going to be a letdown when you realize my limitations. I can only cum a couple of times a day! A few, at most! Not FIVE, and certainly not TEN! Are you out of your fuckin' mind?! I'm a nearly forty-year-old working man and FATHER, not some super porn star!"

"Sorry," Michelle said sheepishly. "I get a little carried away."

"Yeah, I noticed somehow," I said sarcastically. "You and your mother seem to be doing that a lot lately. And not only that, but I'm not the only one who has to work around here. I hate to do this, but I have to drag us back into the real world, since no one else seems to want to do it. I'd love to lay around in bed some more, but none of us have the time to do that. Even though it's technically a holiday, I don't think that's effecting any of our work schedules. I know I have to work! Jesus, it's past noon already, and I haven't even had breakfast yet! What are your work schedules, girls?"

Sue Ellen sighed as she clung to me tightly. "I've got an eight-hour shift starting at three."

Michelle said, "Ruby and I DID have to work this afternoon too, but luckily I called ahead and told them we quit, as we have better things to do with our time. Like a whole lot of Daddy lovin'." She ran a finger up and down my penis, which was starting to finally show a little sign of life. It was still a bit less than half-hard though.

"You did not!" I exclaimed incredulously.

"Unfortunately, you're right, I didn't," Michelle admitted sadly. "But I wish I did. And I still could! Why not? What a waste of time that stupid video job is. Ruby and I are not normal teenagers. With bodies like ours, it's tragic if we're not doing something sexual. But we just STAND there the whole time, watching the paint peel. We don't learn ANYthing."

"You're learning something very important," I said, kicking into responsible parent mode, trying to stare at their faces and not their nude and curvy bodies. "You're learning the importance of work and getting in the habit of working, and not just lounging around the house like a lazy bum. You're learning that sometimes you have to do things that aren't that pleasant. When's your shift today?"

Ruby replied since Michelle was acting pouty and difficult. "It's the night shift this time. Starts at five."

I was disappointed to hear that, because I hadn't forgotten that I still needed to give Ruby, Cindy, and Mindy a hard spanking from the night before. But it was hard to find a time when they'd all be here. Mindy wouldn't be home until after Michelle and Ruby left for work. I'd have to figure that out later.

I looked back and forth between them. "You two WILL be there, and you will not quit or cause trouble today or any other day, or you will face a serious cock block punishment. I've got enough sexy and willing women in my life now, so you know I can make that stick without too much inconvenience to myself. Shelle, your biggest problem is that you're far too spoiled and willful. Starting today, that's going to change, with you, and actually all three of you."

"Me?" Sue Ellen said with surprise. "I've been good, Sir, haven't I?"

"Generally, yes, but you were spying on Mindy, Cindy, and me last night along with these other two naughty rascals. When I said I wasn't going to spank you, I'd forgotten about that."

She looked embarrassed as she recalled her role in the incident.

Ruby was embarrassed too and reflexively covered her chest up with both arms before she realized what she was doing.

I said, "Starting right now, I'm instituting a new discipline. Some of it, hell, probably most of it, you may find quite... arousing. But all of it will reinforce that I am the master and you are the slaves. You keep saying that you are, but I don't think you really mean it, at least when you're not touching my dick."

I sat up and nudged them away from me as I started to get out of bed. "As it so happens, I'm overdue for a piss, and I need to shower and shave and whatnot. Once I'm done with that, I'm going to spank all three of you, hard. Not in the sexy way I did Cindy last night, but in the painful way I did Michelle last night."

I pointed at Ruby. "And you, young lady, you'll be getting a second and even harder spanking later, thanks to your role in what happened last night!"

Ruby didn't look pleased. I think she realized that two hard spankings in one day would hurt like hell.

Michelle admitted, "Daddy, as a matter of full disclosure in the interests of being a better daughter and cock slave, I have to admit that I don't think it's possible for you to spank me in a non-arousing manner. The very fact that you're disciplining me is gonna make me all tingly in my tummy, and... lower. Last night, when you spanked me, I came and came and came and came and came some more! I STILL have this horny feeling in my ass whenever I sit on it or otherwise realize how red and sore it still is. In fact, I think the harder you hit me, the more I get off."

That gave me a devious idea, but I wasn't willing to tell it to her just yet. "That may be, but you're going to get spanked just the same. I know it'll arouse you, but it'll also teach you who's the boss."

I noticed her whole body shuddering with arousal as I said that, although she tried not to show it.

I continued, "And there will be other things too. Shelle, since you're the ringleader and number one troublemaker, I'm singling you out. When I'm done with my morning rituals, I'm going to call for all three of you. I expect you to promptly arrive in my bedroom, walking Sue Ellen style."

They all stiffened up proudly, even though they were still sitting or lying against me. Sue Ellen in particular smiled broadly at that.

I went on, seriously, "Also, as far as I'm concerned, the three of you are way overdressed."

That got a lot of snorts and giggles, given how little they had on. Sue Ellen wasn't wearing anything at all, and she was definitely making sure I knew that from the way she was sitting on the bed. I could watch individual beads of cum dripping from her pussy folds. The other two technically weren't completely nude, but damn near it. Certainly, none of their private parts were covered.

I grinned a little, but continued in a stern tone, "I expect all three of you to wear nothing but high heels, which you will keep on until you go to work. I further expect you to immediately line up in my bedroom and assume the position, which is hands on head, legs spread wide, and chest thrust out. From now on, that will be known as Position Number Two."

Without my even asking, all three of them got off the same side of the bed, stood up, and immediately assumed the position I'd just explained. Damn, they looked good.

"What's Position Number One?" Ruby asked eagerly, her body suddenly humming with energy.

"'Position Number One' is the most important position, which is why I saved that number for it. That's lying naked across my lap, with your ass up high and your arms behind your back as if your wrists are tied together. All of you will be experiencing that position soon enough."

Another fun idea came to me. "The third position will be kneeling with your knees spread wide, your chest proudly out, and your hands behind your back as if they're bound there. I'll tell you more positions as I come up with them."

"Gaawwwd! That sounds sooooOOOOOoooo hot!" Sue Ellen exclaimed. "Hot as blue blazes!" She was so aroused and antsy that it looked like she was having a hard time keeping her hands on her head.

"Oooh! I have one!" Ruby said. "What about bending over, with our legs wide apart and straight, and our hands grasping our ankles, ready to get fucked doggy-style? That's important! We'll be doing that a lot!"

I mulled that over and agreed. "Okay, that's a good one. We'll call that Position Number Four."

Sue Ellen started to say, "What about-"

But I cut her off. "Hold on, that's enough for now, or I'm gonna forget. Think of more while I'm showering if you want, and we'll discuss them later. But there's one more thing. Shelle, have one of the other two bind your wrists together on your front side for the time being, so you can assume Position Number Two with the others. I don't care what you use as long as it works and is strong enough not to break or otherwise come off. You may want to buy some special rope that's easy on your skin, and buy a lot of it, because all of you will be using it from now on. Then, after we're all done with the spankings, the others will re-tie your hands behind your back until you have to go to work. Is that clear?"

The three of them looked at me with wide and amazed eyes.

Ruby turned slightly to the two others and muttered out of the corner of her mouth, "I don't know about you guys, but I am SO. FUCKING. HOT! I just loooove being tied up!"

Sue Ellen muttered back, "Me too! I'm on fire! Master's gonna make us bend and pose in all these obscene positions?! Somebody pinch me!"

Ruby joked, "Somebody SPANK me!"

Sue Ellen stared wantonly into my eyes as she said, "Somebody pinch me, then spank me, their shove their thick horse cock right into my mouth so I can choke on it and show you with my tongue and lips just how much I love you!"

I was bowled over by the intensity of her lust and adoration, but I tried not to show it.

Michelle chimed in, "What about me?! I'm the one who actually gets to be tied up today! Talk about my lucky day! I totally came right now, and I wasn't even touching myself!"

Sue Ellen pointed out, "Can you just imagine? Can you IMAGINE?! Our master is gonna keep us naked, bound, and well-spanked, and bent over or stretched out in all kinds of different obscene poses, purely for his visual pleasure, every single day! AND we get to suck and play with his insatiable master cock! AND ropes!"

"You already mentioned the bound part," I noted, trying to remain calm in the face of their growing arousal. My penis was back in the game though, and a full hard-on felt imminent.

Michelle enthused, "I'm gonna mention it again, 'cos it's that hot! Being Daddy's cock slave is the BEST! Hey my breasties, have you ever felt so totally DOMINATED?! So totally loved? So totally enslaved?!"

Ruby and Sue Ellen both shook their heads no, quite vigorously.

I found it interesting how Michelle used the words "dominated," "loved," and "enslaved" almost interchangeably. I'd never heard her say "my breasties" before, but I had a feeling I'd be hearing it again. They seemed to be having a lot of fun with the "breastest friends" idea.

Suddenly, Ruby and Sue Ellen turned to me and asked more or less simultaneously, "Can I be tied up too?" They looked at each other and giggled as they realized how they'd accidentally said the same thing together.

I replied, "No, you cannot. If all three of you are bound, how are you going to eat lunch or go to the bathroom? Or even tie each other up in the first place? I don't have time to help with every little thing. Why is it you like being bound so much, anyway? Have you even tried it?"

Michelle and Ruby both nodded their heads, while Sue Ellen shook her head no.

Those affirmative answers surprised me a lot, although I should have known better by now.

"Ruby and I tied each other up lots of times," Michelle explained. "Did you ever notice the rope marks on our wrists and wonder what that was about?"

"No, I can't say I have," I admitted. It didn't surprise me too much that I hadn't noticed, because when I looked at either of them my eyes tended to stray to much more erotic areas than wrists. "There usually were other parts of your body I was more focused on."

Ruby smiled at that and wiggled her big globes in response. She added, "Well, that was us, experimenting with bondage. Although I gotta say, we tried to pretend it was you who'd bound us, but it just wasn't the same for me, knowing that it was only Michelle or Mindy who did it."

I was shocked. "Mindy?!"

"Oops! Actually, it was just me and Michelle most of the time, but lately, when both of us wanted to be bound at once, who else could we turn to for help but her?"

I shook my head in amazement. It's like peeling back layers of an onion. I'm constantly finding out new things about the people I thought I knew best. It isn't really that surprising, now that she mentioned it, but still, it feels disconcerting. 

"What about you, Sue Ellen?" I asked. "Have you ever played around with any kind of bondage games?"

"Of course not. I would have never let Mike do that to me, and I used to be on the straight and narrow before you enslaved me. But I love it just the same."

"You do? But how can you know that, if you've never done it?"

Sue Ellen stared at me lovingly, like she was eager to conceive my baby there and then. "Because it's YOU! You'd be the one tying me up, asserting your total control and domination over my helpless busty body. How could I NOT love it? I'm NEVER gonna let anyone else tie me up, ever!" She looked at Michelle and Ruby challengingly as she said that, as if they were going to dispute her resolve.

Michelle complained, "Hey, that's easy for you to say, now that Daddy's actually starting to come around. But you don't know about the dark years. You have no idea what that was like! There were times when we didn't even know if Daddy would ever let us become his permanent personal cocksuckers, much less his full-on cock slaves! Those were long and scary years, I tell you! So don't criticize what we did to make do!"

"I'm sorry," Sue Ellen said contritely.

I shook my head at all three of them, realizing yet again that I was never truly going to understand their submissive mindsets. "Well, then... Since you like the idea so much, I'm going to reserve it for rewards. The best behaved and most obedient of the three of you will be bound tomorrow. For a limited time and a limited fashion, mind you. I'm new to this too, and I'm not gonna go completely wild all at once. One step at time."

All three of them looked as pleased as punch, even with the limitations I'd explained. As they remained standing there in such lewd positions that I could actually see new rivulets of cum flowing down their thighs. If I were younger, I certainly would have been completely erect again by now. As it was, my half-hard penis was struggling to get there. They had really done a number on me for a good, long while.

I continued, "As for spankings, I imagine all three of you will probably get spanked daily, or near daily, from now on. I'll see how much my hand can handle. But how many smacks you get and how hard they'll be and other things like that will be determined by your behavior. Is that clear?"

They nodded enthusiastically.

"I'm repeating this now so there'll be no questions later about exactly what I meant. How many smacks you get... and how hard they'll be, among other things... will be determined by YOUR behavior. There will be reward spankings AND punishment spankings. Is. That. Clear?"

"Yes, Daddy!" they all chorused in unison, even Sue Ellen. I have no idea how she knew to call me "Daddy" just then, since she normally didn't call me that, but that's what she did. It sent a shiver down my spine to see them in such unison.

I looked them each in the eye before asking the obligatory, "Any questions?"

Sue Ellen broke out of Position Number Two and raised her hand. She stretched as high as she could, which did wonders to her upper body pose. I had to suppress the urge to reach out to fondle and suckle her ample tit-meat.

Then I realized, Why should I suppress my urges? I'm the "master" now, after all! To think: just a few days ago she was merely another hottie waitress I'd have briefly admired while trying not to gawk at too overtly. Hell, I don't think she would have given me a second look either. Now, she's one of my actual sex slaves! Talk about wild! 

She asked, "Not a question, but can I comment?"

I nodded. I stood up, walked right in front of her, and cupped her fulsome orbs with both hands. I watched her shiver with excitement and gasp a couple of times. But I continued to stare expectantly at her.

She broke into a wide smile. "I just wanna say that becoming your cock slave is the greatest thing to ever happen to me, hands down, and with a tail on it! A few days ago, I didn't even KNOW I was a submissive. Now, your daily spankings haven't even started yet, and already I know I can't live without 'em!"

"Me too!" said Ruby eagerly.

"Me three!" said Michelle with even more fire in her eyes. She straightened up and thrust her awesome chest out proudly as she asked the others, "Do I have the greatest daddy in the history of the universe or do I have the greatest daddy in the history of the universe? Or what?!"

I thought, No, you have the luckiest daddy in the history of the universe! Hot damn! Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick, I'd better not blow this chance to have and keep my own honest-to-God sex slaves, or I'm gonna kick myself for the rest of my life. I don't even care if two of them are my own daughters! I can see myself burning in hellfire for all eternity. They'll probably put me in about five different Circles of Hell all at once! And as those hot flames char my skin endlessly, I'll think, "It was totally worth it!" 

The biggest problem I face is an issue of control. In order to be the master, I have to really BE the master... and that means I can't let them walk all over me or we'd have chaos. I will have to tame Michelle's wild and willful ways, which is something Min and I had never fully been able to do. As much as I might want to say "yes" to everything they want, I also need to tell them "no" and be able to make it stick. I need to be able to command obedience, not just demand it. 

Subservience was pointless without obedience, which meant that obedience had to take precedence.

It took some cajoling, but eventually I was able to shoo the three of them out of my room.

They skipped off giggling and smiling, while holding their big breasts to keep them from bouncing too wildly. As their voices faded out of range, I heard them starting to discuss what type of binding to use on Michelle.

I was struck by how similar Sue Ellen was to Michelle and Ruby, and how easily she was fitting in. She was a year older, but she didn't really look it or act it. She was very much a teenager. Mindy was right that they were fast becoming three peas in a pod. And ditto with their looks. If one could keep one's hands free of their heads, hair, and boobs, it would be tough to tell them apart just by feel, except maybe for the fact that Sue Ellen's body was a bit more athletic and muscular. Michelle probably had the softest body of the three, but it was very close in any case. They were all tanned, voluptuous, hard bodies!

I was also struck, if not downright staggered, by what a lucky guy I was. I knew this new spanking and binding stuff might not help with their discipline much, if at all, since they loved it so much. If anything, it would probably work more as a carrot than a stick. But I didn't care much if the experiment failed, because I knew I'd have a hell of a lot of fun in the process. And I was beginning to overcome my conditioning and instincts and start to take advantage of my new role as "Master."

I thought, If they're so eager to pleasure me and serve me, then, dammit, I'm gonna have more pleasure and service in my life and I'm gonna love it! And I'm gonna control Michelle like she needs to be controlled so I don't have to deal with her spoiled willfulness anymore. Then life will be even sweeter. 




Chapter 65

 

I was extremely eager to get through my bathroom rituals, and finished them as quickly as I could. As I was finishing my shower, however, I heard the phone ring. I quickly wrapped a towel around myself and rushed to the phone, still sopping wet.

It was Mindy. "Hi, Honey. I wish I could get an update on all your spermy adventures, but I can't speak long. I thought you should know we have a problem."

"Really? What?" I stood naked and decided to use the towel to dry myself off as best I could while still holding the phone.

"It's Cindy. She came to see me at work and we went out to have lunch together. She's distraught. She's having a big case of the 'day after, second thoughts blues.' She was crying and carrying on like you wouldn't believe."

I had a sinking feeling in my stomach. Things couldn't possibly go this well without problems coming up. "Really? That sounds terrible."

"Yeah. It's bad. She says she's made a mistake and doesn't want to be a cock slave after all. She's got the classic battle between brain and pussy. She admitted that she's still totally hot for you, but now that the euphoric, orgasmic glow has worn off, she feels like she's lost all her dignity and self-respect."

I said, "I'm disappointed, but I'm not too surprised. In fact, the thing that surprises me is that anyone would willingly and even enthusiastically call themselves a 'cock slave.' I'd never agree to be someone's slave in a million years, so I can't say I blame her. In fact, I wonder why the three girls aren't having the same doubts she is,"

My wife sighed in exasperation. "Daniel Cooper, what am I going to do with you? You still don't get it. That's a totally different situation. The Gruesome Twosome have been thinking and planning this for years. They got over any doubts a long time ago. Actually, I'll bet they didn't have any doubts in the first place. More like fears that things wouldn't go well, and especially that you'd react badly. As far as Sue Ellen goes, just consider her a very low-hanging fruit, and you came along to pluck her ripe peach ass at the right time. But Cindy, she's more normal, kind of like me."

"Hmmm," I said with amusement. "Normal like Mindy? Is that one of those inherent contradictions, like jumbo shrimp? Or military intelligence?"

She laughed. "Okay, so maybe 'normal like me' is a bit of a stretch these days, but you know what I mean. She's submissive, yes, but also jaded and more worldly-wise. She'll be a much tougher nut to crack."

"Maybe it's best we don't crack that nut then."

"WHAT?! Are you INSANE?!" Mindy practically shouted. I worried someone on her end might hear her.

"Hold your horses, Min. You know, all this cock slave stuff is great in theory, but in reality it's pretty taxing on me. I've always been more of an introvert. Now, suddenly, I'm practically married to five women and I'm supposed to be cool with that? Okay, maybe I could handle it eventually, but overnight? I'm not saying I don't love it, because I do, but there's such a thing as too much of a good thing. Between you and the three girls, I'm happy as can be. To add Cindy as well seems, well, just greedy."

"Daniel Cooper, wash your mouth out with soap! Take that back! I understand you have limits, and I'm trying to respect that, but Cindy is a special case. If she hadn't been my best friend before all this started, she certainly is now, and I don't have to remind you that she's Ruby's mother. Remember what we talked about before, about completing the circle? Things just won't feel right if she's not a part of this. It'll be like a big loose end just dangling there, if you don't enslave her. You started the process and you can't turn back now. NO WAY! But most importantly, I know what she really wants and needs better than she does, and she WANTS and NEEDS to be your cock slave!"

"No," I cut in, "YOU want and need her to join us. You're projecting onto her what you want her to be. If it were up to you, you wouldn't stop until there were ten cock slaves living in our house. Or hell, maybe fifty! I don't think you know when to say enough is enough. Yes, I'm loving it, but I'm only one guy! Do you realize how tough it'll be for me to keep FIVE women sexually satisfied? Not to mention emotionally satisfied, which will be even tougher. Okay, I'll admit I'll be kind of sad if she doesn't join us, but I won't be that sad. I love her as a friend too."

"Honey, you're a good man. That's one reason why I love you so much. It's nice you said that, but I don't believe you. You're going to be very disappointed that she's not a part of this and you know it. You're just trying to be nice by saying that so you'll put less pressure on her as well as yourself."

She had a good point there; it would bother me. But I wasn't willing to admit it. It wasn't just Cindy's gorgeous body or her sexual enthusiasm - it would be like we were forming a new family but missing a key member. I didn't know how to respond, but my silence was telling.

She continued, "In any case, you're reasonable. Maybe I can't disprove you with logic, but my instinct tells me you're all wrong. I really think I can separate my wild cucquean moments from reality. Cindy truly is a submissive who needs you to master her. She's just going through a natural phase. Frankly, I was fully expecting something like this to happen. She's going to be bouncing like a yo-yo for a while as she slowly adjusts to her new life as your cock slave. That's a huge transition to make, especially for someone like her who's a bit older and more set in her ways. But she'll adjust."

I shook my head in wonder. "You're not gonna give up, are you?"

"Never! Not unless and until I'm convinced she doesn't want to join your harem. But I'm not worried, because I know that'll never happen. Our ace in the hole is the dance hall 'incident' last night. That's rattling around in her brain right now. There's no way she'll ever be able to forget! It's just a matter of time before she overcomes conventional thinking and realizes she can't live without a lot more of that kind of thing in her life. Heck, even before the lunch ended, I got her to backtrack a little."

"Oh really? What did she say?"

"I kept pushing her to admit that she'd had a great time last night, and she finally caved. She added a lot of 'but this' and 'but that,' but she couldn't deny that it was one of the best days of her life, and certainly the most arousing and exciting time she'd ever had, by a wide margin. And while she was terribly ashamed that she'd been fucked nude in a public place, she also couldn't deny that it was the best sex she'd ever had, again by a wide margin. So I asked her, maybe she didn't have to go the full cock slave route, but what would be the harm to have you fuck her from time to time? She reluctantly agreed that wouldn't be so bad."

"That's it?" I asked. "That doesn't sound like much of a backtrack."

"Well, her mouth said it wouldn't be so bad, but the rest of her said something else entirely! Her body was practically humming with anticipation. Her nipples were so hard and pointy, they could have been classified as weapons. Remember, we were in a restaurant. There were many pokey injuries on innocent bystanders, some of them fatal!"

I chuckled at her absurdity.

"Don't worry, I've given you an opening, and all you've got to do is stick your dick in it. I don't mean that literally, of course... Oh, wait, maybe I do."

I laughed. "That's your solution for everything, isn't it?"

"Yep! You don't even want to know my plan to create peace in the Middle East. Let's just say it involves a lot of whipped cream, strawberries, and you fucking your way through a whole series of busty Jewish and Muslim babes."

I laughed again. "Like that would work!"

"Okay, maybe not, but it sure as hell would be fun for you to try, wouldn't it?" She grew more serious. "Anyway, don't give up on Cindy just yet, okay? I'll tell her the same thing I told you: there's no reason to decide anything just yet. Wait a couple of days and see what happens."

"That sounds reasonable," I agreed. Then I joked, "You're shocking me. That's the first semi-reasonable thing you've said in days!"

"I know. I must be losing my touch. I'll try to dial up some more crazy."

I knew she was joking, but I still said, "Please don't. And besides, don't think that I've forgotten that I still owe you, her, and Ruby some hard spankings from last night."

"Oh shoot. I was hoping you'd forgotten. But that's good - it'll give you a good chance to be with a naked Cindy. And speaking of naked, sexy babes, how are things going at home?"

I remembered my plan to spank the three girls, and I looked towards the door of my bedroom. And there they were, all three of them, peeking in. Like the Three Stooges in some skit, the heads of Michelle, Ruby, and Sue Ellen were stacked one on top of each other, while the door blocked my view of their bodies. Realizing they'd been seen, all three heads quickly disappeared.

I looked down at myself and realized that I'd been putting on quite a show, since I was still standing naked while rubbing the towel on myself here and there. I chuckled, but I was also glad that I'd been talking low from across the room for the most part, so they probably hadn't overheard much.

I said to my wife, "We've got all kinds of super arousing things going on here. I don't even know where to begin to update you. In fact, I'm about to give all three girls a sexy spanking."

"Oooh! A SEXY spanking. I wish I would get one of those when I come home."

"Nope, you're getting the other kind, and you know it. But I kind of have to go, because the three of them are probably all fit to burst, waiting for me to get off the phone."

Mindy grumbled, "Oh, very well. And technically, since I'm at work, I suppose I should do some actual work at some point."

"That would be good," I said wryly. I kidded, "Or maybe you can find a way to justify it as a business expense."

Before Mindy could reply, Michelle peeked her head into the room briefly to say, "Okay, we get it. You're both comedians. Can you hurry it up, please?!"

I glared at my willful daughter until her head disappeared again. I said to my wife, "Did you hear that? A certain willful teenage girl here whose name I shall not mention but looks gravitationally imbalanced and about to topple forward at any moment by a pair of anatomically improbable torpedoes is getting a bit impatient."

Mindy giggled. "I wonder who that could be! Actually, sometimes I seriously wonder that about her too. Those fun bags you love so much are damn heavy that she SHOULD topple over! She probably had a confrontation with God and got him to suspend the laws of gravity right around her."

I continued, "Tell me about it. Even God would have a tough time winning an argument with her!" I chuckled, because it was oh so true. "By the way, thanks for the scoop on Cindy."

After some more small talk, mostly just to piss Michelle off some more, I got off the phone. I decided to take the time to put on a robe before calling the girls in. For some reason, it gave me an extra kick to see them all naked while I was (more or less) dressed. Besides, it was a chance to get concerns about Cindy out of my mind and focus on the much more fun situation at hand. I called out, "Okay, girls, you can come in!"

What happened next was even better than I'd imagined when I'd given them my pre-shower instructions.

Michelle, Ruby, and Sue Ellen did walk into my bedroom one by one, completely naked but for high heels. They were a bit nervous, but deservedly proud of their bodies. They used Sue Ellen-styled sashaying walks, just as I'd requested.

That was an awesome show in and of itself. But it got even better, because then they immediately posed themselves in Position Number Two with their legs spread and their hands on their heads. WOW! Sheer naked perfection! My heart skipped a whole bunch of beats.

Michelle had her wrists tied together with rope, but loosely, much like the typical distance between handcuffs. This allowed her to keep her hands on the top of her head like the other two. She outdid the others by jutting her already naturally jutting tits out the most. It truly was a wonder she didn't simply fall forward onto her face.

The sight was just as arousing as I'd hoped. Happily, enough time had elapsed since my wake-up triple blowjob that my penis was finally stirring back to full size. I thought, There are THREE of them! THREE! It would be astounding if Min allowed me to play around with one hot teen girl of this caliber without getting jealous, but three?! God damn! They could practically be triplets from the neck down, if you overlook a few things like tan differences or Michelle's extra-huge jugs. Damn, am I gonna have fun or what? Heh! 

Michelle was the last to walk in. She made a slight bow and flourish as she took her place in line next to the others. "Ta-da! You like?"

I didn't answer. I simply stared at them with a poker face. I knew a lack of any reaction would make them more nervous, but also more excited. True, my heart was racing and my newly erect dick was throbbing needfully, but I was cool on the outside. Luckily, I have a natural knack for keeping a straight face when I really want to.

I was impressed at how hard their chests were heaving. It was making a very erotic show, especially considering their hands were on their heads. The three of them were clearly in heat already, excited beyond belief just from having to stand there like that. As I idly inspected them, I saw that none of them had dry pussies, as the sexy smell that filled the room made clear already.

The only downside was I wondered how I could equal or top this with new and exciting experiences, day after day after day. Or would they be content with the same thing, over and over?

Michelle kept staring straight ahead, but I heard her mutter for Ruby's benefit, standing next to her, "I'm so hot already that I think I'm gonna pass out!"

I reached around Michelle and slapped her nearest ass cheek. "Did I say you could talk?"

I saw her bite her lip. My comment obviously aroused her (and the other two) even more.

"I have half a mind to wallop your ass for interrupting my call before. Maybe I need to spank your tits too."

All three of them looked like they really had to pee at any second, after I said that.

I was very conscious of the fact I was only wearing a loose robe. As I looked them over from head to toe, my dick engorged until it pointed straight out through the front gap in the robe.

They were trying their best to look dead ahead, like soldiers on parade, but they kept stealing glances at my stiff boner. That quickened the pace of their breathing, and I could see their nostrils flare with rampant arousal.

That all was expected, though still wondrous to see and smell. The only surprise was that Ruby appeared to be holding a piece of paper in her hand, even as her hands remained planted on her head.

I was curious about it, but I let the silence stretch out for a minute, and then another, and another. It seemed that the longer I stood there and just "inspected" them with my eyes, the hornier everyone got (including me!). I walked up and down the line they'd created, inspecting them from the back as well as the front as time slowed to a crawl.

Michelle seemed to be the most aroused of all, perhaps because she was the one with her hands tied. Finally, she cracked. "Daddy!" she pleaded.

"What?" I asked. I had been bent down, visually inspecting Sue Ellen's ass (and lightly blowing between her perfect ass cheeks to help drive her wild). I stood up and walked around to face Michelle directly.

Michelle looked at me with obvious desperation in her eyes. "I dunno, just do something, anything! Please! I'm so hot, I'm gonna burst into flames, like spontaneous combustion!"

I simply stared at her, like I was slightly miffed she'd spoken out of turn. I could see her whole body was starting to tremble a little, and her torpedo tits were heaving up and down as she struggled mightily with labored and heavy breaths. I was so close to her that her nipples were lightly brushing against my chest.

I decided to ignore her for now and turn my attention back to the other two. I hadn't planned to simply visually inspect them for nearly so long, but it was working so well (and it was such great fun for me) that I figured I should keep running with it.

At times, I bent over and put my mouth within an inch or two of a nipple. I pretended like I was just closely inspecting them, but in fact I made sure to puff air on them.

That brought such an electric reaction each time I did it, and for all three of them, that I used the same trick on their pussies. I kept my face a little further back, but between inspecting their shaved slits and puffing more air on them, they all were right on the brink of climaxing.

I found myself thinking, Maybe I can handle three cock slaves after all, if I can arouse them all in assembly line fashion just from looking at them. This isn't so tough. They're so very easy to please. They were wet before I even started inspecting them! 

After another minute or two, Sue Ellen cracked. It happened right as I stood in front of her, looking down and admiring just how wet I'd made her trembling pussy. She squealed, "Master! Please!"

I cocked a curious eyebrow.

"Please!" she panted. "Michelle's right! This is too hot to take! You're making it clear your control over us is absolute! We're just your naked playthings, and you can order us to do whatever you want! I've never been so humiliated, standing in this completely OBSCENE position! Oh Gaawwwd! If my parents could see me now, if they knew they'd raised me just to serve cock..! UGH! Oh GOD! If you don't do something soon, these high heels are gonna make me topple over!"

I grinned. "I wouldn't want that. At ease, all of you." Their hands immediately dropped down from their heads, going straight for their pussies.

Seeing that, I quickly added, "Hands at your sides!"

That resulted in more sexy whimpering, especially since I'd stopped them just before they could touch their clits. But they reluctantly obeyed. Michelle had to bring both hands to one side, since there wasn't enough give in the rope to put one hand on each side.

However, I noticed they still weren't really at ease. They were definitely glad to take their hands down, maybe because holding them up for so long was becoming painful, but their legs were still spread out straight and wide, and they continued to attempt to thrust their tits forward, although their labored panting was making that increasingly difficult.

I thought, My God, these are perfect sluts. Even Michelle. Hell, especially Michelle! How did I raise a perfect slut? Did I go wrong somewhere? I mean, it's great for me now, but what if she were a slut like this for someone else? I always had visions of her going to a top-notch college, not being the perfect sex toy. 

I shook off that unpleasant thought, which probably came about because of Sue Ellen's arousing yet disturbing comment about her parents. I said, "Calm down already. We haven't even done anything yet. Close your eyes and slowly count to ten. Take deep breaths."

They did that, and it helped. Watching them all take deep breaths at the same time was extremely inspirational too, believe me! My erection was like an iron bar, swinging about wildly.

Soon, their breathing eased up, but there was still a wild look in all their eyes. Clearly, they were ready for action.

Finally, curiosity about what Ruby was holding got the best of me. I asked her, "So what's with the paper?"

She replied, breathlessly, "It's for you! It only took us a couple of minutes to bind Michelle's hands, and we were bouncing off the walls with excitement! So, while we, your three hot and horny sex slaves, we..." She had to pause and catch her breath. "We waited for your interminably long shower to end. Then, then, we went to the computer room and worked on a list. A list of positions to please you, our master! Here's what we have so far."

I walked up to her and took the paper out of her hand. I was surprised by how filled with text it was, considering that they only had about 20 minutes to type it up on the computer and print it out. "What kind of list is this?" I asked, even as I started to read it.

"A list of positions, Sir," Sue Ellen explained eagerly. "Submissive positions that you should order us to assume when the mood strikes you. Because you can! We want to be the best slutty, big-titted slaves we can possibly be!"

I looked at Sue Ellen curiously, wondering about the excitement in her voice. She'd slumped some, but when she saw me checking her out, she immediately straightened up as stiff as the rod poking out of my robe. I had no doubt she truly meant what she said.

"But it's very long," I said as I skimmed it. "There's more than 20 positions here, in addition to the four we discussed. How did you come up with these so fast?"

"We've been thinking about this for a long time, Daddy," Michelle revealed. For some reason, she had her bound hands back on the top of her head, and was sucking in her gut as well, making her hourglass figure even more impossibly curvy. "Sue Ellen hasn't, obviously, since she only recently discovered the joys of Daddy-Master slavery." She turned to Sue Ellen, and they shared a smile. "But apparently she's been making up for lost time, 'cos she came up with the most suggestions. And some of the best!"

She looked over at Sue Ellen and smiled again, but this time like an approving parent.

Sue Ellen gave an "awww, shucks" look, and shyly dropped her head down.

Michelle went on, "But we're just getting started! Wait until I consult my diary. I've got all kinds of ideas for sexy submissive positions in there already. I'm sure I could come up with a whole page of bound cocksucking positions alone! Single spaced lines on the paper too!"

Ruby said dreamily, "Just imagine trying out dozens of bound and submissive cocksucking positions on Daddy's fat cock, day after day after day! I must have died in my sleep last night, 'cos I'm in heaven already!" Somehow, her hands had gone back to the top of her head too, and Sue Ellen soon followed suit once she noticed the other two.

Keeping her hands up, Michelle turned her head slightly in an attempt to make eye contact with Ruby. "Oh yeah! Heaven would be feeling Daddy's cock sliding down my throat all day long! With my hands tied behind my back!"

I should have been disturbed by their unhealthy sexual fixation on me, but I was far too aroused to mind!

"And a collar," Ruby suggested while staring straight ahead in her lewd stance.

"Gotta have the collar," Michelle agreed, nodding but otherwise maintaining her position. "With 'Property of Daddy' written on it!"

"And a leash!" Ruby added, still panting and heaving her chest.

Sue Ellen chimed in, "Can you imagine Master taking all three of us for a walk around the neighborhood, holding our leashes?"

With that comment, I found myself imagining just that! I pictured them naked and on all fours on the sidewalk of some residential street, crawling ahead of me so I could continually appreciate their tanned, sexpot bodies. Long leashes stretched between their collars and my hands. They wore knee-pads, good for daily walks and daily kneeling blowjobs. An old lady walked right past us, but she hardly batted an eye at what she was seeing. After all, she was out walking her pet, and I was out walking mine.

On some level, I realized it was shameful to imagine treating my own daughters like that, but I was too horny to control my thoughts much anymore. God, I was horny!

From their nearly orgasmic moans, I gathered they were thinking very similar thoughts.

I tried to ignore their exciting rambling talk and keep a calm facade, even with my cock poking through my robe more urgently than before. I realized, I need to quickly change the subject. That's just a fleeting fantasy for me, but if I encourage them with it, who knows what might actually happen! Gaawwwd, they're such incredible submissive sluts! 

I put the page aside. "I'll look that over later. I don't think we'll need nearly that many positions for a while. The four I already mentioned should do us for now. Ruby, assume Position Number One." That was the spanking across my lap position.

Ruby raised her arms in triumph. "Sweet!"

Sue Ellen and Michelle frowned with frustration.

I was still standing, but I quickly sat down on a chair behind me. I did it just in time too, since Ruby practically launched herself at me.

"Oh Daddy! Daddy, Daddy, Daddy!" she squealed, as she writhed and squirmed across my lap, hoping to make contact with my boner.

"Aaaah," I sighed happily as I began fondling her ass and her dangling boobs. For the last ten minutes or so, it had been extremely difficult to look and not touch, but now I could touch to my heart's content. I'd meant to take my robe off, but I couldn't now that I was sitting with Ruby in my lap. Luckily, it had opened all the way in the front, so it didn't really matter.

I looked up and noticed Michelle and Sue Ellen had drawn closer to me, a lot closer, but they were still standing with their hands on their hands.

I said, "Sue Ellen, while I'm spanking Ruby, I have a special task for you. As you can see, this is a special chair that I brought in from another room before you came in. It's just total luck that we happened to have one of these in the house, and I've never thought about using it in this way until the idea came to me in the shower. Notice how much room you have down there to lick my cock."

Sue Ellen could easily see what I meant about the chair. It was some kind of sleek modern design where the chair was basically made out of one bar of metal and a seat. It was supported by only two legs instead of four, which normally would have been impossible except the two legs didn't stop at the floor but repeated the shape of the seat on the ground, the bar marking a large C shape on the ground to provide a counterbalance for the missing legs.

The bottom line was that Sue Ellen didn't have much obstruction as she crawled under me from behind to get at my dick while I perched on the edge of the chair with Ruby in my lap. She knew cocksucking from the front side would be a bit dangerous with Ruby's body flailing around and bouncing on me. Putting my boner in her mouth could also be dangerous given that the two-legged chair had a lot of give to it and she could end up biting me. The safest method was for her to point my dick straight down and lick it, sliding her tongue up and down it without actually putting it in her mouth.

That's exactly what she started to do. It felt great.

Michelle blurted out, "Look at you, Sue Ellen! Have you ever felt more deliciously and gloriously ashamed? He's using you just like the cock slave you are! You're nothing but cunt, tits, tongue, and lips!"

I couldn't see Sue Ellen's reaction, since her head was underneath my seat. But apparently she liked that comment a lot. She faltered so much with her cock-licking that her hand temporarily lost hold of it. I heard a stifled squeal that almost certainly announced the arrival of her orgasm. But she soon recovered, and resumed stroking and licking my cock with a renewed sense of purpose.

I ripped through the first ten hard smacks for Ruby. I both smacked her very hard and rubbed her pussy and fondled the rest of her body constantly, so she was getting a lot of pleasure and pain at the same time. And, as had become our tradition, after each smack, she said the number of the spank and then "Thank you, Sir, may I please have another?" If she didn't, that smack wouldn't count.

I was fairly steady with my timing between smacks, so Sue Ellen would know when my body would jerk with the force of the slap, and she could back off on her licking for a few seconds until I was still again.

But Ruby discovered my timing just as quickly as Sue Ellen did. I saw how she would clench her ass cheeks tightly just before my hand slammed down. But I let her do this because I didn't want to cause her too much pain, considering I had plans to spank her even harder later. This gave the impression to Michelle that I was whaling on her ass as hard as I could, and Michelle loved that.

After about the tenth smack, Michelle dropped to the floor and crawled forward towards my erection on her knees. It was rough going for her, with her hands bound. "Oh Daddy! I can't take it anymore! Can I help lick too?"

"No, you may not! Now, be a good slave daughter, and stand back up. Position Number Two!"

As soon as I said "slave daughter," I couldn't believe that word combination had passed my lips. I was getting carried away by lust.

Michelle's eyes lit up upon hearing that. "Just one lick? Please? Please?"

She looked so desperate and sexy that I couldn't completely deny her. Seeing my own daughter on her knees literally begging for my cock moved me deeply.

I flashed back to a school event from a year before, when she'd been given an academic award in front of a crowd. I was so proud of her then, as she held up a triumphant fist and searched out Mindy and me in the crowd. I can still vividly recall the gorgeous silk green dress she bought just for the occasion. And now, she's naked and practically writhing on the floor, her huge tits dangling down so low that her nipples actually touch the carpet at times! Jesus H. Christine on a pogo stick! How did that transition happen?! 

The scary thing was, I wasn't that upset about it.

I said, "Okay. One lick."

She cheated a bit, of course. While Sue Ellen still held it pointing straight down, Michelle licked from Sue Ellen's slipping and sliding hand at the top all the way down to the tip of the cockhead. She swirled around there a little bit, and then licked her way back. All the while, she moaned loudly and erotically, like it was the tastiest thing she'd ever licked in her life. Finally, she pulled back, allowing Sue Ellen's talented tongue to take over again.

However, I had to delay continuing the spanking, because Michelle remained on all fours, her huge knockers still dangling and swaying but frustratingly out of reach.

She panted, "Oh Daddy! Oh Daddy! I love you! I love you so much! Can't you see why I could never be with those filthy, stinky boys? You're the only one who can control me! The only one! The only one!" Her voice was surprisingly quiet, and it was more like she was chanting than speaking. She seemed to be in a trance, her eyes glued to how Sue Ellen was licking and stroking my cock.

Ruby was being affected too, and she was bouncing in my lap like she was getting royally fucked.

Michelle crouched lower, so her nipples were pressed into the carpet. She started swaying her entire body forward and back, just like she was being fucked doggy-style. I'm sure that had to do very stimulating things to her nipples as they dragged across the rough carpet.

It was too arousing to watch, especially given what Sue Ellen was doing to my dick. I decided she needed firmer direction. "Michelle! SHELLE! I said, SHELLE!"

She finally looked up to my face. She almost seemed surprised to notice Ruby writhing in my lap along the way.

I told my blonde vixen daughter firmly, "Stand up, now! Position Number Two. And stay that way until Ruby's spanking is over. You're being punished too, you know."

It was a struggle for her to get up and stay that way when she was in such a horny state, and her five-inch high heels and bound hands didn't help matters. But she managed, if only just. She wobbled and swayed in front of me, her hands back on the top of her head.

She managed to maintain the position for the rest of the spanking, but clearly it was torture for her. She wanted to be directly involved in the worst way. I could see the lust and desire all over her body, but especially in her eyes. It wasn't just a "come hither" look, it was an "I'm going to skewer myself on your cock in about three seconds!" look.

This was what I was hoping for. The more she was a slave to her lusts, the more she would be a true slave to me, and not just a relentlessly horny and sexy girl who always got her own way.

Then the thought occurred to me, Maybe this cock slave stuff is actually healthy for her. Somebody needs to break her will and teach her some humility, and she just said I'm the only one who can do it. 

Okay, in retrospect, I was spinning like a top, trying to find any excuse to justify what I was doing. But it made a lot of sense to me at the time.

I turned all my attention back to Ruby's peachy ass and resumed the spanking. I continued with the same steady pace, allowing Sue Ellen to continue her great job of licking and stroking from behind and underneath.

Eventually, I reached twenty smacks on Ruby's ass, and that was as many as I'd told her I'd give her.

She let out a sigh of relief.

But I wasn't done with her. As she remained sprawled across my lap, I put all my energy into caressing her ass and rubbing her pussy lips with my fingers.

"Sorry, daughter," I told her. "But now the spanking's over, Daddy's gonna make it all better."

Ruby shrieked and squealed quite loudly.

I couldn't figure out what brought that on, or if she was happy or distressed. "What's wrong?"

"Wrong?! Wrong?! Daddy, nothing could be more right! You're calling me 'daughter,' you're fingering me, you just gave me a great spanking, and you even said 'Daddy's gonna make it all better.' I could die!"

"I don't understand," I said. "So what if I said 'Daddy's gonna make it all better?'"

Michelle was ready to burst from sheer lust. But she managed to explain despite her obvious great frustration at my slowness. "Daddy, you can't imagine how many times we've fantasized about stuff like that, like about you saying those very words. About you spanking us and caressing our oh-so-needy tushes, all red and sore after a well-deserved ass whooping. This is serious déjà vu for her, except it's REALLY you, instead of me pretending to be you! I feel exactly the same. Is this really happening to me, or is it just another one of my erotic dreams or daydreams? I can hardly tell!"

Ruby said, "I KNOW! Me too! I've been having serious déjà vu all the time lately, 'cos it's like we're acting out all our favorite fantasies. Only the reality is a million times better. Like, I never imagined being in this position AND having you stand there like that, Michelle, AND having Daddy get sucked off at the same time!"

Sure enough, now that the spanking was done, Sue Ellen had gone from just licking my cock to swallowing the head and working her lips on my most sensitive spot. I was about to ask how Ruby could know this since it was all taking place underneath her, but then I realized it was pretty obvious from the loud slurping sounds Sue Ellen was making, if nothing else.

Sue Ellen tended to get so involved in cocksucking that she'd run out of air and have to pop off for a bit to regain her breath. It made her sound a bit like a swimmer coming up for air after a deep dive. Then she'd cram my cock back down her throat. (Or at least try; the angle in this position was rather unfavorable for that sort of thing.) Michelle and Ruby, by contrast, were very adept at breathing through their noses, probably due to the sex lessons Mindy had given them.

Michelle said, "It is great, but you know what would be even better? If I could get in on the action. After all, we can't forget the 'share the cock' rule!" Her loosely bound hands started to drop down in front of her as she stepped forward.

But I barked, "Not so fast, young lady!" That didn't entirely work, so I added more urgently, "Freeze!"

Michelle reluctantly brought her hands back up to her head. She stomped her foot in frustration. I loved it when she did that, because of the way it always set her unnaturally jutting tits bouncing and jiggling.

For the first time, I noticed her bindings seemed rather odd. Those weren't ropes. I asked, "Shelle, what do you have there, binding your wrists together?"

Her face was filled with agonized need. "If I answer, can I suck cock with Sue Ellen?"

"No. Just answer."

"Dammit!" She stomped her foot again, setting off another tit-quake. But she grew a bit proud as she started to explain, "You know how I have to wear those super industrial-strength bras that are tougher than steel?"

"They're not quite that tough, but yeah?"

"Well, it feels like it," she complained. "I hate those dumb things. If I had my way, I'd just be your naked daughter-slut-slave 24-7, and never go to my stupid job or any other stupid non-Daddy-cock-pleasuring thing! Do you realize that you've completely broken my will? I'm not just saying I'm your cock slave, I feel it, deep in my heart! And my heart soars with joy!"

I thought that was more than a little over the top, even for her, but she seemed truly sincere. I didn't know how to modestly respond to that, so I just prodded, "About the bra?"

"Oh yeah. Anyway, I have a bunch of super industrial-strength panties from matching underwear sets that I never wear. So we thought it would be extra sexy if we used one of the panties to bind me. See?"

She brought her arms forward so I could get a better look.

I whistled appreciatively. "I have to admit that's extra sexy. Heck, Shelle, everything you do is extra sexy."

"Which is why it would be extra, extra good if you'd just FUCK ME, already! True, I'm a virgin, but you should see the things I can do with my pussy muscles! I've been training them so much, 'cos I want to be your very favorite fuck. Whenever you're in the mood for some enslaved big-titted teenage twat, I want you to usually think of me first!"

I commented with amusement, "Usually, but not all the time."

"Of course not. Now that I have two breastest friends, I have to look out for them too. But anyway, I NEED you inside me, so I can show you how I can squeeze you and please you and love you! Daddy! Your daughter's begging for your cock! Don't let her down!"

Ruby complained to Michelle, "Hey, don't hog the spotlight like you always do. I was just about to cum, again, and you made him forget to play with my ass."

I looked down at Ruby's red butt cheeks. Sure enough, both my hands had stopped moving. I decided to make up for lost time by massaging her clit and pussy lips at the same time. I had been ignoring her clit so far, so this was like going for the jugular.

Soon, Ruby was completely wasted as she climaxed three times in relatively quick succession. She screamed, and screamed, and screamed. Then she screamed some more.

Between Sue Ellen's cocksucking and the way Ruby was wiggling in my lap in orgasmic ecstasy, I knew I couldn't hold out any longer. My face contorted with effort as I struggled to delay my climax just a little bit longer, because every second felt so fantastic. However, it was a losing battle.

Michelle could see what was about to happen from my pained face. She muttered, "Fuck it!" and dropped back down to the floor. Since she was standing right in front of me, she managed to get her tongue on my boner even before my cum started to shoot out.

As it happened, she couldn't do that much, because Sue Ellen took all of my cockhead in her mouth and rapidly bobbed up and down it as my cum fired into the back of her throat. I could feel Michelle's lips and tongue sliding up and down the side of the remainder of my shaft, but it didn't do much to me since I was already totally maxed out with orgasmic ecstasy. I think she licked Sue Ellen's face as much as she did any part of me. Hell, I believe at one moment she even licked my cock THROUGH Sue Ellen's cheek!

We all just relaxed for a little while after that climax ended. Sue Ellen actually curled up around my feet like some kind of lap dog. It was cute that she seemed keen on continually touching me in some way, but it made it difficult for me to get up.

I needed a breather, especially from Sue Ellen's cock licking, so I picked up Ruby and carried her to my bed. I carefully laid her on her side, so her ass could recover from the harsh spanking.

Then I had to pee, so I went to the bathroom and also washed my face and hands.

When I came back, I saw that Ruby was still lying naked on the bed with her eyes closed, possibly sleeping. I was glad to see she wore a contented smile. Sue Ellen was now standing next to Michelle, both of them looking breathtakingly beautiful in Position Number Two (hands above their heads). I particularly loved the way there were a couple strands of cum running down Sue Ellen's chin. Michelle was bouncing on her heels like she was about to pee at any moment.

I thought about my situation and realized, I'm the luckiest guy ever! Seriously, this is insanely great. 

I said to Sue Ellen and Michelle, "You two really don't have to stand like that."

"Are you kidding me?" Michelle complained. "We're just getting warmed up! My turn!" She took a few steps towards what I was now calling in my head "the spanking chair."

Feeling a bit devilish, I told her, "Tell you what. I'll spank you next if you can take those binding off your wrists by yourself."

She immediately brought her hands down from the top of her hand and began struggling to free herself.

I knew it would be a hopeless task, but I also knew it would be an incredibly sexy sight watching her put her all into it. In fact, it was even better than I'd hoped. It was like she was putting on a sexy dance, and all the while reminding me of how helpless and bound she was.

Undaunted, she continued to struggle. She proclaimed again, "My turn!" louder this time. Her entire body was writhing about as she tried to free her hands from her bindings, but I guess she was right about those being "industrial-strength" panties, because they appeared to be holding up.

"AAARRGH!" she shrieked in frustration as she twisted and writhed and strained with all her might.

Damn! Sexy as hell! This is too much! It's a good thing my dick is flaccid or I'm cum in a heartbeat! Maybe from her point of view she was just trying to free her hands, but from my point of view it looked like she was putting on the most orgasm-inducing erotic dance a bound and naked woman could make. And it really did look like her tits would thwack her in the face - it was a very close call with the way they were flying around.

I'm sure I was grinning like a fool as I watched her. I thought, Note to self: I love Michelle when she's helpless and bound. There's gonna be a LOT more of that around here, if I have any say in the matter... and I do! 

I chuckled on the inside. Even though she was my daughter, she'd been so haughty and spoiled that it was a hoot to see her being taken down a peg or two. Unfortunately, though, my penis was unable to get erect again quickly enough for me to fully enjoy it.

Sue Ellen was resolutely maintaining her stance while looking upset that Michelle was being such a demanding and willful cock slave. It was like she was worried that Michelle's behavior would give them all a bad name.

I heard some stirring behind me, so I turned around briefly. Ruby was reviving, perhaps from hearing Michelle's cries. She'd propped herself up in the bed a little bit and was looking on with amusement.

Staring defiantly at me, Michelle raised a leg up and planted a foot on the seat of the spanking chair. "Daddy, you're gonna spank me now, and that's final! If you're not gonna fuck me within an inch of my life the way my curvy body needs to be fucked every single day by my big-cocked Daddy love, then spanking me is the LEAST you can do!"

Sue Ellen started to step forward, looking really pissed at Michelle. I was curious what she would do to her, but I waved her off.

I chuckled as I walked to the spanking chair and sat back down in it.

Michelle naturally pulled her foot away so I could sit.

I told her, "You know what? Today's your lucky day because it IS your turn. Assume the position. Position Number One."

"Oh YEEESS! That's more like it!" It might have been a bit tricky for her to lie across my lap without the use of her hands, but she solved that problem by basically flinging herself into me. She landed in my lap with a loud thump.

The tension seemed to flow out of her as she snuggled her naked body over my naked legs. "Yeeeessss!" she purred, like a contented kitten. "THIS is where I belong!" She sighed and purred blissfully. "In my Daddy's lap, being dominated and OWNED by my handsome master!"

I glanced at Sue Ellen. She looked decidedly unhappy at this seeming breakdown in discipline.

Michelle, by contrast, was so happy that I almost felt bad doing what I was about to do. But I had to go through with it. "I'm gonna spank you now," I said, "but you're not gonna like it."

She replied confidently, "Oh, I'll like it. I'll love it!"

"No, trust me. You're NOT gonna like it." To my own surprise, I realized that I actually felt as sad for her as I was trying to sound. "This is your punishment."

I was about to deliver the first spank when Sue Ellen asked, "Sir? Um, excuse me for interrupting, but do you need some help? I mean, can I, uh, help with my... mouth? Or my hands? Like I did with Ruby's spankin'?" She licked her lips seductively to show just what she meant.

I smiled, but said, "No, that won't be necessary. You'll see why in a second. Okay, Michelle, brace yourself." I could feel my daughter's leg muscles tightening over my thighs as she clenched her firm ass.

"Remember, what you have to say after each spanking," I chided.

"I know, I know, I know," she replied impatiently. "I practice that in my head all the time. So just do it!"

"Okay, here we go... Smack number ONE!" I had my hand way high up for visual effect. Even though Michelle couldn't see it, Ruby and Sue Ellen could. I brought my hand down swiftly and dramatically, but pulled back at the last second. I'm sure that Michelle felt a rush of air impact her ass, because I could feel the way she jerked in response. Then, with my hand stopped a few inches above her ass cheeks, I slowly brought it down the rest of the way and gently rested it on her straining butt.

There was a long pause.

Finally, Michelle asked incredulously, "What?! That was IT?!"

Ruby and Sue Ellen suddenly burst into uproarious laughter. I heard Ruby tease Michelle, "Psych!"

However, I kept a poker face and said, "Shelle, I'm waiting for you to say the magic words."

"What?! You want me to say 'One, thank you, Sir, may I please have another' for THAT?!"

"Close enough," I said, and then I "smacked" her other ass cheek. Actually, it was more like I tapped it. Maybe even that was generous. I basically brought my hand way up, but then gently laid my hand on it.

Ruby was fully alert and sitting up now. She literally doubled over with laughter when she saw that.

Sue Ellen laughed so hard that she had to bring her hands down from her head and sit on the edge of the bed to try to compose herself.

Michelle meanwhile was moving from shock to denial. She said, "Ha ha. Very funny, Daddy. Now that you had a good laugh, can we get on with it? We've got some serious busty daughter taming to do."

"Ah, but I am taming you, Shelle. These are the smacks you deserve, since you've been so difficult."

"Smacks?! Smacks?! You call that a 'smack?' That was the most pathetic, limp-wristed love tap in the history of humanity! Hurt me! Hit me! RAPE me! Dominate me! I need it! Be the REAL MAN that I know you are!"

"I can't," I replied. "Not until you say the magic words."

She groaned. "I'm afraid I'm not gonna like this... Two. Thank you, Sir. May I please have a REAL smack?"

Despite the fact that she didn't get her line right, I immediately tapped her other ass cheek. With my other hand, I fondled her nearest dangling tit, just because it was there and it was fun. Then I caressed my way down her svelte legs, because they were there too.

She groaned much, much louder. "Daaaaaddyyyy! You're too mean! Are all your smacks gonna be like that?!"

"Yep. All ten."

"GAH! RARGGH! ARR!" She was literally gnashing her teeth with frustration. She really needed to cum, but I wasn't touching her pussy, and some mild tit play wasn't enough to do it for her.

Finally, she composed herself enough to say, "If that's all you're gonna do, then this is bullshit! I'm outta here!" However, with her hands bound, it wasn't easy for her to get up on her own, and she knew it.

I said, "Before you go, remember that you won't be getting any real hard spankings until I say so. And I'm not gonna say so until you take the rest of your punishment. If you're going act like a spoiled brat about it, then I'm just gonna do the same thing to you tomorrow."

It took a moment for that to sink in. Then she wailed, on the verge of tears, "What did I do to deserve this?! This is CRUEL and UNUSUAL PUNISHMENT!"

I laughed. "Are you a Constitutional scholar now? That term is in the Eighth Amendment to the Constitution, you know."

"As it should be!" she huffed. "There ought to be a whole section in there about the protocol of spanking sex slaves that outlaws what you just did!"

I countered, "I thought there's no limit whatsoever to the power of a master over his slaves."

She growled irritably, "Well, that's true... But don't confuse me with your sexy facts!" Her peachy ass wiggled on my lap.

"Look, Shelle, you DO need to be tamed. And I AM taming you, just not in the way you expected. If you want me to be your master, I'm not just gonna be your master in name only. I'm very literally going to bring you to heel and tame you, because more than anyone else around here, you NEED to be tamed. It's not enough to just want to fuck and suck all the time; you have to actually obey my commands when I tell you to do something. If you start showing a change of heart, then we'll have a lot more fun together. In the meantime, I'm sure my other four lovely ladies will be more than happy to help keep my mind off you."

Michelle bitched and moaned some more until I pointed out that she was just digging herself a deeper hole, since the spankings she'd get were dependent upon her behavior.

Finally, and very reluctantly on her part, we went through the rest of the love tap charade until she'd counted off ten "smacks" for me, even though they were more like light, soft taps of her bottom than actual smacks. Plus, I spent as much or more time caressing and kneading her firm yet supple ass cheeks, just because it was fun for me and it prolonged the event for her.

Then Ruby and Sue Ellen came forward and helped her get up.

Finally able to make eye contact, Michelle gave me the evil eye and then some. "Daddy, that was so mean, I'll never forgive you! Haven't I been a good big-titted, cocksucking, totally enslaved daughter-slut?"

I said with determination, "No, you haven't, and that's the problem. Shelle, face it. You're like a wild horse that needs to be broken. Mindy and I failed you in not being stricter to counter all the adulation you were getting from school and your friends. We tried too hard to treat you and Nicky the same when either of you needed more discipline. Somewhere along the line, something went wrong in your case. I think your great beauty went to your head."

I paused so she could deny it, but she didn't. There was no way she couldn't know her looks had spoiled her to at least some degree.

I continued, "But I'm making up for lost time now. I WILL break you. You WILL truly become my cock slave and my sex toy, since that's what you want and it's what I want. But it won't happen just as some kind of elaborate sex game, it'll happen in a very real sense. I've decided that's the only way to cure you of your spoiled and willful nature. Do you have a problem with that?"

She stared at me long and hard while tugging ineffectually on the panties binding her wrists together. Finally, she said, "Damn you! What fucking annoys me is how fucking HOT that is! I'm a 'wild horse that needs to be broken?' That you'll ride herd on me the way I need to be ridden? Do you know how insanely fucking HOT that is?!" She looked completely exasperated as she rubbed her pussy lips with her fingers.

I asked, "Don't just think with your pussy. Do you want out? Now's the chance to call a time out and step out of this."

"No. I don't want out! I want you to break me, even as I don't want you to break me. God, I'm so dizzy with desire and confusion that I think I'm gonna pass out!"

I pointed out, "Once I break you, you know what I'm gonna do? I'm gonna have you date a boy. A real date with a real boy."

I knew that comment would stir up a hornet's nest, and it did. The variety of incredulous looks that crossed her face was priceless. Finally, she said, "That's so fucking INSANE that I'm gonna pretend I didn't hear that!"

Then she stomped off to her room.

When she got to her room, she moaned in frustration loud enough for us to hear. It was like a lion's roar. "I wanna slam my door and I can't! It's so annoying, but it's so hot! Daddy's got me all bound up and I love it! Ruby, please! Can you come here and slam my door for me?"

Ruby looked at me.

I said to her, "You can slam the door for Michelle, or you can tend to my cock while I give Sue Ellen a real spanking. Your choice." I said this even though my penis was still flaccid. But some time had passed now since my last orgasm, the confrontation with Michelle had just mentally worked me up, and I figured Ruby's talents could help matters a lot.

Ruby didn't even take the time to blink. She shouted across the house, "Sorry, Michelle. No can do. Daddy said-"

Michelle interrupted. "I know! I heard what he said! Everything he says is making me MORE hot and bothered and god damn fucking annoyed! I can't take it anymore! ARRRGGH!" She screamed loudly.

Sue Ellen, meanwhile, was dutifully climbing on my lap. Even though her wrists were not bound, she brought her hands behind her back and crossed her wrists as if they were.

I shouted towards Michelle's room, "Shelle? You sure you don't want to watch Sue Ellen's spanking? It's gonna be fun."

She angrily shouted back, "No way!" Then, seemingly chastened, she added, "Actually, I'd love to, but if one more sexy thing happens that doesn't involve me having an orgasm, I'm gonna die! My head will literally fucking explode! ... Oh my God! Ruby, you have to help me! Please, please, please close my door so I don't have to hear all the sexy spanking and screaming. I can't take it. I really can't take it!"

Ruby looked at me to see if she had permission.

To my surprise, Sue Ellen said, "I think you should leave it open, Master. She needs to learn her place."

But I guess I'm a big softie, because I gave Ruby my approval with a slight nod. "Close it, but don't slam it." I wanted to be tough with Michelle, but not sadistic.

Ruby came back very quickly after quietly closing the door, and the three of us got down to another serious spanking session. It was almost exactly the same as before with Ruby and Sue Ellen, except their positions were reversed. Again, I wore an open robe while they were in nothing but their sexy high heels.

From her position under my chair, Ruby was able to bring my dick back to life before the spanking began.

There were plenty of orgasms to be had by all. After I spanked Sue Ellen twenty times, I switched to soothing her ass and fingering her pussy while Ruby went from licking and stroking to a full-on blowjob. I finally blew a load in her mouth while I was still "tending" to Sue Ellen's ass.

When the spanking session was all done, I realized that I'd had a hell of a fun time, and I knew the girls did too. I could easily see that this would become a daily tradition, if I allowed it. The only potential obstacles were my hand and my penis, and how well they could hold up to lots of sexy spanking sessions.

My hand was hurting already, and that was without giving Michelle any real spanks at all. And what if Cindy and/or Mindy wanted to get spanked frequently too? Plus, I had three truly harsh spankings I was supposed to deliver later in the day. I decided I'd have to use a paddle for those, if only to help my hand.

I also decided that, For now, I shouldn't make any promises or predictions about the future. I'm gonna deliver spankings more or less at random over the next few days to see how much everybody likes them and how frequently I should give them. Definitely doing three in a row was not a good idea. But I'm not too stressed by the situation, because I figure that if daily spankings don't work out, there are plenty of other kinds of sexual games we can play. 




Chapter 66



After all the spanking, and cumming twice within a short period of time, I was totally wiped out. As soon as the girls left the room, I went to bed and crashed.

I woke up an hour or so later and looked at the clock. Shit, I'm not gonna get much writing done today. I need to actually get started at some point. 

Unfortunately, I had to shower (again!) and eat lunch before I could even start to think about working.

As I was just about to go downstairs to eat, I got another call from my wife.

"Hey, super stud. How's it going?"

"Good, super sexy. And you?"

"Same ol', same ol' boring business crap. How's our house? Is it still standing? It hasn't been destroyed by King Dong or Dongzilla yet, has it?"

I laughed. "Nope. Although I did see Franken-Dong walking around here with his stiff outstretched arms."

She joked, "Hmmm. If he saw the girls prancing around, I'll bet he had another appendage that was REALLY stiff and outstretched!"

After some more joking and small talk, and after I briefly went to Michelle's room and looked out the window to confirm that the girls were tanning in the backyard and couldn't possibly be eavesdropping on us, she got to the point of her call. "Honey, something happened a couple days ago, and I've been meaning to tell you about it, but things have been so busy and crazy that it kind of slipped my mind."

"Uh-oh."

"Don't worry. It's not some disaster, just something you need to be careful about. I happened to walk by the den, and I heard Michelle and Ruby talking. Normally, I would have just walked on by and given them their privacy, but it sounded like Michelle was giving some kind of public speech, and that caught my attention. Why would she be doing that in her bedroom? She was talking in a booming voice, saying things like 'Ladies and gentlemen,' and generally sounding like a politician. So I put my ear to the door."

"And?"

"And, it turned out she was talking about you. Specifically, your determination to have them date boys. She called it 'trouble in paradise.'" My wife imitated Michelle's politician voice, and announced, "Ladies and gentlemen, there is trouble in paradise. Read my lips: this will not stand! Are we going to quietly sit here and let this great haremocracy crumble to dust before it can really get going? No! I say we must fight! We must stand up for what we believe in! For slavery, injustice, and Daddy's dick-tatorship!'"

I couldn't help but chuckle at how ridiculous and bombastic that sounded.

Apparently Mindy agreed with me, since she was trying to stifle her own laughter.

I said, "I do like her parody of 'freedom, justice, and democracy' type slogans. But 'injustice' sounds a bit harsh. Ouch."

"Yeah, I thought about that too. I think she looks forward to a life in which you have all the power and can do whatever you want, while she can only serve you and your fat cock, so that's fundamentally unjust."

"Hmmm. When you put it that way, it sounds pretty bad."

"Daniel, don't be getting all moral on me again! She LIKES it! Now, listen. She carried on like that for quite a while, far longer than you would expect if she was merely joking. I couldn't see what was happening, but I figured out from the occasional 'audience' response that her audience was just Ruby. Apparently, they were psyching each other up, role-playing like politicians at a rally to rev up their energies. It was kind of cute, like some kind of very pornographic state of the union speech."

"How is that cute?" I asked.

I could practically hear my wife rolling her eyes at me. "You had to be there. It was very cute, like when she and Ruby were five and I watched them having a tea party with all their dolls."

I complained, "Miiiiiin! Can you not remind me of that kind of thing?"

"Sorry, you're right. That could be kind of awkward, seeing how you probably were fucking their faces just a little while ago."

"Miiiiindy!"

"Sorry again." She chucked. "In any case, the reason I mention this to you is that there was talk about action. Michelle kept declaring, 'This will not stand!' But I guess I only caught the tail end of their pep talk, so I couldn't understand most of what they were going on about. There were references to secret plans, but it was like they were talking in code."

"Such as...?"

"You know, stuff like, 'It's time for the next phase in the total submission sex slave revolution.' What does that mean? The only thing I could figure out was that they're extremely unhappy about your effort to get them to go out with boys their own ages, and they're determined to do something about it, to stop it from happening. There was a lot of talk about a 'pre-emptive strike.'"

"Uh-oh! That doesn't sound good at all."

"No," she agreed. "And for being such supposedly submissive sex slaves, they sure are damn aggressive!"

"You've got that right! This whole thing about them being 'enslaved' to me is kind of a joke. It's nothing more than sexy talk, since they do whatever the heck they want, as usual. But what do you think all that means?"

"Well, I actually tried to talk to them about it later. I brought up the dating boys topic, commiserated with them about it, and subtly suggested they might want to do something about it. I thought that would get them to tell me they were already planning to do just that, and then tell me their plans. Unfortunately, they did the first part, but not the second part. About all I could get them to say was, 'Don't worry, we're gonna take care of it. Daddy's gonna see the light. We're born and bred to be his cock slaves, and that's all there is to it!'"

I asked, "But aren't you in their confidence?"

"I thought I was, but apparently I'm not when it comes to this. When I pressed them on it, they just said that it was better I didn't know, in case things didn't work out and there were punishments meted out. Obviously, I wasn't pleased about their sneaking around, which is why I'm calling you. As for what they're up to, I suspect they're trying to get you so hot and horny, you'll break down and fuck them senseless. They probably assume that as soon as you're regularly sliding your fat cock into their tight cunts and driving deep and hard into them, you'll forget all about the dating boys idea. Once you get in the habit of shooting your thick loads of baby batter far inside their young, tight, virginal-"

I cut her off. "Okay! I get the point already! Do you have to be so graphic about it? Sheesh!" Somehow, I'd developed a hard-on about as fast as I could count to three.

"Sorry. You know I'm on your side and I'm trying to warn you, but I also am a cucquean, and I can't help getting a little carried away thinking about you repeatedly nailing our two gorgeous girls. Just the mental image of how wide their wet little virgin cunts will have to stretch in order to take your thickness gets me hot, okay? But, strangely, I get even more aroused thinking that while I'm metaphorically chained to my desk, doing BORING work on it, they'll be literally chained to your bed and you'll be doing BONING work, on them! ... Oops. I'm doing it again, aren't I?"

"Yes. Yes, you are." I was annoyed at how aroused she was making me.

She continued, "It was a fun play on words though, you have to admit."

"Conceded." I love my wife and her sense of humor.

"Anyway, it's just a guess, but that's what I think their likely secret strategy is. And frankly, I think it's a pretty good one. Er, meaning one that has a good chance of succeeding. It pains me to say this, but you're going to have to resist their ample charms."

"That's what I'm going to do," I said with false bravado. I was aware they had lots of ways to ambush me.

"And be careful! If they're more dastardly and aggressive, they may try to surprise you. For instance, imagine waking up to your usual morning tickle attack, only to find it isn't Michelle's facial lips wrapped around your cock and giving you great pleasure, it's her pussy lips! And as incredible as that would feel, no doubt, it's not the time. For instance, think of the blood and the mess as you take her virginity. Plus, I want to be there when that happens. That's VERY important to me! So lock your door when you're taking a nap, for starters."

"Okay. Good idea. I'll be careful." I sighed at how crazy this had become.

Not surprisingly, she replied, "And that's supposed to be a BAD thing that you don't want to do?! Uh-oh, my gaydar is beeping!"

After I got her to apologize for her over-the-line "gaydar" joke - can't a guy get tired sometimes?! - she wanted a detailed account of every sexual happening in the house since her last call. But I begged off. I told her that would only make me uncontrollably horny, and I'd have to go downstairs and blast some cum onto some faces.

I tried to make sense of the phone call after it ended. It's hard to figure out what to do about this threat she mentioned. If I tip my hand that I'm on to them, that might just drive them to even more extreme and secretive methods. It might also blow her cover as confidante, or at least a semi-trusted one, which I don't want to have happen either. For now, I should just be extra careful and resolute, and keep my eyes and ears open for more clues. 

It's also hard to figure out Min's attitude on this. On the one hand, it does seem like she really is trying to help me. On the other hand, it seems pretty obvious she would be happier if I'm fucking our two busty Hellions, and regularly draining my balls into both their mouths and pussies. I trust her with my life in general, but on this specific point I'll have to be careful because of her conflicting cucquean feelings. 

About that time, I heard the "Gruesome Threesome" come upstairs, giggling about some plan to "show him what we need."

I doubted I'd be able to make it downstairs, eat, and come back without some kind of sexy drama from the girls, and I was right. When I wandered into the kitchen / dining room area wearing shorts and a shirt, it looked like I was all alone. But the girls must have had some kind of real radar on me, because they arrived about a minute later.

They were wearing something, though I'm not sure I could call it clothes. It was more like wisps of transparent lingerie (similar to, but different from the ones they were wearing when they'd woken me up), and even those were worn wide open.

Sue Ellen and Ruby were in front, leading Michelle by a leash. Michelle's wrists were still bound, but they were on her backside this time. The leash was obviously makeshift, made from long black strips of cloth, but Michelle was acting like she was being led in chains. Her head was bowed down and she was generally playing up how "defeated" she was.

Needless to say, they looked sexy. Way too sexy! I'd heard them coming down the stairs, and shouted out from some distance as they reached the bottom of the stairs. "Freeze! Now, go back upstairs and change into CLOTHES! Normal clothes, like normal girls your age wear. That's an order!"

Ruby started to complain, "But Daddy-"

I cut her off. "No buts! Look, I'm only human. My balls are totally drained dry. There's no way in hell I'm gonna get hard again anytime soon in any case, so seeing you like that is just gonna be torture. Do you want to torture me?"

Sue Ellen and Ruby quickly said "No." I couldn't read their expressions though, because I was looking at them out of the corners of my eyes. To look at them directly was liable to make me lose all my willpower.

But Michelle raised her head and defiantly said, "Yes!" Obviously, she was still mad at me for the 'love tap spanking' charade I'd given her. However, when the other two sullenly dragged themselves back upstairs, she reluctantly allowed them to pull her along.

I was relieved, because I simply couldn't take any more sexiness, not for a while. As they disappeared out of sight, I shouted, "And don't forget underwear! Panties AND bras! ... Oh, and NO LEASHES!"

I sat back and thought to myself, I can't believe I've reached a point where I have to actually say "No leashes" to my own daughters! And to my other teenage sex slave! This is beyond weird. 

While they got dressed, I prepared sandwiches for everyone. Everything was prepared and I was sitting at the dining room table when they came back in.

They were dressed a little more conservatively, but not by much. Sue Ellen and Ruby wore matching nylon jogging-style short shorts. The fabric only came down about an inch below their pussies. The lines between their asses and thighs were exposed on their backsides. They also wore matching tank tops, and they were even color-coordinated within their own clothes and with each other (with Sue Ellen in matching blues and Ruby in matching greens).

I asked them, "Are you wearing underwear?"

Their mood was very subdued, almost sad. They silently nodded in the affirmative.

Michelle, though, was a different story. Naturally, her hands were still bound behind her back, and I didn't mind that since I hadn't given her her "freedom" yet. And, thankfully for my overtaxed penis, her leash was gone too. But she was wearing nothing but a bathing suit, and a very revealing one at that. It was a V-style suit that was made of nothing but two thin strips of fabric that started at her pussy, rose up so each one covered a nipple, and then went back down her back to meet inside the hidden depths of her ass crack.

This would have been revealing enough on anybody, but on Michelle with her jutting melons, it was simply obscene. On the front side, the fabric seemed not to touch her anywhere but at her pussy, nipples, and the tops of her shoulders (and even that was a stretch, in more than a manner of speaking).

As the three of them sat down, I complained to Michelle, "Are YOU wearing underwear?"

She smirked a little bit, while looking down and pretending to be shy. "Basically. I mean, a bikini essentially covers the same stuff, and this is pretty much the same as a bikini."

"I take that's a no."

"Give me a break! Who wears underwear under a bikini?! I would have done better, but I'm planning on going swimming right after we eat."

"You? Swim? How? Need I remind you that your hands are bound behind your back? You could drown."

"I'll manage. Sue Ellen and Ruby will be right there to help me at all times."

I sighed in frustration. Clearly, Michelle was being her usual willful self. But I just wanted to eat my lunch in peace without a big argument. Besides, I enjoyed the display she was putting on. So I merely chided, "Shelle, you're really pushing your luck."

She just shrugged, clearly undeterred.

We started to eat. Sue Ellen and Ruby helped Michelle eat her sandwich, since her hands were bound in such an inconvenient way. One of them would cut bite-sized portions and then the other one would feed it into her mouth.

Michelle seemed to like this a lot. "Daddy, I must say, keeping me bound like this is one of your more brilliant ideas. It almost makes me not want to kill you in a slow and torturous manner for your lame ass non-spanking spanking... almost. Can we do it a lot more?"

I didn't want to answer that question, because I was liable to say yes. So I complained, "Can we talk about something else, please? Does everything around here have to revolve around sex?" I could see what they were about to say, so I quickly added, "And that was a RHETORICAL question!"

Sue Ellen could see I was genuinely annoyed, so she volunteered, "Let me tell you more about myself, Master. You still don't know much about me."

"Yes! Thank you, Sue Ellen. I would love to hear more about you. Where did you grow up? Obviously somewhere in the South, from the way you speak, but if you told me, I can't remember."

"Pointerville. A small town in Georgia," she began.

Happily for me and my exhausted penis, Sue Ellen carried the conversation for the rest of the meal, talking about her background. She seemed resistant talking about her childhood and instead focused on her year in college.

Ruby seemed fine with Sue Ellen talking, and she was interested in what was being said.

But Michelle was obviously miffed. She kept trying to turn to the conversation back to sex, but to no avail, since the others weren't helping. She was frustrated on that front, but she had her V-suit to fall back on. Even though her hands were bound, she managed to get one or both of the straps to fall off by subtly wiggling her shoulders.

Ruby was sitting next to her, and kept pulling the straps back into place, only to have Michelle "accidentally" wiggle them off yet again.

I was annoyed, but I didn't put my foot down to stop her antics because, dammit, my blonde bombshell daughter looked too sexy to be believed! I pretty much had no defense against her jutting torpedoes, and everyone knew it. Worst of all, she knew it.

By the end of the meal, Ruby had given up the thankless and hopeless task of trying to keep Michelle's massive hooters covered, and Michelle sat up stiffly and proudly, knowing that all eyes were on her magnificent rack. Not for the first time, I wondered what she'd look like in twenty or thirty years' time, when sag set in. But it also occurred to me that if she had kids, her tits could be even BIGGER! That thought just about blew my mind.

Sitting across from Michelle was starting to get to me, despite Sue Ellen's decidedly non-sexual conversation. My resistance was visibly weakening, I'm sure, and she looked to take advantage.

Once everyone had finished their plates, Michelle stood up and announced, "Daddy, I'm going to go swim in the pool now, like I said before. But can you help me? I really need your strong, manly hands to apply suntan lotion all over me. Especially my tits and my nipples; they're soooo pale and sensitive! Not to mention big!" She sucked in her gut and thrust her chest out. She didn't need to pin her arms behind her back, since her bindings had her that way regardless.

I thought, Shelle, you're pure evil! And the pale line is a pure crock. Her tits are as evenly and deeply tanned as the rest of her. God, she's such a fucking sexpot! But I have to be strong, if I'm gonna truly master her. I can't go to pieces every time she flashes her F-cups. And if I start slathering lotion all over those perfect melons, I'm a goner. I won't fall into her trap! 

I said, "I'm afraid Ruby or Sue Ellen will have to handle it. And don't go into the water above your waist with your hands like that. That's an order. Even with the others around, I don't want to risk losing you."

Michelle looked crushed, and visibly slumped. "Daddy, you're no fun!"

Somehow, I made it back to my upstairs office without giving into temptation. I probably wouldn't have made it if my dick were in any condition to get hard again, but for once, my age catching up on me worked to my advantage.

I realized, The situation is at a knife's edge. Yes, we have some kind of harem now, but who is really in charge? Me? Mindy? Shelle? The answer certainly isn't clear to me. And although I know next to nothing about harems throughout history, I know enough to be certain such an unresolved situation is a recipe for disaster. 

I don't worry too much about Mindy, even though she does get carried away at times with this cucquean stuff. The main problem is Michelle. She been troublesome since she was in diapers, but the stakes are a lot higher with sex in the picture. She keeps pushing me to go well beyond what I still hope are at least some sort of reasonable bounds for a father-daughter relationship. I'm worried I'll become so addicted to her charms that I won't be able to tell her 'no.' We've already crossed the line with blowjobs and titfucks, but she wants so much more, and she isn't exactly shy about it. On top of that, she's surrounded by enablers. 

If I let her run roughshod over me and over our whole family, and it brings out all her worst instincts, then I'll have trouble looking at myself in the mirror for the rest of my life. It's bad enough that I've already gone so far with my lusts for my biological daughter, but if I let her take control, then I will have completely failed as a parent. 

I have to be tough, tougher than her. That's the only solution. I can't always just think with my dick, no matter what the situation was, no matter how great the pleasure. The "love tap spanking" was a good start, at least. I can use that as a punishment that will be far more effective than the harshest "real" spanking I could manage. 

I was able to focus on writing for a few hours, and the girls thankfully didn't bother me even a single time. I was able to get back into the groove of my untitled swashbuckler novel, which had become much more of a harem story. (I usually don't come up with book titles until I'm all finished.)

Now that I'd agreed to Mindy's suggestion that I detail all the sex scenes for the benefit of myself and my family, I went even further "off the deep end" with X-rated sex scenes. No doubt, I was directly inspired by all the events that had happened to me earlier in the day. It may not have been very productive in terms of finishing the censored version of the novel, but it was a heck of a lot of fun. Fortunately, I did make some progress on the non-sexual scenes as well.

II had such a resurgence of willpower that I even resisted the temptation to look out the window to see if the girls were frolicking nude around the pool (as they almost certainly were). However, I do have to admit that I had sex on my mind nearly all the time, thanks to the sex scenes I was writing.

Three o'clock came and went, which meant that Sue Ellen had left for work, since she'd said she had to be at the restaurant at three. I was a bit disappointed that she'd gone without saying good-bye, but I decided it was probably for the best. My penis had recovered enough that a good-bye kiss was likely to evolve into much more, and I had to save up my sexual stamina for later.

It was weighing heavily on my mind that I'd promised to spank Ruby, Mindy, and Cindy for their naughty behavior the night before. And it wasn't going to be a sexual spanking this time, but a true painful spanking meant as a serious deterrent. (Unfortunately, I could tell the "love tap" spanking style wouldn't work on them like it did on Michelle, although it might work on Ruby to some extent.) I couldn't back out of that, or they'd walk all over me more than they already did. I knew I was too easy-going and lenient, but I also knew that I had to change big time if I wanted this harem idea to work out. This was a big test for me.

I wanted to spank all three of them together, but, unfortunately, both Ruby and Michelle had to work at the video store starting at five and Mindy had to work at her office until after five. I didn't know about Cindy's schedule, but I figured she probably had to work until about the same time as Mindy, since she'd started in the morning.

Around four, I snuck out of my office and went downstairs to where we had a ping pong table we rarely used. I remembered a set of wooden paddles came with it. I swung an orange-covered one through the air a couple times. It had hundreds of tiny bumps on each side, I guess to give some traction to the smooth ping pong ball. I decided it would suit my purposes just fine. I wanted something that wouldn't cause too much pain, or leave permanent marks, but would let me spank harder without hurting my hand. I was amused and aroused to think how it would give serious traction to some other very smooth, round surfaces too.

Now that I had a good implement and a plan of action, I didn't need to sneak around my own house. I wandered around the first floor, looking for the Gruesome Twosome.

I found them in the den, cuddled together, naked and sleeping. I thought, Doesn't anyone wear any clothes around here anymore? That's a heck of a lot of fun for all of us for just one day, having them naked and horny basically all the time, but how can I handle this level of sexual stimulation day after day after day? They're gonna kill me. 

My heart swelled with pride and love as I thoroughly ogled them. Just look at them, smiling in their sleep, their hair all tussled and beads of sweat or cum here and there. So adorable! And look at how Ruby's cupping Shelle's privates even while sleeping. I swear, it's all I can do not to pile on and fuck them both right now! 

I walked up to them and gently tapped Ruby's bare ass with my ping pong paddle. "Wake up, you sleepyheads."

I kept lightly tapping them, one ass and then on the other, until they both stirred.

While they were still groggy and adjusting to the light, I said, "I'm sorry, but I'm going to have to be a downer again. I'm here to give Ruby, and only Ruby, a serious spanking. A punishment spanking! This shouldn't be fun or arousing for anybody. So, Shelle, you can either leave or stay and watch. But if you stay, you have to free your hands and fully dress, with underwear and everything."

Michelle's face turned annoyed and angry. "Daaaaaddyyyyy! What the hell?! That sucks! Then I'll leave, 'cos I'm not gonna take these panty-ropes off. I love being your helpless and bound sex slave, so there!" She stuck her tongue out at me.

I said, "May I remind you, you have to go to work in less than an hour, and you'll have to free your arms before then anyway."

"Oh. ... Shit. ... You ARE such a downer. Sheesh!"

"Hey, someone here has to maintain at least a vague grip on reality around here. Since everyone else is in la la fantasy land, it falls on me. Now, what's it gonna be?"

Michelle replied, "I'll stay here and watch, but fully bound. But I'll be good! I won't even masturbate myself. Heck, I can't, with my hands behind my back."

"Not good enough, kiddo." I held out my hand for Ruby. "Come on, Red. Let's do this upstairs behind locked doors, where Shelle can't go."

Michelle suddenly exclaimed, "Okay, okay! I'll fucking do it your way already. Sheesh! You're as heartless as you're well-hung. As if I would miss out in a million years. Ruby, can you untie me?"

A few minutes later, we reassembled in my bedroom. Ruby was nude, but Michelle was fully dressed and unbound. The spanking went forward in a very efficient and non-erotic manner. Ruby was bent over the edge of the bed instead of lying across my lap, to reduce my fondling temptation. In fact, there was no messing around of any kind, just the steady whacking of the ping pong paddle.

I didn't say how many smacks I would deliver in advance, because I didn't know how effective the paddle would be. I ended up smacking her over thirty times, with Ruby saying the number and her "thank you" line after each one. I stopped once I was convinced Ruby was well and truly crying. I did check her pussy to see how wet she was. She was a little wet, but it was clear she hadn't come close to cumming.

It broke my heart to see her reduced to tears, but I knew it had to be done. It wasn't really that she'd committed such a serious offense, but I needed to assert control over my harem.

When it was over, I sat down on my bed, picked her up, and sat her on my lap. I kissed her for a minute or two, until her tears stopped flowing. But all the while, she was squirming around, and when the kissing finally came to an end, she quickly pulled away and stood up.

"No offense," she exclaimed, "but it's my ass. I really need to stand." She gingerly rubbed her ass cheeks.

"Oh, I'm sorry. I didn't think." I stood up too, and kissed her some more, but this time we were both standing and she didn't wiggle.

Eventually, she was relaxed and smiling again. She purred happily and all but melted in my arms. I guess I'm kind of strange, but I get an extra kick out of holding a nude woman when I'm fully dressed. I was careful not to let my hands wander down to her ass though. And while my dick was erect, I didn't allow her to get her hands on it.

I asked her, "So how do you feel? Did you find that arousing at all?"

"No! God, no!"

I knew her well enough to know she really meant that, even if she might have gotten a little bit horny at the start. "Would you want me to do it to you again?"

"Never! The other kind of spanking, yes, anytime. But not THAT kind of spanking!"

As my hands wandered, I made sure to check out her pussy. I was relieved to discover it was dry. That helped confirm she was telling the truth when she said that kind of spanking wasn't arousing. I was tempted to play with her pussy until she was good and wet, but I remembered I had to avoid associating this type of spanking with pleasure.

Instead, I said, "Ruby, remember that I love you very much, just as much as I love Michelle or Nicky. You're just as much my daughter as they are now. I did this because I had to. If we're going to have a harem around here, it can't survive with everyone running wild, just doing whatever they please and not thinking about the consequences. Do you understand that?"

"Yes, Daddy, I do. Normally, I'd be against this kind of corporal punishment, especially since I'm a grown woman, but this isn't a normal situation. You're not just my father, you're my master, and your control over me, and us, has to be absolute. And I'm not just saying that because it's totally hot, but also because this is the only way to get us to behave. We've been too out of control, but not anymore. I'll be better from now on, I promise!"

Those were my sentiments exactly. I just wished I could believe her. She was a basically good kid, but far too susceptible to Michelle's influence.

She kissed me on the lips and we French kissed for a while. They were tender and loving kisses though, not tear-our-clothes-off-and-get-wild type kisses.

Eventually, it occurred to me that Michelle was still in the room. I looked over Ruby's shoulder and saw Michelle sitting in a chair on the other side of the room, which was where I'd seen her last. She had been fully dressed, but she'd pulled her pants and panties down and she was masturbating herself with her eyes closed.

I barked, "Shelle! Don't you ever stop? This is not the time for that!"

She snapped to, and sheepishly pulled her pants back up. "Sorry. It's just that what you did was so arousing. THAT'S the way you need to spank me!"

I shook my head. "You really are too much, you know that? Didn't you see that Ruby suffered?"

"Yes, but I'm made of tougher stuff. I don't think it's possible for you to spank me too hard. Besides, just the symbolism of you whaling on our asses is too hot to take!"

I was secretly discouraged by that response. I said, "I'm interested in results. For you, right now, the only thing I know that works is the anti-spanking method, so if you misbehave, that's what I'm going to give you. That, plus no penis access."

Her face turned sour. "What, you mean those pathetic love taps you gave me earlier? I HATE that!"

"Exactly. That's the whole friggin' point. That's why they call it a punishment. Anyway, we've wasted enough time on this. You both need to shower and get ready for work. I'll drive you there."

Michelle stood up, but was still looking pissy. "Oh, great! Talk about a sucky day. It started out pretty incredible with the three of us getting to pleasure your cock for so long, and it's had some more awesome moments, but now it's turning to shit. Daddy, you're far too strict! You should just give in and have sexy fun with us all the time. And having us go to that crap job has GOT to stop!"

I was still loosely hugging Ruby as I said, "Shelle, listen to me. This is a new me now. No more Mr. Nice Guy. You've made me this way. I love this harem too much to see it fall into complete chaos. That's what happened to all those hippie free love communes. 'Anything goes' is great at first, but it can't last. Somebody needs to be firmly in charge, and it's fallen on me to be the one. Now, either you get ready to go to work this very minute, and do a decent job there, or I'll think up more punishments that I know you won't like."

"Arrgh! I HATE you!" She stomped angrily out of the room.

Ruby gave me a couple of reassuring tight hugs, and explained, "She doesn't mean that. She totally loves you, more than you can imagine. She's just feeling frustrated."

I chuckled a little bit, because Ruby was explaining the obvious. "I know. I'm not mad at her, and I'm not mad at you either. I couldn't possibly love either of you more than I already do, despite you two being so willful. I just need to lay down the law."

"Mmmm!" She licked my neck, and up to my ear. "That sounds sexy! Even with my ass burning in pain, when you say 'I need to lay down the law' in such a masculine and commanding voice like that, I have this urge to lie across your lap so you can whale on my red butt cheeks some more!"

She paused, and added with a giggle, "Tomorrow, though!"

Despite Michelle's grumbling and foot-dragging, I was able to drive the two Hellions to work on time.

Not long after I returned home, Mindy and Cindy came in the house together. They both looked forlorn, and they insisted that I get their punishment over with right away.

I was a bit surprised, since Cindy's status vis-a-vis our group had been thrown into confusion, and I thought that needed to be straightened out first. But if they wanted to do it this way, that was fine by me.

Their spankings closely followed what happened with Ruby's spanking. Admittedly, it was pretty arousing for me to see both of them strip in front of me and then bend over the edge of the bed, side by side.

It was encouraging that Cindy was willing to get completely naked for me without even covering her privates with her hands, despite the doubts she'd expressed to Mindy. She blushed furiously, but she hung in here. From that, I felt pretty confident that I'd be fucking her a lot more in the future. The big question was if she could handle the humiliation of "cock slave" status.

I also found it particularly arousing to be disciplining my wife. It gave me a heady sense of power. But other than that, the spankings were quick, efficient, and non-erotic. They turned out to be a bit tougher than Ruby's, because Mindy and Cindy resisted more, for instance fighting the urge the cry. I wound up giving each of them over forty firm whacks with the paddle until they finally started crying. I resisted having them say a line after each smack, since Cindy's status was still up in the air and I wouldn't know what I'd want Mindy to say in any case.

But the big difference was when I was done, Mindy said, "Daniel, I appreciate that. It needed to be done. But can you leave us now? We want to be alone with just each other for a little while to talk things over."

I'd been looking forward to doing a little consoling, if you know what I mean, but I left them alone.

It soon became clear that they were going to be awhile, especially since I heard fresh bouts of crying from both of them from behind the closed door. That couldn't have still been the pain of the spankings; I figured they were having an emotional scene with each other. So I went ahead and cooked dinner, since no one else was doing it.

I didn't see them for a while after that. They showered, one after the other, and then dressed and prettied themselves up for dinner. By the time they strolled into the dining room area, their eyes were no longer red. They were dressed to kill in low-cut blouses, smiling, and seemingly happy and content. Not even Cindy showed any resentment that I'd just given her a harsh spanking.

Mindy walked straight up to me and kissed me a little while, and Cindy stood back and watched. The aura wasn't that erotic though, and we all stayed fully dressed.

Mindy said, "Thanks, Honey, for being so patient. Cin and I had a heart-to-heart, and a lot of important things came out. The spankings served as a catalyst somehow. Amongst other things, the spanking you gave her made her realize that she needs you in her life in a big way. She admits that she's a natural submissive and needs a strong man to keep her in line. But she's also not comfortable with the 'cock slave' name or job description, if you can call it that. At least, not yet. She wants to be a part of this family, including sexually, but she's not quite sure how she'll fit in. So can you take it easy on her for a while?"

I looked back and forth between Mindy and Cindy. Cindy was looking down and profusely blushing. I said to my wife, "Okay, but why are you telling me this? Has Cindy been struck mute or something?"

"No," Mindy replied without even looking her way. "She's just shy. It's extremely embarrassing for a mature, independent woman to admit these things, you know. Since women's liberation... Well, let's just say that Cindy's stance would be a terrible disappointment to most of her female friends. Ditto with the spanking. It goes against everything she believes how an adult woman should behave. But she can't deny her powerful feelings."

"Is that true?" I looked at Cindy standing near me.

Cindy nodded silently.

I said to her, "Look, I'm sorry, but you're not going to get away with just a nod. You need to say what you want with your own lips. We're all friends here, and we all love each other, so don't worry. Whatever you say, I'll support you."

She was quiet at first, and looked anywhere but at Mindy and me, but finally she said, "It's like what Mindy just said. I can't deny that I love you - I've secretly loved and lusted after you for ages. I love having sex with you, and I love the way you treat me, even including the spanking. I think you're exactly what I need in my life right now, in so many ways."

She continued more reluctantly, "But... I have my pride, and being called a 'cock slave' is just too much. Mindy and I have talked about just what I could be... A second, backup wife? Assistant wife? A mistress? Lover? I dunno. Maybe we don't need a name, at least not just yet? ... This is so hard for me. I've been hurt by love, and by my husband in particular. I've been burned so badly. I'm afraid to commit, and I'm just... afraid!"

I pulled away from Mindy and went to Cindy. I smothered her in a hug.

She started to cry. Before long, she was bawling like a baby while holding onto me for dear life.

Mindy came close and hugged her from behind, so Cindy was completely enveloped between in hugs. She seemed to like that.

We were content to hug like that for a few minutes, but after a while I felt obliged to point out, "I've made some lasagna, and it's getting cold. Why don't we pour some wine and have a cozy dinner together?"

They both liked that idea, and a few minutes later the three of us were seated at the table and eating.

Very little was said as we ate, but there was a new and deeper bond between us. It felt like we'd come to a new understanding, although technically we hadn't yet. We all knew our futures were going to be closely entwined. The specifics had to be worked out, but our unified future was taken as a given now.

Once we'd finished eating, I suggested, "Cin, I'd love to hear what's bothering you. Maybe we can help."

She sighed. "It's not one thing, it's a bunch of things. I've been unhappy for a long time. I had a crap marriage with a crap husband for far too long, and since the divorce, all I can find are crap men who only want to have sex with me. You would think having a pretty face, exotic dark red hair, and a crackin' rack would be a plus, but my looks are actually a minus most of the time, because guys just want to have sex with me. Sadly, I was so sexually dissatisfied and needy that I gave in a few times, and that made me even more upset with myself. Naturally, the sex was crappy anyway."

She snorted derisively, obviously recalling some unsatisfying encounters. "When I compare those, or my ex-husband, to what you did to me last night at the dance hall... The way you just took me and fucked me... Good Lord!" She shook her head, as if trying to shake herself out of a daydream. "But let's not go there right now."

She continued, "I have a crap part-time job that's going nowhere and barely pays the bills. And 'cos it's only part time, I'm bored doing nothing but crappy cleaning around the house much of the time. My crap boss is a creep who seems to spend most of his time trying to stare down my blouse. I'll be hitting the big 4-0 soon, and that scares me to death."

She paused, and then went on, "Let's see, what else? My daughter - the only really bright spot in my life - has decided to become a cock slave to you, and that still disturbs me, but it arouses me even more. I'm seriously tempted to join her! How fucked up is that? I've just been spanked like a child, and totally humiliated in the process, and yet somehow that was one of the highlights of my week so far! Heck, of my YEAR! I don't understand what my body wants, but I seem to have some pretty fucked up fetishes or something. I don't know! Basically, my life is completely fucked up." She put her elbows on the table and her face in her hands.

I thought about what she'd said for a few moments, and then replied, "You know what I think? Maybe I'm out of line, but I'm gonna say it anyway. Until recently, I never thought much about dominance and submission, but now that's obviously on my mind a lot these days. I've known you for years, and you look confident enough on the outside, but when it comes to making tough decisions, you dither. Then, when you finally are forced to choose, you make bad choices. I don't know how to say this without sounding like an arrogant asshole, but I think you need guidance. You need somebody to tell you what to do. Frankly, you need to be dominated."

Cindy stared at me with her mouth and her eyes wide open, as if I'd just suggested she should have sex with a dead pony. But as she continued to stare, her gaze softened. Finally, she dropped her head, and said, "You're right. ... It's fucked up." She practically shouted, "I'm so fucked up!"

After a heavy sigh, she continued, "The scary thing is, when you say that, it gets me all aroused. Just hearing you say that one sentence, that I need to be dominated, sent shivers up and down my spine, and... other feelings elsewhere!"

She appeared too embarrassed to detail what those other feelings were. "There must be something wrong with me. It's probably genetic, and that's why Ruby is this way too. And based on a few things I suspect about my mother, not to mention my sister, I think the women in my family have a history of sexually serving strong, dominant, and virile men. The whole female side of the McGrath family is fucked up!"

Mindy spoke up. "Now, hold on. Why are you so convinced this is fucked up? There are a lot of different people in the world. Some are natural leaders and some are natural followers. Maybe it's our society that's fucked up to insist that everyone should try to be a leader, and there's something wrong with them if they're not."

I said, "Wow, nice, Sweetheart. Very perceptive, and not even a single joke in there."

"Actually, there was a fart joke in there, but it was very subtle and sublime. Much like the way my farts smell, by the way."

We all chuckled at that.

Mindy continued talking to Cindy, "Now, I'm not a natural leader like Dan here, but I'm not a natural follower either. I'm somewhere in between, and I suppose there are millions of people like that too. But when it comes to you, somehow, I find it easy to tell you what to do. The problem is, you usually don't take my advice. For instance, I told you for years and years to get rid of that loser husband of yours, and you never listened."

"That's true," Cindy replied sadly. "I wasted a good ten years of my life because I didn't listen. I dithered, just like Dan says."

I spoke up. "As an aside, I just want to mention that I don't know where people get the idea I'm a natural leader. In fact, I-"

"Awww, shut up," Mindy said, shocking me with her bluntness. "Sorry to be rude about it, but now's no time for modesty. I'm sure you really do believe that, but it's simply not true. Just look at how you're gathering cock slaves like bees to honey. You may not FEEL dominant all the time, but you give off a confident air that makes others want to follow you. Hell, you LOOK like a leader. You've got the kind of rugged and handsome face that makes for a good Hollywood leading man. It's something in the eyes, I think."

She furtively kicked me under the table for good measure, trying to make sure I got her message to stop my modest statements.

I realized what she was trying to do. Whether I was or wasn't naturally dominant was irrelevant. The important thing was that I had to project a 'take charge' image to Cindy, because that was what she needed right now.

My wife furthermore said to me, "Besides, you're hunky, rich, smart, successful, sexy, caring, and nice, and people naturally follow winners."

I certainly didn't feel as great as she said I was, but again, this wasn't the time to go on about my petty complaints. I'd been thinking off and on all day how I needed to be more decisive. "No More Mr. Nice Guy" was my new mantra. Now was the time to walk the walk and not just talk the talk.

I clapped my hands together, causing Cindy to raise her head from her hand and straighten up. "Right. Folks, I've just made a decision. Cindy, you ARE going to be one of my cock slaves from now on. I'm not going to be in your face about it, and we don't have to call you that all the time if it makes you feel uncomfortable, but the fact is, I'm going to take total control of you and your life. Especially sexually! From now on, I'm going to make all the important decisions in your life, with your and Mindy's input, of course."

Cindy stared at me for a long time, with one eyebrow raised. She seemed to be mulling that over without really showing her feelings.

I was growing increasingly nervous that I'd totally fucked up, but mindful of Mindy's hint that I had to at least appear dominant, I kept a resolute face.

Finally, Cindy asked, "And what if I don't like that?"

"Tough," I replied firmly, although I was all butterflies on the inside. "You can dither about everything else all you want, but you're NOT going to dither about your exact role as a part of our family. You are now a cock slave, period! Every day, your duty will be to serve me and my cock. I am your mater. Period! You've gone through the ceremony and it's a done deal. Do you have a problem with that?"

At the edge of my vision, I could see Mindy giving me the thumbs up.

"Not now." Cindy exhaled heavily, and looked around the room like she'd just realized where she was. "Oh my gosh, it's true! I really DON'T have a problem with that."

The astonishment was clear on her face as she carefully searched her feelings. "Dan, you're so right! What you said is exactly what I needed. I've been stressing and crying all day about what my relationship to you should be. I probably would have gone weeks, if not months, still stressing and feeling guilty as hell about it, constantly changing my mind and never fully committing. But now it's like a great weight has been lifted. I feel so much better, just like that!" She snapped her fingers.

Frankly, I was a bit surprised she didn't up and slap me instead. But once again, I'd taken a risk and it had paid off.

Mindy was delighted and didn't try to hide it. However, she pressed Cindy, "Wait a minute, girl. Remember the whole package. I don't want there to be any kind of misunderstanding as to what you've agreed to already. You're not just agreeing to become Dan's good friend with benefits or something like that. You have turned yourself, body and soul, over to him. He owns you in every way, does he not?"

Cindy bent down and shyly nodded. She started to fiddle with the top button on her blouse.

I thought Mindy had made her point and I was about to speak again. But my wife continued, "A cock slave is just that. It means... No, you tell me, tell us, what it means to you."

Cindy continued to stare at the table, afraid to make eye contact with anyone, and most especially with me. Her face was reddening. Finally, she said, "It means... It's like you said. Dan owns me, body and soul. I'm his... his... his slave."

She quietly whispered the word 'slave' like she was revealing the most shocking secret imaginable. "I'm his sex slave, obviously, er, or one of them, I mean... Any time he wants to fuck me, he can, and he will. But, uh... I'm his slave in every way. His control over me is total!"

"Very good," Mindy said, like a teacher approving of a student who'd been studying hard and was finally doing well.

Cindy was still absent-mindedly fiddling with her buttons, and she'd unbuttoned the top one and was working on the one below it. Her cleavage was starting to come into view.

Mindy leaned over the table towards Cindy, her questions getting more urgent. "And why are you called a 'cock slave,' and not just a slave?"

"Because... because... God, this is so hard!"

Mindy reached across the table and stroked Cindy's upper arm encouragingly (she couldn't hold hands since Cindy was still fiddling with her buttons). "It's okay. We all love you. Tell us how you feel."

Cindy took a deep breath, gathering courage. "It's because Dan is not just a natural master, he's a man. And he has a cock. And... it's a wonderful, thick, demanding cock! VERY big! Very demanding! Very special! It needs... it needs to be... served. Serviced. Constantly!"

Her chest was heaving as her arousal grew. "As a cock slave, I'm literally a slave to his cock! My job is to keep his cock hard and happy, so he'll always be happy. It's up to me to pleasure it with my mouth. A cock slave has to be a great cocksucker first and foremost. Everybody knows that. But I'll also pleasure him with my hands, my breasts, my pussy... even my ass! Basically, my entire body is a vessel to stimulate and satisfy him!"

She was extremely distracted, still staring at the table like it held all the answers, so I doubt she consciously realized what her hands were doing. She was no longer just fiddling with her buttons, she was rapidly unbuttoning her way down the front of her blouse. Her deep cleavage was quickly coming into view, only slightly hidden by the fact that she still wore a bra.

Mindy continued to press, "Good answer. But does it bother you to be a mere cock slave, to be merely one of his cock slaves, along with your own daughter?"

"YES!" Cindy exploded in frustration. "God, yes! So much! It shames me! I hate it! But I..." - her voice dropped down to a whisper - "but I love it too!" Her voice grew in strength a little bit. "I don't understand why, but I do. I've never been so... happy! So... satisfied!"

I asked, "So why do you look like you're about to break into tears?"

"Because I am! But I don't know if they're tears of sadness or joy, or what! I'm just emotionally overwhelmed!" She let go of her blouse and waved her hands frantically in the air.

"Come here," I commanded. "Sit in my lap."

She didn't hesitate. She came to my chair and plopped right into my lap, and then squeezed me tight. "Oh, Dan! This is so hard! I know it's the right thing to do, but it's torture too. I'm so set in my ways, and this is such a big change. I was about to call you 'Master,' but I can't. Not yet. This is like... torture!"

Naturally I had a boner after this conversation, and she sat right on it, but I pretended not to notice. I stroked her reddish-brown hair. "Don't worry. If it's not something you want, you don't have to do it. I don't want you to feel tortured."

She sat up somewhat, gathering her willpower together. "No, I'm good. Don't let me back down now. I'm in this all the way. I want to be your slut, your slave, so very, very much! I want you to lust for me and want me just as much as you want your wife and your other slaves. But society tells me I shouldn't feel that way. But... but... I want to! No, I NEED to!"

She continued, "It's just that I ask all of you to have patience with me. It's one thing for the girls to eagerly leap into this; they don't know much else. I'm sure that, soon, they'll be unable to conceive of any other kind of existence except being your slave. Your cock is the only one they'll ever know and love. But not me. I'm used to marriage and other normal relationships. So it's gonna take me longer to adjust. Plus, as you point out, I'm a waffler. But I can do this. I can!"

I tenderly ran a hand through her gorgeous dark red hair. Since I was on a roll, I said, "Good. Tomorrow, you're going to quit your job."

She looked up into my face, aghast. "I can't do that!"

I gave her my best "brook no dissent" stare. "You can and you will. You'll give your two-week's notice, and by the end of those two weeks, we'll find you a better job, one that you might actually like. Look at it this way, it can't get any worse, and your boss can't get any worse."

She fretted, "I don't know about that. I've had a lot of disappointments in my life, and one thing I've learned is that things most definitely CAN get worse. Besides, I'm barely scraping by. If it weren't for my ex-husband's alimony-"

I interrupted, "I may be your master now, but I'm a kind and loving master. I won't let you hit hard times. Mindy and I aren't hurting for money, and we'll cover you if need be, until you get back on your feet. Right, dear?"

Mindy nodded and said, "Of course. This means we ARE family. The bond between master and slave is as strong as the bond between husband and wife, and even more permanent, since divorce is not an option. We have your back on this and much, much more."

She leaned over and whispered to me, "I really like what you're doing. Keep it up!"

Naturally, Cindy heard that too, since she was in my lap, still hugging me.

Emboldened, I continued, "Frankly, Cin, you're gorgeous, and that means money. Now, don't get me wrong, I'm not talking about you becoming a hooker or stripper or anything like that. I'd never let something like that happen to you, not least because I want you all for myself. Mostly though, I love you, and I'm going to look after you and not let anyone exploit you."

"Except for you," Mindy butted in. I couldn't tell just how serious she was, and she seemed amused, but it basically was a valid point in any case.

I decided to really hype up the dominant-submissive theme, since she was eating that up. "Yes, except for me. When you wake up in the morning, I want your first thought to be 'What can I do to make Dan's life better and his cock more satisfied?' And when you go to sleep at night, I hope it's with a pint of my sperm in your stomach, and another pint in your pussy, plus a satisfied smile on your face." (I knew the "pint" part at least was wildly impossible, but I was speaking for effect.)

Cindy whispered, nearly inaudibly, "That is so fucking hot! I'd love to feel your cum sloshing around inside me, like I was... some kind of partly-filled water balloon! Is that weird or what? But I love it!" She unbuttoned a couple more buttons on her blouse, even as she remained in my embrace.

I continued, "Cin, everybody loves a beautiful woman and a pretty face, not to mention an impressive bust. So what I'm thinking is that you've been wasted and underpaid in your job. There's no shortage of service industry jobs where you can make a killing just from smiling and looking good. Plus, you have good secretarial skills from past jobs, and you're smart too. You could make a lot of money as an executive secretary to some big muckety-muck. Let's face it: most of those are male, and all things being equal, he's gonna want some nice eye candy."

She still seemed uncertain. "But what if that guy expects me to put out?"

"Guys can always hope, of course, but with all the rules about sexual harassment these days, nobody can force you to do anything. And if they try, they'll have to answer to me. I'm going to guide you and protect you, and keep you from harm."

"Really? You'd do that for me?!" She squeezed my upper torso tighter. She bounced a little on my boner trapped under her ass too.

"Cin, you and Min have been pretty close friends for years, maybe even the best of friends. I've come to know you pretty well along the way, and even love you. True, until recently, it was agape love, plus a serious appreciation of just how beautiful you are. But now we've actually fucked, and I love you in every kind of way."

I continued to sincerely explain, "The way I look at it, being a cock slave is not just a one-way street. For instance, I consider your sexual pleasure just as important as my own. As your master, you're in my care, and I have to take full responsibility for you. Look what happened to Sue Ellen. I met her old boyfriend, who was being difficult, and I was fully prepared to fight him, even though he was bigger than me. Luckily, that didn't happen, but I was willing to get hurt for her. And I'd do the same for you, or for anyone else in our new family. I love you."

I realized as I said it just how true every word of that was. It felt really good being able to say 'I love you' point blank like that, and not have to try to minimize or brush away my feelings. She was so much like Mindy, but Mindy was tough, whereas Cindy had more of a 'wounded bird' aura. I wanted to hold her and keep her safe, and now I was finally in a position to do just that.

Cindy looked at me with amazement, like she was seeing me for the first time. "Dan! You'd do all that for me?"

"I wouldn't even have to think twice about it," I said confidently. "We're going to turn your life around, starting now. Actually, you don't really have it so bad. Nobody's died or been seriously maimed or anything permanently undoable like that. It's just that you've been down in the dumps and drifting for ages. I think your problems are easily fixable, and we're going to fix them."

Cindy seemed speechless. She squeezed me so tightly, I thought she was going to break something. "Dan! Thank you! Thank you so very much! I feel so loved! I already feel like a million dollars!" Then she kissed me on the lips.

As Cindy seemingly tried to both kiss and squeeze me to death, I looked over at Mindy, still sitting next to me. I gave her a look that basically asked her if she was okay with all this. After all, I'd just announced that I loved Cindy in every way, and most women would have felt threatened by that.

Mindy did look a bit apprehensive, but she silently nodded that she was approving of what I'd said. She moved in close and hugged both of us.




Chapter 67



We tried to incorporate Mindy into a group hug, but as I was sitting and Cindy was on my lap, it felt like Mindy was on the outside. So I stood up, allowing the three of us could hug on equal terms.

Just then, the phone rang. The timing was lousy, but I felt obliged to cross the room and pick up the receiver from the wall. I'd half-expected it to be a telemarketer, since this was about the time they usually called, but it turned out to be Ruby, calling from the video store.

"Hey, Daddy!" she said brightly. "What's up?"

"What's up with me? What's up with you? Why are you calling?"

"Michelle and I are soooo bored. It's an especially slow night here. I'm taking my fifteen-minute break, and I thought: what better way to spend it than talking to you?"

By this time, Mindy and Cindy both sidled up next to me, annoyed I was on the phone. Mindy gave me a look indicating she wanted to know who I was speaking with. I obligingly mouthed, "Ruby."

At that, both of the women smiled. The atmosphere hadn't been very sexual, since we'd been dealing with Cindy's distress (although Cindy's blouse was unbuttoned down to her belly button). But with the group hug seeming to signify that we'd resolved our discussion, Cindy in particular was very excited, so much so that she couldn't keep still. After seeing me mouth Ruby's name, she started to frantically pace around the room, like she couldn't wait until I got off the phone.

I replied to Ruby, "Are you talking in private?"

"Verrrry private! Michelle is manning the store out in front, and I'm in the storage room in the back. If anyone is gonna come near, she'll give me the signal. But I'm dying to know: did you give Min and Cin a harsh spanking already?"

"Uuuuhhhh... Um, what did you say? Oh. Right. Yeah, I did."

Ruby giggled. "Dad, you sound more than a little bit distracted. Are you thinking about my hot body? Are you picturing the way I'm running my hands over my big boobs right now? 'Cos that's what I'm doing!"

"Um, that's nice, and, uh, sexy, but actually, I'm somewhat distracted because Min has just fished my dick out of my pants and is starting to stroke it. But the big distraction is the way Cindy is performing a striptease right in front of me." Indeed, that's exactly what was happening!

Luckily, Ruby wasn't upset that I wasn't thinking mainly of her. In fact, she sounded positively delighted by my comment. "Oh, cooool! Go, Mom! Tell me more! What's she doing exactly?"

I forced myself to concentrate, since it wasn't easy describing something while being jacked off. "Uh, well, for starters, there's no denying that your mother is one sexy lady. She was feeling pretty depressed earlier, but I put my foot down and told her she's my cock slave, and that's that."

"You didn't!" Ruby squealed with excitement. "That's too hot! But don't forget: she's not just your cock slave, she's ONE OF your cock slaves! I'm fucking enslaved to your fuckin' fat cock too!"

Ruby was so loud and enthusiastic that I had to ask her, "Are you SURE you're in a really private spot? If someone can overhear you-"

"Chill! We're waaay ahead of you. The door is thick and locked. We're playing a noisy action movie extra loudly up front too. I doubt even Michelle could hear if I cried out. But what's Mom doing?"

I asked, "Aren't you even going to ask how Cindy responded to my ultimatum?"

"No! Duh! For starters she's not brain-damaged, so of course she said yes. Besides, you told me she's doing a striptease for you right now. Does that sound like someone who said no?" She giggled.

I realized she had me with that second point. "Hrm. Lucky guess."

She giggled some more. "So anyway, what's she doing as we speak?!"

"Oh. Right." I stared at Cindy as I spoke. "She just took her bra off while keeping her blouse on, but now she's slowly working on removing that too. You should see the way her hips are gyrating as she bends over right in front of me. I don't know why she's so worked up, but she's giving it her all. ... Damn! She could be a professional dancer, what with the way she's moving so gracefully. And without any music playing, even!"

I feared I must have said something wrong, because Cindy suddenly stopped dancing, and Mindy just as suddenly stopped stroking my boner and walked away.

Annoyed, Cindy walked up to me and snatched the phone out of my hand. "Ruby, this is your mother. Don't listen to your hunky but foolish father and master. All the blood must have drained from his big head to his little head, as usual."

She sighed contentedly as she wrapped her fingers around my erection. She began to stroke it as she talked. "He doesn't know why I'm worked up? He must be brain damaged! You should have been here and heard him take charge! He told me exactly how it was going to be and I had no say in the matter! It was the most arousing thing ever!"

It turned out that Mindy had walked into the living room to turn on the stereo. Loud Motown music started to blast. I recognized the song "Ball of Confusion" by the Temptations. But rather than walk back, she started to strip to the music in that room. I could see the living room from where I was in the dining room, but she was still a ways off.

I couldn't hear what Ruby had asked since I no longer held the phone, but Cindy replied, "Yes! As a matter of fact, I'm holding it in my hand right now, giving it a good wank! It's just as thick and yummy looking as always."

She looked down at her sliding fingers and licked her lips hungrily. "But even you don't understand how happy I am! I'm sitting topless in his lap but it feels like I'm sitting on top of the world! Between the way he firmly spanked Mindy and me earlier, and then the way he took control of my entire life, I'm beginning to understand why you girls get so uncontrollably horny whenever he puts you in your place."

Ruby said something I couldn't catch.

Cindy laughed. "Yeah, that too! Yesterday, I started to feel the joy of submission, and Gaawwwd, what a rush that can be! But tonight, it's like a never-ending erotic buzz, knowing that I'm no longer free, that my purpose is to serve. ... Yes! Exactly! You too? ... Wait... Mindy's waving us over. Good God, you should look at HER! Wow! Hold on."

Cindy put the phone down, but she kept a firm grip on my erection. "Come on, big boy, into the living room! There's another phone there." She let go of my boner with a final, firm squeeze, and then scurried into the adjoining room. As soon as she picked up that phone, I put mine down.

While I walked to the next room, Cindy put the receiver down, and said, "Ruby, can you hear me? I've got you on speaker phone, I think."

"Yes, Mom," Ruby replied over the speaker phone. "This is much better! Can you hear me? What's happening now?"

Cindy had her hand back on my shaft, now that I had walked back to her. She immediately dropped to her knees in front of me and resumed jacking me off. "Mindy's dancing up a storm, and throwing her clothes this way and that. Naturally, I'm giving the King a good wank, so Dan can properly enjoy watching her. I feel like it's burning up in my hands. It's really HOT! I swear, everything in this house is hot! It's like an inferno of lust here!"

"I know!" Ruby agreed. "Especially the part about how delightfully warm Daddy's cock always feels in my hands. But I can't see! What's Mindy doing now?"

"She's down to just her skirt, the saucy little bitch!" Cindy replied, her eyes fiery with desire as she watched my wife's every move. "How she can dance like that in high heels is beyond me. But I suppose it's worth it, 'cos her long legs look extra sexy! She's being very coy about her boobs too. Even though she's topless, she's somehow always keeping an arm or hand partially blocking the view, the sneaky little tease! God, this is fun!"

Ruby asked breathlessly, "What's happening to Daddy's cock? Give me an update!"

"I'm still stroking it, of course," Cindy said proudly.

"Oh GOD!" Ruby squealed like that was the most shocking and amazing news she'd ever heard. "And how are you and him positioned?"

"The very BEST way! He's standing and I'm kneeling! Unfortunately I'm still dressed from the waist on down, but that's 'cos I simply can't stop jacking him off, and with two hands!"

Ruby squealed again. "Ooooh! I love it! Are you taking good care of it? Have you got a couple fingers constantly rubbing his sweet spot, no matter what else you do? That's the most important spot!"

"But of course! It feels sooooo good! I can barely even get my fingers around it, and now they're all sticky with his pre-cum."

"Oh God!" Ruby squealed like that was shocking news.

"That reminds me. Mindy got me to confess all my true feelings. She had me admit what's blatantly obvious, but oh so wonderfully true: as one of Dan's cock slaves, I'm a SLAVE to his COCK! I'm literally enslaved to it, to pleasuring it and loving it!"

Ruby squealed even louder, like she'd just been stabbed. "Aaaaiiiieeee! I KNOW! Isn't it AWESOME?! Sometimes, that's all I can think about. Like right now, I neeeeed it in my hands or mouth! Or buried in my cleavage, with my lips on the tip! I'm sooooo jealous! You've got it in your hands right now, and I'm stuck here!"

"I know! It's actually too hot to handle! I'm about to burn up!" Cindy stood up, but still kept stroking my dick. "Here, Mindy, can you take over for a while? I'm so horny and excited that I just have to dance!"

So Mindy and Cindy changed places. My erection was only untended for a few seconds as they handed it off like a baton in a race. But I took the opportunity to sit down in an easy chair. And Mindy only jacked me off for a few seconds before she decided that cocksucking would be more fun.

"Ruby, can you still hear me?" Cindy asked, since she was farther from the phone now.

"Yeah, Mom! What's up?"

"I'm dancing again now. And Mindy, bless her slutty heart, she's on her knees, worshipping at the altar of the King with her tongue, if you know what I mean!"

"I do!" Ruby giggled. "Oh God, I do! I'm literally DROOLING here, thinking about it sliding between my lips! Is she totally nude, with her arms pinned behind her back, and her head bobbing frantically up and down, like a good slave?"

"Well, mostly," Cindy explained, even as she kept on grooving in a very sexy and uninhibited manner. "Remember that she's a wife, not a slave, so she can do what she wants. She's wearing nothing but high heels, naturally, and she's holding Dan's balls and cock with her hands as she sucks. But yeah, she's bobbing up a storm, from what I can see. Damn, how can she cram all that thick fuck-meat in her mouth so fast and easily? I just don't understand it!"

"Oh God!" Ruby squealed.

Cindy asked, "Can you hear her? I don't know if you can with the music playing, but she's slurping pretty loudly. SSSSH! Listen!"

Indeed, Mindy seemed to be making as much sucking noise as she could.

Apparently, Ruby heard, because she yelled, "BEST. WORK. BREAK. EVER! This is so great! I'm totally naked now too! I'm jilling myself so fast, imagining those are MY lips doing all the sliding! Ha! Michelle's gonna be soooo jealous she missed this!"

Upon hearing her say she was naked, I grew concerned. "Ruby, be careful! Don't get too carried away! You might get in trouble!" I ran my hands through Min's blonde hair as her head steadily bobbed on me.

"How? Michelle's the only other one working tonight, and she's got the key. No one else can come in. Besides, Daddy, you know my body belongs to YOU only! So what if someone sees? I'll proudly tell them I'm your sex slaaaave, just like my mom!"

Despite the phone call and the great blowjob, I was trying to focus on Cindy's sexy dancing right in front of me. I hoped and assumed Ruby was exaggerating for effect and she'd never tell anyone that.

Cindy was dancing like she was twenty years younger. She must have meant it when she'd said she didn't understand how Mindy could dance in high heels, because she'd kicked hers off. But admittedly, they had different dancing styles, and Cindy was dancing much more energetically, churning her hips and frequently waving her arms up high. She quickly lost the rest of her clothes, but unlike Mindy, she made no effort to keep her privates covered. Instead, she was going all out, like her body was possessed by the music.

Now that she was fully naked, I could see how red her ass cheeks still were. I hadn't really gotten a good view of Mindy's ass, since she'd kept her skirt on until right before she bent down to blow me, and she was sitting on her ass now. But I figured it was probably just as red from an equally harsh spanking. I felt guilty seeing the spanking's effect, but aroused too.

Cindy shrieked to her redheaded daughter, "Say that again! I'm so fuckin' HORNY!"

Ruby was quite obviously panting, and I could only imagine what her hands were doing to her hard and curvy body. "I said, I'm his cock slave! And so are you! Dan owns all of us! We have NO free will! All we can do is suck and fuck and serve!"

Cindy's eyes glazed over, like she'd turned into some kind of sex zombie. She stopped dancing and walked over to where Mindy was kneeling. She bent over, causing her bare tits to sway wildly, and tapped Mindy's back. "Um, Min? You know my favorite rule, 'Share the cock?' Shouldn't we be practicing that right now?"

"That seems to be everyone's favorite rule." Mindy chuckled as she scooted over. "But sure. With my handsome and hunky horse hung hubby, there's always plenty of cock to go around."

Cindy knelt down next to my wife. Then I closed my legs as much as I could, pinning the two of them tightly next to each other. Once she was settled in, Cindy rather aggressively took over bobbing on my cockhead, and then some.

That left Mindy a bit out in the cold, but she didn't seem to mind, and just chuckled again. She could see that Cindy was worked up to a fever pitch and really needed it. So instead, she went to work tugging and sucking my balls. She alternated putting one in her mouth, and then the other. With the way Cindy's lips were flying up and down my shaft, she made sure to stay clear of Cindy's frantic movements.

I was already worked up, but with the two of them on me at once, I was headed to Heaven. "OH! GAAWWWD!" I cried out a few moments later.

"What?" Ruby asked anxiously. "What's happening?! Tell me what's going on! Nobody's talking anymore!"

"That's 'cos I'm the only mouth not occupied!" I somehow managed to gasp out.

"Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!" Ruby panted.

"AH!" I yelled. The urge to cum was overwhelming! Cindy was bobbing tightly and using expert tongue moves that aroused me so much, it almost made Mindy's assistance superfluous.

"What?! What's going on?!" Ruby asked again. She sounded pretty winded too.

I tried to explain, "It's just... Cin, she's so... So... She's... UGH!" My eyes were rolling up into my head, and I was grasping onto the chair's armrests for dear life.

Ruby cheered, "That's it, Mom! Suck it! Suck it good! Show Daddy all your love with the way you gobble it all down! Choke and suck and slurp until tears leak from your eyes!"

Mindy was licking around the base of my shaft now, while still playing with my balls with her fingers, so she was able to explain to Ruby, "You should see your mother. Her head is a blur, she's bobbing so fast! She needs Dan's cum pretty bad! He's gonna blow any second, I'm sure! Oh, and Cin, when you do get him off, save some cum for me, okay? Let him spray both our slutty faces!"

I didn't last much longer than that, especially since, on top of everything else, I could hear Ruby grunting rhythmically like she was being royally fucked. I moaned and groaned like I was giving birth. Luckily, I was just sitting; had I been standing, I would have crumpled to the floor for sure.

"Please... What's happening?!" Ruby asked even more frantically, all but shouting to be heard over the moaning. "Is he cumming?"

"CUMMING!" Mindy cried out. It appeared that she was cumming too, judging from her tone of voice. And Cindy was definitely having a great orgasm. I couldn't hear it so much as feel it, from the way her lips trembled around my spurting cock. I could even sense her arm shaking against my leg.

Ruby started squealing into the phone like a stuck pig, so I could only assume she was frigging herself to ecstasy.

Cindy never let up. She just kept sucking and sucking with caved cheeks, like it was her life mission to drain my balls completely dry. She finally stopped when my dick was fully flaccid.

So it wasn't a big surprise that all of us were too wiped out to talk for the next few minutes, as we all came down from our erotic highs. Mindy and Cindy remained kneeling between my legs, but they were more resting against me, their heads against my thighs like they were about to take naps.

Cindy in particular seemed pretty wiped out. No doubt that was due to her much more frenzied dancing, plus her equally passionate head bobbing. The sweat was pouring down her face and even dampened my pant leg a little bit.

I noticed that she did have tears leaking from her eyes, just as Ruby hoped she would. I felt bad because I didn't want her to suffer like that. I was reminded yet again that Cindy wasn't accustomed to my size the way Mindy was, and I wondered how long it would take for that to get rectified.

Finally, Cindy tried to speak. She sort of mumbled, "Sorry, I got a little carried away there. I got too greedy. Once I had his thickness in my mouth... UGH! And what a struggle that was! It never gets easier, does it? At least not by much. But I wanted it so much that I took the whole thing in my mouth in one fell swoop! Then, with my lips sliding back and forth and with my tongue flitting all over his sweet spot, I just couldn't pull back, not even to save my life!"

She'd been explaining that to Ruby as much as to Mindy, but then she told Mindy more directly, "But I really did mean to share, and I still have most of his load in my mouth. I've been trying to save it for you. You want a taste?"

Mindy was eager. "Do I ever!"

However, the two of them were so exhausted that it took another minute or two for them to get into position. When they started to kiss, it was more of a careful sharing of cum from one mouth to another than any fevered French kissing.

At least, that's how it started. Another minute passed, and then another. Pretty soon, I got the impression that the cum was gone and forgotten, and yet the kissing became more energetic and intense.

Ruby had been so silent on the speakerphone that I forgot she was still there. However, I was reminded when she eventually asked, "What's happening now?"

I replied, "The two naughty ladies have been snowballing. You know what that is?"

"Definitely! Wow!"

"Wait a minute," I said. "Ruby, is that you? That sounds more like... Michelle?"

"No, that's me," Ruby hastily replied.

But I knew what I'd heard. "Ruby, don't lie to me. Are you there all alone?"

"Yeah. Of course. How could I not be?"

However, I heard some conflict in her voice. I barked, "I said, don't lie to me! What kind of cock slave are you if you lie to your master? I'll give you one more chance to come clean, before you're going to be due for another harsh spanking. Is Michelle in the room with you?"

"Yes." Ruby's voice was tiny, but her answer was unmistakable.

Cindy and Mindy had obviously been listening, because they stopped their kissing and turned their heads towards the phone in an attempt to hear a little better.

"Damn you!" Michelle cried out to Ruby in obvious frustration. "Traitor!"

"Hey! I had to!" Ruby shot back. "He's my master! And he's yours too, so you need to act like it! Besides, I'm not gonna go through another one of those harsh spankings. I can barely sit now as it is!"

Michelle cursed, "Bitch!" I heard the sound of struggling.

Fearing they were having a full-blown catfight, I shouted, "HEY! Stop! Both of you, freeze!" I feared I had little control just talking over the phone, so I was relieved that the scuffling noises came to a sudden halt. "Shelle, keep your hands off Ruby, and that's an order! Just what do you think you're doing? Who's manning the front of the store?"

"Relax! Don't worry, I've got it covered," Michelle replied confidently. "I just locked up and put a 'Back in 15 minutes' sign on the door. The place was dead anyway."

I pointed out, "Yeah, but these are still prime evening hours. You can't do that. What if your boss finds out?"

"Then I'll be fired, and I can get out of this stupid job, and go home to be a devoted Daddy-pleasing cock slave 24-7, like I should be in the first place!"

I growled, "If you do anything to jeopardize your job there, ANYTHING, so help me God, I will make your life a complete misery!"

She whined, "It's a complete misery now! It's not fair that Ruby gets to hear all kinds of sexy stuff, strip naked, and masturbate herself to joyous oblivion, while I have to stand behind the counter in my stupid totally unsexy video shop polo shirt and a BRA! UGH! And I have to say, 'Thank you, sir. Can I help you find what you've been looking for? Have a nice day. Blah blah blah. Blah-de-blah, blah-de-blad-de, blah-blah-blah!'" She said this quote is in a mocking nasal whine.

She continued more passionately, "I should be home, naked, collared, and chained, sitting on the floor between your knees, saying, 'Thank you, Daddy-Master! Thank you for unloading your sweet cum all over my face yet again. Can I help you find another hot, tight hole to stick your magnificent cock in? Please take my ass this time. It really needs you!' That's what this rockin' bombshell body of mine was made for, and you know it! But nooooOOOOOoooo! Apparently, that's too much to ask! Meanwhile, Cindy and Mom get to-"

Michelle was on a roll, and she was clearly just getting started on her rant. I had to speak loudly and sharply to cut in. "Michelle! Quiet! Now, answer me this: are you wearing any clothes right now?"

"Well, no, but that stupid uniform-"

"Not even panties?"

"Well, I would have kept them on, but how am I supposed to rub my-"

"No buts! Start dressing this instant! And get back to your job before you get in big trouble! Ruby, check on her to see she's being good."

"And if I don't?" Michelle asked defiantly, even menacingly.

I realized my ability to use the 'stick' on her was limited in this situation, so I tried for the 'carrot' instead. "Well, I was thinking, since Cin and Min just gave me a great dual blowjob right now, wouldn't it be great to have another one from the Gruesome Twosome when you come home from work later tonight? But forget it! Not after you're being so defiant and difficult!"

"No!" Michelle gasped.

I added, "And if you don't reopen the store within the next five minutes, you can forget all about any kind of wake-up tickle attack tomorrow morning too!"

"Daddy, you're awful! That's just cruel! You can't really mean that."

"I do. And I'm looking at the clock right here, so you'd better get moving."

I glanced towards Cindy and Mindy. They both nodded approvingly at my disciplinary methods. Their heads were still nuzzled in between my legs, although my penis was flaccid and the erotic mood had passed. Apparently, they just found it comfy and reassuring there.

Ruby spoke up. "Daddy, you're not going to cancel that late night blowjob with me too, are you? I didn't do anything wrong."

"Yes, you did. You went along with Michelle's games and didn't tell me anything. I might not have noticed if she didn't accidentally blurt out a few words."

"Damn!" Michelle complained, obviously ruing her mistake again.

I heard Ruby growl at Michelle, "You're soooo dead!" The voice sounded distant, like she was holding the phone away from her head.

Still playing the tough guy, I added, "Ruby, you get dressed too. We had our fun, everybody had a nice cum together, but it's time to get back to work."

Cindy chimed in, "Listen to your master. He knows what's good for you."

And Mindy added, "Ditto from me, Michelle! Daddy's not the only one who's gonna open up a can of whoopass all over your sexy butt if you don't take your job seriously!" She couldn't resist adding a joke, "In fact, I bought a big can of whoopass at Trader Joe's today, just for you. It was on sale."

Playing along, I joked, "Did you get the organic kind?"

"Of course! It's free range too!" She laughed.

Michelle sighed. "I wish he'd open up some other things over my ass, like the fly on his pants. But okay already. Sheesh! I'm putting my bra back on as we speak."

Ruby sighed. "Can we at least take these kinds of phone call breaks in the future? This job is soooooo slow, and everything is so exciting at home... You've gotta give us something to look forward to!"

"I highly doubt it," I said. "It's not safe. I'll have to go in there and check out the security situation one of these days, but my gut instinct says no."

I heard a frustrated moan in stereo from the two girls.

There was more griping and complaining over the next couple of minutes, but all signs indicated the girls were putting their clothes back on and making themselves presentable. Michelle seemingly couldn't complain enough times how unfair it was that Ruby had a nice cum, whereas she'd barely gotten her clothes off before she had to put them back on, but her words fell on deaf ears.

Just when everything had settled down and I was about to say my good-byes, Mindy spoke towards the phone. "Girls, I have some shocking news: Dan is actually a cyborg."

"What?" Ruby asked in confusion. She added with chagrin, "Oh. Some kind of Mindy humor."

"No, it's true," Mindy said with a deadpan tone, puzzling me greatly. "I know it's shocking and disturbing, but there's no other explanation. You see, the King is rising again, and that's just not humanly possible. Ergo, he's some kind of cyborg or robot. But we still love you, Honey."

She smiled at me and kissed the air in my general direction, making a loud smacking sound for the benefit of the girls.

I looked down at my groin to make sure I wasn't mistaken. As I'd thought, my penis was as flaccid as ever, so I didn't know what she was going on about. Was this some weird Mindy joke going over my head? Probably, I figured, since that happened to me quite a lot.

Then Cindy said, "Oh my goodness! Min, you're right! Look at all that thick cock, rising up like a rocket! ... Mmmm. It tastes great too!"

Now I was really confused, because Cindy was making ostentatious licking noises, but her mouth wasn't near my still-flaccid penis. Then it finally dawned on me they were playing some kind of game on the girls.

"But a bit metallic, you must admit," Mindy said, still joking.

"That's just 'cos it's hard as steel!" Cindy exclaimed. "Okay, who's turn? I don't know if my jaw can handle cramming all that cock-meat down my throat again!"

Michelle and Ruby groaned in a combination of lust and frustration.

Obviously having a ball, Mindy said, "Honey, do you like that move Cindy is doing right now? You know, the way she's licking from the root of your cock aaaaaall the way to the tip, and then back down?"

Playing along with their game, I replied, "Sure! I love it!"

"But she's soooo slow," Mindy pretended to complain. "She spends most of her time just making circles over your sweet spot. It's like she loves your fat tree trunk of a cock so much, she can't help herself!"

"I love that too!" I moaned lustily, trying to make it sound like I was already teetering on the edge of another climax.

"That's it!" Michelle said firmly. "I'm coming home right this instant, even if I have to walk! Hell, run!"

"You will do no such thing," Mindy said, taking the words out of my mouth. "Part of life is having to wait. Absence makes the heart grow fonder, and all that jazz. Or, all this jizz, as the case may be." She chuckled.

"That's easy for you to say," Michelle griped. "I'll bet you've got your hand around it, and you're happy as a clam, stroking his hot fuck stick!"

"No, actually, I'm holding back so Cindy can have another nice long lick, aaaaaall the way from the top to the bottom. How is it, Cin?"

"Mmmm! Yum!"

"Am I right? Can you taste the metal?" Mindy asked.

Cindy chuckled at that. "No. I think it's safe to say that if Dan's a cyborg, this part is all human. All man! All yummy too. MMMM!" Neither of them were so much as touching my privates, and it was a good thing too, since I was wiped out.

"GRRR!" Michelle complained. "Now you're just being mean!"

Mindy replied, "Daughter, we are. To be honest, we've been putting you on. Right now, you and Ruby are being very BAD cock slaves. Enthusiasm is all well and good, and you've got plenty of that, but any slave worth their salt has to learn to obey as well. If you two have a chance to talk there in private, you should consider what you can do to be better cock slaves."

Ruby grumbled, "That's all we've got, is time to talk. Most people just drop their videos in the slot out in front."

I was surprised neither girl asked what Mindy meant with her "putting you on" comment. Maybe they missed it?

Mindy continued, "Well then, consider that it's not just a matter of having perfect, fuckable bodies, or an endless lust to pleasure your Daddy's cock - you have to learn not to be a demanding, uppity PAIN in the ASS! If you're serious about being his ideal cock slaves-"

"We ARE!" The girls yelled simultaneously.

Ruby added with annoyance, "Why doesn't anyone ever believe us?"

Mindy said, "Well, if you are, then you need to consider what you need to do to make HIM happy, and not just always satisfying your own lusts and wants. Don't you agree, Cin?"

Cindy had actually revived enough to get up and sit in my lap. It was great to have a sexy nude woman cuddling me and another still between my legs, but my penis remained as dead as ever. This getting older crap was really annoying.

However, Cindy seemed to figure that if the girls hadn't caught Mindy's hint yet, she might as well continue to pretend she was in the middle of a fantastic blowjob. So she just muttered, "MMMM!" Then she made some particularly loud slurpy noises. She winked at me, obviously having a lot of fun with this deception.

Mindy said, "In fact, now that I think about it, I think we should add a Cock Slave Rule Number Five: 'Daddy comes first.'"

Michelle asked, "What does THAT mean? It's so vague!"

"It means what it means," Mindy replied cryptically. "I would have thought it wasn't necessary, since it pretty much goes without saying that the needs of the master naturally come before the needs of the slaves. But Michelle, you especially are being so difficult and demanding that we need to spell it out. In short, what Daddy says, goes. If he says 'drop to your knees and suck,' you drop to your knees and suck his fat cock like your life depends on it! But that's the easy part. If he says stay at work and finish your shift, you do just that too, and with a smile on your face to boot. That's part of being his slave too. Do I make myself clear?"

Michelle griped, "Any chance he can give that first order right now instead of the second one?"

"No."

I was glad Mindy was being the "tough guy" this time, so I didn't have to say much.

Michelle went on, "I know this goes against every rule of a good haremocracy, but since a new rule is such an important thing, can we at least put this up for a vote?" She sighed as she immediately changed her mind. "Wait. Scratch that. A vote DOES go against everything I hold dear. But I haven't even heard what Daddy has to say about it. HE needs to give his okay!"

My wife looked at me to make sure I was okay with this. I nodded, quite happy with her approach, as well as the new rule.

Okay, I know I was being kind of a selfish bastard in allowing such a rule, but I figured I'd make up for it later by forcing the two Hellions to really go on dates with boys, so they could eventually have at least somewhat normal lives.

Mindy crawled up and sat in my lap too. Even though Cindy was already sitting there, the easy chair was quite roomy, and she basically planted her rump off one side of me while Cindy readjusted so her rump was off my other side. Their legs crossed over mine, but that wasn't much weight to bear. Now that my wife was cuddled against my side, she was able to whisper in my ear, "Say something to let them know you agree."

"Girls? Are you still there?"

They both mumbled that they were. I knew that of course, but I just wanted to say something to break the ice since I hadn't said anything to them in a while.

"Good. Now, this rule is hardly necessary, since it's implied that a slave always obeys her master, but I'll allow it since Mindy is the rule maker, and she knows best about these kinds of things. ... Actually, maybe the rule should be 'What Daddy says, goes.' That's clearer."

Mindy spoke up. "No, I prefer it the other way. This way, there's also the implication that Daddy cums first, with a C-U-M. That may not always be literally true, but that's what we should be striving for, to concentrate on your sexual satisfaction first and foremost. Right, girls? Now, you two should have gone back to work a few minutes ago, but before you do, I want to hear you recite the five rules."

To my great surprise, Michelle and Ruby began to speak in perfect unison: "Rule one: pleasure the cock. Rule two: no jealousy. Rule three: share the cock. Rule four: wives get first dibs. Rule five: Daddy comes first. We love you, Daddy!"

That was pretty mind-blowing, but what really got me was the "We love you, Daddy" at the end. They said that at exactly the same time too, making me suspect it was part of a regularly spoken ritual. Inspired, I cupped one of Mindy's tits with one hand, and one of Cindy's with my other one. I gave both a gentle but firm honk.

Mindy asked the girls, "Did you say that in the proper position?"

Again, in brain-melting unison, they replied, "Yes, Mom. Position Number Three." Ruby added, a bit uncertainly, "But we weren't naked, since we were just told to dress. Is that okay?"

"That's fine, girls," Mindy replied. "We'll make a special exception this time, since you're at work. Now, don't be so glum. Remember to think about and discuss what I've talked about - how to change your attitude and behavior to become better cock slaves. Once you've done that, then you can think about all the fun ways you can wake him up tomorrow."

"Can we really?!" Michelle asked, all bubbly and eager again. "I don't want to get all excited, only to have all the spermy, cocky fun stolen away from me. Again!"

"You will," Mindy said confidently. "That is, if you behave for the rest of your shift."

We finally ended the call after everybody said their good-byes to everyone else.

With that done, I tried to remember what "Position Number Three" was. It came to me: I found myself picturing my two beautiful girls kneeling with their knees spread wide, their huge racks proudly jutting out, and their hands behind their backs as if bound there. Then I pictured them standing behind a counter in the video shop, wearing their bland red polo shirts, greeting customers, and ringing the cash register.

Looking at it that way, it did seem kind of a waste for them to spend so many of their hours in non-sexual positions. But I reminded myself that I needed to be strong and resolute, and most of all, a good father. They needed to learn the meaning of responsibility and hard work, and this job was essential for that.

Sitting there, lightly fondling Mindy's and Cindy's racks, I was happy as a clam, even though my penis still showed no sign of revival. (If only I could be 18 again!) They both seemed quite content and happy too, nuzzling up to me with the occasional kiss on my skin. There was no need to talk or do anything - we were just enjoying each other's presence. The Motown music was still playing, and although the bouncy beat of the soulful songs no longer fit our mood, we were too lazy to get up and do something about it.

But curiosity finally got the best of me, and I asked Mindy, "I hate to break the mood, but I'd love to know what was up with their simultaneous chant of the rules. That can't be the first time they did that. Even with the new rule, they did it perfectly. And don't get me started about how you knew they'd be in some special position."

"Okay, I won't," my joking wife replied, pretending that was her entire answer. But once she'd gotten an obliging chuckle or two out of me, she said, "Sorry, but there are things going on behind the scenes that you don't know about."

"Obviously!" I replied, miffed. "I've kind of noticed that a few times already."

"Don't be like that," Mindy cooed, verbally smoothing my ruffled feathers while caressing my still-clothed chest. "Getting this harem thing to work is a big job, and I want it to work so much that I've been putting in a lot of time and effort that you never see to make sure things go smoothly."

"I can vouch for that," Cindy said. "Unfortunately, when I'm around you, everything seems fine, but when I'm not, all I can do is worry. Luckily, Min has been talking my ear off these last few days, trying to address my doubts every time she sees me. Especially today at lunch, she went on so long that I was tempted to agree just to get her to stop."

I teased my wife by replying to Cindy, "So she uses that trick on you too, huh?"

Mindy lightly punched my arm, but she didn't try to deny it was a technique she used. "In any case, I seriously feel that this special thing we have" - she paused to look over the way our three bodies were entwined, and even gave a quick honk to Cindy's nearest breast - "is so wonderful and, well, special, that I never want to lose it. Looking at us, Cin, sitting naked in his lap! Is this not the bee's knees?"

Cindy beamed, and cuddled in closer. "It is. His cock doesn't even have to be stiff for me to love being all over him like this."

"Agreed," Mindy said. "He's a great cuddler. But there have to be some rules, some order, or it won't work. I'm pretty big on the official rules I've come up with, and I get all our girls to repeat them as much as possible. Maybe you could call that indoctrination or even brainwashing, but hey, whatever works. And Cindy, now that you're a cock slave, that goes for you too. Let's hear the rules. And from the proper position too."

"Awww, do I have to? I'm so comfy." It seemed Cindy's only objection was that she'd have to break the cuddle.

"Yes, and while you're up, please put on some mellow music. But don't worry, we're not going anywhere. Honey, now that dinner's over, do you have any plans better than cuddling with your naked ladies for a couple of hours, and perhaps fucking them every now and then as the mood strikes you?"

"Nope!"

So, after Cindy put on some mellow Nick Drake music, she knelt in Position Number Three right in front of Mindy and me. The only variation was she kept her head bowed down low as well. She boldly spoke, "I, Cindy McGrath, hereby do proudly reaffirm that I am one of Daniel Cooper's cock slaves. One of five so far, but I expect more busty slave sisters soon." She looked up at Mindy and me, and winked while flashing a naughty grin.

I thought, Sure, the idea of more "sisters" sounds great, in theory, but I'm honestly against it. I can't handle five as it is! And I don't think anyone else could handle them either, at least not these five. I mean, think of all the hassle of being married to one woman, and multiply that by five! No man in his right mind would say, "More! Bring it on!" 

Cindy bowed her head back down and continued seriously, "I have willingly surrendered my free will to my master. As a lowly slave, I must obey any command my Master Dan or his wife Mindy gives me at any time. And at all times, I must obey and keep in mind the five rules. Rule one: pleasure the cock. Rule two: no jealousy. Rule three: share the cock. Rule four: wives get first dibs. Rule five: Daddy, i.e., Dan, comes first." She paused. But then she added in a very heartfelt tone, "I love you, Dan."

Okay, I'll admit that I was really aroused by that (although my dick STILL didn't respond). Even if she hadn't said a word, I loved seeing her bowed naked before me. But I was also genuinely moved. "I love you too, Cindy." I said it and truly meant it.

Beaming with joy, Cindy got back up and resumed her spot cuddling half next to me and half on top of me in the easy chair. She kissed me forcefully on my mouth, and we started to neck.

I slipped my fingers into Cindy's slit, and Mindy's too!

Mindy chuckled. "Cindy, if you've got any tough math problems to figure out, do it now while you still can. Because I've got a feeling tonight Dan is literally going to fuck our brains out!"

As I ran my hands down to two very fine (and red) asses, I thought, Damn! Life is fucking GOOD! Things with Cindy had gone about as well as I could have possibly imagined.

But at the same time, I knew conflict with Michelle was looming. I had a bad feeling that things with her would come to a head soon.

Mindy, Cindy and I enjoyed a lovely rest of the evening. Things were loving, languid, and lazy, but still very sexy.

I don't want to go into the details, but one thing worth mentioning was that I gave them an update on the main novel I was currently working on. I couldn't really call it a "swashbuckler" anymore, so I started referring to it as the "harem swashbuckler" novel.

I gathered Cindy knew very little about the novel's plot, so I filled her in with the basics. Then I went into much more detail about what I'd written earlier in the day, since I knew that was new to Mindy too. Plus, it was mostly sex scenes, so I figured they'd both eat that up.

Our charming rogue hero John still spent nearly all of his days in the sultan's harem, trying to rescue the princess Roxanna, who happened to look a lot like Michelle. Except now he spent his nights there too, since he'd befriended and seduced Morgana, the head harem girl who bore a striking resemblance to Ruby.

John's goal remained escape: for himself, for Morgana (since she's English and wants to return to England with him), for his imprisoned English crew, and for Roxanna, to return her to her kingdom before her true princess identity is discovered. However, progress with his escape plan was slow to non-existent.

His big hope lay with Morgana. Since she was the head harem girl and the sultan's favorite, she had special privileges, such as being able to leave the harem with a small guard and shop for most anything she wanted. However, she was enjoying getting frequently fucked by John, plus all the perks of being the head harem girl, that she kept dithering and making excuses why she was unable to get the items or the information that he needed. He spent most of the time in Morgana's private chamber, where even the few eunuch guards are not allowed to go, usually in bed with both Roxanna and Morgana at the same time. He also had three dozen other harem girls to sexually "take care of," so each day was such a sexual marathon for him that he didn't have much time or energy to work on his escape plan.

Not surprisingly, Mindy couldn't stop praising the "three dozen other harem girls" detail. She made various jokes, such as suggesting that since my writing clearly reflected my fantasy desires, she'd have to up her efforts to make sure I fucked at least three dozen teenage hotties in real life. At least I hoped it was a joke! It was getting increasingly difficult to tell. I strongly discouraged her in any case.

John was having the sexual time of his life. However, he felt guilty about living such a hedonistic life while his crew was rotting away in a nearby prison. He frequently complained about this to Morgana and Roxanna (who had become fast friends). Morgana pulled all the strings she could to improve the conditions of his crew, so he wouldn't feel so bad. However, she was unwilling to actually help set them free, for fear that if they were then John would leave with them or at least do something foolhardy and dangerous to help them.

As a result, John decided he needed a new plan if he was ever going to successfully escape. It occurred to him that the sultan had four wives, as allowed by Islam, and they lived relatively nearby, since the harem was built into the side of the sultan's vast palace so the sultan could have easy access to his many lovers. Furthermore, there even were secret, hidden passages so the sultan could visit his harem without being directed, and other passages so his wives could find out what he was doing there.

John's revised plan was to seduce one of the wives and then enlist her help in his escape plan. Any of the four wives had nearly unlimited power to help him. For instance, she could buy or build him a top of the line ship and man it with an expert crew and quality weaponry, virtually guaranteeing that he could return to England safely. The only problem was that the main part of the sultan's palace was heavily guarded, as opposed to the harem, which was mostly protected by thick walls and doors and a very elevated location, since male guards couldn't be trusted with the harem girls. (Contrary to popular belief, eunuch guards weren't completely lacking sexual desire and they could kiss, fondle, perform cunnilingus, and so on.) The closer to the sultan or his wives one got, the most difficult it was the penetrate the security.

John knew his only hope were the secret passages. But they were so well hidden that he had no clue where they were. The sultan was old and sick and never visited the harem anymore, so John was highly unlikely to discover one of the passages being used. Once again, he was reliant on the good will of Morgana. As the head harem girl, she definitely knew the location of the secret passages. Plus, now that he had become good friends and lovers with her (and Roxanna), she couldn't just deny him that information.

Instead, Morgana came up with a different strategy to delay his new plan from being implemented. She pointed out that seducing any of the wives could be very difficult and risky. If he failed, he certainly would be killed. So it was necessary for him to improve his seduction skills and sexual skills to improve his odds. Furthermore, intelligence was needed to determine which of the four wives would be easiest to seduce.

As a result, John's day to day life didn't change much. Months went by while Morgana and Roxanna kept his balls drained dry. The only major change was that he worked more on his seduction skills. First, he seduced and fucked the few harem girls he hadn't fucked already. Then all the girls pretended not to know him, giving him a chance to seduce them all over again, repeatedly.

That was as much as I had written so far. Once I finished my explanation, I asked for their overall feedback. By this time, Mindy and Cindy had gotten very hot and bothered, mostly by my detailed explanations of all the fucking John was doing. As a result, Cindy could only give me a thumbs up, because she was kneeling between my legs and bobbing on my cock. Furthermore, she'd been doing that for nearly my entire story! It seemed she simply couldn't get enough.

That left it up to Mindy to give me her feedback. I wasn't surprised to hear that she loved it. She was always supportive of my writing, even my lesser efforts. But she was over the moon with this story because it fit in so well with her cucquean fetish. In fact, she said the only problem she had was that she was worried that John would eventually succeed and escape back to England. Even if he left with both Morgana and Roxanna, she considered that a "tragic" ending. She far preferred that he stayed in the harem permanently, fucking all three dozen gorgeous harem girls into oblivion.

I tried to dodge that, since I was completely winging the plot line for the first time in my life. I didn't know the ultimate ending myself. Instead, I asked them for feedback about who the four queens should be. That led to such a lively discussion that Cindy switched from cocksucking to "mere" cock licking so she could chime in.

We didn't get very far though, because by this time the three of us were so worked up that we played around more and more and talked less and less. Somehow, things evolved into a role-play where I was John, Mindy was Roxanna, and Cindy was Morgana. Since Roxanna was a thinly veiled version of Michelle and Morgana was a thinly veiled version of Ruby, this basically meant they were pretending to be their daughters, and they do it. Thus, when it came time for me to fuck them, each of them pretended they were still virgins.

It was a hell of a great time!




Chapter 68



The next morning, a Tuesday, I woke up feeling satiated and satisfied. The worries of last night were long forgotten. With my eyes still closed, but my mind rapidly waking, I fondly recalled everything we'd done. At one point I'd taken turns fucking Min's and Cin's pussies, and the memory was almost as good as the actual act of doing it. It almost felt like I was STILL doing it. 

Then, as I continued to awaken, I heard sounds: giggling, shuffling, and slurping sounds. It finally dawned on me what was happening and why I felt so very good: a wake-up blowjob!

I opened my eyes to see who was doing it to me. Just realizing that I had to do that because I honestly didn't know who it was sent a shiver of lust through me.

But what I saw wasn't what I'd expected. I'd felt one pair of lips sliding down past my sweet spot, so I'd expected one woman to be there. Then, as my eyes adjusted to the bright light, I remembered the "tickle attack" tradition, and thought I might see Ruby and Michelle. But to my surprise, when I lifted up my head and looked around the bed, I saw no less than FIVE women!

The whole "cock slave crew" was here. The bed sheets had been pulled all the way off my body. I could see Ruby sitting on the right side of my thighs, Michelle on the left side, and Mindy was between my legs. She was the one sucking me. Cindy and Sue Ellen were on either side of my chest.

All of them were gloriously naked, and each one was looking right at my newly opened eyes.

I felt a surge of pleasure soar through me, so powerful and fast it almost was like I'd been electrocuted. I think I even jerked my hips off the bed a little. It wasn't just the pleasure of what Mindy was doing with her lips and tongue - that felt great, naturally, but that wasn't enough to jolt my entire body. No, it was the sudden realization as I was still drifting into consciousness that I had a five-woman harem all working together to please me.

This felt soooo damn good! Five! Fucking FIVE women! In a fucking HAREM! What a great realization to wake up to! 

"Good mooooorning, Daddy-Master!" Ruby and Michelle said in perfect unison. Obviously, they'd planned that in advance to get it just right.

Cindy and Sue Ellen had just been sitting next to me, but upon seeing me wake, they cuddled in close and lovingly ran their hands up and down my chest.

A few moments later, Cindy moved in closer still, dragging her bare tits up my chest to my neck. "Good morning, Dan, my love. I wanted to give you an extra-special wake-up kiss to thank you for all you did last night. Your wife and your girls were more than happy to cooperate." She planted small kisses up my chin until she reached my lips, and then she started French kissing me.

Meanwhile, I felt Mindy's mouth vacate my cock, but someone else's lips immediately replaced hers. I couldn't see who it was though, since Cindy was kissing my lips and Sue Ellen was also kissing her way across one of my cheeks. That meant that two heads, of red and dirty blonde, respectively, covered much of my face.

Whoever it was was damned good with her tongue work, though. The pleasure was so great that I felt I'd been fired from a cannon and was flying through the air like Superman. It was a non-stop thrill ride.

But I did hear Mindy say, "Tickle attack time! Sue Ellen, please supply the tickling."

Sue Ellen didn't stop kissing my face, but she pulled a big feather out from who knows where and started teasing my upper body with it. One couldn't really call it tickling, especially since I kept my arms pressed to my sides so my sensitive armpits wouldn't be a target. It was more of a playful stimulation, as she lightly brushed her way over my arms, chest, and neck.

So, unlike the usual tickle attack, I didn't have to tense up. In fact, it was the opposite - I could just relax and luxuriate in the pleasure being delivered all over me. I loved this kind of "attack."

Cindy eventually broke her kiss, and started kissing down my face and under my chin.

Sue Ellen licked and pecked her way up to my mouth, but just before she could get there, I protested to the group, "Thanks! But I'm not worthy!" I had to say that quickly, and I couldn't say any more, because Sue Ellen stuck her tongue down my throat.

I heard Mindy laugh. "Girls, did I tell you he'd say that, or did I tell you he'd say that? Honey, for someone who's so predictable, it's surprisingly fun to suck and lick your cock."

Whoever's lips were sliding up and down an inch below my cockhead made an emphatic "MMMM!" sound in agreement. Judging from the technique, I guessed it was Michelle, but it was hard to tell, because it could have been Ruby too. Shelle and Ruby knew all the exact same tricks and moves since they'd "trained" together. I'd noticed that Michelle had some distinct moves, but if it was her she wasn't using them at the moment.

Mindy continued to speak. "Now, Honey, don't complain too much, because we've put a lot of effort into making this happen. Imagine my surprise this morning when I went downstairs at seven to go to work, only to see your four cock slaves all sitting in the living room and arguing about who's turn it was to deliver the tickle attack. Cindy wanted everyone to join in, but the others thought that would be too much for you all at once. Luckily, I was able to quell a potential civil war by getting everyone to agree to share. After all, we can't forget Rule Number Three, can we?"

Several girls whose mouths weren't occupied shouted happily, "'Share the cock!'"

Mindy continued, "And then I figured, hey, why do I have to go to work and miss out on all the fun?"

"Mmmm!" I complained. I couldn't be any more coherent than that, not with the way Sue Ellen's tongue was playing with mine.

But my wife, bless her soul, knew exactly what I was trying to say. "Don't worry, Honey, I'm not skipping work today. I'll be leaving shortly. It's just that I figured it was okay to wake you earlier than usual, since you went to sleep early last night. That way, I could enjoy this too."

It was true that I had gone to bed early. It had been a mellow evening, relatively speaking, but by the end of it, Mindy and Cindy had pretty much drained my balls completely dry and left me half-dead. Cindy had sucked and licked my dick off and on for at least an hour, and then I'd fucked them both. I'd probably drifted off before ten, which was quite rare for me.

I felt the lips around my cock leave, only to be immediately replaced by someone else's (Ruby?). And whoever had stopped licked their way down to my balls instead, and then kept on licking around there.

Around the same time, Sue Ellen finished her turn kissing my lips (but not her feather tickling), and was immediately replaced by Cindy again.

Have I mentioned how incredibly great this all felt? Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick!

Mindy continued, "I know you, Daniel Cooper. As soon as you're able to speak again, you're going to complain how unbalanced and unfair this all is. And that's true. But you're the motherfucking master!"

I heard Michelle joke, "More like the motherfucking AND soon-to-be daughter-fucking master." That confirmed that Ruby had to be the one currently working my sensitive spot with her busy tongue and lips.

Mindy laughed. "Good one, and also very true. He's nailing two mother-daughter pairs! If us mothers ever celebrate a 'Take Your Daughter to Work Day' around here, I think we'll all just wind up with our noses in Dan's crotch, as usual!" She laughed some more.

She continued, "But in any case, Honey, the 'tickle attack' is a firmly established tradition now, and you're gonna wake up to a fun surprise every day from now on, although I imagine there'll always be a hell of a lot more cocksucking, and titfucking, and other kinds of fucking, than mere tickling. So, darling hubby o' mine, get used to it. What did Spiderman say? 'With great harem master power comes great tag-team cocksucking all up and down your great fat cock.' Well, it was something to that effect, at any rate." She chuckled. "Oops! My turn again!"

Ruby's lips slid up and off my cockhead, and no sooner than I could count to two, Mindy's lips were one-third of the way down my shaft.

"Wow!" Ruby and Michelle said in perfect tandem.

I heard Ruby add, "Mindy, you're totally awesome! Michelle, did you see that, or are you too busy with Daddy's balls? I swear, every time I go down on him, it's like trying to swallow a Coke can. I have to do some jaw stretching exercises to even get the courage to try it, and then I have to engulf him slowly and carefully. And that's with MONTHS of training to get used to his size! But Mindy swallows his entire fat fuckstick so easily, it's like she's popping a Tic-Tac in her mouth!"

Michelle commented as she kept on licking one of my testicles, "I know exactly what you mean. It's like a nightmare for me to cram so much cock in, but then once I do, the rewards are soooo deliciously awesome! The nightmare turns into a dream, the most incredible erotic dream. Just look at Mom bobbing up and down on all that delicious cock-meat! Is she stylin', or what?"

Ruby said, "Listen to her occasional gagging sounds. That's like music to my ears!"

"Me too," Michelle agreed. "It means her mouth is so stuffed full of cock that she's on the verge of deep throating him! And as if sucking Daddy's dick isn't fun enough in and of itself, not to mention knowing how good we're making Daddy feel, she gets the extra kick of knowing the four of us are jealously waiting our turns."

Ruby sighed longingly. "I am jealous. And not just of having her mouth stretched painfully wide with all that Daddy cock right now. To think: she was sucking the King before you or I were even born! All those years and years of cocksucking fun, AND he's fucked her a bazillion times. Plus, think of the experience she has with him! It'll take us years and years of daily Daddy-sucking before we come even CLOSE to getting to her level!"

I still couldn't see anything beyond Sue Ellen and Cindy and all their kissing and licking around my face, but I figured Michelle nodded in agreement. Then I heard her say, "Daily? Heck, hourly is more like it! Why would I want to do anything else?"

Neither Sue Ellen nor Cindy happened to be kissing my lips at the moment (and in fact they were starting to lick my neck, making exactly same motions on either side of my Adam's Apple). That freed my mouth to talk, and I had to complain, "Now, hold on. 'Hourly?'"

Michelle giggled. "Okay, maybe not hourly. I know that's not practical, and I did say 'hourly is more like it.' But I would if I could, 'cos I love you that much."

"You just love cocksucking that much," Ruby teased her.

"That too!" Shelle giggled some more. "I get too excited to stand it, knowing I'm blowing my daddy AND my master! Knowing the one love of my life has gifted me by sliding his fat knob in between my lips. It's my favorite way to express my great love for him. And it's so scary too, knowing that if I don't give him the greatest pleasure humanly possible with my tits, tongue, ass, lips, and hands, he's gonna whale on my ass!"

"No, I'm not," I said. "I object!"

Mindy vacated my cock, and said, "Hey, stud, why be so honest? Let your stacked sexpot daughter think she won't be able to sit for a week if she... Oh shit!"

"What?" I asked. Cindy and Sue Ellen were still doing incredible things to my neck in near-perfect unison. Their tongue work felt almost as good as all the cock-and-balls play.

"The joke's on me," my wife said with chagrin. "I'm afraid my daughters have bad breath."

"Huh?" I was confused.

Mindy had just been setting up a joke. "They must, 'cos look how badly they wanted a Tic-Tac!" After laughing, she explained, "But the reason I was cursing was because I was so eager to make my comment, I accidentally ended my turn early." She added melodramatically, complete with fake swoon, "Those are precious cocksucking moments I will NEVER get back!"

Sure enough, I could feel Ruby and Michelle start licking their way up and down their respective sides of my shaft. I could feel the urge to cum suddenly well up to nearly unbearable proportions.

Mindy looked down at her pussy. "What's the saying? 'You snooze, you ooze, from your cooze?' Or is it, 'The early slut gets the sandworm?' Or..."

Sue Ellen paused in her neck licking to say, "I think the saying you're looking for is, 'Two birds sucking cock are better than one making jokes.'" Then she licked her way up to my ear and nibbled on it a little bit.

Mindy laughed heartily at that. "Touché!"

I was pleasantly surprised at Sue Ellen's humor. It was kind of embarrassing to realize how little I still knew about her, even though I had been talking to her more lately.

I asked, "'Sandworm?' What's that?"

Mindy explained, "From the Dune sci-fi novels. They're worms about the size of skyscrapers slithering through a sea of sand. I was trying to think of something sexual to do with 'worm,' and those were the biggest worms I could come up with, to match your penis size." She frowned. "A joke's no good if I have to explain it, though."

I chuckled. "I do remember them now, but I think you overshot a little bit on the size comparison."

My wife smirked happily. "You think? A little bit, perhaps." She suddenly switched gears. "Hold on, girls, there'll be plenty of time for that kind of thing later. You two lucky devils can spend the whole morning slathering your tongues all over the King. Unfortunately, some of us have different careers. But before I have to go, I want to see the second thing we talked about."

"Okay!" Several different voices said.

Everyone began to shift positions at once, like they were taking part in a frantic fire drill right on top of me. I felt arms and legs sliding up and down all over my body.

But I protested, "Hey! Wait, everybody. I know already that whatever the 'second thing' is will be insanely awesome. It'll blow my mind so much that smoke will pour out of my ears."

That elicited a lot of happy giggles.

I continued, "But there's just one thing. I'm on a hair trigger already. The next person who so much as touches my cock will probably find their face full of cum in a matter of seconds."

Everyone started making, "Oooh! Me! Me, me, me!"-type comments. But my erection was in fact untouched at the moment, thanks to everyone changing positions, and no one made any movement to touch it just yet. It seems they were at least having some mercy on me.

Mindy ensured that by saying, "Hold on, girls. Let's give him a minute to rest."

I chuckled. "A minute? Boy, you're generous. If that's all I get, then I'm gonna be totally fucked."

My wife said wryly, "I think it's an established fact that you're gonna be 'totally fucked' today, tomorrow, and well, pretty much forever. Not to mention last night."

"Oooh! Oooh!" Michelle said eagerly. "That reminds me. Mom, since we're resting anyway, you have to tell us what happened last night. We never got the full story of what happened after Ruby's phone call."

"That was awesome!" Ruby gushed, obviously recalling the phone sex we'd shared.

"Don't rub it in," Michelle grumbled.

The five of them had stopped moving and were sitting around me on the bed. I took the opportunity to sit up and say, "While you talk, I'm gonna go brush my teeth and whatnot. I feel embarrassed kissing with this deadly morning breath."

On the way up, I finally had a good chance to look around. Wow! Each woman is so mouthwateringly beautiful by herself, but to see them all casually lounging on my bed naked is something else entirely. It really makes me feel like some sultan luxuriating in his harem. So fuckin' cool! 

I went to the adjoining bathroom, but kept the door open so I could hear what was being said.

Mindy suggested, "I could tell you, but I'd rather that Cindy does."

"No, I couldn't," Cindy protested, suddenly embarrassed.

"You can and you will," Mindy firmly insisted. "And might I remind you that I'm a wife, and you're a cock slave, and cock slaves have to obey their master's wives. If you don't, I'll get Dan to spank you. Normally, you'd probably love that, but I know your ass is as red as mine after what he did to us and Ruby last night."

Michelle griped, "You have all the fun."

"That was most definitely NOT fun, young lady," Mindy said, suddenly sounding very much like a mother. "Look at my ass. Just look at it!"

I poked my head out through the doorway to see what Mindy was doing. As expected, she'd turned over to show just how red it was. Her ass was still spectacular, and she was proudly showing it to the others. I was surprised at its still-rosy color, considering she'd had a night to sleep the spanking off.

Michelle asked, "And this is supposed to upset me... how? I'd fucking KILL to have my daddy, my master, and my one true love keep my naughty ass ruby red at all times. Oh God! Then to suck the King with a tingling burn in my ass cheeks... Heaven!" She started to finger her pussy.

Ruby apparently liked the sound of that a lot, because she started playing with herself too. She looked my way, and saw me looking back at her. "If anyone's ass should be 'ruby red' all the time, it should be mine, since that's my name! Daddy, don't just stand there; slide the King straight down my throat! Fuck my face!" She sat up and pressed her tits together, creating a tight and deep cleavage. "Or would you rather fuck my tits?"

But I dodged back into the bathroom. I still had some things to take care of, including taking a leak.

That resulted in a chorus of groans, but Mindy said, "Hey, girls, give him a break. Remember that there's just one of him and there's five of us. That can be pretty overwhelming. Besides, he's not just brushing his teeth, he's recharging his cock. Just think how many more long minutes of delicious cocksucking you'll have later on 'cos he had a chance to rest now."

I thought, Damned straight! You tell 'em, Sweetheart. Five is great, but it's nearly too much to take. Holy tamoley, I honestly never really thought it would come to this. Not that I've had much time to think. We've got to figure out a way so I can mostly be with my ladies one on one, or two on one. Five on one - it's like being directly exposed to a blast furnace of lust! 

Mindy continued to talk. "So Cindy, let's hear it. Last night."

At this point, I lathered up and started shaving, but I stopped when I realized there was a long silence with no answer. There even some proddings from the girls - "Come on, spill the beans," "Don't be shy," and the like - but still nothing from Cindy.

I was about to poke my head around for another look, but then I heard some giggling and rustling about.

"Okay, okay, I'll talk!" Cindy finally said. "But no more tickling. Deal?"

Once that was agreed to with some grumbles and mumbles, Cindy went on, very hesitantly, "I... It's just... Well, what happened last night was so intimate and personal. That's why I'm embarrassed to talk about it. If he had just banged me up against the wall in one of his mad King Dong rages, I wouldn't mind spilling the beans."

I was amused by that mention. All of them were acting like I regularly turned into a "King Dong" wild man, when in fact it had only happened once, if that.

She went on, "In fact, I'd love telling you all in great detail just how dominating and sexually overpowering our master was. As usual. But what happened, well, it was..."

"It was what?" Michelle asked impatiently.

"It was so much... love. Love! I've never felt so loved in my life! Not just with Dan, but with Mindy too."

"Oh my God! Mom too? Did you two get it on?" Michelle asked excitedly.

Mindy said testily, "Stop interrupting already! And for your information, no we did not! And we're not going to either. Neither of us swing that way. True, maybe we kissed each other a little bit, but that was just a 'heat of the moment' thing. Besides, there's nothing wrong with a little girl-on-girl kissing, is there? Even if it's mouth-on-mouth, that doesn't mean anything! It's mostly just to show off for Dan! And I'll admit I played with one of her breasts a little bit, from time to time, but that was only because Dan was playing with her other one and I was just trying to help him out."

My wife was growing increasingly embarrassed, as her explanation was growing increasingly self-incriminating. She concluded, "Go on, Cindy. And don't pay them any mind."

"What about when you-" Cindy started to ask.

Mindy blushed, and insisted, "Never mind about that! Go on with the rest of your story already!"

Since I'd been there, I figured Mindy was probably trying to avoid discussion of just how much tit play the two of them had shared. I was beginning to understand that my wife was as big a tit lover as I was (in other words, off the scale!), and she especially loved Cindy's perfect rack. She'd had one or both of her hands on Cindy's chest more often than not last night, and Cindy had reciprocated. In fact, at one point, Mindy had buried her face deep in Cindy's cleavage, and joked about wearing "titty ear muffs."

I peeked back into my bedroom and saw Cindy grinning widely. That was probably in remembrance of the "titty ear muffs" incident, not to mention Mindy's extensive kissing all over the sloping curves between Cindy's nipples that followed.

But seeing Mindy nervous and embarrassed gave Cindy courage to continue her story, because she wanted to cover for her friend. "Last night wasn't so much about sex, although Mindy and I certainly kept the King happy and hard pretty much the entire evening. After all, who could ever forget Rule Number One?"

I heard a chorus of gleeful girls simultaneously shout, "'Pleasure the cock!'"

That blew me away (I know, a pretty common occurrence for me lately). It seemed like Mindy had been brainwashing the others to be perfect sex slaves for me, right before my eyes, and they were all eager and willing to internalize the propaganda. Now, Cindy's question showed they were even gladly brainwashing each other. Did that disturb me? Yes! Enough to do something about it? Hell no!

Cindy continued, "Yes, there was plenty of 'pleasure the cock.'" She grinned wickedly. "In fact, my tongue is still so tired from what we did that I couldn't even lick a stamp. Well, unless it was on the side of the King; then I wouldn't be able to stop!"

That got some hollers of approval, and even a couple of "You go girl"-type shouts.

"In fact, at one point, Mindy graciously let me have the King all to myself. I sucked and licked him pretty much continuously while he gave us a very detailed update of his new novel!"

That resulted in even more cheers. As the girls calmed down, Ruby asked, "Mom, how was it?! To have that much Dan cock for that long! Please, give us all the juicy, slurpy details!"

"Not now, but I will later if you really want to know. In short, it was as good as I'd dreamed! No, better! It really brought home that all this slave talk isn't just talk. I realized this was how I was going to be spending a good portion of my free time from now on, kneeling naked between his legs, my lips and tongue doing all they could to sexually satisfy him. And you know what? That's exactly what I want!"

More cheers and high-fives resulted.

Then Cindy went on, "But, as great as all that was - and just wait until you get the update to his X-rated new chapters - that wasn't the main thing it was about. It was about love. As you know, at dinner, our man announced point blank that I was going to be one of his cock slaves from now on, and I'd better get used to it, or he'd whack my ass so hard I'd never be able to sit down again!"

I had retreated back into the bathroom, where I was washing up but still listening closely. I thought back to dinner. The first part of what she said was true, but I couldn't recall making any threat even remotely like that.

Michelle shrieked, "Gaawwwd! That is too hot!"

"I know," Cindy said matter-of-factly, like the hotness of that statement was a proven scientific fact. "And I thought he'd prove his total control over me by fucking me within an inch of my life all night long, and making me desperately beg for more. But no. It was just the opposite. He showered me with love, not sperm. Well, okay, love AND sperm."

That got more laughs. It looked like Cindy could be quite the comedian too, when she was happy and relaxed. To be honest, I'd never seen her in such a good mood.

"But all that love bound me to him even MORE! My God, last night was the highlight of my entire life! The three of us cuddled up in one easy chair for much of the time, if you can imagine how much fun that was. Mindy and I pretty much had to sit right on top of him. It was soooo cuddly and comfy!"

She frowned, pretending to have a bad memory. "Well, except for one annoyingly large protrusion that stuck straight up all the time and kept poking Mindy and me in the most intimate and sensitive places."

That got even more hollers and laughs.

However, Cindy grew serious again. "Of course, with his cock right there, one or both of us had a hand on it most of the time, but that still wasn't what it was all about. Sometimes, both of us simply held the King and didn't stroke it at all! It was about being together, and talking, and sharing. I admitted to Dan that I'd been hopelessly in love with him for years, and I, I... I cried!"

Suddenly she burst into tears.

I quickly finished drying my face and went back to the bedroom to see if I could help her. I immediately sat down next to her and took her naked body in my arms. "What's wrong, babe?"

She sobbed, "I'm not crying because I'm sad, these are happy tears! Just like they were last night. Dan, you make me so happy! I love you so much!" She buried her face in my chest and kept on crying.

Ruby scooted close and joined the hug. She had two mothers now, but she obviously felt extra close to her natural mother and she always would. In joining the hug, she pressed her big tits against my back. I could feel her hard nipples sliding up and down my skin in time to her breathing.

A minute passed, then another, and Cindy was still crying. Everyone else was patiently waiting for her to calm down.

But all this crying was obviously upsetting Ruby a lot, so she took decisive measures. She took Cindy's hand and brought it down to my dick. I'd actually gone mostly flaccid while in the bathroom, but Ruby said, "Here, Mom. Jack our master off for a little while. That'll make you feel better." She kept her hand on Cindy's, guiding it up and down.

And just like that... Wham! My dick quickly engorged to its full size.

"Thanks," Cindy sniffled. "Even though I'm not sad, that does feel better. ... Mmmm. A lot better." She giggled, as my dick quickly hardened and she got into the spirit of things.

Ruby's hand stopped guiding her mother's and drifted down to play with my balls.

I turned my head and kissed my way up Cindy's neck.

"Look! See?" Cindy exclaimed, as her fingers rubbed back and forth over my sweet spot. "This is what I'm talking about! Look how he's making me feel so much better, just with his touching and kissing, and letting me toss him off. I ask any of you, how could you not triumphantly shout 'Yes!' to being the cock slave to such a kind, loving, and virile man?"

"YES!" Sue Ellen shouted, exuberantly throwing her arms straight up into the air. She was obviously kidding around, even though she was also sincere. There was something about the way she looked and moved that made us all laugh especially hard.

Ruby asked, "So, Mom, are you still upset with the way he secretly enslaved me, and how we kind of sprang it all on you?" Now that my dick had grown to its full length, there was room for more than one hand, and Ruby and Cindy were slowly stroking it up and down as if their combined ten fingers belonged to a single hand.

"Are you kidding me?" Cindy asked. "I understand now that you really had no choice in the matter. That's what it means to be a slave. You have no choice but to serve... uh, Dan."

Her crying spell was forgotten, and she was even smiling after Sue Ellen's joking around. She ran her free hand up Ruby's tummy, and cupped the underside of one tit, and hefted it up. "I'm just so glad that you have so much to offer him. I'm glad I always made you eat your Wheaties." She laughed a little more.

Ruby whispered in her ear, "Still having trouble calling him 'Master,' huh?"

I heard that, but Michelle didn't, and she complained, "Hey, you two are having all the fun. You get to cuddle with Daddy AND share stroking his cock. So Cindy, either continue your story or let me have some of that too."

"I'll continue my story then," Cindy replied, "'cos I'm not about to give this up just yet." She let go of her daughter's boob, bent over, and kissed the tip of my erection.

She sat back up against me, and continued, "There's not much else to tell, really. It was a lazy, lovely evening. Well, except for when he finished his story about John, Roxanna, and Morgana and let out his passions on my pussy and Mindy's too!"

"A-HA!" Ruby laughed gleefully. "I knew there'd be some of that. Tell us more about that part!"

"I'd rather not, because just the cuddling and talking was even more significant to me. We talked a LOT after the story telling and fucking. Do you know how long I suffered, knowing that Mindy was married to the man I secretly loved, and that I'd probably never be able to be with him intimately, or even tell him how I felt? And then last night, I was cradled in his arms forever! And I was able to tell him EVERYTHING, all the things I'd been holding back, and Mindy was right there, listening and approving!"

She laughed. "You know what's funny? I was so worried how she'd react when I explained how long and how much I'd been in love with Dan. I'd actually closed my eyes as I talked, because I was afraid to look at her face. But when I was done, she just said, 'I know. I've known for a long time now. And I approve.' And then she kissed me on the lips!"

That had blown me away last night, and this morning I was STILL blown away... simply awestruck by it. How long had Mindy known and not told me? It seems as if every day I was learning new things to point out how oblivious I'd been. But it helped explain why Mindy wanted Cindy in the harem so much.

Cindy laughed again. "And it wasn't any simple peck, either, but a full-on passionate love-lock. Before long, we were kissing right across Dan's chest, with our big racks rubbing against each other, and our hands both stroking up and down his fat pole. Kind of like now, in fact."

She looked down at her hand. "Actually, make that pretty much exactly like now, in fact!" She giggled. "It was just a slow, gentle stroking, like what we're doing or even mellower than this, so we could keep it up for hours. And then Dan, seeing our lips just inches in front of his, tilted his head forward and joined in the kiss! I didn't even know three people could share one kiss, but they can! Mindy and I must have spent the next twenty or thirty minutes just kissing each other, and Dan, and jacking him off, and playing with our breasts and rubbing them against each other and against him. It was heaven!"

I looked over at Mindy.

She was blushing profusely, all the way down to her nipples. She protested, "It wasn't like that! Well, not exactly! We were just sharing an important, emotional moment. It wasn't like, you know, a woman-to-woman kiss, a sexual thing. It was just, I was so horny for my Dan, my husband, and I wanted to kiss HIM, but his cock felt so strong and good in my hands, and I did kiss him, but sometimes Cindy's mouth was right there instead, and, well... It was just... It was a one-time, special thing!"

Everyone there was amused and smiling at Mindy, because her excuses were so feeble and transparent. But we also all understood that she needed her excuses, at least for now, so no one teased her or prodded her.

Ruby's head was just inches from Cindy's, and she whispered to her mother, "Could we... you and I... could we kiss Dan and each other like that? I'd love to experience that magic you shared."

Cindy was indignant at first. "Of course not! You're my daughter, and I can't kiss you in a sexual way like that."

Mindy nervously inserted, "Not that what we did last night was sexual..."

It was kind of amusing to see how in denial my wife still was about her lesbian urges.

But Cindy softened. "However, the rest, we can do that. I'd love to kiss Dan with you, and rub our breasts together while we keep slowly jacking him off. But for him, mind you. As cock slaves, I'm sure we're going to have to rub our breasts together a lot in front of his face. For him."

Mindy repeated quietly, "Yes, for him." She had a blank face, like some kind of mindless zombie, no doubt picturing how much she could kiss and rub tits with the others while using that excuse.

Cindy continued, "If last night was any indication, he absolutely loves it. He was so busy licking our nipples that-"

Michelle cut in, "Hey, I hate to keep being a bother, and that does sound awesome, but what about the rest of us? Look at Sue Ellen, for instance. She's just been sitting here patiently and obediently, like a good slave girl, hardly saying a word. But she hasn't so much as touched the King this morning! That's not fair."

I looked over at Sue Ellen, as did everyone else. She bowed her head down, embarrassed at all the sudden attention. "It's okay. Whatever Master wants. Besides, I'd like to hear the rest of what happened last night. It sounds really beautiful and romantic, not to mention hot! All the fucking and cuddling and cocksucking and talking... it's like my perfect evening!"

"Okay," Cindy said, being unusually decisive. "Ruby, we'll save that tit-rubbing plan for some other time. I'm sure that in the years to come we'll be doing that all the time, so there's no rush. And I'll quickly finish my story before Michelle bursts with frustration. There's not much left to tell, actually. Like I said, it was mostly talking and cuddling, and a lot of what was said is private stuff meant just for the three of us."

"Fair enough," Michelle said. "I just don't want to miss out on anything important. And by the way, don't ever forget that Ruby and I can relate with what you were going through with your secret, forbidden love. We had the exact same time of quiet suffering. We call them the 'Dark Years.'"

I thought Michelle was being overly dramatic (as usual). For instance, one could just tell from the way she said "Dark Years" that they were supposed to be capitalized. But she was young, passionate, and sincere, and it seemed harmless, so I wasn't gonna give her a hard time.

Michelle added, "But Cindy, you DID keep Daddy's cock constantly hard and stimulated most of the evening, didn't you?"

"Of course. Although it was very low key, like I said. When I sucked him during his long story, I was going for longevity, not trying to make him cum. But I really enjoyed that, just going at a slow pace with a focus on tongue work, letting my jaw adjust to his size. A lot of the time, I just liked to hold it and feel its warmth. And ditto with his hands on me, or Mindy. Or her hands on me, or my hands on her. It was like the three of us were one."

She turned and looked me in the eye. "I'd love to spend more evenings like that, with just the three of us."

"We will," I replied confidently. That sounded great to me too. All five on me at once was something I'd only want every now and then. A threesome was more my style. I kissed her to remind her of my love.

The kiss grew more passionate, and I found my hands full of tit-flesh. The amazing thing was, with four tits lined up across my chest, I couldn't really tell by feel which ones belonged to Ruby and which ones belonged to Cindy. I had to look to see who was where. Okay, I was cheating by not exploring their full size (since that would be a giveaway), and Cindy's melons had a bit more sag, but the silky, spongy feel was exactly the same. There were no other signs of age that I could tell.

I was surprised when Cindy suddenly broke the kiss. Apparently, she was trying not to keep the others waiting. As Ruby kissed me instead, Cindy continued, "That's not to say it was all just gentle cuddling, kissing, and stroking. Since we were both practically sitting on Dan's cock already, it was easy as pie to make an adjustment, and voilà, he was inside our pussies!"

Mindy joked, "Wow, both pussies at once? Honey, that's impressive, even from you. Especially since I was there, and I don't recall that double fucking at all."

Cindy chuckled. "Okay, not both at once. But he was in either you or me, back and forth." She turned to the girls. "And again, it was a slow and easy thing. There wasn't any frantic bouncing up and down.

Ruby cut in, "I thought you said he 'royally' fucked the both of you?"

"Yes, but that was earlier. It was a long evening. I'm talking about later, when we were talking about personal things, kissing, and cuddling. it was just the glorious feeling of being full with my man's cock deep inside me. We kept talking and kissing, except that sometimes one or the other of us was sitting there, fully impaled."

Ruby said, "Oh my freakin' God! That sounds soooooooo so, SO great!"

"You said it!" Michelle added. She was hanging on every word now, just as Ruby was. Probably they felt that if they weren't allowed to fuck me, they'd do their all to experience it vicariously through the descriptions of others.

Mindy said to Cindy with a touch of pride, "Maybe all you were doing was sitting there, but when he was in me, I was squeezing my pussy walls. I've gotten so used to doing that that I can pretty much do it without thinking or exerting myself. It's like chewing gum."

"Really?" Cindy said, surprised. "I'm gonna have to work on that. It takes a lot of conscious effort for me. Of course, that wasn't the only fucking we did. Later on, Mindy and I got off the chair and... Oh God. This is so naughty. I can't believe it."

"What?" Several girls eagerly asked at once, including Sue Ellen. Michelle asked, surprised, "You mean there was still more fucking?! On top of the earlier 'royal' fucking?"

Cindy was very embarrassed. She nodded, then shyly said, "You tell 'em, Mindy. Please? I did pretty good telling the rest, you have to admit."

"Very well," Mindy relented. "But you and Ruby get in your last cock stroking jollies over there, 'cos we're going to switch positions in a minute. Anyway, yeah, it is a bit embarrassing, now that you mention it. Somehow, we got onto some kind of sexy talk, where we said that Dan was the alpha male of the pack, and since he was the top dog and we were his bitches, he had to take us and use us just like animals, just like the female dogs we are. What was that you said, Cin, as you wiggled your ass at him? 'Master, take me like a-'"

Cindy hastily reached out and clapped her hand over Mindy's mouth. "Never you mind about that! Let's not, uh, bother the others with unimportant details." She was blushing furiously.

My wife relented again, and skipped Cindy's very sexy talk. "Okay. Sorry. I don't quite know how it happened, but somehow Cindy and I wound up on the carpet right in front of the chair, with Cindy underneath and me on top. Our asses were high up in the air. Whose idea was that, Cindy? Yours or mine?"

Cindy closed her eyes, her cheeks cherry red. "I don't know! What does it matter? I can't believe I'm letting our daughters hear this."

Ruby purred into her ear, "Mom, it sounds super sexy to me. Besides, look at our hands. We're jacking our master off together. Mother and daughter, bound together by our love for him and his great big cock! Our fingers are covered in pre-cum and sliding relentlessly up and down his thick pole, and you have no problem with that. Plus, he's playing with our nipples at the same time. Everything is sex here! Just smell the wet pussy in the air. So why is talking about this a bigger deal?"

Cindy kept her eyes closed, but kept right on jacking me off, in time with Ruby's strokes. "I don't know. It just is, okay? ... I guess, maybe I still have trouble being, you know... a sex slave. Not just being called a sex slave, but really being it, and feeling it down to the depths of my soul. And when I was stacked in some kind of... I dunno, fuck sandwich, with Mindy looking down into my eyes and her pussy juices literally dripping down into my opened pussy lips, I never felt so... well, totally enslaved!"

Michelle asked, "Even more so than during the dance hall incident?"

"Yes, because then I was totally overwhelmed and just living in the moment. But this time, I was very consciously thinking about my slave status."

Ruby reached down and started fingering Cindy's clit. "So why'd you do it? It was your idea, wasn't it?"

"Don't touch me like that! I'm your mother!"

"Don't worry, Mom, I'm not making a move on you. But this is the Button of Truth, and I'm going to keep pressing it until you tell me what really happened!"

Cindy squirmed and writhed about in a very sexy manner. She closed her eyes and tensed up, and even stopped stroking my boner (just holding it painfully tightly instead). She did everything to resist Ruby except for taking the very easy step of removing Ruby's hand or simply moving away. "No! Please don't! Please!"

But Ruby was relentless. She even ran her fingers up and down Cindy's pussy lips, which was quite an accomplishment considering the way Cindy's hips were moving this way and that.

One could tell all five women were bisexual from the lusty looks in their eyes. Mindy's face was especially priceless. I could practically see her mental gears grinding, trying to figure out an excuse to be interrogated via the "Button of Truth" method.

As Cindy's legs thrashed about and her body panted its way very close to orgasm, she suddenly squealed, "Fine! Stop, please! I'll talk! Yes, it was my idea, okay? And it was because I goddamn LOVE being a sex slave! Especially Dan's sex slave! That very idea is totally turning my world upside down. It's wrong for a woman to want to be a slave to a man, but it feels so fucking right! I love it! I fucking LOVE IT!"

She kissed me on the lips, wowing me with her pent-up lust.

But her passion had risen so high that even that wasn't enough. She scooted back and dropped down, engulfed my cockhead, and her lips started intently bobbing up and down on my cock. Yet she didn't just close her eyes and get to it - her eyes remained wide open and staring up at my face. I can't begin to describe the loving and lusty look she gave me as her cheeks repeatedly caved in with all the suction she was making.

Mindy laughed, but it seemed to be a nervous laugh that tried to cover her extreme arousal. "Looks like someone has some pretty horny memories from last night. Honey, play with her pussy right now, and that's an order!"

Michelle protested, "Mom, you can't order Daddy around. He's our master!"

Mindy clarified, "He's YOUR master. Okay, he's partly my master too. I am a semi-official cock slave now in a lot of ways. But I am still his one and only wife, and wives get special privileges. It's even in the official rules, as Rule Number Four. And you see? He understands that."

Sure enough, I started playing with Cindy's pussy, even though I had to bend way forward, and even then it was very nearly out of my reach. I wouldn't have done it if it weren't a good idea, but it was a very good idea. I couldn't wait to see Cindy explode in orgasmic bliss. She was still writhing around helpless, and I knew it wouldn't be long for her.

Ruby had grabbed Cindy's hair and was "forcing" her down deeper on my cock, but to be honest, Cindy didn't need any forcing. The redheaded MILF repeatedly went down deep enough to choke and gag. The resulting obscene noises drove everybody wild.

Sure enough, I could feel Cindy's body trembling in orgasm after less than a minute of my fondling. I was glad, because I was in an awkward pose.

When her orgasm ended, I was able to sit back and relax. Cindy somehow kept her lips down on my shaft, but she didn't make any sexy movements with her mouth at all. Either she needed a break or she knew I did, or both. Probably, it was both.

Sue Ellen asked, "Could someone please finish the story?"

Mindy said, "So there we were, one on top of the other, the glow of the fireplace the only light illuminating our naked bodies, when-"

Sue Ellen asked, "Excuse me, but there was a fire? You didn't mention that part." Her eyes were glazed over, like she was living the story herself, and had actually been with us in the room.

"Oh yes, we had a raging fire going for hours. Several fires, in fact. Honey, do you remember when Cindy's pussy and mine simply burst into flames from being fucked so hard and long, and you had to get the fire extinguisher?"

Sue Ellen laughed. She was starting to understand Mindy's persona of constantly joking, no matter what the occasion. But she protested, "Come on! Seriously? Was there an actual fire?"

Mindy smiled. "There was. And you should have seen how Dan started it by resting his red hot poker of a cock against the kindling." She nodded at her pussy. "You see how we're both shaved bare? It was actually the fire from his poker that singed our bushes off. But in all seriousness, we made love in front of the fireplace, just the three of us entwined together, and it was really romantic. There was some wonderfully romantic Spanish guitar music playing too."

All three girls let out happy, longing sighs. I found it a bit amusing that each of them gazed into the distance, dreaming of being with me, instead of looking my way, as I was actually right there with them.

Mindy went on, "Yeah. It was beautiful. I could actually see the red and orange flames from the fire reflecting off the sticky, shiny sheen of Dan's cum soaking her inner thighs. It was truly a sight to see. Whoever thinks cum is yucky is crazy. It almost makes me cry tears of joy, thinking about the three of us lying together right in front of the fireplace, with Dan in the middle of course... The best part was seeing Cindy gently brushing Dan's hair off his forehead, staring deeply into his eyes, and pledging her busty body to him to use in eternal servitude."

The girls sighed wistfully again, as though each of them were in Cindy's place.

I almost had to laugh at their reaction. But that just shows the master-and-slave mentality that had taken over our house. In just a matter of days, I'd pretty much given up objecting to it, and I was even starting to accept it as fact.

"Wasn't that a magic moment?" Mindy asked Cindy.

Cindy merely grunted in the affirmative. She was too busy sliding her lips up and down my shaft to speak properly.

Mindy continued more matter-of-factly, "She certainly didn't have any hesitation calling him 'Master' then. But in any case, the serious fucking got started when Cindy had gotten really excited after Dan went down on her, and-"

"Wait a minute!" Michelle interrupted. "Daddy went DOWN on her? That's not right! I hope it was a sixty-nine, at the very least!"

Mindy explained to her, "Darling, I know you're very passionate about cocksucking right now, and look at Cindy go. ... Damn."

Everyone stared at Cindy's bobbing head, because she'd recovered from her orgasm and she'd resumed her talented cocksucking. In fact, she was being "forced" up and down on my erection by Ruby again, just like before, although Ruby's pressure was almost entirely symbolic this time.

But Mindy snapped out of her distracted state to explain the cunnilingus "controversy." She started by obviously referring to what Cindy was doing to me. "We all know just how much fun that is, but don't forget that what's most important is DAN's pleasure. And a steady diet of nothing but blowjobs gets monotonous. And he does love going down on a woman. He's done it to me countless times. It's just that there's been a ban on him doing that to you, so you don't think about that."

"Hrmph!" Michelle grumbled. "If you say he loves it that much, I'll hold my protest, for now. But it still seems a perversion of the natural master-slave relationship, unless it's a sixty-nine. Otherwise, it'll be impossible for me to properly serve and adore his cock if his face is in my crotch. I won't even be able to reach it!" Her face looked pained as she contemplated that unpleasant thought.

"You'll learn," Mindy replied patiently. "There are many ways to make him feel great that don't involve the King at all. Anyway, let me describe the last fucks, since I know how much you'd love to hear about that. He'd been licking Cindy and me, and that got all of us really hot and bothered. Then we got talking about the alpha male thing, as mentioned before, and Cindy was the one who insisted Dan take us both, right there and then. I believe she said, 'Dan, I want you to take me and brand me! Take US, your personal sluts! Take us like a wild animal! Then brand us with your hot cum!'"

I interrupted, "Um, Min, you'd better hurry up the story, 'cos look at how fevered Cindy is, bobbing up and down! I think your story is getting to her - and me! I can't hold out much longer!"

"Oh. Right. So then that's exactly what he did. He fucked us and branded us. It was great, but really frustrating, because he'd stroke inside me about eight to ten times, and then once I was really into it and about to pop my cork, he'd pull out and do Cindy just as long. You should have heard the two of us begging and pleading him to hurry it up and slide back in! Cin and I were even calling each other names. The dastardly devil kept her just shy of popping her cork too. Just imagine: the two of us holding champagne bottles, and both of us too distracted to get them open!"

I was glad to see that even Sue Ellen understood that part was a joke, and found it funny. Min liked to slip her jokes in at the most unexpected times, so one always had to be on one's toes with her.

My wife continued, "But it was all in good fun. And then he pulled out and blew his load all over both our pussies, and a good deal of our asses besides. Remember that, Cindy?"

Cindy seemed to be off in her own cocksucking world, slowly bobbing over my sweet spot relentlessly, and I doubted she was listening at all. But she opened her eyes wide and made a loud "MMMM!" sound as she kept up her steady pace.

Mindy laughed. "Yeah, I definitely see the need to hurry things up! Dan is about to pop HIS cork! But that's about it, folks. We were so tired after that that I don't even know how we all managed to stagger off to bed. Honey, did you even notice that Cindy slept with us last night? ... Dan? ... Uh-oh! Ruby, quick! Since you're already grasping Cindy's hair, pull her mouth gently but firmly off his cock before he blows!"

I was grimacing and clutching on to Ruby and Cindy for dear life, but it seemed like Cindy was too far gone to listen and pull off. She was just too horny, and incapable of stopping until she got a big cummy load down her throat. Ruby was trying her best to pull Cindy's head up, but she was unwilling to be forceful enough, considering Cindy was her mother, plus any sudden move might hurt my dick.

I was struggling as hard as humanly possible not to cum, but I could tell that I was losing the battle. I was resigned to shooting my load in a matter of seconds - which hardly would have been a terrible thing, after all.

But to my surprise, Sue Ellen sprang into action. She happened to be sitting nearer to Cindy than Michelle or Mindy, and she suddenly lurched forward and plunged two fingers into Cindy's slit.

That surprised Cindy so much that her mouth opened even wider than it already was. She cried out. And with Ruby still tugging on her hair, I was suddenly able to pull my erection free from her lips.

Dismayed, Cindy tried to dive back onto my shaft. Since I was resting comfortably against the headboard, and out of my mind with lust, it looked like she'd go right back to her intense sucking unimpeded.

But then several things happened at once. As Sue Ellen's fingers plunged in deeply, she growled, "You're a cock slave, and a good cock slave OBEYS her master! Stop!"

Mindy also sprang into action and hugged Cindy from behind. Whether by design or not, her hands landed right on Cindy's bouncing tits, and she firmly kneaded the tit-flesh. In so doing, she also restrained Cindy from bending over to reach my dick. And as soon as Sue Ellen finished speaking, she reinforced the message to Cindy. "You're a good slave! Good slave! OBEY!"

Apparently, that was all too much for Cindy. It looked to be a combination of things, but I think it was mainly the way Sue Ellen's fingers were plunging in and out of her hot box that pushed her over the edge. She began screaming like a javelin had plunged all the way through her chest. It was spectacular, watching the way her back arched and her head flew back, and a tremendous orgasm washed through her. Many long seconds of agonized screaming ensued, until she teetered and wavered, and then finally fell back onto the bed like she was dead.

I too slumped back like I'd been shot dead. Even though I somehow had miraculously managed not to cum, I was still physically and mentally wiped out.

Then I glanced over at Michelle and saw that she was all too aware of the fact that I hadn't cum yet. The hunger I saw in her eyes was almost intimidating in its intensity.

Uh oh, I thought to myself.




Chapter 69



I was beginning to see the problems of having so many cock slaves, because even as I struggled just to stay conscious, Michelle and Sue Ellen in particular were raring to get something started with me. They crawled up my body while I was just fighting for enough oxygen to survive.

I had to wave them off. "Please!" I was panting so hard that it took some long moments before I could gasp out any more words. "Let an old man... rest a bit..."

Michelle said, reluctantly, "Well, okay, a bit, but only so long as you promise never to call yourself an old man."

I nodded, still gasping for air. I closed my eyes because I was hitting some kind of sensory overload. Just looking at all these beautiful, busty women in front of me was almost enough for me to shoot off right then.

I heard Ruby say, "Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! Would you look at that thing?"

"I know!" Michelle exclaimed.

Exhausted though I was, I had to open my eyes to see what they were referring to.

It was my erection. Big surprise there, given how cock obsessed they were. Somehow, it was as hard as ever, sticking straight up and bouncing lightly in the air.

Sue Ellen said in an awestruck tone, "Y'all know what it's like? It's like a weapon! Just look at Cindy. It's like it killed her! It's like a gun, a sperm gun. But it's not done, no siree. Look! It's reloading, and it's gonna kill one of us next!"

Michelle agreed emphatically. "You're so right! What I wanna know is who's the fool who expects we could ever resist? I mean, seriously. Just LOOK at that thing! It's big cock perfection! So what if I'm his daughter? How could I NOT prostrate myself before him as his sex slave, just for a chance to suck on it?"

The sheer hunger I heard in her voice gave me goose bumps.

Then Ruby spoke. I hoped she'd give Michelle a reality check after those over-the-top comments (you'd think I'd have known better by now!). But instead, she said, "I KNOW! I can hardly wait for us to do the second thing all over him!"

My frazzled brain reached back and remembered that at one point they had been about to start the still-mysterious "second thing." I was about to tell them that whatever it was needed to wait, as I needed a lot more time to recover. I felt like I was in a post-orgasmic funk, even though I hadn't actually climaxed.

But luckily, Mindy beat me to the punch, "Bad news, girls. I wish I was young and without a care or a job for the entire summer-"

"Hey!" Michelle said. "We all work too, you know."

"Okay, true. Sorry. But you don't have a nine-to-five job like I do. And unfortunately, it's getting so close to nine that I'm gonna have to rush out of here with only a quick shower and a snack. I'd like to ask you to put off the second thing until tomorrow morning. For one thing, it needs at least four women, and it looks like Cindy's fallen asleep. I think we should let her rest."

I looked, and indeed Cindy had blissfully dozed off.

Michelle put her hand on Sue Ellen's shoulder. "Sorry. Looks like you'll have to wait some more. But don't worry. The day has just begun. I promise you'll suck so much Daddy cock today that you're gonna cry mercy when your jaw just can't take any more, but he won't stop! He's just gonna keep stuffing his magnificent fuckstick right down your throat!"

Sue Ellen asked hopefully, "Really?"

"Definitely!"

That seemed to satisfy Sue Ellen, and she showed it with an expectant smile. She seemed easy to please in general (and a far cry from the demanding Gruesome Twosome!). I was also pleased at how she was becoming an "enforcer" of sorts, like how she'd just managed to get Cindy off me before I came.

I asked, "Hey, do I have some say in this?"

"Nope!" All three girls said that at once and then giggled.

Mindy sighed theatrically. "Sorry, Honey. Such is the tough life of the harem master. And I know what you're gonna say: you're worried about time to do your work. But don't worry, there are plenty of hours in the day. For instance, I know you usually don't start until ten at the earliest, so you've got a couple of extra morning hours to play with right there, since you went to bed early last night, right?"

"Right, but when I'm not working, I'm trying to take it easy. I'm not a spring chicken anymore. All this sex stuff is exhausting!"

"True, but Cindy has to go to work soon too. I'll have to wake her in a minute, in fact. That only leaves you with three cock slaves."

"Only three?! Three is a lot! That's three more than I had until... well, VERY recently!"

Michelle scooted down the bed and put her arm around me, pressing one of her huge torpedo tits into my upper arm. Good God, it felt fantastic! She cooed, "Don't worry, Daddy, we've worked it all out. If you want, we can be so quiet, you'll hardly notice we're there. Well, except for the fact that we'll all be taking turns sucking your cock!" She giggled.

Mindy had moved to her closet and was staring into it to pick out her work clothes, but she was still engaged in the conversation. "That's right. All of us did some talking this morning before you woke up, and we agreed: there's no reason why you can't work on your book and be sexually pleasured at the same time, so long as it's done in the right way."

She twisted her upper torso around to make eye contact with me. "If you're gonna be sitting at your desk typing, would it really distract you that much to have one of your cock slaves between your legs, happily slurping and sucking away?"

My first reaction was to say, "Yes!" But on the other hand, it sounded pretty damn tempting. Why NOT at least give it a try? Hell, even if it is too distracting for me to get any work done, what a way to waste my time! Besides, we've got a lot of money in the bank, and with our investments, plus Mindy's salary, I could go a very long time without bringing any income in at all. But no! I can't think like that. 

Although, come to think of it, my latest novel has most definitely taken a turn towards the pornographic anyway. Lately, I've mostly just been writing X-rated scenes for fun, for myself and my family. Would it really be so bad to not wear anything below the waist and write sex scenes all day while getting a blowjob the whole time by a rotation of cock loving teenage sex slaves? At least I'd be able to use both hands to type, and I wouldn't have to worry all that much about cleaning up after a really hot streak of writing. After all, they're more than willing to swallow anything I- 

Wait! What am I thinking?! I can't do that! Not to Ruby and Shelle... 

I said, "Min, what you're suggesting is just... incredible! There's no way..."

While this was going on, Ruby had moved into position on the other side of me.

Sue Ellen also didn't want to be left out (again), and since the two best cuddle spots had now been taken by Michelle and Ruby, she simply rested her body right on top of mine. This meant her big firm tits squished into my chest, her head rested in the crook of my neck, and my erection was trapped up against her tummy.

It also meant that I could feel spongy teenage tits pressing into me from all sides. I took a quick inventory, and felt six hard nipples poking me.

They all feel so great! I could easily get used to this! Hell, my resistance is already destroyed. Call me shallow, but I think my moral stance would have been a lot firmer if only they weren't all so damn gorgeous. Dammit, I'm already speaking of having a moral stance in the past tense. Not a good sign! 

Mindy had picked out her clothes, but she put them down in a pile and remained buck-naked because she needed to take a shower first. She walked over to the bed and stood next to me. "Daniel, look at you. I can barely even see you because you're so thoroughly covered by your naked cock slaves. Did you think this cock slave thing was a lark for just a day or a week? This is your new reality! Get used to it."

I responded, "To be honest, things are moving so fast that I haven't really thought all this through. I keep thinking the girls are just going through a phase. Sure, they love me, and lust after me, but the intensity of their desire to have sex with me, pretty much all day long, that's bound to come down after an initial exciting 'honeymoon' phase, right?"

Michelle growled, "I'd kill you if you weren't my master. You drive me crazy. Your stupid head is as thick as your cock! How many times do we have to TELL YOU that we're not just going through a phase?! GRRRRRR!" She clenched her fists.

"But this kind of behavior just isn't normal," I protested. "I mean, most women don't even like to give blowjobs at all. Once or twice a year, on a birthday or anniversary, if a guy is lucky."

"They're FOOLS!" Michelle said passionately.

Have I ever mentioned how beautiful my daughter is when she's got a tinge of anger flashing in her eyes? And when her immense tits wobble in time to her shaking fists, it does something powerful to me.

She went on, exasperated, "Would you stop worrying about what the norm is? Okay, probably things will cool down a bit eventually, but not as much as you apparently want to think. I think I safely speak for all the women here when I say we LOVE giving blowjobs! Not to mention titfucks, handjobs, and all the rest! Basically, we love sex with you, and want do it all day long! For real! This is WHAT WE DO! Is that so much to ask?"

"But that can't be," I continued to object. "I mean, I love it, in theory. Having cock slaves is a blast. But I have big goals for you, Shelle. And you, Red. And Sue Ellen, even though I still don't know you very well, you're rapidly becoming like family to me, and I can't just treat you like a piece of meat. I CARE for you! How can any of you expect to have not just jobs, but fulfilling careers, if you spend most of your time playing with my cock?"

Sue Ellen was very moved by what I'd said. She didn't interrupt me, but she reached down between our bodies and made an adjustment on where my erection was pointing. Then she moved her entire body up, and then back down, and let out a happy sigh.

And just like that, I found my erection impaled all the way in her pussy!

My astonishment at how brazenly she'd pulled me into herself was only exceeded by the realization of just how wet she was. Without that natural lubrication I could have easily hurt her as her body engulfed my stiffness, but as things were she was tight, but not impossible, to get into. Her pussy most definitely wasn't accustomed to my unusual size, but she took it like a real trooper.

Surprisingly, Michelle and Ruby were so involved in the discussion that they didn't notice at first. It helped that Sue Ellen and I kept perfectly still, and just enjoyed the feeling of complete penetration for while, as her vagina attempted to adjust. It also happened that neither of them happened to have a direct line of sight to my crotch (for once!).

I'm not sure what it was that swept over me, but a warm sense of contentment and satisfaction seemed to radiate outwards from where our lower bodies joined. It just felt so good, so right, to be inside her like this, and from the way her tightly impaled pussy was gently flexing around my thickness, I knew that she felt the same.

Still oblivious, Michelle spoke to me. "Is that all that's bothering you? Fine. We'll do the career thing, if that makes you happy. I don't know what we'll do yet, but we'll figure something out. Hmmm. It'll have to be something we can work on at home... Ruby, what's something we could make money doing at home while sucking Daddy's cock at the same time?"

Before Ruby could answer that, I said, "Shelle! You miss the whole point! The idea's not to have a career to make me happy, it's to make YOU happy! There's more to life than just incestuous sex. Not to mention, you need a way to make money to live."

Neither Michelle nor Ruby had a quick and easy answer to that. They knew that our family had a lot of money, but they also knew Mindy and I weren't going to fund them so they'd be able to stay continuously unemployed.

The silence was broken when Mindy said, "Girls, don't look now, but I think the King has just disappeared."

Michelle huffed, "'Disappeared?' What are you talking about? Do you mean Daddy's cock has gone flaccid? We can take care of that quickly enough. Ruby..." She'd been reaching between me and Sue Ellen as she was talking, and she finally wiggled her hand to where my erection should have been.

She fell silent as she kept feeling around. Within seconds, she traced my dick up from my balls straight into Sue Ellen's slit. "Sue Ellen! How could you?!"

Sue Ellen looked embarrassed. "Sorry, but I-"

I cut in. "Don't apologize." I then addressed the other two. "Sue Ellen's a good girl. She's had boyfriends. She's even had sex with them. So she has the right to have sex with me."

Michelle pulled her body away from mine and shook her tits. "Arrrgh! Don't bring up the whole boyfriend thing again! That's like buying me a brand new beautiful bed and then pissing all over it. You're SOOOOO aggravating!"

I reached out and cupped her jiggling tits, since they looked so inviting.

"Grrr! And then you go and do that, treating me like the sex toy that I am. How can I stay mad at you when you do that?"

I was confused. Frankly, I'd thought my cheeky move would just make her angrier. But she closed her eyes and looked she was about to climax just from my brief tit play.

Then she opened her eyes and pointed an accusing finger at Sue Ellen. "And you! I should be mad at you, because you know how frustrating it is for me to not be able to fuck my Daddy-Master. And then you force me to see and even FEEL you fully impaled on his fat fuckstick like some kind of shish-ka-bob?"

She sighed. "I should be mad at you, but I'm not, 'cos I know if I had the right to do it, I'd be doing it every single fucking minute of every single fucking day! I'm not mad, I'm just... Arrrgh! So frustrated! I can't take this!"

Sue Ellen said very sadly, "I'm so sorry! I didn't mean to-"

Michelle interrupted, "I know you are. That's your problem. You're too nice. It's hard to get mad at you. I'm not mad at you for wanting to be fucked. After all, as his sex slave, it's your most important duty. 'Please the cock!' And I'm not mad at Daddy for fucking you, either, since that's his natural right to take whoever he wants whenever he wants. But I'm PISSED at Daddy for persisting with his STUPID dating boys CRAP!"

She stood up and stomped away from the bed. As she left the room, she said back to us huffily, "If anyone wants me, I'll be in my room. Masturbating! GRRR!"

I turned my head to look at Ruby. I wanted to see her reaction. Why wasn't she stomping off in a huff as well?

She looked up at me. "I'm frustrated too, but I'm more curious. Sure, I've seen you and Mom - Mindy, I mean - do it lots of times, but for years that was from across the room and through a tiny peephole."

"The one that Mindy closed up, you mean?" I'd talked to the Gruesome Twosome about this recently, but I wanted confirmation from Ruby yet again that the hole was no longer in use.

Ruby nodded. "Do you two mind if I, well, stay here and watch from, uh, an inch or two away, under the good lighting... And, uh, maybe even, er... feel it a little bit too?"

Mindy had been standing there watching all the while, and she spoke up. "Excuse me, folks. This has been fascinating, and I wish I could stay, but unfortunately I've got to run. Honey, there's some food downstairs all ready for you to eat. Is everything cool? Is it okay if I leave you with these three busty vixens all day long?"

I sighed dramatically and theatrically. "Go ahead. Pray for me, though. And if you come home tonight and find nothing but a dried-up husk sitting here where I used to be, or a smoking crater where my penis used to be, you can guess well enough what happened."

She chuckled. "Whatever you'd be doing that could leave a smoking crater, save it until tonight so I can do it too."

At first, she started for the shower. But then she stopped, turned around, and walked right up next to the bed. "Honey, in all seriousness, are you really okay with everything? Or do I need to speak to the girls before I go, so things don't spiral completely out of control?"

"Things already ARE spiraling way out of control. It's like I'm spinning in a vortex! But I'm getting used to that. I mean, I'm lying in our bed, balls-deep in a teenage girl we only met a few days ago but who is proudly calling herself my slave, who's lying on top of me stark naked, working my boner with her pussy muscles to encourage me to cum in her, and you're telling me breakfast is ready downstairs and to have a nice fucking day. The only thing you haven't done so far is pat her ass and tell her that she's being a good girl for taking so much of my cock into herself!"

Mindy flashed me a wicked grin, leaned over, and encouragingly patted Sue Ellen on the ass, gently, like a proud parent. "You're a very good girl for taking so much of your master's big fat cock into your wet and horny enslaved cunt. It's very important that when your master fucks you, you take it ALL!" My wife then lifted my hands from where they lay at my side and put them on Sue Ellen's ass cheeks.

I reflexively took hold of Sue Ellen until I was gently but firmly gripping her butt. "Boy, I really walked right in to that one, didn't I?"

"Just like the Rooftop Singers," my wife said. Seeing my blank expression (well, blank not counting the joy of fucking), she added with a frown, "They were a Sixties folk-rock group with a big hit called 'Walk Right In.' I thought you'd get the reference, but never mind. A joke has bombed if you have to explain it."

She paused and put a hand on her chin, as if in deep thought. "Hmmm. Maybe that's what created your smoking crater: all my jokes bombing."

I grinned. Somehow, I had known she wouldn't be able to resist doing more with that smoking crater comment, and sure enough, I was right.

Sue Ellen's breathing picked up slightly, and her pussy gave me an extra hard squeeze, but otherwise she gave no outward signs of activity.

I, on the other hand, used my palms cupping her ass to urge her to begin gently rocking her hips on me, which achieved a very minor but sensational friction of short but deeply penetrating thrusts.

This made Sue Ellen sigh with lustful contentment.

I could only look up at my wife with wonder. One of my sex slaves is on top of me, in our bed, and is shamelessly fucking me right in front of her. Don't she EVER get jealous or protective?! I have fucking SEX SLAVES now, and it looks like that's not going to change! I'd almost be concerned if I wasn't totally convinced she'd never fuck around on me in return. 

More calmly than I felt, I managed to say, "You and I will need to have a talk when you come home tonight. I'm worried that we're driving over a cliff. But I can hold the fort until then."

"Good." She bent over and kissed my cheek. She laughed when I reached out and cupped her dangling tits just like I'd done to Michelle.

She stood back up and said to the girls, "And you two, you take good care of him, okay? Help him hold the, er, 'fort.' Or anything else that happens to pop up, if you know what I mean." She winked knowingly.

Then she advised, "Remember that a good cock slave keeps her master happy and satisfied at all times. But that also means that if he says 'stop,' then stop, because maybe taking a rest is what will make him happiest right then. Is that understood?"

Ruby and Sue Ellen nodded.

"Good." She walked into the bathroom, but then she came right back out, holding something in her hand. "Oh, and Dan, you might want to use this." Her hand opened up, revealing a condom packet.

"Shit!" I said. "I keep forgetting." How does one stop in mid-fuck to put a condom on? Talk about frustrating!

Sue Ellen looked even more bummed than I was. Her pussy squeezed my cock even more intensely, as if trying to make the most of the last seconds she had with me bareback.

Mindy saw that and said to her, "Don't worry, girl. We're going to take some very strong measures to make sure there's no way you can get pregnant any time soon. Then you won't have to worry about these. Soon, you'll be able to get royally fucked, bareback, every single day."

Sue Ellen beamed from ear to ear, and gladly accepted the condom packet from Mindy before my wife finally walked into the shower and closed the door behind her.

As Mindy left, she had one last witty parting shot, "Don't do anyone I wouldn't do!"




Chapter 70



Now, I was down to "just" two buxom babes, Ruby and Sue Ellen (not counting Cindy, since she was sleeping near the foot of the bed). And I'd been slowly recovering. I didn't feel completely overwhelmed anymore. For one thing, simply being IN Sue Ellen like this was surprisingly relaxing, which was quite possibly one of the last things I'd been expecting for such a highly pleasurable circumstance. 

That was a good thing, because as soon as Mindy was gone, Ruby offered, "Sue Ellen, since you've got to start over in order to put the condom on, do you mind if I do the honors?" I don't know how she did it, but Ruby managed to make it sound like she was asking something as ordinary as holding Sue Ellen's books for her as they walked to class.

"What do you mean?" Sue Ellen asked.

"Can I put the condom on, and then warm his cock up, and stick it back into you?"

She smiled. "Sure. That is, if it's okay with you, Master."

I perked up from my blissful daze to say, "It's definitely okay with me."

Ruby took the condom, but then put in on the table next to the bed. "Um, Sue Ellen, I was thinking, maybe we could warm his cock up together before we put the condom on, 'cos I don't like the taste of those things."

I suddenly wondered where (and when) Ruby discovered she didn't like the taste of condoms. Then I remembered that my wife had been "training" her to be a sex slave for months. Of course Ruby knows what a condom tastes like, I realized.

Sue Ellen said to me, "It's perfectly fine with me. What about you, Master?"

I told her, "Oh! Okay. Sure." My cock certainly didn't need any "warming up," and everyone had to know that, but what they were planning sounded pretty hot, so I wasn't going to object.

So while my wife showered a short distance away, Sue Ellen and Ruby jointly pleasured my cock. They sat on either side of me and took turns "diving," as they called it. That meant swallowing my cockhead and then some, bobbing up and down over my sweet spot a few times, and then pulling off so the other girl could take her turn. This was similar to what Ruby, Michelle, and Mindy had tried earlier, but they'd only gone a round or so before being interrupted. But now there were no interruptions, and the two of them kept going on and on and on.

I was thoroughly impressed, because I could tell this was no either task for either of them. Ruby at least had her months of "training" to deal with my size. But I don't know how much that helped, because it wasn't long before both of them were copiously leaking tears from the sheer difficulty of fitting my thickness into their mouths, over and over again. Yet they showed no hesitation or reluctance. In fact, each girl inevitably eagerly awaited her next turn to stretch her lips as wide as they could manage.

I tried to count how many times they each handed my erection back and forth, but I eventually lost count. Time passed, yet I still didn't cum. By frequently passing if off, my cock was outside of their mouths a fair amount, and so it took me a longer to get up to a fever pitch. The two of them seemed content to literally do that all day.

Who knows how many times they handed me off, but I eventually had to call for a break. It couldn't have taken more than fifteen or twenty minutes though, because Mindy was still in the shower.

The two of them sat there, just holding my rod and making weird movements with their jaws. It dawned on me they were doing exercises to limber up their jaw muscles after so much tiring work. That showed that the others were obviously training Sue Ellen with all kinds of sexual tips already, because there was no way she could have just happened to know the same exercises on her own.

Finally, Ruby turned to me and asked, "So, Daddy, are you starting to feel warmed up?"

I laughed. I had forgotten all about resuming fucking Sue Ellen. "Obviously, I was plenty warmed up before you even started that. But thank you just the same. Naturally, it feels amazing. But doesn't that get, well, boring after a while?"

Sue Ellen reverently said, "You have no idea how aroused that gets me. It makes me hotter than blue blazes! I know y'all probably won't believe my words, so look at my pussy." She spread her legs and sat up on her heels. She leaned back and spread her pussy lips wide with her fingers.

Sure enough, she was absolutely soaked. Even her inner thighs were drooling with rivulets everywhere. I asked, "But isn't that just 'cos I was inside you a while ago?"

Ruby sighed with frustration. She quickly assumed the same lewd position as Sue Ellen, but on the other side of me. "Look at me, Daddy. I'm just as wet. And don't say it's from before. We've been at this for ten minutes, at least."

"Really? Has it been that long?"

Ruby nodded patiently, like I was a bit slow. "More like twenty, I'd guess. Mindy seems to be taking an unusually long shower, considering she's supposed to be in a hurry."

I asked, "How on Earth can you fit my thing into your mouth over and over like that? I don't mean to brag, but it is unusually large. And the tears on your faces suggests it's a real ordeal."

Ruby responded as she wiped her tears away, "It IS an ordeal! But that's part of what makes it so much fun. Who'd want a boring amusement park ride where your cart just goes slowly in a straight line? That's what I imagine sucking a regular penis is like. No wonder most women get bored. But with yours, it's like I'm hanging on for dear life!"

Sue Ellen added while she also wiped her face clean, "Exactly! It's like a black diamond ski run instead of the bunny slopes! I wear these tears like little badges of pride. Sometimes it DOES get too much and then I have to pull off. But then Ruby immediately takes over, making me want to try that much harder next time."

Ruby said, "Amen to that! But I feel bad. Let's get you back to getting Daddy-fucked."

Sue Ellen said to Ruby, "I can't wait until he fucks me some more, but I could do this all day too. You know what I think the funnest part is? The sharing. I'm not just saying that, either. I totally love sucking cock with you."

"Me too! It's like, when it's your turn, it's almost as much fun as having my turn. I get to watch what you're doing, and hear you moan happily, and then Daddy moans happily too. And I'm always learning new things."

Sue Ellen smiled brightly. "Exactly! And I try to watch and learn too. I'm learning SO MUCH! I love when I can see your cheeks bulging out, allowing me to get a hint what your tongue is doing."

Ruby replied, "Totally! You do that too? You know, when you pull up, I love the way you always linger at the last second and give the tip a last loving lick and a kiss. That's so cute. It's like you're saying 'I love being your cock slave, Master,' every single time."

"Thanks! You must be a mind-reader, because that's usually EXACTLY what I'm thinking when I kiss it like that!"

"No way!"

"Yeah way!" They squealed and hugged, rubbing their nipples together in the process. "Not only that, but I love it when you-"

I cut in. "Um, girls, maybe you two can talk shop later? I think I'm ready for some proper fuckin', Southern style."

Sue Ellen grinned at this reference to her Southern roots, especially since I spoke that last line in her Southern accent.

Ruby finally picked the condom back up and unrolled it over the tip of my cock.

Just then, the door to the bathroom shower opened. I saw Mindy walk straight into the bedroom, nude and wet, and drying her hair with a towel. I suppose she had a legitimate reason for toweling her hair, but the way she was doing it set her big tits swinging and wobbling in constant motion. As if that wasn't enough, she struck a sexy pose, planting a bent leg on the bed. She asked, "Hi, everybody. What did I miss?"

She drew closer, and saw that Ruby was just finishing putting the condom on. "What? Did time stop while I was showering or something? You didn't wait for me, did you?"

"No," Sue Ellen explained, "We've been taking turns blowing him for the past while. It's just a lucky coincidence, I guess."

I cleared my throat and asked my wife, "So... How long have you been spying on us?"

She acted hurt. "What, me? Spy on you? Why would I do that? Especially when I could be right here up close?"

"I noticed you didn't flat out deny it. So why DID you spy?"

She deflated, realizing she couldn't deny it without blatantly lying. "What gave it away? Did you see me peeking?"

"No, you must have been hidden pretty well. But as Ruby I think pointed out, you took an unusually long shower for someone supposedly in a hurry. So why do it?"

She shrugged, as if puzzled herself. "I don't know. I guess it's extra fun seeing our girls in their natural element without anyone knowing I'm there, like being a fly on the wall. It's part of my cucquean fetish, since I love to watch. Are you mad?"

"No, just curious."

"Oh. In that case, hold on a sec." She walked down to the foot of the bed, where Cindy was still sleeping.

I have to admit, I'd completely forgotten that Cindy was even there, even though she'd been in my field of view the entire time! She'd faded into the background like a piece of furniture while I focused all my attention on my two teen vixens.

But now all my attention went to Cindy as I watched Mindy gently shake her. Damn! Cin is every bit as hot as Ruby, and I'm not just saying that 'cos I love her. She is shockingly well preserved. She could pass for a college co-ed, easy. I've got to be the luckiest guy on Earth, to have five women who all look that good! I love that she's sprawled out buck naked on my bed, and that's part of the new normal. I love the dark, rich redness of her hair, especially when it's splayed out like that. And just look at the lines of her splayed out legs, the rising curve of her hip... Wow. I totally need to tap that later. 

Heh, heh! What a shallow thing to think, but why the fuck not? I'm the harem master here. There's a time for love, and a time for lust. And since I can't fuck my daughters, I'll just fuck Cindy and Sue Ellen a hell of a lot instead! 

Sue Ellen and Ruby waited until Cindy was fully awake and Mindy was dried off. Both older women were keen to watch, and sat next to each other on the edge of the bed, close to the action. Naturally, they remained naked.

As Sue Ellen and Ruby got into position, Ruby suggested, "What say we warm it up some more? I'm not sure it's warm enough yet."

But Mindy said, "Come on, kids, speed things up here. I wanna see, but I also have to go to work. I really do need to go, and I used up all my extra time with that 'shower' of mine. I've got five minutes to watch, tops. In fact, I'd better start dressing at the same time." She started unfolding the clothes she'd set aside earlier.

So Sue Ellen squatted over me. It looked like she was about to take a dump right over my crotch.

Cindy asked her, "Why are you gonna get fucked that way? Is that his favorite position?"

Sue Ellen replied, "I didn't ask him, or anything, so maybe I'm being presumptuous. But us girls have been talking, and we figure this is going to be the most common fucking position. You see, this way, I have to do all the work, rising up and down, and all he has to do is just lie back and enjoy it."

Ruby added, "Not only is that only natural, since he's the master and we're his slaves, but it also means he won't get tired, so he can fuck more of us, and longer, later."

Cindy nodded in agreement, but looked around in confusion. "Hey, speaking of 'us girls,' what happened to Michelle?"

Mindy spoke from across the room as she dressed. "Don't worry about her, she's just having one of her usual snits. She's bent all out of shape just 'cos Dan wants to fuck Sue Ellen again." She rolled her eyes.

Wow, I've got to marvel at my wife's attitude. It's not what she said but what she implied. She made it seem like my fucking Sue Ellen was as common and natural as say, drinking a glass of orange juice, and Shelle is the strange one for having some kind of problem with that. Never mind that Mindy is my wife! Never mind that her own, I mean, OUR own daughter wants to be the one getting fucked instead. Wow! How many other wives would be that understanding? It boggles the mind! 

Ruby was holding my boner straight up while Sue Ellen remained awkwardly squatting over me. Ruby also happened to be jacking me off as Sue Ellen finally started to sink down towards it.

But then Sue Ellen froze when Cindy said, "Wait a minute. Is that it?"

Mindy stopped her dressing to ask, "What do you mean?"

"Well, I don't care how many times he does it a day, I think that any time Dan fucks one of his cock slaves, it should be a big occasion. I really loved that cock slave induction ceremony you gave me, and I think we should have more ceremonies and traditions. I think the cock slave should say something to acknowledge the great gift of pleasure he is about to give her."

"Interesting," Mindy said, obviously warming to the idea already. "What do you suggest?"

"I dunno. Maybe it can be something different each time, to show the spontaneous emotions. Sue Ellen, why don't you ad lib what you're feeling?"

Sue Ellen dropped down a little more, and Ruby lined up her slit with my cockhead. She closed her eyes, and looked even more like she was straining and about to take a crap. But she was just concentrating intently, thinking of what to say. Finally, the words came out. "Thank you, Daniel, my master, for giving me the joy of pleasuring you with my cunt. May you enjoy it half as much as I love you."

She looked back towards Cindy and Mindy and asked, "How's that?"

Cindy said, "Excellent! Exactly the kind of thing I was looking for."

Both Ruby and Mindy also nodded, pleased.

But I said, "Wait a minute! If she's saying that, I should say something too. This is a two way street. If anything, I should be thanking HER. How many guys my age have a girl as young and beautiful as Sue Ellen willing to fuck for free at any time? She's the one giving the gift!"

Mindy had finished dressing, and looked sharp and stylish in her high heels and business suit. She also stood out in sharp contrast as the only one wearing anything at all. She came closer to us and said to me, "Daniel, Daniel, Daniel. You are such a silly man. You own Sue Ellen and your other slaves just as much as you own your car. Do you thank your car when it starts in the morning? No! That's what it's expected to do. This is what Sue Ellen is for."

I joked, "Actually, I do thank my car. You should hear the conversations we have. She's smarter than you!"

I could see Mindy really wanted to run with some jokes from that, but she restrained herself, because she didn't want to ruin the erotic mood with too much talking. She was near Sue Ellen so she could get a front-row seat to the fucking, and she ran a hand down Sue Ellen's shoulder. "She lives to serve your cock. She's the lucky one, whenever you give her a chance to do just that. That's what big-titted babes like her are born and bred for."

Mindy's hand reached one of Sue Ellen's tits, and she briefly cupped it from below. "Look at this body. It needs to serve! It needs lots and lots of sex! A bad master would leave her tragically unfucked."

Sue Ellen, Ruby, and Cindy all nodded at that, as if Mindy was simply explaining the obvious.

I was so astounded by their reactions that I was struck speechless. What the fuck?! It's like some kind of collective insanity has overtaken us all. They've got it all backwards! 

Mindy struck quickly, before I could recover my wits. She nodded knowingly at Sue Ellen and Ruby.

As Sue Ellen slowly lowered herself down on my rod, gravity did most of the work, and inch after inch of my cock disappeared into her. It felt absolutely amazing. Soon, Ruby wouldn't have enough cock left to keep jacking me off.

Once again, I was thoroughly impressed by Sue Ellen's determination, because her facial expression showed that getting my unusual thickness in her was a real trial. It reminded me of how I'd probably look and feel as if I tried to lift the very limit of how much weight I could possibly lift. Once again though, she was such a stalwart trooper that she was surprisingly quiet about it, only making the occasional gasp or grunt. I hoped gravity could help her out a lot this time, at least.

But I was distracted from Sue Ellen's impalement crisis because at the same time, Mindy said to me, "Need I remind you, you're the master around here. No, let me rephrase that: you are the fucking master, for crying out loud! You need to act like one. Sure, with one husband and one wife, it's an even relationship. But with one husband, one wife, and FOUR cock slaves, you're in the driver's seat all the time. It's just a matter of supply and demand. And I fully assume that you're not going to have sex with me any less than before. Or at least not much less, especially if you count the orgies. That makes the supply and demand for everyone else even more imbalanced. So yes, they should be thanking you, not the other way around."

I thought, "Orgies?!? What orgies?! But then again, of course there are going to be orgies. Wow! 

"Too late!" Ruby cried out. "Ha ha! You snooze, you lose!"

"What are you talking about?" I asked, annoyed.

Ruby gleefully pointed at where Sue Ellen and I were joined. She even ran her finger along the joining. "Look! Sue Ellen's hot cunt is fully impaled on your fat cock. See how I had to remove my hand, 'cos there's no room left down there? That means the fucking has already started, and the time for any words before she takes it all is over."

Sure enough, Sue Ellen was sitting all the way down on me. The feeling of being fully sheathed inside her was awesome. But I felt bad because she looked like she'd just run a marathon, and we hadn't really gotten started yet. I couldn't wait for her body to adjust to my size, like Mindy's had, so she wouldn't have to go through a full-on ordeal each time she put my cock in her mouth or her pussy.

Ruby continued triumphantly, "So that means the tradition has been established, and it's too late to change it. 'Thank you, Daniel, my master, for giving me the joy of pleasuring you with my cunt!' Gaawwwd, I can't WAIT until I get to say those words for real!"

"Now, wait a minute," I said, as Sue Ellen gave my boner a few good pussy squeezes, incredibly enough. "I hate to keep being a wet blanket, but-"

Mindy stepped even closer to me and laid a finger across my lips. "Hush. We all know you can change the tradition any time you want. After all, you're the master. You can do whatever, or whomever, you want."

She winked. "But let them have their fun. Look how much they're enjoying this. They're submissive. They LOVE this imbalanced stuff."

They all gave me their most emotive pleading puppy dog looks.

One puppy dog look from a beautiful woman is nearly impossible to resist. It's almost as effective as crying. But just imagine FOUR of them all hitting you with that sad, imploring look at the same time! You'd have to have a heart of coal not to be moved.

I didn't say anything, which meant I didn't object. I couldn't bear to make those sad faces even sadder.

Mindy quickly shifted gears. "Now, I've really got to run. But after you're done banging Sue Ellen's hot box, I hope you nail Cindy before she has to go home. And as for Michelle, she just needs some attention, and a firm, dominating hand. You need to find her and shove your impossibly thick cock all the way down her throat, and keep fucking her face until she apologizes for running out earlier. Maybe a firm spanking is in order too. Heck, you might want to spank all your slaves today."

"Why?" I asked.

"Who cares why? I'm sure you'll think of some excuse." Mindy winked at me, even as she flashed her all too common cheeky and smirky look.

Incredibly enough, Sue Ellen apparently had already recovered from the initial penetration because she began humping her ass up and down, building up a good fucking rhythm on me. Furthermore, Ruby had found enough room to keep a hand playing with my balls, so it was getting a bit difficult to focus on my wife, to say the least.

However, I managed to reply, "But seriously, why should I punish Michelle? For once, she didn't do anything wrong. She just didn't feel like watching from close range as I fucked Sue Ellen. There's no crime in that."

Mindy shook her head and looked at me like I was a moron. "Honey, how many times do I have to say this before you understand? YOU. Are. The. Master. THEY. Are. Your. Slaves! That means you can do anything you want with them or to them, for any reason, or no reason at all. Maybe you want to spank Michelle a hundred times and then fuck her face and cum all over her huge tits, just 'cos it's a cloudy day."

She leaned down until her nose was practically touching mine. "Hello? Master. You! Slaves. Them! Use your power! Fuckin' ABUSE your power! They LIKE that! You're bound to enjoy it. And, like I said before, many times, I fully approve of anything and everything you might do, just so long as you're not too exhausted to give me your usual attentions when I come home."

It was pretty staggering when she put it that way, especially while Sue Ellen was actively bouncing up and down on my cock! "But why?" I asked. "Why do you approve? Couldn't this mess up our daughters?"

Mindy stood back up and rolled her eyes at me. "Boy, you sure are slow today. We talked about all this before. I'd think you're brain damaged, except you get a pass 'cos of what Sue Ellen is doing to you with her cunt right now. Not to mention Ruby's help."

She looked significantly at the way Sue Ellen was bouncing up and down on my thick erection. Sue Ellen was really getting into it. Her lovely medium-length dirty blonde hair was flying about, and she had a great big smile on her face.

Ruby had to remove her hand from my crotch because of the way Sue Ellen was slamming into her hand. She seemed to be at a loss for what to do.

My "dastardly" wife saw Ruby's dilemma and thought of a way to help. She walked to a dresser, pulled out a latex glove, then came back to Ruby and handed it to her. "Here. You should know what to do with this."

"Nice!" Ruby immediately put the glove on her hand. Then she squirmed that hand up under my ass to poke her index finger into my asshole. Frankly, the way she was massaging my prostate felt almost as good as Sue Ellen's rhythmic fucking, and that was saying a lot.

I moaned helplessly, "You're kidding me, right?! I'm going to cum for sure in the next minute, if she really gets going with that!"

Mindy smirked as she said, "Not true. First off, I've trained you for well over a year now to be able to endure almost anything. Secondly, I've trained Ruby too. She should know how to keep you right on the edge without tipping over into orgasm land. So just kick back and enjoy yourself! It's what harem masters are best at."

I wasn't able to come up with a snappy reply because I was already having to grit my teeth and clench my PC muscle. It did feel fantastic though.

Seeing Cindy just sitting there watching, Mindy asked her, "Don't you want to get involved somehow? The more the merrier."

"How?" Cindy asked, frowning. "All the best parts are taken. Besides, he looks pretty well taken care of. We don't want him to cum too early, after all."

Mindy rolled her eyes again. "Do I have to do everything around here? That's not how you should think. You need to constantly think: 'How can I bring my master even MORE pleasure?' And there's always room for more. Look. His upper half isn't even being touched. Cindy, why don't you take your nice round tits and rub them across his chest, or even his face? Who knows, maybe you'll get lucky and he'll suckle on a nipple or two."

She further suggested, "And since the others are busier with more important stimulation work, talk to him. Tell him how much you love him, how happy you are to serve him, how much you love watching him fuck another woman. Stuff like that. Be honest, because it means more if it comes straight from the heart. Remember the mind is the most important sex organ of all."

Cindy nodded and turned towards me. She started crawling up my chest, making sure not to get in the way of the other two.

"Good," my wife said with an approving nod. "Now, my five minutes are just about up."

But I asked her, "Isn't adding Cindy a bit much?" I was having trouble talking. It was a toss-up which was arousing me more, Sue Ellen bouncing and churning on my cock or Ruby probing up to my prostate, and their combined effect was devastating. But I gasped out, "If I had a pleasure meter on me, the arrow would already be on the max setting!"

"Boy, you really are slow on the uptake today, Hon. But again I forgive you 'cos of what the girls are doing to you. Are you having fun? Do you like the way you're using your slave's cunt?"

"Ohmygodyes!" I exhaled excitedly. "Definitely yes!" The pleasure was simply out of this world. I had to grasp Sue Ellen's ass cheeks and squeeze them to get her to slow down some.

Sue Ellen did slow down a lot, thank God. She giggled joyfully as I found my hands aggressively kneading her luscious ass cheeks.

My smirky, smiling wife was eating it all up. She said, "Well, then. You know me. You know I'm a cucquean. I'm gonna keep throwing more and more women at you until you say 'stop,' because that's who I am now. I love that as much or more than you do. I may look calm and collected on the outside, but at work today I'm going to be a complete mess. My pussy will never stop throbbing, and the only thing I'll be able to think about is what I'm seeing right now: Sue Ellen bouncing on you like a mindless fuck slut, Cindy rubbing those big tits all over you, and Ruby cramming her finger deep up your ass!"

Indeed, all that was happening at once. Even with Sue Ellen slowing down, I still was dangerously close to the edge. I knew my wife couldn't have been happier to see me "suffering" with this much extreme arousal.

She continued, "And I'll be having all kinds of fantasies about all the wild and fun things going on at home while I'm forced to work at my desk. Will you fuck Cindy's cunt like it needs to be fucked? Will you fuck Michelle's face like it also needs to be fucked? In what other delicious ways will you take advantage of your stable of busty babes?" She raised an eyebrow, like she was Mr. Spock pondering a seriously profound issue.

She added, "These are the questions I'll be asking myself as I use all my willpower not to play with myself. And then I'll get home later, and hopefully I'll find out that, yes, you did all that and more! You had naked, busty girls crawling all over you, fucking and sucking your cock all day long! Hopefully, there will be lots of fresh sperm dripping down all of them, all over their bodies! That'll make me so happy, and my pussy will start throbbing so intently, that it'll be a near thing if I don't just faint on the spot with pleasure. Then you'll take me and fuck the ever-loving SHIT out of me while we both fondly recall how you dominated and spermed your slaves all day long, and my perfect day will be complete!"

It was obvious that she meant every word, because she was working herself up to a lather just talking about it. Her fulsome tits heaved and wobbled in her blouse as she struggled to breathe.

Cindy now had her soft and creamy tits draped across my upper chest, just as Mindy had requested, and she was kissing and licking me all over my face except my lips, so I could still talk. At the moment, she was licking around my left ear.

Mindy had a glazed look on her face. It almost looked like she'd fallen into some lust-driven insanity. She walked closer and put a hand on Cindy's head, since that happened to be one of the few places to touch that wasn't a moving and bouncing target. "There, there. Feed him your lips. Your nipples. Never forget what you are."

"Cock slave," Cindy muttered between licks.

"YES!" Mindy practically shouted. It looked like she was about to climax on the spot. But then she snapped to, and looked around like she was seeing the room for the first time. She'd put a watch on while dressing. She looked at it and exclaimed, "Shit."

Referring to Cindy's comment, she muttered, "God, how I love those two words." It looked like she wanted to say more, but she reluctantly stopped herself. "That's it. I've gotta go, or I'll really be late this time. Love you all. Later!" She rushed out of the room and down the stairs.

Cindy nibbled on my ear. "You have the best, most understanding wife ever, do you know that?"

I was getting past the point where I could say anything coherent. It was a miracle I hadn't climaxed already, but fortunately, all of Mindy's talking had somewhat distracted me from the way Sue Ellen was impaling herself on me, over and over and over again. Even going slow, it felt truly incredible. I managed to nod in response to Cindy's question.

Cindy continued to purr into my ear while nibbling on it. "I'm so glad she got me off my duff so I could join in. I don't need any prodding from her to say sexy things to you though, because I have so much to say that I don't know where to begin. For starters, I want to remind you that I love you."

Apparently that was too important of a sentiment to accent with just an ear nibble or lick, because she moved her head and kissed me on the lips instead.

I was astounded by the overall situation. Cindy says she loves me, even as another girl is slow churning on my cock and I'm kneading that girl's ass! Meanwhile, her very own daughter has her index finger plowing deep in my asshole! Not exactly the most romantic situation! Fuuuuuck! 

Things were very touch and go by this point. Ruby seemed to sense that and stopped her anal exploration, although she kept her finger inside my anus. Sue Ellen also appeared to sympathize and slowed her churning even more. (However, her slow churning seemed to be just as arousing as her faster motions, just in a different way.) With my stimulation somewhat reduced, I could last a little bit longer, but not by much.

After leaving me breathless with her electric kiss, Cindy licked my face like a dog. She also had brought one of my hands to her rack, and my other hand to Ruby's ass. She explained, "You know what makes me really hot? I love that you're fucking my daughter! Okay, not fucking, technically, not yet, but you will be soon enough."

Ruby pricked up her ears. She grinned widely upon hearing that.

Cindy continued, "But you've enslaved her, and me, to your will, and that's already pretty great! At first I was appalled when I found out you were doing things to her, but even back then a part of me was aroused. And with each day that passes, I'm less and less appalled, and more and more aroused. I guess I'm becoming a cucquean or something too. Although, can a slave become a cucquean? I don't think so. I think only wives can. Maybe I'm just a slave who loves to share."

She added with extra emotion, "In any case, I love thinking of you fucking the HELL out of my daughter! I want to see it with my own eyes! I can't wait for you to impale her on your fucking unstoppable cock!"

Ruby was surprised and delighted. "Right on! Mom!"

Cindy tried to explain, "I know firsthand how great it is. I love her so much. I want her to experience that incredible joy too. Is it wrong of me to feel that way?"

"NO! Definitely not!" Ruby emphatically answered what was almost certainly meant to be a rhetorical question.

Cindy laughed. She kissed me on my nose. "In any case..." She kissed me there again. "Have I told you how much I love you?" She kissed my eyebrow, and giggled. "I guess I just did, but I'll do it again. I love you, Daniel Cooper!" She kissed my lips, but just briefly.

Then she reached down and found where I was joined with Sue Ellen. The next time Sue Ellen slowly lifted herself up, she caressed as much of my thick shaft as she could before it slowly slipped back into Sue Ellen. "And I love being your slave! I love sharing like this. I love how you've enslaved Ruby too. Hell, I love that you enslaved us all with your big thick cock! It might be kind of sad being the only one, but we can all talk to each other and support each other. It's like family, but even closer!"

She pulled back a bit, so she could raise her arms in front of my face. She crossed her wrists. "You see this? My chains of love! You can't see them, but they're there. They'll always be there too, no matter what. Binding me to you, forever!" She suddenly attacked my mouth with an even more fevered and intense kiss.

I moaned, loudly, hopefully indicating I'd lost the ability to endure the intense pleasure any longer.

Ruby understood how close my release was, and resumed massaging my prostate so I could go out with a big bang.

Sue Ellen also understood. She paused, fully impaled, but only to gather her strength. Then she started frantically bouncing on me like she was on a pogo stick.

I came and came and came. I pity that poor condom, trying to hold back that flood of cum, but somehow it captured it all.

I could tell Sue Ellen at least was cumming too, by the way she was screaming and shouting. I even heard her yell, "Ride 'em, cowboy!"

When we were all done, Sue Ellen fell down on me. That was problematic, because Cindy was already there, lying across my chest but coming in from an angle. However, Cindy graciously scooted to the side to make room.

I lost track of what happened to Ruby, until she pulled my condom off and started licking my cock and balls clean.

I exclaimed, "For crying out loud, Ruby! That's really too much. I'm just a lucky guy. I'm not some kind of fucking king!"

"But you are," Sue Ellen surprisingly said. "That's exactly what you are, Master. You're not a regular king with a crown, you're a 'fucking king.' You're the handsome, studly sex king. Look what you just did to me. If I weren't your willing slave already, I sure would be converted now, after a fuck like that!"

"But why? All I did was lie there, while you did all the work."

"True, but you lasted so long! And not only that, you kept on going and going, even with all Cindy and Ruby were doing to you. That's just awe-inspiring! It makes me want you even MORE! By the way, did y'all know that when I slowed down and just stayed fully impaled, sometimes I could feel Ruby's poking finger coming at me from deep inside your ass! Isn't that cool?"

I didn't have anything to say to that. (And I highly doubted it was true, but I didn't see the harm in letting her think it.)

I felt dead before, but now I was buried six feet in my grave. My eyelids grew heavy. I said, "I'm fading fast. Please have mercy and let me sleep alone for an hour or two. There's such a thing as too much stimulation. I need... need... to recover..."

And just like that, I was out.




Chapter 71



When I woke up, I was pleased to realize that although I'd gone to sleep with a woman under each arm, and another licking my cock and balls clean, they'd left at some point and let me wake up alone. I really needed some alone time to get my shit together.

I could see why someone not actually living my life day to day might ask, "Why is Dan such a moron? Why does he complain about his great luck at every turn? What a schmuck! Why not just let go and enjoy it?" I probably would have asked the very same thing if I heard about it happening to someone else. Except I was living my life, and I realized things weren't that easy.

We have competing forces in our brains. Freud called one such force the id. That's unbridled desire. Freud called another force the superego. That's the conscience. It's the part that says, "No. That's not a good idea. There are consequences." The problem I had was that all five women in my life had basically thrown off their superegos and were living on pure id. That's not sustainable. You tend to wind up dead or in jail pretty fast without a reality check of some kind.

Unfortunately, while all of them were high on id trips, I was the one forced to be the superego, and not just for myself, but for the whole group. If I weren't the one to say 'no,' who would? Nobody.

All the sex was great. Way better than great. Awesome. Insane. Beyond description. But that was a problem, because I didn't want it to flame out in a week or two in one frenzied bout of total craziness. I wanted to sustain it so I could enjoy it for years and years to come.

I mean, would everyone in the harem stop eating and sleeping if we could have sex 24 hours a day? Probably! That's how excited and highly aroused everyone seemed to be most of the time lately, including me.

I realized that the crazier things got, the more someone had to apply that reality check. Mindy apparently could still function at her job and doing the usual daily mundane tasks at home, but she'd gone off the deep end with her cucquean fetish, and she was no help at all in taming all the ids running amok. So I had to think carefully about anything that was said or done (especially, it seemed, when she suggested it!).

I thought, She says she loves it when I get it on with all these other women. She'd love it if I could do it every day, even multiple times a day. But is that sustainable? Will everyone still be as excited a month from now, or in one year? Obviously not! But would we still be excited enough to keep doing it, and keep the thrill going? Probably, I must admit, but it would be a wild ride, with lots of binges and burn-outs. I think it's better if I apply the brakes and limit the fun, starting right now, so we can have a steadier ride. 

If you let your son loose in a candy store, then he'll eat and eat and eat until he's full, and probably make himself sick. The candy store won't ever be as much fun again. But if you put limits on how often he can go there, and how much candy he can get, then every time will be a great joy for him. 

On the plus side, since there's one of me and five of them, it's pretty much biologically impossible for me to fulfill all their fantasies. So they'll be left wanting more from me, right there, no matter what I do. But is that enough to keep the magic going, forever? And what about me? I know I've got an unusually strong sex drive, but if I take part in orgies every day, I'm bound to burn out before too long. 

Maybe I'm just naturally conservative, but I think it's best to err on the safe side. I've already jumped straight into the deep end of the swimming pool with this whole cock slave thing. We need to take it easy for the next few days, at the very least. I can't just fuck anybody any time I feel like it. For instance, Cin's probably lurking around the house somewhere. Mindy really wants me to fuck her today, and God knows I'd enjoy it. I'll bet the rest would quickly join in, and bingo, it'll be an orgy. But that's gonna lead to a fast burn out. 

Yeah, probably I'll fuck Cin, but later. This afternoon, maybe. It's such a sweet, tight feeling, but I need to pace myself. Besides, there's work, and there's the fact that I'm not a spring chicken anymore. All the little, normal things in life still have to go on. For instance, breakfast. Taking a shower. Not to mention that old fashioned crazy notion of putting on clothes! 

I chuckled. I swear, if I don't put my foot down, I bet no one would ever wear clothes in this house again. And that would be great at first, but the nudity would quickly become ordinary. I want to keep that arousing spark. 

I looked at the clock; it was ten a.m. That was fine; I could still get a lot done. I was hungry, so I put on some clothes and went downstairs to get some breakfast.

As I went down the stairs, I realized I was doing so quietly. I was pretty much sneaking around in my own home. The fact was, I was afraid to come across any of my cock slaves, for fear they would get all sexy and I'd lose my self-control. I decided that was bullshit, and I walked the rest of the way without worry.

Still, I had to admit that I was pleasantly surprised when I reached the kitchen / dining room area and found myself alone. Then I looked out the back window and saw Ruby, Michelle, Sue Ellen, and Cindy all lying on lounge chairs, naked but for sunglasses. They were obviously working on their all over tans. They saw me, and waved, and I waved back, but none of them got up.

That made me happy too. I like my "alone time" sometimes, and this was one of those times. I found some waffles on the stove Mindy had made for me before I even woke up the first time. They were cold and a bit old, but I heated them in the microwave and soon they were tasty enough.

I also found the morning newspaper, so I sat down and ate my breakfast while reading it. Maybe I was just a stick in the mud, but I felt a heck of a lot better after experiencing some reassuring normality. And I was pleased my women had given me some space.

When I finished my meal, I got to thinking about some of the things my wife had said. Her words came back to me: "Honey, how many times do I have to say this before you understand? YOU. Are. The. Master. THEY. Are. Your. Slaves. That means you can do anything you want to them, for any reason, or no reason at all. Maybe you want to spank Michelle a hundred times and then fuck her face and cum all over her huge tits, just 'cos it's a cloudy day." And I also thought about her comment: "Hello? Master. You. Slaves. Them. Use your power! Fuckin' ABUSE your power! They LIKE that!" 

Min's got a good point. I keep thinking of this cock slave situation as a temporary one, like putting on a costume to go to a party. Okay, maybe they want to be like that for a little while, to see what it's like and have fun exploring their sexuality, but they couldn't possibly want to be like that forever?! Right? But maybe it's just that I don't have a submissive mindset, so I can't possibly understand that, yes, they do. They DO want to be like that forever! 

I sat back in my chair. Wow. That's pretty jaw-dropping. The power I could wield! The endless sexual pleasures I could enjoy! But it's not really real, is it? I mean, they're not crazy. Are they? 

Maybe I need to stop dismissing the idea out of hand. The evidence is getting pretty overwhelming. As Shelle keeps asking me, what's it going to take for me to believe her? ... Time, I guess. It hasn't been that many days since our lives fell down the rabbit hole. But until enough time passes, why can't I at least provisionally accept that they're sincere and dedicated about all this? Why not let myself imagine just what that would mean? 

I let myself do just that, and my thoughts ran wild.

Whoa! That's so exciting, I wanna jump up and pump my fists in the air. I have to be the luckiest guy in the world. I mean, the prospect of that much sex and fun, basically forever! Wow! But still, it's scary. Nobody's driving this ship except me. What if I totally fuck up my daughters' futures, just for my own sexual pleasures and to fulfill my wife's wild cucquean fantasies? I would feel like a total shit, and a complete and utter failure as a father. Maybe it's already reached that point, and I've fucked things up in a way that can't be undone. They're pretty far gone. We're so far outside the mainstream and in our own little "cock slave" universe that it isn't even funny. 

No, I can't think that way. For one thing, two of my daughters were far gone before I did anything intimate with them. (Thank goodness Nicky is still normal!) Their fantasies and plans have been building up for years. What if I'd said no from the start? I honestly think Shelle would have had some kind of breakdown. She's put her entire being into this. Bringing her secret plan to fruition has been, like, her entire life, for ages now. 

Whoa. Just listen to me. It HAS been her entire life. This is REAL! My daughter, Michelle Cooper, my insanely busty and blindingly beautiful daughter, really, really, really wants to be my sex slave! And Ruby might be a notch or two less intense about it, but that's only relatively speaking. By any standard, she's totally devoted to the idea too. 

And Sue Ellen and Cindy... what happened to them? Are they along for the ride? Maybe there's some kind of collective insanity infecting them? Are we creating some kind of sex cult or something? I dunno. God, there are too many questions for me to answer. But for whatever reason, they seem just as dedicated. I have to try to accept the possibility that on some level, they're sincere about this. 

Dammit, there are going to be some changes around here, starting right now. 

I got up and walked across the backyard to where the girls were tanning themselves. They greeted me with "Hi, Daddy" (Ruby and Michelle), "Hi, Master" (Sue Ellen), and "Hi, Dan" (Cindy), plus friendly waves.

They all started to get up, but I said, "Don't get up, please. Except for you, Shelle. I want you to drop to your knees and start licking me."

Michelle was quite surprised at that, but she didn't waste time. She didn't even say a word, nor did anyone else. She was on her knees in front of me faster than one could say 'Mississippi.' She pulled my shorts down and started licking my erection like it was the most delicious ice cream cone she'd ever tasted in her life.

See what I mean?! This is Exhibit A that she's for real. They're for real. This is really our collective future! How could one not get inspired, not to mention throbbing hard, at that level of passion and devotion? 

But I kept my cool, and acted like such behavior was normal and expected. What blew my mind was that everyone else did too! They were all very pleasantly surprised at my unusual assertiveness, and the others looked miffed that they weren't the one chosen, but there wasn't even the slightest hint of disapproval or outrage.

I waited a few moments until Michelle was happily slurping all around my cockhead. Then I said, "Good. Now, while she's doing that, I have an announcement for everyone here. Several announcements, actually. Thank you for letting me eat breakfast in peace."

I had to pause and briefly clench my teeth, because Michelle unexpectedly took engulfed all of my cockhead. I'd told her to "lick," but I realized I couldn't get upset because she certainly got busy licking with her tongue inside her mouth and her lips tightly sliding back and forth.

The others looked on with slight amusement as I struggled to keep my cool with this nude teenage goddess on her knees and worshipping my cock.

It look about half a minute for the initial surge of arousal to pass enough for me to continue speaking. I resolutely went on as if nothing out of the ordinary was happening. "As you know, I need a fair deal of private time in my life. While I was sitting there, I got to thinking. I realized that Mindy was right. I am the master, and you are the slaves."

It occurred to me that Michelle hadn't been there when Mindy said that, so I looked down to Michelle's bobbing mass of blonde hair and asked her, "Do you know what I'm talking about?"

It was only then that I realized that Michelle had her hands on my ass and was trying to find the right angle to get me into her throat so she could take more of my length than what would only fit in her mouth. As was often the case though, she couldn't quite manage to find the right alignment, and she was gagging and spluttering on my thickness. The one thing she wasn't doing though, was giving up. If anything, the difficulty of deep throating me seemed to only spur her desire to succeed in swallowing me.

It was easy to rationalize and deny her desire for me when we were just talking about it, when it was merely an intellectual exercise. It was something else entirely different to literally feel the reality of her eagerness for me expressed orally through deep, loud, and slurpy cocksucking.

Ruby quickly interjected, "Let me answer that, so she doesn't have to stop cocksucking you for even one second. You probably still have no idea how much we all love to do that to you. But in any case, the answer is yes. While you were sleeping, all four of us exercised together. It's something that we've all resolved we're going to do as a team from now on, even though Sue Ellen, Mom, and I will have to come over here early every morning to do it."

Sue Ellen added, "I'm already a bit of an exercise fanatic, and I hope it shows." She sat up on her lawn chair and struck a sexy pose.

"It does," I replied. My hands were on my daughter's tits. I had to bend over to reach her jutting torpedoes, but it was worth it so I could drive her wild by twisting her nipples. My reward though was another sloppily wet slurping and gagging noise as Michelle tried again, and failed again, to fit me into her throat.

Sue Ellen was proudly showing off her naked body, thrusting her tits forward. She continued, "Even so, I'm going to redouble my efforts. We all are. We're in complete agreement that one of our top responsibilities as your sex slaves is to keep our bodies as beautiful, sexy, and fuckable for you as humanly possible. And that means a lot of hard work."

"That's good to hear," I said. My normal instinct would have been to complain that I was completely unworthy of such devotion, but I resolved not to take that approach anymore. Instead, I said, "And I'm inspired. I'm going to redouble my exercise efforts too, so I can keep pace with you. But that's not what I want to talk to you about right now. Ruby, tell me what Michelle knows about what Mindy talked about this morning."

Michelle coughed, loudly, although the sound was substantially muffled by my presence in her mouth. She slid her lips back on my shaft about an inch or two and then resumed sucking me in her usual manner. I could tell by the way she shifted her hands on my ass so as to get a better grip on my ass cheeks with each hand that she was merely regrouping for another attempt to stuff my cock down her own throat.

Ruby dutifully replied, "Yes, Master." She sat up stiffly in her lounge chair, thrust her tits out like Sue Ellen was doing, and pinned her arms behind her back for good measure.

I noticed Cindy immediately copied her pose, and then Sue Ellen pinned her arms back too. The three of them made an incredibly sexy sight all lined up like that, especially with the way their skin glistened with suntan lotion. Happily, Michelle was still slathering my cock with every trick and tongue move she knew, so I could enjoy the dick-stiffening view to its fullest with, well, my stiff dick.

Ruby continued, "The point I was making was that while we were exercising together, we talked at great length about everything that had happened. Michelle literally got the blow by blow of everything that was said."

Sue Ellen added with an impish grin, "I love hearing about all that blowing going on. Not to mention the 'thrust by thrust' of everyone you were doing."

I was pleased to see that kind of spunky humor from her, and I laughed heartily to let her know I fully approved. I was starting to realize she could be quite funny, especially now that she was becoming more comfortable with us.

I said, "Okay, then. So you all know the challenge Mindy made me. She basically said, if you're a master, then start acting like one. Use your privileges, and even abuse them."

Sue Ellen raised her hand shyly. I really liked that, just because she looked even better with a hand up in the air, exposing a sexy underarm.

I called on her. "What?"

"Master, I just want to go on record saying that I heartily agree. Especially about the 'use and abuse' part. That's what we're here for. I didn't give up all other guys forever just to tan and exercise for nobody, you know"

The others nodded their head in agreement. Even Michelle managed to work in head nodding to her cock licking moves.

Ruby also raised her hand, setting her big tits bouncing. "Daddy, please don't forget what else Mindy said just before she left for work. Remember how she said you could and should spank us for any old reason, or no reason at all? We all agree."

The others continued to nod their heads.

Michelle though, tightened her lips around my erection, took me as far as she could into her mouth, and then held her breath as she applied a powerful vacuum pressure to my shaft using the strength of her lungs. Damn, my little girl can SUCK! That must be her way of saying that she agrees too, without having to stop what she was doing. Damn! She's a cocksucking machine! 

I boldly stood there as if she wasn't affecting me. "You say that now, but be careful what you wish for. You see, I'm going to flex the power to have sex when I want, but also to not have sex when I don't want it. I'm not just going to go with the flow. For instance, Cindy, I hate to say this, but I'm NOT going to fuck you today."

She slumped in her pose briefly, but quickly recovered. "You're not? Why?"

"Actually, I'd love to, but I won't because I want to make a point. It's something Mindy wanted me to do, and she pretty much all but demanded I do that before she left, the way she kept mentioning it. So I'm making the point to everyone, and especially to Mindy, that I'm the harem master here, not her."

Cindy said, "Okay, but she hinted just as strongly that you should fuck Michelle's face, and that's what you're doing now."

"True, although technically this isn't a face fucking since I'm not thrusting. Truth be told, I wasn't going to do that either. But when I came out here and saw her pouty lips, puckered up and perfect for cocksucking, I thought, 'Why the fuck not?' Besides, it shuts her up from complaining. But again, it's up to me. There may be a reason, and there may not. If you like that logic with spankings, you need to accept it with other things too."

I paused. They didn't have an answer to that, and they remained stock still in their sexy, submissive poses.

So I went on, "If you push me too hard, I'm going to push back twice as hard. And I have some other announcements to make which you may or may not like. Min hinted that you should suck my cock while I'm writing. That's not gonna happen, at least not yet. Too many crazy changes have been taking place. I'm decreeing we need to absorb those before we throw even more craziness into the mix. And I'm also decreeing that, until further notice, everyone needs to remain fully dressed in the house."

"But we're not in the house!" Ruby made a sweeping nod to our surroundings as she made that obvious point. "You mean we can't do this anymore? We thought you'd like all-over tans!"

The others on the lounge chairs nodded in agreement

But it was Michelle who was most distressed. She actually stopped her bobbing and released me from her oral embrace to complain, "No way! That sucks! What does that even mean, anyway?" She stretched her jaw wide and took my hard-on back in as soon as her last words crossed her lips.

I explained, "For now, I'm willing to be flexible. And of course, once the sex starts, I have no problem with the clothes coming off. Plus, there are times to be naked, like what you're doing right now." I nodded towards a bottle of suntan lotion. "But the reason for this rule is that we all know familiarity breeds contempt. If everyone is naked all the time, then nudity will cease to be exciting. So, surprise me and arouse me with your sexy clothes. And then, once you've got me hard and interested, that's the time to take your clothes off."

Michelle again pulled her lips off my shaft, and switched to licking so she could talk at the same time. "Well, that doesn't sound so bad after all. Especially because I'm gonna still be naked 24-7, 'cos I'm gonna keep you hard and interested ALL the time!"

As if to prove just how much she could arouse me, she stopped the mere licking and swallowed my cockhead yet again. Then she bobbed steadily over my sweet spot while pumping a fist up and down the rest of my shaft.

Unfortunately, that was such an onslaught of pleasure, I had to let go of her nipples and just firmly hold onto her head, trying to ride the wave.

But still, I soon persisted with my speech, even though I had to talk through clenched teeth. "My main point is, we need to have moderation. And limits. All sex all the time isn't sustainable. So when I say 'no,' that means no. And if you try to cross me or outsmart me on that, I'm going to make you regret it. And yes, that especially means you, Shelle." I tapped her on the top of her head.

She made a grumbling sound, but kept right on bobbing on my cock. It seemed as though she had at least temporarily relented in her desire to deep throat me, and was just trying to deliver the maximum amount of pleasure.

I concluded, "Okay, now that I've made my point, I don't want you to think I'm gonna be some kind of stick-in-the-mud, either. Yes, I need to make sure there's a reality check here and there, but we're also gonna have a hell of a lot of fun, every single day. I think I'm finally starting to get that when you say you love being a cock slave and want to stay one forever, you really mean it."

"Yeay!" Ruby cheered, throwing her fist up in the air. "Fiiiiinally! Did you hear that, Michelle?"

"Mmmm-hmmm!" My blonde bombshell daughter was doing her own celebrating with a tongue dance on my sweet spot while tightening her lip-lock and using even more suction than before.

I said, "So, to celebrate that, Shelle, I want you to pull your mouth off my cock."

She looked up at me with a "What? Are you crazy? How is that celebrating?!" look.

"Patience, Shelle. Remember, I'm your master, and your duty is to obey me."

With a big sigh, she withdrew. But she began jacking me off with both hands instead.

"Let go all the way, Shelle."

An even heavier sigh followed. She muttered, "This is bullshit. Moderation and limits, my ass." But she did finally let go of my overstimulated pole.

I said, "Good. Now, I invite all four of you to do whatever you want to my cock until I cum, within the rules, of course."

That set off a storm of action and passionate language. Within seconds, all four of them were bumping into each other just in front of me and arguing heatedly with each other over who should do what where.

"HEY!" I shouted. I had to do it again. "HEY!"

That got their attention and they started to simmer down.

I added, "Remember 'share the cock.' Don't just follow the letter of the law with that, you need to follow the spirit of it too. Now, I want you to show that sharing spirit by sucking me off together. Shelle, since you've been doing that for a while already, you can lick my ass and finger my asshole instead. Otherwise, there'll be too many heads bonking together."

She looked bummed, but she couldn't really complain after my comments about the spirit of sharing. She dutifully crawled on her knees until she was positioned behind me.

I added, "And keep in mind my open-ended invitation to do whatever you want to my cock for next time. 'Cos I'll be asking that again soon, and hopefully you'll be able to work as a better, harmonious team then."

Michelle started to lick my ass crack, while the other three tried to figure out how best to position themselves. She also commented, "Well, it's gotta involve spanking, for starters. And ropes. Daddy should tie us all up, and then spank our asses, and then make us crawl and beg for-"

Ruby interrupted her, "Ssssh! We'll worry about that later. Now's the time to work as a team to make Daddy cum."

Speaking to the other two, she added, "I say, the one up highest bobs on his cockhead, but not too far down, so there's room for the rest of us to lick the rest of his shaft plus his balls. Mom, I'm giving you the prize spot for starters. And you take that side, Sue Ellen, and I'll take this one. Then when I tap you two on the shoulders, we'll rotate counterclockwise, and keep rotating every couple of minutes, okay? That way, everybody gets to suck and lick, and he'll get a variety of tongues and lips doing all kinds of different things at once."

The other two nodded, and all three started doing just what she'd suggested.

Michelle sighed audibly. She was obviously disappointed in missing out on all the sharing fun.

Ruby again surprised me by playing the diplomatic leader. Even as she licked up and down her side of my cock, she said, "Shelle, I know you'd love to be here licking with us, but Daddy's right. Four heads would be awkward unless he was lying down. But actually, you have the most important position, by far."

Michelle grumbled, "How so?"

"There's no doubt the three of us are gonna take good care of the King. Another tongue would only help a little bit more. But you, you can DOUBLE his pleasure by going to town on his ass! Don't just lick it, fucking LOVE it! This is your master's ass! How many years have you been dreaming of the day you could be so lucky as to lick his ass crack? And now you can! And don't just lick. Find that prostate, and stimulate the hell out of it! Use your tongue in there too! And don't forget the perineum. That's like super-sensitive. And-"

"Okay, already!" Michelle said testily. But she added in a friendlier tone, "Don't worry, I'm on it now. And you're right, I was looking at this the wrong way. We can never forget how lucky we are to be living the dream, and we can never forget the rules. Thanks for setting me straight. I really mean it."

"Don't mention it."

Michelle continued as her tongue ran up my perineum, "I get so excited, I lost sight of what's really important, and that's serving our master any way we can. It's not just about stimulating his cock."

"Really, don't mention it." Ruby wanted to do more licking and less talking.

With that out of the way, all four of them gave their various tasks their all. I was really impressed all around, especially by Michelle. She pulled my ass cheeks as wide apart as they could go, and then began licking my ass crack like it was the sweetest dessert in the world. Soon, she was moaning erotically more than the other three combined. No doubt about it, my baby girl was VERY into tongue fucking my ass!

I lost all track of time. I felt like there was an endless circle of heads over my crotch, licking and sucking and stroking, and then rotating. The rotation of heads seemed endless, and I could have sworn there were more than three tongues and three pairs of lips there.

Michelle continued to do a very admirable job on my ass. I'd never really had my ass crack licked before, not even by Mindy in all our years of marriage. Mindy and I were still "anal virgins" in most things, so I'd had no idea just how good a tongue back there could feel. I was very impressed that she showed no signs at all about being grossed out (and I was also happy I'd just showered a short while earlier). She didn't attempt to finger my asshole though, probably because she had no easy way to clean her finger when she was done.

After who knows how long, but maybe ten minutes or so, I announced, "Hey, gals, sorry, but I really need to take a break for a minute or two here. Hold on."

Ruby had been in the "top position," meaning her mouth had covered my cockhead plus a little more. But she pulled off and slithered up my chest, dragging her oiled-up tits all the way. As her face got up to my collar bone, she started kissing me there. She grabbed my hands, which had been hanging uselessly at my sides, and brought them to the undersides of her sizeable tits. "How you doin', Daddy? Having a fun time?"

I was pretty blown away, and just nodded.

She found that amusing, and giggled. She kept kissing her way up my neck.

I finally found my voice. I wanted to compliment Michelle in particular, because I figured it had to be hard for her to do what she was doing for the first time. I said, "Thanks, Shelle. You're doing great. I know you must be grossed out..."

She talked with her nose deep in my ass crack. "Grossed out? No way! Your ass crack is part of you, so I love it, 'cos I love you. I'm ashamed, utterly humiliated, and defeated, yes, but not disgusted. I'm feeling that good 'shame burn' I love so much, knowing that you've reduced me to nothing but your helpless, busty, ass crack-licking slave!"

Only after saying that did she pull her face back out from between my buttocks. I could tell she was hefting up her rack by the way her stiff nipples were poking into my upper thighs.

She continued, "I'm sorry for being so selfish. Now I can see why Mom added the fifth rule, 'Daddy comes first.' This is a good example of that. Daddy comes first, and Daddy CUMS first! Mmmm!" She dropped her head back down, and mashed her face into my ass crack even deeper than before. "MMMM!" she moaned, as she resumed licking.

"Hey!" I complained. "I'm supposed to be taking a break!"

Ruby giggled. As she playfully rubbed her nose against mine, she said, "Relaaax... Let her have her fun, if she loves licking your ass that much. Besides, Cindy, Sue Ellen, and I are giving your cock a break-"

"Not true!" Cindy gleefully pointed out. "The two of us down here can't help but keep licking it, and stroking it, but only a bit."

"You see that, Daddy?" Ruby said as she licked her lips around mine. "They're not slurping and lapping all over you big fat cock THAT much." She giggled. "Just relax. Chill out. Take a load off. Mmmm." She was licking all over my face, and kissing me too. "Or is it blast a load off? Whatever." She giggled some more.

My resolve was gone. I was too out of it to act like a proper master. "Well, I should at least take my hands off your tits..." I muttered weakly.

"You should," she agreed. She purred, "You should take your hands off my massive, spongy, soft, creamy, and oh-so needy tits! It's WRONG to hold your own daughter's TITS, isn't it? Her bouncy, juicy melons? Just 'cos they're so fuckin' big, and feel so fuckin' GOOD, that's no reason to keep holding them, is it? Especially when your OTHER daughter is licking your ass crack! You naughty, naughty daddy!"

Needless to say, my willpower had crumbled and I only kneaded her tit-flesh more vigorously. But I stammered, "I-I-I... I h-h-have three... three daughters!"

"Sure you do," Ruby said. She'd stopped her licking and kissing for the most part, and was trying to grind her entire body into mine. She had to be careful and come at me at an angle though, so as to not knock into Cindy and Sue Ellen's bobbing heads in front, or Michelle from behind.

She teased me in a sultry, husky voice, "Where is Nicky, anyway? Too bad she's not here right now. I'm sure she'd see us here in the backyard, all kneeling before you with our faces in your crotch or your ass, and absolutely LUUUUVE to join in! As she strips right in front of you, she'd say to the rest of us, 'Hey, move over and make some room for me!' Can you picture that? Nicky, goody two shoes Nicky, naked and kneeling, sucking on your fat Daddy COCK, her innocent, pure lips turning into Daddy cocksucking lips?"

"Oh GOD!" I moaned. "Please don't even think that!" I begged.

"But Daddy! It's too late! It's just a matter of time, don't you know that? Just a matter of DAYS until she comes home and asks, 'Daddy, can I be one of your cock slaves too? Please? Pretty please? I promise I'll suck your cock every single day, so looooong, so goooood! And you can fuck my pussy too! I want you to fuck my tits so bad! Gaawwwd, how I've DREAMED for years of giving my big tits to you, just so you can fuck 'em! Daddy, you can do ANYTHING you want with me, 'cos I'm nothing more than another one of your many cock slaves now, born and bred to serve you!'"

Ruby was able to do a frighteningly good impression of how Nicky's voice sounded, although of course Nicky would never say those kinds of words in a million years. I had my eyes closed, and it was like my eldest daughter was really there with us. Scary! And oh-so-fuckin' arousing! Damn!

I breathed a sigh of relief, because it seemed that Ruby was suddenly so distracted by rubbing her tits into my chest (while I still held them!) that she stopped mimicking Nicky's voice. Maybe I had a ghost of a chance of enduring another couple of minutes after all, even though Sue Ellen and Cindy were taking turns gobbling down my erection like their lives depended on it.

And I can't even begin to describe what Michelle was doing to me. She was actually tonguing my anus! Deep! It has already been insanely arousing when she'd just been poking around the outer ring. But now, the way her tongue dove in and out like a finger somehow felt even better than when I'd been fingered there! Maybe a good part of it was just knowing she'd been willing to do that. It certainly showed a lot of love and devotion.

But unfortunately, any thin hopes I had to hold out were dashed when Michelle pulled her tongue out and started to speak. "Daddy, do you realize that you won't have to try to get Nicky to date stinky boys, 'cos she's already done that. That means you'll be after to fuck her straight away, once she gets here in just a few days!"

I groaned helplessly. I was totally lost to the throes of lust.

She kept on, "And once you start fucking your sweet and loving Nicky, you're never gonna stop! Show her your love by making her worship the King! Your cock will keep pounding and pounding and pounding her tight, defenseless pussy, until she cries out that she's your sex slave forever, and really means it! And with you NAILING and DRILLING and DOMINATING her like that, pouring BUCKETS of cum into her fertile womb, how could she NOT cry out, 'My Daddy, my Master, fuck me MORE! Every day and every night! Breed me!'"

A giggling Ruby was sliding back down my body, eager to rejoin Cindy and Sue Ellen in cock licking. "Michelle, what's wrong with that? Isn't it Daddy's RIGHT, nay, his DUTY, to fuck ALL his daughters until they LIVE to serve his cock?"

"Well, yeah! Duh!" Michelle was snickering; apparently because she knew this little routine was melting my brain.

My entire body trembled. The only reason I hadn't climaxed yet was a desperate effort not to splooge all over my innocent Nicky. Yeah, she wasn't actually there, obviously, but it sure didn't seem that way to me at the time!

Michelle went on, "Everybody knows that! What big-titted daughter would NOT want to live to be her daddy's cock slave? That's a given. What bothers me is that Daddy's gonna be so busy fucking her cunt to complete submission that he's not gonna have as much time to fuck the rest of us!"

"That's true," Ruby replied, as she started to lick her way all around my cockhead. (Sue Ellen and Cindy had graciously drifted down to lick my lower shaft and balls, as they rotated spots yet again.) "I guess we'll have to make up for that by sucking Daddy's jaw-breaking cock even MORE! MMMM!"

She dove her lips down and bobbed a couple of times all the way to the ridge of my cockhead. She slurped and slathered her tongue all over while two more tongues stayed busy just a few inches below. It was all too much to take!

She could tell my climax was just seconds away. She pulled off to exclaim, "Quick, Shelle! Come around so Daddy can splooge us all!"

Michelle had been lovingly licking my ass crack again, but she moved like lightning.

I had been keeping my eyes closed in a desperate attempt to limit the sexual stimulation assaulting all my senses. But since I'd given up trying to hold out, I looked down and saw a sight that absolutely blew my mind. All four stunning hotties were lined up together. They were hefting their big boobs up, and since they were pressed in close together, this created an unbroken line of eight glorious, oiled-up orbs, all squished against each other.

Holding my erection as it started to shoot, I shouted, "TAKE IT! Take it all, you slutty sluts!"

Okay, so "slutty sluts" wasn't exactly the most witty or coherent thing to say, but I could plead temporary insanity from seeing so much titty perfection lined up in a row like that. Or maybe brain damage due to all my blood engorging my dick.

I didn't think about it until later, but it was a really fortunate fact that we had such a large backyard, with many trees and bushes blocking both sound and vision from our nearest neighbors. But I shouted so God damned loudly and passionately that I wouldn't have been surprised if the whole neighborhood heard me anyway.

My throbbing cock started to shoot off. The feeling was so intense that it was like I was giving birth, except it was all pleasure instead of pain. I had to scream my lungs out, I had no say in the matter. My whole body exulted in the experience. As the orgasm peaked and then started to fade, I pumped my fists in the air like I was Conan the Barbarian or some such wild barbarian figure.

I hadn't really been thinking about what I was trying to cum on. The sensation of cumming occupied every last brain cell, leaving me no ability to direct my cum. But in retrospect, I remember a female hand holding my hand on my organ and directing it.

I looked down, and nearly staggered to the ground because I was so pleased and astounded. Long ropes of cum had shot this way and that, all over ALL FOUR of the buxom women below me! And I really do mean buxom, because the four of them were still holding their tits up as if for inspection.

Okay, probably if one got all technical about it, the odds are I didn't shoot out any more cum than usual. But with the cum spread over eight tits and four faces, it sure looked like I did. It appeared to be the equal of two or three loads. Or maybe the four of them really had inspired that much extra out of me, I honestly don't know.

To be honest, I didn't get much chance to see the sexy sight. Sue Ellen lifted one of her tits up, bent her head down, and started to lick it. "Master, would you like to see us lick ourselves clean of your tasty master seed? Or better yet, would you like to see us lick each other clean?"

"Yeah!" Ruby said as she leaned over and licked up a long streak of cum from Cindy's nearest breast. Cindy looked and acted like just another one of the girls. You'd never imagine she was Ruby's mother!

But Michelle stood up and said, "No! We need to do this up in my bedroom. Plus, I need to clean off my tongue and fingers first. Quick! Let's go there before he gets mad at us!"

It took a little more prodding from Michelle, but the four of them soon scampered off. They each shouted their thank yous at me as they left.

I watched their naked bodies until they were inside the house and had closed the screen door behind them.

I sat down on the nearest lounge chair. Sweet! That was such a profound and powerful experience! Wow. Can I handle doing that every day? Hell, that felt even better than this morning's tickle attack, although it was a close call. 

I thought about Cindy in particular, since she was the last one to enter the house. She's got quite a body, considering she's the same age as and Min and I. She looked young enough to begin with, but in the last couple of days it's like she's lost ten years in her appearance. It's exactly as if some heavy weight was removed from her shoulders. She could easily pass for Ruby's older sister. Heck, she could pass for Ruby's YOUNGER sister! 

And the funny thing is, she's acting like it too. She's 'one of the girls' all of a sudden. I'll bet she's getting a good kick out of this chance to turn back the hands of time and basically be a teenager again. Good for her. 

Fortunately, the lounge chair I happened to sit in was in the shade. I laid back on it and stretched out. Aaaaah! That feels good. I was standing for quite a while there. Note to self: next time you get a quadruple blowjob, sit or lie down first. And we all know there will be many more of those. Sweet! Damn, life fuckin' rocks! 

As I sat there recovering, I happened to look down at myself, since the upper part of the chair had a good tilt to it. My privates were a mess, covered in cum and saliva.

Hmmm. I wonder why they didn't clean me off. That's kind of become the tradition. Am I getting too spoiled? Probably. But they sure did leave in a hurry. That was unusual. Call me a big softie, but I love cuddling afterwards. 

Wait. Now that I think about it, Shelle said something about wanting to get away from me before I got mad at them. But why on Earth should I be mad? After what they did to me, I should seriously lick their toes in gratitude. Or at least their pussies. Hmmm. Sounds like fun, actually. I can practically taste all that hot and wet pussy now... But why would she think I'd be mad? There must be some reason. Because they didn't lick my dick and balls clean? I'm not that spoiled yet. No... 

I tried to think back. Then it hit me. SHIT! Nicky! They totally tricked me! Why'd they have to drag her into this? It wasn't like they needed to mention her to get me all hot and bothered. I was fuckin' boiling over with red hot lust already. If someone had tried to take my temperature just then, it would have broken the thermometer. 

Nicky is pure as the driven snow. She's a good kid! She has no place in any of this, even in fantasies. Damn straight I am pissed at them! And it figures the Gruesome Twosome were to blame while the other two stayed out of it. I really ought to go up there and give those two Hellions a piece of my mind. Or better yet, my spanking hand. But I'm just too pooped. ... Big time post-orgasmic crash coming on... It's like they sucked my internal organs out of me, as well as all that cum... I think I'll just tilt the chair down here and close my eyes for a minute... 

Somehow, I managed to tilt the lounge chair down so I could lie back comfortably. As soon as I'd accomplished that, I closed my eyes and started to drift off.

My final thoughts were happy ones. I'm pleasantly surprised. Things are really working out! And it's not just all the insane sex. I'd been feeling trouble brewing from Shelle lately, but she hadn't been that bad today. True, I'm not pleased Nicky was mentioned, but Ruby was the one who started that. Besides, I'll be able to straighten that out easily enough. We'll probably need some kind of new "no mentions of Nicky during sex" rule. 

Maybe my recent spanking campaign is starting to pay dividends. Maybe Shelle isn't just saying I'm her master, but she's starting to really believe it, and act like it! Heh! Well, a guy can hope, anyway. 

With that, I fell into a deep sleep.




Chapter 72



I slept on the lounge chair for an exceptionally long time, considering that it wasn't even noon yet. But then again, tickle attacks and four-on-one blowjobs can take a lot of energy out of a man.

When I woke up, I was surprised to find myself in the backyard, but I was relieved my body had been covered in shadows the whole time. That was a good thing, because except for my shirt I was naked as a jaybird, and I hadn't put any suntan lotion on either.

I had to move back through some extremely pleasurable and arousing memories, trying to figure out what happened to my clothes. I still wore a shirt, but my shoes and shorts were nowhere to be seen. I recalled walking out here in them, and having my shorts pulled down to my knees, but that was all I could remember. I finally concluded the Hellions must have taken them from me at some point.

I decided, It doesn't matter much though. It's not like it would be some kind of scandal if any of them saw my penis. Ha! Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick, the surprising thing is I didn't wake up to find a couple of them with their lips still attached to my shaft like unshakable leeches! Seriously! 

Amused at that thought, I stood up, stripped off my shirt, and took a very quick dip in the pool. Then I dried off, put my shirt back on, and walked back into the house.

I went about doing some errands in the kitchen and living room without any shorts or underwear. If I wanted more clothes I had to go back up to my room, and that meant going close by Michelle's room. Assuming all or most of my cock slaves were still in there, that was a dangerous proposition. Odds were they would try to seduce me. My penis and the rest of me were in no shape to test if that was true, especially since they'd probably succeed.

I knew I'd have to go up there sooner or later, but I preferred later. There were a lot of small errands that needed doing downstairs, including washing the dishes from breakfast and cleaning the kitchen. Life goes on. I soon found myself sitting on a couch out in the living room, absorbed in an issue of Newsweek.

I'd pretty much forgotten that I was naked from the waist down, especially since my shirt hung down and covered my privates most of the time. I avidly keep up with current events, and love reading in general, so, before long, I'd forgotten about my four cock slaves upstairs.

However, they hadn't forgotten about me. Eventually, I heard and saw Sue Ellen and Cindy walking down the stairs.

They saw me and waved. "Howdy, Master," Sue Ellen said.

It was weird - I was starting to think of myself as "Master." I didn't react to that any differently than if she'd said, "Howdy, Dan."

Both of them were dressed, but only just. Sue Ellen was wearing some short shorts that I swear hung down on her hips so low that one could almost see the top of her pussy lips. She also wore a white T-shirt tied in a knot between her boobs. It was so thin that it might as well have been soaking wet, because I could see her nipples and everything else. She had a sexy Daisy Duke look befitting her Southern background.

Cindy's outfit didn't cover her body any more than Sue Ellen's did. She wore a frilly white bra and thong set, white high heels, and nothing else. And, if anything, her undies were even more transparent than Sue Ellen's T-shirt. Not that it mattered much, since they covered so little in the first place. For instance, the bra reached up and covered her nipples, but it looked like that would only last until she took a heavy breath, since the fabric quickly sloped away on either side.

I gasped a little when they walked right up to me. I tried hard to stay calm. However, I consoled myself that it was only Sue Ellen and Cindy after all. They were kind, good, and obedient, and not a bundle of trouble like the Gruesome Twosome, who apparently remained up in Michelle's room.

As Sue Ellen walked past me, she asked, "What'cha readin'?"

"Oh, just Newsweek. They've got a big article on how the brain... Hey, what are you doing?"

She'd walked past me, but she didn't keep going. She circled around, and put her hands on my shoulders. "I thought you'd feel better if I give you a massage. After all, you're my master and it's my duty to please you. Would you like that?"

I should have said 'no,' but as she was explaining, her fingers were already digging into my flesh, and it felt great. So I said, "Well, okay, but no funny stuff. I'm still recovering from earlier."

"Yes, Master," she said breathlessly, like she'd just been given a big prize.

I have to admit, it was pretty easy to have this "master" stuff go to your head. My penis was already hardening from watching them walk to me in their sexy outfits, and my dick lurched to full attention when I heard her say that.

Cindy was standing in front of me, her hip cocked in a sexy pose I particularly loved. So I asked her, "What brings you down here? And shouldn't you put some clothes on?"

She giggled and pointed at my crotch. "I should ask you the same question. Not that I mind in the least."

I looked down and saw my erection pointing straight up. It had moved my shirt out of the way in its earnest desire to be freed. I quickly covered up by tugging my shirt back over it, but it still poked lewdly through the fabric, making an obscene bulge no matter what I did. I tried angling it down towards my legs instead, but it went too far down for my shirt to cover all of it. That hadn't been a problem when it was flaccid, but the extra inches made all the difference.

Cindy saw my dilemma, and teased, "Uh-oh! Looks like you've got yourself in a little pickle. Would you like me to hold it?"

"No thank you!" I said firmly. "Now's not the time for that kind of fun."

"It's not a little pickle," Sue Ellen said behind me in a saucy, teasing voice. "It's a big one!" She giggled. She said that right in my ear, and licked it a bit before pulling back to continue her massage.

Cindy giggled too. "It is! Big AND tasty!"

Trying to divert the discussion, and still covering my erection with my hands, I asked her, "What brings you down here?"

Cindy had managed to sit in between my knees, although she wasn't touching me anywhere (yet!). The mere thought of a hottie like her in that position would have given me a raging boner if I didn't have one already. I could see I was getting into hot water.

She answered, "Oh, just getting some lunch. It's almost one o'clock already, you know."

That startled me. "It is? Shit! I haven't done anything constructive yet, and the day's half over."

"I object, Master," Sue Ellen said as her fingers dug in deeply near my neck. "You fucked the faces of a lot of happy cock slaves when you woke up this morning, and then you fucked my pussy so hard and so long that I pretty much couldn't tell up from down. Then, outside, you forced all four of your slaves to suck your cock so hard and so long..."

She sighed dreamily. "Mmmm... Hard and long and thick... ...that you pretty much gave all of us no choice but to admit, once again, why you're the master and we're nothing but your SLAVES, dedicated with every fiber of our being to pleasuring you! And then, as if that wasn't enough, you covered all of us with your delicious cum! Our tits AND our faces! If that wasn't a productive morning, then I don't know what is!"

I grumbled, "I think we have different definitions of productive. If you measure production by the amount of cum deposited-"

"I do!" she cut in giggling, again showing her humor.

I really was in a fix. I was growing more aroused by the moment, and I couldn't see any way out. (Of course, I could have just walked away, but Sue Ellen had me melting into the couch with her terrific massage.) However, I still had a big advantage: with my hands covering my erection, any attempts at serious hanky panky would be foiled. So I was determined to keep my hands where they were.

Again trying to divert attention, I asked Cindy, "Where's the Gruesome Twosome?"

"Oh, they're still practicing."

I fell into the trap like a lamb being led to slaughter. "Practicing what?"

Her eyes lit up. "Would you like me to show you? We've all been doing it. I can show you right now, and don't worry, it doesn't involve stroking or sucking your big cock." She giggled.

I said, "Well, okay," but my hope that it wasn't something sexual was dashed pretty much even before I'd finished saying "okay."

She hopped up on me, straddling my upper thighs. She literally flopped her blonde hair down into my face, temporarily obscuring my vision.

Distressed, I asked, "Just what were you all practicing?!"

"Lap dances!" she said happily.

"Figures," I grumbled, feeling chagrined and tricked (but not feeling THAT upset about it, to be honest). I noticed Sue Ellen had stopped her massage, and quickly found out why. She'd gone to the stereo and put in a CD. A Motown and soul mix began, with Martha and the Vandellas singing "(Love Is Like a) Heat Wave" to a bouncy beat.

I had half a mind to put a stop to their shenanigans, but Cindy said, "Remember, in a typical lap dance, there are rules, so things don't go too far."

That's true, I thought to myself. Not that I'd ever experienced one. I'd considered going to a titty bar a form of cheating. That was ironic, considering the kinds of things I was doing without my wife on a daily basis these days. But a lap dance was supposed to just get a customer worked up without actually getting him to cum, and I figured I could deal with that.

I should have paid more attention to her exact wording. I swear, it was starting to get where I needed a lawyer to parse everything said to me in my own house. There was a lot of clever wording these days to avoid outright lying. Technically, Cindy didn't lie: in a typical lap dance, there are rules, but she never said this was a typical lap dance!

I felt Sue Ellen's hands settle back on my shoulders, and she resumed massaging me. That was reassuring. She'd been very quick indeed getting to the CD player and back.

Then Cindy pulled her hair back, revealing that she'd taken her bra off. Well, not exactly off. She'd pulled the straps down her shoulders, freeing her magnificent orbs from the bra, but leaving it there as a shelf to support their weight and to cause them to jut out almost as much as Michelle's did without any help at all.

It was too late for me to complain though, because Cindy started going wild all over me. It was hard to describe, but she was basically vigorously dancing, except she was sitting in my lap! It was so active and almost violent that I brought my hands up at one point to make sure she didn't fall off the couch altogether.

That turned out to be a big mistake, because it left my erection temporarily unoccupied and poking up. She quickly took advantage. She continued her gyrations, except she rested her weight right on top of my pole, and gyrated all over it! And her big melons bounced around wildly, practically right in my face.

I gasped, "Uh, Cindy, you promised! You promised you wouldn't touch my dick!"

"I'm not! It's touching my panties instead! Besides, I only promised no stroking or sucking!" Her head and hair swung around wildly as she spoke. Then she suddenly collapsed against me, covering my chest with the warmth of her creamy tits. But that only lasted a few seconds before she was back up and gyrating her sexy ass all over my desperate erection.

With everything else distracting me, I didn't really notice that Sue Ellen's massaging motions had turned into sexual caresses. And she was very busy licking my ears, switching back and forth between them. Let me say, licking an ear doesn't sound like much, but if done right, it's pretty damn arousing, in and of itself.

It was being done right, that's for sure.

I don't like to be tricked, so I complained to Cindy, "That's a technicality. The way you're going, you might as well not be wearing panties at all!"

"Oh really? You're right! Good suggestion!"

"Hey! Wait!" But by the time I'd said that, she already had her panties sliding down her legs. Seconds later, she flung them behind her.

Now, she resumed her "dance," but focused on grinding her wet pussy on my erection. It was so arousing, we might as well have been fucking. It occurred to me that if I said that observation out loud, she'd probably say "Good suggestion" again, and we'd be fucking like rabbits within seconds.

Cindy kept right on grinding and dancing on and over me. She was doing it all in time to the beat too. In fact, the next song was "See Saw," by Aretha Franklin, and every time the song got to the chorus, "I'm going up, down, and all around, just like a see saw," she did exactly that, right on my cock! I really liked the "all around" part, because she'd swirl her head in a big circle, causing her hair to fly in cascades of shimmering beauty like a model in a shampoo commercial. Well, a model in a shampoo commercial who happened to be relentlessly grinding her sexy, smokin' hot pussy on your cock!

By this time, I'd pretty much given up all pretense of fighting the lap dance, so I settled back to enjoy it to its fullest. Technically speaking, it wasn't really a lap dance, since there were certain rules with lap dances, and she was doing whatever she wanted to do. For instance, she was suddenly filled with the urge to scoot back, bend over, and slide my erection through her cleavage, and she did just that.

Although that felt great, it actually was a respite for my stiff erection, relative to her incredibly arousing grinding before. So, during this "calm," I said to her, "Cin, I'm amazed. What happened to the mother and housewife I knew of a few days ago, who was a little worn down and sad?"

"She's gone!" she said happily. "She's dead and gone! She's been replaced by a dutiful, loving, and obedient cock slave! That's what you've done to me, Dan. I still have trouble calling you 'Master,' especially around the others, but that's what you are! You're my lord and master! There, I said it! My GOD, it feels too fuckin' good to have the fat King sliding between my tits!"

Sue Ellen joked from behind me as she made love to my left ear, "We all like to think your cock is the older 'Las Vegas' Elvis with sideburns, since he's so fat and thick!"

"I know," I said between pants, since I'd been told this recently. I had a brief mental image of my penis wearing sideburns and the dark sunglasses the later Elvis was known for. I thought that was pretty bizarre, but then it occurred to me it was no less bizarre than everything else happening in my life.

For some reason, I felt the need to keep talking, even as my erection died and went to heaven deep in Cindy's cleavage. I said, "Cin, you look and feel younger. Revitalized."

She had a hearty laugh. "I wonder why that is! Could it be I no longer have to hide my love for the only man I've ever truly loved? Could it be that he loves me too, and he's proving it by fucking my tits, even as we speak? I think so!" She laughed gaily some more. "You have no idea how fuckin' HAPPY I am! I love you!"

And with that, the brief titfuck came to an end, because she was suddenly up on me and kissing my lips. It was like she was desperate for oxygen, and the only way she could get it was to stick her tongue all the way down my throat.

But that didn't last long, because apparently that wasn't enough for her either. She readjusted again, sliding back down me, and the next thing I knew, my erection had completely disappeared, balls-deep into her steaming hot slit!

If I hadn't felt it happening, I would have known what she was doing just by hearing her groan lustily as her face contorted with the effort it took for her pussy to accommodate my girth. I must say, there are very few things more arousing than watching a woman struggle on top of you to embrace the thickness of your penis with her body and soul.

Had she started bouncing like an overexcited kangaroo, I would have climaxed in much less than a minute. Luckily for me, she didn't. She was content to feel me fully impaled in her for a while. That was a good thing for her too, because she needed time to adjust herself and get comfortable with feeling me stretching her out inside.

At the same time, Sue Ellen was getting a bit more aggressive. She'd draped herself over the back of the couch, so her tummy was resting on my left shoulder and her tits were hanging down over me. This enabled her to kiss my face, which she was doing.

Even though Cindy could clearly see that Sue Ellen was practically breathing on her, she was getting all sentimental on me. "Dan, please. Tell me the truth. Do you really love me?"

I answered honestly. "Yes, and no. I've always loved you in a way, but if you say I'm the only man you've ever loved, then maybe it's not the same as how you love me. I've lusted after you, certainly, and loved you as a friend, but I've never allowed myself to completely let my feelings for you run free, due to my feelings for Mindy. Lately, that's all changing. I'd be very happy if you'd be a part of the Cooper family until we're all old and gray, and die together."

She started to cry.

I thought, Shit! Why do women always cry so damn much? I guess I was too honest. Shit! 

But she said, "Dan! That was so beautiful! That was the best I could ever hope for. Yes! Yes, yes, yes! I will be happy to be a part of the Cooper family until we die! And I don't mind if it's as a cock slave. In fact, I love it! Just like I love that you've enslaved my daughter too, so we can all be together! Let me prove to you that you picked a good slave!"

And just like that, the teary mood was gone, replaced by a purely lusty one. If one could take the sultry look she was giving me and bottle it and sell it, one would be able to buy the whole world with the profits from the ultimate aphrodisiac. The killer was that it wasn't just a look of lust, it was also a look of profound love.

Still staring at me like that, she lifted herself up a bit and resumed her hip churning motions from the lap dance. Only now she was grinding while I was deep within her, instead of just under her. And while the Motown and soul CD was still playing, she wasn't paying attention to it. She was moving to a steady rhythm of her own which flowed from her heartbeat.

Luckily, that happened to be a slow rhythm, so I could deal with her sexy churning, at least for now. She really knew how to move her hips, constantly surprising my hard-on with slight variations.

So that's how we were, with my T-shirt apparently the only item of clothes still on any of us, when Michelle and Ruby strolled down the stairs.

Needless to say, they came straight to us, acting as if this was the new normal. Both of them were wearing sexy, see-through baby dolls.

"Hey, Daddy-Master!" Michelle said gaily, smirking triumphantly. "How's it hangin'? Oh, wait. It's not hangin' at all. In fact, it looks about eight inches deep in Cindy. Imagine that. I thought you weren't going to fuck her today?"

"Plans change," I growled. Somehow, I suspected they'd all been scheming to get me like this, and Michelle was the head schemer. She couldn't hide her satisfaction that her plan had worked so well, and that annoyed me. I got more than enough smirky smiles from my wife on a daily basis.

Ruby was nicer. Like Michelle, she was wearing a sexy baby doll, but I don't know why they'd even bothered, because she pulled hers halfway off, bent over me, and said, "Hi, Daddy!" Then she kissed me on the lips.

Sue Ellen pulled back to make room, and then, once the long kiss ended, Ruby kissed Sue Ellen on the lips too. Their kiss was so close to my face that I could have touched their lips with my tongue.

Then Ruby and Michelle stood stiffly next to me. They both kept a hand in a salute pose resting against their foreheads. They were still partially dressed in their sexy baby dolls, both having fully exposed their tremendous racks, and possibly their high heels. (I wasn't sure about their footwear, since I couldn't see their feet at the moment.)

They spoke as one, in a clearly prearranged manner. "Cock slaves Ruby and Michelle reporting for duty, Master. How can we please you?"

"Well, as you can see, the King is being pretty well taken care of," I noted.

"Pshaw," Cindy said. "I've had my fun, and a couple nice orgasms. I've gotta remember Rule Number Three." And like that, she lifted off my erection and then started to climb off me altogether.

"'Share the cock,'" Sue Ellen said. "My favorite rule!"

Ruby frowned at that. "You don't mean that, I assume. What about Rule Number One? Certainly 'pleasure the cock' trumps them all." She knelt down near me, but outside of my legs, whereas Michelle took the prime spot kneeling between my legs.

Sue Ellen responded, "Well, hush my mouth! I reckon you're right. But that one's so basic that I don't even think about it.. That's like having a rule, 'remember to keep breathing.' I mean of all the remaining rules."

"Oh. Well, you've got a point there," Ruby said as she bent over and took a long lick on my erection, from the tip down to the root, then back again. Then back to the root, and up to the top again. Then her tongue went back up and down, and swirled around in circles for about another minute. Finally, she pulled up and said, "Mmmm! Like I thought, it's extra yummy today. Tastes like mommy pussy."

Somewhat surprisingly, Michelle had just been sitting there, waiting for Ruby. But she said, "It does? Of course it does. Duh! Here, let me try some of that!"

Then, not at all surprisingly for me this time, Michelle had an extremely long taste. I forgot to ask if Ruby had left any essence of Cindy on me, since so much time passed before she came back up for air.

Meanwhile, the other three pretty much climbed all over me and had their way with me in a myriad of arousing ways. I was like a rag doll, letting them do whatever they wanted.

I had to remind myself that they were getting as aroused as I was, even though I wasn't doing much beyond sitting there and struggling not to ejaculate too soon. One could sense their high arousal levels from all their lusty moans. My hands did fondle here and there, but I often didn't know who I was fondling or even what body part I was touching. It was all fantastic.

Eventually, I felt obliged to say, "Watch out! I'm about to cum!"

To my dismay, Michelle immediately stopped her steady bobbing and pulled her lips off my wet boner altogether. She only kept one hand pumping around the root of my shaft. Sue Ellen had migrated positions a few minutes before, and had been licking my balls while actually positioned mostly underneath Michelle, but she stopped too.

Michelle said to me like a chiding teacher, "That won't do. That is, unless you think you can get it up again right away."

I complained, "No friggin' way!"

Michelle was unfazed, and asked the others, "Oh. Well then, why don't we do something else for a while then?"

A perplexed Sue Ellen asked her back, "What else can we do that won't somehow evolve into one or more of us playing with his great master cock in a matter of minutes?"

"Hmmm." Michelle pondered that while idly jacking me off. "We could... No. Or... No, that'll end with his cock in my mouth too. ... Hey, I know! How 'bout if Ruby and I put on a hot lesbian show for him?"

Cindy said, "Won't work. You know how hot and bothered I'll get? And you expect me NOT to swallow the King all the way down my throat in a minute or two? I don't think so."

"Ditto," Sue Ellen said, frustrated.

"Hmmm." Michelle put a hand on her chin. She was truly stumped, so much so she even stopped jacking me off to really ponder the issue. Then she had a Eureka moment. "I've got it! Lunch! We all need to eat lunch. Daddy, you're allowed to stand up and stretch while we go make something for you to eat."

"Gee, thanks," I said sarcastically.

I did stand up and stretch, which made me feel silly since she'd just told me I could do it. But it felt good. Then, still wearing nothing but a shirt, I wandered into the kitchen, after waiting until my four cock slaves had already gotten there.

If this was supposed to be a relief time for my erection, it was a miserable failure. Do you have any idea how arousing it is to watch four naked, voluptuous, and nicely tanned women wander around in high heels preparing a meal? Damn! The high heels were the kicker, not only for the way they firmed up their legs, but because it was so at odds with usual kitchen behavior. It was like they were motherly cooks and wanton porn stars at the same time.

In any case, I didn't have much time to enjoy the sight. Michelle was leading the effort, naturally. She pointed to some celery sticks that had just been filled with peanut butter and cut up into bite-sized pieces. She said to Ruby and Sue Ellen, "Here. Take Daddy to the love seat and feed him."

There was a love seat in our dining room area, only a few feet from the kitchen counter. Sure enough, they sat me down there. Ruby held the plate of peanut butter filled celery, and began feeding pieces into my mouth. It was quite erotic. I probably spent as much time licking her fingers as working on the celery.

At the same time, Sue Ellen knelt between my legs and stroked my cock slowly. "Sorry, Master," she said very apologetically. "I'd love to suck you, but Michelle will only allow me to give you a slow handjob. She says this is supposed to be your break time."

I didn't know what to think about that. It seems terribly wrong for these lovely girls to be feeding me like a baby and constantly pleasuring me so much. They're treating me like a lord, when I'm just an ordinary man. But if they're so intent on pleasuring me, I'm in desperate need for nothing more than some light action for a while, so that's a good call. I'm buzzing with a very nice erotic high. 

Yet it annoys me that Shelle is the one making that call. Who really is the boss in this house, her or me? Am I little more than a human dildo in her fantasies? Sometimes it sure feels like that. But it's hard to get too mad about it, when playing that role brings me such non-stop arousal and joy. 

Things were pretty mellow for a while. The five of us sat around the dining table (except Sue Ellen at my feet), talked, and ate lunch. Naturally, all of my food was finger food, since it was hand-fed into my mouth. The others ate sandwiches. And there seemed to be a sexual time out - kind of. All the women even put some of their clothes back on, apparently being mindful of my rule given earlier not to be naked all the time. But I remained naked from the waist down, and Sue Ellen kept right on slowly jacking me off.

We had a nice, non-sexual conversation, for the most part. We were all still learning little things about each other, mainly because of Sue Ellen. She didn't know much about us, and we didn't know much about her. But that was rapidly changing. The rest of us (minus Ruby) were also learning more about Cindy, as there were many things she'd only told Mindy and/or Ruby before.

For instance, I learned that Sue Ellen grew up in a village in Georgia of only about 200 people. She described it as a kind of place where time seemed to stand still and the modern world barely seemed to exist. It had been a huge leap for her to move to California for college, and she was still adjusting, since she'd only been here a year. She considered her childhood environment quaint but boring and lacking any opportunity. Her desire to get out and stay out was very strong.

With the eating winding down, I said, "This has been nice. Real nice. I have to admit I enjoyed it. But we can't do this again. I'm not some king or sultan; I'm just a guy. This is unseemly."

Michelle got upset. She stood up from her seat and complained, "Why do you 'have to admit' you enjoyed it? Why can't you just enjoy it? If WE like treating you like a king, and you like being treated like a king, then why can't we all do this?! I don't understand! What's the problem? Who is it hurting?"

I remembered that I'd vowed to myself earlier in the day to accept my master status and not complain about it all the time. But I just couldn't help myself; they were too over the top in their slavish devotion. I replied, "You enjoy it now, but things like this rapidly lose their charm. I mean, Sue Ellen, isn't your hand getting tired?"

"Yeah," she sheepishly admitted. Then she got almost defiant and started jacking me off at a faster pace. "But I don't care! I love you! I want you to be happy!"

"You should care! And I am happy already. I'd be plenty happy just sitting next to you, touching you. It really is overkill to stroke or suck me that much. My happiness isn't dependent on you constantly doing something to my dick! Besides, it will probably start chafing or somehow hurting with that much constant friction. Don't get me wrong, I love what you all are doing to me, but can't you just dial it down a notch?"

All of them said, "Okay," but in a disappointed, mopey way.

Sue Ellen still didn't let go of my boner, though she slowed her stroking considerably.

I was glad they'd agreed with what I'd said, at least. I'd been nearly certain Michelle at least would complain.

My blonde bombshell daughter knew this, and said, "I'm not complaining, see? I listen to you, 'cos you're my master. Sure, I think you're wrong, dead wrong. Soon, we WILL be treating you like a king every day, just you wait and see! But I accept that it'll take you some time to adjust to your new way of life."

"Gee, that's very generous of you," I said.

She knew I was being sarcastic, but she pretended I wasn't. "Thanks."

I said to Sue Ellen, "Thanks for all your hand work." Then I started to stand up.

But everyone seemed to be appalled by me doing that, so I didn't get up all the way.

Sue Ellen kept on holding and even stroking my hot erection, making it hard for me to go anywhere.

"Where are you going?!" Ruby and Michelle asked me incredulously at the same time.

I nodded towards the kitchen clock. "To work upstairs. It's after one, and I haven't written a single word yet."

"But we've got all kinds of plans!" Michelle complained. "We've only just started. Besides, you haven't even climaxed once!"

"I climaxed twice today already," I pointed out. "Or don't you remember me spraying my cum on your face out back?"

"Of course I remember! We all remember. And we love you for it. That was a memory to treasure forever: your first cum blast across all our faces at once! Every time you coat us with your potent and powerful seed, you enslave us to your cock a little bit more."

She stood up, and dramatically pulled the baby doll she'd been wearing over her head. She started playing with her huge jutting tits, lifting up one and then the other, and licking them (or trying to) when one or the other came close to her lips.

I didn't follow what the point of that was, although it did get my erection even more excited.

Sue Ellen, still kneeing between my knees, saw that and leaned in to lick the tip while continuing to stroke the rest.

But Michelle made her point, tenuous as it was, when she said, "Mmmm! I can still smell your cum on me. I can still taste it! God, how I love it! Oh God!"

I was half convinced she was going to have an orgasm then and there, just from trying to whiff traces of my cum on her skin. But she finally looked at me again and said, "Of course we know you came twice today already. We're your cock slaves! That's like, the most important fact for us to keep track of all day. But you really, really need to cum now. How can you not, after Cindy's lap dance and fuck? Besides, we need it!"

"You do?"

Ruby looked at me like I was slow. "Daddy, why do you think we stroke and suck you so much? Sure, we love doing it in and of itself, and we love rubbing our pussies too, and climaxing, and of course we love it as a sign of our subservience to you. But mainly, it's for your cum!"

Sue Ellen spoke as she lapped right on my sweet spot. "What about the smell? Or the feel? And don't y'all feel a sense of peace and belonging when his hard cock is in your mouth or hand? I know I do."

"Okay," Ruby conceded. "There's the smell, the feel-"

Cindy cut in, "What about the satisfaction of knowing how happy we've made him? Isn't that more important than the cum?"

"Okay," Ruby started to say. "That too, of course. I don't know how I missed that. Howev-"

But Michelle interrupted, "Hold on. I have to agree with Sue Ellen. To me, the domination is the main thing. When I'm sucking or stroking Daddy, just knowing that I'm his busty cock slave, helpless to do anything but serve his cock with every fiber of my being, that's like the gift that keeps on giving!"

Bedlam broke out after that, with all of them trying to speak at once.

Ruby cut through the argumentative voices with a loud, "SHUT UP!" I'd never seen her be bossy like that before. She was always content to be in Michelle's shadow.

The others were all so surprised that she was the one to yell that they shut up immediately and looked at her.

Ruby spoke calmly. "Okay. Listen. This is a 'can't see the forest for the trees' thing. We could argue about the most awesome aspect of sucking Daddy's cock until we're blue in the face. But whatever you feel, can't we all agree that his cum has great symbolic importance? Aside from the inherent joys of its yummy taste and arousing smell, the fact that he's cumming on or in us just highlights all that other good stuff we're talking about and is seriously orgasm-inducing, right?"

The others all nodded at that. I noticed that Michelle nodded a tad more vigorously than the others.

"Thanks. Sheesh!" Ruby rolled her eyes. "Anyways, Daddy, speaking only for myself" - she shot the others a wary look - "I think of your big cum loads like they're our payoff for all our hard work. They're also irrefutable evidence of your satisfaction with us. Whenever I'm stroking or sucking you, I'm always thinking, 'Cum, Daddy, cum! Cum on my face! Cum down my throat! Cover me in your healthy sperm!'"

I looked at the others. "Do all of you..."

They started nodding their heads before I even finished asking the question I'd been forming about cum as a reward.

"But why?"

Michelle griped impatiently, "Daddy, you're not a cock slave and you never will be, thank God. A big, strong, dominant man like you could no more understand what it's like to be a submissive than you could understand what it's like to be, I dunno, a bumblebee. So don't even try. But don't you want to cum again right now? As Ruby pointed out, we've worked really hard with the lap dances and all, and this is our sticky, slimy, and oh-so-tasty reward. Come on! It'll be fun!"

I chuckled. "I don't doubt that. Okay. What do you want me to do?"

The girls all started high-fiving each other - except Sue Ellen, since she wasn't at the table with the others, and in fact was still intermittently licking my cock like it was a delicious lollipop. Michelle bounced up and down so much that I thought her big tits would thwack her face. (The others didn't have that problem since they still wore tops.)

But Michelle quickly calmed down, and told me, "Nothing! Absolutely nothing. As Cindy told you, we've been practicing our lap dance technique, and we want to try it out on you."

Naturally, I agreed. I won't go over the details blow by blow, because it was very similar to what Cindy did to me earlier. Basically, each woman sat up on my lap and did all they could to get me to cum. It was an overwhelming sexual onslaught, to say the least. The only restriction was that I made sure Michelle and Ruby kept their panties on, due to the rule against me fucking their pussies. I didn't know if I could control myself from giving in and doing that when they were gyrating on my cock.

Everyone got a turn riding me. That included Cindy, although her turn was shorter than the others since she'd had so much time giving me a lap dance earlier.

My only respite was that they all seemed determined to make sure I wouldn't cum, despite all their talk about wanting me to cum right away. They pulled out all the stops, yes, but there were also long pauses between each turn, allowing me to fully recover. Plus, they worked my entire body, not just my erection. I suspected they wanted to keep doing this all afternoon, if they could.

And each woman had the room all alone with me during their turn. That allowed for some quiet and tender moments too.

It felt great. As I waited for Michelle to have her turn, I thought, Everyone is being pretty well behaved today. A bit cheeky, yes, but nothing I can't handle. I'm a bit wary of putting my dick that close to Shelle's pussy, but come on. It's just a lap dance. What could go wrong? 




Chapter 73



Michelle was the last one to take her turn giving me a lap dance. Even with all the pauses, by the time she strolled and sashayed her way into the room for her turn, I felt as if anything stronger than a light breeze was liable to send my cock shooting.

She realized that, and thus she started her lap dance in a slow and relaxed mood. She didn't really perform a lap dance so much as slowly slide her bare jutting boobs all over my upper body while kissing my lips and rubbing her panty-clad pussy on my thigh.

The kicker was that her torpedo tits, and much of the rest of her, were so oiled up they were shining. Damn! My shirt was already up around my shoulders, so it wouldn't get oiled up from the earlier equally shiny and oily lap dances.

I was as out of my mind with lusty desire as I'd ever be, and she decided to take advantage of that.

"Daddy?" she purred.

"Yes, my beautiful Shelle?"

She was avoiding my penis, knowing how close I was to cumming. But she tenderly stroked my back and kept rubbing her nipples into my chest. "You gotta admit, being a slave master is a lot of fun. Isn't it?"

I chuckled. "Yeah. You could say that." I brought my hands up to her shiny melons and gave them a good slippery squeeze.

"Heh! I can only imagine how much fun you have, and it makes my heart sing. That's what I love to do more than anything else, keeping you erect and giving you lots of orgasms!"

"Why?" I foolishly asked.

"You're the man who made me. Half of me is you. You and Mom raised me. Think of all the things you did for me, all the diapers you changed, all the places you drove me, all the things you taught me. Isn't it only right that I pay you back for almost twenty years of great parenting with twenty or more years of devoted sexual slavery?"

"Um, no. Not fair." That was the best I could manage, since my brain had pretty much flown the coop. My hands were kneading her jutting jugs like a kid experimenting with the feel of water balloons for the first time. I know, I know, I'd been doing this a lot lately, but they were endlessly fun and fascinating. It was especially neat seeing the results of what my hands were doing instantly showing up in the lusty looks on her face.

And don't even get me started on how much more fun they were to play with when they were all oiled up like this!

"Fair? Sure, it's fair," she said. "You've given me everything! I wouldn't even exist if you hadn't fucked Mom that good and powerfully way back when. So it's only fair that I give myself to you, forever. These big fun bags in your hands, don't you think it's just RIGHT that they should be yours, and yours alone, to play with? Forever? I certainly do! Sure, Ruby, Mom, and the others can play with them too, but they'll never OWN them. That's because I belong to you, and only you! You're the only man I've ever wanted! The only man I've ever needed! The one I live for! Live to serve!"

I groaned in blissful agreement. I was pulling on her erect nipples with unusual force, pulling them towards me.

"Every last inch of my gorgeous body - it's ALL yours!" She pulled back from me a bit. She struck a pose, with her arms bent behind her head like she wanted to rest her head on them. She tilted her head alluringly and closed her eyes. It would have made an awesome album cover for a sexy artist like Shania Twain, except for the fact that my hands were still latched onto her huge heaving tits.

I groaned like some kind of lusty caveman and pulled her tits towards me, stretching them out.

She tilted her head back and let out her own lusty groan.

With her point made - as if I didn't already know just how gorgeous she was! - she pulled my shirt off me altogether. "Let's get rid of this pesky thing," she said. "We don't want to get oil on it."

As soon as it was off, she enveloped me in a big hug. Except she didn't stay in one place, like with a normal hug. Her whole body slid up and down mine like she was a cat up against a scratching post. She had her hand under my erection, but surprisingly, her fingers weren't curled around it. That meant it was protruding away from me even with her body grinding against mine. As her body slid all over, her lower tummy continually rubbed my hard-on, from top to bottom.

I was surprised how great it felt to my stiff dick - not to mention the rest of me! It was almost as good as a blowjob, even the she wasn't doing much to it, probably because I was so close to climax that even the slightest touch seemed electric.

She cooed contentedly, "Mmmm! Daddy, this is bliss! THIS is what I've been working for these past five years. This is what I've been dreaming about - to have my hunky, handsome Daddy holding my defenseless naked body in his strong arms, with his hands on my ass and tits, and his fat cock, well, totally dominating and controlling me! Bliss!"

I wasn't sure how my dick was "totally dominating and controlling" her, when she seemed to be the one who was using every trick in the book to turn me into a drooling, gibbering idiot. But hey, if it made her that happy to think that, I wasn't going to complain. However, her "past five years" comment made me curious.

Despite her all out erotic assault on all my senses, I had to ask, "Um, Shelle? How did your plan start, anyway? You were like, thirteen! How could you be so certain this would work?"

She paused in her all over body grind, and looked me seriously in my eyes. "You want to know? You really want to know?"

"No, I don't," I said sarcastically. "Please lie to me." I dropped the sarcasm, and exclaimed, "Of COURSE I want to know! Why would I ask if I didn't?!"

"Okay." She was lost in thought now, and wasn't doing much to me except squeeze my cock with her hand trapped underneath it.

After some obvious, careful pondering, she said, "It all started with a dream. Mom's dream. I'd been having a streak of nightmares, and Mom and I had been sharing our dreams when I got home after school. I think she was only telling me her dreams so I'd open up and reciprocate, and then we could get to the bottom of my nightmare problem. But anyway, one day, she told me about this really weird dream she had. In it, she came home unexpectedly one day, and found you having sex with another woman."

I asked, "Did she mention the name of the woman?"

"Hold on! If I tell you that, I'll get ahead of myself. Anyway, it turns out she had the occasional nightmare of you fooling around on her."

That upset me. "I would NEVER-"

"Ssssh!" She laid a finger across my lip. "Dreams are irrational, okay?" She slipped that finger in my mouth, and started playing around with it, letting me suck on it. "Anyway, with this particular dream, it was different. She caught you cheating, like she did in other dreams, but instead of getting angry, she joined in! She was too embarrassed to tell me what happened in the dream after that, except that she blushed and said it was, and I quote, 'disturbingly arousing,' unquote. I found out later that was one of many erotic threesome dreams she started having around that time."

"Whoa," I said. "She never told me any of this! Why didn't she tell me?!"

"Hey, think about some of your erotic dreams. Now think of some of the really weird ones. How many of those did you tell Mom about?"

I was silent. She had me there. I've had some pretty embarrassing dreams that I still didn't want to describe to Mindy, Michelle, or anyone else.

"Exactly," she said triumphantly, while still jacking me off a little bit. "Normally, she never would have told me either, except we were in a habit of talking about our dreams. And maybe it was fate, or luck, or whatever, but that's what started everything. I'd been lusting after you already, big time, but I never would have acted on it, because of Mom. But when I realized she had a thing for sharing you, that's when I started to allow myself to hope. The rest is history." Satisfied, she resumed her all over body rubbing.

"Wait a sec," I said, even as my hands resumed squeezing her huge tits. "Did she mention who the other woman in the dream was?"

"No. She only kind of teased me with hints of those kinds of dreams. She skipped any sexual content, I guess figuring it was too prurient for my innocent young ears. But we've stayed dream confidantes since then, even to today. It's a great source of intel."

I laughed. "'Intel?' You sound like a professional spy!"

"I am," she said proudly. "I'm a spy in the house of love. Not because I want to hurt anybody, but it took years and years of machinations and manipulations to get me where I needed to be, lying on top of you right now as your devoted naked sex slave. I did what had to be done, and I'm not going to apologize for it. Do you realize how much time and effort that took, especially when I had to fight your pigheaded moral attitude?! Grrr! Don't get me started!"

She actually shook her fist, like she was railing against a great social injustice. "But in any case, I only had hints of Mom's cucquean-type dreams back then. But as the years passed and she became a full confederate in the Plan, I learned more about them."

"And?!" I was fascinated. I was learning all kinds of things my wife had been too embarrassed to ever tell me.

"And, I don't know who was in that dream, per se. But there were a few woman who kept popping up in her reoccurring threesome dreams. Delilah Jensen,-"

"A-ha!" I thought, That helps explain why she kept pestering me to really have a threesome with her, a year or two after that. 

"Right. And the others were names you'd expect, like Samantha Simmons. Remember her, the woman who came onto you in the famous campfire incident? And Jane Corlin, of course. She was in a lot of dreams. Between her sultry face and her huge rack, it'll be a CRIME if you don't fuck her, and soon! But you may be surprised that Cindy was the most common 'other woman' in her dreams, by far."

"Really? Wow!"

Michelle rubbed my sweet spot with two fingers while her tummy slid against it from the other side. "I've never gotten the complete straight scoop on these dreams. I gather though that the threesome sex involved as much Mindy-on-woman sex as it did Dan-on-woman sex, or Dan-on-Mindy-and-woman sex. So of course her mind picked the women she was most attracted to. And later, as we all got older, things got REALLY murky. She stopped naming names and details as much, even though we were more open with each other. Some dreams she would, and others she wouldn't. I gather her dreams began to involve some of my classmates, and even Ruby and me. But she never really admitted that."

"Whoa. That's amazing. But why are you telling me all this now? What if I go to Min and tell her to stop sharing her dreams with you, because it's a key 'intel leak?'"

"You could," she conceded. "But my work is basically done. My Plan is almost complete. I don't need to be so underhanded anymore. I'd rather be more honest with you and Mom, 'cos I love you both. We're all on the same side now, right? Since you're my daddy and my master, it's my duty to completely obey you. I'm hoping Mom and I can continue sharing our dreams and other fun things like that. But now we can do it in a new and more fully forthcoming way, as two honest sex slaves sharing all our fantasies and secrets with each other so we can better serve you and please you."

I mentally noted to myself that, technically, Mindy wasn't a sex slave. Her exact status beyond being my wife was unclear, and maybe that was for the best. But with the way Michelle was rubbing all over me, especially her tummy sliding over my cock from top to bottom, with assistance from her fingers, I didn't want to start up a whole other topic.

I thought, This is so fascinating. I'm peeling back another layer of the onion, and getting closer and closer to the truth. I thought that Shelle had somehow turned Min into a cucquean, but it turns out my wife had those tendencies going way back. That makes me feel a little bit better about things, somehow. I'm definitely going to have to talk to Min about it, and hear her side of the story. I can't blame her for not telling me about her dream fantasies though. Heck, I basically never tell anyone about my dreams, even now. 

I was lost in thought for a few moments, but I was jolted back to reality when I realized Michelle had scooted down my body and had my dick trapped in her prodigious cleavage. Her whole body was still sliding up and down mine, except that her focus had switched to what that was doing to my squeezed erection. Since her tits were so oily it was hard to get a good grip on them, it goes without saying that feeling all that slippery tit-flesh slide all around my cock was pleasurable beyond description.

But to Michelle it was no big deal, and just the next way to rock my boat while she kept talking. She said with surprising intensity, "Daddy, one thing I want to make clear is that I NEVER was going to come between Mom and you, and I never will. That's really, really important to me."

I nodded. I had no doubt about that. Michelle could be very selfish at times, but not at the expense of the people she loved.

She continued explaining, "I love how much you two love each other, and I didn't want a broken home. I knew what needed to be done and I did it. But progress was maddeningly slow, even with the breakthrough of her cucquean dreams. I had to figure things out mostly by what she did NOT say, like when she'd get really defensive when I asked her a question. She didn't want to talk about sexual stuff with a mere fourteen or fifteen year old girl."

"Go figure," I said stiffly, trying not to let her titfucking overwhelm me.

"I know, that's easy for you to say, but you don't understand! By the time I was fifteen, virtually all my friends except Ruby had boyfriends and were getting fucked regularly. But we kept our virginities, holding out for you, the ultimate prize. Do you have any idea how LONG we've had to wait?! Years and years and years! It's been torture! Pure torture!"

"It really was."

I heard somebody say that, but it wasn't Michelle. I figured out it had to Ruby, who had to be listening to us and talking to the others in the next room. "Is that you, Ruby?" I asked loudly. "You're not eavesdropping, are you?"

"Um, I am, kind of," she admitted, obviously not having any choice. She walked in the room since she'd been outed anyway, and went to the CD player. The music had stopped, and she put in the reggae CD soundtrack, "The Harder They Come."

I just admired Ruby's body as she walked around and bent over, while Michelle kept the titfuck going on. Ruby had to know I was watching, because she did a hell of a lot of bending over. She bent over about four or five times in a wonderfully scanty outfit, as if putting on a CD was an extremely drawn out and complicated process. Even after the music started, she stayed bent over, wiggling her bare ass in time to the music.

While Ruby was doing that, Michelle said to me comfortingly, "Don't sweat that she and the others are listening and looking in." Her tits kept slithering and sliding all over my throbbing boner, now that she sensed I'd recovered enough to be ready for more action.

"Looking?!" I looked all around the room, but I couldn't see any signs of anyone doing that. Even Ruby had her back turned, as she supposedly had discovered some lint or dust on the carpet, and was bending over to get it. Or something. That didn't really explain why her legs were so straight and stiff or spread so wide though. She was so close that I could have reached out and run a finger down her wet pussy lips.

Michelle's shiny tits kept up their relentless sliding. "Of course. We're new to this lap dance stuff. We have to watch what works best, so we can learn the best cock-pleasing techniques. We're not just any kind of flash in the pan sex slaves; we're dedicated to our craft!"

I couldn't help but laugh at that. Talking about such a 'craft' sounded silly to me, but I refrained from making any jokes about it.

Ruby was still bent over in front of me in the lewdest way imaginable, and she looked at me from between her legs. "Don't laugh! Michelle is dead serious, and so am I! Maybe we're a little overenthusiastic at times..."

I laughed again. "You think? I mean, I'm totally overloading on arousal here. You don't have to bend over like that to help out. It's physically impossible for me to get any MORE aroused!"

She turned around and stood up, grinning a bit sheepishly. "Sorry. But it's all about that long wait Michelle is talking about. I mean, we were in prison for FIVE YEARS! Not a real prison with bars, but a prison just the same. We wanted to love you, and please you, and be dominated by you so very much, and we couldn't even let on! Now that we've been unleashed, it's easy for us to get carried away. Just showing off my cunt to your view makes me tingle and shiver all over!" She shivered, as apparently just the thought of that aroused her a lot.

She continued, "Please have patience with us. Speaking of which, I'd better go. Daddy, I'm drawn to your powerful cock like it's a powerful magnet, but this is Michelle's time. Do it, girl, do it! Now's the time!"

She quickly bolted out of the room, before Michelle or I had anything to say to that.

"She's right," Michelle said to me in an extra-sexy voice. "You do have a powerful cock. How is it that I've been doing so much to it for at least ten minutes now, and that's after all your other slaves had a turn with it, and you're STILL not close to cumming?! It's incredible! King Dong worthy, even!"

I looked down at my crotch. I could only see the tip of my dick peeking out the top of her fuck tunnel when she happened to slide down on me a bit lower than usual. I considered myself to have good sexual stamina, but this beggared belief.

But then the truth hit me, and I said, "It's not me, it's you! All of you! You ARE dedicated to your craft, and it shows. I'm only lasting this long because you all are playing me like a fiddle. You know my moods so well. You know just when to pump me up, or when to calm me down. Look! Right now, I'm feeling such a steady stream of pleasure thanks to your busy, slippery tits that it's like one endless orgasm for me. But I'm still calm enough to think and talk fairly normally. Hell, at this rate, I could stay on the edge of orgasm, well, basically forever!"

Michelle really liked that. Her smile was so big that it seemed like her face widened by a couple of inches just to contain it. "Cool! ... So fuckin' cool! You have no idea how happy that makes me. Wouldn't it be awesome to really keep doing this, well, basically forever?"

As she was talking, she broke the titfuck. Her body drifted further down mine. I could see her mouth and my cock were going to make contact pretty soon. I didn't know if my hard-on could handle that much more intense pleasure, but she seemed to be the expert.

She continued, "We could take turns when we get tired, and literally spend the ENTIRE DAY serving your constantly hard cock! That's been such a dream of mine, and it's kind of really happening right now! Isn't that awesome?!" She squealed with delight.

"Yeah," I said. I was starting to get a bit too excited from all this. I was closer to orgasm, and my breath was more labored. Knowing what her talented tongue and lips could do, I figured her "ENTIRE DAY" dreams were bound to be shattered in a matter of minutes, if I could even hold out that long. After all this, I certainly would be wiped out for a while.

She waited until she was licking in corkscrew fashion around my cockhead before she spoke again. Even though her entire body was resting on my legs, she managed to make her ass sit up ridiculously high, just to present me with a perfect heart-shaped ass to look at beyond her head and hair.

Finally, she said, "Look at me! I love to suck cock as much as you love to be sucked. We all do. This is me, now and forever. With my lips and tongue on your cock, doing what I do best. Your cock slave! So if we all enjoy it so much, why can't we keep doing it a lot, every single day? Wouldn't it be fun to be just like this, with your naked, big-titted daughter slurping happily on your cock, a year from now? Or ten years from now?"

I didn't answer that, but just luxuriated in the talented work of her tongue and lips for the next couple of minutes and thought about what she was saying.

It was pretty hard to deny reality. It hadn't been that many days, but it already seemed like this was how it always had been. My brain had been adjusting, and I was getting to pretty much take it as a given that Michelle and my other cock slaves would have their noses buried in my pubic hair pretty much every day, whether I wanted them to or not. Why fight it? It just feels too good. And she makes a good point: if they love it as much as I do, then what's the problem? It's not like they're being pressured to do something they don't like. 

She continued to alternate between licking and bobbing. She seemed tireless. But when the song "The Harder They Come" by Jimmy Cliff started, she said, "Ruby came up with some words for this one, you know."

"Oh really? Can you sing them?"

"I can't. That's Ruby's thing. My voice..." But the song's vocals were about to begin, and she had to make a snap decision in order to sing along with the record.

She sang:

"Well, you heard about that bat between his legs

But to lick it, drop to your knees and beg

From between your tits down to your juicy slit

Every orifice, Daddy's gonna hit

So as sure as the sun will shine

Every inch of you, Daddy says 'It's mine!'

And then the harder he cums, the harder we fall, cock slaves all

Oh, the harder he cums, the harder we fall, cocks slaves all"

She grinned shy, and mumbled, "I forget the rest."

I doubted that though, judging by how easily she remembered that much. It seemed much more likely she was impatient to get back to her cocksucking, which is exactly what she did. Her voice was good, but not great like Ruby's.

While she was still just licking her way around my cockhead and not yet bobbing, I asked, "How long ago did Ruby come up with those words?"

"I dunno. Year or two ago." She repositioned her mouth to take my cockhead all the way in.

But I said, "Wait! Isn't the phrase 'cock slave' a recent invention? That was something that came up spontaneously after Mindy mentioned the phrase 'pussy slave.' Right?"

Michelle didn't reply, but closed her eyes and redoubled her licking efforts.

"Uh-oh. Don't tell me that was staged too!"

She stopped her licking and looked up at me with concern. "It wasn't staged! Not at all! In truth, what happened was that Ruby and I started talking about ourselves as your slaves. A lot. Pussy slaves, tit slaves, cock slaves, slut slaves, daughter slaves, fuck slaves... We had all kinds of names. We liked 'em all equally, to be honest, just so long as the word 'slave' was included."

She flashed a wicked grin, and gave my cockhead a nice long lick to show how much she loved that idea. Then she continued, "Mom picked up on that vibe a little bit, even though we tried not to call ourselves that kind of thing very much around her. We were afraid she'd take it the wrong way. But it turns out we didn't have to worry, as she instinctively realized our desire for sexual slavery was the right and natural thing to do. Things developed naturally from there."

She went back to licking on and around my sweet spot as she kept talking. "In fact, you're the one who chose the phrase 'cock slave' over the others, if you remember. Which, by the way, I think was the BEST choice! I love to think of myself naked and on my knees, looking up at your powerful cock and worshipping it with my tongue!" She looked down at herself and giggled. "Kind of like I am right now, in fact. So it's all good."

After another long lick or two, another thought hit her. "As for that particular song, I honestly don't remember if it mentioned 'cock slave' originally or some other kind of slave, but naturally, those are the words I use singing it now."

Satisfied she'd put my concerns to rest, she went back to her happy licking.

However, I asked, "Are there any song lyrics you and Ruby have come up with that DON'T talk about having sex with me in the most obscene ways humanly possible? And do they all have some kind of slavery or submission theme?"

"Nope! And yep!" She giggled as she licked. And as if that wasn't stimulating enough, her hand was slowly sliding up and down my shaft now too.

I luxuriated in the erotic feelings tingling through my cock as I thought about what she had just said. Man, just when I think it can't get any weirder, it does! What's next? I wouldn't be surprised that at age eight she secretly got a PhD in genetics so she could make the research breakthroughs that allowed her to grow the world's most perfect pair of tits. I mean, seriously! This is too weird. How long were they thinking of themselves as my slaves? Shoot, I don't even want to know. It'll probably turn out Shelle started her plans to seduce me while she was still in Mindy's womb. Good grief! 

But those song lyric alterations were well timed, because they helped sink into my thick head just how serious they are about all this. I don't know who's crazy, or who's the craziest in this family, but it's kind of a moot point by now. This cock slave stuff isn't going to go away. I'm beginning to understand their aggravation when I kept saying to them they were only going through a passing phase. But they couldn't say much about it, because they were scared they'd frighten me if they revealed the whole truth. 

Holy crap! I just realized something: there are probably even MORE secrets they still have and are afraid to tell me for fear of scaring me off with their intense, slavish devotion! That, plus things they did to further their Plan that were immoral or just plain illegal. Stuff I probably DON'T want to ever know! Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! 

Time passed while I thought about such things.

Shelle seemed to realize that I needed time to think, or maybe she just sensed my dick needed a break, because she simply sat still on me for a while.

But once she saw my focus come back to her, she repositioned herself, and took my hands and placed them on her well-oiled breasts. Then she began to move up and down over my very erect pole. With all the sliding up and down, she just about drove me out of my mind. My hands were kept very busy kneading her enormous breasts.

All the while, she kept whispering into my ear things like, "Daddy, don't you want to do this to me every day? Don't you just love feeling my ass rubbing the King and sending him into complete ecstasy?"

I was rapidly going out of my mind with lust that I didn't know up from down, although it was hard not to look at her ass and notice a hell of a lot of up and down going on. The only thing I was sure of was that her ass was riding my pole to the very heights of pleasure. It slid along the deep groove of her ass crack, but it was easy for me to close my eyes and imagine I was really fucking her ass.

Then, as my oversexed daughter continued to lick, she tilted her head up again so she could look up into my eyes at the same time. She asked me, "Well? Don't you want us to have fun like this forever and ever?"

I nodded, and smiled. I was really, really out of it by now. It was like I was drunk on lust. Actually, it was more like I was absolutely wasted. It wasn't a matter of needing to cum or not, so much as I'd surrendered to everything but enjoying the pleasure. I was feeling giddy.

She asked, "Soooo... What kind of cock slave would kiss or even have sex with another man? A bad one, that's what! A terrible one! A cock slave only knows absolute loyalty to her master, right? A big-titted daughter-slave should never even THINK about looking at another man! Right?"

I nodded. I was ready to agree to just about anything.

"Soooo... It's pretty silly to want Ruby or I to so much as touch any filthy boy, isn't it? I think it's best you finally drop that silly, silly idea that we have to date boys. We'd rather die! Wouldn't we, Ruby?"

Without my noticing, Ruby had appeared next to me. I looked to her, and wasn't too surprised to see her nude and horny.

She slid her equally oiled up body up mine until she had her face pretty much right over mine. "Yes! I literally would rather die! Daddy, the thought of anyone but YOU touching me makes me sick."

She purred right into my ear, "My body was built for YOU. I was born and bred for YOU. You feel these big tits of mine, all oiled up and sliding on your chest? They're just for YOU. Do you want a filthy boy to put his grubby hands on them?"

I shook my head no. I was thinking about her oiled up tits much more than her words.

"Of course not!" Ruby said emphatically. "That would be silly. After all, we're YOUR slaves exclusively! Daddy, when I say I'm your slave, you understand I'm not just saying that as a sexy thing, right? I hope you know I mean it down to the depths of my soul! All I can think about is how to serve you, how to serve your COCK!" She stuck her hand out, reaching out over me.

Michelle grabbed that hand, and then drew it down to her. I thought that was strange, until Michelle guided it to my crotch. (Ruby couldn't see it, because her face up next to mine and so it was mostly behind her). Once Michelle had Ruby's hand stroking me around the root of my shaft, Michelle went back to licking and bobbing around the top.

"That's better," Ruby said. "I honestly feel so much happier, knowing I'm touching the King. You see, as one of your cock slaves, I'm not truly happy unless I'm somehow giving you sexual pleasure. It's what I do now. It's my life! If I had to kiss some awful boy, I don't know what I'd do. I'd just die! I'd... I'd, go crazy!"

"Listen to her," Michelle said as she passionately licked my shaft. "We both would die. Can you imagine any worse punishment than having to cheat on the one you love? What if someone blackmailed you and forced you to cheat on Mom? Or forced her to cheat on you? Wouldn't that drive you to madness?"

"Yeah!" I said. In my current mindset, that seemed beyond terrible. (Never mind that I was 'cheating' on Mindy pretty much all day long with two of our daughters, her "breastest friend," and one more woman we'd picked up at a diner. That all seemed very different somehow.)

Michelle concluded, "So you agree we shouldn't have to do that stupid dating thing, right? If so, there's no reason why you shouldn't fuck my cunt, or Ruby's cunt, now and forever! Then we wouldn't have to wear these stupid panties."

Michelle stopped licking long enough to pull her panties off.

She handed them to Ruby, who brought them right to my face.

Michelle prodded, "Show 'em to him, Ruby! Show 'em how wet I get, just sucking Daddy's dick! I'm fuckin' soaked!"

It was true. Her panties were as soaked as can be in the crotch. I took a deep whiff or two. The smell of aroused pussy was intense and intoxicating. But most of all there was something uniquely... Michelle... about them. I don't know what made it unique, but I loved it.

Michelle continued, "So why not fuck all of us, in any hole you want, any time you want? We're your cock slaves! That's what we're here for! For you to fuck! For you to drive you hard cock in until you achieve total satisfaction! Don't you see? Don't you understand what I'm trying to say?"

Ruby added as she kissed all around my face, "So there'll be no more talk about this dating boys silliness, right? If you agree, just nod your head."

It all seemed so sensible. It seemed like I was the crazy one for ever suggesting that dating idea in the first place. I couldn't even really remember what the idea was for, exactly, except that it was silly and dumb. Why did I ever want them to do that? It didn't make any sense. I must have had some reason, but it didn't matter now. All that mattered was the endless waves of pleasure washing over me. All the mattered was the need to cum. Michelle was expertly tending my cock, keeping me as close to the edge of orgasm as one could get, pretty much indefinitely. Soon, I'd be able to spill my seed all over her, and we'd both drown in ecstasy! Who cared about anything else! This was heaven on Earth!

But still, there was a nagging in my brain that wouldn't go away, something that was telling me to watch out.

I tried desperately to think, but it was no good. Between Ruby sliding her big, oiled-up tits all over me and jacking me off, and Michelle's busy tongue and lips, I was utterly incapable of coherent thought.

But I had vague, stubborn, fractured ideas floating through my brain. I muttered, "No... no good... Love you! ... Love you both!"

Ruby said, passionately, "We love you too! So much! You're the only man we love, or will ever love! That's why you should nod your head. Nod your head just once, and this whole dating idea will be over."

I didn't nod. Instead, again, I mumbled, "Love you... Want... good future... normal... for you... normal... not slave... have... have babies... husband..."

Michelle pulled back from me and let out a truly agonized moan. She looked at Ruby and yelled, "ARRRGGH! He's sooooo stubborn!"

A part of me was struggling to be a good, responsible father, yes. True, I'd let my daughters become cock slaves, but I was trying to make up for that by holding on to some shred of hope they'd have normal futures. But another part of me just wanted to cum, and wanted it badly. I sensed that Michelle was so frustrated that she was going to talk a lot instead of licking me. So I decided to let go.

Just as Michelle was building up a head of steam to give me a piece of her mind, my cum rocketed out of the tip of my dick.

She froze for a second. Her eyes went wide.

Then, like a pouncing tiger, she shifted her head, moving so her face was directly in the line of fire for the onslaught of flying cum.

Our dispute about dating was temporarily forgotten as she basked and bathed in the cum that rapidly turned her face pearly white.

Ruby, unfortunately, was in a terrible position to get similarly nailed by the cum fountain. She did her best to get down next to Michelle, but she mostly missed the boat.

However, Michelle graciously aimed the last few ropes at Ruby's face, so it wouldn't be a total loss for her. Still, Michelle wound up with three or four times as much cum covering her.

Both of them were beaming with happiness, and for a minute or two the dating thing truly was forgotten by all of us as they licked up cum gobs and even fed them to each other. At one point, they actually smeared their cum-covered cheeks against each other, spreading the cum around even more, like it was manna from Heaven.. They were as happy as they could be.

Naturally, I was loving life too.

But I could see the exact moment Michelle remembered. Her smile vanished, and a profound sadness filled her eyes. It was strange to see her face both sad and liberally doused with my cum.

Ruby's frown followed a couple of seconds later.

The cum blast dampened their emotions. Had it not been for that, I'm sure Michelle in particular would have been fighting mad. I could imagine her yelling "I hate you, I hate you!" as she'd done so often during our disputes while she was growing up. But she was only resigned and sad now, which in a way seemed much worse somehow.

Tears came to both their eyes as they stood up together.

Michelle remorsefully said, "Daddy, you don't understand. You don't! I love you! So much! How could I ever kiss a boy? It's just not right!"

She dropped her head and dragged herself across the room and up the stairs. Because her head was bent down, the occasional drop of cum slid off her chin and fell to the floor.

Ruby gave me a look that was even more heartbreaking, although less cum-soaked. "Look at her, Daddy. You're breaking her heart. And you're breaking mine too, just as badly. Why? Why, Daddy, why?!"

She suddenly burst into tears as well. But unlike Michelle, who was slowly walking as if to her own funeral, Ruby bolted away from me and ran up the stairs past Michelle as fast as she could go, crying all the way.

Michelle was gasping with heavy sobs as I last saw her dragging herself and her cummy face up the stairs and out of sight.

Shit! I feel like a loser. I feel terrible. Why had I hurt them so badly? Why am I so damn insistent with this stupid idea? 

As if I didn't feel bad enough, the post-orgasmic blues hit me, magnifying my woes.

In fact, I felt so bad that I found it hard to think at all. Everything was too painful. I decided, I can't think now; I'm not in my right mind. It wasn't fair of them to try to change my mind when they knew I was literally temporarily insane with lust. I have to clearly think this out, but later. Right now, I need a distraction. I can't breathe! Making them as sad as this is killing me! 

I rushed up to my bedroom, zooming up the stairs almost as fast as Ruby had. I quickly changed shirts, and then put on my running shorts. Making sure I had my keys, I jogged out of the house and down the street.

I kept jogging and jogging, running to get away from the awful situation, and jogging to forget. But I was crying. And I couldn't stop crying. I jogged or walked for miles and miles, and I kept on crying.

I could only imagine all the terrible wailing and moaning and sobbing that was going on in Michelle's room. I didn't know where Sue Ellen and Cindy had gone to, but I hoped they were in that room too, trying to give Ruby and Michelle some comfort and support.




Chapter 74



I ran and ran until I felt like my body would collapse, but all the while, I kept thinking about my wife. I really needed to talk to her. She and I are so close that for her not to know what was happening felt all wrong. Unfortunately, I'd left my cell phone at home in my rush to leave the house. I looked all over for public phone booths, but they'd been phased out.

I was dreading going back home, but I had to, in order to call her. I came into the house and didn't see any sign of anyone. I was sweaty from my head to my toes, but I went straight to the phone.

"Min? Hey. It's me."

"Uh-oh! What's wrong?" she replied.

"How did you know something's wrong?"

"Hey, I'm your wife, remember? I already knew something was bad just from the way you said 'Min.' You have exactly 27 different ways you say that my name."

"Really?"

"You're so easy to fool, it almost isn't any fun. Almost. In truth, there are only 16."

I saw that was a joke, at least, but I wasn't in a laughing mood. "Well, you're right. It's bad. It's really bad." I spent a minute or two giving her a brief summary of what had happened.

She responded, "Okay, that's it. I'm coming home."

I tried to talk her out it, but I didn't try that hard. I needed her, but more importantly, Michelle needed her. Besides, it wasn't like her boss would fire her if she left for home a couple of hours early every once in a blue moon.

Mindy hurried into the house about fifteen minutes later, looking gorgeous as usual in a dark blue business suit. I'd taken a shower in the meantime, but I still hadn't gone out of my way to search for anyone.

My wife and I hugged and kissed a little, giving each other support.

She asked me, "You okay?"

"No. I feel like shit."

"Good! You should. You're gonna get a big ol' piece of my mind in a little while, buster, but first I need to speak to Michelle. Is she in her room?"

"That's what I'm guessing. To be honest, I haven't checked."

"Well, at least you did one thing right. She shouldn't see you now. Are your other cock slaves in there?"

I nodded, but shrugged. I wasn't sure.

She left to go upstairs.

The casual way that she'd mentioned "cock slaves" in a completely non-sexual context really hit home for me: This IS a permanent arrangement. To Mindy, that's what they are, full stop. Yes, obviously, as individuals, they're each the same loving people they've always been, but now they're my sex slaves too. Actually, now that I think about it, she'd called them MY cock slaves, as if she had to differentiate them from other cock slaves in the neighborhood. I have to admit that's kind of amusing. 

I had to sit down. There was no way I could work, so I put my clothes back on and went to the kitchen to get something to drink.

While I was standing there, Sue Ellen rushed in, wearing ordinary clothes. She hugged me tight, and she spoke quietly and urgently. "Master! I can only speak for a minute. I'm not supposed to be here!"

"What's up?"

She looked around furtively, and dropped her voice even lower. "I heard the Gruesome Twosome talking earlier, and I wanted to warn you, but I never got a chance until now. I get the feeling they're planning something dastardly, and it's gonna go down today! I'm sorry I don't have any specifics because they didn't include me in their plans, but I heard something about how they're going to 'take care of the stinky boys problem once and for all.''"

I sighed with relief. "Ah. Thanks, but don't worry. They did try something pretty sneaky, and just a little while ago, in fact, but it didn't work."

"Oh no! My warning came too late! I should have-"

I could tell Sue Ellen was going to get herself worked up, so I said, "Please. Don't worry about it. It was my bad for not noticing the message to call you until just now. But can you do me a favor?"

She whispered in an excited pant, "Anything for you, Master!"

It was hard not to get swept up in her breathless enthusiasm. I longed to kiss her and play with her, but she'd seemed sincere about being in a hurry. So I said calmly and quietly, "Please keep a close eye on those two. They just tried to get me so horny I literally couldn't think straight, and then while they had me like that, they almost managed to get me to agree they wouldn't have to date boys. But I think they were close enough to being successful that they'll only be emboldened to try something like that again. So it would be great if you could be my eyes and ears and allow me to stay one step ahead of them."

"Certainly! No problem!"

"Great. So, what's going on upstairs, and why are you in such a hurry?"

"Oh, you can probably guess, we're having a cock slave pow wow. Actually, everyone just got together, so far all that's happened is that Michelle and Ruby are crying a lot. I had no idea what they were crying about, but I figured I'd find out soon enough, once-"

"Wait. Weren't you and Cindy watching everything? I didn't see either of you, but it was hinted there were others watching, and who else could that be?"

Sue Ellen turned her head down shyly and she blushed. "Um, yeah, I was. At first. But Cindy and I were naked and watching sitting right next to each other, and somehow we went from fingering our own pussies to fingering each other's pussies, 'cos that felt better... And one thing led to another, and before I knew it, we were kissing. I kind of lost track of what was happening to you after that."

She looked up with sorrowful eyes. "I'm so sorry! I should have paid better attention! I was already thinking of myself as your eyes and ears before we had this conversation. I figure that with all the power struggles and different selfish agendas going on here, you need at least one cock slave you can rely on completely."

Her Southern twang suddenly switched to a sultry purr. "Someone you can keep close to your heart and close to your cock." With that, she slid a hand under my waistband.

But my penis was still totally flaccid. I said, "Sorry, I just came a little while ago, from what you'd been watching. There's no way it would be hard again already."

She withdrew her hand with a sad look. "Oh well. It's just as well. I'm only supposed to be getting drinks and a snack for everyone, and even then Mindy made me promise to wear clothes so I wouldn't get sidetracked. Anyway, I really am sorry."

She started to go from sad to lusty as she continued, "If you only knew what it's like to look across the room and see your two daughters rubbing their perfect, naked bodies all over you while you just sit there and totally dominate them with everything you do and say! And then, to have Cindy sitting next to me, still looking like a young, hot centerfold. I do declare, I don't care how straight a girl may think she is, there's just no way to resist! I was about to roast! It was like I was caught up in some sort of sex tornado!"

I chuckled. "Well, never you mind that. You tried your best, and that's what's important."

She squealed, like she'd never been complimented in her life. About one millisecond later, she was up on her tiptoes, kissing my lips for all she was worth.

But then just as suddenly, she pulled away. "Oh my gosh! I really do have to go. They'll start talking soon, and this is a great chance for me to get some key intel for you. They could even be planning their next attack while we speak, especially if they'd rather do it when I'm not there!"

She was so startled by this idea that she completely disengaged and started to rush out of the room.

"Wait!" I said. "What about the drink and snack?"

I helped her get that ready, so she could make up for lost time. All the while, she kept apologizing for her 'bad behavior.' It would have been too slavish for my tastes, except that it was so obvious she was angling for a spanking. (And it didn't take a genius to figure that out, since she mentioned the need for a spanking about three times.)

I found that kind of cute, but it reminded me that I needed to get them all to understand that a sexy spanking was a reward, not a punishment.

After she finally scurried off, I thought about what she'd said. She's right that everyone has a selfish agenda. But actually, her attempt to be totally selfless and loyal is in and of itself a kind of selfish agenda. She even stated that by doing so, she hoped to stay "close to my heart" and "close to my cock." Furthermore, she's the one 'newbie,' the total outsider to our two families. It figures that she's the most insecure about her long-term position, by far. So it makes perfect sense that she'd go the "total obedience" route. 

Although, I'm not sure it's just an act. Nobody could be that good of an actress. It fits her submissive personality so well. Plus I doubt if she's even thought this out strategically. But I figure that on some subconscious level, her insecurity in her position is making her even more loyal to me than she otherwise would have been. 

And, to be brutally frank, she has reason to be insecure, because if someone put a gun to my head and demanded that I reduce to size of the harem by one, she would have to be the first to go. She just can't compete with the decades of closeness I've had with the others. But I hope that will change in time and she'll become a full member of our group in every way. 

I also found it interesting that she spoke of getting "good intel," since Michelle also used the word "intel" just a short while before. Hmmm. Sounds to me like a full on spy war is brewing. This could get interesting! Shelle talked about gathering "intel" like she was some kind of professional spy, and I highly doubt her spying days are done. She's not gonna be happy until she can kill this "dating boys" idea, an even then she'll probably have some new stage in her plan kick in. But hopefully I have two spies in that meeting, since I assume Min is on my side too. She is, isn't she? Sometimes lately I wonder! 

I got a bottle of vanilla cream soda, went to the living room, and turned on the TV. I just spaced out instead of really watching anything though, since my thoughts were elsewhere.

I went over everything that had happened since the lap dances began. At one point, Ruby had said to Shelle just before she left the room, "Do it, girl, do it! Now's the time!" Obviously, I'd been set up like a bowling pin. They'd planned the whole thing in advance together, and that was the final okay from Ruby, encouraging Shelle to go ahead. It was right after that when Michelle started bringing up the dating boys topic. 

So much for Shelle's pledge to be more honest with me. Although, she did say she was giving up her sneaky ways because her "Plan" was almost accomplished. Not already accomplished, but almost accomplished. Maybe once she gets her way on the dating boys thing, she'll stop jerking me around? Ha! Not likely! Although, what more could she want from me? 

Hmmm. And those lyrics to "The Harder They Come" that Ruby thought up. Is it really coincidence that that song just happened to play at the perfect time and helped convince me that resisting their desire for slave status is pointless? I think not! After all, Ruby was the one who picked that CD to play in the first place. They know how much I like that album, and that song in particular. I'll bet they thought up those lyrics just a couple of days ago, specifically for this occasion. That would explain why the term 'cock slave' was mentioned. They're punking me again, making me think they were talking about being slaves a year or two ago! 

Shit! That peels back another layer of the onion. This is one motherfuckin' huge onion! How many more layers can there be?! I feel like I'm in some porno novel, but written by Phillip K. Dick, where the reality of your existence gets pulled out from under your feet. 

Unfortunately, it doesn't matter much if my hunches on these things are right. So what if Ruby made up the lyrics to that particular song recently? I fully believe she's been coming up with erotic versions of other song lyrics for a long time now. And when the phrase 'cock slave' was first used is academic. Whatever the answer is, it doesn't change the very real passion they have for being cock slaves - correction, MY cock slaves - one whit. 

Basically, I'm fucked, and in more ways than one. They're running circles around me, and giving me too much pleasure for me to even want to resist. This is the Gruesome Twosome world and I'm just living in it. But I suppose I shouldn't feel too bad about being outsmarted. After all, they've been working on this for five years. That doesn't mean I'm not going to give in on everything without a fight. Not for me, but for them, to at least put a damper on their willful ways. 

About two hours later, Mindy came back down the stairs. It was a little after five, and close to the typical time she came home (now that she was coming home earlier than she used to). She had her jacket off, but otherwise she still wore her same outfit. It looked like she'd been crying a lot, as her eyes were red. But her face was dry now.

I'd been vegging and doing household chores. But mostly vegging. She walked into the room, grabbed the TV remote, turned the TV off, and then plopped down next to me. I didn't even have to ask to know she was upset with me.

There was a long silence. Then she said, "I ought to slap you silly, you know. And I would have, except I know you're hurting too."

I hoped and assumed she was exaggerating, since we never slapped each other like that. But then again, we'd never been in a situation like this either, and lately, my assumptions had been wrong more often than not.

After she sighed, she continued, "You really fucked up, you know that? I've never seen her so upset. Both of them, actually."

"I fucked up? It's not my fault! They ambushed me. They deliberately tricked me, trying to get me to make a rash decision when they had me out of my mind with crazy lust!"

She grinned, but only briefly. "Yeah, the lap dances. Sounds like fun. You gotta give 'em credit for creativity though. They know what they want, and they know how to use their feminine wiles to get it."

"I am not giving them any credit! You want me to compliment them for such a dirty trick? What's wrong with you? Who's side are you on, anyway?"

"Your side, of course. And I admire you greatly for trying to hold true to your principles. You clearly think that you're doing the right thing. Unfortunately, it so happens that you're wrong."

"A-ha! You're on THEIR side!" I griped.

"It's not a matter of sides," she countered. "Okay... maybe I am on this particular point, if you insist on looking at it in a narrow-minded way. After all, I've just had to sit through two hours of the most pitiable and heart-wrenching crying you could possibly imagine. Of course I want to support you, but I also don't want to see my daughters suffer so terribly."

"Shelle could be faking," I pointed out. "Remember how she put on that big drama a while back, where she cried and cried for days?"

"Daniel Cooper!" Mindy chastised me, honestly shocked. "Shame on you. She wasn't faking then, and she isn't faking now!"

"Okay, not faking. Her feelings certainly are real. But I think she overdoes the crying in an effort to get her way. It's a common female trick. Heck, you're not the crying type, but even you have used it on me from time to time."

"And to good effect, I might point out," Mindy happily smirked. Then her face turned mournful, and downright weepy. "Honey, I, I... I can't go on... Unless you lick my pussy!" She held her hands over her eyes, like she was trying to stem the tears.

But then she turned to me and grinned from ear to ear. "See? A piece of cake."

I gave her an annoyed look, although I was impressed with her acting skills.

Then she turned deathly serious again. "Maybe, maaaaybe, she was playing to the gallery a little bit last time. I don't really know. But definitely not this time. It's not just a matter of crying. She's hurting so bad right now that I can't even put it into words. Just look into her eyes. Look into the depth of pain and despair there, and then tell me again that she's faking!

Something occurred to her, causing her face to light up. "And what about Ruby? She has it just as bad! Don't you DARE forget about her!" She pointed a finger at me accusingly. "Sure, Michelle is more of an attention seeker so she gets more attention, but Ruby is hurting JUST as much!"

"Okay, okay!" I leaned forward and buried my head in my hands. "I'm grasping at straws. The truth is, I feel like shit, and I don't know what to do."

"I know exactly what you should do, but I don't want to lecture you. At least not yet. Let's go out to the hot tub and you can tell me what you're thinking."

"Why there?" I asked.

"Because you need to relax, and the hot water will help. Besides, we need more privacy."

I thought back to when I'd spied on Ruby and Michelle in the hot tub. That seemed ages ago, although it hadn't been long at all. However, not long after that incident, I'd boarded over the small window that allowed the spying, so neither I nor anyone else would be tempted to do that again.

I got to the hot tub a few minutes later, after using the bathroom and gulping down a drink.

Mindy was already there, sitting with her feet in the water and wearing just a skimpy red bikini. She patted her hand on the wood boards next to her. "Come, my love, have a seat and talk to me."

I realized I was still in my usual clothes, having changed after my shower. "Um, I forgot about the bathing suit."

She laughed. "Oh my goodness! I just might have to see you naked!" She found that quite funny and kept on laughing a bit more.

I stripped, and sat down on the edge of the hot tub, dangling my feet in it. For once, I figured I didn't have to worry about getting an erection or not, because of the hot water in the tub.

She scooted next to me and put her arm around me.

Staring into the bubbly water, I told her, "Min, I know what you're going to say. You think I should give in, and give her what she wants. What both of them want. Throw away my dating boys plan."

"Damn straight!" she concurred with unusual vigor.

I made eye contact. "Let me tell you why I can't do that. I understand that the two of them are dead serious about wanting to be my cock slaves. Heck, all four of them are."

She raised an eyebrow. "What's with this 'wanting to be' bullshit? They are already!"

"Okay, okay. I get it. Not all the time, mind you. I have to force myself to think that way, because it's still so alien to me. I mean, do you remember how Michelle broke her arm on her thirteenth birthday, and she held me the whole time we rushed her to the hospital? Or how I taught Ruby how to ride a bike because her real dad wasn't there to do it?"

"You're her real dad," Mindy said with irritation. "And don't let me ever hear you say otherwise!"

"You know what I mean: her biological father. Anyway, I think about all that... All the countless sporting events we drove them to and watched... And I wonder: how did those girls become my sex slaves? I feel like some kind of pervert! A weakling! I should have resisted harder. Then I wouldn't be in this fix now."

Mindy said, "And may I remind you, that all the time you and I were driving them to all those games, they were secretly plotting how to get in your pants, and counting the days until they both turned eighteen so they could have you. No, so YOU could have THEM, and take their virginities. So this Norman Rockwell vision you have of them is skewed, to the point of being a complete illusion. They're fully sexual creatures and have been for years now. Besides, you don't seem to mind when they stroke or suck your cock."

"No." I stared off towards the fading sun, feeling sad. I knew she was right about how long they'd been plotting, but I was grasping at straws. "But I did at first. I'm weak. The sex is just too pleasurable. Every time it happens, I feel less guilt. I'm a terrible father."

Min grabbed my hand. "Fuck that shit! You're an unbelievably GREAT father! You think they'd live to suck your cock if you were just an okay one? I hate to rehash old arguments, but it looks like I have to. It can't be denied the girls are submissive. Deeply submissive. You didn't force anything on them. That's just their true nature, and they've embraced it with a passion. They're the ones leading the way in this, and pretty much handing you a paddle with a heartfelt demand to be spanked. Do you disagree?"

"No. Except take away the words 'pretty much.' They ARE handing me the paddle."

"Okay, then! Let's talk about that. But first, let's enjoy the hot tub too."

So the two of us slipped all the way into the water. Mindy had already turned on the heat and the jets. It felt pretty good, and I sank down to my neck. She did too.

I liked this situation a lot better. Believe it or not, I'd felt a bit strange talking to a dressed woman (if you could call a bikini dressed!). That's how sex-mad I'd been lately.

She continued, "Do you think that if they didn't get sexually involved with you, they'd stay virgins forever? Of course not! They'd find someone else to dominate them. In fact, they'd probably find some older guy who reminds them of you, except he wouldn't know them, so he wouldn't truly care about them or love them. With a guy like that, they'd be sex slaves, but in all the worst ways. Can you picture your daughters being treated just like whores by some fat old slob?"

Her words were stabbing me like knives. I wanted her to stop, but she didn't.

"Hell, they'd probably BE whores before long. With their strong sex drives, they'd be easy prey to all kinds of evil sharks out there. But, by keeping them as YOUR sex slaves, you're being the best father you possibly can be. You're protecting them from evil. Let's face it - they're not gonna decide to become nuns tomorrow. They'll always be highly sexed and submissive. You're not being selfish. Sure, your dick is getting blown more times in a week than most guys get blown in a lifetime, but that's irrelevant to what I'm talking about. There's no reason why doing good and feeling good have to conflict."

I said, "Yeah. You make it sound so simple and easy. But it's more complicated than that. If they were fixated on someone else, their feelings wouldn't be NEARLY as intense as they are now. I've validated all their fantasies, and let them run wild. By bringing Sue Ellen and Cindy into this, that's only validated things even more, and given them people to talk to who only reinforce all their most outlandish ideas. It becomes a vicious circle. We're soooo far removed from reality!"

"Honey, you are so wrong! This is reality! Why is this any less real than whatever the neighbors are doing across the street right now? It's not. But that's a moot point. Would you throw your two girls to the wolves and let them turn into porn stars or crack whores turning tricks on street corners because you have lingering moral qualms about your role? That's bullshit! THAT is being a bad parent. That's not the loving Daniel Cooper I know. You're a better man than that."

I gave her an exasperated look. "You make it sound like taking on four cock slaves is a noble deed."

Mindy just rolled her eyes at me as if I were the dumbest rock on the shelf. "It IS! You're blinded by all the sexual pleasure you're receiving right now, and you think that biases you or something. But at the risk of repeating myself, what you're doing for them IS a noble deed. It IS a noble deed. You're wrong if you think this'll be nothing but endless orgasms. Sure, there's that, but having four slaves to take care of is TOUGH!"

She went on, "Just look at what's happening today. You're basically an introverted type who doesn't need a lot of friends. You definitely need your alone time. And yet, now you've got a whole harem clamoring for your attention and your cock. You're not going to have much peace and quiet from now on, that's for sure. But that's life. Things change. We have to adjust. Michelle and Ruby aren't eleven years old anymore, and they never will be again. They're fully mature, beautiful, big-titted, horny, and submissive women, and they NEED to have a master. Look into your heart. Can you deny that?"

"No," I admitted.

"So what's the problem?"

"I guess I've been deceiving myself. I'm still clinging to my notion that this is just a phase they're going through, despite all the evidence, because to think any other way is too... enormous! As in, I can't wrap my head around the implications. I mean, forget my future, or your future. That's small potatoes. What about THEIR future? Since before Michelle was even born, I've always had this idea of her growing up to be a great doctor, or inventor, or scientist, or reporter... whatever it was that she wanted to do. Something she could be proud of! Something where she could say she made the world a better place."

I gave Mindy a sharp look. "And don't tell me that making me cum a lot is making the world a better place."

"It is, actually, but I know what you mean. That's not exactly what you'd envisioned for her as her life's calling."

"Exactly!" I sighed with great frustration. "She's got a ton of potential. Rudy does too."

"Okay. So there's the career issue. What if they can find meaningful creative outlets that will give them viable income streams AND enough free time to stay happy and busy as your cock slaves? What then? Would that solve this impasse?"

"Well, not completely. But it sure would help a whole lot! But that's hardly-"

She cut me off. "Okay, then! Let's break this problem into pieces, and tackle them one by one. Kind of like how I tackle Kit-Kat bars." She grinned, because she knew I knew she actually did love eating those. "First off, you can't imagine how much they love you. Don't argue with me, because you just admitted it. And when I say 'them,' I mean all four of your slaves. You somehow inspire that kind of love and devotion. Look how quickly Sue Ellen came to love you."

I complained, "She doesn't love me, she loves the idea of me. She loves having a master, and she's been brainwashed to think I'm a perfect master."

My wife replied, "You're half right, but all wrong. Let's not get off track though; we'll discuss her later. I know the Hellions at least are kind of at loose ends right now, career-wise. Their video jobs are obviously just busy work. You know it, I know it, and they know it. I think you're being unreasonable expecting them to have direction at their age already. But if having a career is what it takes to be able to stay your cock slaves, I'm confident they'll throw their considerable energies into that problem and figure something out with shocking speed. So what else is bothering you?"

I sighed heavily. "There's the whole family issue. Not ours, I mean theirs. Their future husbands. Their future children. Our grandchildren! That's been part of my vision for so long. And frankly, that's the essential part. I wouldn't mind if they weren't that happy with their jobs, so long as they were happy with their marriages and children. That's the most important thing in life, in my opinion. And, dammit, I want grandchildren! That's the main reason I keep pushing this dating boys idea. I don't want them to be so locked into this cock slave idea that they-"

She cut me off again. "Sorry, Honey. That train has left the station. It left a long time ago, and in your heart of hearts, you know it. It's just that it's such a shock to your system that it's taking you time to admit it. Normally, that would be okay, and perfectly understandable, but they're hurting terribly in the meanwhile. If you really want to be a great dad, and you are, then accept what is."

"I just can't! I've been able to have fun through all these great sex adventures lately, because I've stayed focused on the now. Yes, I love having cock slaves to keep me so happy and aroused. I totally fucking love it, okay? Who wouldn't? But if I think about that too much - you know, the fact this isn't just some elaborate, days-long role-play - and then think about the future they'll be denied, suddenly I feel sad. For instance, today at lunch, Ruby literally fed me, putting each bite of food in my mouth like I was a baby, while Sue Ellen jacked me off! Can you believe it?"

She closed her eyes and apparently savored the idea. "Mmmm. Sounds sexy. And while I had to work in the office too. I likey!" She opened her eyes and said matter-of-factly, "Continue."

I shook my head at her weird cucquean ways. "And yes, I felt like a king, and it was great, but it was SO over the top that it brought back guilty feelings. I mean, I'm fully capable of feeding myself, and I don't need a handjob to enjoy a good meal. They should be doing MORE with their time! With their lives!"

By this time, we'd been in the hot tub a while, and I was feeling the desire to get out of the hot water. Mindy had the same idea, and told me so. The two of us got out and sat on the wood deck. It had been a nice summer day in Southern California, so we didn't have to worry that much about getting too cold. Besides, the steam from the hot tub helped to keep the nearby air extra warm.

But Mindy didn't just sit next to me, she sat ON me, right on my lap, face to face. Suddenly, I was very aware of the fact that I was naked, and she was only wearing a skimpy bikini. She brought her face within inches of mine.

"Uh, Min, what are you doing?"

"Trying to seduce you," she replied matter-of-factly. She took my flaccid penis in her hand.

My hands were supporting my weight, so I wasn't able to quickly stop her. "This is definitely not the time for that. I feel terrible. I can't even think about sex."

"I know. But please bear with me." She started to rub her thumb on my sweet spot, knowing that almost always got me hard fast. "I have a bold suggestion. First off, we have to face reality. It can't be denied that you have four hot, busty, sexy slaves, who adore having sex with you. Specifically, they absolutely adore sucking your cock. All four of them could spend hours and hours running their hot little tongues up and down your big, manly shaft."

Already, my dick was starting to grow.

"And of course you know how their lips are. Think of those puffy, pouty red lips, perfect for cocksucking. On all four of them! They haven't really mastered deep throating yet, given how thick and scary your cock is, but they will soon. They told me what they did to you today. It sounds like it'll be the rare moment I'll see you WITHOUT one or more of your cock slaves kneeling between your legs in the nude, slurping and gobbling on your fat fuck stick!"

Just like that, my dick was fully engorged.

Mindy draped an arm around my shoulders. She let her hand rest on the back of my neck, which she gently stroked with her fingers, while her other hand continued to jack me off. "And speaking as your loving and adoring wife," she continued quietly, but with a sexy purr in her voice, "I want you to know that not only do I support and endorse this sort of behavior, without regret, remorse or reservation, but I absolutely want to encourage it. You'll never ever hear me complain about having to speak up over the sound of all their slurping tongues, sloshing fingers, and tightly sucking lips!"

I groaned lustily. For some reason, I imagined Michelle nearly choking on my thickness.

My wife went on relentlessly, while rubbing my sweet spot more vigorously, "And I want you to feel more relaxed and comfortable about doing whatever you want to them, with or without my presence. Or to put it another way, I want you to feel like you can have a normal conversation with me about anything while you've got both your hands tangled in the hair of one of your submissive cock slaves to guide her head as you feed your thick hard cock deep into her mouth and down her throat, face fucking her while we talk about whatever's on your mind!"

She seemed to be getting herself excited, judging by her flushed face and how her fingers slid all over my shaft. She continued, "In fact, it would actually sadden me if we sat down to dinner on any given night and I DIDN'T see one of your cock slaves under the table, keeping your fat knob covered in saliva. There ought to be a rule that dinner can't be served until your cock slave is in position. Hell, one cock slave? Two would be better!"

Her words were incredibly arousing to me, mainly because I knew how little she was exaggerating. Oh God! That's such an intoxicating, tempting vision. Something like that could actually happen every dinner if I let it! 

Still, I pretended disinterest. "Min, what's your point? You're not saying anything new."

"I know, but bear with me. We also have to admit that they also love to jack you off. That's good, because their jaws get tired. And isn't it fun when one of them blows you while another jacks you off? I heard about their little 'round robin' they did on you in the backyard, with Michelle licking your ass too. Gaawwwd, that sounded HOT! I wish I could have seen it!"

"Min..." Despite my sad mood, her stroking fingers had gotten me so aroused that I was having a hard time coming up with something to say. I nodded impatiently, hoping the more that she talked, the less she'd stroke.

"Hey, I'm getting there. It also can't be denied how much they all love it when you fuck their tits. Especially Michelle! Think about those huge, creamy, gloriously improbable 'torpedoes' she has. Think about the King sliding in her oiled up cleavage. Isn't it neat how you can shoot a load from right there, all comfy and nested in her soft tit-flesh, and have it squirt all over her face?"

"Mindy! This is nothing more than a fiendish plot to get me hard and horny!"

"It is," she smirked. "And one that's working quite well, I should add." Her face was so close to mine that she kissed my nose after only moving her head forward a few inches.

I kissed her back on her cheek, but then I growled impatiently.

"But there IS a serious point coming. I should also point out that Cindy and Sue Ellen absolutely LOVE IT when you fuck their slutty cunts! They can't get enough of that. And you can't deny that the Gruesome Twosome would love that kind of treatment as much or even more. Can you imagine bending them over your desk and fucking them? Daily? Wow! I think our whole house would just up and burst into flames. And then there's anal sex..."

I growled irritably, although my boner was throbbing with ecstasy. Her fingers were doing some very talented things. She even rubbed my cock against the silky fabric of her bikini bottoms.

"Okay, okay," she relented, "we'll skip that for now. Although it goes without saying that we ALL would love you to fuck our asses! Me included. Me especially!" She giggled. "But my point is... Hmmm... Did I have a point?"

"Grrr!"

"Okay! I'm just yankin' your chain. Or, well, I'm definitely yankin' something." She grinned as she looked down at her busy hand.

I rolled my eyes, causing her to smirk.

"My point is, these are very, very dedicated cock slaves that you have. And that title is so perfect, because they are literally ENSLAVED to your cock! When they wake up in the morning, their first thought is, 'How can I stimulate my master even MORE than yesterday? How can I make him feel better? How can I coax even more thick and creamy loads of hot and tasty cum out of the King and into my holes and onto my face and tits?' I know this because they tell me. Regardless of everything else, you've gotta admire their dedication to their craft."

I griped, "That's your point? That's no point!"

"No, that's not my point. It's coming up. I also have a theory about the brontosaurus. Would you like to hear my theory?" She started to cough and clear her throat.

That comment sounded weird, unless you knew the Monty Python skit she was referring to. I had a very good laugh.

It was hard to stay sad or upset around my great wife, especially when she was jacking me off.

She continued, "My point is, these are your cock slaves FOR LIFE! Sure, they'll have careers, if you insist, but their true passion will always be pleasuring your cock. That's who they are. That's what they want to be. That's how they think of themselves. They take the 'cock slave' name very literally. So, that being the case, it's highly unlikely they'll find boyfriends or husbands any time soon. Maybe later. Twenty or more years from now, when your sex drive has gone down, it may become time to find some altered arrangement, where they don't spend quite so much time sucking and fucking you as they used to. Possibly. Who knows? But that's a long time down the road."

"My point exactly," I grumbled. "That's the problem!"

"Yes, it is. Now, if we say twenty or even twenty-five years from now, they still could have time to have children with some other man. True, that would be pushing it, given their ages, but medical technology is allowing women to have babies later and later. I heard there was some woman recently who was sixty or something like that, and gave birth for the first time. That many years from now, we can't even imagine the kinds of medical advances there'll be."

"Yeah, maybe," I conceded. "But that still seems messed up."

"True. It would be better all around for them to have babies when they're younger. Which fiiiiiiinally brings me to my real point, which is also my bold suggestion. What if YOU were to give them the sperm to have their babies?"

"WHAT?!" My whole body jerked with shock.

"You heard me. What was that I felt? A sudden lurch? You may not like the idea, but the King loves it!"

"A-ha," I grumbled. "Now I find out why you're jacking me off. You're trying to catch me in a horny mood."

"Hey, it basically worked for the Hellions this afternoon. They at least got your stubborn ass in the right mood to listen. I figure they've got a good idea going, why can't I use it too?" She giggled.

"You're evil."

"True. I just got off the phone with Pol Pot and Dick Cheney, and they gave me some tips. But in any case, think about it. True, it's breathtakingly bold. You need to think outside the box while drilling into the box! Sorry, I couldn't resist that. But if you can handle the idea, it could solve everything. You can have your grandchildren and eat your cock slaves' pussies too. Sorry, I couldn't resist that either."

"Sweetheart, this is no time to be joking. Or jacking me off, for that matter! This is serious!"

She slid down me as she deadpanned, "True. This is more of a time to be sucking you off. I've noticed you do all your best thinking while you're being blown."

I groaned with frustration, "Miiiiindy!"

I was sitting near the edge of the hot tub. She moved back into the tub and also untied her bikini top. Then she rested her tits on the wooden deck between my legs and started licking my shaft.

"Honey, you think I'm joking, but I'm not when it comes to this. You DO do your best thinking while you're being blown. You know why? You're naturally conservative, but only in the old fashioned sense of the word. Thank God, since I really would have to spank you if you were pals with the likes of Cheney. You tend to like things the way they are, and you're slow to change. When you're aroused, you put some of that reticence aside and are more open to good ideas and suggestions."

"You mean sexual ideas and suggestions."

"Same thing." She snickered. "But seriously... okay, I really am putting on my serious hat now, although it clashes with my outfit." She reached down and tugged off her bikini bottoms, placing them atop her head. "See?"

I growled unhappily.

"Sorry, I can't stop." She threw the scrap of cloth off onto the deck. "Okay, NOW I'm putting on my serious hat." Her eyes looked up towards the top of her head. "It's invisible." She grinned like a naughty little kid.

Then she wiped the smirky smile off her face. "Sorry, but it really is on now. I'm making a very sincere suggestion here. You HAVE to know that your boyfriend plan is doomed. Do you seriously expect that to work? I mean, these are YOUR girls... yours and mine. You're their role model of the ideal man, THEIR ideal man, and you've been loyal to me beyond the point of fault. Do you really think that their sense of loyalty and devotion to the one they love, learned from both you and me, is really that weak?"

I grunted. That was a good point, but I wasn't eager to admit it.

"They all love you so much that there's no way they'd let any boy so much as touch them. If you forced them pretty much over pain of death, they just might do a little bit, but it would very literally be kicking and screaming and crying. There's no way in hell there would be any real dating or romance. It's more likely they'll sprout wings and fly away! Tell me I'm wrong!"

I moaned and groaned in agony. Finally, I burst out, "No, dammit! You're not wrong! I'm in serious, serious denial. I know that. I'm fighting a battle that's already been lost, and it's so frustrating that I want to scream. I should never have let things reach this point! Never!"

"But they have. You've already let them and they have. And it's been nothing but good for all involved."

Keep in mind that Mindy was continuing to lick her way around my cockhead. I knew full well she was trying to addle my brain. An idea came to me. I declared, "Two can play that game!"

"Huh?"

I suddenly picked her up and lifted her completely out of the tub. Then, after readjusting my position and kneeing her legs apart, I slowly dropped her down onto my erection.

As she slid down it, I grunted, "See? Two can play that game!"

I wasn't really sure what I was trying to accomplish, but it felt damn good. Even after all these years, sliding into my wife's pussy was a wonderfully snug fit. My ostensible purpose was that if I kept my boner completely impaled in her and just held still without any thrusting, she wouldn't be able to do anything naughty to it to addle my brain even more. I knew that logic was flawed, to say the least, but that was my mental fig leaf.

Mindy seemed unfazed, and didn't even acknowledge what had just happened. She continued, "Honey, you just have to face facts. Fact: you have one wife and four cock slaves. And I'm an honorary cock slave of sorts. Fact: you-"

I interrupted, "Hey, what do you think you're doing?" I said that because she was starting to rhythmically squeeze my hard-on with her pussy walls. She's really good at that.

She just smirked. "I think you know. Before I was so rudely interrupted, I was saying, fact: your cock slaves love you, heart and soul. I dare say they may just love you as much as I do, and that's saying a whole lot! Fact: your cock slaves all have big tits. As does your loving wife." She hefted up a tit and winked at me. Then we both watched with great interest as it ever so slowly bounced and jiggled back into place.

I asked, "What does that have to do with anything?"

"Not much, to be honest. I just like to point it out a lot." She chuckled and smirked. "You have to admit it's pretty remarkable though. I mean, when I think about Michelle's jutting, well... watermelons! They're like soft watermelons! They're that big!"

This idea really turned her on (even though it wasn't anatomically true), and she started gyrating her hips a little bit. She had this special talent where she could do that without really moving my erection much, allowing her to keep squeezing it internally at the same time.

She settled down a bit, and continued, "Anyway, it's hard to tell at this point since they're keeping their hymens intact just for you, but I think we can assume that their cunts are going to be totally amazing to fuck as well. Actually, I know that's a given since I taught them how to do Kegel exercises, and you better believe they took to that like ducks to water! So that's fact four. You already know this to be true with Sue Ellen and Cindy, since you've already started fucking them, but just think about pummeling and hammering Ruby and Michelle's precious little cunts every single day!"

She continued, "Can't you picture going to Michelle's room and finding them both bound and collared, lying on her bed with their asses high up in the air, just waiting for their daily Daddy fuck? Believe me, they will stop at NOTHING to be the best and hottest fucks you've ever had! You know it, I know it, everybody knows it! And to top it all off, they're still virgins! How great is that? Their pussies already belong to you, and you alone!"

With fucking on her mind, Mindy suddenly stopped her squeezing and churning combo, and started bouncing up and down on me instead. I was more than happy to go along with that, and I thrust my hips as best as I could.

But still, the pace was slow so she could keep talking. She spoke heatedly. "Close your eyes! Imagine you're not fucking MY pussy, you're fucking Michelle's!"

I groaned with intense arousal. There was no way Mindy could have missed the way my hardness somehow stiffened up even more inside of her.

"Here!" She took my hand and held it out about a foot in front of her chest. Before I could ask what she was doing, she explained, "Now you're fondling her tits too! They're THAT big! They really are!"

Of course they weren't, but it fired my imagination even more just the same. Naturally, I brought my hand back to her rack, because it was a lot more fun fondling her than grasping at air.

She added, "Now, let me get back to the 'thrust' of my discussion, so to speak." She giggled. "Fact five: you're gonna fuck those two in every hole, including their cunts and asses! Over and over and over and over and over and over again! We both know it's just a matter of time, so don't even try to deny it. Fact six: you'll fuck them so much that all their holes will permanently smell like your cum! And fact seven by the way is that they have cunts and tits, not pussies and breasts. That's the kind of girls they are and most definitely the kind of girls they want to be!"

I wasn't sure what she meant by that, but it sounded great at the time.

"Fact eight: your cock slaves are supremely loyal! They take their slave vows seriously! If you want them to all wear 'Property of Dan's Cock' T-shirts in public all the time, they will!" She drew closer, and added conspiratorially, "Or even better, two of them could have shirts saying 'Property of Daddy's Cock!'"

I should have been jaded already, but that idea powerfully shocked and aroused me. I had to fight not to shoot off in her. I would have been embarrassed to lose control right after she'd said that.

She continued in her normal voice at first, "That's how happy they are to serve you, and your cock! So, given all that, that leads me to fact nine: it's your DUTY, Daniel Cooper, sweet husband o' mine, to fucking BREED them!"

I nearly fell over at that one, even though she'd introduced the idea already a short time before, and we were sitting down. That's how floored I was. And incredibly aroused, I must admit. I had to frantically squeeze my PC muscle to prevent myself from shooting off at an even more embarrassing moment.

I gasped, "Don't say that word!"

Like a cobra going for the kill, she started to bounce faster. The only problem for her was that the idea had aroused her as much or more than it aroused me, and saying it out loud took her to a higher level still. Suddenly, she was having difficulty talking. "YES! Breed! Breeding! Breed! Bred! As in, 'My Daddy-Master bred me.' ... You, Daddy, you're, you're gonna... Oh God! Your daughters! ... Impregnate! ... Think of them, all four... swelling tits... Bigger tits! UNH! Big... big bellies!"

And with that, she completely lost it. She started bucking, whining, and writhing wildly as a powerful orgasm rippled and surged within her.

Whenever she does this, it's even more stimulating than any kind of regular rhythm, because the clenching and squeezing of her pussy is so delightfully unpredictable. It gets me to climax pretty much every time, and that's a good thing, because it's a nice bonding experience whenever we come together.

However, I had other plans forming in my head, so I still struggled with all my might to resist. I felt if I came, then she would have won this round, or argument, or whatever you might call it. I wasn't about to lose! It was a near miracle, and a very near thing, but I somehow managed to hold out.

God, the sensations felt great though!

Mindy wound up hugging me. Funnily enough, she'd been talking like a cool cucumber just a couple of minutes earlier, but now she was sweating like a pig, gasping for breath, and totally wiped out.

She just wanted to be held for a while, so that's what we did.

My penis remained fully erect, and fully impaled in her. But finally, once I judged her to be more or less recovered, I pulled out and said, "You're in big trouble, you know."

"Why?" she asked. "You know everything I said was true. Okay, maybe one or two 'facts' were a stretch. But it was basically all true."

"Nope. I disagree. Now, get on all fours, you naughty bitch."

To my surprise, she didn't complain or resist. She didn't even say anything about being called a 'bitch,' which was something I never said to her even before, at least not counting joking. Instead, as she struck a sexy pose on her hands and knees right next to the hot tub, she asked me, "What are you going to do to me?"

As I positioned myself kneeling behind her ass, I said, "It's time for your spanking. You have to admit you were terribly naughty with all your breeding talk."

She seemed to like that, and even raised her ass higher, arching her back in a very sexy manner. "Yes, that's true. Even though you know I'm right!"

I put my hands on her ass. I just wanted to feel her up for a bit before I got started. I even swiped my fingers through her wet and drooling pussy lips, causing visible shivers all over her body. "No you're not. For one thing, Cindy's already too old. She's not gonna want another baby."

"Please never call her 'too old.' That's a sensitive issue for her. And she will, if you'll be the father/"

"You're just talking out of your ass. I can hear you speaking... right... here." I poked at her anus as I said that. I inserted my pussy-lubed finger into it briefly, but pulled out.

She laughed, but also trembled with arousal. "Okay, maybe I am just guessing about that. And yeah, there are issues about you breeding your own daughters, so I'll drop that - for now." The way she said that made clear this wasn't the last I'd be hearing about this, not by a long shot.

She spoke huskily and enticingly. "But what about Sue Ellen? She's prime breeding stock. Can't you picture her nude with a big belly and your cum running down her thighs?"

As I raised my hand back to start the spanking, I also started to comment, "What's with you and this big belly image that..." But my words faded as it occurred to me we weren't alone. I'd heard a gasp somewhere, and it was dawning on me that the gasp didn't come from my wife.

I looked all around. By now, it had grown dark, and since we'd been occupied, we hadn't turned the porch lights on. Mindy also craned her head up and looked around, but otherwise remained in her lewd position, naked on all fours with her ass up high.

As a result of the darkness, we were only able to see a dark shape lurking a ways away on the other side of the hot tub. I couldn't tell who it was, but judging by the curvy outline, I knew it had to be one of my cock slaves.




Chapter 75



I spoke loudly. "Come on out of the darkness. We know you're there... Sue Ellen." I added 'Sue Ellen' at the last second. I still couldn't see who it was, but it occurred to me that she was the one most likely to gasp when the subject of Sue Ellen being impregnated was being discussed.

It had been a good guess. Sue Ellen stepped out of the shadows. She was wearing street clothes, as if she were ready to leave, yet she had her hands and arms crossed over her chest like she was covering up her nakedness.

"Come closer," Mindy said, her body humming and wiggling with the anticipation of being spanked. "We don't bite. Well, actually, Dan does a little bit." She chuckled.

Sue Ellen came closer, walking around the hot tub until she was only about ten feet away from us. She looked like a wary deer ready to bolt at any second. Now that I could see her better, I noticed just how red and embarrassed her face looked.

"What are you doing, spying on us?" I asked in a harsh tone.

She dropped her head in shame. "Sorry, Master. Actually, I wasn't spying. I just came by to ask y'all for permission to work tonight. But I didn't want to disturb you while you were, you know..."

I suggested, "Fucking my wife."

"Yes, and-"

"Say it," I insisted. I wasn't trying to be mean; I simply knew that it would arouse her against her will even more than she obviously was already.

She closed her eyes, even though her head was already bowed. "Yes. Uh, when you were, uh, fucking your wife."

I pressed, "Does it embarrass you to be sexually enslaved to a married man?"

"So much!" she passionately exclaimed. She seemed more aroused and excited by that than distressed. "But that's your right and privilege as master. In any case, I, uh, I didn't know what to do. I thought I'd come back later, but I really needed to talk to you now, and, uh, then I heard y'all talking, and well..." Now her face turned just about as red as a fire engine. She looked so cute and innocent, I couldn't stand it.

Mindy asked, "So you heard us talking about having Dan breed you?"

"Yes, ma'am." Somehow, she managed to drop her head down even though it was bowed down already.

"And what do you think about that?" Mindy pressed, although not so forcefully as to make the decision for her, I noticed.

"Don't answer that!" I quickly shouted. "That idea is off the table, so the answer is moot. I don't want to know what you think about that, 'cos it's not gonna happen! And Min, maybe this'll shut you up!" I raised my hand back up and slapped my wife's ass hard.

"OH! OWW! One! Thank you, Master! May I please have another?"

I got a big kick out of hearing my wife call me 'Master.' She'd only done that in role-plays before. I wasn't sure if this counted as a role-play or not, and it probably did, but I loved it just the same.

Suddenly, Mindy barked at Sue Ellen, "Get your sexy ass over here! NOW!"

Sue Ellen hesitated. "But, I..." She walked closer just the same, but halted a few feet away, uncertain what to do or where to go.

Mindy complained to her, "Your master is naked and the King is stiff, hot, and throbbing. You know what to do; what a good cock slave does. Drop to your knees, take off those stupid clothes already, and help him enjoy this spanking to its fullest!"

Sue Ellen came closer still and dropped to her knees. I noticed that one of her hands protectively covering her breasts dropped down to her crotch. It looked like she was protecting that spot from my gaze too, except for the fact that her fingers were wiggling about in a very suggestive and revealing motion.

Seeing that Sue Ellen was still wearing her clothes, Mindy griped at her, "Get to it! What's your problem?"

Still blushing furiously, Sue Ellen dropped her head down again. "Michelle, she... she made us agree to a pact. She was feeling so terrible about everything, and the idea of her and Ruby having to date boys is just so wrong!"

She suddenly looked up and made eye contact with me. "I'm sorry, Master, but it is! I know I promised to serve you without question, and I want to be your most loyal and devoted cock slave so much that I can't even put it into words, but this is a very special exception. I just can't sit by and let her kiss a boy when we all know the only proper place for a cock slave's lips to be is wrapped around her Master's cock!"

I still wasn't sure what Sue Ellen was talking about, although it didn't sound good. But I could see her willpower was at a breaking point, and I wanted to push her over. I spanked Mindy again.

Mindy was taken by complete surprise. As a result, her ass cheeks weren't clenched up to brace for the pain and she let out a howl. But she quickly followed it with, "Two! Thank you, Master! May I please have another?"

She added to Sue Ellen, "Hurry up and spit it out, or he'll be spanking you next! And take those damn clothes off, already!"

Sue Ellen pulled her blouse off over her head, and then started working on her bra. She was blushing and flustered. "M-Mi-Michelle, she insisted! I, I can't do this! She says that all of us cock slaves have to stick together, to force you to see the light." Once she had her bra off, she began taking off her skirt while remaining kneeling. "She says that we should refrain-"

"Wait!" Mindy shouted at her. "Finish stripping for your master, and then begin licking his cock. Only then can you continue your story."

Sue Ellen was deeply ashamed, but she did just that.

Because I was kneeling behind Mindy, I was nearly in position to fuck her doggy-style. That didn't leave much room for Sue Ellen, but she made do, as she wiggled into the space between us. She knelt so she was facing my crotch, with her legs stretched out between mine. But this left her head literally resting against the lower curves of Mindy's ass.

As Sue Ellen started to lick my shaft, Mindy giggled, and said, "Sue Ellen, your hair is tickling my ass crack! Your dirty blonde hair is just as dirty as the rest of you, because it loves my ass!"

That just made Sue Ellen even more mortified, but it turned her on powerfully as well. She was so aroused that the smell of her gushing pussy even overwhelmed Mindy's pungent pussy smell.

Sue Ellen resumed talking. "So, uh... Michelle talked and talked, and Ruby chimed in, but at first I just resisted. I wanted... I wanted... to, uh..." She was distracted, since her enthusiastic licking all over my hard-on was taking up most of her concentration. "I, uh, I wanted to be your loyal... mmmm! Your best, your loyal... cock slave! Mmmm!"

Mindy said impatiently, "Please get on with it."

Sue Ellen cut down on her licking. "Sorry. Uh, I was holding firm, remembering my devotion to you and the King, until Ruby asked me to imagine that I was the one forced to date boys! She even had me picture myself kissing boys, and even sucking their yucky penises!"

Sue Ellen was so alarmed by these thoughts that she stopped licking for the moment and looked up beseechingly. "Master, it was terrible! The very thought of having to touch one of those smelly boys even stinkier cocks practically made me ill! There's only one cock in the world that rules me and owns me, and demands total obedience!"

Overcome by lust, she took a big breath and then crammed all of my bulbous knob in her mouth.

Clearly, that still was no easy thing for her to do. I could hear and feel her struggling at first as she tried to cope with my thickness. But, as always, she was a determined and devoted trooper. It wasn't long before she was bobbing with a steady rhythm, using lots of suction.

Mindy was intrigued. She spoke to me like Sue Ellen wasn't there. "Her devotion to you is quite inspirational, isn't it? And to think: it wasn't that long ago when she was just some busty cutie serving you in a restaurant."

"Yeah, how did that happen?" I wondered aloud. I was too overcome with lust from Sue Ellen's talented and relentless bobbing to say more, but I thought, What did I do to deserve this? I mean, to get any kind of blowjob ever is a special treat. But she's already going all out with her hands, tongue, AND lips! Damn, she's good! And furthermore, have male hygiene standards dropped like a rock or something? Every time any of the girls talk about boys, they have to mention how stinky they are. Weird! 

Strangely, Mindy was still on all fours seemed content to stay that way. I remained kneeling right behind her, so close that Sue Ellen was forced to be wedged between us, with the back of her head pressing into Mindy's ass.

But it was like my wife had eyes on the back of her head, because she said, "Enough! Sue Ellen, stop your cocksucking this instant or Dan's gonna blow! And finish your story."

She was right, since I was frantically fighting off the urge to blow my load. I wasn't sure how Min knew that, although maybe I was making telltale panting and moaning sounds. Plus, she might have been tipped off tell how rapidly Sue Ellen's head was bobbing by the hair brushing up and down her ass cheeks.

Sue Ellen clearly was disappointed. She pulled her lips off and wiped her cheeks of the tears of exertion that had started to leak out. As soon as she was able to talk again, she asked shyly, "Mindy, please, can't I just suck on it for a couple of minutes first? It's just that it's soooo big and delicious! It's like I neeeeed to wrap my lips around it!"

Mindy chuckled. "No, sorry. 'A couple of minutes' will just be the start. But you can keep licking him, so long as you don't make him cum."

"Okay. Sorry. " Sue Ellen continued while just licking my sweet spot, "The two of them, they made me see that my highest loyalty to you is to keep my body pure for only your hands, lips, and cock to plunder. And the same goes for keeping my sister cock slaves pure. So I have to make a temporary exception to obeying your orders. Very, very temporary only! Michelle made us all agree to band together, just until we solve this one problem. And, uh, promise..."

Her story telling was wavering as her cock licking was taking more of her concentration. "Um, promise... She, uh, she made all of us promise, uh, that we'd refrain from any sexual contact with you, Master, until you agreed to drop this dating boys idea. We're all in agreement on that."

Mindy was tickled pink. She said, "Need I point out the delicious irony of you saying that even while you're licking Dan's fat cock? Care to explain that?" My wife couldn't directly see what Sue Ellen was doing, but apparently she could hear and even feel enough to know exactly what was going on. All the action still was taking place mere inches from her ass, with a lot of incidental contact.

Sue Ellen had been red-faced and greatly embarrassed already, but now she looked like she wanted a hole to come and swallow her up so she could disappear. "Um, no!" She kept right on licking though.

My wife was in her element, absolutely loving the whole situation. She crowed, "How does that taste? Does it taste a little funny? Because the King has just been in my very wet pussy, you know. Do you like that?"

Sue Ellen just whimpered miserably as she kept licking. But it looked to me like she licked with even more gusto.

Mindy, still on all fours and thus unable to see Sue Ellen directly, nonetheless kept pressing her, "Admit it! You're completely helpless and hopeless! You can't resist my husband's cock, no matter what the circumstance! You love it too much! You love pleasing him too much! You love feeling it fill your mouth and drive down your throat! You'll betray your promise to your sister cock slaves just to feel it sliding between your lips! You love running your tongue all over it while you bob deeper and deeper down!"

"YES! YES! YES!" But those were the last words Sue Ellen said for a while, because she took my erection in her mouth again and passionately bobbed on it just as Mindy had described. Even though she knew she didn't have permission to do that, she simply couldn't resist. She was even more vocal than before with her eager slurping.

I was somehow reminded that I was supposed to be spanking my wife. I brought my hand up and then back down again, but I was so distracted by Sue Ellen's quality cocksucking that I didn't put much force into it. It was like trying to read a book while riding a wild roller coaster - I could only manage a couple of token efforts at best.

Still, Mindy enthusiastically shouted, "Three! Thank you, Master! May I have another?"

Then she added to Sue Ellen, "How do you like that? You're sucking Master's cock while he's properly disciplining and spanking his wife! You're nothing but a perfect sex slave for him, are you? You have NO willpower! You betrayed your promise to Michelle the instant you saw his hard cock, didn't you?"

"MMMM!" was all Sue Ellen could reply. Her head was bobbing relentlessly, going further down my shaft than she'd ever been before.

My sexy, sneaky wife prodded, "You deliberately defied my command not to suck him because you simply HAVE to have it! You live to suck! You live to serve!"

Sue Ellen responded with even louder moaning and slurping. She sounded like she was choking on it, although she wasn't going that deep.

Seeing how effective Mindy's post-spank words were, I slapped her behind again to see what she'd say next.

"OWW! Oh! Four! Thank you, Master! May I have another?" She gasped for a few seconds, and then said, "Think about it, Sue Ellen! Your life as a free woman with free will is over! Your only purpose now is to SERVE! To serve Dan, to serve the King! If he wants to breed you, you'll just have to spread your legs and say, 'Knock me up, my master, my love! Let me give you a baby! Our baby!'"

That was too much for Sue Ellen. She'd been tripping her gag reflex a bit, as she was lunging deeper down my shaft with each pass, but as soon as Mindy told her that, she lunged again and blew right past her gag reflex like it wasn't even there.

And just like that, she was deep throating me!

DAMN!

Need I mention just how fucking fantastic it felt?! I was truly amazed. I could tell that it was a constant struggle for her to merely keep my unusual thickness in her mouth, since she was just starting to adjust to its size. So for her to do this as well almost seemed impossible.

Mindy had done just about everything to me sexually that I could have ever wanted (not counting anal sex, since neither of us had been open to try that until recently). But she'd never shown much interest in deep throating. After trying and failing a couple of times to get past her gag reflex, she'd told me, "I'll try that again just as soon as you get penis reduction surgery. That thing is way too thick. You'll choke me to death, for sure." And that had been years and years ago.

True, in recent days, both Ruby and Michelle had tried deep throating me. But despite extensive practice on models to prepare themselves well before they seduced me, they'd been having a lot of trouble. Michelle had gotten closer in her two attempts, but she'd been gagging, choking, and struggling so much that it wasn't very pleasurable for me, even though she had done it for a few seconds here and there.

So in a way, this was my first real deep throating experience, because Sue Ellen literally wound up with her nose up against the bottom of my lower abdomen, and my erection had pulled a disappearing trick. More shocking still, she was able to maintain that position for some long moments.

Even though I was far from finished spanking Mindy, I told her, "Hey, Sweetheart. Come here. You have to check this out!"

Mindy managed to turn herself around while remaining on all fours. She twisted more so she could have an even better of Sue Ellen sliding back and forth over my shaft. "Wow! Impressive!"

Sue Ellen maintained that position for about twenty seconds, if not thirty. (I was too excited to keep good time.) Already, that beat Michelle's best effort. Then, suddenly, she pulled her lips all the way off and gasped desperately for air. There were tears freely rolling down her cheeks. I gathered they were neither tears of joy nor tears of sadness, but more tears of exertion. She was truly giving this her all.

As soon as she was more or less recovered, she closed her eyes and steeled her willpower. Then she opened her mouth seemingly as wide as a whale's and dove back down my shaft. With one long bob, her lips slid all the way down to the root of my shaft again.

"WOW!" Mindy exclaimed. "That just gave me chills! She just did it AGAIN, and as soon as she could manage! My GOD! Look at her! I think she's in love with you and your cock! Sue Ellen, does that feel good?"

Sue Ellen had no way of answering that. She couldn't even nod her head up and down a little bit, because my dick was pretty much inside her like a steel bar all the way down to her stomach. (Okay, maybe that wasn't completely anatomically accurate, but it sure felt like that to me!) She opened her eyes and tried to make some kind of meaningful eye contact with Mindy, but Mindy didn't understand. Finally, a new idea came to her. She brought a hand up, and flashed Mindy a thumbs up sign.

"AAARGH!" I suddenly shouted.

"What?!" Mindy asked. "What's happening now?!"

I panted, "She's... starting to lick! How...?! Too good!" Sure enough, her tongue was lapping near the base of my shaft in her mouth, since the cockhead was somehow deep down her throat. It felt great, of course, but what really astounded me was that she was managing to do that much so soon.

My wife laughed. "Poor you. Here, let me help. That is, if there's anything to help with." She finally quit maintaining her all fours position and crawled around to where the action was. "Shoot. I was really enjoying feeling Sue Ellen's head rubbing against my ass. It was like an all-over ass tickle."

She started licking my balls a little bit. Sue Ellen still had my cock all the way down her throat, and was experimenting with how much she could move her lips and tongue in that position, so Min didn't really have access to any other fun naughty bits but my balls.

Another thirty seconds or so passed. The look on Sue Ellen's face wowed me all over again. Tears were freely flowing down her cheeks, and it looked like she was in the middle of a mighty struggle. But one could clearly see her fierce determination to keep going.

Finally, Sue Ellen started to pull back, and she kept on going back. It was impressive that she was pulling off in a slow and controlled manner this time.

Mindy saw that, and immediately followed Sue Ellen's lips with her tongue. My cucquean wife licked and swirled her tongue so close to what Sue Ellen was doing that sometimes her tongue licked up against Sue Ellen's lips. I'm sure neither of them exactly minded that.

It all felt so great that I can't even begin to describe the waves of pleasure that washed over me and threatened to drive me insane with lust. I would have cum in short order, except Mindy happened to mutter as she licked, "Come on, Sue Ellen! Let's make him cum, so he won't have to keep spanking me."

I couldn't let her "get away" with that. I resolved to last longer so I'd be able to keep spanking her while in a horny and excited mood.

It appeared that once Sue Ellen had just my cockhead in her mouth, she was able to get enough oxygen to keep going. But still, she seemed determined to keep going with her new deep throating technique, so she finally pulled her lips all the way off to gather a new breath. Then she'd opened her mouth like she was planning to swallow an entire foot-long subway sandwich in one gulp. Only this time, she went down my shaft in short bobs, so Mindy could lead the way with her tongue.

But I roared, "Oh, no you don't! Min, stop that this instant! And Sue Ellen, take another breather! NOW!"

Sue Ellen did just that, after slowly bobbing her way back up and off me.

I lay back on the wooden slats, panting and gasping. My heart was pounding in my ears.

After a minute or so, Mindy asked me, "Honey, what was that all about?"

I didn't want to admit how close I was to cumming, but I had to say something. So I replied, "You think you're going to get out of your spanking? HA! No way! And neither will you, Sue Ellen."

Sue Ellen gasped, and even held her hand over her mouth. "Master?! You're going to spank me too?!"

I nodded, with my head still on the ground. I was too pooped and over-aroused to do anything more. The spanking plan would have to wait a little bit.

She said with amazement. "Gaawwwd! That's too hot! I just deep throated the KING! I can't even believe it's physically possible to get it down my throat! That was just about the most difficult thing I've ever done! But am I rewarded or even complimented?! NO! I'm told he's going to whale on my ass!"

Mindy spoke with genuine concern before I could, since I was still gasping for air. "You're right. Sorry. That's not nice."

However, Sue Ellen was emphatic. "NO! Don't apologize! I love it! I totally love it! Nothing could make me happier! I'm as hot as blue blazes! I've never felt so completely, wonderfully enslaved!"

But then her voice turned regretful. "But I'm violating my agreement with Michelle already. I completely crumbled! Mindy is right; I'm utterly incapable of resisting your cock! Just look at it! It's so thick and powerful and wonderful that all I can think about is getting it back in my mouth, all the way down my throat! Just seeing it all stiff like that always makes me salivate." She looked at it so hungrily that I didn't doubt she was salivating at that very moment.

I said, "Regardless, you did agree with her initially. And that means betraying your master."

That was a harsh thing to tell her, because she reacted like I'd just accused her of murdering a loved one, and with the evidence to prove it. Tears were still flowing from her eyes, but she broke into outright sobbing, and covered her face with her hands. "I'm so... so sorry! But I feel so terribly conflicted! I love you, Master, and I want to do nothing but please you, but, but... the whole dating boys thing is so WRONG! What if you wanted ME to do that?! I'd just DIE!"

She sobbed ever harder. "But I can't resist you! You're my master! And you're just too strong and lovable and sexy! Please, please, don't make me do that! Don't leave me all torn and confused!"

I felt awful. I put my arms around her and purred in her ear, "Hush, hush. Don't cry. That's an order. Everything's going to be all right. I'd never make you do that. In fact, I'm not going to make Michelle or Ruby do that either."

Tears still streaming down her face, she moved her hands a bit so she could look at me from between her fingers. "You're not?!"

"No, I'm not."

I looked over at my wife, who was suddenly looking very interested. Her eyebrow was raised.

I looked back at Sue Ellen. "Can you keep a secret? I mean really keep a secret, and not tell a soul, even if they tried to torture it out of you?"

She nodded gravely. "For you. For you, anything."

It occurred to me that it was interesting Sue Ellen seemed the most loyal of my cock slaves, and yet she was the one who knew me the least, by far. I wondered if those facts weren't related. After all, she'd never seen my bad side. She'd never witnessed me picking my nose, loudly farting, or doing a million other little embarrassing things, so she could hold a more idealized vision of me. I just hoped I could let her down slowly as she realized I was made of flesh and blood after all. But her unwavering devotion came in handy right now.

I asked Mindy, "And can you make the same promise? Can you keep this secret, no matter what?"

My wife nodded, wide eyed. "Absolutely. I know I've let you down doing some things behind your back, but that's all over. I won't let you down again."

I nodded back, and said to both of them, "The truth is, I'm not going to follow through on the dating boys idea. Sue Ellen, I don't know how much of my conversation with Mindy you overheard, but I was already coming around to that realization from talking to her. Seeing you act so loyally and yet feel so sad for Michelle confirms it in my mind that that's the wrong thing to do."

"Thank GOD!" Sue Ellen gasped. "That was tearing me apart!" Her tears had stopped flowing, she dropped her hands from her face, and she even managed a smile. She looked remarkably beautiful, with the contrast of tears on her cheeks and a joyous expression, not to mention her perky yet sizable tits bouncing around with every little move she made.

Mindy also commented, "Amen to that! What a HUGE load off my mind too!" She wiggled her eyes suggestively. "And speaking of huge loads, Sue Ellen, just look at Dan's fat fuckstick, needing your oral attention."

But I added, "Hold your horses. That doesn't mean everything is peachy keen. You can't tell any of the others I just told you that, because I want them to still think I'm going to go through with it."

Both of them looked very puzzled. Mindy, though, nearly exploded at me. "For God's sake, why?!"

"Because it's a power struggle issue," I replied. "I want to give in, but if I do, Michelle's willfulness will run wild. She's bad enough as it is, but if that happens, she'll be completely impossible to deal with. And most definitely not like an obedient cock slave should be."

"Hmmm," my wife said, lost in thought after reconsidering. "That is true."

We were all silent for some moments. I still held Sue Ellen's naked body in my arms while Mindy sat next to us. All this crying and seriousness had ruined the erotic mood, and my dick was deflating.

Finally, Mindy asked, "So... what, then?"

I added, "As far as what I'm going to do about it, I haven't decided yet. Ideally, I'd like the girls to give in. Then I'd tell them they don't have to do it after all. ONLY after they've given in. But I'm going to need to sleep on it. I'm very torn and uneasy about all this. But I do feel that Shelle needs to be brought to heel, or this whole harem thing will be unworkable. She can't be a cock slave and effectively in charge of what everyone does at the same time. That just doesn't work."

Mindy thought some more, and then pronounced, "I can sort of see where you're coming from there. I'm kind of torn over the best way to handle it too, but know that I'll support you in whatever you do."

"Thanks." I reached out to hold her hand, but she took it and pulled herself into the hug instead.

Sue Ellen moved a bit so the three of us could hug each other comfortably.

I noticed that our group hug accidentally left Sue Ellen and Mindy's bare racks pressing against each other in a most delightful way. Or was it accidental after all? Seeing the happy smirks on their faces as they pulled apart, I doubted it.

Jokingly, I said, "Boob break!" I buried my face in Mindy's big melons, and then in Sue Ellen's. And both my hands were soon full of squeezable tit-flesh. Actually, it started out as a joke, but it felt really good. Judging by their happy cooing noises, they liked it too. It seemed to break some of the tension all of us were feeling.

But finally I pulled away. Then I saw Mindy look at Sue Ellen, catch her eye, and nod significantly at my penis.

I asked Sue Ellen, "Well, what do you think? Can you keep this secret, and help me out if I need your help?"

As Sue Ellen casually took my now half-hard penis in her hands, she responded, "Of course, Master. I feel soooo much better now, that I can't even tell you! I was feeling this tremendous conflict between obedience towards you and fidelity towards you. Plus, I want to be loyal to my slave-sisters. But now it's all resolved. Phew! It's like... I was being ripped apart!"

"Fidelity?" I asked as I toyed with her belly button with one hand and my wife's ample rack with my other one.

As Sue Ellen stroked my penis back to full size, she said, "Yeah. I mean, it was Ruby and Michelle you were asking to kiss a boy, and possibly do even MORE yucky things with them, but after Ruby said it could have been ME, that's all I could think about. What if you wanted ME to kiss a boy? It's not right!"

She shuddered with disgust. "My body belongs to you and only you, forever and ever!" She pulled back and thrust her chest out while holding her head up high and keeping her hands sliding over my erection. "I'm so proud to be one of your cock slaves." Her firm globes jutted forward in an almost Michelle-like manner. "I feel like I've discovered my true calling. I'm so happy all the time that I already can't imagine living any other way."

Then she frowned. "But then, if you ordered me to be with another man, then I must obey. ... I suppose... I mean, it's my duty to obey without question. But what a terrible order!" She looked up at my face with a desperate intensity. "Please don't ever make me have to choose like that?! Please?!"

I hugged her again, and kissed her down her nose. "Of course not, my little cupcake. I'm a selfish bastard, and I don't care who knows. You're mine and only mine. I wouldn't have it any other way."

"Oh! Dan! MASTER!" Sue Ellen was so ecstatic that she started kissing me with such passion that I nearly died for lack of oxygen. She forgot all about my dick for a while as she grabbed my head with both hands. It was less like a kiss and more like she was trying to absorb me into her body through her mouth! I couldn't break the kiss or otherwise pull away if I'd tried. But I didn't mind. It was a great kiss.

However, my boner wasn't left alone. I noticed as the kiss went on that there was a feminine hand holding it and stroking it. It had to be Mindy's since Sue Ellen still had both of her hands on the back of my head.

I looked at Mindy out of the corner of my eyes.

My blonde bombshell wife looked back at me sheepishly, "Hey, I can't help it. Do you have any idea how exciting this all is for me? This is like a cucquean dream come true. I'm like the queen of the cucqueans! Hey, I like the sound of that. First off, you've all but admitted you're going to make two of your daughters your permanent sex slaves. That's HUGE! That's bigger than King Dong destroying all the women in Tokyo in one of his spermy rages! That's bigger than Mount Everest! That's one of the most pivotal decisions in our lives, because it means it's just a matter of time before you're fucking both of them in every hole! Think about that for a minute!"

I did, even though Sue Ellen was still trying to suck my soul of out me with her kiss. It was a pretty heady thought. It almost made me dizzy, thinking about my stiff dick sliding in and out of their delectable bodies while they lay underneath me, clawing, scratching, and screaming. I had a very slight preference to fuck Michelle, maybe because she was my natural daughter, but honestly, both of them were just about equally arousing and appealing. Sure, Michelle's jutting torpedoes demanded attention, but I was learning Ruby was just as much of a feisty tigress in bed. I just knew she'd be a great, tight fuck.

Then it hit me: Incest! That means I'd really commit incest, all the way! There's no denying that! 

I felt a big stab of guilt, but also a secret, forbidden thrill. I was slipping far from what the Catholic Church would approve of, but I didn't really think of what we were doing as a sin, so long as everyone involved loved doing it.

Sue Ellen seemed to be aroused by the thought of me fucking her "slave-sisters," whatever that meant. In fact, she was so bowled over, she very nearly literally bowled me over. Her body surged up against mine, nearly causing me to fall backwards from my sitting position.

Mindy continued, "But that's not all! Sue Ellen, I'm SO terribly impressed with your fierce loyalty to your master. For instance, the way you deep throated him was truly inspirational. You've set an example for the other cock slaves to follow. How do you do it?"

Naturally, Sue Ellen loved that. She broke her latest kiss with me, but only to say, "Thank you, Mindy! But can we talk about that later?" She reached down and put her hands on Mindy's, which of course were stroking over my shaft. "I have so much master cock here that needs some serious, SERIOUS serving and pleasuring!"

Before anyone could say or do anything, Sue Ellen had repositioned herself so quickly it was like she'd been transported like they do in Star Trek. One second, she was hugging me, the next second, she was lying down, with Mindy's hands out of the way and her mouth about four inches down my cock! I suppose it was her athleticism that enabled her to move like that.

Mindy laughed heartily, even as Sue Ellen groaned loudly and lustily. "Good God, I'm loving this! Honey, when this started, I must admit, I'd hoped you'd regularly be fucking every female in our family and Cindy's family before long, but I never imagined all this cock slave stuff would come to be. It's so... precious! And just perfect!" She giggled and laughed gleefully even more.

It's weird how the women in my life had a habit of leaving little clues for me by making technically honest but cleverly worded or misleading statements. I should have thought through just what "fucking every female in our family" meant. But I had good reason to be distracted, with the way Sue Ellen was licking and bobbing her way down and down and down my shaft.

My wife then started clapping enthusiastically like she'd just witnessed an incredible touchdown pass by her favorite team to win the Super Bowl. But she was clapping for the way Sue Ellen was deep throating me again. "YES!" She pumped her fist, just like she really was watching an exciting sporting event. "You go, girl! ... Damn! Just look at that! Honey, I'm so dizzy! Knowing that your fat cock is literally IN HER NECK! I can actually SEE THE BULGE it's making in the front of her throat!"

She added a little calmer (but only a little), "I'd written deep throating off as impossible to do, or, at the very least, extremely unpleasant, when it came to a super thick cock like yours. But maybe I should reconsider. I feel like I'm missing out. Sue Ellen looks like she's having a ball!"

Sue Ellen gave another thumbs up in Mindy's general direction. Sue Ellen had her eyes closed, and was so preoccupied sliding back and forth on me that she probably only had the vaguest idea where Mindy was even sitting.

Min giggled. She reached out and lightly tugged on my balls. "Oooh! I'm having a ball too. Actually, two of them!" She giggled some more.

I was so far gone with pleasure that I was speechless. Forget what my wife was doing to my balls - Sue Ellen's deep throating was like the best of pussy fucking and blowjobs, combined. This was especially true now that Sue Ellen was getting used to it, and she managed to get her tongue fully involved. It seemed like my cockhead was fucking a tight tunnel (which it in fact was), while Sue Ellen's lips and tongue were able to deliver all the moves and pleasures of a blowjob on top of that. I had no idea what I'd been missing all these years!

Mindy, though, was talkative enough for both of us. She had her face nearly on the wood floor, so she could watch Sue Ellen's deep throat from only inches away and keep playing with my balls for good measure.

She exclaimed, "If anyone ever asks me why I love being a cucquean, I wish there was some way I could just reply, 'This!' And then let them see what I'm seeing right now. Honey, I'm so hot that if you touch me, your hand is gonna burn off. I might just spontaneously burst into flames! This fuckin' ROCKS! Look at the tears streaming down her face some more. Look at her lusty expression. She NEEDS that cock! But most of all, l look at that fat thing disappear again! ALL THE FUCKING WAY DOWN HER NECK! Shit! I wouldn't believe it if I couldn't see it with my own eyes!"

Still fascinated even more than I was, Mindy let go of my balls and placed her hand lightly on the front of Sue Ellen's neck. She asked her, "Is it okay if I can do this?"

Sue Ellen made another thumbs up.

Mindy squealed excitedly, "Oh God! Ohmigod! I can actually feel it! Dan, I can FEEL your cock in her neck! I can feel it! How crazy great is THAT?!"

I still didn't understand my wife's cucquean fetish in the slightest, but, as usual, I wasn't about to complain. Looking at the child-like joy on Mindy's face, you'd think Sue Ellen had managed to levitate my entire body or something. Bizarre!

"Oh. My. GOD!" Mindy breathed, awestruck. "It's going so far down!"

I realized then that my wife still had her hand caressing Sue Ellen's neck, distended due to my thickness. I could even lightly feel the pressure of her fingers stroking my penis through Sue Ellen's neck.

Sue Ellen flashed another silent thumbs up sign, since she didn't even have the freedom to nod in her position. Despite her flowing tears, one could see the lust and joy on her face.

"Wow..." Mindy whispered, reverently.

I was pretty awed as well. I found myself idly wondering just how many inches there were to go between the tip of my cockhead and the opening to her stomach. This whole deep throating was an anatomical miracle that was beyond my understanding.

I stiffened and struggled, trying to prolong the joy. I muttered encouragingly, "That's good, Cupcake. Just like that!"

Mindy was astute. "Hey! That's the second time you've called her that. Is that your new nickname for her? Cupcake?"

"Yep," I replied happily.

Thinking about Mindy, I remembered that I still needed to finish the spanking. But I also realized that with the way Sue Ellen was sucking me like it was her last act on Earth, the rest of the spanking would just have to be finished after I'd climaxed. I was fine with that. It wouldn't be as much fun for me that way, but Sue Ellen's Hoover vacuum mouth was more than making up for that. I could still feel Mindy doing her best to massage my boner while it was inside Sue Ellen's throat.

I ask you: how could any male not cum in such a situation?!

The inevitable soon happened. As I screamed like someone had just ripped my arms off, Sue Ellen realized she couldn't hold back from breathing anymore, and pulled back. It was just in time too, as I started shooting off into her mouth right as she finished pulling back.

But she wasn't done. After she gasped for air, she went right back bobbing, somehow managing to increase my pleasure even though I was already in the midst of an Earth-shaking orgasm.

Mindy, not surprisingly, was laughing and clapping like she was a five-year-old being shown a new magic trick. "Look! Look! Keep sliding, girl! Faster! Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! Honey, see how her cheeks collapsed? God, she must be sucking with the force of a hurricane!"

She was. Damn! I felt like my dick was actually stretching and lengthening, she was sucking it so intensely. Even after I ran out of cum and my penis started to go flaccid, she still kept going as long as she could.




Chapter 76



But after all of my wife's laughing (admittedly, good natured laughing), I was the one who got the last laugh. Once my orgasm had ended and Sue Ellen and I had somewhat recovered, I said to Sue Ellen, "Now, kiss my wife on her lips, Cupcake. Share any cum, if you've still got it. That's an order."

"Yes, Master!" With a delighted giggle and a great big smile, Sue Ellen sat up and mashed her big tits against Mindy's.

Mindy held her hands up defensively, and tried to scoot back, but all in vain. "No, no, you don't really have to do that. Really!"

But Sue Ellen wouldn't take 'no' for an answer, and soon, the two of them were necking like they'd been lesbian lovers for years.

The sight before me would have given even a mummy an erection. Unfortunately, at the moment, my penis was deader than that of a thousands-of-years old mummified pharaoh. As for the rest of me, I had to harbor my strength for the spanking I was planning on giving my smirky wife. I would have loved to feel up their curvy and athletic bodies as they kissed and mashed their big tits together, but I was too wiped out to even do that.

The two of them were so into it that they might have kissed all night, but Mindy was curious about the deep throating. Between kisses, she asked Sue Ellen, "That was so cool! How did you do that? Did you like it? No, did you love it?!"

She squealed, and shook my wife excitedly. "YES! I totally loved it! It's even BETTER than sucking him in the normal way!"

They kissed for a while after that, so I had to wait before the questioning continued. I noticed my wife was kneading Sue Ellen's boobs like she was a baker kneading bread. Sue Ellen by contrast was running her hand all over Mindy's backside, including as much of her bare ass she could reach, given that Mindy was sitting.

As soon as that kiss was broken, Sue Ellen turned to me and went after my lips like it was a life or death matter. Her kiss literally took my breath away, because I was too overwhelmed to remember to breathe at first.

She broke it off to let me catch my breath, and gushed, "Master! Oh, Master! I don't know why you're calling me 'Cupcake' of all things, but I totally love it! That makes me love you even more than before! Say it again, please!"

"Cupcake."

"Oooh! I'm getting goose bumps all over! Say it again!"

"Cupcake!"

She kissed my lips once more, nearly suffocating me again with her ardent passion. It was like she was trying to stick her tongue as far down my throat as my cock had just been down hers.

Mindy asked me, "Honey, why 'Cupcake' and not something else?"

Sue Ellen released me from her nuclear kiss, very curious to hear the answer.

"I dunno, it just popped into my head. Sue Ellen, maybe it's because you're so cute, and sweet, and when I look at you, I wanna eat you all up."

Sure, I was being a little flowery, but I still meant it all sincerely. She inspired me, especially when she smiled. She was smart, but what I really liked was that her emotions were simple, direct, and honest. Whenever she smiled, one could see her radiant happiness as plain as day. And she somehow remained innocent and pure despite all the lewd sex acts she loved so much.

Her reaction could only be described as a non-physical orgasm. She squealed, and hugged and kissed me some more. The joyous look on her face was priceless.

She might have kissed me forever, except Mindy tapped her shoulder and asked her, "So, how did the deep throating feel exactly? Was it hard to do? How did it start? Tell me everything!"

Sue Ellen was all puffed up and proud, like someone who had just been a hero and was able to tell the heroic tale to an adoring crowd. "Well, it wasn't that hard, surprisingly enough, considering his thickness. It's just that I was sucking on the King, and I got so excited that I knew I had to have more! Do more! I just wasn't making love to Dan's cock ENOUGH, you know? Michelle proved that getting him in her throat was physically possible, so I reckoned if she could do it, I could do it too. I lunged down deeper, and all of a sudden, I could feel his thickness all the way down inside my neck!"

"I KNOW!" Mindy said excitedly. "I could see it, and even feel it! That was the coolest thing ever!"

Sue Ellen beamed. She was holding my penis and playing with it, even though it was completely flaccid. It was like she felt happier just to be touching it, no matter what its state was. "Yeah. It was pretty cool. I got so excited, and I came really hard, because I knew right then, I mean, I KNEW, that I was deep throating my master! And from talking to Ruby and Michelle, I knew no one had really done that successfully before, at least more than a few seconds." She turned to me. "Is it true? Was I your first?!"

I nodded, but clarified, "Kind of. I'd have to say you tie with Michelle. I imagine she told you already, but just to confirm, she got it down her throat, but only for a couple of seconds before she freaked out about breathing. She and Ruby kept trying, but not really succeeding. But you, you took it to a whole 'nother level."

Apparently, that answer was good enough for her, and then some.

"YES!" She pumped a fist high in the air again, setting her big melons flying. Then she kissed Mindy on the lips again, probably because those lips happened to be right there for her.

I waited patiently until the next break between kisses. I was still recovering from my supernova orgasm.

This time, Sue Ellen didn't even wait for another question, but gushed, "At first, it was pretty freaky, especially because the King is so unusually thick. I was thinking that I could actually choke to death, for real! But then I heard Dan moaning loudly, and I knew just how good I was making my master feel, and I knew I had to keep going! I just HAD to! And the amazing thing is, after a few seconds, the panic passed and I realized it wasn't that hard to do after all. I mean, yeah sure, it was super hard, and scary, but doable. It was like the first time I went bungee jumping, but that's a whole other story. Anyway, Mindy, you totally have to try it! It's a blast!"

Mindy chuckled and said, "Literally." She brought a hand down from Sue Ellen's tits and patted her tummy. "I'll bet your stomach is a little lake of sperm now."

Not surprisingly, Sue Ellen really loved that idea (and seemed to take it literally!). "You think? Ain't that the berries!" She kissed my wife again.

They necked like two long-lost lovers. Sue Ellen's hands wandered all over Mindy, while Mindy's focused just on Sue Ellen's magnificent tits.

When that kiss ended, I spoke up. "So, Min, I'm sorry to have made Sue Ellen kiss you like that. You must have hated it."

Mindy suddenly blushed, and took her hands off Sue Ellen's soft and squeezable tits like they'd been scalded. Then she disengaged from the rest of Sue Ellen as politely as she could. "Uh, er... Well... Sorry!"

I chuckled. "Don't worry about it." I could have said more to mollify her, but I got a kick out of her being so conflicted about lesbian activity, and didn't want her to get over that too fast. Instead, I said, "Frankly, I wouldn't mind if you kissed each other all night, except for one thing. You both have a spanking you're trying to wiggle out of."

"Oh yeah," they both said contritely. But they seemed a lot more enthusiastic than disappointed about it.

I directed them, "Mindy, you get back on all fours like the way you were before. And Sue Ellen, you get on all fours too, and imitate her pose."

In mere seconds, the two of them were positioned side by side. I hadn't even mentioned that part, but they knew that was what I wanted. I thought, Damn! Life is fuckin' good! I can easily see all of this going to my head, but I'll worry about that later. Right now, I'm gonna enjoy every last minute of pure bliss. Hell yeah! 

I positioned myself on my knees between them. I think we all knew this was a sexy spanking, and not a 'real' spanking, but to point that out explicitly would ruin a lot of the fun. So I just said, "Min, I believe you were up to four. But now I'll have to start over."

She asked me with some concern, "Just how many times are you planning on smacking me? My ass is still red from what you did last night, you evil brute."

Sue Ellen quietly whispered to her with great concern, "You can't call him that!" She obviously didn't yet understand all of the teasing or joking verbal rapport my wife and I shared.

"As many as I feel like," I replied to my wife, pretending I hadn't heard that whisper. "Got a problem with that?"

"No... Master."

I spoke to Mindy, but only in my thoughts, Damn you! You're a devil woman, you know that? If you keep that up, you're gonna make me hard again, and I thought for sure that was physically impossible. But do you really mean it, or is this just more role-play talk? To have even you, my loving wife, call me "Master" would be the ultimate! 

I reconsidered, Even though that's not what I really want, since I much prefer her as my soulmate and best friend, not a slave. Still, it would be fun if she could slip in and out of that mode from time to time. 

Surging with a sense of power, I turned Sue Ellen's way, and said to her, "As for you, your devotion to me is greatly appreciated. However, we cannot forget your planned treachery."

That comment immediately destroyed her jubilant mood as quickly as popping a bubble. "I'm so sorry!"

It looked like she was going to tear up again, and I didn't want that to happen. Her face was still wet with various tears of sadness, joy, and exertion. I quickly added, "Silence! And don't worry about it. You are forgiven. But just to make sure you don't slip up again, a firm spanking is called for."

"Yes, Master! I've been bad. Very bad! I'll do anything you want me to do. Anything!" Suddenly, her sadness was mostly forgotten in her eagerness to experience a sexy spanking, and she started to wiggle her ass excitedly.

I thought, not for the first time, and not for the last, Wow, what luck, stumbling onto her. She's a master's wet dream! And what a fine, firm ass! 

I added, "I don't think one spanking will be enough, especially since your deep throat has left me in far too happy a mood to really spank you like you need to be spanked. But I'll give you one now, just to remind you what you'll have to endure tomorrow."

"Yes!" she hissed excitedly. Then, remembering the spanking was supposed to be a punishment, she quickly added, "Er, I mean, whatever you say, Master. If you must. You're the boss. No, that's not enough. You're the slave owner." Her pretend distress was comical, because her real emotions were always so easy to read.

I began spanking both of them at once. I could have systematically taken turns on them, always one and then the other, but instead I struck at random. I might give Mindy three whacks in a row before giving Sue Ellen one, for instance. But I gave Sue Ellen more, since I was supposed to be "madder" at her. (In fact, I'd temporarily forgotten why I was spanking Mindy in the first place.)

And I varied up my timing, so they never knew when the next slap would come. The only certainty was that I always gave them time to say the number of the spank, and then, "Thank you, Master. May I please have another?" This actually became a challenge for them: since there were two spank counts going on at the same time, plus everyone was so horny, that it was easy for them to get confused with the numbering.

This was especially true the longer the spankings went on, because I wasn't just smacking their asses. I spent as much time or more fingering their pussies, clits, and assholes. Sometimes, I would finger one while delivering the next slap to the other. Both of them slipped up and had to repeat their counts on several different occasions. It was a constant and continually unpredictable mixture of pleasure and pain.

Mindy and I had both dried out from being in the hot tub. But still, we should have been cold just from the fact that we were naked outside and night had fallen. This may sound corny, but I believe the sexual heat warmed us up.

I was pretty much able to tell when each of them came the first time, and then the second time. Before long, it seemed like both of them were pretty much cumming non-stop, and I don't think that was far from the truth.

In fact, eventually Mindy cried, "No more! Please! I can't take it anymore!" She wasn't referring to the number of smacks, but to the number of orgasms. "Have mercy on my pussy! Too sensitive!"

Sue Ellen was in a similar state, especially since I'd slapped her ass more. Mindy got over fifty smacks, but Sue Ellen got closer to seventy-five. And while that sounds like a lot, keep in mind the spanking was designed for pleasure, not to really hurt. Still, their asses were a nice cherry red by the end. I was beginning to really like that particular shade and color of spanked skin.

They both collapsed from their raised positions down to the floor. Soon, Sue Ellen reached out, found Mindy's hand, and squeezed it. "Can you believe we survived that?"

"I know!" Mindy replied, with sweat pouring down her face like she'd just run a 10K race. (However, she didn't show any tears, unlike Sue Ellen's very teary face.) "I thought I was going to orgasm to death!"

Sue Ellen gushed, "Is Dan the greatest master ever, or what?! This was a totally great bonding experience between us. Do you feel closer to me? 'Cos I feel closer to you. It's like... we're bonded together in perfect submission before our master! It's so loving, yet, really sexy!"

Min looked a bit uncomfortable with that. "Well, I don't know about all that. But it was sexy, that's for sure. And I do feel bonded closer to you."

By process of elimination, it seemed my wife didn't feel comfortable thinking of me as her master. That was fine with me, since I thought of her and wanted her much more as a wife than a cock slave. But I could guess it would cause trouble with the harem in the future.

Sue Ellen finally wiped the tears from her face as eagerly asked, "Do you think other masters are anywhere this good?"

"No. Definitely not." My wife confessed, "I did a little Internet research out of curiosity after DL, er, I mean Michelle, started e-mailing me a lot of stories of an erotic nature. And I got the definite impression that we've got a real one in a million. But he's like that as a husband too."

I snorted, even though I was pleased. "You're just saying that 'cos you know I'm listening."

"Yep!"

Sue Ellen pointed out, "But that was before he became a master, right?"

Mindy said, "Yes, I should have been clearer. What I mean is, surfing around the Internet, trying to learn more about dominance and submission, I got the impression most so-called 'masters' are jerks. A lot of them get off on hurting others. A typical submissive moves from master to master, rarely finding one she's happy with."

Sue Ellen looked surprised. "Really? That is so weird! I can't even conceive of belonging to anyone but Dan. Mike is already starting to fade from my memory like a bad dream."

She abruptly switched topics. "You know what I loved most about that spanking? Even better than all the orgasms was knowing that Dan was taking firm and total control of both of us, and showing us our place! Oh, but that's not all! Almost as great as that was the bonding."

She grasped Mindy's hand again and squeezed it tightly. "We share the same bond of being totally and utterly dominated and loved by the same man. Can you still feel it? It's like a... glow!"

"I can," Mindy replied, seemingly very sincere and emotional about it. There was a startled yet pleased expression on her face.

Sue Ellen continued, "You know what? You should consider becoming an official cock slave. I know it must be beyond a living dream being his wife-"

"Well, except for when he leaves the toilet seat up," Mindy joked.

But Sue Ellen was in such a serious mood that it was like she didn't even hear that. "But there's no reason why you can't be his wife AND one of his cock slaves too! Then you'd have the best of both worlds!"

Min replied tolerantly, "Thanks, but I like it as it is. But now that you mention it, technically speaking, Cindy is the only official cock slave. Only she has gone through a formal ceremony and officially pledged her body and soul to serve her master."

Sue Ellen abruptly sat up and turned to look at me. Her face was full of concern. "Master, is that true? Am I one of your official slaves, or not?" As if to influence my decision, she sat up on her heels, pinned her arms back, thrust her ample tits out, and bowed her head submissively.

I gave her a dismissive look, like she had nothing to worry about. "You are. If you remember the first time I fucked you, you made a pledge."

She looked almost disappointed to hear that, which surprised me.

Luckily, I quickly deduced what she wanted, and added, "However, we could have a ceremony like the one Cindy had, to make it more official for you. That is, if you'd like that, my sweet Cupcake."

"Yes, I'd love that! So very, very much!" She crawled over to me, her tits hanging low the whole way, and pretty much enveloped me like a horny octopus. "Could we do it tomorrow already? Please? Pretty please?! Now that Mindy's brought it up, I just won't feel right until it's all as official and legal as can be."

I replied, "Well, it's certainly not legal. I don't think the state of California would approve! But as for official... I dunno. What do you think, Sweetheart? Is tomorrow wise, given this ongoing conflict with the Gruesome Twosome?"

Mindy sat up. "Tomorrow, definitely! I'd been about to make that very suggestion. We could actually use that as leverage to help get them to crack. Once they see what's happening to Sue Ellen, they'll want their own ceremony so badly that they'll just about lose their minds. It'll be perfect."

I suspected she had a good point with that. I looked at Sue Ellen. "What do you think? Can you help us bring those two to heel?"

"Certainly! Now that I know you're not really going to go through with your terrible plan, I'm in total support. I'm your eyes and ears, and anything else you want me to be. A cock slave belongs at her master's feet, totally broken, tamed, controlled, and loving it! Just like me! I love Michelle and Ruby like sisters already, but they do need to be brought to heel. I can't wait to see you put those two in their proper place!"

She kissed me on my lips, but tenderly and lovingly.

I could relate to this bonding talk, because kisses like that were certainly bonding us together. I had known her for such a short time, but I already would have been crushed to do without her. She was more than just another buxom, sexy girl to fuck and dominate; I truly liked her and cared about her. Maybe that's why I gave her the 'Cupcake' name, to help show she was special to me. If you could just see her smile, it was impossible not to feel like you were falling in love with her.

A few minutes later, after some small talk, I suggested, "I'm starting to feel cold. I suggest we either get back in the hot water, or go inside. Hey, by the way, Sue Ellen, what brought you out here in the first place? Weren't you going to ask us something?"

"Yes, Master. I got a call on my cell phone from a coworker. She wanted to see if I could take her shift at the restaurant tonight. I thought I might, since I was nervous being around with the whole crisis going on. But I wanted to ask permission and see if I was needed for anything. It's a moot point now, though."

"Oh," I replied, feeling a bit foolish for only finding out about that now. "You should have spoken up earlier, if it was time sensitive. But speaking of jobs, what about the others? Don't tell me they all skipped work!"

"No," Sue Ellen explained. "Cindy left hours ago, well before Mindy got home. She's going to hand in her resignation today, you know. She wanted to talk to you about it, but decided not to with the whole crisis thing going on. She's vowed to stick with the others too."

"Has she?" I asked. "Hmmm. We'll see about that. And the Gruesome Twosome?"

"Ruby was supposed to work, but she was able to call someone else and swap shifts. Michelle didn't have to work today, luckily. So I imagine the two of them are still upstairs, consoling each other."

Our little hot tub gathering broke up not long after that.

Sue Ellen washed up, put her clothes back on, and went to work helping Mindy make dinner. Actually, she ended up making most of the dinner, since my wife was still overwhelmed from her orgasmic overload. Sue Ellen had gone through the same thing (and actually more smacks), but her athletic and younger body apparently was able to recover faster.

As for me, I went to the kitchen and asked Mindy, "Sweetheart, could I borrow Sue Ellen for a few minutes?"

Mindy spun around to me and barked, "How DARE you!"

That surprised the heck out of me, until she continued, "How dare you treat her like that, as if you don't totally own her already? Since she's your possession, how can you borrow her? It's not possible."

Sue Ellen just about melted with pure lust, hearing those words.

Smirking at me, Mindy slapped Sue Ellen on her tender behind and said, "Go to your master, you sexy little slut. I'll handle the rest of making dinner just fine. But let me know if an extra hand or tongue or pussy is needed."

Wow, I thought. Things are definitely... different around here! 

Sue Ellen gashed, "Mindy, you're soooo cool! I love it! Thanks for being so understanding."

"No sweat." Mindy waved a hand dismissively. I could see that she was very delighted, but she tried to act cool about it.

Sue Ellen and I headed to the den, but before we even had a chance to sit down, I said to her, "Please, keep your clothes on. I want to talk, and just talk. Before our hot tub fun, you were part of the cock slave 'pow wow' as I think you called it. Do you have any good info on their future schemes, or anything like that?"

She considered that, but then she shook her head no. "Unfortunately, not really, Master. I mean, a lot of it was Mindy, Cindy, and I consoling them and trying to get them to stop crying. But they cried and cried and cried. After that, they turned their attention to getting the rest of us to pledge to support them in defeating your 'stupid dating stinky boys plan' as they called it. Michelle eventually perked up, but only to deliver an inspiring speech of sorts about the need for unity on this. It ended with a big, platonic, group hug and some inspiring proclamations. You know, 'We cock slaves will stand together forever,' complete with punching our fists in the air. She could make a really good inspirational speaker, by the way. She's so passionate and heartfelt."

I grumbled, "I know. That's the problem, in this case. So they didn't discuss future plans at all?"

"No. Nothing beyond platitudes like 'this injustice will not stand,' and 'we've got to do something soon.' There were lots of vague comments like that. But, frankly, I reckon they don't fully trust Mindy or me. They're very clever. Why should they tell any of us unless they specifically need our help? 'Loose lips sink ships' and all that."

"Hmmm," I replied, pondering that. "That's what I feared. They're both smart, there's no doubt about that. I just wish they used their smarts for more than just cock slave plotting. But maybe if you talk to them some more tonight you might learn more?"

"Possibly," she said. "Especially if Mindy isn't there. Hey, Master, you know what? What if I go up there right now and tell them all about what we did out by the hot tub? Minus all the talk, of course. No way will I reveal what you told us, not even if they torture me. But I'm sure they're dying to hear what happened. Remember that her bedroom isn't that far from the hot tub. It's a bit too far to hear any normal conversation, especially when the hot tub was running, but they must have heard all the sexy screaming. And once they get all horny, they're more likely to open up on their plans."

"Good thinking. The only downside is that dinner is almost ready. Why don't you try that after we eat?"

She nodded happily.

I took a long shower, and decided to spend most of the rest of the evening chilling out. It had been an intense and emotional day, to say the least.

After the shower, I went to Michelle's door and knocked on it. "Shelle? Ruby? It's me. Can I talk to you for a minute?"

"NO!" Michelle shouted. "You're mean! You're terrible! I hate you!"

That distressed me, even though I knew she was prone to getting very emotional and overreacting easily. I said, "Well, I know we're having a big disagreement, but remember that I love you no matter what. And also remember that we all still need to eat food. Dinner will be ready soon."

Michelle said dramatically, "I have no need for food! If my master is going to pawn me out to filthy boys like a whore, I'd rather die of starvation than slowly dying of shame and heartbreak! Go away!"

"What about you, Ruby?"

"Um, what she said."

I could tell from Ruby's voice that she was much more interested in eating, but she felt obliged to support her sister. I decided not to push it. "Well, we'll bring you both trays and leave them outside the door. You can decide what to do with them. Oh, and by the way, are you both still my cock slaves, or not?"

There was a long pause. Apparently, they hadn't really given that any thought yet.

Finally, Michelle said, "Well, yes, but under protest!"

Then her voice turned soft and wistful. "I'll always be your cock slave, Daddy. Always! You should know that by now, I hope. I love you so much! My body was built to serve you and give you pleasure. That's why God gave me these big honkin' tits, and just all around superior genetics."

Then her voice turned harsh again. "But if you persist in your, your... insanity, there's no telling! I might do something drastic! I love you, and I love serving you, but I'm not going to obey you if you ask me to jump off a cliff, and that's exactly what you're doing!"

"What about you, Red?" I asked Ruby.

"I feel the same. And I'm sticking with her!" she said with defiant spirit. "And don't try to weaken my resolve by calling me 'Red.' Your tricks won't work on me, so there!" She was sounding much more passionate than her tone just moments before; apparently Michelle's little speech had inspired her.

I spoke through the door, "Well, here's how it is. As long as I'm still your master and you're my slaves, you need to obey my commands. Now, I haven't actually asked either of you to immediately date boys, so you don't have to worry about what to do on that just yet. If you want to shut yourself in your room and starve tonight, I'll let that slide, since you're upset and need time alone. But you've been difficult slaves today, so keep in mind that you will pay tomorrow. Know that I plan to tie you both up with lots of rope and give you the spanking of your lives to remind you that I'm still your master!"

I let that sink in. I knew both of them loved being spanked and bound too much to turn that opportunity down. In fact, that would probably be in their thoughts and fantasies in the hours to come.

"Well?" I prodded. When there was no reply, I said, "If you've got a problem with that, say something now. Otherwise, expect to get properly spanked tomorrow, and every day until you stop your foolish complaining. I'm your master, and I know what's best for you."

"It's not 'foolish complaining!'" Michelle yelled through the door. "You're the one who's being foolish and crazy! We have a legitimate complaint. Sex slaves should NEVER be shared, period!"

"We'll see. Are you both working tomorrow? And when? I need to know so I'll know when to spank your asses."

Ruby grudgingly said, "I'm supposed to have a shift that starts at noon."

After a pause, Michelle said, "I am too, but I'm not going! That job sucks! It's totally lame and stupid and foolish, just like you!"

"We'll see about that. Get a good night's sleep tonight, because I don't think you'll be able to sit or lie down very much tomorrow."

There was no reply to that, so I walked away.

Later, I considered the result of that discussion. I don't think either of them realized I would try to continue to assert my master privileges while they were "rebelling." I realized I could use their spanking lusts as a foot in the door to interact with them face to face and perhaps weaken their willpower. At the very least, it wouldn't hurt to try. I wasn't used to all these wild "cock slave" beliefs, but I had to try to use them to my advantage.




Chapter 77



The rest of the evening turned out to be fairly uneventful for me, at least from a sexual point of view. Sue Ellen's amazing deep throat action had pretty much sucked every last shred of sexual energy out of me, so there was no further hanky panky. 

Mindy, Sue Ellen, and I had a nice, non-sexual dinner. We had no shortage of things to talk about. Imagine you married someone you barely knew. Then, after the wedding night, you have a million questions about the person you know you're going to spend the rest of your life with. That's just how it felt.

The more time I spent with Sue Ellen, the more she impressed me. It was becoming clear that she'd had a very sheltered and isolated childhood growing up in her rural hamlet in Georgia. As a result, she hadn't been able to reach her full potential. Now that she was out in the wider world, she was making up for lost time and taking in everything like a sponge. I got the impression that she was unusually smart and perceptive. She should have gone to higher ranked college, except the poor quality of her schools had held her back some.

It was a real delight talking to her and discovering just what a diamond in the rough she was. She also was very interested in my career as an author and wanted to know all about it. Naturally, that was flattering and fun to discuss. In fact, I would have been happy to talk to her all evening, but she had a "spy mission" to accomplish.

Ruby and Michelle didn't leave Michelle's room that evening, as far as I could see (although Mindy told me they did eat some food from the trays we left them - so much for the hunger strike idea). Ruby slept there rather than going back to her own home.

In a way, that was a relief for me, because it gave me a respite from more emotional drama.

Sue Ellen's 'spy mission' was to go to Michelle's room and try to get them to reveal future plans, using the description of what Mindy, she, and I did by the hot tub to get things going.

As Sue Ellen later explained to me the next day, things didn't go as hoped. The Gruesome Twosome certainly were eager enough to hear her tale. In fact, they hit her with a barrage of questions about it pretty much as soon as she started knocking on their door. It was just as Sue Ellen had thought: Michelle's room was close enough to the hot tub so they could hear our sexual cries, but it was far enough so they couldn't hear the conversation. Sue Ellen gave them a detailed blow by blow, with all the conversation relating to my secret intentions about the 'dating boys' idea I had revealed left out.

I wasn't too surprised to hear that got all three of them extremely horny. Michelle, being as stubborn as she is, tried to hold out. She said it broke the spirit of their 'sex boycott' to masturbate while hearing a hot story about me controlling and spanking two of my women. However, Sue Ellen's account was so arousing that it destroyed Michelle's resistance like a mine blowing a rowboat out of the water. Before long, all three of them were naked and frantically masturbating.

But even that wasn't enough. When Sue Ellen got to describing how I spanked and fingerbanged both her and Mindy at the same time, and even got up and turned around to show off her still-red ass, the Gruesome Twosome lost it. They both launched themselves at her ass, and suddenly a three-way lesbian orgy was on.

Unfortunately, Sue Ellen was skimpy on the details after that. She said it wouldn't do to tell me a "totally hot story" when my penis was in no condition to appreciate it. She also said that she didn't want to rob the impact from when I saw something like that in the flesh for the first time.

So that was a bummer, although I had to agree with her reasoning. But the even more disappointing thing was she said they got into each other so much that she forgot all about her 'spy mission' and the topic of future schemes never even came up.

I had to talk Sue Ellen down from beating herself up about it. I told her that one has to walk before one can run, and it was good for her to sexually and emotionally bond with them in any case. She felt a lot better after hearing that. (Plus, calling her 'Cupcake' a lot helped cheer her up.) And it was a valid point, especially since it sounded like they did bond in both ways. Sue Ellen even wound up spending the night, sleeping in the middle of a sweaty and exhausted tangle of bodies.

There was some drama from Cindy later that night too. She came back to our house after we'd finished dinner, dressed in only slightly sexy clothes. Her attitude towards me was conflicted, to say the least. She defiantly announced that she was sticking with her 'sister cock slaves' (they were all calling each other 'sisters' lately, even though none of them were genetically related), and she would have nothing to do with me until I gave up my 'absurd demand' for the two girls to date boys.

I pointed out to Cindy that she'd been the only one to fully support me on the dating boys plan up until a couple of days ago.

"Yes," she grudgingly admitted. "But things were different then. I hadn't been fully tamed and enslaved back then. I hadn't even begun to understand what it means to be a sex slave, YOUR slave. Besides, even then I felt it wasn't going to happen, but I went along with what you said so you wouldn't think I was weird. It was a, uh, difficult transitional time for me. But I know better now."

Hearing Cindy, for so long a good friend yet a seemingly unobtainable, secret object of desire, casually talk about being 'a sex slave, YOUR slave,' sent shivers down my spine. What a thrill! But I kept my cool, and said, "If you've been 'fully tamed and enslaved,' as you just said, then you should obey me on this too."

"Yes, I'm still your cock slave; that'll never change. But I'm not so blinded by your incredible cock and your all around sexual prowess and loving ways to think you'd never make a mistake. This is a huge mistake, and you know it! I believe it's just a matter of time until you see the light. You're a smart guy. Asking those two adorable slaves to kiss boys - or more! - is just nuts! Sheesh."

She shook her head sadly, as if in total disbelief of my stupidity. "If we stick together in sisterly solidarity, hopefully you'll come to your senses faster. No master is perfect, you know."

I was actually glad to hear that kind of attitude, even though it was a bother in the short term. It looked like Cindy had her head screwed on right more than any of the others, including my wife (or maybe I should say especially my wife!). I needed help from her with that kind of reality check thinking. But, unfortunately, I couldn't tell her that just yet. It suited my purposes to have her on their side for now.

She asked, "Mindy, where do you stand? You're with us, right? The cool girls." She smiled and winked.

Mindy replied, "Well, to be honest, I'm kind of sitting on the fence. On one hand, I also agree that Dan is totally wrong on this. You don't make your sex slaves kiss boys, period, no matter how well meaning you are. But on the other hand, I'm his wife, and we support each other and present a united front. Luckily, he's allowed me to sit this one out as much as I can."

"Fair enough," Cindy replied, shrugging.

Actually, that wasn't entirely true. We'd decided that Mindy and Sue Ellen should hide the fact they were with me, for the time being. That way, when they 'flipped' during Sue Ellen's initiation ceremony and other such events, it would be more shocking and influential.

I also felt I could 'flip' Cindy if I really pushed the issue, but I knew I'd need to be in top form to do so. Most importantly, I needed to be sexually active and tempting, and I was neither right now. (Give me a break - I needed a rest!) Also, it would have more impact if she flipped later. So I let her 'rebellion' slide without much comment.

Even though Cindy was trying to defy me on that, she was still feeling very needy towards me, especially because of her job. I'd been the one who'd told her she needed to quit her job immediately, due to both her slimy boss and her lousy pay. Plus, it was only part-time, and she needed better hours than that.

I'd been surprised that she'd gone and quit right in the middle of the 'rebellion.' But since she had, it was something I needed to help her with. I immediately made that clear to her. After she'd explained her last day at work in detail, I said, "Cin, I was the one who said you should quit. I also said I'd help get you a new job. I stand by that. I'm proud of you for acting so decisively, especially given your history of waffling."

She replied, "To be honest, you've given me strength. I know it sounds corny, but now that I'm your cock slave, I look at everything differently. For instance, even though my boss was a louse with wandering hands, I still looked up to him and even respected him just because he was my superior. Now I realize that was my natural submissiveness being channeled in the wrong direction. I feel soooo much better tonight! I couldn't care less about him now. And I'm not even afraid about finding a new job, because you're my master and I know you won't let me down."

I thought, Uh-oh. I have a feeling there's gonna be some blowback from unrealistic expectations. I don't walk on water! I'm gonna have to redouble my efforts to get her a good job, and fast. And that's double of nothing, 'cos I haven't done jack yet. 

I said, "Remember, I may be your master, but I still put my pants on one leg at a time every morning, like everyone else."

Cindy joked, "Except you have three legs." She looked knowingly towards my crotch.

Mindy laughed. "Good one!" She high-fived Cindy, since she happened to be sitting next to her. Running with the joke, she acted all annoyed as she explained, "It's so hard trying to buy clothes for him, you know. You should see the looks on the faces of the employees at The Gap when I go in there and ask for three-legged jeans for my husband. But it's not so bad, now that they've opened that specialty store for well-hung men at the local mall. You know the one: 'Big and Thick.'"

We all had a good laugh at that, especially her play on the 'Big and Tall' specialty stores.

However, I tried to seriously resume the conversation. "Cindy, I'm going to do all I can to get you a new job, right away. In fact, I'll devote my full attention to that tomorrow. Between your looks, your smarts, your talents, and your all around desirability, we should have no problem at all."

Cindy looked away, delightfully embarrassed with the praise. "I'm not all that."

I took her hand. "Yes you are."

Mindy coughed. "Cindy, before the two of you start fucking like bunnies, you're supposed to be mad at Dan, remember? What's with that lovey-dovey look on your face?"

She laughed at Cindy's fingers-caught-in-the-cookie-jar expression, and then spoke to me. "But in any case, I have a suggestion that could solve Cindy's problem. Honey, the fact is, whether you allow Ruby, Sue Ellen, and/or Cindy to live here or not - and I definitely think you should - the fact is, they're going to be here many hours of the day regardless. And that means a lot more work, more cooking and cleaning that needs to be done. But who's gonna do it? Me, with my full time job already? No thanks."

Getting to her point, she said, "Remember when you initiated Cindy into her slavery, and you gave her that spanking? Remember how the idea came up that she should be your full time maid, catering to your every need?"

"The idea didn't just 'come up' all by itself," I pointed out. "You were the one who suggested it."

My wife played dumb, but she couldn't help but grin a little bit. "I did? Oh yeah, perhaps it was me."

I needled her playfully, "You have the most interesting selective memory."

"Do I? Oh, what was that? Did you just say something to me just now? I forget already."

We all chuckled at that.

She went on. "But in any case, Honey, why can't Cindy be a maid in reality? Can't you just picture her in a French maid outfit with a duster and frilly white cap and everything? And I don't mean a regular French maid outfit, either. I'm talking about the erotic kind, like the one Sue Ellen was wearing that day."

"That was a Halloween costume," I pointed out.

"Yeah, but so what? It's sexy! It's exactly the sort of think a slave maid should wear. We could even use that very outfit, at least for the time being until we get some really nice ones. Just picture her bending over your desk, ostensibly cleaning with it her duster, but really focusing on showing off her huge tits spilling out her top, and her ass and pussy peeking out back as she bends. Naturally, you'd slip your fingers up her hot gash and-"

I cut in, "Whoa! Whoa! Hold on! Cin, why are you so quiet? What do you think of this idea?"

Cindy stared off into space, uncertain. "To be honest, this is the first I've heard of it. I'll have to think about it. On one hand, I like the idea of working here, and being near you so much, but on the other hand, a lot of real work would need to be done, and I have no love of cleaning house."

I said, "It's settled then. Nope! No dice. Not to knock the importance of housework, but I feel Cindy's smarts and talents could be put to better use."

Undeterred, Mindy asked her, "What about the French maid outfit though? Doesn't that make you hot and horny?"

"Of course it does," Cindy replied. "My pussy is getting moist just thinking about bending, preening, and tempting Dan until he can't take it anymore, and gives me the deep and powerful fucking I crave. But I - or any of the rest of us - can do that at any time, just for fun. And I'm sure we will. But to do that as a full-time job is an entirely different thing. I wouldn't be happy with that. I want to feel productive and not just have sex all the time."

Again, I was pleased that Cindy was at least keeping a foot in the real world. I wished my wife were as grounded as she was.

I took Cindy's hand again. "Cin, I think you're really special. I'm not saying housework isn't real work. But it's not intellectually challenging, and with your smarts, you need a job you can really sink your teeth into, and enjoy."

Cindy nodded, looking relieved.

I glanced over my shoulder towards my wife, and said to Cindy, "You've gotta be careful with her. She means well, but ever since she's been infected with this cucquean thing, she thinks from between her legs far too much. Min, were you really thinking about what kind of job would work best for Cin, or were you thinking what would be really hot?"

Mindy blushed. "Unfortunately, you know the answer. I'm guilty as sin. It's just that, ever since we were talking about it that day, I've had an image of her in that outfit." She turned to Cindy. "It would look soooo sexy on you!"

I slapped my forehead to show my chagrin. "Be that as it may, that's not how you pick a job for your best friend! Am I going to be the only sensible one around here? Sheesh!"

Cindy patted my hand. "Don't worry, I can help. I'm not as totally cock crazy as the young'uns," - she grinned at that silly word - "and I'm not a cucquean like Mindy. So I'll try to be a reality check, if you need one."

Then her face turned upset, and she poked me aggressively in the chest. "Also, like I said before, I realize you're not perfect either, mister. So if you go astray, like, say, forcing your daughters to date boys, I'm gonna call you on it, and take action!"

"Well, thank you," I replied. "Even though I disagree with you on that particular issue, I respect your position." Again, I couldn't tell her my true position, since it wasn't time to 'flip' her just yet. "As for French maid outfits, I fully support your suggestion to use them in role-plays from time to time." I winked at both of them over that idea. "And as for REAL jobs, let's do some brainstorming on that."

The three of us spent the next couple of hours discussing possibilities, and looking up information on the Internet. Unfortunately, while Cindy was very smart, she'd spent years at dead-end jobs, learning few new skills. It would be tough to get her a good job unless someone could hire her based on potential, instead of what she actually knew already. But if worse came to worst, we could always fall back on her secretarial skills.

Wednesday morning started out a bit disappointing for me, I must admit. I woke up out of a very erotic dream to find my wife sitting on top of me, fully impaled on my erect cock.

Normally, I would have loved that, but lately I'd been spoiled with all my special wake up tickle attacks. How spoiled is that? I love little traditions like that, especially that tradition.

Mindy, bless her soul, realized this, and said, "Good morning, hubby! Unfortunately for you, it's just little ol' me today." She bent down and whispered in my ear, "Sue Ellen really wanted to help me out, since she'd spent the night here, but I insisted she couldn't. It just might blow her cover. She left already."

My sexy, naked wife started to sit back up, but then she said, "Wait. While I'm down here... tickle attack!" My arms had been out from my sides, and she relentlessly tickled my armpits, while continuing to lightly bounce on my pole.

I quickly got over my initial disappointment - it's funny, but I felt much better after hearing this was part of the tickle attack tradition after all.

We proceeded to have a very fun time together, and a nice, long fuck, with Mindy riding me cowgirl style for most of it. It reminded me of our many years before the cock slave lifestyle started to happen. I'd been plenty happy with just her, and it was good to remind both of us that we didn't need a second woman (or more!) involved to have great sex together.

The only downside was that we couldn't romp around in bed as much as we'd wanted, since Mindy had to go to work. She left when I got up to take a shower.

But I wasn't alone for long. Cindy came over, and even though she was technically part of the 'rebellion,' she fixed me breakfast and we ate together. It was nice, but she stayed fully dressed and made clear that nothing sexual was going to happen between us.

I was fine with that, actually. I'd never been so sexually sated in my life as I was lately, and Mindy had fucked my brains out shortly before Cindy came over, so it wasn't like I was needy. I was glad to have a break from all the harem craziness and do some writing for a change. I was having a lot of fun writing the X-rated version of my swashbuckler novel, and I wanted to see what would happen next to John, Morgana, and Roxanna.

Before I could start writing, though, I had to spend the rest of the morning helping Cindy find a new job. I made some calls, including a private one to Sue Ellen when she reported to me on her 'spy mission' from the night before, but most of the calls were to help Cindy's job search. We also searched the Internet some more, looking for leads and tips. I had a lot of ideas, but most of them took time to pan out.

While we did that, Michelle and Ruby stayed locked in Michelle's bedroom. I didn't know what they were doing in there, but they ate the breakfasts from the trays that we left for them.

Also, since Cindy was on 'their side,' she was allowed in. She didn't tell me much, except they'd cried that morning when they'd realized they'd been unable to give me their usual tickle attack. Then, when Cindy told them what Mindy had done with me instead, they'd cried some more.

I found myself thinking, I don't know why my women cry so much, but they do! If they're not crying tears of joy, they're crying tears of struggle and exertion, and if they're not doing that, they're crying tears of sadness. It's like a never-ending weepy soap opera around here lately. I thought back to last night when Sue Ellen cried all three ways, sometimes more than one at a time.

I decided that Sue Ellen's initiation ceremony should be postponed, after finding out that she needed to work at the restaurant all day. We could have done it later in the evening, but Ruby and Michelle would still be working at the video shop, and I wanted them there to witness it. That was a big reason for having it in the first place, at least from my point of view. In fact, I considered it would be best if it could take place at a time all six of us were together, but getting that to work was going to be tricky.

I'd learned from Cindy the girls were 'resigned' to being spanked by me later. But I decided to put off their spankings as well, mostly because they needed to go to work, but also because I had had to spend so much time helping Cindy and I had some other 'real life' errands to do. I could have squeezed it in, but it was better to do these things properly or not do them at all.

I ate lunch, ran some errands, and then caught up on bills and e-mails for a while. But then I began to get worried about the girls, since I knew they had to go to work at three, and it was past two and they had yet to leave their room. (I figured they were sneaking off for bathroom breaks when no one was around.)

I went to their door and knocked on it. There was no response. I said, "Hello, girls. I know you're in there. Soon, you're going to have to get ready for work. Are you going or not?"

Michelle exclaimed, "Go away! I'm not talking to you!"

I responded, "Hate me all you want, but you have to go to work just the same."

Michelle asked, "What are you going to do if I don't? Force me to make out with a boy? Oh, wait, you're going to do that already! So do your worst!"

This did present a dilemma. Under the circumstances, I didn't have much to hold over her if she didn't come to work. But then an idea came to me. "Shelle-"

"Don't 'Shelle' me!"

"Shelle," I insisted, "The dating boys idea is just that right now, an idea. It doesn't have to happen today, tomorrow, or next week. But if you fail me in any way with your job, there's no telling. I may have to do something about that very quickly."

Michelle wailed, "ARRRGH! I hate you! My dream is turning into a nightmare!"

Ruby said through the door, "Master, please don't! I'll go to work, I will! And I'll get her to go too!"

I heard some urgent, loud, and angry 'whispering' after that, but I couldn't make out what was being said at all.

I knocked on the door again. "Are you going to open up, or do I have to force myself in?"

"You wouldn't dare!" Michelle proclaimed.

I pulled out a paperclip that I had in my shorts, just in case it came to this. "You know something interesting? It turns out these interior doors don't have very good locks. You can open them in a matter of seconds with a hairpin." I'd already unlocked the door before I started that last sentence, but I waited until I finished talking, and then I dramatically opened it.

Both Michelle and Ruby looked genuinely shocked to see me standing there. They were nude and sitting in chairs.

Michelle covered her big tits, and screamed, "Aaaah! Daddy's raping me!"

But I just continued to stand there at the doorway looking annoyed, and it was obvious to everyone her claim was ridiculous. She said with chagrin in a much calmer tone, "Actually, the problem is you're NOT raping me. I'd love it if you rape me!" She shouted semi-jokingly, "Help! Daddy's NOT raping me! For God's sake, somebody help him stick his cock in my cunt!"

She was just being dramatic, but after she said that, I saw a light go on in her head. I could figure out exactly what she was thinking: "If I can get Daddy to fuck me, it'll be a done deal, and maybe he'll drop this dating idea." I didn't want her to know that I'd already figured out her thinking, or else she might get even more underhanded and sneaky. I decided I would need to be vigilant to make sure she didn't sneak up on me in my sleep and slip my dick into her slit or something like that.

I said, "Ssssh! Keep it down! Some neighbor might actually hear you and get the wrong idea." I figured that wasn't going to happen unless she somehow managed to get much, much louder, but I didn't want to take any chances with cries of "rape."

She pouted, "Well then, I'll scream even louder! I'll scream all kinds of scandalous things until you come to your senses." But it was obvious she was just being petulant. She bared her jutting tits and proudly thrust them out.

"No, you will not! Shelle, I know you're upset, and you are too, Red. But we still need to live with each other. If you did something like that, the police could get involved, and we might never see each other again. Is that what you want?"

Michelle deflated. "No. Of course not. But I'm just so upset that I can't help myself!"

Ruby, who was still covering her privates, said, "And I am too. I'm just not so vocal and dramatic about it."

I said to Ruby, "And I thank you for that. Real life still has to go on. I understand you're trying a sex boycott, and I wish you luck with that. You're gonna need it. But it could take a long time before I supposedly break down, and in the meantime, you need to work, eat, and do many other 'normal' things. So no more locking yourselves in this room. Is that clear?"

They both sullenly nodded. Ruby uncovered her tits, but she slumped in her chair like Michelle did.

I said, softly, "Girls, I know this is a tough time for you. But don't say this is a 'dream turning into a nightmare' or anything like that. We're family, and family comes first. We love each other. We'll figure something out eventually. Right? We're all together, even in times of trouble, aren't we?"

Michelle rolled her eyes, folded her arms under her torpedo tits, and looked away. "Well, you and Cupcake are all together, at least." She said the word "Cupcake" with obvious bitterness and disdain.

She turned her head and gave me a very direct and annoyed look. "Yeah, I heard all about that name last night, and this morning too. Sue Ellen couldn't stop talking about it." She mimicked Sue Ellen's voice in an annoying sing-song tone, "'Cupcake, cupcake, cupcake! My master loves me! I'm his sweet Cupcake. Blah de blah blah blah!' Hrmph!" She looked away dramatically again.

Ruby reached out and caressed Michelle's upper arm consolingly without saying a word.

After a long pause, I asked Shelle, "You're not upset at Sue Ellen, are you?"

My blonde bombshell daughter gave me a deadly glare. "No! I'm mad at YOU! Okay, I'm a little jealous, but she's cool. It's nice having her in the harem; she'll make a good sister-slave. But why do you have to give HER a nickname, and not us?!"

"You mean neither of the Gruesome Twosome have a nickname? Shelle?" I looked to Ruby. "Red?"

Michelle pouted, "Okay. But I mean a new, cool nickname." She added sadly in a tiny voice, "I want to be your Cupcake!"

Ruby piped up. She looked away as she shyly explained, "I have to admit... I really like it when you call me 'Red.' I only let you call me that, and I wish you'd say it more often. But, even so... I kind of like the nickname 'Cupcake' better. 'Red' is just the color of my hair. But with 'Cupcake,' it like you're saying you treasure and adore her, like a sweet, well... cupcake."

"There's some truth to that," I replied, folding my arms across my chest too. "But think about it. The rest of us are all family, or close to it. We've been close since the two of you were born. And then Sue Ellen comes into this close-knit little clan. It has to be scary for her. I'm just trying to make her feel more at ease, by giving her something special like that to cling on to. That can't even begin to compare to the deep, life-long love we share, but it helps her feel like she really belongs. You should do something similar to show you truly welcome her as part of the harem."

"Fair enough," Michelle grumbled. She looked down at the floor and muttered, "I'll try to be more tolerant. I guess."

"Me too," Ruby said. "When you put it that way, I don't feel so envious. Especially because I actually really do like her. A lot."

I grinned while looking back and forth between their enormous racks. "Yeah, and I hear you three did a lot of liking of each other last night."

Michelle scowled. "Don't talk to him, Ruby! He's the enemy!" She turned her glare back at me. "And what did 'Cupcake' tell you about last night, anyway?"

"Just that, a mention of some threesome action. No details. As for nicknames for you two, maybe inspiration will strike me. But not until you end your little rebellion. On a different note, I'd been planning on giving both of you hard spankings since you've been so difficult, but I didn't see you all morning, and now there's no time before you have to get ready for work."

As I mentioned previously, in reality I'd been too busy helping Cindy, but I preferred for them to think this, so they'd think twice about staying locked in their room in the future. I knew they'd be keen on getting spanked. I figured Michelle at least still only thought of spanking as an arousing thing, and I was willing to take advantage of that misconception.

Michelle stood up and struck a ready pose. She hastily said, "No, wait! There's still plenty of time. We can get ready fast, right, Ruby?" She even turned a bit, showing off her ass to me.

Ruby, though, wasn't keen, and stayed in her seat. She'd experienced one of my painful spankings, and wasn't ready for another. Caught between a rock and a hard place, she made a vague noise she hoped Michelle would interpret one way while I'd interpret it another. It was a pretty clever move, actually.

I came to a new decision. "You know what? Shelle, you've been especially difficult. So I'm going to spank just you this time. Let me go get my paddle. I'll be back in a minute."

When I came back, Michelle had a hard time hiding her eagerness. Her nipples were suddenly erect. She looked especially keen to lie down in my lap, except for the problem that I remained standing.

I said, "This isn't an across the lap spanking. This one is really, really going to hurt. Bend over your bed, with your face in a pillow and your knees on the ground."

She was still bursting with eagerness as she got into position. She jutted her ass out and wiggled it around eagerly, just like she was ready to get fucked. I really hated to disappoint her, but I had no choice. No other discipline method had worked, and we'd tried them all over the years, believe me.

I won't go into the details, but I whaled on her ass with my ping pong paddle like I'd never whaled on any ass before. And that might not sound like much considering I was new to this spanking stuff, but I'd given Ruby, Cindy, and Mindy about as hard a spanking as I possibly could recently. This one was much the same, except it went on much longer.

By the time I was done with the paddle, I practically expected to see smoke rising from her ass cheeks and/or the paddle. It wasn't pretty, and I wasn't proud. I told myself this was a necessary evil.

I checked her ass afterwards, and to my dismay, I saw that her pussy had leaked quite a lot. Apparently even a spanking that hard and painful had turned her on! But she also was crying without restraint, so hopefully it had had at least some disciplinary effect.

Kneeling down, I touched her ass cheeks a little bit. Her skin was hot to the touch. I said, "I'm sorry I had to do that to you my love, but it had to be done. Now, normally, I'd follow even a harsh punishment spanking like that with some soothing caresses, but you're having a sexual boycott, so that wouldn't be right, correct?"

I knew that would distress her a lot. But, as they say, all's fair in love and war.

Michelle and Ruby were very subdued after that. They hardly said a word to me, although Michelle did mumble out some brief apology for 'being a difficult cock slave.' She confessed that she'd climaxed a couple of times early in the spanking, but that the longer the spanking went on, the more the pain outweighed the pleasure. I think she was beginning to rethink her stance that she loved any spanking, no matter how painful it was.

That pleased me, because I'd been worried she might have a pain fetish.

I let them be while they showered and dressed.




Chapter 78



I drove them to their job, and in the car, Ruby started to get a bit talkative. "Daddy, I think you're totally wrong about this dating boys thing."

I frowned and rolled my eyes. "Can we please not talk about that right now? I think we're just going to be repeating ourselves."

"No, wait, hear me out. You've got a couple of concerns. One is that both of us marry and have kids. That I don't have any easy answer to. But the other is you want us to have quote 'real careers' unquote. That's what I want to talk about."

"Okay," I said, feeling cautiously hopeful. I briefly looked to Michelle.

She was looking out the window, trying to pretend she wasn't sitting in the front seat next to me. She was in the front because she had the seat tilted all the way back and was more lying on her side than sitting, so her red ass wouldn't have to touch the seat.

Ruby continued, "Michelle and I have been thinking about what kinds of jobs we could have that would allow us to stay at home most of the time, so it wouldn't conflict with our extensive cock pleasing duties."

Michelle bitterly commented, while still staring away, "Not that it matters, since he doesn't even want us. All I want to do is slurp and bob and choke on his great big cock all day long, but does he want that? Do he even appreciate it? NoooOOOoooo!"

"Not true," Ruby replied. "He's just filled with antiquated, misguided notions about what normal is. Girl, you gotta have faith that everything's gonna get better."

Michelle just silently stewed while staring at the passing cars.

Ruby then said to me, "Anyway, Daddy, as you know, I'm a pretty good singer. And a good dancer too. And I've never told you this, or anyone else for that matter except for Michelle of course, but I don't just write erotic lyrics to famous songs. I write some pretty good songs of my own too. So, all that, plus my big breasts and my looks in general, I figure I could try to be some kind of professional singer. And as for Michelle, you know she's a really talented artist. So we're thinking we could both go into the arts. What do you think?" She looked at me expectantly.

Even Michelle turned to gauge my reaction, even though it obviously pained her ass as she moved around.

I thought about all that, and then expressed my sincere thoughts. "Hmmm. Those are some possible ideas. Both of you do have a lot of really great natural talents, which is one reason why it distresses me so much that you'd be happy to throw away all ambition and be nothing but cock slaves."

Michelle's face turned into an agonized grimace. She clutched air in front of her like she was in her death throes. "ARRRRGH! GRRR! Daddy, you're so frustrating! We wouldn't be 'throwing away all ambition'... that IS our ambition! Nothing could make us happier than to serve your cock, and isn't that the ideal job, to find something you truly love? GRRRR!"

I said, "Well, that may be true, as far as these things go, but you'd still need to find some way of making money to live, and there's no pay at all in being my cock slaves."

"There's the cum," Ruby said semi-jokingly. She wiggled her eyebrows and licked her lips.

"Yeah!" Michelle said brightly. "We get paid in lots and lots of yummy cum!" But then she remembered she was supposed to be mad at me, and she tried to force a scowl on her face.

I was going to say something about how they couldn't live on cum, but then I realized that wasn't wise. Either they'd argue they could, or they'd get all dreamy eyed just thinking about it. Instead, I continued, "And as far as being a singer or painter, you usually have to pay a lot of dues working for next to nothing before you get any kind of break. That is, if you get a break, which almost never happens."

Michelle went back to looking out the window, scowling. But she remained engaged in the conversation. She waved a hand dismissively. "That's true for normal people, but not us. With our extraordinary looks we'll get all the breaks, and you know it. And if there's any money problems, we can just do a little modeling here and there. And it doesn't have to be anything big, either. We can be foot or hand models for a Sears catalog or something. With our flawless and curvy bodies, the possibilities are endless. Money will never be a problem. We could make more in a couple days of G-rated modeling than a whole summer working at this crap video store job, if you'd only let us."

I considered that. I was secretly frustrated, because they were probably right. But I didn't want them to go through life just coasting on their looks. "True. Although the music business in particular is so fickle there are no guarantees for anybody. But unfortunately, I worry more that you're right than that you're wrong. I'm such a selfish asshole. I'm not fit to be a parent!"

I probably looked as anguished as I felt. Both girls looked at me with great concern. Michelle even put a hand on my shoulder.

Luckily, we were getting to their workplace, so I could pull to the side of the road and try to get my act together. We were still a couple of blocks away, but I wanted to finish this important conversation before we got there.

I sighed, and said, "The problem is, I worry about both of you not being successful, but I also worry about you being TOO successful. Especially you, Ruby. With your voice and looks, yes, you could be a pop star. But what then? If you start to get any level of fame at all, you'll be swarmed with fans and attention. It'll become completely impossible for us to keep the harem going. Can you imagine the scandal if we did and got caught? It would be front page news! Heck, even if either or both of you became reasonably successful models, there could be scandal."

They both frowned sadly at that.

Ruby said, "I know. I've thought about that a lot. Actually, I don't have any desires to be famous or be a star; I just want to love you and be near you. That's my dream. But maybe there's some way we could make it work. Like, I could tell everyone I'm afraid of crowds, and just work as a backup singer in studios or something? I dunno! ... Something! I'm just throwing ideas out there."

I spoke off the top of my head. "You know what I would really love? If there were some way you two could combine your artistic talents, so you could work together and work at home. You both love each other so much and make a great team. What if... I dunno... I'm pulling this out of my ass as an example, but what if you wrote a children's book together? Ruby, with your talent for lyrics and rhyming, you could come up with the words. And Michelle, with your drawing skills, you could illustrate. And that's something where you could do quite well and even be famous, and yet remain anonymous."

I added, "Nobody knows what authors look like or care about their personal lives, believe me. I've written over a dozen books, and many have been on yearly best seller lists for their genre. And my picture has shown up on the inside cover and even the back cover sometimes, since my publisher thinks my 'handsome looks' could help with sales. I've done promotional tours and been on the TV and radio, and so on. Yet the ONLY time I EVER had anyone recognize me is when I've been somewhere I was supposed to be, like a convention or a bookstore appearance. I can't recall a single time when someone came up to me from out of the blue and said, 'Hey, you're Daniel Cooper, the author.'"

Ruby replied with surprising emotion, "That's not true! I've seen that sort of thing happen lots of times, like at parties or a church."

I said, "That's different, because those are cases where someone knew me and then pointed me out to someone else who then decided to talk to me. That's not at all like a total stranger who didn't get any sort of tip off."

Ruby reluctantly conceded, "I suppose."

I said, "That aside, what do you think about my children's books suggestion?"

Both seemed quite intrigued by that idea. I looked back and forth between them and could practically see the wheels turning in their heads.

Surprisingly, Ruby spoke first. "I like it! A whole bunch!"

Michelle said enthusiastically, "Me too! And, if we did that, we could follow in our Daddy's footsteps as authors. Wouldn't that be cool, Ruby?"

"Way cool!"

"Well, it's just one idea out of many," I said. "That's the first thing that just popped into my mind. There are a lot of ways to use the artistic talents you both have. I'm sure that, if we brainstorm, we can think of even more."

They both hugged me (or as much as they could in a car), and gushed over what great ideas I had. Then they both moved in to kiss me at the same time, but they also caught themselves at the same time, and held back.

Michelle's joyous smile turned sour, although she couldn't completely hide her excitement. "I'm supposed to be mad at you, you know," she griped, but in a playful way. She still sat in a way that kept most of her hurting ass off the seat.

Ruby added, "How can we stay mad at you, Daddy? That's the best idea ever! I wish I could squeeze in there under the steering wheel and just suck that big fat cock of yours for so many-"

Michelle cut in, "Hold it! Ruby, you know how much we both long to do that, but we have to be strong. We're at war, remember? Don't think about his fat knob totally filling your mouth, or how good it would feel to slide your lips all over his sweet spot. Especially don't think about the joy of his hot cum splattering all over your skin or down your throat. Be strong! Remember the filthy boys who want to touch our private places?"

"Oh yeah. Yuck!" Ruby slapped the top of my head from her spot in the back seat. "Shame on you!"

I dropped them off not long after that.

I think all three of us left each other in much better moods. It was particularly amusing watching Michelle walk away. She was sort of skipping joyously, but at the same time staggering or limping from the harsh spanking. It resulted in a sort of happy lurching. I trusted she'd give a good excuse if someone asked her about it, but I did worry there might be a perception problem if I had to keep giving her harsh spankings like that.

Back at home, I spent to rest of the afternoon doing some actual work on my novels. With everyone else out of the house, I was shockingly free of distractions. However, I knew I only had a few hours until dinner, and that wasn't enough time to get into a good writing groove on my harem-swashbuckler novel. So I used most of the time to do more research and take notes on what I found. Some of the research was on daily life in the Roman Empire for my most popular Centurion series. I needed to start work on the next sequel in that series, since that was my main "bread and butter," and I usually worked on two or even three novels at once.

But I also did some research on Middle Eastern harems to help me write more about John and his adventures with Morgana and Roxanna. I must admit that I was particularly interested in that, because I had a feeling what I learned could actually be applicable to my real life harem situation. However, what I learned was depressing. It seemed most harems of that time and region were fairly miserable places for the women involved. There was constant intriguing and backstabbing, to the point that it practically seemed as if there were more murders than actual sex. Of course, much of that was a bias about what got most written about. Still, the main practical lessons I was learning were more of how NOT to run a harem.

With no immediate problems at hand, I also had a chance to talk to Mindy about something on my mind when she came home. With just the two of us out in the back patio, enjoying watching the sun set (over the trees, though we couldn't it see go down over the ocean from here), I answered her questions about what I'd done and worked on all day.

Then I said, "Min, I've got a question. How do you think all this sex craziness came to be? I know you've said that you only recently realized that you're a cucquean, but weren't there some kinds of hints or signs of that in the years before?"

Her body stiffened, and she looked a bit nervous. "What do you mean?"

"I mean, it seems like a natural condition, like being naturally submissive or dominant. You've said you started feeling that way in response to being bored with the limits of our sex life. But there are a lot of different ways you could have gone with that. Why the cucquean route? Did you maybe have some fantasies or dreams or secret desires that go further back?"

I was trying to sound like I was vaguely fishing, but I really wanted her to talk about her cucquean dreams that Michelle had revealed to me. At the very least, I wanted to see if Michelle was being honest about all that, and also find out how honest my wife would be with me.

She looked exceedingly uncomfortable by that line of discussion, although she tried to hide it. She sipped her glass of sangria as she contemplated and stared into the orange-red cloudy sky. Finally, she said, "To be honest, I did have the occasional dream along those lines. Some daydreams too, if you really want to know." She looked very abashed.

"I'm not too surprised. How far back?" I was trying to sound mildly amused, and not at all accusatory.

"I don't remember exactly, but it was well before I started bringing up any threesome ideas with you. I guess you could say that's where I got the itch for a threesome with another woman in the first place."

"What were these dreams like? Can you describe one?"

Her face scrunched up in dismay. "I was afraid you'd ask that. Basically, I had a recurring dream for a while that always followed the same pattern. I'd catch you cheating with some beautiful woman, and rather than be appalled, I'd join right in! The rest of the dream would be pretty, er, pornographic."

She suddenly went from embarrassed to aggressive. She pointed at me, "Mind you, this does NOT mean I'd ever approve of you cheating on me! Period! I think it's just that, back then, I assumed all sex you'd have with anyone but me was cheating. But slowly, over time, my dreams changed. Oftentimes, we'd start in bed without any shocking discoveries, or, er... Well, never mind."

"What?" I asked eagerly. "You know you can't do that, just start to say something and then say 'never mind.' Things have changed. I can spank the truth out of you!"

She grinned at me wickedly. "Oh, you think you can, do you? We'll see about that. But in any case, there were dreams where... let's just say we seduced a particular woman together. Or... Sometimes I..." She suddenly buried her face in her hands.

"What?!"

"No! Please don't ask me! It's too embarrassing!"

That really intrigued me, naturally. I figured it had something to do with her lesbian urges. I decided not to press her about it for now. Instead, I asked, "Who were these women in your dreams? Do I know any of them?"

Relieved at the shift of topic, she took her hands from her face and sipped on her sangria. "Oh yes. They were always real people we knew. Women like Jane Corlin, Delilah Jensen, and even Cindy. Especially Cindy, in fact. Basically, if there were any beautiful women in our lives who showed an interest in you, and there are, you've fucked 'em already in my dreams! Lots of times! Unfortunately, just in my dreams though!" She stuck her tongue out at me playfully.

I said sincerely, "I'm kind of chagrined, because it sounds like your dreams were a lot more arousing than mine."

"They probably were. Really graphic and vivid stuff. When I see a someone like Jane in real life, I feel a bit funny, because it's like I've seen her and felt her naked body already." A worried look crossed her face, probably fearing I'd ask more about that woman-on-woman touching. But she quickly continued, "Gaawwwd, that woman has such a body! And such a face. She looks even better naked, I'll have you know."

I asked, "Have you seen her naked, for real?"

She frowned. "Sadly, no. Not in anything less than a bikini. But that's the great thing about dreams. I can take her absolutely gi-normous breasts, remove the bikini, and add your hands instead! I swear, she might be even more stacked than Michelle is! Personality-wise, I doubt she'd be a good fit for the harem. But you should totally fuck the shit out of her! And especially titfuck her! For real. And often! You've done that plenty of times in my dreams already."

I grumbled, "Damn. I wish I had more of your dreams. She's hardly ever appeared in my dreams, maybe because it would feel too much like cheating. I certainly don't even recall titfucking her."

She smirked knowingly. "That's gonna change, believe me. And I'm not just talking about dreams. Now that I'm a card-carrying cucquean-"

I laughed. "They have cards?"

She ran with that. "Oh yes! They're laminated, and everything. I'm a full-fledged member of the National Totally Sex-mad Cucquean Union! Or C.U.N.T.S. for short. I know, I know, it should be N.T.S.C.U., but we're dyslexic spellers. You should hear when I talk about you and your harem in our union meetings. There's not a dry seat in the house!"

After we had a good laugh about that, she continued, "Seriously though, why feel left out? Why not just go out and fuck the SHIT out of those women? Okay, not Delilah and the others who are married, but there are plenty of great non-married ones you need to bone. I'll give you my full approval, so it's not cheating. Think about a woman like Jane. She's sexy, big-titted, and never married. In fact, she'd make a great mistress for you. If not even a full-on cock slave!"

I complained, "I thought you just said her personality made her a bad fit for the harem?"

"I know, but that was then. A full minute or two ago. I'm getting horny thinking about it, so I'm changing my mind!"

I laughed.

"Personality, schmersonality. I'd just love to see her big jugs swinging as she crawls to you on all fours, begging for you to shoot another thick, creamy load all over her face! Can you imagine going to the next neighborhood party and seeing her in one of her regal, low-cut sequin dresses, only to have her furtively whisk you away to a private bedroom so she can strip naked and greet you with a long slurpy blowjob and titfuck combo? As any good mistress should!"

I interrupted, "Whoa! Stop right there! That is NOT happening! Can't you see I'm totally happy with our current situation? What on Earth would I need a mistress for, when I have four cock slaves already?"

"Hmmm. Good point."

I thought she might back down, but I was wrong.

She smirked, knowing full well what she was about to say would annoy me. "You're right - it's better to make her another cock slave then."

That turned into an argument of sorts. I was a bit regretful about bringing the topic up in the first place, because now Mindy was all gung-ho to get Jane and me together. She kept suggesting she needed "more help keeping the King happy while the Gruesome Twosome are on strike."

She was so graphic with some of her sexual descriptions that I don't know how I managed to avoid getting erect. Apparently, even after a few non-sexual hours, my penis was still tired out from earlier activities.

I finally managed to talk her out of her latest insanity, but it wasn't easy. I got her to pledge not to engage in any schemes involving Jane or anyone else new, nor let anyone else engage in those kinds of schemes. I even worded it several different ways, and had her agree to each, so I wouldn't leave some loophole. (I know my wife too well!)

As a result, I didn't get a chance to question her more about her early cucquean related dreams. I resolved to do that later, as I figured she needed some time to think about it and gradually open up to me. But what I'd heard so far matched Michelle's version of events. That was a relief.

Later that same evening, one important distraction did come up. With Mindy and me still the only ones home, we got a call from Nicky. Normally, that wouldn't have been a big deal, and I always loved to hearing from our wonderful daughter. It was a minor surprise, in that she was supposed to be in the middle of her Lake Tahoe trip and she wasn't likely to be able to call us while on the road in the mountains. But not only did she call us, she told us she'd be coming home for the summer in just two days' time!

This was a big, big problem!

Her freshman year at U. C. Berkeley had ended a less than a week ago. We knew she'd left for a week-long trip to Lake Tahoe and the surrounding mountains on the morning of May 26th, and today was May 29th. If she came home in two days, that was only May 31st. That was less than a week. We weren't ready for that!

I asked her, "Why are you only spending five days at Tahoe? It's a lovely place, a great place! Since you're still there now, stay! What's the rush in coming home?"

Nicky replied, "Sorry Dad, I completely agree. But you know I came up here in my friend Gina's car. It was her plan and I'm just along for the ride. It turns out she decided that she's not a nature lover like she thought she was, and she wants to get back to the comforts of home. So I have no choice but to do what she wants."

"That's no fair for you," I griped. I was desperate for any kind of reason to keep her up north. "What if you stay the full week in Tahoe and then we're arrange for you to fly back or something?"

"Nah. It's no fun being here without friends. You know me and how shy I am; it's not like I'd just turn around and make new friends with some strangers. Besides, I'm eager to come home and see you guys. Berkeley has been great but I miss home sweet home, you know? And I miss my family. It's like Michelle always says, 'Nothing's more important than family.'"

That was both heartening and disturbing. I had distressing thoughts of Nicky walking in on Michelle and Ruby giving me a double blowjob, and even more distressing thoughts imagining myself getting erect from seeing her in a bikini. After all I'd done with Michelle especially, I wondered how I'd manage to avoid looking at Nicky in a sexual way.

But I put those thoughts aside and replied, "Fair enough about cutting the Tahoe trip short. I suppose that can't be helped. But don't you need to get back to Berkeley and take a few days to get your things together?"

"Nope!" she said happily. "I'm so keen to get home that I had all my things packed before I left for Tahoe. All my friends have scattered to the winds, so why would I even stay one day? I'm just going to pile my stuff in my car and drive south. Not even a team of wild horses could keep me away from home!"

Shit! That's the LAST thing I wanted to hear. Mindy and I were counting on being able to stall her for another week. But now she'll be home while she was still supposed to be in Tahoe. We'll have no time to prepare or adjust! We're so fucked! 

Nicky planned to spend the rest of the summer living with us at home to save on expenses, while working at some simple summer job to make some spending money. I sensed it was futile, but still I asked, "Do you really want to rush back here? To work in a minimum wage service job like Michelle and Ruby are doing? Why not stay up there and have fun? Explore the Bay Area, for starters. You only live once, you know."

She giggled, apparently because she found that idea so silly. "And who would I do that with? Myself? Steve is long gone. No, I'm keen to go home. I love you guys! I can't wait. I haven't seen any of you for six whole months! That is, unless you don't want me there?"

I wanted her home, just not NOW. But I couldn't say that. "Oh no. We'd love to have you. Of course! We can't wait either. It's just kind of a surprise that you cut your Tahoe trip short and all that. We'll have to scramble to get things ready, is all. We've been renting out your room."

She laughed. "You have not!"

I joked, "Okay, maybe not, per se. It's just that a bunch of drunken hobos have been squatting there. You should see what they've done with your vinyl record collection."

She laughed again. "Oh no! You didn't let them touch my records, did you?" She laughed some more, and said, "See? This is why I can't wait to come home. We have such fun. We're not like normal families."

I thought, If you only knew how true THAT is! 

Mindy and I knew that Nicky would be coming home soon, even if we did stall her a little more. But, needless to say, a lot had changed in a short amount of time. In the last couple of weeks, I'd been wondering what was going to happen when Nicky got back, but I'd kept myself from thinking about it very much because I couldn't come up with a good plan on what to do. Now, given all that had happened since, the situation was threatening to turn into a full-scale disaster!

As if the sudden existence of an actual, full-blown harem in our house weren't bad enough, we had the 'rebellion' going on as well. I had had plans to wear the Gruesome Twosome down, but that would be thrown into complete disarray by Nicky's presence. And trying to keep her from finding out about the harem seemed like an impossible task. I couldn't bear to think about her finding out about all that.

Mindy and I both talked to Nicky on the phone some more, and we pretended to be friendly enough, but we kept flashing worried looks at each other.

When the call ended, Mindy said to me, "Uh-oh! Break out the shovels, 'cos we're neck deep in shit now. Two days?! I thought she'd be gone at least another week!"

"Me too! This is a disaster!"

Mindy covered her face in her hands and shook her head in dismay.

I stood up and started pacing around. "Hmmm. Lovely image about the shit pile, but unfortunately, it's true. Sweetheart, we can't let her come here that soon! We just can't. Everything is in flux. It'll be a total shit storm. She'll probably find out about the harem within an hour of arriving, and I can't even imagine how she'll react!"

Min was pacing around too. "I know! I agree. And by the way, during a shit storm, does it rain pee?"

"Miiiindy!" I couldn't help but laugh, despite being annoyed by her silly question.

"Sorry. Even if your cock slaves manage to keep their mouths shut, which is a dubious prospect at best, she'll see something's up just from the extra loving and adoring looks they all give you. Not to mention all the blatantly lusty looks."

"I know!" I complained. "The plan, if you can even call it that, was to delay her long enough until the sexual euphoria calmed down enough so it wouldn't be totally obvious. But since we last talked about this, things have gotten even MORE blatantly obvious! Shit! Shit, shit, shit! We are so screwed!"

Mindy sad sadly, "We should have prepared more and tried to change the atmosphere around here. But I was like you, just kind of hoping the Nicky problem would go away if we didn't think or talk about it."

I stated forcefully, "We have to get rid of her somehow. For a little while, to buy us some time."

She put a hand on her chin. "But how? Maybe we could give her a gift of an all expenses paid vacation for a couple of weeks, effective immediately? Or is that not subtle enough?"

"That's about as subtle as a flying mallet," I said ruefully. "But are you in agreement that we've got to keep her out of the house for a while?"

"Oh, definitely! She can't come home in the middle of this mess. This is an absolutely critical time. Especially with all those mallets flying around." She grinned impishly. "You've got to firm up your hold over your cock slaves and stamp out this rebellion, or everything will fly apart. I shudder to think what could happen. No. Let's not go there." She actually did shudder as she said that.

Then she added, "Obviously, I'd love to see her, but not in two days! We've got to keep her out of town, at least until this 'rebellion' situation is resolved. Then, everybody's gotta calm the hell down and try to get back to a semi-normal routine. As we discussed before, you can keep having sexual fun from time to time, but at the McGrath house."

I nodded. "With Cindy and Ruby living just down the street, that should work out fine. The problem is that everyone is so excitable. Heck, it would be an ordeal just to get the girls to keep their clothes on for a few hours!"

Mindy giggled a little bit. "Funny, but true." She grew serious again. "Maybe we could, I dunno, tell Nicky that she's won a contest and the prize is a two-week vacation to Hawaii?"

I practically leaped at my wife in my eagerness. "I like it! She's just been traveling around the Sierras, so normally she wouldn't want to travel more. But Hawaii? There's no way she can turn THAT down!"

That idea gave us another vexing problem. We sat down and brainstormed about how to make the Hawaiian vacation idea work. To make it at least somewhat plausible, we came up with a story that a friend had a time-share condo there that was being unused at the moment due to a last-minute cancellation. Mindy and I had been offered a chance to use it, but we couldn't get away. However, if Nicky hurried, she could use it for free. The sooner she left, the more days she could use it. Supposedly, her call to us jogged our memories and made us think of her for the vacation.

I called Nicky back later that evening and presented the idea to her. If she said no, we didn't really have a back-up plan. But luckily, she was all over the idea, like white on rice. She had no reason to suspect anything was out of the ordinary, especially since we'd worked out the details to make it sound believable. For instance, we made the point that everyone else in the family was unable to go due to job commitments, whereas she still hadn't found her summer job and she could start that a little bit later.

Mindy and I both breathed a big sigh of relief when the call ended and we had Nicky's agreement to go to Hawaii. Unfortunately, our feelings of relief didn't last very long, since we had to act quickly to make the fake 'time-share condo' idea a reality.

Luckily, we found out that wasn't hard to do, it was just a matter of spending money to rent a nice place for two weeks at a real time-share location. We found a great hotel of sorts on the island of Maui that had an immediate opening at a very reasonable price.

Once that arrangement was made, we grew a little more contemplative. I pointed out, "This only temporarily delays 'the Nicky problem,' you know. It doesn't solve it. She's going to be home for most of the summer, and what then?"

"I know," Mindy sighed. "But let's not worry about that just yet, okay? I have faith that things will work out. If worse comes to worst and she does find out about the incest and whatnot, I think she'll be much more understanding than you fear. I feel very strongly about that. The bonds we all share are very, very strong. Well, she might not understand, exactly, but she would at least be able to overlook certain things."

I muttered, "I wish I could share your confidence. I seriously doubt that!"

She responded, "Let's try to focus on only one thing at a time, okay? We need to move faster to solve the 'rebellion' problem, so that's not lingering when Nicky really does get back. We'll have two weeks to get our house in order. What are the plans for tomorrow? Are you going to move ahead with Sue Ellen's initiation ceremony?"

I sighed, and slumped in my easy chair. "I dunno. This close call with Nicky makes me wonder: what are we doing? A sex slave initiation ceremony? I mean, really! That can't be for real, can it? Maybe we should dial back, way back."

I thought about what I was willing to get rid of, or perhaps more accurately who I could get rid of, and found it wasn't very much at all. For instance, I was already so attached to Sue Ellen that I couldn't bear to let her go. And she was the new one. There was absolutely no way I could turn my back on Michelle, Ruby, or Cindy, or even just stop having sexual fun with them.

I said, "Okay, keep all our sexual relationships going. There's no turning back from that; I love them all too much. But do we really need all this 'cock slave' stuff? Can't we just have a normal, non-slave harem? If any harem can be called normal, that is. At least that wouldn't be quite AS shocking to Nicky, if and when she finds out. More likely when."

Mindy shot me a nasty look from where she sat across the table. "I'm going to pretend I didn't hear that. And don't you dare say that to any of the others, not even as a random musing! You think you have a rebellion on your hands now, buster? Just try telling them that! This whole place will completely erupt into chaos and dismay!"

Her expression softened, and her tone did too. "Look. What's done is done. You own four cock slaves. Period. I know sometimes the enormity of what's happened hits you like a ton of bricks, but there's just no going back. You can't tell someone who's fully committed in her heart to eternally serve you as your sex slave that you've changed your mind and merely want some normal sexual relationship."

"But the initiation ceremonies-" I started to say.

"Posh! That's just pomp and circumstance, and you know it. Whether they've been through a formal ceremony yet or not is just a technicality. The key thing is that they're all fully committed in their hearts and minds, and they would be absolutely shattered if you told them, 'Oh, by the way, never mind.'"

She added, "Think about Cindy. Consider how tough it was for her to suddenly change absolutely everything in her life to become your slave and accept the same happening to her daughter as well. To parachute out of a plane for the first time would have been a lot easier. You weren't there when she cried and cried and I had to talk her out of changing her mind. Now, it's like she HAS jumped out of that airplane, she has made that huge leap into the unknown. And then you'd tell her, 'Oh, by the way, nevermind?' Please!"

I sighed heavily. "Okay, okay. I get it."

She shot me a disparaging look. "No, I don't think you do, not fully, or you wouldn't have even made that suggestion. Might I remind you that, in a lot of ways, committing to be someone's sex slave is a much bigger commitment than marriage? With marriage, it's an equal partnership, and you can get a divorce or annulment at any time. But these girls have put their entire lives in your hands. As far as they're concerned, there is no way out. And don't give them one, dammit, 'cos they don't want one! They live to serve your every whim, unless you tell them something totally stupid like your dating boys idea."

"Okay, okay, already. Are you going to beat me up with that forever?"

"Yes, probably." But she winked playfully. "Seriously, reminders like that will keep you humble and remind you that your power over them is not absolute. In any case, I've talked to all of them, one on one and in groups, and they're all in agreement that their enslavement is a life-long commitment. There's no turning back. There's NO divorce option! Even now, in the middle of this so-called rebellion, note how none of them even suggest they would ever stop being your cock slaves. That idea doesn't even come up in their thoughts. I know, because they're still talking to me. Merely defying you and temporarily denying you their sexual talents and their busy hands, lips, and tongues is causing them a tremendous amount of dissonance, stress, and guilt. I hope you keep all that in mind when you formally initiate Sue Ellen tomorrow."

"Wow. Those are a lot of heavy thoughts to drop on me." I was particularly wowed by her comment that becoming a slave was more serious than marriage. What had I gotten myself into?

She said, "You're right. No one says that being a harem master is all wine and roses and endless blowjobs." She joked, "Okay, it is endless blowjobs, but not so much the wine and roses part. But in any case, I know you have trouble with the whole slavery concept, so if it helps you, imagine that you're married to them all. Give them all the love you'd give them if they were your wives."

"Whoa! Is that supposed to make me feel better? Now I feel an even bigger burden. You know I've always needed my space. That's the main reason I became an author, so I could be my own boss and work alone. But to say I have four more de facto wives?! Yeouch!"

"Live with it. There are some pretty huge perks, you know. Including some perky perks." She smirked, holding her hands in front of her chest as if she were cupping boobs. "Most importantly, don't start throwing around your wild and reckless guilty musings just because you're feeling bad about Nicky possibly finding out. If any of your slaves had been here and listening to that, they would have been traumatized. You have to take this seriously! It's not a game! And as for your worries about Nicky, don't worry, I'm sure you'll feel better after a good night's sleep. We've got time to come up with a long-term solution."

"You think?"

"Absolutely. These things have a way of working out."

"I hope so. She pointed out that she'll have to stop by home on her way to Hawaii to drop off her car and belongings here for the summer and pick up her stuff for Hawaii. So we'll have to deal with her for at least 24 hours."

Mindy waved a hand through the air. "Pshaw. That's nothing. I know we're a horny bunch, but even we can keep it cool for a day or two."

"Yeah. You're right. I'm probably worrying too much. All this has been stressing me out too much. At least I was able to get on a good writing tear today. In fact, maybe I'll burn the midnight oil and write some more tonight."

So another day ended - after I did stay up late and get some good work done. It had been the least sexual day in a long while, by far. The only sex had been Mindy's tickle attack in the morning. But I was okay with that. My body needed the rest. As to what would happen tomorrow, I had no idea.




Chapter 79



When I woke up the next morning, a Thursday, I felt a strange sense of déjà vu. I was lying naked in my bed, with my wife naked and curled up next to me. The déjà vu was because this was how we used to wake up all the time, but never did anymore - not counting yesterday. It wasn't just a change since the advent of the harem. Mindy and I had had very different sleep schedules for a long time, so I'd gotten used to waking up alone.

For once, I sensed that I'd woken up with flaccid penis. The poor little guy was probably needing a break.

I rolled over and saw that my wife was awake and looking at me. I smiled at her. As she smiled back, I ran my finger playfully down her nose. "This is a nice surprise again. To what do I owe this pleasure?"

She ran her fingers up to my face too, like she was exploring it for the first time. "No special reason. Of course, we do have to keep the tickle attack tradition going in some form. It would be wrong for you to wake up alone."

I chuckled. "Wrong? Not hardly."

But she was serious, and adamant. "Yes! Wrong! You're a harem master now. You don't wake up alone, period. Besides, I can't let you sleep alone for practical reasons."

She didn't elaborate, but I knew exactly what she was talking about - the worry that Michelle could sneak in and put my morning wood into her pussy, and thus completely change the "dating boys" conflict (or so Michelle hoped). Knowing Michelle, even a locked door might not be enough to stop her.

I said, "I'm glad you're helping to protect me, but I'm a bit surprised too. I don't know what to think anymore. You're so far gone into this cucquean thing that I half expect you to be the one to guide me into her as I sleep."

Mindy sat up, looking shocked. She was naked, and her large breasts jiggled around enticingly. "Is that what you think?"

Her facial expression turned to annoyance and even anger, but that was quickly replaced by sadness and defeat. "It hurts me, but I can understand why you feel that way. I've been a bit out of control lately, haven't I?"

I could only roll my eyes at her. "Just a tad."

She sat up straighter, striking a sexy pose that proudly displayed her bare breasts. "I'm sorry. I know I've been wildly irresponsible. But that's because you've taken up the slack and been responsible enough for both of us."

She knew I was going to respond to that, and held her hand up. "I know, I know. It's not fair of me to put it all on you. I'm going to try to be better and get my act together. I don't want you to start questioning my loyalty like that. You know, I'm NOT going to throw everything away for cheap thrills... although those thrills sometimes overwhelm me when I'm lost in the moment. If you weren't the one there saying 'no' when someone had to say it, then I would have picked up the slack and done the right thing. At least, I hope I would have." She frowned, questioning herself.

"See?" I said. "That's what happens when you let your lusts run completely unchecked. You don't know what'll happen."

"Well, I'll try to be better," she said with new resolve. "Really. To be honest, I'm not as out of control as you think. I have an ultimate vision, kind of like the Hellions with their Plan. It's simple: you get your harem of cock slaves, who are our newly enlarged family. And then, just for shits and giggles, you go out and fuck the occasional extra hottie. Although when you do, I hope there's more giggling than shitting going on."

She smirked happily. "So, since my vision has nearly totally come true already, I don't think we'll be disagreeing as much."

"Is that so?" I responded. "I disagree. You're going to want to increase the number of cock slaves until we need our own zip code, totally ignoring all the practical and even physical limits. And I don't agree with the second idea about 'extra hotties' in the first place. In sounds great, in theory, but it's asking for trouble. It's like putting out a welcome mat for Trouble with a capital T that says, 'Wipe your feet on me.'"

"Okay!" She kicked the covers off, and playfully ran her feet up my legs. Her toes tickled my penis, which was still only in a half-engorged state.

"I walked right into that one," I noted. "But what if you think about the problem seriously?"

She contemplated that. "Hmmm." She stared off into space.

After some long moments, I asked, "What are you thinking, exactly?"

"I'm trying to figure out who to call so we can set up our own zip code."

I chuckled, remembering my comment about the harem needing its own zip code. "Seriously, what are you thinking?"

"Deep thoughts. Really. ... Let me think about this at work today. I'll get back to you. I'm going to try to see things through your eyes better than before."

She abruptly switched gears, striking a sultry tone as well as a sexy pose while still sitting up in bed. "But speaking about busty babes wanting to jump into your bed and get royally fucked, Michelle probably isn't the only one wishing you were balls-deep in her right now. Sue Ellen practically begged me to let her do the tickle attack honors this morning. I would have been happy to have her join us, but there's no easy way to sneak her in and out without the others knowing. Besides, she's proving very useful as a mole in the 'enemy camp' right now."

"Oh really? What have you learned?"

"Not much yet, but she's gonna give me a full report later. Anyway, I figure we can use our morning tradition to help defeat the 'rebellion.' Here's my deviously sneaky plan. As usual, I can't stay long, due to my inflexible work hours. You don't even want to know how early it is, by the way. I figure we can skip the usual bedroom fun, and take the fun down to the dining room. Your four cock slaves have been taking their duty to get in shape for their master extremely seriously, so they just got back from running."

I laughed. "'Get in shape?' You're kidding me, right? If they're out of shape, then I'm a monkey's uncle!"

She sighed theatrically. "You have such a shaky grasp of evolution. Yes, you're related to monkeys, but not THAT directly related!"

I laughed again. I came back with, "I just thought that my nephew Rodney, you know the way he scratches himself and makes funny noises, not to mention all that back hair, and he loves eating bananas... Are you telling me he's... human?"

She had a good laugh at that. "Hey, funny guy, here's the plan. Cindy and Sue Ellen just left, so the timing is perfect. I say we just get it on in front of the Gruesome Twosome while they're eating breakfast, and see what happens."

"That's the extent of your 'deviously sneaky plan?' Go downstairs, fuck like teenagers in front of the kids, and see what happens? Remind me never to plan a bank robbery with you. I can hear it now: 'Hey Honey, let's walk into a bank, wave our guns around, and take some money. Oh, and maybe cover our faces with a costume or something. Oh, and also, leave with the money.'"

She was all smiles. "Hey, that's a great plan! What more do you need? The best plans are the simplest ones. It's all about timing, and this is the perfect timing for us to work on breaking their rebellious resolve. We can't do it all at once, but we can start chipping away. Then we'll work on your 'rob the bank' plan in the afternoon."

Actually, there were a lot of clever details in her plans she'd come up with. We went over them, and came up with some more.

We went downstairs hand in hand, both of us dressed in robes. Mindy had made sure that my penis was erect before we left the bedroom. As she said, "We're going to be using that thing for some serious pounding veeerry soon. And I'm not talking about hammering in nails, although it's usually hard enough for that too."

Although my dick woke up a bit "sleepy," she didn't have to do anything at all to me to get it erect, since it was plenty hard from my thinking about the possibilities of what could happen downstairs.

Michelle and Ruby were at the dining table, just finishing up some bowls of cereal. They were dressed in ordinary clothes that were in no way revealing or sexy.

They looked surprised to see us coming. Michelle immediately stood up. "Come on, Ruby, let's go. I just lost my appetite."

But Mindy wouldn't have that. She swept into the room, let go of my hand, walked right up to Michelle, and slapped her on the cheek.

I was shocked! She'd never done anything like that before. She's nothing but kind and good-natured. She doesn't even yell, not even when severely provoked. About the worst she ever gets is grouchy.

But Mindy wasn't done. She looked aghast. "Michelle, how dare you?! I know you're having a conflict with Dan, but he's still your father and your master! Now, you apologize to him immediately, like a good slave!"

Michelle's eyes flashed angrily while she rubbed her sore cheek, but she seemed to think again, and changed her demeanor. She dropped her head just a little bit and said, "Sorry, Daddy."

"That's better!" Mindy said, still acting indignant. "Now, is that any kind of way for a cock slave to act?"

"No." Her head dropped a little more.

"Good. No, that's not enough. Both of you, drop to your knees and apologize properly. I'll let you keep your clothes on this time, since you're still on strike."

The two of them walked up to me and assumed Position Number Three, which was kneeling with their knees spread wide, chests proudly out, and hands pinned behind their backs. "Sorry, Daddy," they said in perfect union. (They were getting almost eerily good at the whole saying-the-same-thing-at-the-same-time thing.)

If I hadn't been aroused yet, that would have done the trick. But my wife was clever, as she wasn't doing this for me. She understood her daughters' submissive minds, and knew that getting them to submit to me like that would start their pussy juices flowing.

Mindy looked around, as if surveying the situation for the first time. "Now, I don't want to hear anymore talk about leaving. We're a family, and we'll eat breakfast as a family. Is that understood?"

Both Ruby and Michelle replied in union, using that bored monotone of surly teenagers. "Yes, Mom."

Mindy nodded. She added to Michelle, "Sorry for slapping you, my darling. I would never had done that when you were just my daughter, but you're a sex slave now too, and you have to be held to a higher standard. Dan, bless his big heart, is willing to tolerate your little mutinous sex ban, for now, but I hope I don't need to remind you that you both are still his slaves, and still live to serve him. If he says 'jump,' you know what to say."

Again in that disinterested voice, they replied at the same time, "How high, Master."

"Very good," Mindy concluded. "You may rise."

My wife certainly is an interesting character. True, most of the time, she's liked to act as if she was one of the cock slaves. But she also always made clear that she had a higher status in the family than the others did. As I watched my daughters return to the table, I was starting to see that she got off on dominating them sometimes too. She was looking even more smirky and satisfied than usual.

Mindy and I went to the kitchen to get breakfast. My clever wife already had some waffles prepared, so she could just heat them up and not waste a lot of time. While she did that, I brought the juice, glasses, and the rest to the table, and sat down at the head of the table, with my daughters sitting next to me.

They warmed up to me just a tad, and we chatted a bit. They admitted they had plans to work on my 'big idea' for much of the day.

I nodded my head knowingly, but I had to search my brain to figure out what idea that was. Then it occurred to me they were probably referring to my suggestion that they use their artistic talents on some kind of collaborative project. I was pleased to hear that.

Once Mindy brought the rest of the food to the table, she stood near the table with her hands on her hips, frowning. The gesture opened her robe quite a lot, exposing a tremendous amount of nicely tanned cleavage. "Something's not right. Can anyone tell me what it is?"

Ruby asked in a sour and snarky tone, "Is it that Daddy is clinging to his foolish notions?"

I was surprised, since that was the kind of comment I would have expected Michelle to say. But it also showed that Ruby wasn't just following Michelle on this sex ban; she had her own strong feelings on the matter too.

Mindy just rolled her eyes. "No. Honey, please pull your chair away from the table."

I did so. As we'd prearranged, I pulled far from the table, so Michelle and Ruby would have a good view of what would happen next.

Mindy pointed dramatically at my crotch. "Look! You see that bulge in his robe? I don't have to tell you what that is. Do you think it's right that your Daddy-Master eats his breakfast without at least getting blown?"

Ruby replied, "Well, no, of course not. He can't fully enjoy his meal without his cock getting sucked. But these are difficult times."

Mindy gave her an annoyed look. "Since you two are shirking your most important cock slave duties, I guess it's up to me to pleasure him while he eats."

With that, she shucked her robe off her shoulders and stood there naked, except for her high heels. (I'd argued if she wore them, it would be a tip off that we were up to something unusual, but she insisted they would help the girls get uncontrollably horny.) Then she undid my sash, leaving my front side effectively completely naked. She knelt down between my legs and took my turgid cock into her mouth.

Michelle and Ruby were so shocked that it looked like their eyes were going to pop out of their heads. Their waffles were forgotten. Within seconds, despite their effort to remain disinterested for the sake of their strike, they both leaned closer for a better look.

Mindy didn't disappoint. She'd cleverly positioned herself so both girls could see pretty much all of my erection. My legs were spread very wide, and my dick was pointing straight down. Mindy came up to it from directly below, where she was propped up with a single elbow. She bobbed on it, but really just the cockhead, and not even all of that. She was also careful to hold it in place in such a way that her hand wouldn't spoil any of the view.

I closed my eyes so I could focus on enjoying Mindy's tongue and lips to the fullest. But the Hellions were just a few feet away, and I had no trouble hearing them whisper to each other.

Michelle said urgently, "Look! She's wearing high heels, even!"

"I know!" Ruby gasped in reply. "God, it's so hot!"

It looked like Min had been right about the psychological importance of wearing high heels. Personally, I didn't get it, since she wasn't even standing. I doubted they could even see the heels from where they were.

Michelle gasped back, "I have to get out of here!"

Ruby replied, "No you don't! You heard what your mom said before. Have you ever seen her that mad? Do you want to make her even madder?"

"She shouldn't have slapped me."

"It was only a light slap. And just because we're having a fight with him doesn't mean you can disrespect him like that. He's still our master, you know."

"I know, but... Oh God! I have to get out of here!"

I opened my eyes a peek, and saw Michelle standing up at the table.

Ruby said to her sternly, "Sit down! We have to obey the rules of cock slavery, even during our rebellion. If you can't stand to look, then don't. Eat your waffles before they get cold."

Still peeking, I watched Michelle reluctantly sit back down.

"How can you be that blasé?" Michelle complained to her sister. "I mean, do you not see Daddy's great fat cock, just poking out there, looking all throbby and tasty? Or what Mom is doing to it?!"

Ruby's chest was heaving. "Of course I can see it! I can't tear my eyes away! And look at me: I'm drooling! My mouth can't stop making saliva! It's so THICK that all I can think about is slobbering and choking on it! It's all I can do not to rip my clothes off and dive in!"

Michelle just groaned needfully. Like Ruby, she was forgetting to stay quiet.

Ruby's voice turned husky. "Gaawwwd! Just imagine: Mindy licking up one side, and me down the other, and you slurping your way all over his balls, proving ourselves as nothing but his three busty fuck pets while he casually eats his breakfast! ... Ohhh... That's the kind of breakfast enjoyment Daddy deserves!"

"Don't!" Michelle said, nearly hysterically. She reached across the table and swatted Ruby's hand, which had just started frigging her pussy through her clothes. "Please! We have to be strong! Think about, I dunno, yucky things!"

"Like what?" Ruby asked, nearly as desperate. "And tell me fast, 'cos I have this irresistible urge to play with my pussy!" They were talking quite loudly by now, no longer noticing or caring who heard them.

Michelle looked in horror as one of her own hands dropped into her lap. "Oh God! I do too! I can't stop myself! Good Lord, the King is just too big and too long, and too suckable!"

But then she glanced back at my crotch, and froze. Her voice dropped down, and she said with annoyance, "And Mom, excuse me, but what do you think you're doing?"

When Mindy didn't reply, Michelle continued in a disapproving tone, "Since you've started, all you've been doing is bob over the very end of my master's cockhead! I mean, uh, Daddy's cockhead. That's nice for him, for like, a few seconds, but what about all the other inches and inches of untended cock? You're not even stroking them!" She gesticulated in agitation.

Ruby saw what was bothering Michelle, and exclaimed, "Yeah! You're not even doing ANYthing to his sweet spot! The frenulum! That's the very best spot of all! It's ALL about stimulating that spot, constantly! Come on! YOU were the one who taught us that!" She shook her fists in frustration.

Mindy turned her head, and looked at them like she didn't know a thing and wanted to learn from their experience. She bobbed deeper, and made several passes over my sweet spot. Then she went back to just bobbing on the tip of the cockhead. "Like that?" she asked.

Michelle answered, "Yeah, exactly, but why did you stop already?! You only bobbed on it, like, twice! That's nothing!" She was so frustrated that she stood up and sort of paced around without really moving from her spot.

Ruby found herself standing as well, but she was bending over and drawing nearer. Since her hand was still over her pussy, she looked like she really had to go to the bathroom. She was close enough to reach out and tap Mindy's shoulders, and it looked like she wanted to. "Yeah! Seriously! Mindy, what are you thinking?!"

Mindy replied between licks, "I'm just getting warmed up, so I want to start slowly. The goal is to..." - she paused to lick a little more - "to blow him all through his breakfast, so I have to pace myself and build up to better things." That was a good cover story. In truth, she was doing a deliberately bad job.

Michelle ran her hands through her hair. It looked like she was ready to tear her hair out. "Yeah, but not THAT slow! I mean, come ON! Daddy's got great stamina. He can take it! You can lap right on his sweet spot for ages, and he'll totally love it!"

"Like this?" Mindy licked her way up to my sweet spot, and gave it a few extra licks, but then she kept on licking up higher.

Michelle was hopeful at first, and started saying, "Yes... Yes!" But then, when Mindy went too high, Michelle threw her head back in dismay and tore at her hair some more. "No! NO! Not THERE! Sheesh! Daddy hardly has any nerve endings there! Lower! Down! Back to right around the edge of the crown!"

Ruby had stopped grasping at her pussy mound because was clutching at air with her hands, too frustrated for words. She felt a little better when Mindy went back to licking my sweet spot a little more (since Mindy knew it wouldn't be plausible if she were too clueless). But then Ruby complained, "And Mindy, what's with the way you're holding it? You can stroke it and hold it for support at the same time. But you're holding it like you're afraid to touch it or something!"

"Yeah!" Michelle agreed emphatically. "As long as your hand is there, wrapped around his thickness, why not use it to stroke it too? I mean, sure, start slow, but not like you're in a COMA! Arrrgh!"

Finally, they were more or less mollified when Mindy began jacking off my shaft while licking in the right area on and around my sweet spot. However, by now, they were really hot and bothered. I peeked at them again, and saw both of them were pinching their nipples AND playing with their pussies. True, they were touching themselves over their clothes, but they were obviously getting very worked up just the same.

Suddenly, Mindy let go of my boner altogether and stood up. She said brightly, "I'm thirsty. I'm going to take a break and get myself a glass of milk. Does anyone else want anything?"

The girls stared at her in disbelief, like her whole head had just turned turquoise blue with pink stripes. They shook their heads no.

After Mindy headed to the kitchen, the girls whispered quietly to each other, but they were so frazzled that they didn't realize I was still close enough to hear even quiet whispering. (Plus, I think it helped that I kept my eyes closed - perhaps they thought I was off in some erotic la-la land.)

Michelle hissed at Ruby, "What's up with Mom? You call THAT a blowjob? She's supposed to be the sex expert around here. PATHETIC! And then she just gets up and leaves him hanging, like it's no big deal!"

Ruby hissed back, "And not only that, but to get milk? If that were me, I wouldn't need any milk. The best tasting creamy, milky refreshment is churning in his balls, ready to be splattered down my throat!"

"I know! Her only thirst should be for Daddy's tasty cum!" Michelle grew a bit more contemplative. "But then again, she refuses to become a full cock slave. She just doesn't have the true cock slave spirit. No self-respecting cock slave is just gonna leave him hanging like that after such a short time!"

There was a longer pause, and then Ruby asked in a quieter whisper that I could only just hear, "Do you think we should help out?"

"NO! Definitely not! What kind of boycott would that be, if we gave up that easily?"

Ruby spoke with obvious frustration. "True. This exposes a big hole in our plan, you know. I mean, how can he get desperate enough to give in, if she's helping him out all the time? I didn't expect her to blow him through breakfast. She's having an off day or something, but we know how effective she is normally."

"I know, but we just have to do our best. What else can we do? Besides, if her blowjobs are as lame as..." Her voice trailed off, because Mindy walked back.

Mindy gulped down most of a glass of milk, and then wiped her upper lip clean as she sighed in satisfaction. As she put her glass on the table, she looked at the girls with dismay, as if she was seeing them for the first time that morning. "What's wrong with you?"

Michelle and Ruby looked around, puzzled. "What?" Michelle asked.

"Those clothes. Where'd you get them from, The Gap? Old Navy? They're so generic. You look positively... normal!"

"That's the point," Ruby said defensively. "After all, with the sex boycott-"

Mindy interrupted, "Boycott or no boycott, you're still Daddy's eternal cock slaves, are you not? If you are, you need to dress like it! Besides, your whole goal is to tempt him to give in. How will he ever be tempted, if you dress like THAT?" She pointed at their clothes with undisguised derision.

Michelle stammered, "Uh, well..."

Mindy acted really annoyed. "Take them all off right now. And give him a nice striptease while you're at it. You're cock slaves, so start acting like it! But if you'll excuse me, I've got some more yummy cocksucking to do."

As my nude wife started to drop down, she noticed my plate of food and pretended dismay over that too. "Why, Honey! You've hardly touched your breakfast. At this rate, I'll have to suck your cock all morning. And since I've got to go to work, the girls will eventually have to take over. Not to mention, you've got important things to do, starting with spanking those very same wayward daughters."

I'd opened my eyes while my wife was talking to me. That enabled me to glance at my girls, who luckily weren't looking towards my face. The expressions crossing Michelle's face were amusing, to say the least. I swear, her eyeballs doubled in size when Mindy suggested they might have to take over. And when the spanking was mentioned, I could see her big torpedo tits start to bounce and heave so much that it was like she'd started jogging in place. Her cheeks got a little pink too, which was not only cute, but it reminded me of what her other set of cheeks would look like after I got done spanking them.

The Hellions were planning on dressing sexily (or not at all) in order to tempt me until I was forced to give in. But Mindy had turned that logic on its head, since they were the desperately horny ones at the moment, not me. They were smart girls and should have known better, but their lust was obviously short-circuiting their thinking. Plus, they didn't have the experience at sexual manipulation that my wife had.

Both of them slowly took their clothes off, giving me a nice strip show to watch while Mindy resumed blowing me. They were so horny that they couldn't help but get into it, and yet they showed an obvious reluctance, which somehow made everything that much hotter for me to watch. They seemed to be moving to the same slow rhythm, and yet there was no music playing.

This time, Mindy was intent on arousing me instead of putting on a good show to arouse the girls. She knew they were too preoccupied with their stripping to look at much more than the back of her bobbing head. However, she made up for that by being extra noisy. She slurped and slurped like she was sipping through a straw to get at the very last of a milkshake.

My pleasure level was soaring higher and higher! I must admit, watching the Gruesome Twosome gradually give in to their lusts was just as arousing as the talented things my wife was doing with her mouth and fingers.

Ruby seemed to be in a sort of sexual daze. I heard her whispering the words "Oh Daddy!" or "Daddy, Daddy, Daddy," or some variant pretty much the entire time. I don't think she was aware she was saying that, either.

Michelle seemed particularly reluctant to do an arousing striptease, since we were supposed to be "at war." But her lust betrayed her, mostly. Her striptease could only be described as halting and spasmodic. The way her brain kept fighting her body made her actions that much more arousing. She kept on caressing her fully exposed torpedo tits, as if she was discovering them for the first time.

Since the girls were standing next to each other, it was only natural that they started to help each other disrobe. That quickly turned into all out lesbian caresses. When they ran out of clothes to take off, they kept on running their hands over each other's perfect nude bodies. They were within inches of French kissing when they seemed to snap to and remembered where they were and what the situation was.

I had a hard time understanding their thinking - and the way Mindy was expertly sucking my cock now made it hard to think at all. But I guessed they figured they wanted to 'tempt me' but not get so aroused that they lost their own sense of self-control.

However, while they were trying not to touch me, they were too hot to avoid touching each other. When they stopped their sexy dancing, they pulled into a close embrace. I heard Ruby desperately whisper to Michelle, "Help me! I'm too hot!"

Michelle whispered back, "Me too!" She looked down. "We shouldn't be doing this!" She was referring to the fact that both of them had started fingering the other one's wet slit.

Suddenly, and somewhat surprisingly, they managed to break apart.

They staggered around a bit, as if drunk, and then found their way back to their chairs. Then, pretty much within seconds of doing that, they resumed playing with their own nipples and pussies. Now that they were naked, there were no obstructions preventing them from slipping their fingers up and down their slits, and that's exactly what they did.

I no longer pretended to keep my eyes closed. I'd been staring openly at them since they'd started stripping. I don't know if they were just too horny to stop themselves, or thought that they were somehow tempting me and weakening my resolve. Either way, they made no effort to hide what they were doing, and stared back alternately at my face and my crotch with wanton desire. Ruby kept mouthing the word "Daddy!" as her fingers worked her slit and clit.

Michelle also lifted her heavy melons up, as if offering them up to me.

Ruby saw that, and hefted hers up too, while continuing to masturbate with her other hand, of course.

The look on their faces - wow! Pure sexual desire. They kept licking their lips and salivating, obviously imagining themselves in Mindy's place.

Before long, I was struggling not to cum. Funnily enough, I think I was more aroused by my girls' faces and the sheer size and perfection of their globular tits than what my wife was doing with her tongue and lips. And that wasn't because Mindy was doing a poor job. With the stripteases over, she'd changed her technique again. I guess she didn't want to be seen as a bad cocksucker, because she was going at it with fervor. But she also was cleverly back in the same position she'd been in prior to the stripteases, which was designed to give the girls a great view of my boner and what her lips and fingers were doing to it.

No one spoke, but entire conversations were said non-verbally. I know I mentioned it already, but the passion in my daughters' eyes would have knocked me backwards had I not been used to it already. It was like non-contact fucking.

My two teenage bombshells attempted to sit on the edges of their seats, but they didn't stay there for long, because their view of my erection from there was occasionally blocked by Mindy's head. Soon, they were standing with their hands still running all over their tits and pussies. I don't think they even realized that their feet were drawing them closer to the action, until one of them and then the other actually bumped into my outstretched legs.

That gave them pause, but only briefly. Before long, one of Michelle's bare legs was resting against one of my knees, while one of Ruby's legs was resting against my other knee. That put them so close that I could hear their occasional muttering. True, it wasn't very coherent, just little phrases like, "Oh God! So hot! So hot!" or "I need it!" or "So fuckin' thick!" or "Take it deeper, Mom! Choke on it!" But these little comments really turned me on, especially since I knew I wasn't supposed to be hearing them.

My wife, bless her, knew all the signs of when I'd climax. But she had even more diabolical schemes in mind, so she pulled her tongue and lips off my slicked up shaft at the very last second, when I was right on the very cusp of cumming.

The girls were so out of control horny that they were beyond the point of being able to complain coherently about this. They only shouted variations on "Cum!" and "Please, cum!" and "Daddy, cum!"

To my great amusement, Michelle reached out and slapped the back of Mindy's head in irritation. This was poetic justice for the slap she'd gotten from Mindy earlier. She glared at Mindy with great emotion, but Mindy was turned towards me so she didn't see. "Mom! Are you nuts?! You can't stop now!"

With my erection bouncing and twitching in the air, dripping pre-cum, Mindy seemingly ignored that, and casually glanced at her watch. "Oh shoot," she said in an equally casual tone. "As I thought, I've got to leave for work right now. Honey, will you be okay?"

Ruby exploded with frustration, pointing to my now lightly bobbing boner. "NO! He will NOT be okay! Just, just, just... LOOK at that!" She was licking her lips over and over, and even gulping.

It looked like Michelle had been about to say something similar, because she also was pointing wildly, so wildly that she only occasionally aimed at my crotch. Judging from the way she was trembling, struggling to stand, and how she had to step back and clutch the table edge for support, I gathered she was too distracted by an orgasm soaring through her.

Mindy started to stand, and faced the girls. "Since I have to go, can you two finish him off?"

Ruby squealed, and fell to one knee. She poked a finger in her slit to her hymen, even as she tilted her head back and let out a silent scream.

Michelle's knees buckled, and she used a second hand to hold onto the table for dear life.

Ruby pointed incredulously again. "Look! It's like, it's like... five feet tall! And throbbing, and red, and so, so... so fuckin' DELICIOUS!"

Michelle exclaimed, "You know what it is? It's KING DONG!"

That caused both of them to scream and shriek like overexcited teenybopper girls at a Beatles concert.

I must say, I really, really failed to understand this whole 'King Dong' thing. Wasn't it the same penis the whole time? I honestly didn't get it. But they looked upon it with something approaching fear and awe, like this little eight-inch tube of flesh was going to up and attack them.

I grasped Mindy's wrist and pulled her back to me. Obviously, she wanted the girls to take over to help destroy their sex boycott plan. I admired her deviousness, but it didn't seem right to me. If their boycott collapsed so completely so quickly, they might resort to even more drastic measures that I couldn't predict or control.

I said to my wife, "I'm almost there. You can stay another minute, can't you?"

Kneeling, she brought her hands back to my erection. But, knowing the girls couldn't see her face, she looked at me quizzically, as if she was asking me, "Are you sure? Don't you want them to do it?" 

I nodded firmly, making clear to her that I was sure.

She bent down and trapped my dick in her deep cleavage. There was no need for lubrication, since my boner was positively soaked with pre-cum and saliva. As she started churning her big tits up and down on either side of my rod in a random pattern, giving me an unspeakably huge amount of pleasure, she said, "Oh, very well. But there's one problem. If you cum on me, it's going to take a long time to clean up. And I really do have to go. Maybe you should cum on the girls. Wouldn't you like that? Wouldn't you like to splatter their faces and big tanned tits with your hot seed?"

Both Ruby and Michelle were no longer capable of any verbal coherence. But they certainly let out some extremely loud and passionate moans. I couldn't tell if that meant they wanted me to do it to them or were aghast at the idea. Maybe even they didn't know.

My hard-on hadn't had that long of a break, and I was rapidly reaching a boiling point again. I had to quickly decide where I should cum. Maybe Mindy mostly just enjoyed the idea of seeing our daughters' faces dripping with gooey cum, but she did have a genuine clean up problem if I came on her (assuming she really was about to go to work). So I wasn't keen on doing that, but I also felt reluctant to cum on the girls, for the same reasons I was reluctant for them to take over.

Then a new idea came to me. I shouted, "Cup! A cup!"

Mindy understood. I'm sure she had ideas of tempting the girls some more with the "yummy goo" gambit. She reached behind her, attempting to grab a cup from the table without letting my pole slip from her cleavage. But my seat was so far from the table that my place setting was the only one within her reach. I'd never made much progress on eating my food, and my glass was nearly fully with orange juice too.

"For Christ's sake," Mindy complained. She had to twist around and disengage from me to reach further down the table, but even with her greater reach, there were no empty cups to be had. Both Ruby and Michelle had hardly touched their waffles or their drinks either, since they were so busy watching and masturbating.

However, Mindy used both hands to pick up Ruby's plate full of food, and then Michelle's plate. Without explanation, she twisted back to me and held the plates next to each other right below my erection. With a smirk, she suggested, "Here! Give them an extra dose of protein!"

That thought was so arousing that all I needed to do was reach down and touch my erection, and it shuddered in an orgasmic explosion. I felt a head rush so overwhelming that I had to close my eyes briefly, and my entire body was tingling with energy and pure pleasure. Yet I somehow managed to hold on to my stiff boner.

After a few seconds, I even recovered enough to guide the direction of my cum ropes firing out of me like bullets. It was a bit like trying to walk through a hurricane, which meant my aim was approximate at best. But I managed to hit the plates with most of my cum. (A little bit landed on the carpet or Mindy, especially when I occasionally changed my aim from one plate to another.)

Slowly but surely, we all recovered from our orgasmic highs. Everyone, that is, except for Mindy, who probably didn't have one, considering how calm and collected she looked. Her appearance was in complete contrast to that of the girls - they looked utterly DESTROYED. Both wound up sitting on their asses, like there had been a hurricane and it had knocked them over. The way their hair was tousled, with long strands hanging down their faces or matted to their foreheads, also made it looked like they'd just survived a natural disaster. Either that, or a very intense and prolonged fucking.

Mindy sat between my legs for a minute or two, still holding the plates of food, and seemingly trying to win some sort of 'most satisfied smirk of the year' award. She waited until the wild panting behind her had come down to mere heavy breathing, and then she turned around.

Triumphantly, she stood up, and then put the plates back where she'd picked them up. "Come on, girls," she said, sounding motherly all of a sudden. "Just look! You've barely touched your food. I'm not going to go until I see you at least start to eat."

The girls somehow picked themselves up and dragged their naked asses back to their chairs. Still panting, with their big racks heaving, they stared intently at their plates.

I had to scoot my chair closer to the table so I could get a good look as well. I had to pat myself on the back at just how much cum I'd managed to eject in the first place, and how much of that had actually landed on top of their waffles.

Mindy stood at my end of the table, enabling her to easily reach both girls. She did just that as she patted their nearest tits at the same time. "Eat up, girls. The more you eat, the bigger your tits will grow for your master."

But it was like they didn't hear her, since they were so transfixed by what was on their plates. Even when Mindy started caressing their tit-flesh more than just patting it, they still paid her no mind.

Michelle whispered in awe as she gawked, "That is so hot!"

Ruby's eyes were even bigger. She whispered, "I think I'm gonna faint!"

I knew Mindy really did have to go to work now, but I also knew she wasn't going to go anywhere until she saw her daughters at least starting to eat their cum-covered waffles. I figured the image of that would fuel her fantasies for a long time to come.

Ruby smirked. "Look! I have more on my plate. So there!" She stuck her tongue out at Michelle playfully.

Michelle was panting pretty hard, but she had to concede Ruby's plate had a bit more cum on it. She tried to act nonchalant, but failed miserably. "So what? It's not like I care." All the while, she was licking her lips, just as Ruby was (yet again).

Since neither of them were moving towards their plates, Mindy encouraged them with more friendly tit caresses, "Come on! Don't be shy. It's only Daddy's cum. You love the taste. I imagine it'll be a rare day from now on when your stomachs aren't at least half full with millions of his little spermies."

Michelle stared at the plate as if it was radioactive. "I know! That's not the point." After some more panting, she explained between still more pants, "I know that as soon as I taste it, I'll cum hard! A gigantic multiple orgasm! And it won't stop, ever! I'll just keep cumming and cumming and cumming until... I don't know what! Maybe I'll dehydrate." She looked up at Mindy with real concern. "I could die!"

Mindy laughed. She pinched all four of their nipples, one after another, and caressed the steep and curvy slopes of their huge orbs a bit more.

I think the girls hardly noticed, because they were panting and heaving so much, and staring intently at their cum-covered food.

Mindy finally tore her hands away from their hefty melons so she could push their plates closer to them. "You're not gonna die. If a woman could die from too many orgasms, I never would have survived my honeymoon. Now, you KNOW I want to see you eat, and you KNOW I'm about to be late, so won't you at least eat a little bit? For me?"

Michelle and Ruby looked at each other, cut themselves bites out of the waffles, and started eating. Both of them had little orgasms, I think, but not the 'life-threatening' monster orgasms Michelle had feared. However, they made up for that with their near-constant moans of ecstasy. Each time they took a new bite, it was as if their pussies were being split anew by my big erection thrusting deep inside.

Mindy watched intently while putting her robe back on. As she finished doing that, she bent over me and conspiratorially whispered in my ear, "Am I a fuckin' genius or what? I really could have reached the cups - which would also have been hot, by the way - but that idea just came to me on the spot. Which is pretty much what's happening to them with every bite. You know, cumming on the spot."

I chuckled. "Yeah. I got it."

She whispered, "Well, I hope you've got it, and a hell of a lot of it. You realize they're gonna want to have your sperm on ALL their food from now on?" She chuckled as an image came to her. "I can just picture a see-through ketchup bottle filled to the brim with your whitish, gooey cum. Can you imagine that?" She laughed some more.

The girls heard that, and moaned erotically again, right on cue.

She bent down and kissed my hair. "Have fun. And call me. Let me know what the girls eat for lunch." She laughed again, and walked off.

The busty Hellions didn't notice that Mindy was leaving; they were busy turning waffle eating into a sex act. Both were savoring each bite, and then staring at each other and making erotic faces as they ate. Honestly, they barely noticed I was still there.

With nothing else to do, I pulled my chair up closer to the table and started eating my own (thankfully cum-free) waffles.




Chapter 80



After that rather bizarre breakfast finished, I took a shower, dressed, and got busy with my writing. Fortunately, for both my work and sanity, I didn't see the girls for the rest of the morning. 

I happily resumed work on my swashbuckler novel about John, Morgana, and Roxanna. Since so much of the story was set in a harem, I decided it was time to get more serious about it. Yesterday, I'd done some research on how actual harems operated in the Middle East in past centuries, and it was distressing and depressing. Harems had been much more centers of cutthroat intrigues than non-stop sex romps. But still, that was helpful for making interesting plots. I decided to go back to what I'd written in recent days, which was almost entirely pornographic, and add in more realistic details and beef up the power struggle elements.

As a result, I didn't get any further in the story's plot. But I felt that the most recent chapters were improved, and more of what I'd written would be salvagable for the censored version that would eventually get published.

We all got together for lunch. However, the two Hellions were dressed on the conservative side, and acted that way as well (aside from making several jokes about needing my 'special sauce' on their food). They weren't particularly friendly or unfriendly, but mostly seemed distracted. They made a few veiled hints about a 'big project' they'd spent the morning working on. Whatever it was, it was obviously taking up most of their attention. Even as we ate, I could tell that new ideas about their project were coming to them, ideas they wanted to share but couldn't because I was there. There was a lot of furtive whispering though.

They also had a habit of humming 'The Imperial March' whenever I walked to or from the kitchen. That's the tune usually played when Darth Vader appeared in the Star Wars movies. It was amusing - the first couple of times.

Still, overall, it was kind of nice to have things back to the 'old ways,' where they more or less dressed and behaved like ordinary teenage girls, rather than sex crazed nymphomaniacs desperate to drain my life force out of me through my penis. I needed a break to absorb all the tectonic changes that had happened recently, plus time to catch up on my writing and actually make progress on my novel.

At the end of the meal, I got their full attention and made an announcement. I reminded them about Nicky's plans to come home soon, and then explained how Mindy and I had come up with a scheme to divert Nicky to Hawaii for the next two weeks.

My vixen daughters appeared both amused and relieved. Michelle snickered, "Looks like the shoe's on the other foot - now YOU get to be the schemer!"

I pointed out, "However, Nicky's not going directly there. She's driving home tomorrow. She'll be spending the night here, as she has some last minute errands, and of course she has to pack for tropical weather." (Even though Nicky was off at college, her bedroom was more or less unchanged, and she still had a majority of her clothes and other possessions in there.)

We discussed the problems of Nicky being here, even if only for one night. I made it clear that there would be a total sex ban during that time, and there shouldn't be even the tiniest hint about something sexual going on.

Michelle pointed out, "That's no problem. We've got our sex boycott going on anyway, so the timing is perfect. Besides, we'll be totally busy with our project, not to mention our crap job. We'll hardly have a chance to see her anyway."

I said, "You mean your video job, not your 'crap job.'"

She rolled her eyes. "Whatever."

I repeated myself a bit, stressing the importance of not giving Nicky any chance to figure out what was going on. I even did some finger wagging and pointing to emphasize my concerns.

That led Ruby to ask, "But she's only gonna be in Hawaii for two weeks. What then?"

I really hated that question, because I had no answer. I admitted, "I honestly don't know. She's at Berkeley most of the year, obviously. It's only two months that we have to deal with. Maybe we'll just have to cool down and be very discreet for the rest of the summer until she goes back north. I dunno. At least, we'll have two weeks to talk about it and come up with a plan."

"That's totally unacceptable!" Michelle complained. "I have no doubt you'll come to your senses about this dating stinky boys thing. Eventually. Even though you can be as slow and as stubborn as a mule when it comes to changing your misguided ways. So that means we'll have to go without pleasuring the King for the ENTIRE summer? I SO don't fucking think so!" She folded her arms underneath her rack to emphasize her point (not to mention bolster her humongous tits!).

Ruby turned to Michelle and said, "You mean get by with less pleasuring. Like, we may only get to suck on the King once or twice a day. We could sneak out of the house and do it at my house or something. But not go without completely! Come on. That's just crazy talk!"

Michelle's eyes went wide. "Oh GOD! What if Daddy doesn't give in for THE ENTIRE TWO WEEKS, and then Nicky comes back?!"

Ruby put a hand on Michelle's arm, as she clutched her for support. "Don't even go there! Think of all the Daddy cock left unsucked! You're scaring me!"

Michelle was alarmed. "I know! We'll never be able to get those lost boners back!"

Ruby pointed out, "Thank God that at least my mom and Sue Ellen will be there to at least take care of some of those. And he can freely fuck both of them already."

Michelle groaned unhappily. "Don't remind me! This is going to be torture, endless torture!"

I said, "Let's not 'go there' for now. But be warned. I'm willing to go to some pretty extreme lengths to keep Nicky out of our sordid little harem world. So let me know if you have any ideas."

Michelle suddenly and dramatically stood up and pulled her top off. She'd been wearing a bra, but she quickly got rid of that too. As she was doing, she told Ruby, "Quick! Take off all your clothes!"

Ruby asked her in confusion, "What are you doing?! What about the boycott?!"

Michelle continued to quickly strip as she explained, "I've discovered that Daddy does all his best thinking when he's horny. So we need to put the boycott on hold for just a few minute to get him in the right mindset."

Ruby started stripping too, though reluctantly. "Okay... but no touching. Right?"

"Um..." Michelle was torn about that. "I don't know if he's horny enough for what I'm going to suggest. What if you just sit in his lap and kiss him and rub your big tits all over his chest?"

"I can do that!!" Ruby immediately plopped herself on my lap without asking me first. She still had her skirt and panties on, but she was able to remove them while snuggling up to me.

I belatedly protested, "Hey! Isn't anyone going to ask me if I want this?"

They both spoke as one: "No!" Then they burst into laughter.

I didn't have a chance to reply because Ruby planted her lips on mine and gave me a big French kiss.

My dick swiftly engorged and I found my hands clutching and fondling Ruby's bare ass cheeks.

I was unable to see what devilry Michelle was up to during the kiss. But it came to an abrupt end when Ruby pulled her lips away in distress and said, "Oh no! Michelle, I'm sorry, but this somehow happened."

She was referring to the fact that one of her hands had found its way into my shorts during the kiss. She'd begun jacking me off without even thinking about it. She still didn't stop stroking my boner, but she repositioned slightly to show Michelle what she was doing.

Michelle said to her, "Don't worry about it. In fact, I was about to ask you to do that. As long as you stop there and keep your mouth and tits away from the King, we'll be okay. He really does his best thinking like this."

Ruby exhaled with relief. "Phew! I'm so glad to hear that. Gaawwwd! I've missed this so much!" She brought a second hand down to unzip my fly. Once she took care of that, she pumped and fondled my boner with both hands.

I was too overwhelmed by their raw sexuality to even think whether I wanted them to violate the sex boycott like this or not. They were unstoppable forces of nature in any case. All I could manage was to complain to Ruby, "You sound like it's been ages, but it's only been a matter of hours."

She replied, "True, but it's been a lot of hours. And you don't know what it's like to be a cock slave. When you live to serve Daddy cock, going without for even a few hours is almost unbearable!"

I started to say, "Come on. It's can't be..." But my voice trailed off, because of what Michelle was doing. I'd lost sight of her, with Ruby right in my face. So it was unexpected when Michelle also appeared in my face. Or, more accurately, her jutting torpedoes did. She stood directly behind where Ruby was sitting in my lap, probably pressing much of her body directly against Ruby's backside. Then her enormous F-cups suddenly loomed large right in my face. She clutched their outer sides, pushing them forward so they were practically enveloping my face!

Ruby couldn't fail to notice that. She lowered her head slightly so those giant globes really could envelop my face. She giggled. "Nice one, Michelle!"

I couldn't see a thing, because my nose was suddenly buried deep in Michelle's very deep cleavage. Nearly all of my face was feeling her soft and spongy tit-flesh. But I certainly could feel a lot, including Ruby's erect nipples poking through my shirt and her hands slipping and sliding all over my hot pole.

Although I was unable to see Michelle's face, I could hear the smirky satisfaction as she said, "Okay, that's better. Like I said, Daddy, you do all your best thinking in this sort of thinking. Which brings me back to what I wanted to say about the Nicky problem."

I muttered, "Uh-oh!" I had a foreboding feeling. I kept on unthinkingly kneading Ruby's ass cheeks as I waited for what I was certain would be a bad suggestion. If it was something I would readily agree with, she wouldn't have to go through all this to try to soften me up first.

Michelle said, carefully, "Okay, Daddy, don't be alarmed, but... wouldn't it be easier if you just were honest with Nicky? You should just tell her the truth. All of it!" As she spoke, she was caressing my face with her gigantic knockers.

I unhappily responded, "A-ha! I knew you were going to say something like that. I suppose I should tell her what I'm doing to you and Ruby too?"

"Of course!"

Trying to ignore their combined sexy attack, especially the way Ruby was rubbing my sweet spot, I asked, "And I imagine you want me to just mention to her that I've got four sex slaves, including you two?"

"Of course!" Michelle said happily again. "Why the heck not? You've always told us that honesty is the best policy. And wouldn't it be easier for everyone involved? That way, we won't have to sneak around."

I groaned unhappily, even though I was flying high from the handjob and all the rest. "Shelle, all you ever do is think about yourself. That would work out great for you, but what about Nicky?! She'll be devastated! It would be worse than finding out her family joined some strange cult."

"I beg to differ," Michelle responded while continuing to give my face a strange sort of gentle titty massage. "Sure, she'll be shocked at first, but she'll get over it soon enough. You think she's totally prudish and sexless, but she's not. She actually has a really hot body! And her tits are a lot bigger than you probably think. You need to see her in a bikini."

I tried to groan unhappily again, although I fear it might have sounded more erotic. I suddenly had disturbing visions of Nicky in a very skimpy red bikini, with breasts as large as Ruby's, or even Michelle's. To mask my arousal, I loudly complained, "Shut up! What the hell does that have to do with anything?!"

Michelle slid her jutting tits so I unexpectedly found a hard nipple right in front of my mouth. Without thinking, I began suckling on it. I just couldn't resist!

Once she had me hooked on that, she replied, "It's very relevant, because I think you completely misunderstand her. You still think of her as your innocent, virgin, little girl. But she's been going out with Steve for, like, a year. They've definitely had sex! She's been fucked, many times, I'm sure! She knows exactly how it feels to have a hot, throbbing cock slide into her burning, needy, tight cunt! Of course, the odds are a million to one that Steve's cock is as thick and powerful as yours, but still, I'm sure she's enjoyed herself. She's cried out in orgasmic ecstasy as she-"

I pulled my lips off Michelle's nipple to exclaim, "Where are you going with this?! Get to your point already!"

She used her hands to guide my mouth to her other nipple. Once I was latched on, she continued, "Fine. My point is, she's not the sexual prude you think she is. In fact, she's a total hottie! She's got a body that's built for sex, just like mine! Since we're sisters, that's no surprise. I think she's VERY sexual, it's just that she's scared of the power of her sexual desires so she covers up and tries to deny her true nature. Which means that she will understand if we tell her the full truth, eventually. It's the best way, and you know it!"

"In fact..." She paused. Then I felt more fingers on my stiff erection, suggesting that at least one of her hands had joined with Ruby's. Once her fingers were slipping and sliding in my pre-cum, she continued, "In fact, since we are sisters, the odds are very good that she's sexually submissive just like me. Just like Mom. Admit it, Mom must be somewhat submissive to have that whole cucquean thing going on. So it runs in the family, through the women. Which means that, once she gets over her initial shock, she'll probably want to join in! Join the harem! Learn to serve your great big cock!"

That distressed me so very much that I was able to pull my lips off Michelle's nipple and push her massive tits away from my face. But I didn't stop there. I slowly and carefully stood up. Since Ruby was on my lap, she was unable to do anything but slide off.

Somehow, my two relentless vixen daughters wound up with their hands still wrapped around my boner, even after we all ended up standing.

Having accomplished that much, I practically yelled, "A-ha! I knew it! I knew you were going to go there. But you couldn't be more wrong. That's sick! She's nothing like you! Don't drag her down into this!"

Michelle had claimed the prime spot at my cockhead, and she rubbed my sweet spot aggressively as she said, "A-ha! Your mouth says one thing, but your big fat cock says another. If you're so outraged, why aren't you going flaccid?"

I protested, "How can I, with you two stuck on me like leeches?! Even after I stood up, I still can't get you to stop!"

Ruby had been curiously silent all along, but unfortunately she spoke up to say, "That's because we're young, hot, busty, and in our sexual prime! Just like Nicky. If you could see her entire body, you'd realize that she's a perfect ten. Which means she's incredibly fit and athletic, which means she has to have an energetic sex drive."

"No it doesn't!" I was panting hard, and not just from the still continuing dual handjob. Standing up hadn't helped me much, except to get their enormous racks off my face and chest.

Ruby said, "Daddy, I've been jacking you off all along. As soon as Michelle mentioned making Nicky one of your sex slaves, your cock started twitching wildly. What does that mean?"

"It doesn't mean anything! That's just coincidence, 'cos you're slowly wearing my down!" Finding a new burst of resolve, I managed to take a couple of steps back while pushing them away. That finally freed my boner from their relentlessly sliding fingers. I quickly secured this victory by covering my crotch with both hands. Of course I was flying high with arousal, but I wasn't about to give them the satisfaction of making me cum while they talked about Nicky like this.

Now that I was regaining control of the situation, I spoke loudly and firmly. "Listen to me, and listen to me good! Those ideas of yours about Nicky... they're out of bounds! They're misguided and crazy, and a disaster waiting to happen! So don't let me catch you saying them ever again! And especially don't you dare suggest them to anyone else, most especially Nicky herself! Do you want to ruin everything we have going here?!"

Michelle and Ruby seemed chastened. They dropped their heads and acted contrite. Michelle said, "Sorry, Daddy. You're right. That was probably uncalled for. It's just that I was kind of... brainstorming. I mean, it is a logical option to simply tell her the truth, at least, isn't it?"

Ruby quickly added, "You've always encouraged us to be honest. Stuff like that made you a better dad than my supposed real dad."

I responded somewhat uncomfortably, "Yeah, well, that's definitely true most of the time. But there are times for white lies or lies of omission. Everybody knows that. Nobody is 100 percent honest all the time. It's just not practical or possible. This is a time where we have no choice but to keep certain facts from her."

I continued, with my hands still covering my raging erection, "Because you're totally wrong about her being like you, Shelle. Don't take this badly, but you're off the charts, sexually. I'm not really sure what the exact definition of a 'nympho' is, but you'd probably qualify."

Her face lit up. "Thanks! I take that as a compliment."

Ruby shifted into a sexy pose, showing off her nude body. "Daddy, am I a nympho too? Please say 'yes!'"

I groaned with lust and frustration. "Probably. If Michelle is, then you are too. But my point is, you two are extreme outliers. Nicky, by contrast, is right down the middle. Totally normal sexually in every way! Which means she's NOT going to be predisposed to be understanding about this. In fact, if you go by the way conservative way she dresses, she's way more prudish than most girls her age. So please! NO MORE talk along those lines! We'll just have to think of something else."

I was pleasantly surprised when Michelle nodded obediently. "Whatever you say, Daddy. You are our master, after all. We have to obey you. And you may well be right. Sometimes, I let my lust run wild and that can affect my judgment."

I asked sarcastically, "You think?! Geez! Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! I officially declare any talk of Nicky along those lines to be off limits! Is that clear?"

They both nodded, even as they stood side by side in all their naked glory.

I suggested, "If you must grapple with this Nicky problem, put your devious minds to figuring out ways to keep our sexual lifestyle from her for the rest of the summer. Okay? There are things we can do, ways we can continue to have fun without getting caught. Let's make that our goal."

Michelle nodded. "Yes, Master. We'll be good."

Ruby put a hand on Michelle's bare shoulder. "Before we get too good, Daddy still has a big time boner. Since we kind of temporarily broke our sex boycott anyway, shouldn't we kind of help him finish? I'm thinking a long, slurpy, glorious dual blowjob! On our knees, of course, and with lots of titfucking action!"

Michelle bit her lip as she stared at my hands covering my crotch. "That would be... fairly... awesome! Gaawwwd! We could spend like the next hour slobbering and slurping all over that massive monster! Together! And I really want to take another crack at deep throating. And you should too."

But then she appeared to have a change of heart. "But... no!" She clutched at Ruby's nearest shoulder. "We have to be strong! Strong! Think of the sex boycott! Think of the stinky boys! Think of STEVE!"

That surprised Ruby. "Steve? Why Steve? He seems like a relatively nice, normal guy."

"True, but that's just the thing. Do you have a 'nice, normal guy' for a BOYFRIEND?! Do you want Daddy to force you to date somebody like him?"

Ruby caught on, and her face soured. "Oh, no! Oh, HELL NO! Pardon my French, but no fucking way! My heart belongs to Daddy! And my entire body!" She quickly assumed Position Number Two, which meant hands on head, legs spread wide, and chest thrust out.

Michelle saw that and immediately struck the same pose, careful to do it side by side. With her head slightly bowed, he said to me, "Master, you have NO IDEA how tough it is for me to resist the siren call of your great big cock! Even though you're covering it, I can tell that it's wonderfully stiff. That's literally what I live for, to serve you, to keep the King throbbing with pleasure! But that's also why I'm forced to leave you hanging this time. A cock slave can only have ONE master!"

Ruby chimed in, "To even have our bodies defiled with the touch of another man would be a travesty! A tragedy! It would be a trauma, like a rape! It could never be undone! So that's why I have to stick with Michelle. We have to be strong and stand united until you see the light!"

They dropped their hands from the tops of their heads to face each other and clasp hands.

I sighed. I must admit I was disappointed that they'd shown such resolve. That suggested it wouldn't be so easy to get them to crack. Furthermore, my hard-on was urgently crying out for sexual satisfaction.

However, I was resolved to show my willpower too. It finally occurred to me to pull my shorts up, as they were still hanging down around my knees. I did so, and carefully tucked my boner away. I huffed, "Okay, fine. That's probably for the best. I'm going to go wash the dishes."

That threw them for a loop. Michelle asked, incredulously, "Wash the dishes?!"

I played dumb. "Yeah. We just had lunch. There are some dirty dishes that aren't going to clean themselves."

Ruby protested, "But I could see as you pulled your shorts up that you still have a serious stiff boner problem. It's practically a King Dong crisis! Don't you want to go upstairs and masturbate or something like that?!"

I very much wanted to do just that. But I shrugged as if I was indifferent. "Nah. If I ignore it, it'll just go away after a while."

Michelle in particular was distraught to hear that. She ran her fingers through her hair, which setting her immense jugs wobbling. "Oh God! Daddy, you can't just, just... let it DIE! That goes against everything we believe in!"

I shrugged again. "Well, them's the breaks. Believe me, I'm not happy about it, but I respect your strong stance." With that, I walked out of the room towards the kitchen.

The two Hellions were chagrined, to say the least. Michelle even said to my back as I left the room, "Well, you don't have to respect us THAT much!"

But after some quiet muttering between the two of them, they gathered their clothes and went upstairs together.

I was secretly relieved. I really did wash the dishes, as it helped me come down from my sexual high. My erection didn't go away immediately, but at least some sort of calmness and self-control returned.

As I scrubbed the dishes, I thought, This is going to be some kind of battle. It would be oh-so-easy to just admit to them that I've given up entirely on the dating stinky boys idea... Hell, now they've got me saying 'stinky boys.' Anyway, that would be so very easy, and tempting, but I've got to win the battle of wills. The harem won't function unless I can establish real, firm control. 

For instance, their crazy thoughts about Nicky. I'm not surprised, even though they were totally projecting about her. She's not like them whatsoever, but they're blurring the line between fantasy and reality. Just like Mindy has been doing lately, actually. Somebody needs to maintain some grip on reality, and that apparently has to be me! If I let them have their way, things will totally spin out of control, and fast! Nobody wants that. 

Unfortunately, even after I finished the dishes and then cleaning the kitchen in general, by erection still hadn't subsided. I was very careful not to allow myself to think of Nicky in a sexual way or really think about her at all. But simply remembering the Gruesome Twosome standing side by side in Position Number Two pretty much kept my erect no matter what. And when I thought of what else they'd done, for instance Michelle's titty face massage, I only got more aroused.

However, I was determined not to masturbate. I figured that if I did, they'd somehow find out, and they would see that as a kind of victory. Plus, I wasn't sure I'd be able to avoid jacking off while picturing Nicky naked, since they'd put that forbidden thought in my mind.

As a result, I tried something else entirely and went jogging around the neighborhood instead. I figured I needed the exercise anyway.

It was difficult at first running with a stiff boner, but whenever I jog I tend to go into a sort of mental state that's almost like a trance, where I'm able to empty my mind of nearly all my thoughts. Thankfully, that happened and my dick finally went flaccid. I was able to continue with the rest of my jog as normal.

By the time I was back home, I felt like my old self. It was a good feeling.

I went upstairs to shower and then resume my writing. However, on my way to my room, I stopped by Michelle's room to check on them. I noticed the door was open just a crack, and they were listening to the radio. It wasn't enough of a crack for me to peek in, but it showed that they hadn't locked the door. I walked away without alerting them to my presence.

That crack encouraged me. It suggested they were no longer insisting on locking themselves away and were back to acting relatively normally around me (except perhaps for them singing or humming the 'Imperial March' tune whenever they saw me). That made the sex boycott a lot more bearable.

I put my nose back to the grindstone and resumed my work on my swashbuckler novel. Just as I'd done before lunch, I utilized my recent research to add more realism and "local color" to the harem scenes I'd written in the past few days.

A couple of hours later, I decided it was a good time for me to take an extended break. I went to a nearby sex shop and bought a variety of sex toys, clothes, and other items. I'd been thinking about making such a trip for a while, and I'd compiled quite a long want list of things to use on, or give to, my lovely ladies. I probably should have waited until after Nicky had come and gone, but I have to admit that my sexual enthusiasm got the best of me.

Most of the purchases I hid away very carefully, because I wasn't going to need them for a while (and I certainly didn't want Nicky to see them!). But there was one set of matching items I'd bought that I planned on showing off almost immediately.

Still dressed in my usual clothes, I went down the hall and knocked on Michelle's door.

"Don't come in, Daddy!" Michelle shouted through the door. "We're working on our big project, and you're not allowed to see it until it's ready."

The door had been opened just a crack, but within moments of hearing me knock, one of them got up and closed the door all the way. Even so, I was pleased at how quickly Michelle had gone back to leaving her door unlocked. (Either that, or they'd noticed from yesterday that locking it was a futile gesture.) I said, "Okay, fine. I don't need to go in, but the two of you need to come out. Both of you, report to my room immediately. Naked!"

Ruby said, "But Daddy! You know about the sex boycott!"

"Yeah!" Michelle agreed emphatically.

I told them, "Don't worry, you won't be doing anything special with my penis. But both of you need to show up completely nude, because it's time for your daily spanking. So long as you're obedient and don't misbehave, you WILL be spanked. You know the drill."

There was a long pause, and then Michelle asked shyly and with obvious interest, "Position Number Two, followed by Position Number One?"

"That's right. Oh, and I want both of you to crawl on all fours to my room before assuming any position. That'll be part of the spanking tradition from now on. And the longer you take to start crawling, the more whacks you'll get."

"Oh shit!" I heard one of them mutter. I lingered by the door long enough to hear the rustling sounds indicating they were following orders.

I went back to my room and stood in the middle of it. I made sure my door was wide open, and I was standing in a spot where I could see Michelle's door all the way at the other end of the hall.

I didn't have to wait long. I'd only just found the perfect spot to stand in when I saw Michelle's door open a little bit. Her head peeked out at shoulder level. But then she made eye contact with me, and her head disappeared again. Seconds later, the door opened all the way, and her absolutely incredible nude body appeared in full. Then she started crawling down the hall with her head bowed.

Ruby followed right behind her. Unfortunately, I couldn't see much of her with Michelle being in the way.

My penis was half-hard from anticipation, and it grew fully hard as soon as I saw Michelle's embarrassed face and her drooping tits swinging wildly underneath her. I unzipped my fly, and let my erection out.

I thought, This is awesome! They're fucking CRAWLING naked! For me! Sex boycott or not, I need to find more excuses to get these two naked. I know, the general rule is that it's sexier if a woman wears at least some clothes. But that rule is more for normal women. These two are like goddesses! Their perfect bodies are works of art that demand to be seen in their entirety! 

Michelle heard my zipping sound all the way down the hall, and looked up with concern. Seeing my fully engorged dick, she frowned and dropped her head back down, and then kept crawling. Obviously, she was worried about maintaining her sex boycott in the face of such temptation.

I noticed that, as she crawled, she wasn't avoiding letting her already erect nipples rub against the carpet. In fact, at times, she seemed to deliberately lower herself just to let them roughly brush against it. From the look on her face, I could only imagine the kind of sensations she was feeling from letting her nipples stroke the carpet like that as she crawled towards me. It looked like she was shivering with delight every time. At one point, she even had to stop and bite her lip with her eyes closed before she could continue crawling towards me.

Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! How many girls her age would be so endowed to even have the problem of nipples dragging on the carpet?! Not even Ruby is quite that busty, not unless she slouches down as she crawls. She lacks the jutting factor. 

I can't tell you how much fun I was having watching them crawl to me. I started stroking my erection to enjoy it all the more. The only problem was that I still could only really see Michelle, since she was in front. I quickly fixed that by saying, "Hey! You two crawl side by side so I can see you both. Since we have wide hallways, we should put them to good use."

So that's what they did, although Michelle had to take the lead again while they crawled through my doorway.

As I jerked off, I thought, Is it wrong to have my own daughters crawl to me naked, just because I feel like it? Okay, maybe. Well, to be honest, 'hell yeah!' is more accurate. But the way I look at it, they've freely, eagerly, and pretty much unilaterally declared themselves my cock slaves. As part of that, they said they would do anything to make me feel good, and this makes me feel very good. So there! 

Besides, I know they're feeling terribly ashamed, but they both love that. I've figured out that humiliating and submissive acts arouse them like nothing else. Luckily, I totally get off on that too, so it's win-win! 

What can I say? My morals are crumbling by the day, or even by the hour. I hardly ever think of what the Church would say about all this. But, as the saying goes, if you're going to hell in a bucket, you might as well enjoy the ride. 

They crawled all the way to my feet. Both of them actually tenderly kissed my feet, which was a pleasant surprise. Then they stood up and assumed Position Number Two (hands on head, legs spread wide, and chest thrust out) side by side a few feet away from me. They stared straight ahead into space, even though both of them had certainly noticed the way I was stroking myself.

Neither of them seemed put out having to do this during their 'sex boycott.' In fact, they were positively enthusiastic and bursting with life and energy.

Michelle asked, "Daddy? Permission to speak?"

"No. And in a situation like this, you should call me 'Master.'"

I could see both of them shiver with arousal, simply from being denied a chance to speak.

A long pause followed, where I simply closely examined them. I could tell this really aroused them, and they tried their best to strike especially seductive poses while still maintaining Position Number Two. They generally did this by subtly shifting their weight and cocking their hips.

They also tried hard to stare blankly straight ahead, like they were trying to be mannequins. However, sometimes they couldn't resist, and they briefly glanced at my face or down at my stiff erection poking straight out.

Finally, Michelle asked again, "Master? Now can I speak?"

"Sure. What is it?"

"I'd like to lodge a protest. It's about this whole crawling thing. Ruby and I agree that it's... um... it's far too arousing."

Ruby looked at me and nodded, and then went back to her frozen, stare-straight-ahead stance.

In feigned ignorance, I asked, "Arousing? How could that be bad?"

Michelle explained, "Well, first of all, we're in the middle of a sex boycott, and this violates the spirit of that. You're using our sexy, naked bodies to get yourself aroused." She nodded at my stroking hands.

"This is true," I brazenly agreed. "Consider yourself lucky I'm not doing more with your sexy bodies, but I'm willing to tolerate your boycott - for now. Do you have anything else to complain about?"

Michelle was surprised by that answer, and didn't quite know how to respond.

But Ruby said, "I see a problem, Master. You're spanking us to punish us, right? So we should be hating it, right? But the act of crawling all the way across the house - with you watching the whole way, no less - has gotten me so terribly horny that I can hardly breathe! And the spanking hasn't even started yet!"

I deliberately acted stupid, and looked confused.

Michelle saw that, and explained, "Da- er, Master, when we get really horny, we obviously see that as a reward. And when we're spanked really hard, we see that as a punishment. But if you make us crawl to our spankings, pretty soon we're gonna mentally tie the two things together. Then everything will get all confused. Before long, whenever you make us crawl, we'll think about being spanked! And when you spank us, we'll think about crawling! We're both gonna be, well, we'll be constantly horny!"

Ruby nodded emphatically, which did impressively delightful things to her chest. Then she added, "And I already know that I'm going to be thinking about crawling naked to your great big cock a hell of a lot! It's gonna make us constantly long to suck on your fat fuck stick even more than before! Uh, Master!"

I replied as if unconcerned by such worries. "I don't see a problem with all that. I'm assuming that this boycott is an aberration, and most of the time, you'll be more or less well behaved from now on. I plan to spank you daily, or close to it, so the vast majority of spankings will be purely sexual. I want you to associate that with arousal, so I'm really not seeing anything wrong here."

Michelle gulped. Her eyes were the size of dinner plates, it seemed. Ruby was just as astounded.

Seeing that got a good reaction, I added, "Like I said, when you're obedient and well behaved, you will be spanked. I happen to enjoy spanking you, so your asses will burn red quite a lot from now on, I imagine."

That made both of them gasp.

I went on, "This is not intended to be a punishment, but rather a reward. And depending on how well behaved and obedient you are, taking your spankings may be an intensely sexual and extremely pleasurable reward. The way I see it, there is absolutely no reason at all for you NOT to be excruciatingly aroused when you crawl to me to naked and beg to be spanked."

Michelle was suddenly gulping for air. "Oh! Oh God! Are you really going to spank us that much?" She was suddenly so turned on that she was having a hard time keeping her hands on her head. She was doing a great job of keeping her huge tits thrust out though, even as they were heaving about wildly from her heavy breathing.

"Of course," I said matter-of-factly. "I own you."

I wished I had a camera ready to capture the dumbfounded look Michelle and Ruby exchanged between themselves. They both sucked in a huge breath at the exact same time, which had the lovely side effect of collapsing their stomachs and thrusting their huge bouncy melons forward.

I picked up a ping pong paddle I had left on top of an end table. "I own you both, in the exact same way I own this paddle." I put the paddle back down, so I could go back to jacking off. "If it pleases me to frequently spank you, to constantly remind you that you are my sex slaves, that my domination of you is total and absolute, that your chief duty as my slaves is to keep me endlessly aroused and entertained, that, in fact, you have no free will... if it pleases me to remind you of all that, then why shouldn't I?"

Michelle gasped lustily. "Oh God!" Her whole body was shaking with desire.

Ruby was shaking too, maybe even more than Michelle. "Oh GOD! Oh God! It's happening!"

Michelle nodded emphatically at that.

I had to ask, "What's happening?"

Ruby panted, "Our dream! Our Plan! It's all coming together!" She attempted to calm herself by closing her eyes and taking some deep breaths, but without much success. So she looked at me again and asked, "Master? Permission to touch myself?"

"You're already touching your hands to the top of your head," I pointed out, deliberately playing the fool again.

"No!" she said in frustration. "I don't mean that. I mean... down below!"

"Where? Your toes?"

"Not that far down!" she gasped desperately.

Michelle exclaimed, "She wants to touch her CUNT! Her hot, hot, burning hot cunt! I do too!"

I was having fun playing dumb. "You want to touch her cunt?"

"No! Well, yes, but what I want more is to touch MINE!"

As I kept on stroking myself, I said firmly to them, "Absolutely not. You're in the middle of a sex boycott. If you do that, you'll get so horny that you'll be unable to resist anything I tell you to do."

Ruby panted, "But we're that horny already!" She looked at Michelle, and hastily added, "Well, almost."

I said, "Almost. You see? That's the difference. One point, though. Remember that there are two kinds of spankings. There's the spankings you'll get when you've been good. We can call them good spankings or sexy spanking. And then there's the spankings you'll get when you've been bad. Obviously, those are the bad spankings, the harsh spankings, and those will be much more painful. You both have felt those. Do you want more harsh spankings?"

They both shook their heads fiercely at this, which set their big tits swaying again very nicely.

Michelle raised a hand like a shy student, which also did wonderful things to her body, and to her chest in particular. "Master? I worry. I'm worried it could easily get to the point where I find spankings so arousing, I'll even look forward to the bad ones!"

"Perhaps. But remember you can have one or the other, but not both on the same day. Besides, I can also resort to the love tap type spanking. Do you remember that?"

She shuddered with disgust. "How could I not? That was more traumatic and painful than the worst whipping! Never again! Please! My body craves to be spanked and dominated, and that just makes a mockery out of all I hold dear!"

I grinned. As a parent, it was damn near impossible to find any methods to control her, and now it looked like I had a very good one. I quickly suppressed my grin, trying not to show just how happy that made me. As I continued to lightly stroke my erection, I casually asked, "Now, who wants to be spanked first?"

Neither of them said anything, and neither one looked at all eager.

I was glad to see this, because it confirmed my feeling that Michelle felt her spanking yesterday was a punishment, and not a reward. I'd been worried that she would enjoy even the harshest spankings I could muster.




Chapter 81



After a long pause, Ruby asked, "Master? Will this be a good spanking or a bad one?" 

I replied, "We'll see. You both are at my complete and utter mercy, so it'll be whatever I feel like."

"Oh God!" Ruby muttered. I could see her legs start to give way as her knees buckled out from under her. But she caught herself just in time and managed to right herself.

Michelle's entire body swayed back, like she'd nearly been blown over by a powerful wind.

Needless to say, they both found my attitude to be extremely arousing.

"Hmmm," I said. "I don't want to be seen as choosing favorites, so we'll use the 'eeny, meeny, miny, moe' method." And that's exactly what I did.

By chance, I picked Michelle. I said to Ruby, "You'll be first tomorrow." Then I picked up my paddle and sat down on the edge of my bed.

Michelle finally took her hands off her head while Ruby remained in Position Number Two. Pointing at my erection, Michelle said with worry, "I hope you know I'm not going to do anything with THAT."

"I wouldn't dream of it," I replied. I patted my lap. "Now, bring your hard, sexy body over here."

As Michelle laid herself over my legs she said, "Master? Can I ask you a favor? Look at my ass."

I knew she was going to say more, but I hastily cut in, "With pleasure." I ran a hand up and down her ass cheeks.

"No!" she complained. "Owww! Owww! Don't... See? Don't- OWWW! Hold on, please!"

I'd only been lightly stroking her ass, but I stopped.

She calmed herself, and said, "See? That's the favor. You spanked me so hard yesterday that my butt still hurts really bad. Same with Ruby. Show him."

Ruby turned around and bent over a bit, putting on a great show while keeping her hands on her head. It was hard not to notice just how red her ass was (as was Michelle's). It was also hard not to notice her swollen pussy between her luscious ass cheeks, or the flow of cum down her inner thighs.

I joked, "My goodness. That looks painful. But I think I'm going to have to keep your ass that color all the time from now on, just so I can always say you have a Ruby red ass."

Ruby turned back around and frowned at me. "Ha, ha. I'm not amused."

"But what if I'm not joking? What if I really will keep your ass constantly red and well spanked? That is your name, Red. What if it amuses me to keep your ass cheeks the same color as your flaming red hair? What if, from now on, you'll always have trouble sitting or lying down, because your ass will always be freshly spanked?"

"Oh Gaawwwd!" She brought her hands down from the top of her head.

But before her hands could reach her pussy, I barked, "HEY! Stop that!"

Her hands froze in mid-air, less than a foot from their desired target. She kept them frozen in place as she begged, "Please! Pleeeaaase, Master! Just let me touch my clit. Just for a second!"

"Sorry, but no." I stared hard at her until she brought her hands back up to her head. "Now, Michelle, you were saying?"

Michelle's eyes were bugging out, as she obviously was contemplating a constantly red and sore ass. Her hips were wiggling wildly in my lap.

I gave her some time to recover her breathing. I looked up at Ruby, and at first I thought she was dancing. It turned out she was trying her best to stand still with her hands on top of her head, but her body was simply too aroused. Her hips in particular couldn't stop gyrating.

I said to Shelle, "Now, I feel like playing with your pussy for a little bit. Just 'cos it's right there, and it looks and smells so good. Actually, I should call it MY pussy, since that's what it is, but that would get confusing since Ruby's cunt belongs to me too."

That caused both of them to whimper lustily and helplessly.

I smirked. Too easy! This is such fun! Now that I know what turns them on, I can drive them wild with mere words. 

I added, "But you are NOT allowed to cum while I'm doing that. Period! After all, you're having your sex boycott, which means no cumming. Right?"

Shelle groaned loudly, and so erotically that I was half-convinced she was cumming already. But she kept wiggling, and said, "Daddy! That's just so cruel. But, but... I'll try!" She shut her eyes tightly and clenched her teeth, obviously steeling herself for my fingers.

I slid two fingers into a very, very soaked slit. I couldn't go far due to her hymen, but I pushed in as far as I dared. Seeing how hard she was trying not to climax, I mostly just kept my fingers there and avoided her clitoris. I said, "You know, girls, given how you both said you've had lots of sex with each other, and with other girls, I'm fairly amazed you've both managed to keep your hymens. There must have been all kinds of dildos and strap-ons floating around."

Michelle grunted, "Ruby! Answer!" Obviously, she figured she was in no condition to talk just yet.

Ruby wasn't much better, but she said, "Uh, yeah, that was a, uh, a struggle! A constant struggle. UGH! It's just that we love you so much! That's another reason I can't wait for you to fuck me, so I can finally get rid of that damn thing! AAAAH!"

She wiggled and gyrated slightly as she fought a losing battle to stay still. "There were all kinds of... I could tell you stories. ... Close calls!" She closed her eyes and tried to recover her breath, without much success. "But... it just shows... how much we fought... to keep... biggest prize... our virginities... just for you!"

"Yes!" Michelle grunted, glad that Ruby had apparently said what she wanted said. "Take... our... UGH! ... Our virginities!"

She said this so emphatically that it sounded like she wanted me to bust their cherries at this very moment. I must say, it was an extremely tempting idea. I was forced to try to calm myself down too.

It took me some moments to get my breathing under control, especially since I was trying hard not to show just how much they were affecting me. Then I asked Michelle, "So, you said something about a favor?"

She grunted through clenched teeth. "Yes. Look, look... at my ass, and then look... at... Ruby's."

After I gave an approving nod, Ruby turned around and bent over. She spread her legs straight and wide and clenched her ankles.

Damn, she looks so sexy like that! What a firm and round ass, but I love her dripping slit in between even more. And to think that soon I'll be plowing her virgin cunt on a regular basis! 

Michelle commented, "See? That's the favor I wanted to ask. Look how my ass is even redder than hers, 'cos you spanked me even longer than her!"

"Wow, that's true," I replied while starting to move my fingers inside her pussy a little bit. "Boy, that was an easy favor to grant. To be honest, I was looking at your ass anyway. I'll just have to look at it some more." I ran my other hand all over her reddish ass cheeks. "Now-"

"Wait!" she complained. "Don't be funny! This is serious. Can you please not spank me so hard, or so much? My ass can't take any more!"

"Okay, fine," I replied. "I'm not cruel. I won't spank you nearly as hard as yesterday, okay? And I'll use my hand instead of the paddle."

"Thanks! You're the best! I love you, Daddy!"

I gave in easily on that point, because I knew that even a mild spanking would hurt her tremendously, after what she'd experienced the day before. Plus, I preferred using my hand, so I could fondle freely between spanks without the hassle of having to hold the paddle or always pick it up and put it back down.

So I began to spank her.

Ruby, I noticed, was still bending over lewdly right in front of me.

Michelle immediately said her line: "One! Thank you, Master! May I please have another?"

But instead of immediately continuing, I squeezed two fingers into her very tight and wet pussy. However, I quickly encountered her hymen and I didn't want to endanger that, so I switched the diddling her clit instead.

She moaned sexily, "What are you- UH! OH! God! Daddy! Hnnng! Daddy?! What are you doing?!"

I pointed out, "This spanking is gonna hurt you a hell of a lot. I'm trying to counter the pain with some pleasure. That way, you'll be able to keep going longer." Then, before she could question that logic, I hit her with the second spank.

"UGGH! Two! Thank you, Master! May I please have another?"

I slid my fingers up and down her wet pussy lips a few times, just to keep her off balance, and then I slapped her ass again.

"AAAAIIIIEEE! It hurts! God, it hurts so bad! Uh, three! Thank you, Master. May I please have another?"

As my fingers played with her pussy a bit longer this time, I said, "Good cock slaves don't complain. Now, I know you're hurting, but try to hold out as long as you can before you gripe about it. Okay?"

I saw her head nod, and heard a tiny, "'Kay."

My hand went down again, and her head went up as her whole body reacted with a jerk. But she didn't scream this time. Instead, she hissed through clenched teeth, "Four. Thank you, Master. May I please have another?"

I continued to eleven like that. The spanks came fairly infrequently, and I spent much more time playing with her pussy and engorged clit. I also reached under her and played with her nipples and tits as much as I liked. As much as my daughter wanted to cum (and cum HARD!), she rode the edge of orgasm admirably well, for one so inexperienced in doing so, while enduring the teasing touches of my fingertips on her helplessly exposed body.

I knew that Ruby was determined to remain bent over until I told her to stand up. She was trying to impress me with her ability to obey orders and arouse me at the same time. I wanted to see just how long she'd be able to hold out from watching the spanking.

But she started to wobble in an increasingly unstable manner, and I didn't want her to fall over and possibly hurt herself. So after the fifth smack, I told her to resume her previous hands on head position.

She did so, but stood even closer to get a better view of the spanking. I could have reached out and touched her sopping wet pussy, she was so close. I loved how she continued to writhe in place. I was arousing her to the brink of climax without even touching her.

As the spanks continued, I kept mentioning to Michelle that she wasn't allowed to cum until I said so. I guessed that she was cumming from time to time, but trying her best not to, and attempting to hide it when she did.

Upon the eleventh spank, she shuddered so obviously and moaned so erotically that it couldn't be denied she'd just climaxed hard. Then her body went completely limp as I continued to play with her tits and pussy at will. I was avoiding her ass by this point though (well, except for the smacks!), because any touch there hurt her.

To be honest, I didn't really mind all that much that Michelle had cum without permission. For one thing, it gave me something to 'train' her on, which I was already looking forward to. If she were anything like her mother, she'd take like a duck to water in learning how to delay the full power of her orgasms so as to heighten the pleasure she'd ultimately experience.

I'd more or less forgotten Ruby was standing there after she'd stood back up, despite her oh-so-sexy pose. I glanced up, and caught her with one hand on her head, but the other one fingering her pussy. Seeing that I was looking her way, she put that hand back on her head in a flash. But she blushed, knowing that she'd been busted.

I asked, "Ruby, just what do you think you're doing?"

"I'm sorry, Master! It's just all too... arousing! I can't help myself!"

"Try harder," I said dispassionately. "That means five extra spanks for you."

"Oh shit!"

I looked back down at Michelle's cherry red ass. It was wiggling quite noticeably. She'd also lifted it up as much as she could, which was quite an accomplishment given her semi-delirious state. "What do you think you're doing?" I asked her.

"I'm sorry, but I can't help myself either! Please! Spank me more! I need it!"

This surprised me. I asked, "Doesn't it hurt a hell of a lot?"

"It does, but I need it so bad!"

She was panting so hard I could barely understand her.

As my fingers twirled over her clit and I yanked on a nipple, I said, "I don't understand. I'm not going to spank you any more until you explain yourself."

She panted, "Please! Please! Stop... playing with me... long enough... so I can, can talk! ... Can't... can't..."

"Nope. Sorry," I replied, figuring she was saying something about wanting to calm down enough so she could talk clearly again. "I'm having too much fun. Since you and Ruby are like-minded, maybe Ruby can explain for you."

Ruby was doing better, now that her hands were back on her head and she couldn't masturbate. She had her eyes closed too, to help cut down on the mental stimulation. She spoke between ragged breaths. "I can try, Master. First off, I think you're giving her such a constant stream of pleasure with all your fondling, that the spanks actually feel good. It's like when you exercise hard, and then your muscles 'hurt so good' afterwards."

Michelle grunted loudly in obvious agreement.

Ruby continued, "But more than that, I think it's the way you're proving your TOTAL DOMINATION over us!"

"UUURRRRNNNGGGH!" Michelle agreed. Her body jerked up like her back had snapped. But it was just that she was having another orgasm.

Ruby opened her eyes and panted excitedly, "We TALK about being nothing but your sex toys, your big-titted slave daughters, but here you're really SHOWING it and PROVING it! Michelle is obviously completely helpless! You OWN her! You own her body, every last Daddy-loving inch of it! You're playing her like a fiddle! Look at her, writhing in heat, desperate for your cock! Aren't you, Michelle? Wouldn't you love to vigorously suck on his FAT COCK all day long?"

Michelle nodded her head up and down, nearly violently so.

Ruby continued, "So would I! The way you're taking charge has got me DROOLING! But the King is under her, so close, yet oh so far! It must be torture for her, but it just proves all over again how helpless we are! You're mocking her! Mocking her! Rub your cock against her tummy and mock her even more!"

I said quietly, "I won't do that. I don't want to do something that'll violate the rules of your boycott. But, Shelle, if you're so desperate for my cock, pretend my fingers are the King." I shoved three clumped-together fingers into her mouth.

She immediately began sucking on them and licking them with a fevered passion. She shut her eyes tight and her cheeks sunk in as she completely lost herself in the moment.

I was chagrined that she was only working on my fingers. However, it was so intense that my desire to cum grew greatly, like she really was working on my erection. And I'd never realized just how many pleasure nerves there are in a human hand. It was like she'd discovered a whole new erogenous zone.

I said to her, "I know you can't talk at the moment, but I want to know how many times you've cum already. Don't try to deny it. Remember that I'm your Daddy-Master, and there's nothing worse than lying to me. Since your mouth is full, use your fingers."

She raised up five fingers.

"Five? Hmmm. That's more than I thought."

But she shook her head a bit, and brought her hand back up with just one finger pointing out.

"Six?"

She shyly nodded while she kept on slobbering all over my bunched up fingers.

"Shelle, you've been a bad, bad, girl. I'm going to spank you two more times for each time you came. And if you cum any more, that'll be three more spanks for each time. Understood?"

She nodded, but then she shook her head and mumbled a bit, making it clear she wanted me to take my fingers out of her mouth so she could talk.

As soon as I did, she said, "But Daddy! That could be a vicious circle! I'm so hot, I'm gonna keep cumming, and that'll mean you have to spank me more, and that'll mean more climaxes, and we'll just keep spanking and cumming forever and ever!"

I replied calmly, "Well then, you'll just have to redouble your efforts not to cum. Good sex slaves cum exactly when their master tells them to, and not one moment before or after."

"Oh Gaawwwd!" Michelle and Ruby both moaned erotically in tandem.

I resumed the spanking. I alternated between playing with Shelle's tits, clit, pussy, and mouth. The problem was, I didn't have enough hands to do all at once. I had been poking into her slit from time to time earlier. But because of her hymen, I mostly just slid my fingers all over her wet pussy lips and her exposed and throbbing clit. I didn't want to risk ripping her hymen when she was writhing around so much.

Somehow, she managed to keep crying out her "Thank you, Master. May I please have another?" line after each spank. But she was so far gone that often I could barely understand her, especially since she oftentimes ended up shrieking it. And with my hand going to and from her face between most spanks, I eventually happened to feel the tears pouring down her face. She was obviously suffering greatly, but she was being a trooper in not screaming more than she did.

She also was doing her damnedest not to cum - and there was no way for her to hide an orgasm anymore, since she was barely in control of her mouth or her body. She constantly moaned and groaned and even screamed so much, including when I wasn't spanking her, that if one had just been listening, they might have thought I was sawing her in half.

We got to twenty-two spanks, just one shy of how many she was to get if she didn't cum any more. Upon the twenty-second slap, she cried out like she'd just been split in two. Her entire body somehow lifted off mine, even if only for a fraction of a second. Obviously, she was having the mother of all orgasms.

And then she simply collapsed in my lap. Her body went so limp that I was obliged to check her pulse to make sure she was okay. She didn't pass out, not quite, but she drifted in and out of consciousness. And she stayed like that, with her eyes glassy and her body like a wet noodle.

Technically, she was owed four more smacks - one still to go, plus three more for the climax she'd just had). But I was forced to end her spanking, since I doubt she even would have known what I was doing if I kept going. I figured that was close enough for horseshoes for now.

But my spanking duties weren't done. I lifted her up and rested her on the bed behind me, and then Ruby took her place on my lap.

Ruby was so excited and aroused that her entire body was shaking before I even started.

Funnily enough, the exact same sequence repeated itself, almost to a tee. Except with Ruby, she started out even more aroused than Michelle had (if such a thing was possible!), so she was reduced to a quivering, orgasmic blob of jelly even faster. She too valiantly fought the urge to climax, but it was a losing battle, and she had five big ones. Of course, that meant more spanks, using the same formula as before. (Never mind that I hadn't told her how many I was going to give her in the first place! Neither of us were thinking all that clearly by this point/)

After about Ruby's tenth spank, Michelle recovered enough to get off the bed and come around to witness the rest of the action. She was in no condition to stand, but she managed to plop herself into a nearby chair and watch from there. I noticed that she conspicuously arranged herself so as to not be sitting on her inflamed buttocks and was instead half-lying down with her hips turned to one side and her upper body draped along one arm of the chair.

She spent most of her time watching me play with Ruby's clit, pussy, and tits, because I spent a hell of a lot more time doing that than delivering any blows.

Both of them repeatedly begged me for mercy. Not to stop the spanking, mind you, but to stop making them so insanely aroused. They repeatedly claimed that their pussies just couldn't take any more stimulation. Of course I wasn't even touching Michelle, but before long she was practically as worked up as Ruby, just from watching and running her hands over herself. (She didn't dare touch her pussy area, however, because I'd reinstituted the more climaxes equals more smacks rule for her.)

I kept on going. Ruby's body gave up at the eighteenth spank. Just as Michelle had done, she seized up and shook as a great orgasmic wave overtook her. Then it was like her body turned boneless. I practically had to pour her off my legs and onto the bed.

However, it wasn't clear who lasted longer, because Ruby was sloppier about saying her line after each smack, and I had to repeat the smack a few times. She also had a much harder time resisting the urge to scream out loud. She'd been screaming and begging pretty much from the get-go. Plus, I'd spent more time just playing with her body, so her efforts not to cum were probably even more impressive than Michelle's.

After it was all done, I lifted Ruby's naked body and rested it on the bed. She was awake (barely), but her eyes were closed. I could tell she was conscious because she immediately repositioned herself on to her side so her enflamed ass wouldn't touch anything. I sat down on the edge of the bed next to her and tenderly ran my fingers through her short, spiky red hair.

Michelle was in better shape, but she got up, staggered to the bed, and lay down next to her sister. She also laid on her side to protect her ass. "Oh God!" she panted. "Oh God! Master, can I cum now?"

"No. I still owe you four smacks, remember. You can cum once you pay off that debt. And I still owe Ruby three."

"GAAWWWD!" Ruby groaned like I'd just told her she'd failed all her classes and would have to repeat the last year of high school. Her voice warbled up and down uncontrollably, almost like she was ululating.

Actually, I'd just made up the three number, since I'd never made clear how many she was going to get in the first place. But it sounded about right, given what Michelle had gone through.

Michelle, as the far more coherent one of the two at the moment, asked, "What do we have to do to wipe the slate clean? And please! No more spanking! That was really HOT, but my ass can't take any more!"

"Yeah!" Ruby agreed, despite being half-dead. "Anything but that!"

Michelle sat up, showing surprising vigor. "I know! I'll suck your cock! Right now! I know I'm not supposed to during this ban, but I kinda wanna do it anyway. Kinda really badly! In fact, I sort of need it! You really showed us our place! You need a big reward!"

She nudged Ruby's shoulder. "Actually, Ruby, we both should do it together. Don't you think Daddy deserves a long, slurpy, super-suction double blow?"

"Uhngh!" was all Ruby could say to that as she lay there, sweating and panting. Her eyes were still closed.

I said, "That's a nice offer, but how can it be part of your punishment if you're both so eager to do it?"

They both groaned with disappointment.

I was still stroking Ruby's hair, but it was turning more into a head rub. She was getting so relaxed from that, it was like she was melting into the bed. "Besides, what about your sex boycott? I wouldn't want you to violate that. I said no penis touching, and I'm sticking to that."

They groaned in frustration again.

I continued, "Besides, I have a better idea. I'll wash the slate clean, and I won't even spank you again until tomorrow if you both wear what I want, when I want, and act as sexy as you can when I want."

They groaned with frustration yet again. Michelle's question explained why. "You're gonna spank us AGAIN?! Tomorrow already?"

"Yep. You're my sex toys and cock slaves, so get used to it. I'm gonna spank you every single day, if I can have my way."

The two of them practically fainted dead away.

"But that can mean a lot of things. It could just be a few friendly slaps while you're in the middle of blowing me. Or it can mean a seriously bad, bad spanking that'll keep you from sitting on chairs for days. I say it's up to my whim, and there's some truth to that, but mostly it's up to you and how you behave."

They contemplated that for a while. Ruby even opened her eyes to communicate non-verbally with Michelle.

I kept on massaging Ruby's head. I would have done Michelle's too, but she was lying further away from me, out of easy reach.

Finally, Michelle said, "Fair enough. You're the master and we're just your helpless big-titted slaves, so of course you can do whatever you want with us. But I feel obliged to say that your deal is kind of a rip off for you. You're our master, so we have to obey your every command. We'd be dressing sexy for you anyway."

"True, normally. But what did you wear today? Normal clothes. And why? You claim a special exception because of the sex boycott. I'm saying no special exceptions. I will tolerate your avoidance of my penis for now, but in all other respects, including what you wear and your body mannerisms and so forth, I expect you both to behave like typical, good, and properly devoted cock slaves. For instance, no humming the Darth Vader theme whenever you see me. That's the price for your defeat here, and then I'll wipe the slate clean. Is that clear?"

"Okay," Michelle said with a heavy sigh.

But Ruby said to her, "Michelle! It's only three spanks! Well, three for me, four for you. Should we give up so much for so little?"

Michelle said, "He could make those last spanks as hard as he wants. He could even use the paddle! Is your ass ready for that?"

"No way!"

"And what if he makes us cum? Then the vicious cycle will keep going until our asses are literally glowing red and we pass out from too many orgasms! We simply can't win."

Ruby grunted. "You're right! I'm in danger of cumming again just from THINKING about it! And then he'll have to spank me more, and I'll cum more, and so on, forever!"

Michelle nodded. "Besides, he beat us fair and square. You and I were thoroughly defeated. This is how a powerful and worthy master treats his slaves! He UTTERLY defeats us, mentally and physically, with his smarts, strength" - her eyelids fluttered closed as she worshipfully sighed - "and huge horse cock!"

"That's true," Ruby uttered. She was still extremely relaxed, but her eyes remained open and her body was reviving.

Michelle asked, "But Daddy! Master... Tomorrow... tomorrow, you won't spank us like that, will you? I don't think we could take it. I know my pussy couldn't take it. I never came so hard or so often in such a short time. The whole thing was one deliriously joyous roller coaster ride, which is great, but to do it every day, that would be like eating a GALLON of Ben and Jerry's Chunky Monkey. Too much of a good thing!"

"Don't worry," I replied. "It probably won't be like that tomorrow." I stressed the word 'probably.' "It depends on how you behave. Most especially, it depends on how willful and demanding you are."

Ruby protested, "But we're staging a rebellion! We kinda have to be willful and demanding. That's the whole point!"

"True," I conceded. "But maybe it's good if you lay low for a day or two, and let your asses recover. Don't try anything tricky."

Ruby and Michelle both shot worried and disappointed glances at each other, as soon as I said "tricky."

That confirmed my suspicions that they'd had something devious planned. But now it looked like they were going to have to rethink that and at least delay their scheming a day or two. They didn't know it, but that was the main purpose of my erotic yet harsh spanking. I figured they had something in the works and I needed more time for Sue Ellen or Mindy to uncover their plans.

I added, "And remember, Nicky's coming home soon. It'll look awfully suspicious if you two find it tough to sit."

Michelle grumbled, "We'll be okay in a couple of hours. It really wasn't THAT bad. Frankly, I think we need to recover more from the non-stop orgasm-a-thon than from the spanks. The way you kept ordering us not to cum meant that when we finally did, it was like... nuclear! Like some kind of Three Mile Island burn a hole to the center of the Earth total orgasmic meltdown!"

Ruby nodded as best she could, given her body was still limp as a wet noodle.

I got up and tenderly kissed them both on their noses. I whispered "I love you" to both of them, which resulted in happy and contented purrs.

I took a cold shower. That allowed my erection to finally go down. I could have easily masturbated to orgasm, but I chose not to. I figured that now I had four cock slaves plus one wife, I needed to try hard not to masturbate to orgasm at all. There were much, much better ways for me to cum, and I could only do it so many times in one day.

When I got back to my bedroom, both girls were sleeping on my bed where I'd left them. I dressed in some casual clothes.

I crawled between them and shook them awake (with my hands on their big tits instead of their shoulders). "Sorry, girls. You can't sleep here. Besides, your spankings aren't over."

That opened their eyes wide in a hurry. Really wide! Their bodies jerked from a dreamy half-sleep state to full consciousness. With my hands gently kneading tit-flesh on both sides of me, I could actually feel their hearts start to wildly pound.

I explained, "Don't worry. I'm not going to abuse your asses any more. Well, not right now, at least." I grinned at that. "But you crawled here, and the spanking isn't done until you do that in reverse, meaning you have to crawl back to your room the way you came in. Assume Position Number Two, ask to be excused, and then you can crawl back to your room and sleep as long as you like."

Michelle groaned, "Oh no! Not the crawling! Please, not the crawling!"

I asked, "What, too demeaning?"

Her eyes grew wide as saucers as she realized she could be discouraging me. "NO! I don't mean it like that! Don't stop making us crawl! Please, God, no!"

"Then what's the problem?" I was genuinely confused.

Ruby explained, "It's TOO good! TOO arousing! You gotta understand, we've dreamed about this very thing countless times, both sleeping and waking! Making us crawl is a very specific part of our shared dream."

Michelle said, "This is what being a sex slave is all about. We LIVE for this very kind of thing! But we're both so wiped out from your total sexual domination that we can barely move, much less crawl."

Ruby quickly added, "But don't you DARE tell us not to do it! We'll manage. Even if it kills us. I swear, I'm so happy I could cry!"

I must admit I didn't fully understand the depths of their submissive feelings. But obviously they were enjoying themselves, so I let them have their way - which ironically, was the demeaning thing I'd ordered them to do. Bizarre.

A minute later, the two of them were standing before me with their hands above their heads. But they looked like the undead, and it was obviously a struggle for them to keep standing like that. Even bedraggled, sweaty, and wasted, they both looked utterly ravishing.

In unison, they asked, "Master, can your humble cock slaves please be excused?"

I was kind of blown away. How did they manage to say the same thing at the same time? Had they practiced that somehow? But I didn't ask. Instead, I said, "You're obviously wiped out, so I'll be brief. Traditions are important. Our spanking tradition is starting to become clear. So I'll expect you to do the same tomorrow, including the crawling."

They both moaned incredulously at that, even though I'd told them this already.

Ruby muttered quietly to Michelle, "Death by orgasm!"

Michelle nodded. Her eyes were large with a mixture of desire and worry.

I said, "I heard that. But remember, today was exceptional. Expect something different, and probably less intense, tomorrow. Some things will remain the same, like the crawling, but others will change, like how much I feel like playing with your ripe and busty bodies. Perhaps I'm doing more of that because of the sex boycott. Or maybe less. Who knows how it'll be tomorrow? We'll find out when it happens. You're dismissed."

They pretty much collapsed to the floor so they could get on all fours. Then they more or less dragged themselves rather than crawled out of my room.

I waited until they'd closed Michelle's door, and then I snuck down the hall and put my ear to the door. I figured they were both so wiped out they wouldn't give any thought about being overheard. That is, if they didn't just fall asleep immediately. But I was lucky, because they started to talk without lowering their voices.

Michelle groaned, "Oh. My. GOD! That was so intense!"

Ruby groaned too. "You're telling me! We're dead! We're dead!"

"What do you mean?"

"Can you imagine doing that EVERY DAY?! With the crawling and everything?! I wasn't joking about death by orgasm!"

Michelle replied, "I know, but what a way to go! Can you just imagine? If being spanked by Daddy is that good, how will it feel when he finally FUCKS us?!"

Ruby gasped. "Oh my God! FUCK! Fuckedy-fuck-fuck-fuck! Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! That is fucking UNREAL! I can't even imagine! All I know is, we have the best master ever!"

"You said it! Phew! Isn't he just so, well, masterful? ... The way he, well, just... everything! I felt like I was just totally played and defeated, but in a good way, you know?"

Apparently Ruby nodded, because after a pause, Michelle continued, "And the crawling! The crawling! Was that fucking AWESOME or what?! I totally want to crawl naked everywhere now."

Ruby said, "Me too! I was so humiliated and horny that I didn't think I could make it down the hallway! I must have left a gallon of pussy juice on the carpet!"

"Same here. In all seriousness, we're going to have to go back and clean up all our leakage later. Especially where Daddy spanked us. There must be a fuckin' LAKE there by now!"

"Yeah. Good cock slaves always clean up their cummy messes. That's what you and Mindy have always told me. I'll bet he never even thinks about who cleans up after messes like that, but someone's gotta do it."

Michelle replied, "Why should he? He's the master. It's not his problem. His job is just to sit there and get pleasured and serviced. But what I'm wondering is how we'll be able to make our boycott work, when he can so masterfully manipulate us like that. I was so ready to do ANYTHING for him! I would have begged and begged to suck his cock, except I was too horny to speak!"

"Well, actually, you kinda did," Ruby pointed out.

"Yeah, I know. But that was after. I'm talking about during the spanking. And when he crammed his fingers in my mouth-"

"Shut up!" Ruby complained. "Don't make me even more cock hungry than I already am. I'm totally salivating already. He did that bunch of fingers thing to my mouth too, you know. It was so fuckin' HOT!"

"It was! So how are we going to make this boycott work when he says no tricky stuff? Should we hold off on our-"

Ruby interrupted again, this time with a loud moan. "Awwww, come on! Michelle, please. Not now. My eyes are sewed shut and I'm about to fall asleep any second. We've gotta come up with some new strategies. I dunno, be more proactive maybe. Something that is NOT guaranteed to get our asses seriously whaled on in the next 24 hours!"

"But it's such a foolproof plan! If we're successful-"

Ruby griped, "Later! Worry about that AFTER we nap."

"Okay," Michelle said drowsily. "But I'm worried. He's just too... irresistible! Did you notice he didn't even cum once? I get the feeling he didn't even cum when he took a shower. And he forced us to cum over and over and over!"

Ruby gushed, "He's the man! We're the busty sex slaves. How can we resist him?"

Michelle sighed longingly. "I dunno. All I wanna do is just... serve him! Right now, all I can think about is that painful but delightful feeling of having my lips stretched around his incredible thickness, holding it in my sliding fingers, flicking my tongue against his shaft... Aaaah!"

"Same here" - Ruby yawned - "but we've gotta be strong. We're never gonna succeed with our boycott unless we can be strong. And that means resting and recovering. Just think about the horror of having to kiss those stinky boys, and be strong!"

Michelle simply uttered approvingly, "Sister!"

I waited, expecting to hear more, but both of them apparently took Ruby's encouraging comments to heart and fell asleep straight away.

I wasn't proud about listening, but they'd tricked me so many times in seducing me that I didn't feel too bad about it. For instance, it was hard to have much sympathy for their privacy when they'd had a secret peephole into my bedroom for years. Besides, this sex boycott was serious business, and I needed a leg up. It would have been a much more serious matter to put listening devices in their room - I wasn't going to go that far. But they weren't even making an effort to keep their voices down, and if I could hear them from the hall, I figured that was their loss.

Unfortunately though, I didn't hear much that was of use. Yes, there was vague talk about new strategies, and I gathered that they were probably going to put on hold some tricky scheme that had been about to go into motion. That was good, but it left me in the dark as to what their new plans would be. I figured they didn't know yet either.

The whole spanking experience had been pretty tiring for me as well, so I went back to my bed and took a nap.




Chapter 82



The only reason that I'd been able to take an afternoon nap was because the big spanking with Ruby and Michelle had been so emotionally and physically draining for me (as well as them). But as soon as I woke up, I felt myself getting all wired and excited. I tried to retain some modesty and perspective, but it was getting more and more difficult to deny just how incredibly great my life had become. Thinking about the recent spanking session didn't immediately make me erect (no doubt because my dick was still generally tired out), but it practically made me want to leap out of bed and run around the house.

Had I been younger, I probably would have done just that. Or maybe I would have gone to Michelle's room and ravished the Gruesome Twosome in some kind of extremely stimulating way, despite their feeble sex boycott. I realized that I wasn't in the right frame of mind to work on writing. Instead, I dragged myself out of bed and pondered which (entirely non-sexual) chores I needed to take care of.

For the next hour or more, I did some dreadfully boring but necessary stuff. I have to admit it was pretty tough to focus even on that after all the recent sexual excitement. The only way I could work at all was to turn the radio up loud and prevent myself from having any thoughts at all about my cock slaves (two of them were so tantalizingly close, elsewhere inside the house - ugh!). The only reason that worked was because I did some rather mindless paperwork in my office that allowed me to daydream from time to time.

I was making slow but steady progress when I got a call from Mindy. "Hey, stud, how's it hangin'?" she purred at me.

"It's hangin'," I replied without inflection, trying not to let her get a rise out of me.

"Is that all it's doing?" she asked. "It's not, say, poking? Or thrusting? Or sliding between two ridiculously large and jutting watermelons?"

"Sadly, no. It's just hanging here. Although you may be glad to know I've been contemplating playing with fruit. I was thinking about going downstairs and juggling some bananas or pears."

"Ha, ha. Let me tell the jokes, Honey. But let me cut to why I'm calling. We have a serious situation that needs to be dealt with right away."

"Uh oh! At work? Are they cutting people? Budget cuts? What is it?"

She replied, "Actually, none of the above. In fact, things are going so well, I might even get my own personal assistant."

I teased, "Hmmm. Sounds like you'll be starting your own personal harem soon."

She chuckled. "Not hardly. Although, actually, that sounds like a pretty good idea! No, wait, you beat me to it. Darn. Anyhow, the situation has to do with one of your cock slaves. And not either of the Hellions this time, shockingly enough. But rather than talk about it over the phone, it would be better to discuss it in person, away from possible prying ears."

"Ah. Do you think my phone is being tapped by certain unnamed but very foxy daughters?"

She sighed. "Honestly, it wouldn't surprise me. But the reason I want to talk to face to face is because it's important and will take some time. Anyway, why don't we meet at a restaurant or cafe after I finish work? I should be able to finish up a little bit early, so why don't we say four-ish? I could do with some forage around four-ish."

Groaning at her penchant for bad puns, I agreed and hung up on my wife. I then did some more chores around the house until that time drew near. I didn't see hide nor hair (nor tits, nor ass) of my gorgeous Hellions during that time, which was probably for the best. Mindy told me to meet her at a restaurant she'd recently discovered that was really good. She particularly praised their excellent service. She said she couldn't remember the name, but she had jotted down the address and gave it to me.

As I drove near the address, I had a facepalm moment because it dawned on me that the restaurant was Mama Mia's, the very place that Sue Ellen worked. Furthermore, I knew that Sue Ellen was working there this afternoon, especially since she was spending almost all of her free hours at our house and wasn't there today. As I drove, I called Mindy to complain, but naturally the conniving she-devil wasn't answering her phone, so I had no choice but to park my car and go into the restaurant.

Walking in, I noticed Sue Ellen in her waitress uniform, talking to Mindy right next to the "Please Wait to Be Seated" sign. As I'd expected, Mindy was still dressed in her stylish blue 'power suit' from work, which to my eye was tight in all the right places, but in a dignified way. I, by contrast, felt underdressed in just a T-shirt and slacks.

When Sue Ellen saw me, her face lit up so brightly that it could have illuminated the entire restaurant at night. It made me feel really damn good to get such a joyous, enthusiastic reaction.

She immediately rushed towards me, and I found myself enveloped in a tight bear hug, with a red hot kiss on the lips for good measure. Apparently she cared little about propriety or who saw us.

As soon as I could disengage my lips enough to talk, I quietly hissed, "Cupcake! Let go-"

I didn't get a chance to say any more than that though, because she planted another big kiss on my lips.

Luckily, Mindy came over and repeatedly tapped on Sue Ellen's shoulders until I was freed from Sue Ellen's lip-lock.

I asked Sue Ellen, "What was that for?"

"Sorry. I just was so happy to be called 'Cupcake,' I couldn't help myself!" Then she dropped her voice way down low and whispered conspiratorially, yet with a smoldering heat, "Master!"

She had such a big, beaming smile on her face, and she looked so cute all over, that I couldn't get mad at her. Still, I said, "Let go of me, please. I don't want you to lose your job."

She let go and took a step back, but she looked primed to launch herself all over me again at the slightest excuse. She gushed, "Don't worry, my boss isn't here, and it's super slow right now! I reckon the Bat is in the back, but she'll never know. Oh boy! This is so great! What great timing!"

Somehow, I had a sneaking suspicion my conniving wife had planned it that way. It suddenly made sense why she wanted to meet at four. I gave Min a sharp look.

She just smiled and smirked in an extra delighted and mischievous way.

I made a mental note to find out about this "Bat" Sue Ellen kept making cryptic references to, and soon. It sounded like potential trouble.

I glanced around to see how much of a scene we were making. Luckily, it wasn't so bad. It was precisely four o'clock, and that was far too early for any dinner crowd, so there was only a small scattering of customers. It was also a lucky break that Sue Ellen hadn't squealed or screamed, so only two other people had noticed the kissing. Those two were both other waitresses (neither of whom I recognized), since they were standing up and thus had better views. With Mindy standing there, from a distance it looked more like Sue Ellen was greeting a couple of friends or relatives, not a lover.

I said quietly, "Sue Ellen, you're not allowed to touch me without permission. Period! If you do, the punishment will be severe. Do you understand?"

Unfortunately, that wiped her joyous smile off her face. She looked at me with concern and intense concentration (although one could still sense her excitement about to burst through). She was determined not to screw up.

Encouraged that she had things more or less under control, I said, "Okay. Good. Now, please seat us. And of course, you owe me one bra." I held my hand out expectantly.

Sue Ellen had to know that was coming, but it looked like she had an orgasm on the spot caused by some kind of mental sexual excitement overload. Her eyes actually rolled up into her head for a second or two. She visibly shivered all over, and then she practically ripped her uniform open in her eagerness to get her bra off.

Luckily, she seemed to get a hold of herself, because she closed her eyes and appeared to mutter something to herself. Then she reached in, undid the bra, and handed it to me. She was wearing some kind of new, more revealing uniform, and that helped a lot in gaining access to her bra.

As I took the bra from her, I saw that she was beaming with her gorgeous smile again. I couldn't help but smile in response. I could see that the smiling was contagious, because Mindy flashed her pearly whites too. "Okay! Lead the way."

Sue Ellen looked around, and then whispered to me with barely contained joy, "Master, let me lead y'all to your very SPECIAL table! Where I can give y'all extra special Mama Mia service!" She finished that with a saucy wink. No doubt, she was going to take us to the same table we'd used before, in the much more private back room.

But Mindy stepped up and put a hand on Sue Ellen's shoulder. "No, not today. We don't want things to get out of hand. Unfortunately, he and I have to do some serious talking. Why don't you seat us" - she quickly looked around - "there?" She pointed to a booth that was a bit out of the way, but was towards the front of the restaurant.

Sue Ellen was so ebullient that she hardly showed any disappointment at that. She practically skipped her way to our booth.

I walked along while holding the bra in full view. I got a kick out of that, especially when we passed one guy who looked at it with a puzzled expression.

Once Mindy and I sat down, Sue Ellen rushed off to get some menus, because she'd forgotten them in all the excitement. It was noticeable how her sizable boobs bounced around inside her uniform when she moved quickly.

I happily laid the bra on the table, again in full view. I guess I got to be the smirky one for a change.

But Mindy was all smirky smiles too as she asked me, "How does it feel to be the big cock of the walk?" She ostentatiously looked down at my crotch, as if she could see it through the table, and licked her lips. "Emphasis on BIG COCK..." she growled, hungrily. Then she glanced at the bra at the table, and I swear, I could see her arousal rising even more, like a rocket shooting into the sky. She actually had to take a moment to contain herself.

But then she looked up at me and said, as if she hadn't been distracted at all, "You should have seen her when I came in. She flashed her cute smile and said, 'Oh, howdy Mindy! Great to see you.' Which was nice enough. But when she saw you - sheesh! It was like you were the Second Coming. Or, to be more accurate, the first cumming AND the second cumming, and probably a couple more nice cums after that." She snickered.

I didn't get a chance to reply, because Sue Ellen was back with the menus. "Here are you, Mrs. C.," she said as she handed Mindy a menu with an extra big smile. "And for you, Master!"

She didn't just hand me the menu, she held the menu out well past me, so she'd have an excuse to bend low over the table. She bent over so much that her nipples actually spilled out of her uniform and lightly grazed the tabletop! Then she stayed in that position, and asked me with a saucy tit wiggle, "Did y'all notice we have new uniforms?"

"Yes," I replied, gawking at her dangling globes with undisguised desire. "How could I not?"

Indeed, the uniforms were dramatically improved. The previous ones had been gray and had all the appeal of shapeless potato sacks. Whereas the uniform she was wearing now was an appealing, pale blue color, and designed much like revealing cheerleader outfits. The shoulders were bare, there was a little strip of tummy showing just above the waistline, and, most importantly for my tastes, there was a dramatically plunging neckline. It was thanks to that new neckline that even her nipples could be seen in the position she was in now. Unfortunately, the matching skirt went all the way down to her knees, but I didn't mind much since the top was so revealing.

"Do you like?" She asked with boundless eagerness. "I got 'em just for you!" She was still bending over lewdly. If I would have had a plate of spaghetti in front of me, her boobs would have been soaked in the pasta sauce.

As it was, you had to be in a certain position to see just how much she was showing (my position, as a matter of fact - not even Mindy was getting the full show). Her ample tits looked to be in danger of spilling out of her top altogether, especially since she was braless now. Besides, simply having a waitress bend over a table that long was bound to attract notice before long. I wasn't here to cause a scene, just to talk to Mindy. So I said, "They're great! But what do you mean that you got them for me? Please straighten up and tell us the story."

She did straighten up, but she'd didn't just strike a normal pose. She moved into Position Number Two, with her hands on her head, her tits thrust forward, and her legs spread wide. Her height dropped about half a foot, because she spread her legs out so much.

I was shocked that she'd strike such an overtly sexual and submissive pose in the middle of her place of work. Still nobody seemed to be paying any attention to us.

Mindy looked at the hands on Sue Ellen's head and gave her a disapproving look, complete with shaking her head no.

Sue Ellen looked around, and it looked like she was going to protest that there was no one near. (That's why I hadn't chastised her for calling me "Master," since no one else could hear.) But she obviously had second thoughts about that, and pinned her hands behind her back instead.

In a way, that was almost more obvious, since it was still an odd pose and it caused her big tits to thrust forward so much, but I was enjoying the view too much to complain. They really were lovely, blue uniforms, and the creamy, tanned skin they framed was even lovelier.

I asked her, "How did you get new uniforms so quickly?"

Sue Ellen breathlessly explained, "Master, remember the first day you came in here, and you claimed me as your..." - she looked around carefully, and then dropped her voice a lot - "...as one of your slaves? Well, I knew deep down from that very day that I would spend the rest of my life serving you, and servicing your big, uh, member!" She was bursting with pride as she added, "I really knew it, even then!"

She looked around furtively again. "So the next day at work, I talked to all the other waitresses one by one about getting new uniforms that would be more to your liking. Obviously I didn't put it exactly that way, but... you know what I mean. It was a battle! Everyone agreed the old uniforms sucked, but each waitress had her own ideas on what the new ones should look like. However, with Laura and I working as a united front - you remember her, don't you?"

I had to think for a moment. Finally, I remembered. She was the waitress who'd covered for us on that pivotal first day, and whom I'd all but promised to fuck if she lost thirty pounds. Uh-oh. That promise was trouble. But I just smiled and said, "Of course. Is she here now?"

Sue Ellen frowned. "Unfortunately, no. She's gonna be reeeaaally bummed when she hears she missed y'all. But you should see how she looks. She's been losing weight like you wouldn't believe!"

Mindy was sitting across from me, but she gave my leg an encouraging kick upon hearing that. She smiled wolfishly too.

Sue Ellen continued, "So anyway, we pretty much rammed through the new uniforms in record time. I collected money from all the waitresses, and then bought them myself. They just came in yesterday! Isn't that great, 'cos you're here today! And we presented them to the owner as a done deal. She was a bit doubtful about just how revealing they are, but I think she realized it can only draw in more customers. Anyway, do y'all know what you want?"

She added in a sexy purr, "Besides, well, you know..." She giggled gaily and suggestively at that.

I looked at Mindy, and she looked at me. Then she said, "He'll have a root beer float." And I said, "She'll have a mocha cappuccino." We smiled at each other and held hands, comforted by how well we knew each other's tastes.

"Awww, how cute," Sue Ellen said, still smiling broadly. "I'll be right back!" She rushed off.

This was the first time I'd really had a chance to talk to Mindy alone since we'd arrived, so I gave her my most chagrined and annoyed expression. "THIS is the 'new' restaurant you couldn't remember the name of, huh?"

She smirked, and shrugged, not showing any regret at all. "Hey, you weren't listening. I told you this place had 'exceptional personal service.' I went on and on about how much their waitresses 'love to serve you.' I wanted to see if you'd get it. But needless to say, the thickness of your big head was only exceeded by the thickness of your not-so-little one. And didn't you catch the sexy way I said that? I couldn't have been any more obvious unless I'd somehow reached through the phone line and slapped you upside the head!"

"Okay," I grudgingly conceded. "I've been a bit distracted, for reasons which shall remain bra-less" - I glanced at Sue Ellen's bra lying in the open on the table, and Min did too - "so I'm missing nuance. And I'm too trusting of you, as if that were a bad thing. But in any case, why meet here, of all places? Do you just want to cause trouble? And what are we meeting about anyway that's so top secret we can't do it at home?"

"One question at a time, my handsome, hunky, horse-hung hubby. Oooh. I like the cadence of that." Relaxing, she took off her blue business jacket and put in on the seat behind her.

Just watching her move made me want to put my hands on her silky smooth blouse and take it off her too. I was tempted to order her to take her bra off and put it on the table as well. But things could easily get out of control if we went that route. Besides, we were here just to talk. I had gotten erection, probably mostly from taking Sue Ellen's bra, but I was trying hard to ignore it.

Mindy continued, "As to why meet here, why not? Already, you've totally made Sue Ellen's day just by showing up. Didn't that make it worth it, all by itself?"

"That's a good point," I admitted.

"Plus, I've got a hunch things will be more interesting here, somehow." She raised an eyebrow as she glanced at the bra on our table top. "But I AM here just to talk. No monkey business this time, I swear! Did you notice how I got her to stop kissing you, and then take her hands off her head? And I even insisted we sit out here in the open instead of in back."

"Hmmm. Now that you mention it, you did do all that." I narrowed my eyes suspiciously. "What's your angle? You must have some fiendishly sexy cucquean plan brewing that's even MORE insanely arousing!"

She held a hand up as if taking an oath, and said solemnly. "I have nothing up my sleeve, I swear. Girl Scout's honor."

I said, "Impressive. Except of course you were never a Girl Scout."

She grinned impishly. "I wasn't? Oops! But I really do love their Thin Mint cookies. Does that count?"

I folded my arms impatiently. "No. And you're not wearing any sleeves. But I'm still suspicious as to why you're going to these great lengths."

She sighed, exasperated. "Daniel Cooper! As the owner of a fifteen-inch long cock, you should know better than to use phrases like 'going to great lengths.' Why, merely the use of the word 'length' is enough to make all your cock slaves drool!"

I could tell that she wanted me to protest that I didn't have a fifteen-inch long cock, since I most obviously did not! Hell, nobody did. But I knew her well enough to realize that would have just been a launch pad to yet more teasing and joking. Frankly, I loved her never-ending sense of fun, but right now I wanted to get down to brass tacks. So I just said, "Come on. Tell me your fiendish scheme."

She smiled mischievously, looked around furtively, and then unbuttoned a couple of buttons on her white blouse, so she'd have some cleavage on show to compete with Sue Ellen's ample display. But then she said forthrightly, "Actually, about this restaurant? No, I don't have one. But about tonight? Oh yes! Yes, I most certainly do!"

Her eyes lit up. "That's what we're here to talk about. And I think it'll help put you in the right frame of mind to see Sue Ellen walking around as we talk, especially with her going bra-less in her sexy new uniform. Now, you told me earlier today that-"

She stopped talking, because Sue Ellen came back with our drinks. Our knockout waitress put the drinks down on our table, and then sat herself down right next to me. In a matter of seconds, she stuck her hand inside my pants and was stroking my stiff dick!

Whoa! That came out of left field! I could have seen her doing something like that if we'd been in the private back room. In fact, I almost would have expected it. But out here? No way! 

Admittedly, from a distance it just looked like she was sitting next to me. With her body blocking the view, not even Mindy could actually see Sue Ellen's stroking hand. But the mere act of having a waitress cozy up next to a customer was unheard of. Sure, it felt great, but I didn't want her to get in trouble or even lose her job!

Sue Ellen purred as she stroked my sweet spot, "So, Master, how can I serve you? How can I make you enjoy drinking your root beer float even more?"

"Um..." I was so taken by surprise by her bold handjob move that I didn't know what to say. And dammit, how unfortunate that my dick was already fully engorged! With the way Sue Ellen had been bending over and showing off her new uniform and all, plus my ever sexy wife looking scrumptious in her formal business clothes, there was no way I could will it go down.

She continued giddily, "What if I were to lose a contact lens, right under this table? I might have to stay under there for quite a long while, looking for it."

Mindy asked, "I thought you didn't wear contact lenses?"

"I don't. That's why I'd have to stay down there a really long time!" Sue Ellen laughed. She ostentatiously licked all the way around her lips, as if her meaning wasn't clear enough.

Mindy was all smirks, delighting in my tricky situation while Sue Ellen's hand slid up and down my boner relentlessly. Clearly, she knew something was going on, and that it involved my dick.

I looked at my crotch with growing alarm. At first, Sue Ellen had just stuck her hand in my pants, but apparently she found that too confining, and she soon managed to have my zipper unzipped and my erection fully exposed. So far, the only ones who could see it were me and Sue Ellen, thanks to the confines of the booth plus the way her body blocked the aisle, but still. This was way too risky.

I had a mental picture of Sue Ellen lifting my erection up until the cockhead peeked over the table. I could almost see the (feigned) look of shock on my wife's face, before the inevitable coaching and encouragement began to come from her.

I finally opened my mouth to speak and protest, but Mindy beat me to it. She said slowly and gently, "Sue Ellen, I don't think what you're doing is a good idea, much less your contact lens plan. We're in a very public place."

"True," Sue Ellen conceded as she kept on sliding her fingers all over my boner, still focusing on tickling my sweet spot in particular. "But the other waitresses are my friends and they're covering for me. Besides, y'all picked this booth very cleverly, didn't you? Look at the angles. Nobody can actually see what's happening here, at least not below head level. And no one's gonna walk by either, unless the restaurant really fills up."

"That's true," Mindy admitted. "I did pick a good table, just to be on the safe side. But we didn't come here for hanky panky. We actually came here for a serious, private talk. So could you please leave us be for a while?" The dismissal in her tone was pretty unmistakable.

Sue Ellen hung her head down sadly (even as she kept on jacking me off!). "Oh. Okay. What a disappointment though. Y'all got me so excited."

Mindy said, "I didn't say we couldn't have ANY fun. But Dan and I have got to have our talk first. Maybe after that, and once we have some Thin Mint cookies, there'll be time to give your favorite customer some extra special service."

Sue Ellen's eyes lit up, like she'd just been handed a million dollars. "Okay! Well, if you put it that way, I'm gonna skedaddle right away, so y'all can finish that talk as fast as you can!"

She gave my boner an extra tight squeeze, and then pulled her hand out of my pants. Then she patted it from the outside for good measure, which immediately turned into more stroking. "By the by, what's this about mint cookies?"

"Oh, nothing. Just a little private joke." Mindy looked down at where Sue Ellen's hand was and coughed, loudly.

Sue Ellen finally relented. She stood back up and left - for now.

As she left, I said, "Thanks, Cupcake."

She turned back to us, and her face beamed so brightly that I swear the entire restaurant was bathed in the light.

I readjusted my hard-on and zipped it back into hiding. It was so long and hard that I had a heck of a time even getting it back in my pants while still sitting there.

I shook my head at my wife. "You're evil, pure evil. You know that? Now I've got a raging boner that's threatening to poke right through the tabletop, and I'm in no position to get any satisfaction any time soon."

Mindy cackled like an evil witch and rubbed her hands together. "Bwa-ha-ha-ha-ha! My fiendish plan is coming together! Today, Dan has blue balls, tomorrow, the world! Bwa-ha-ha-ha!" She added in more of a deadpan, "I'm not sure how that first thing will help with the second thing, but I'm still ironing out the kinks in my world takeover plan. But rest assured, my plot, among other things, is thickening!"

She wiggled her eyebrows in the general direction of my crotch. "And lengthening!"

I rolled my eyes, but I grinned too. Next, I attempted to get our conversation back on track. "Okay, so what are we talking about already? Is this about having Sue Ellen's initiation ceremony tonight? Because if it is, you can forget it. I need some time to chill out. Especially with Nicky arriving tomorrow, we need to ease back into normality."

"Do we? Or do we need to have one evening of all-out, wild, orgiastic, King-pleasuring fun to tide us over until she leaves again?" She put a finger to her chin and pretended to ponder. "Hmmm... Which option would be more fun and spermy? Hmmm..." She grinned playfully, making me grin too. "Maybe we should have all your cock slaves and me take a vote."

I just rolled my eyes at that.

"Hey, we'd let you have a vote too!" She batted her eyelids with fake earnestness, as if the five of them wouldn't out-vote me in a heartbeat.

I just crossed my arms again and gave her a disbelieving look.

She said, "In any case, your guess is correct; that's what I want to talk about. I said on the phone that this a crisis, and it's just that: a crisis."

"Uh-oh. That doesn't sound good. What's the scoop?" I scooted up to the table edge so the massive tent still straining my pants wouldn't be too obvious. Then I dug into my root beer float with a spoon.

"Well, I talked to Sue Ellen at lunch. I've been talking to her quite frequently, by the way. Everyone in the harem has been, in fact. We want to ease her in gently, but also totally, so we've got years and years of catching up to do. I feel like I've just adopted another wonderful daughter. I tell ya, there are some huge benefits to this cucquean lifestyle that don't even have to do with sex. Isn't she an adorable bundle of joy?"

I smiled fondly. "That she is. We really lucked out with her."

"True." Min continued, "But in any case, she's been bouncing off the walls since she found out she's going to be properly initiated. She said she hardly slept a wink last night, because she was just too excited. I'll bet you dollars to Thin Mints she won't sleep a wink tonight either, if her initiation doesn't happen by then. You know it can't happen tomorrow night. So, if you put it off, by the time you do get around to it, she'll be a compete wreck. How will she be able to work?"

I said, "Well, that is pretty bad. I did not know that." Mmmm, good ice cream though, I thought as I sampled my root beer float.

"Furthermore, Honey, I've looked at everybody's schedules. Tonight is perfect, because Sue Ellen will be getting off work at seven, since her shift started at eleven. Cindy's out of work, and the Hellions have today off. So it's a perfect storm - everyone will be able to attend! You can't pass that chance by. It would be like passing on a chance to buy another box of Thin Mints."

I grinned. "Hmmm. Someone has eating a certain type of cookie on her mind all of a sudden. But okay, I'm sold. I don't really have a good excuse not to do it so soon, except that I just wanted to have a mellow day and get a lot of writing done, for a change. I did make some progress yesterday, and I wanted to follow up on that. I'm sure I'll get distracted all over again when Nicky arrives. But to be honest, I'm pretty wired and excited too, so I wouldn't be very productive in any case."

She sipped on her coffee. "Oh? What's gotten you all excited?"

I grinned wickedly as I nonchalantly licked my spoon in a suggestive manner. It wasn't often I got the chance to tease Mindy, especially, since she usually was already doing it to me. Watching her eyes get big over the rim of her coffee cup was quite a treat. But before she got the wrong idea (and ran with it), I replied, "I gave the Gruesome Twosome a spanking today. Both of them. It was a blast. You should have seen the way I made them crawl naked just to get started!"

The look on her face was absolutely priceless. She looked like she was at the peak of a hill on a wild roller coaster ride, and she was about to fly down a steep slope. She actually clutched the edge of the table for support as she waited with bated breath.

I toyed with my root beer float, just to drag out the telling. Finally, when she looked fit to burst, I smiled and continued, "And it went perfectly! Just thinking about having their naked bodies wriggling and writhing in my lap..." I must admit I kind of spaced out at that point. I was fondly recalling the spanking while looking at Sue Ellen walking around in her sexy new uniform serving the other customers.

Mindy leaned forward dramatically and stabbed a finger into the table top. "Well?! Don't stop there! I want details! Details! Especially about the crawling part!"

But then she suddenly sat back and exhaled heavily. "No, wait. Scratch that. If you tell me everything, I'll get so hot and bothered that I'll pretty much have to get fucked right away, right on this table. Here! NOW! And that'll cause all kinds of trouble. Plus, we'll never get around to finishing our conversation. Let's get back on track."

I nodded. "Okay. Wow, Min. You're really the cucquean in control today. I like." I smiled with approval.

She said wearily, "I'm trying. It's tough. But I'm thinking that if I can be the one who says 'no' more often, that'll free you up to say 'yes' more and have more fun. That'll mean even more well-fucked cock slaves."

I asked, "You mean even more cock slaves, all getting thoroughly fucked, or the ones we have getting even more fucked than before?"

Mindy immediately pounced, "Yessss! You've finally got it!"

I rolled my eyes and then hung my head at her irrepressible sense of humor, realizing that I had blundered and asked the infamous "OR" question. I complained, "Min, just give me a real answer."

Her eyes twinkled with mischief. "That would be telling." She playfully wagged a finger at me. "But anyway, focus! So... you're excited."

I decided to let her verbal games slide, and answered, "Yes, I am. And part of that is thinking about this initiation ceremony. I was trying to do some errands when you called, but my mind kept going back to all the things I could do to Sue Ellen's delectable, voluptuous body, right in front of everybody."

"Now we're talking!" Mindy said enthusiastically. "I'm glad you feel that way, because after I spoke to Sue Ellen, I started planning with the assumption that it'll take place tonight. I called Cindy and had her meet me for lunch. I ended up going way over my usual lunch hour, brainstorming with her. We've come up with all kinds of fun things. We've got a plan that's as sweet as a whole row of Thin Mint cookies, trust me. But I'd like to hear what YOU want to see happen."

I spent the next ten minutes or so outlining my ideas (and enjoying my drink). Even though we were talking about the initiation of a cock slave, my hard-on slowly went flaccid, probably simply because it couldn't stay hard ALL the time.

Mindy mostly just listened to me, but I gathered from her occasional insightful or probing questions that she'd given this much more thought than I had.

Finally, I finished my spiel, and asked her, "Boy, Min. You're running circles around me. Just how much planning have you done?"

She proudly replied, "A lot! You'd be surprised how little work gets done in offices sometimes, especially in locked, private offices. I did some mindless paperwork while I talked to all your cock slaves on the phone for a couple of hours."

"ALL of them?"

"Yes. Michelle and Ruby are fully on board with the initiation, and the timing of it. At first, they were resistant because I said they needed to declare a truce from their sex boycott for the duration of the ceremony. We struck a deal on that which I'll explain in a minute. By the way, I'm figuring out now that I must have called them just after their nap, which must have come after your spanking. I gather that given what happened during that, they're feeling like they have no traction for their little revolt."

Mindy paused, and then started breathing heavily. Her cheeks flushed and her eyes became a little unfocused as she quietly, yet huskily demanded to know in an urgent whisper, "Did you make them suck your cock?"

Her crude language made me remember we were in a restaurant. I looked around, but the coast was still clear. No other customers were within two tables of us, and with the background music playing, there was no way that anyone could hear what we were talking about. But it still made me a little jittery. I replied, "No. They didn't so much as touch my penis. I was very careful to make sure about that. As a result, I didn't cum at all."

Right before my eyes, I watched as my wife closed her eyes and took her raging libido in hand and brought it under her control. Well, more or less. She then focused her eyes on mine again and nodded at me, approvingly. "Even so, they know they're fighting a losing battle with their little rebellion, and that spanking must have REALLY brought that point home to them. After all, how can a sex slave revolt against her master while still adhering to all the rules about being a slave? That's what they're trying to do, and it's totally frustrating for them. That's the cum-numdrum they're facing, if you will."

"I won't." I grinned.

She rolled her eyes, but grinned too. "So, like I said, they were extremely reluctant at first. But I talked them into participating in the ceremony eventually. Like I mentioned, we made a deal. The one compromise they had me agree to is that they don't have to suck your cock. They were worried that if they do that, they'll lose all control."

She gave me a queerly concerned look. "Is that okay with you, that they don't have to suck your cock?"

A month or two ago, I never would have imagined my wife could ask me, in a public place, if I was okay with NOT having our two teenaged Hellions suck my dick during a sex slave initiation ceremony for a third lusty, busty teenager who'd be joining our family. The weird part was that she actually expected me to object to the lack of cocksucking.

I shrugged. "I'm as fine with that as I am with eating some Thin Mint cookies." I thought I'd throw the Thin Mint thing back at her, since she'd mentioned them to me so much in the last little while.

She grimaced. "Argh! I'm gonna get you for that! I wish you'd stop mentioning those cookies all the time. You're making me hungry!"

"Hey, YOU'RE the one who keeps bringing..." My voice trailed off, because I realized too late that she'd set me up for that punch line.

She was even more triumphantly smirky than usual. "Heh-heh! That's fun. But it was kind of a mistake, because I'm only making myself hungry. Do you know how tough it is for me to keep my figure, at my age? Just THINKING about those damn yummy cookies is putting pounds on my hips. And sitting here in this restaurant, with all kinds of tempting smells everywhere..."

She sniffed the air longingly, and continued, "But in any case, I highly doubt the no cocksucking exception will last very long, once the ceremony gets rolling. We'll see. Once I struck that deal with the girls, the floodgates opened. Both of them have given slave initiation ceremonies a lot of thought. In fact, Ruby had an entire computer file of bullet points on the subject which she read to me over the phone. Apparently, she wrote it a couple of years ago."

I slumped back in my seat and sighed. "'Ruby?' Did you say 'Ruby,' and not 'Michelle?'"

"Yep!" She obviously loved that. "Just because she lets Michelle take the lead most of the time, never forget that our fiery, redheaded maiden has a mind of her own."

I slumped in my chair a little more. "Sheesh! Geez, Min, what have I gotten myself into? This is so far beyond letting them stroke and suck me. It's like a religion or philosophy for them. Or even more. It's like an entire way of life!"

Mindy smirked and smiled. "By Jove, I think he's finally got it! Yep! I think you nailed it on the head. They DO see serving you, their one and only master, as an entire way of life. Remember, they've been dreaming and planning and fantasizing about this for YEARS while pretending to act normal around you. Since they weren't allowed to actually do anything with you, they made up for it by fantasizing a hell of a lot, constantly reinforcing and strengthening their feelings by sharing the same dream with each other. I dare say that sharing this dream of serving your oh-so-yummy fat cock is one of the main things that bind them together as the very best of friends. Over the past couple of months, they've let me into their world enough to show me some of their poetry, lyrics, and artwork about you."

Her eyes sparkled with knowing their secrets. "It's really cute." Her gaze then turned smoking hot and her voice went all breathy. "It's also outrageously explicit. They're WAY more daring than I was at their age, and you can't even begin to understand how determined they are to land you or how much this all means to them. For them, you're the project of a lifetime... literally."

"Oh man." I sighed. "Things are far too weird for me to even begin to understand. It's not really about me, is it? Tell me it's not about me. I'm imagining it's mostly that they love the idea of serving a master, and I just happen to fit the bill."

My wife shrugged. "I think you're half right about that. It's partly about you, partly about the lifestyle that's kind of independent of you. The thing is, you fit their ideal so well that you can't really pull the two things apart." She stared off into space, pondering that.

Uncomfortable with the flattery, I asked, "But anyway, does that mean Cupcake, er, Sue Ellen, knows everything about tonight?"

She looked around and confirmed Sue Ellen was serving other customers a good distance away. "Oh no! Definitely not! I've kept her in the dark as much as I can, so that she can enjoy her initiation to the fullest. She knows there's an initiation coming up soon, of course, but I've given no hint that it'll happen tonight. In fact, I've carefully led her to believe it won't, in case you don't agree, and also so she'll be surprised. But I've been talking to her at length about what she'd like to happen if and when her initiation takes place. So, between getting feedback from you, Cindy, the Hellions, myself, and Sue Ellen, I'm gonna put it all together and have a special event everyone will love - why, very nearly as much as I love Thin Mints."

I grinned at that latest cookie mention. "What does Cindy have to say about it? Don't tell me she's got years of notebooks and computer files on the subject!"

"No. She's brand new to this whole sex slave thing. Maybe because she's older and more jaded, she's not as over the moon about it as the girls are. She didn't have many initiation ideas of her own at all, in fact, so it's obviously not something she's given much thought to. But she's been a big help as sort of my main co-conspirator on this."

I asked, "So, why are we having this meeting here, if the Hellions know everything already?"

"Oh, but they don't. The communication with them was one-way only. They told me what their ideal initiation ceremony would look like, and I said I'd take what they said into consideration. That way, they'll be more eager to see what'll happen. Ditto with you. You and I are on the same page when it comes to the general gist, but please leave the details to me. That way you'll be pleasantly surprised too."

"Okay. But isn't that going to leave a lot of unhappy people? You're leaving the impression with everyone that their personal vision will be realized, but you can't possibly fulfill all those different visions at once."

She was all smiles. "Au contraire! I'd been worried about that, until I started collecting information and comparing notes. It turns out everyone's vision is remarkably similar! There are some minor differences, but that's fine. That just means we can tailor the initiation ceremony of each of your slaves slightly differently. But at the same time, there will be an underlying, satisfying thread of commonality running through all of them. Starting and then keeping traditions is a good thing."

"I didn't expect that," I commented about how their visions were so similar. Just talking about this cock slave stuff was making my dick painfully hard again.

"Yeah, me too, especially if you knew how similar the various suggestions have been. It's not too surprising when you think about it though, since everyone wants to see the same thing. We want you to assert your proper place as master, and Sue Ellen to be put in her proper place as slave. So of course you're gonna" - she lowered her voice and purred lustily - "fuck the shit out of her!"

Her eyes sparkled, and she leaned forward eagerly. "That'll be the focus of the ceremony, of course. The rest is gravy. So long as you give her a good, hard fucking, everyone will be happy. As long as you drill her deep, making her grind her hips all over your fat, thick, long cock, and get her so hot she'll scream your name at the top of her lungs, everything'll be peachy. And then, when you fuckin' pump a huge load of creamy, tasty, oh-so-potent baby-making cum up from your churning balls and power-fuck it deep into her pussy, she'll... Oh shit!" She sat back and wrinkled her face in consternation.

"What?" I asked.

"Oh, nothing." She shook her head like she was coming out of a daze. "Where was I? Oh, yes. The key thing is, while the rest of us sit there and watch, my hubby, my studly, sexy, well-hung hubby, is gonna take his latest cock slave and FUCK THE SHIT OUT OF HER!"

She somehow managed to say that extremely emphatically while keeping the volume of her voice low enough so she didn't cause a scene. Even so, she looked around furtively, just to be on the safe side. Luckily, no one was close enough to notice.

Then she leaned forward towards me even closer, and continued passionately, "I'll be right there, as you slide INCH after INCH after INCH of your thick, fat, pussy-splitting cock-meat deep into your helpless new cock worshipping sex slave! Maybe I'll even hold it as you force feed it into- Oh God!"

"What now?"

She looked around again, furtively, and then made her mind up about something. "I'm sorry, I'm just getting too horny! Worse, I think I dropped a contact lens around here." She quickly ducked under the table.

"Wait," I said. "You don't wear... Oh." My voice trailed off, because I remembered Sue Ellen's earlier suggestive comment about dropping contact lenses. I could guess what was coming next.

Sure enough, my lusty wife didn't just bend below the table, she crawled under it! I felt her hand on the fly of my pants a few seconds later. I looked down to my crotch just in time to see her staring up at me from under the table, looking happy as a clam.




Chapter 83



I shouldn't have let Mindy get between my legs. I should have known that she'd pull something like this before long. But, to be honest, I didn't resist that strongly. I was kind of getting used to this sort of thing, and enjoying it far too much. 

As she unzipped my fly, she asked beseechingly, "You don't mind if I suck on the King for a while?"

I protested, even though I wasn't really doing anything to stop her. "Actually, I do mind! We're in the middle of a restaurant!"

She smirked. "I know. Isn't it exciting?" She took my stiff dick in her hands, and said, "You say no, but the King says yes. And if we think of the harem as a kingdom, we all must obey the King!"

She giggled a little bit as she started to stroke my stiffness. "Besides, somehow I have a feeling our waitress will be looking out for us. That's just a crazy hunch I have." She winked at me, and then she started to lick her way around the crown.

"Well, that's true," I conceded. I was feeling pretty weird talking to a head wedged between my legs, even if it did belong to my wife. "But still, we shouldn't be doing this. This is nuts!"

"No, these are nuts." She yanked my pants down a couple of inches, and carefully pulled my balls out of my fly too. (She had to be quite careful, because getting one of those caught in the zipper was not exactly something to look forward to.) She licked her way around my balls, all the way up my shaft, and then did a couple of circles around my cockhead.

Finally, she tilted my boner down to the correct angle for her, and started bobbing her way down until she had my entire cockhead in her mouth. Luckily, she was used to my size from years of experience, so she didn't make any loud noises when she engulfed my shaft.

I was torn. On one hand, it felt too good for me to really stop her, but on the other hand, it was too weird for me to handle this happening in the middle of a restaurant! I muttered, "I'll give you a Thin Mint cookie if you stop."

She mumbled with her stuffed mouth, "Mmmm... Thempting, buh no thanths. I know you're bluffinnn!"

I have to admit that my resistance to what she was doing was pretty feeble. For instance, when she attempted to yank my pants down enough to comfortably free my balls, I lifted my ass up at just the right time to help her. So I couldn't really get mad at her for blowing right past my objection (literally as well as figuratively!), because she probably knew what I wanted better than I did most of the time.

Still, I wasn't about to get caught if I could help it. I leaned forward and tried to strategically position my arm and clothes to block the view. Luckily, the table had a big tablecloth hanging over the edges, so I rearranged it and the table items on it so the cloth could hang way over the side, nearly to the floor. Actually, I had to admit that it looked pretty safe now. Mostly thanks to the tablecloth, there was virtually no way to tell that Mindy was under the table and happily bobbing on my shaft.

Or at least that was my best guess. I couldn't really know for sure how it appeared to others unless I got up and looked at the booth from various angles, but I wasn't about to do that and break off the great blowjob she was giving me. However, it wasn't like anyone was near us in the first place. (Although a few more customers were starting to drift in, the main room was still much less than half full, and it seemed to me the waitresses were steering the new customers to other sections. I had a feeling Sue Ellen was behind that somehow, even though the other waitresses seemed to be doing it too.)

However, I realized that my situation would be tested quickly. Sue Ellen had been going about her job as usual, but all the while she was looking my way so much that it probably seemed odd to other people. So it took her less than a minute to realize I was sitting all alone.

She immediately came over and stood right next to me. "Howdy, Master. How ya doin'? Can I get you anything? And what happened to Mindy?"

"I'm good, thanks," I replied. "As for Mindy..." I was about to launch into some bullshit explanation about her needing to use the bathroom. I was making it up on the fly, but I wanted an excuse that would theoretically keep my wife somewhere else for a long time. After all, I was really enjoying this blowjob and didn't want it to stop any time soon.

However, I was cut off because Sue Ellen looked around, startled. "Hey! Who kicked me?" She looked down towards her feet, and I did too. We saw a high heel attached to a foot that was attached to a leg that disappeared under the bottom edge of the tablecloth.

I was chagrined, to say the least. There's no way Mindy's leg just happened to kick way out like that. No doubt, she'd heard Sue Ellen's voice and wanted her to know what was really going on.

Sue Ellen's face lit up so brightly that it practically blinded me. She was suddenly so ecstatic, it looked like she was ready to start bouncing up and down like some overexcited cheerleader after her team scored a touchdown. (And her new uniform perfectly fit the cheerleader image too.) "Oh my... Oh my! ... OH! I do declare!" She was nearly speechless.

She began to briskly walk away, which puzzled me, until she turned around and rushed right back. I realized that she was bursting with energy and unable to contain it. She paced back and forth. It looked like she was holding something in, like she was suppressing the urge to shout out with glee.

Then it occurred to me that was probably exactly what it was: she was using all her willpower to prevent herself from shouting out. The jubilant smile on her face was still so priceless that I couldn't regret the risk we were taking, just because it made her smile like that.

I don't know about the other people, but I sure was enjoying the sight of her hefty, bra-free melons shifting about inside her cheerleader-esque uniform while she paced around in a hurry. The fact that Mindy was suckling on my sweet spot like it was some kind of ice cream bar that she was quickly trying to melt confirmed for me that all was well in the world. I may not have been keen on the blowjob at the start, but I was rapidly warming to the idea. I felt pretty safe with the tablecloth positioned as it was, so I figured I might as well roll with it and enjoy it to its fullest.

After nearly a minute, Sue Ellen finally seemed to get herself back under control, although she was still bursting with enthusiasm. She hurried back to my booth and came to a complete stop right next to me. Her eyes were burning with lust as she breathlessly asked me, "That IS Mindy, isn't it?"

"Yes, of course."

Her face beamed like a searchlight all over again. "Well, butter my butt and call me a biscuit! I'll be damned!"

I was about to flippantly ask who else it could be, but then it hit me that I had an entire harem! That meant her question wasn't completely unreasonable. That was an erotic jolt to me. A number of beautiful women other than my wife could be blowing me under the table in a restaurant, and my wife was okay with that. In fact, she loved it. I know that may have seemed like old news, but it really did hit me like a punch to the gut! A GOOD punch to the gut, if that makes any sense.

Mindy seemed to notice my dick throbbing and twitching as I thought about this stuff, so she redoubled her slurpy attack on my sweet spot.

I had to lean forward and grimace, like I was fighting the urge to pee. I certainly didn't want to cum, not now, and definitely not here! I felt like we were safe for now as far as the visual evidence went, but loud slurpy or moaning noises could still give us away. (Sure, there was music playing, but it was just soft background music.)

With the intense and talented way Min was licking and sucking, I was bound to have a great climax, and it would be a trying ordeal not to cry out. I could picture the looks of people hearing a guy have an orgasm in the middle of a restaurant! At that point, it would probably be LESS embarrassing for it to be known that Mindy was under there. Otherwise, people would think I was some kind of freak who masturbated to climax in the middle of a public place!

Sue Ellen asked Mindy in a low voice, "How's it going? Do y'all need any help?" She tried not to move her lips as she talked, like she was trying to be a ventriloquist.

I gathered Mindy's mouth was too busy to talk, or else she somehow psychically conveyed she was doing fine on her own, because Sue Ellen suddenly spun on her heels and rushed off towards the back of the restaurant even faster than when she'd been pacing.

That came as a relief. It was tough enough for me to sit there and act like I WASN'T getting the (latest) blowjob of my life without Sue Ellen standing there and looking like she was about to have a spontaneous orgasm in her sexy and revealing waitress uniform.

I muttered to Mindy, "Very cute. I suppose you're gonna claim that kick was an accident?"

However, there was no reply, except maybe for some extra loud slurping and smacking noises.

I asked her, "Remember how you said there'd be no monkey business? Just serious talking?"

That got an embarrassed, muffled giggle. Then I heard a very quiet but amused, "Oopsies!"

I sighed. I realized that I probably looked like some crazy homeless guy talking to himself, so I shut up. Sue Ellen might have had a good idea in trying to talk without moving her lips, but I wasn't particularly good at that.

Sue Ellen came back my way about a minute later, strutting along very nicely. Or I should say she was doing the "Sue Ellen walk" that Mindy and I had taught her.

Her walk certainly displayed the fact that she wasn't wearing a bra, and I wondered what her other customers thought about that. Luckily, because her new uniform was so form-fitting, the lack of a bra wasn't as obvious as it had been in her old uniform where it looked like there were two cats fighting in a sack in there when she walked, but that was only a relative thing. She was definitely more titillating overall in the new one, especially with much more skin showing.

I noticed also that she seemed to be showing even more cleavage than when we'd first arrived, despite the lack of any sort of buttons or zippers on the front of her uniform. The only explanation I could come up with was that she had a hidden zipper or some hidden buttons somewhere that she'd unzipped or unbuttoned. I was going to tell her to cover up a bit more as soon as I got the chance. She looked like a pornographic parody of a waitress, yet she was a real waitress in a real restaurant!

Seeing her coming, I scooted all the way up to the table edge. Then I kind of fluffed out the tablecloth around my lap so it would cover that entire area. Luckily, Min was being very quiet with some mellow tongue lapping around my cockhead.

Sue Ellen bee-lined back to me, and then put a tall smoothie on the table. "Here, Master. It looks like you could use some more refreshment. Gotta keep those fluids coming in one end so they can go out elsewhere into someone's lucky mouth." She gave me a saucy wink at that.

My root beer float was long since consumed, so I took a sip of the smoothie. I smiled, and said, "Mmmm. Some kind of tangy orange-pineapple combo. That's my favorite. How did you know?"

She said proudly, "A good sex slave must know her master's every want and desire, and anticipate them before he does."

I was sure she was quoting someone, but I didn't know any books or shows that talked about sex slaves.

However, before I could ask, or tell her to cover her cleavage some more, she suddenly looked all around and then dropped to the floor. Practically in the time I could blink my eyes, she was gone from my sight. It was like she'd fallen through a trap door, but I knew where she'd really gone.

I pinched my nose, squinted, and shook my head. "Min, please tell me Cupcake hasn't joined you down there under the table."

All I heard was a very giggly and muffled "M'kay!"

But then things got more ominous. I felt Mindy's lips slide off my dick, and then she quit holding it too. That was a very good thing, at least at first, because I desperately needed a break. But quiet whispering from under the table soon followed. That was a very, very bad thing. My mind reeled at the kinds of insanely arousing but also insanely risky things the two of them were plotting down there. I had visions of the three of us being hauled off to jail!

I tried to clamp my legs shut tight in an attempt to get Mindy to scoot out from between my legs, or at least prevent Sue Ellen for joining her close to my crotch. But neither of them budged.

The surprises kept coming. Another waitress walked up to me, holding a tray with some food on it. It was like she was Mindy's much younger sister, because she already had that half-smirk, half-smile of Mindy's down pat. She asked me, "I take it you're Dan?"

"I am," I replied. "Who's asking?"

I suddenly felt very grateful that my boner was currently unoccupied, because it was hard enough already for me to think and talk. I'd been sitting up against the table edge, to help hide what was happening underneath. But I hadn't noticed this waitress coming until she was practically right next to me, and I'd just slid back until my back was resting against the backrest so I could try to see what was happening down there. I very quickly sat up against the table edge again, hoping this waitress hadn't gotten a good look at my exposed crotch, and the steel baseball bat waving in the air right in the middle of it.

The whispering from under the table had momentarily stopped, but when I tried to surreptitiously reach my hand down and zip my fly back up, I felt not one but two hands slap my hand away at almost the exact same time.

Furtive under the table giggling followed, since both women were obviously amused they'd had the same idea at the same time.

It would have been amusing to me too except I was extremely nervous about getting caught by this new waitress. Luckily, the giggling was quite quiet. But if I'd been able to hear it, the new waitress could too, if she was paying attention.

That all took place in a matter of seconds. The waitress, who was young and quite attractive, by the way, continued to look me over with a knowing and happy smirk. Her eyes fell on the bra that was just sitting there in the middle of the table, and she raised a curious eyebrow.

I was totally busted! I wished there was some way I could hide the bra, not that that would help now.

After what seemed to be a very long pause, she finally answered, "Hi, my name is Rosanne. I'm honored to finally meet the legendary Daniel Cooper."

That startled me. "You know my full name?!"

"Sure. Sue Ellen's never actually mentioned your last name, but she tends to write your name on flat surfaces whenever she's taking a break. Sometimes I can see what she's spelling out by watching the movement of her fingers. Things like 'Dan plus Sue Ellen equals love,' or 'Dan is my Master.' You should see how big she makes the 'M' in 'Master.' She's totally in love with you, you know."

"Um..." How do I deal with someone I still don't know well loving me that much? She sounded like a teen girl having her first serious crush, and then it occurred to me that she was 19, which meant she technically still WAS a teenager! That made me feel like a dirty old man.

Without thinking, I looked at the table as if I was looking through it so I could see Sue Ellen and Mindy there. I quickly looked elsewhere, hoping I hadn't clued Rosanne in.

But she just laughed, and said, "Don't worry, I know what's going on. Sue Ellen must be down there with Mindy."

Now, that REALLY floored me! My jaw must have actually dropped wide open, I was so totally amazed. Okay, so she can guess what Sue Ellen is doing, but Mindy too? How does she even know my wife's name in the first place?! 

Thankfully, Sue Ellen and Mindy still weren't touching my crotch, although they pressed or bumped against my legs most of the time. Rosanne was talking quietly and there was some ambient noise, but there was no way they couldn't hear what she'd said as well. Still, I didn't hear or feel anything unusual from them after that shocking revelation.

Rosanne just chuckled some more. "Don't worry, it's cool. As to how I know about your wife too, that's easy. Sue Ellen can't stop talking about you, at least to the other waitresses who are her good friends, and that's pretty much all of us. Especially when she and Laura get going about you, we can hardly get her to shut up. So yes, I know you're some kind of master, and that's your wife down there with her. Your secret is safe with me."

I started to hear and feel some rustling under the table, as well as more quiet whispering. Somehow, I knew they were up to something crazy, now that it appeared Rosanne wasn't going to bust us. My heart was pounding with fear and arousal. My penis had gone flaccid when Rosanne showed up, but it started to grow turgid again. That was a sign my fear was fading and my arousal was surging.

"B-b-but," I stammered, "How... How did you know one of them is there, much less two? You can't see anything, can you?"

"No, I can't," Rosanne said. "No one would ever suspect. I can't even see feet or legs below the tablecloth, because of the dark shadows. But I've been keeping a close eye on you since you came in. Actually, all the waitresses have."

I looked around. I only saw one other waitress, and she appeared to be busy with her job. Although, I had noticed one or two others earlier.

Rosanne continued, "I noticed you came in with Mindy. Well, I figured it had to be her or Cindy, but she looked more like how I envisioned Mindy to look. Plus, odds are better that you'd be with your wife. Anyway, then she disappeared, but I kept an eye on the front door and she didn't leave that way, yet it's been way too long for her to be in the bathroom, so that can't be the answer either. Then I noticed how the tablecloth was rearranged to hang nearly to the floor."

I looked at the slightly out of place tablecloth, feeling majorly busted. I was distressed that this person I'd never met knew so much about me and my sex life. She even knew who Cindy was.

Just then, I felt a lot of repositioning taking place under the table. I felt hands prying my legs wider, wide enough for two very sexy yet very naughty ladies to kneel side by side between my thighs. I would have clamped my legs shut, but there had been a lull in their activity, so I was taken by surprise. In all honesty, I was so horny that I wouldn't have resisted at all, except for Rosanne being right there.

I felt breasts, arms, and shoulders pressing in closer to my crotch, and then different hands caressing my penis and balls. A couple seconds later, I felt not one but two tongues start to lick their way up and down my fully revived cock!

Luckily, Rosanne appeared oblivious to this latest development, or at least she was good at pretending not to care. My face must have looked shocked, but that was understandable given all the revelations Rosanne was making. Sue Ellen obviously had been quite the blabbermouth with the other waitresses, which didn't exactly make me a happy camper.

Rosanne continued to explain, "Plus, I've heard what an aggressive and dominant man you are. You just take what you want! So it figures you'd have your wife blow you beneath the table when you eat in restaurants."

I wanted to protest that. Not true! This had never happened to me before, ever! And besides, it wasn't my doing at all! I had a hard time simply continuing to breathe somewhat normally, as two tongues met over my sweet spot and licked it in tandem.

But Rosanne went on without pause, "I didn't get a chance to talk to Sue Ellen about it though, until she rushed back to the kitchen, saw me, and urgently asked me to cover for her for the next five minutes. She quickly changed that: 'No, better make that ten. No, more like fifteen or even twenty!' Given your legendary sexual prowess and stamina, I could tell what she was going to do next. They're blowing you right now, aren't they?"

I winced. It was pretty hard to deny that - what else would they be doing down there? "Does it show?"

Rosanne smiled with understanding. She had a great smile. "Don't worry, it's cool. From a distance, no one can tell. It just looks like you're sitting alone. But right up close, I can see all these anguished expressions on your face. It looks like someone is repeatedly kicking you in the balls, but you're trying not to show it." She laughed at that.

That description wasn't far off at all. Except instead of kicks of pain, I was repeatedly feeling licks of pure arousal and ecstasy. Mindy already had me close to the edge when she was going solo, and now that Sue Ellen had joined in, two mouths were definitely much more than one. Had it not been for the location and the fact that I didn't want to let out an orgasmic scream, I would have given in and climaxed a long time ago. The fact that I now knew the other waitresses knew all about my sex life made me feel even more reluctant to tip everyone off as to what I was doing.

Rosanne looked beyond me, and said, "Sorry. I'll be back."

I looked around and saw another customer raising a hand, trying to get her attention.

Rosanne started to walk off, but then she remembered something she had on her tray. "Oh, here's a gift." She handed me a cupcake with vanilla frosting. Smirking and smiling again, she said, "Yeah, I know about her nickname too, since she's only mentioned in a million times already, so I thought you'd have fun eating this. Enjoy. Somehow, I think you will." She winked, and then rushed off.

I stared at the cupcake, still floored by recent events. How is it that I've gone from a normal guy to... this?! Crazy! I just had a conversation with a beautiful waitress about the fact that I'm being secretly blown by two women under the table. And it almost seems normal! 

I sighed, and then took a bite of my cupcake. It had a delicious vanilla flavor all the way through. But my hands were shaking because the double tongue attack going on under the table was literally making me tremble all over with insane lust.

The two of them were working on my boner as one. If one of them was lapping her way up one side of my shaft, the other one was probably lapping down the other side. If one was bobbing down to my sweet spot, the other one would probably work on my balls until she had more inches of cock to work with. If one would lick in a corkscrew pattern, the other would use the same pattern on the other side.

And the fingers! Fingers everywhere! It felt like there were about twelve different hands down there, tickling and stimulating every last inch of my dick and balls.

So yeah, the smoothie was pretty good, and the cupcake was divine, but forgive me if my concentration wasn't focused on such things. And not only that, I had to struggle to breathe without making any obvious panting or moaning, despite my steadily increasing arousal and excitement.

Things were quickly reaching a critical stage. I was frantically squeezing my PC muscle, but I felt like I was about to cum at any second just the same. Had anyone else looked at me (and apparently, the other waitresses were!), they could have easily gotten the impression that I was about to take a huge crap, since my face was scrunching up so much.

It couldn't go on like this, not unless I wanted to make a big cummy mess in the middle of a restaurant. I could easily envision Sue Ellen and Mindy emerging from under the table, proudly displaying their cum-covered faces for all to see. That wasn't gonna happen, not if I could help it. Plus, it wouldn't be fair to have someone clean up the cum that wound up on the bottom side of the table or the floor. And how would I manage to avoid making loud sexual noises and a tell-tale orgasmic face?

Staring into my lap, I said, "Okay, you two, enough kidding around. Stop that this instant!"

There was no response, other than continued sliding lips and lapping tongues.

I persisted, "Mindy, remember how you promised no monkey business?"

Both of them made muffled but distinctive monkey noises. Lots of giggling followed.

I rolled my eyes. It was amusing, but my situation was growing too critical for me to be very amused. I muttered menacingly, "You two are angling for a bad spanking. A painful one. And what about you, Cupcake? I thought you're supposed to be my most loyal cock slave."

There was a pause, and all the stroking, licking, and sucking stopped, although I still felt three different hands holding my shaft and balls.

I considered my situation. Here I am, talking to my crotch. It's bad enough if anyone sees that, but it would be a million times worse if anyone heard me talking about 'cock slaves' and such. I think they'd put a straightjacket on me! 

I took another bite of my delicious cupcake, and resolved to hold it right in front of my mouth when talking.

Finally, Sue Ellen quietly asked me, "Um, Master? Are you SURE you want us to stop? Because we're having soooo much fun! Can't we do this just a little longer? Pleeaaaase?"

Mindy added, "And besides, it's not like we can just crawl out of here. Take a look."

I sat all the way back in my seat, since I'd still been pressed against the table edge, and slumped down to get a good look under the table. And what a shock! Damn, this is not good for my heart. Both of them are completely topless! 

That made me very panicky, as well as nearly causing the cum to fire from my boner. I hissed, "What the hell did you do that for?!"

Sue Ellen said proudly, "One just can't properly suck cock unless you're bare breasted. Oh, and kneeling is key too. You probably won't understand. It's a girl thing. Well, probably a submissive slave girl thing, but still."

I sighed as I kept staring at their huge bare racks squeezed together between my legs. I could see their chests but not their faces, due to the table edge being in the way. "Look. It's not that I want you to stop. God knows I'm totally loving the endless waves of pleasure. But I was right on the verge of climaxing there, and I can't do THAT here! Besides, it- oh shit!"

I was going to continue to explain about the danger of doing this in the restaurant, and the particular danger of Sue Ellen losing her job, but I saw Rosanne had finished doing something at a nearby table and was returning to me.

I took a good look at her as she came near. She was attractive, although not as beautiful as Sue Ellen. If Sue Ellen and my other cock slaves were perfect tens (and they were, at least in my eyes), Rosanne was more like an eight or a nine. She had a nice face and her dark brown hair was cut in a cute short bob cut. Her body looked extremely fit, almost as fit as Sue Ellen's. (Where did this restaurant recruit their waitresses? At Olympic team tryouts?!)

But there were two things I didn't like. One, she was short. I'm a bit over six feet, and she looked to be an inch or two over five feet, if that. Frankly, I like more woman than that, where I don't have to practically kneel just to kiss her. And two, her boobs weren't that big. She had what looked to be a B-cup size, and normally that would have been pretty nice, but I had gotten pretty spoiled on that count lately (to say the least!).

And really, that was the main problem, that I was so spoiled. Up until recently, if I'd been single and unattached, I would have jumped into bed with Rosanne in a heartbeat. But with Mindy, Cindy, Ruby, Michelle AND Sue Ellen in my life, I had no interest. I had more beautiful women than I could handle or fully sexually satisfy already, and one more just meant more trouble, complications, and probably yet one more woman ganging up against me in league with the others. So I hoped she had no serious interest in me.

Rosanne was still in her smirky and smiley mode. Instead of standing there, like a waitress was expected to do, she sat down on the other side of the booth. Or at least she tried to. "Mind if I sit here? Oh! What's this? Some kind of obstruction? Hmmm, looks like a leg in the way... or four of them." She snickered. "Oh well, I'll just have to sling my legs out into the aisle." She did just that, sitting on the very edge of the seat so she could get up at a moment's notice.

I frowned, and asked her, "Don't you have to work or something?"

She gestured expansively around the room. "Look around. One waitress can handle this number of customers, and we have three waitresses right now. I told the other one - who isn't currently sucking you under the table, heh! - that you're an old friend and to cover for me for a little while. The thing is, a restaurant has to give us eight hour shifts, minimum. They can't just say 'come in when it starts to get busy and leave when the rush is over,' although they'd love to. At dead times like this, we mostly just try to look busy if our boss is around, and today she's not. Plus, I checked, and the Bat is buried in paperwork. So who cares?"

I was intrigued by another mention of the mysterious "Bat," but this wasn't the time to ask about that, since I was in an awkward situation with her sitting there, to say the least. But I wasn't the kind of guy to tell her to just get lost. Especially since she knew so much about me, I didn't want to turn her into an enemy. Rather lamely, I asked, "Are you sure?"

"I'm sure." She reached between her breasts and pulled an unseen zipper down a couple of inches. The zipper was cleverly hidden behind a seam. That showed that I hadn't been seeing things when I thought Sue Ellen had been showing more cleavage since I'd first seen her when we'd arrived.

She put both her elbows on the tabletop, and then rested her chin in her hands. "Sooooo... I finally get to meet Dan Cooper. Tell me, how do you do it?"

"Do what?"

"I dunno. Whatever it is that you do that has all these women so ga-ga over you. I've never seen anyone as happy as Sue Ellen has been lately, so you must be doing something right. What's your secret?"

"I honestly don't know!" I exclaimed with frustration. "I wish someone would tell me, because I don't get it. I'm just an ordinary guy. I really have done nothing to deserve this."

The hands still holding my boner had started to stroke it a little bit, but it was so subtle at first that I didn't really notice. However, over the past minute, the movement had turned into unabashed stroking. Furthermore, I could feel breathing on my spongy cockhead, coming from so close that it was obviously another way they were trying to arouse me (and succeeding!). But just as I was about to do something about it - although what could I do? Kick them? - I heard an angry "Grrr!" from beneath the table.

It was Sue Ellen. She quietly complained to Rosanne, while remaining completely unseen, "That is SO untrue! Grrr! It gets me upset that he won't admit his greatness."

I rolled my eyes. It was weird talking to a disembodied voice, but I said, "Okay, Cupcake, just what is my so called 'greatness' exactly? Be specific."

"Well, you're smart, handsome, sexy, kind, confident, loving, and so much more! And when it comes to sexual prowess and domination - WOW! You DESERVE lots of slaves! Rosanne, just take a look at his long, thick erection and you'll start to see what I mean."

"Okay!" Rosanne said brightly. "I thought you'd never ask!"

"WAIT!" I said loudly. On this point, I didn't care if other people heard; I needed to make my objection very clear. "Don't do that!" Even though I could feel three hands jacking me off as one, not to mention far too much wildly stimulating breathing, I continued forcefully, "Rosanne, I like you, but what's happening under the table is a private and personal matter, and I don't want you down there, or even looking there."

She pouted. "Awww. Can't I just look? And maybe touch it a little bit?" She looked around the room. "No one will know, if it's just for a few minutes."

I felt a hand leave my pulsing hard-on, and then I could tell Mindy's head had popped up next to Rosanne's legs, because I could see Rosanne look down just past one of her knees, making eye contact. Mindy said, "Rosanne, normally, I'd love for you to join us down here-"

I cut in. "'Join you?!' How is that even physically possible?!"

"Okay," Mindy amended. "Take over for one of us, maybe. It is pretty cramped in here, I'll admit. But Dan clearly isn't into that right now, and we have to respect his wishes." She added on a hopeful note, "Maybe some other time?"

Still staring down at Mindy, Rosanne replied, "Awww. And it looks like you're having such fun too. I've never done anything so bold and naughty."

Mindy said, "Well, it IS fun! We're having quite the penis party down here. It's a regular cock-tail party, if you know what I mean." She snickered. "But there are all kinds of problems with you joining in. For instance, are you dating anyone right now?"

Rosanne grimaced. "Uh, yeah. Is that bad?"

"It is. Dan's not gonna help you cheat on your boyfriend. Even if you're not attached, you'd need a clean bill of health to show you're clean of STDs. Don't take that personally, it's just a policy we have for everyone. After all that, MAYBE you could look at and even play with Dan's huge cock, but only if he approves. Okay?"

"Okay." Rosanne was obviously quite disappointed. "I guess things aren't quite as spontaneous as I'd thought."

"Well, yes and no. We like to take risks, but also follow certain rules so we don't face any serious dangers or moral dilemmas."

"Thank you," I said to my wife, even though I still couldn't see her. "Sorry, Rosanne. You seem very nice, and you're obviously attractive. If Sue Ellen approves of you, that means a lot to us. But what we do with things like this is really a private thing. You wouldn't invite your friends to watch you and your boyfriend have sex, would you?"

"Sounds kinky!" she joked. But then she added with disappointment, "No, I guess not. I see what you mean."

While we'd been talking, I'd heard more rustling under the table. I found out why, because Mindy suddenly emerged on the other side of the table with her bra and blouse back on again.

I looked around to see if anyone had noticed her mysterious reemergence, but the coast was clear. The other waitress was still steering the customers to the other side of the restaurant. Our side was slowly emptying.

Mindy ran her hands through her hair to make herself presentable and then sat right next to Rosanne. "Hi. This is better."

Rosanne looked her over. "Oh, wow. You're really stunning from close up. You could be a professional model or actress or something. Is that what you do?"

Min snorted in disbelief. "Not hardly. I work in a boring office, doing boring office stuff. If I told you what I do in detail, I would literally bore you to death. And I do mean that literally. I have some office stories that have been legally classified by the government as deadly weapons."

Rosanne laughed.

My wife continued, "How 'bout you? I'll bet you're going to college as well as working here."

I felt an insistent tugging on my pants. I repositioned myself, and looked down to see Sue Ellen smiling up at me.

Rosanne replied with some surprise, "I am! Sue Ellen and I even have a couple of classes together. How did you know?"

Sue Ellen was stroking my boner with her face just an inch or so from my cockhead, while still breathing heavily on it. She opened her mouth wide, and licked her lips. When she saw that I was looking down at her, she tilted her head questioningly.

I nodded. What can I say? I'm only human. The fact that I could see and feel she was still topless shattered the last of my resistance. Besides, between her breathing and stroking, it wasn't like my hard-on was getting any kind of break anyway.

I grimaced and clutched the tablecloth as Sue Ellen swallowed my cockhead and started bobbing. I wanted to scream out how great it felt, but instead I tried my best not to show any reaction at all.

Obviously I failed at that, because Mindy looked at me with a triumphant smirk. My eyes must have bugged out, as if I'd just seen a space alien strolling through the restaurant. Furthermore, Sue Ellen wasn't nearly as accustomed to my thickness as Mindy was, so she made quite a racquet as she took it into her mouth. I could tell she was trying her best to be quiet, but there were a few loud gasps and groans until she had all of my cockhead securely inside her mouth.

There was no way Rosanne or Mindy could have failed to notice all that. However, the two of them were cool and tried to as if nothing had happened. They both did snicker and smirk a little bit though. (Why do so many woman love to smirk around me lately?!)

After waiting a few moments for Sue Ellen's struggles to die down, Mindy responded to Rosanne, "You look to be the right age. You can't be a day over twenty."

Rosanne giggled happily.

Min added, "That makes Dan two years older than you. And of course, I'm about two years younger."

Rosanne giggled at the joking some more, and then replied, "Seriously! Both of you look so young and attractive! How old are you really?"

My wife joked (while dodging the question), "Would you like me to answer that, or would you like to live?"

The two of them kept on talking. Suddenly, it was like they were old pals, and I was mostly forgotten. I didn't mind much though, because the way Sue Ellen was blowing me was taking all of my attention. I could fully enjoy it, now that I didn't have to hold a conversation at the same time, and also now that I wasn't on the brink of climax anymore.

Or at least it was like that for another couple of minutes. Mindy and Rosanne did all the talking, while my eyes probably rolled back into my head as Sue Ellen all but murdered me with her incredible tongue work AND lip work, plus finger work. Needless to say, I was unable to pay attention to what the others were talking about. What very little part of my brain that wasn't thinking "God, this feels so good!" had to focus on trying not to look or sound too weird.

Then Rosanne spied a raised hand of a customer. She said, "Oh shoot. Sorry to interrupt you, Mindy, but that's one of my tables. I really should take that. And Sue Ellen, I can hear you sucking down there. You GO, girl!" She laughed. "Are you having a good time?"

Sue Ellen wasn't about to pull off to answer, given how tough it still was for her to get her lips around my thickness. So she just responded with an emphatic "MMMM!"

Rosanna chuckled at that. "I'll bet. I certainly don't want to be a cock blocker. But try to remember that we'll need you working again when the crowd picks up. We don't want the Bat to sweep in and have another one of her hissy fits. I'll be back soon, okay?"

That left me wondering yet again who the "Bat" was.

But I didn't get a chance to ask, because Rosanne smiled and winked at me, and then rushed off.

I would have been really embarrassed at Rosanne's brief discussion of what Sue Ellen was doing to me, but I was so horny and aroused that I was beyond caring.

Apparently Sue Ellen felt the same, because she didn't even pause with her loving licking, not to mention her powerful and steady sucking.

Mindy shifted in her seat to face me. She was smirking and obviously feeling very pleased with herself. She said to me, "You see? I was good. I could have said, 'Sure! Come on down. The more, the merrier.' And you have NO IDEA how much I wanted to say just that. But I restrained myself. It's important to have standards and rules. Not just any pretty girl is worthy of slurping on your cock."

I grumbled, "Yeah, you were good, relatively speaking, but only after a stroll on the bad side. Remember those monkey noises?"

She blushed. "Oops! I forgot about that."

"Yeah, well, I didn't. Besides, you talk a good talk, but you knew something like this was going to happen. BOTH of you are going to be properly punished, and soon."

I heard a surprised "eep!" noise from between my legs, but Sue Ellen resumed her happy and steady licking and bobbing after only a few seconds. She was mostly lashing her tongue back and forth over my sweet spot, while using a tight lip-lock to suck like a human vacuum cleaner.

I added to my naughty wife, "Besides, you didn't totally shut Rosanne down. You basically said, 'Not today, but tomorrow? Maybe.'"

"Busted!" Mindy groaned with dismay. "You got me there. But would that be such a bad thing? She's pretty sexy, isn't she? Would you toss her out of bed for eating crackers?" She added with a sly grin, "Or Thin Mints?"

"No, but that's not the point." Playing along with her joke, I said, "I'd fuck her half to death and then eat all of her Thin Mints. So there!" But then I grew serious again. "Come on, Min. You KNOW I can't handle any more women in my life!"

"True. But wouldn't it be nice if you could come in here any time you like, whether Sue Ellen is working that day or not, sit down and order yourself a shake or a smoothie, or even a full meal? Then, here's the kicker: after the waitress takes your order and passes it to the kitchen, she comes back and ducks down under your table and blows you! I've seen the help here. They're ALL young women, and they're ALL quite attractive."

Sue Ellen stopped sucking me long enough to say, "Oh my God! Mindy, that is SUCH a good idea! That gets me way hot!" It didn't come out nearly that clearly, since she still had her lips tightly sealed around my shaft, but I was somehow able to figure out her words. Then she resumed bobbing on me. Or perhaps to be more accurate, I should say she attacked my dick with an even greater hunger than before.

Mindy chuckled, obviously figuring out from the contortions on my face what was happening underneath, and just how much Sue Ellen liked that idea.

Actually, she didn't even need to look anywhere, because Sue Ellen was so carried away that she forgot to keep quiet. I worried that everyone would hear her lewd slurping. I had to look all around to confirm that no one was actually within clear listening distance.

I complained, "Sorry, Cupcake, but please forget you heard that. Mindy's just fantasizing, isn't she?" I strongly emphasized the "isn't she" part, showing I wasn't going to brook any disagreement.

Mindy was a bit surprised by my forcefulness. "Um, yeah." Then she seemed to snap out of her cucquean fantasy mode. "Uh, definitely! I don't know what I was thinking. Sue Ellen, please forget you heard that."

I heard some grudging, disappointed mumbling from under the table, along with more of her noisy slurping.

I couldn't help but think, My Cupcake's enthusiasm is just so cute! She really is the ideal cock slave. And she's one hell of a cocksucker! 

However, I worried, because I knew that one Mindy had an idea like that, she wasn't likely to easily let it go. Besides, I knew Sue Ellen couldn't simply unhear the idea, and she could get recruited to help. I could detect trouble brewing with the restaurant in the future.

I shook my head and sighed. "How do I get myself in these fixes?"

My smirky wife pointed out, "For a guy who complains a lot, it sure seems to me like you manage to have a hell of a lot of fun. Like right now. I can easily hear how her lips and tongue are busy paying their respects to the King. All you'd have to do is tell her to stop, or even push her away. But you don't."

I sighed again. "What can I say? I'm weak. I'm human. I'm a male. This whole situation is just too fucking arousing to be resisted. But how long do you think she can happily slurp away down there, anyway, before she gets in trouble?"

Mindy looked around. "I'd guess until the services of three waitresses at once are truly needed, like Rosanne said. And that's probably... what? Maybe an hour from now? So just kick back and enjoy it for a good ol' long time. I don't mind waiting." She was the queen of smirks.

I gave her an annoyed look, but I did just what she'd suggested, and slumped back a bit and relaxed. I even took another sip from my long forgotten smoothie.

She reached under the table. I couldn't tell what her hand was doing exactly, but she was probably just getting Sue Ellen attention. She whispered to her, "Sweetie, I know you're having fun, but you should be mindful of how much noise you're making. Can you keep it down some? You don't want to get your master in trouble."

I didn't hear or see any sign of response from Sue Ellen. She didn't even slow down her rhythmic bobbing on my thickness.

But she must have communicated something to Mindy, because my sneaky wife sat back and relaxed. "Aaaah! I'll tell ya, this is like a cucquean dream come true. I can't even begin to tell you what this does to me. It's like, you know how much constant pleasure you're feeling right now? I nearly feel that good, just from knowing what's going on under the table at this very second!"

Her eyes suddenly flashed with increased arousal. "Oh my God! You know what? We should take Sue Ellen or one of your other slaves along whenever we eat at ANY restaurant! Can you just imagine sitting with me in, say, a Round Table Pizza, with, say, Cindy and Michelle under the table, polishing your fat knob while you and I casually chat and polish off a pizza? That would be... heaven! And so fitting, with all that polishing going on above and below." She growled with erotic hunger.

Unfortunately, I could imagine. And I say unfortunately, because the image was so arousing to me that I finally lost all control. It didn't help that Sue Ellen was obviously listening and feeling inspired. She sucked me even faster and harder! I clenched my teeth and gripped the table edge so hard I damn near pulped the wood.

I knew there was no way I could stop the impeding orgasm, so I tried to limit the possible public humiliation. It took an extreme effort of will, but I managed not to cry out. I gritted my teeth and nearly bit my tongue off, and I even rose up out of my seat a little bit. But I persevered.

Luckily, my earlier worries about where my cum would go didn't apply in this case, since Sue Ellen was already bobbing down over my sweet spot at the time. I noticed that she kept her lips locked around my crown, so that every last rope of my cum poured into her mouth and onto her tongue, rather than trying to take me deep in her throat where she wouldn't be able to taste my load. She ably guzzled down my entire load, and I doubt if she let even a drop spill from her lips.

When it was done, I slumped back into my seat. I felt like slithering down to the floor, because my body suddenly seemed boneless.

"Jesus H. Christ!" I quietly muttered when it was done.

"On a pogo stick," Mindy helpfully pointed out. "You can't forget him bouncing around on his pogo stick." Clearly having the time of her life, she placed a finger on her chin and pretended confusion. "I don't remember that part in the Bible though. Maybe that's how he got to the Sermon on the Mount and places like that, with his pogo stick. And what's the 'H' stand for, anyway? I've always assumed it's 'Herbert.'"

I just closed my eyes and groaned as quietly as I could. "Min, please. Not now. Can you... can you just... get Cupcake from under the table and make sure she isn't seen? Okay?"

I didn't even pay attention to her reply. I must admit, I kind of zoned out for a minute or two. Getting secretly blown in public was very thrilling, but also emotionally exhausting.

By the time I opened my eyes, Sue Ellen was gone. In fact, I looked around the restaurant and I noticed her happily serving another customer. She was standing there, smiling and holding a pencil and pad of paper to take an order, just like any other waitress. It was just like nothing out of the ordinary had happened. Even her facial expression didn't seem out of the ordinary.

I finally focused my gaze on my wife.

Not surprisingly, she was as smirky and satisfied as usual. She said to me, "Look who rejoins the living."

I realized I'd been slouched down, and I sat up straight. "Shit! How long was I out of it? Did anyone notice?"

She said, "Now, I could tell you a tall tale about how an entire crowd gathered around after you fell asleep and gawked at your impressive tube snake hanging in the open-"

I reached for my crotch, but my fly was somehow zipped up. Upon reflection, Sue Ellen must have taken care of that before she left.

Min smiled patiently, somehow knowing exactly what I was doing. "I took care of it. Anyway, I could give you a big, long cock and balls story, which by the way, seems strangely appropriate for you. Hmmm. I wonder why."

"The expression is cock and BULL story," I pointed out.

"Is it? Well, that's appropriate too, since you're the bull in charge of our herd. And doesn't a cock and balls story sound like a lot more fun? Especially if it's a big, long, thick cock and tasty balls story. Mmmm! Yum!" She licked her lips enticingly.

"Miiiiindy!" I growled impatiently. "I can't even THINK about that right now."

She just grinned impishly. "But in any case, I could have dazzled your gullible brain with a B.S. story, but I didn't." She added with teasing sarcasm, "You know me. I would NEVER do that!"

I rolled my eyes. "No, never. That must have been some other wife all those other times."

She pointed at me accusingly. "Hey! Don't get started with your talking about multiple wives! I'm horny enough as it is! I've been sitting in practically an entire LAKE of my own making, keeping guard for you. If I get any wetter, they'll have to declare this entire restaurant a flood zone!"

I rolled my eyes again. "You LIKE the idea of multiple wives?"

"In practice? No, never. You can have as many cock slaves as you like, but I draw the line with one wife: ME! But as a cucquean fantasy, that's another story!" She grinned impishly and wiggled her eyebrows up and down like Groucho Marx.

I shook my head. "Weird. But seriously, we're good? We actually got away with that?! No one noticed all the craziness?"

She nodded. "We're good. Think about it: when you eat out at a restaurant, how often do you pay any attention to people at other tables? Basically never, right? Not unless someone shouts or keels over or something. Well, that or if they're directly in your line of sight or in the booth right next to yours. And as you can see, no one is sitting near us."

She paused, and scratched her chin in contemplation. "Hmmm. I wonder if the smell of my pussy juice lake is scaring them off."

Seeing the sudden concern on my face, she added, "Don't worry about it, I took care of that too. Half of my purse is filled with supplies for orgasmic emergencies, since those have been happening to me so often lately. I even paid the bill, and gave our waitress an EXTRA big tip! Or, were you not fully satisfied with her personal service?" She said that with a leer, and finished it with a knowing wink.

I think I blushed a little at that, or at least I looked abashed. I'm very glad Mindy had paid the tip. How much would I pay Sue Ellen after she blew me? It would feel like prostitution if I gave her any money at all. Either that, or it would seem like I was grading her performance. Yet wouldn't it be rude to give the usual tip amount? What a dicey situation. 

I said, "No, it's not that. It's just weird to up and leave, after we... desecrated this place."

She snorted with amusement. "What, do you want them to put up a monument to your sexual daring? Shit happens. This is your life now - you get blown a lot, even in public places. You cum. Your cock slaves swallow, wipe their chins clean, and love it! Then life goes on. And don't worry about the lingering smell, or any stray cum gobs. Sue Ellen will clean up. That's part of a cock slave's duty, so her master doesn't have to worry about such petty details."

I pondered that. I finally said, half-joking but half-serious, "This 'master' gig is pretty sweet, isn't it?"

She beamed at my approval. "It is, you lucky dog! Now, shall we go?"

It was pretty mind-blowing thinking just what a 'lucky dog' I was, but I didn't want to dwell on that. I said, "Hold your horses. As long as we're sitting here and I'm feeling like a blob of Jell-O, there's one thing I want to discuss before I forget. You told me on the phone earlier today that you're going to be getting your own personal assistant for your office, right?"

She grew serious. "Yes, that's right. I've been kind of resisting it since I prefer to work alone, but since you forced me to cut back on my hours, I never seem to have enough time. Especially when I play hooky to watch a busty waitress suck my hubby's tube steak in some random restaurant." She grinned. "Why do you ask?"

"Well, I was thinking since that call." I half-kidded, "Don't ask me when I wasn't distracted, but I had a few minutes in there at some point. Anyway, you know I've been looking for a job for Cindy, especially a secretarial job, since that's what she knows. What if you were to hire her?"

As soon as I mentioned Cindy's name, she could see where I was going with that, and her eyes lit up with delight. By the time I was done speaking, she stood up and rushed around the table to give me a big hug. "Brilliant! Totally brilliant! Duh! Jesus Herbert Christ, why didn't I think of that?"

It felt strange to stand up, since I'd been sitting in that booth for so long. As I squeezed my lovely wife, I said, "I'm sure one of us would have come up with it sooner or later. But do you think she can get the job?"

She gave me a wry grin. "Who do you think gets to make the decision? ME!" She poked herself in the chest proudly. "It's a done deal! Oh! I have to call her right now!" She broke the hug and reached for the phone in her purse.

However, she paused to ponder. "But my only concern is: will I actually get any work done? Or will we just sit around and talk about your big cock, your cock slaves worshipping and pleasuring your big cock, all the lovely things your big cock gets up to and stuck into, and other big cock related matters all day long? Heck, we both know the answer to that. But still, with Cindy there helping me, that should help make up for the time we lose goofing off. Assuming there are some other times we actually do any work, that is." She winked.

I said with considerable understatement, "Somehow, I doubt that's what your bosses had in mind with this personal assistant idea."

She shrugged. "Their loss." But seeing my worry, she added, "Don't worry, we'll be good, and work hard... most of the time." She winked again. "Or would that be we'll work on getting things good and hard most of the time?" She winked yet again. "Seriously, if I was a big slacker, they wouldn't pay me the big bucks. I know when to work hard and when I can take a break."

She then dialed Cindy on her phone. "Hello? Cindy? Guess what? You're HIRED!"

I was about to walk off and give Sue Ellen a special good-bye kiss when I noticed her bra was still sitting on the table. I scooped it up and stuffed it in Mindy's purse while she was distracted, since she was chattering excitedly on the phone.

I pondered the bra, and thought, How could THAT not be noticed? I mean, if I was walking past a booth and saw a bra just lying there, I'd do a serious double take, to say the least. Luckily, I don't think any other customers actually came by our table. But then again, I'll bet Min would get off if they did and they noticed. I've got to be careful, especially since I was the one who left it out in the open in the first place. My cucquean queen wife might be a little bit reformed today, but only a little bit. 
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